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			Foreword

			This edition of Thomas Mann’s Short Fiction was produced from various translations. “Bashan and I” was translated by Hermann George Scheffauer and originally published in 1923. “Tristan,” “Tonio Kröger,” and “Death in Venice” were translated by Kenneth Burke and originally published in 1924. “Disorder and Early Sorrow” was translated by Hermann George Scheffauer and originally published in 1926. “Little Herr Friedemann,” “Little Louise,” “Tobias Mindernickel,” “The Wardrobe,” “The Path to the Cemetery,” “The Infant Prodigy,” “At the Prophet’s,” and “How Jappe Fought Do Escobar” were also translated by Hermann George Scheffauer and originally published in 1928. “Mario and the Magician” was translated by H. T. Lowe-Porter and originally published in 1930.
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			Short Fiction

		
	
		
			Little Herr Friedemann

			It was the fault of the wet-nurse. What was the good of Frau Consul Friedemann’s giving her an earnest talking-to, when her suspicions were first aroused, and bidding her suppress that vice of hers? What was the good of giving her a daily glass of claret in addition to the nourishing beer? It was suddenly evident that this young woman also went so far as to drink the spirits intended for the cooking-stove, and before a substitute for her had arrived, before one could discharge her, the disaster had happened. One day when the mother and her three half-grown daughters returned from a walk, little Johannes, about a month old, lay on the floor, whimpering lightly yet frightfully, just as he had fallen from the swaddling-table, while the wet-nurse stood staring stupidly.

			The doctor, who tested the limbs of the contorted and jerking little body with firm, solicitous fingers, made a very, very serious face; the three girls stood sobbing in a corner and Frau Friedemann prayed aloud in the terror of her heart.

			Even before the birth of the child the poor woman had been forced to undergo having her husband, the consul for the Netherlands, swept from her side by an illness as sudden as it was violent, and she was still too broken in spirit to be capable of hoping that little Johannes might be preserved to her. But after two days the physician, with an encouraging pressure of the hand, told her that an immediate danger was no longer to be feared; the slight concussion of the brain had, first of all, entirely disappeared, as one might see by the mere look of the eyes, which no longer had the same fixity as at the beginning. Of course, one would have to wait to know how, after all, the thing would develop﻿—and, to be sure, to hope for the best, to hope for the best.

			

			The grey house with the gables in which Johannes Friedemann grew up stood near the northern gates of the old mercantile city, a city of medium size. Through the house door one entered a roomy vestibule, paved with stone tiles, from which a staircase with white-painted banister led to the upper stories. The wallpaper of the living-room in the first story revealed faded landscapes, and stiff-backed furniture stood ranged around the heavy mahogany table with the dark-red cover of plush.

			Here he often sat during his childhood, at the window, in front of which beautiful flowers were always growing﻿—sat on a little stool at the feet of his mother and listened to some wonderful story while he regarded the smooth, grey parting of her hair and her kind, gentle face and breathed the slight fragrance that always emanated from her. Or perhaps he would ask to see the picture of his father, a pleasant-looking gentleman with grey side-whiskers. He was in heaven, said his mother, and was awaiting them all there.

			Behind the house there was a small garden, in which they spent a good part of the day during the summer, in spite of the sweetish vapours which were almost always being wafted across it from a neighbouring sugar-refinery. An old, gnarled walnut-tree grew there, and often little Johannes sat in its shade on a low wooden stool and cracked nuts, while Frau Friedemann and the three sisters, who were now grown up, sat together in a tent of grey canvas. The eyes of the mother often lifted themselves from her embroidery and wandered across to the child with pathetic tenderness.

			He was not a beautiful child, little Johannes; and as he sat there on his stool with his pointed pigeon-breast, his hunched-up back, and his all too long, skinny arms, and cracked nuts with a great zest, he offered a most remarkable spectacle. His hands and feet, however, were small and delicate, and he had large, light-brown eyes, like those of a doe, a soft, well-cut mouth, and fine, light-brown hair. Although his head sat so lamentably between his shoulders, yet he was almost to be called beautiful.

			

			When he was seven years old, he was sent to school, and now the years went by swiftly and uniformly. Day by day, with that comically dignified manner of walking which is often a characteristic of the deformed, he would wander between the gabled houses and the shops to the old schoolhouse with the Gothic vaults; and when he had done his work at home, he would perhaps read in his books, with the lovely, coloured pictures on the covers, or occupy himself in the garden, while the sisters would tend house for the ailing mother. They also went to parties, for the Friedemanns belonged to the first families of the town; but the girls had unfortunately not yet married, for their fortune was not very large and they were rather plain-looking.

			Johannes, to be sure, also received an invitation now and then from his companions of the same age, but he had no great pleasure in associating with them. He could not take part in their games, and as they always maintained a shy restraint towards him, comradeship was impossible.

			There came the time when in the schoolyard he would often hear them talk of certain experiences; he would listen with wide and attentive eyes as they spoke of their ardour for this or that little girl, and would remain silent. These things, which obviously absorbed the others so completely, belonged to those for which he was not suited, like gymnastics and ball-throwing. Often this made him a bit sad; but, after all, he had always been accustomed to stand by himself and not to partake of the interests of the others.

			In spite of this it happened﻿—he was sixteen years old at the time﻿—that he conceived a sudden inclination for a girl of the same age. She was the sister of one of his classmates, a blond, wayward, merry creature, and he had become acquainted with her at her brother’s. He was seized by a strange awkwardness in her presence, and the self-conscious and artificially friendly manner with which she, too, treated him filled him with deep sadness.

			One summer afternoon as he was walking alone upon the ramparts that lay beyond the town gates, he heard a whispering behind a bush of jasmine and peered cautiously between the branches. On the bench which stood there sat that identical girl and beside her a tall, red-haired boy whom he knew very well; he had his arm about her waist and was pressing upon her lips a kiss, which she returned, tittering. When Johannes Friedemann had seen this, he turned on his heels and went softly away.

			His head sat deeper than ever between his shoulders, his hands trembled, and a sharp, insistent pain mounted from his breast into his throat. But he choked it down and carried himself resolutely erect, as well as he could. “Very well,” he said to himself, “that is the end of that. I’ll never again trouble myself about all this. It brings joy and happiness to others, but to me always only pain and sorrow. I am done with it. It is all over for me. Never again.”

			This resolution did him good. He renounced, renounced forever. He went home and took up a book or played the violin, as he had learned to do in spite of his deformed breast.

			

			When he was seventeen, he left school, in order to enter business life, as was the universal custom in that world of his. He obtained a position as an apprentice in the great lumber firm of Schlievogt and Company, down along the river. He was treated with consideration; he, on his part, was friendly and obliging; and so the time passed peacefully and all was in good order. In his twenty-first year his mother died after a long illness.

			This was a great sorrow for Johannes Friedemann, a sorrow which he retained for a long time. He enjoyed this sorrow, he abandoned himself to it, just as one abandons oneself to a great happiness; he cultivated it with a thousand childhood memories and exploited it as his first deep experience.

			Is not life in itself something good, whether or not it takes that form which one calls “happy”? Johannes Friedemann felt that and he loved life. No one can realize with what circumspection he, who had renounced the greatest happiness which life can offer us, knew how to enjoy the pleasures which lay open to him. A walk in springtime through the park that surrounded the town, the perfume of a flower, the song of a bird﻿—might one not be thankful for such things?

			And that a cultivated mind belongs to the capacity for enjoyment﻿—yes, that a cultivated mind is always only the same thing as the capacity for enjoyment﻿—that, too, he understood; and he cultivated himself. He loved music and went to all the concerts given in the town. Gradually he himself began to play the violin passably well, though he looked queer enough while playing, and he rejoiced in every soft and beautiful tone that he succeeded in producing. By constant reading he had also acquired a literary taste, which, no doubt, he shared with no one else in that town. He was well informed as to the latest books both at home and in foreign lands; he knew how to savour the rhythmic charm of a poem, knew how to let the intimate spirit of an exquisitely written short story work on him﻿—oh! one might almost say that he was an epicurean.

			He learned to comprehend that all things are worthy of enjoyment and that it is almost foolish to distinguish between happy and unhappy experiences. He accepted willingly all his feelings and moods and cultivated them, the sombre as well as the gay, and no less the wishes unfulfilled﻿—his longings. He loved them for their own sakes and told himself that the best was lost through fulfilment. Is not the sweet, poignant, vague yearning and hoping of quiet evenings in spring more enjoyable than all the fulfilment which summer is able to bring?﻿—Yes, he was an epicurean, was little Herr Friedemann!

			Surely the people who greeted him on the streets in that compassionate, friendly manner to which he had become accustomed of old, did not know this. They did not know that this unfortunate cripple who marched through the streets full of droll dignity in his light-coloured overcoat and polished silk hat﻿—he was, strangely enough, a bit vain﻿—tenderly loved the life which flowed gently past him, void of great passion, but filled with a quiet and tender happiness which he knew how to create for himself.

			

			The chief hobby of Herr Friedemann, however, his actual passion, was the theatre. He possessed an uncommonly strong dramatic sensibility, and before powerful stage effects, or at the climax of a tragedy, his whole little body might begin to tremble. He had his special seat in the dress-circle of the municipal theatre, where he was to be seen regularly, and now and then his three sisters accompanied him. Since the death of their mother they kept house for him and themselves in the old home, which they owned in common.

			Unluckily they were still not married; but they had long ago reached an age﻿—at which one becomes resigned, for Friederike, the oldest, was seventeen years older than Herr Friedemann. She and her sister Henriette were a trifle too tall and thin, while Pfiffi, the youngest, seemed far too short and stout. The last-named, moreover, had a droll trick of shaking herself at every word and then accumulating moisture in the corners of her mouth.

			Little Herr Friedemann did not bother much about the three girls; but they kept faithfully together and were constantly of one mind. Especially when some engagement in their circle of acquaintances was announced, they would unanimously declare that this was really most delightful.

			Their brother continued to live with them, even after he had left the timber firm of Schlievogt and Company and had gone into business by himself. He took over some small enterprise, an agency or the like, something that did not demand too much work. He used a few rooms on the ground-floor of the house, so that he only needed to climb the stairs to meals, for now and then he suffered a bit from asthma.

			On his thirtieth birthday, a bright, warm June day, he sat in the grey garden-tent after lunch, with a new bolster, which Henriette had worked for him, behind his neck, a good cigar in his mouth, and a good book in his hand. Now and again he would put the book aside and listen to the joyous twittering of the sparrows which sat in the old nut-tree and gaze at the neat gravel-path that led to the house, and at the lawn, with the bright flowerbeds.

			Little Herr Friedemann did not wear a beard, and his face had practically not changed at all; only the features had become a bit more pointed. His fine, light-brown hair he wore parted smoothly on the side.

			Once as he let the book sink to his knees and blinked his eyes towards the blue, sunny heavens, he said to himself: “It’s now thirty years. Now there will be perhaps another ten or even twenty. God knows. They will come quietly and silently and go by like those that are past, and I shall await them in tranquillity of soul.”

			

			In July of the same year that change in the post of commandant of the district took place which set that entire world agog. The portly, jovial gentleman who had occupied this post for long years had been a great favourite in social circles, and his departure was viewed with regret. God knows to what circumstance it was due that now Herr von Rinnlingen should have come here from the capital.

			The exchange, moreover, did not seem to be a bad one, for the new Lieutenant-Colonel, who was married, but childless, rented a very roomy villa in the southern suburbs, and this led people to believe that he was planning receptions and the like. At all events the rumour that he was extraordinarily affluent was substantiated by the fact that he brought four servants, five saddle- and carriage-horses, a landau, and a light trap with him.

			This couple soon after their arrival began to pay calls on the most esteemed families, and their name was on all lips; but it was decidedly not Herr von Rinnlingen himself who aroused the most interest, but his wife. The men were staggered and for the present ventured no opinion, but the women were frank enough to show that they did not approve of the ways and nature of Gerda von Rinnlingen.

			“It is natural that one should sense the air of the capital,” asserted Frau Hagenström, the wife of the attorney, speaking to Henriette Friedemann, “quite natural. She smokes, she rides﻿—no matter! But her conduct is not only free; it is loud, and even that is not the right word. You see, she is by no means ugly, one might even say that she was pretty; and yet she is quite devoid of feminine charm, and her look, her laugh, her movements, lack everything that men admire. She is not coquettish, and I, God knows, would be the last to disapprove of that; but is it right for such a young woman﻿—she is twenty-four years old﻿—to sacrifice completely all the natural, pretty powers of attraction? I am not very ready of speech, my dear, but I know what I mean. Our men are still, as it were, stunned. You will see that in a few weeks they will turn away from her completely disgusted.”

			“Well,” said Fräulein Friedemann, “she is excellently provided for.”

			“Yes, her husband!” cried Frau Hagenström. “How does she treat him? You will see! I should be the first to insist that a married woman should to a certain degree be reserved towards the other sex. But how does she act towards her own husband? She has a way of giving him an ice-cold look and in a tone of pity saying: ‘Dear friend’ to him, that arouses my indignation. For you ought to see him﻿—correct, a fine figure of a man, courteous, a splendidly preserved man in the forties, a brilliant officer! They have been married four years, my dear.”

			

			The spot in which little Herr Friedemann was to be vouchsafed to cast eyes upon Frau von Rinnlingen for the first time was the Hauptstrasse, which consisted almost exclusively of business houses, and this meeting took place at noon, just as he came from the Exchange, where he had joined in a conversation or two.

			He was walking, tiny yet important, at the side of Herr Stephens, a wholesale merchant, an uncommonly large and bulky gentleman with round-trimmed side-whiskers and terribly thick eyebrows. Both wore top hats and because of the warm weather had opened their overcoats. They talked of politics, striking their walking-sticks rhythmically on the pavement; but when they had about reached the middle of the street, Herr Stephens, the wholesale merchant, suddenly said: “Devil take me, if there isn’t the Von Rinnlingen driving towards us.”

			“Well met, now,” said Herr Friedemann in his high, somewhat sharp voice and he looked expectantly straight ahead. “I have really not had a look at her yet. There we have the yellow wagon.”

			It was indeed the yellow hunting-trap, which Frau von Rinnlingen was using today, and she drove the two slender horses herself, while the footman, with crossed arms, sat behind her. She wore a wide jacket, very light in colour, and the skirt was also light. Her ruddy blond hair spread out from under the little round straw-hat with brown leather band, and was curled over her ears and fell in a thick knot on her neck. The colour of her oval face was a dull white, and in the corners of her brown eyes, which lay unusually close together, there were bluish shadows. Her short but well-shaped nose was saddled with freckles, which were very becoming to her; but one could not see whether her mouth was pretty or not, for she constantly thrust out her under lip and then drew it back, rubbing it against the upper lip.

			Stephens, the wholesale merchant, greeted her with extraordinary deference as the wagon reached them, and little Herr Friedemann also lifted his hat, looking at Frau von Rinnlingen with wide and attentive eyes. She lowered her whip, nodded her head slightly, and drove slowly past, looking to right and left at the houses and shopwindows.

			After a few steps the wholesale merchant said: “She has been out driving and is now on the way home.”

			Little Herr Friedemann did not reply, but looked down at the pavement before him. Then suddenly he looked up at the wholesale merchant and asked: “What did you say?”

			And Herr Stephens repeated his sagacious remark.

			

			Three days later at noon Johannes Friedemann returned home from his regular walk. Lunch took place at half past twelve and he was just about to go for half an hour to his “office,” which was situated immediately to the right of the entrance door, when the servant-girl came across the entrance hall and said to him: “There are visitors here, Herr Friedemann.”

			“In the office?” he asked.

			“No, upstairs, with the ladies.”

			“Who is it?”

			“Lieutenant-Colonel and Frau von Rinnlingen.”

			“Oh,” said Herr Friedemann, “then I will﻿—”

			And he ascended the stairs. On the second floor he walked across the hallway and he already had in his hand the knob of the lofty, white-painted door which opened into the “landscape room” when he suddenly halted, retreated a step, turned about, and went slowly back as he had come. And although he was completely alone, he said to himself, aloud: “No. Better not.”

			He went downstairs to his “office,” sat down at the desk, and took up the newspaper. After a minute or so, however, he let it drop and looked sideways out of the window. He remained seated so until the girl came and told him that lunch was served; he then went up to the dining-room, where his sisters were already waiting for him, and sat down on his chair, on which three music-books were lying.

			Henriette, who served the soup, said: “Johannes, guess who was here!”

			“Well?” he asked.

			“The new Lieutenant-Colonel and his wife.”

			“Really? Well, that was nice.”

			“Yes,” said Pfiffi, and the corners of her mouth began to water; “I find that they are both most agreeable persons.”

			“At all events,” said Friederike, “we mustn’t wait too long with our return call. I suggest that we go the day after tomorrow, Sunday.”

			“Sunday,” said Henriette and Pfiffi.

			“And, Johannes, you’ll come with us, of course?” asked Friederike.

			“I should say so!” said Pfiffi and she shook herself. Herr Friedemann had utterly failed to hear the question and ate his soup with a quiet and timorous mien. It was as though he were listening to something, to some strange sound.

			

			On the following evening Lohengrin was on the boards at the municipal theatre and all the best people were present. The little auditorium was packed from top to bottom and filled with buzzing noises, a smell of gas, and perfumes. But all opera-glasses, in the orchestra seats as well as those in the balconies, were directed at box thirteen, just to the right of the stage, for there for the first time Herr von Rinnlingen and wife had made their appearance, and this was an opportunity, for once, to study the couple thoroughly.

			When little Herr Friedemann, in an immaculate dress-suit, with a shining white shirt-bosom projecting pointedly, entered his box﻿—box thirteen﻿—he started back, at the same time making a movement with his hand towards his forehead, while his nostrils expanded convulsively for a moment. But then he sat down on his chair, the seat to the left of Frau von Rinnlingen.

			She looked at him a moment as he sat down, protruding her under lip, and then turned to exchange a few words with her husband, who stood behind her. He was a tall, broad-shouldered man with turned-up moustaches and a bronzed, good-natured face.

			When the overture began and Frau von Rinnlingen leaned over the railing, Herr Friedemann shot a hasty side-glance at her. She wore a light-coloured evening dress and was even a trifle décolleté﻿—the only one among the ladies present. Her sleeves were very wide and puffy, and her white gloves reached to her elbows. There was something voluptuous about her figure tonight, something that was not noticeable the other day, when she wore the wide jacket; her full bosom rose and sank slowly and the coils of ruddy-blond hair lay low and heavy upon her neck.

			Herr Friedemann was pale, much paler than usual, and beneath his smoothly parted brown hair small beads of perspiration stood on his forehead. Frau von Rinnlingen had stripped her glove from her left arm, which lay on the red velvet of the balustrade, and this round, dull-white arm, which like the unadorned hand was traversed by pale-blue veins, he saw always before him; there was no help for that.

			The fiddles sang, the trumpets came in crashingly, Telramund fell, general jubilation reigned in the orchestra, and little Herr Friedemann sat immovably, pale and still, his head sunk deep between his shoulders, a forefinger pressed to his lips and his other hand under the lapel of his coat.

			When the curtain fell, Frau von Rinnlingen rose and left the box with her husband. Herr Friedemann saw this without looking in that direction, passed his handkerchief lightly across his forehead, stood up suddenly, walked as far as the door leading to the corridor, turned back again, sat down in his place, and remained there motionless in the position which he had assumed before.

			When the signal bell tinkled and his neighbours came back, he felt that Frau von Rinnlingen’s eyes rested on him, and without really willing it he raised his head. As their glances met, she did not by any means look aside, but continued to regard him attentively without a trace of embarrassment, until he himself, conquered and humiliated, lowered his eyes. He had grown still paler, and a strange, sweetish, biting anger began to rise in him.﻿—The music began.

			Towards the end of this act it happened that Frau von Rinnlingen let her fan slip from her hand and that this fell to the floor beside Herr Friedemann. Both bent down at the same time, but she seized it herself and said with a smile which had mockery in it: “I thank you.”

			Their heads had been close together and for a moment he had been forced to breathe the warm perfume of her breast. His face was distorted, his whole body contracted, and his heart pounded with such horribly heavy and powerful beats that his breath almost left him. He sat for another half-minute; then he pushed back his chair, stood up noiselessly, and noiselessly went out.

			

			He walked, followed by the strains of the music, across the corridor, received his silk hat, his light overcoat, and his cane at the coatroom, and strode down the steps to the street.

			It was a warm, still evening. In the light of the gas lamps the grey, gabled houses stood silently against the heavens, which were glistening with bright, mild stars. The steps of the few people who passed Herr Friedemann echoed upon the pavement. Somebody greeted him, but he did not see it; he held his head low, and his high, pointed chest trembled, so heavily did he breathe. Now and then he said to himself softly: “My God! My God!”

			He looked into his heart with horror-stricken and anxious eyes, and saw how his emotions, which he had cultivated so tenderly, had always treated so mildly and wisely, were now torn up, whirled about, twisted inside out.﻿—And suddenly, quite overpowered, in a condition of dizziness, intoxication, longing, and torture, he leaned against a lamppost and with trembling lips whispered: “Gerda!”

			Everything remained quiet. Far and wide at this moment there was no human being to be seen. Little Herr Friedemann pulled himself together and walked on. He had gone along the street in which the theatre stood and which pitched rather steeply towards the river, and now he followed the Hauptstrasse towards the north, towards his home.

			How she had looked at him! How? She had conquered him, forced him to lower his eyes? She had humiliated him with a look? Was she not a woman and he a man? And had not her remarkable brown eyes really trembled for joy during all this?

			Once again he felt this impotent, almost voluptuous hatred rise within him, but then he thought of the moment when her head had touched his own, when he had breathed the fragrance of her body, and he stood still for the second time, bent back his deformed chest and shoulders, drew his breath through his teeth, and then murmured once more, utterly bewildered, despairing, beyond himself: “My God! My God!”

			And again he strode mechanically on, slowly, through the sultry evening air, through the empty, echoing streets, until he stood in front of his house. He stood still a moment in the hall and drew in the cool, cellar-like smell that prevailed there; then he entered his “office.”

			He sat down at the writing-desk by the open window and stared straight before him at a large, yellow rose, which someone had put there for him in a glass of water. He took it and breathed in its fragrance with closed eyes; but then with a weary and disconsolate gesture he pushed it aside. No, no, that was over! What was such fragrance to him now? What were all those things to him which up to the present had meant his “happiness”?

			He turned aside and looked out at the quiet street. Now and again footsteps resounded and echoed past. The stars stood overhead and twinkled. How deathly tired and weak he had grown! His head seemed so empty and his despair began to dissolve into a great, gentle melancholy. A few lines of poetry swept through his memory, the music of Lohengrin rang again in his ears, once again he saw Frau von Rinnlingen’s figure before him, her white arm upon the red velvet, and then he fell into a heavy, deep, feverish sleep.

			

			He was often close to waking, but he feared this and each time sank anew into unconsciousness. Then, after it had grown quite light, he opened his eyes and looked about him with large, sorrowful eyes. All things stood clear to his soul; it seemed as though his suffering had not been interrupted at all by sleep. His head felt dull and his eyes burned; but after he had washed himself and wet his forehead with eau de cologne, he felt better and sat down again quietly in his chair by the window, which had remained open. It was still very early in the morning, about five o’clock. Now and again a baker’s boy went by; otherwise not a soul was to be seen. All the jalousies opposite were still down. But the birds were twittering and the sky was luminous and blue. It was a beautiful Sunday morning.

			A feeling of comfort and confidence overcame little Herr Friedemann. Of what was he afraid? Were not all things as usual? Granted that he had had a bad attack yesterday; well, that was to be the end of it! It was not too late yet, he could still escape perdition! He must avoid every occasion that might renew the attack; he felt that he was strong enough for this. He felt that he had the strength to overcome it and to smother it wholly in his breast.

			When the clock struck half past seven, Friederike entered and set the coffee-tray on the round table which stood in front of the leather sofa at the back of the room.

			“Good morning, Johannes,” said she, “here is your breakfast.”

			“Thanks,” said Herr Friedemann. And then: “Dear Friederike, I’m sorry that you will have to pay that call alone. I don’t feel quite well enough to be able to go with you. I have slept badly, have a headache﻿—in short, I must ask you﻿—”

			Friederike replied: “That is too bad. You can’t entirely refrain from paying this call. But you really do look ill. Shall I lend you my menthol pencil?”

			“Thanks,” said Herr Friedemann. “It will pass.” And Friederike went out.

			Standing at the table, he drank his coffee slowly and ate a small croissant. He was satisfied with himself and proud of his determination. When he was done, he took a cigar and sat down once more at the window. Breakfast had done him good and he felt happy and full of hope. He took up a book, read, smoked, and with blinking eyes looked out into the sunlight.

			The street had now grown lively; a rattling of wagons, talk, and the tinkling of a horsecar sounded in his ears; but the twittering of birds was to be heard over all, and a warm, soft air was wafted from the gleaming blue sky.

			At ten o’clock he heard the sisters crossing the hall, heard the entrance door creak, and saw the three ladies pass in front of the window, without paying any attention to it. An hour went by; he felt happier and happier.

			A kind of excessive courage began to inspire him. What wonderful air, and how the birds twittered! How would it be if he took a short walk?﻿—And then, suddenly, without any connecting idea, arose the sweet yet terrifying thought: “What if I went to her?”﻿—And then, after he had suppressed by means of an actual muscular exertion all that arose in him of anxious warning, he added with a serene determination: “I’ll go to her!”

			And he donned his black Sunday suit, took his silk hat and cane, and walked quickly, and breathing hurriedly, through the entire town to the southern suburbs. Without looking at a single person, at every step he raised and lowered his head earnestly, utterly rapt in a state of forgetfulness and exaltation, until he stood in the chestnut avenue in front of the red villa at the entrance of which the name “Lieutenant-Colonel von Rinnlingen” was to be read.

			

			Here a trembling overcame him, and his heart beat hard and convulsively against his breast. But he entered the vestibule and rang the bell inside. The die was now cast and there was no going back. “Let all things take their course,” he thought. Everything within him was now as still as death.

			The door sprang open; the footman came towards him across the anteroom, took his card, and hastened up the stairs, on which lay a red carpet. Herr Friedemann stared at this immovably until the servant came back and said the “gnädige Frau” begged him to come up.

			Upstairs, close to the door of the drawing-room, where he left his cane, he cast a glance into the mirror. His face was pale, and above his reddened eyes his hair stuck to his forehead; the hand which held his silk hat trembled without his being able to stop it.

			The servant opened the door and he entered. He found himself in a rather large, half-dark room; the shades of the windows were drawn. To the right stood a grand piano, and in the centre, about the round table, were grouped armchairs upholstered in brown silk. Over the sofa, on the wall to the left, hung a landscape in a heavy gold frame. The wallpaper, too, was dark. Palms stood in a bay-window in the background.

			A minute went by; then Frau von Rinnlingen drew aside the portieres to the right and came towards him soundlessly on the thick brown carpet. She wore a very simple red-and-black-checked dress. A shaft of sunlight fell into the room from the bay-window, and in this the motes danced. It caught her heavy reddish hair so that for a moment it gleamed like gold. She kept her remarkable eyes directed on him searchingly, and as usual thrust out her under lip.

			“Gnädige Frau,” began Herr Friedemann, and looked up at her, for he reached only to her breast, “I too should like to pay you my respects. When you honoured my sisters with your call, I was, unfortunately, absent and﻿—greatly regretted this﻿—”

			He really had nothing more to say, but she stood and looked at him remorselessly, as though she wished to force him to speak further. His blood rushed suddenly to his head. “She wishes to torture and mock me!” he thought, “and she sees through me! How her eyes quiver!”

			Finally, in a very clear and very light voice, she said: “It is very kind of you to come. I too regretted not meeting you the other day. Will you please take a seat?”

			She sat down close to him, laid her arms upon the armrests of the chair, and leaned back. He sat bent forward and held his hat between his knees.

			She went on: “Do you know that your sisters were here a quarter of an hour ago? They told me you were ill.”

			“That is true,” replied Herr Friedemann, “I didn’t feel well this morning. I didn’t think I should be able to go out. I beg you to excuse my being late.”

			“You don’t appear in good health even now,” she said very quietly, and looked him full in the face. “You are pale and your eyes are inflamed. Isn’t your health generally good?”

			“Oh﻿—” stammered Herr Friedemann, “I am, in general, quite satisfied.”

			“I too am ill a good deal,” she continued, without turning her eyes from him; “but nobody notices it. I am nervous and subject to the most remarkable conditions.”

			She ceased, inclined her chin upon her breast, and looked at him expectantly with upraised eyes. But he did not answer. He sat still and kept his eyes fixed upon her with a wide and thoughtful gaze. How strangely she spoke and how her light, uncontrolled voice moved him! His heart had grown quieter; it was as if he dreamed.

			Frau von Rinnlingen began anew: “I am surely not mistaken﻿—but didn’t you leave the theatre yesterday before the close of the performance?”

			“Yes, gnädige Frau.”

			“I was sorry for that. You were a most reverent neighbour, even though the performance was not good, or only relatively good. You love music? Do you play the piano?”

			“I play the violin a little,” said Herr Friedemann. “That is to say﻿—it is almost none at all﻿—”

			“You play the violin?” she asked; then she looked abstractedly past him, and considered. Suddenly she said: “Why, we might play together now and then. I can accompany a bit. I should be glad to find someone here﻿—Would you come?”

			“I should be glad to be of service to you,” he replied, still as in a dream. A pause ensued. Then suddenly the expression of her face changed. He saw how it became distorted with a scarcely perceptible expression of pitiless mockery, how her eyes were again turned upon him, steadfastly and searchingly, as twice before, with that strange, mysterious quivering. His face grew fiery red; and without knowing where he should turn, completely flustered and beside himself, he let his head sink between his shoulders and looked down at the carpet, utterly lost. Like a short shudder that impotent, sweet, poignant fury went through him.

			As he raised his eyes again with a desperate resolve, she refrained from looking at him, but directed her eyes over his head towards the door. Laboriously he brought forth a few words: “And are you at least in some way content with your sojourn in our city?”

			“Oh,” said Frau von Rinnlingen indifferently, “certainly. Why should I not be content? Of course I feel a bit narrowed here, a bit watched, but﻿—Moreover,” she went on rapidly, “before I forget it﻿—we expect to have a few people here within the next few days, a small, informal company. We could make a bit of music, chat a bit﻿—Then there is a very pretty garden behind the house; it extends down to the stream. In short, you and your ladies will, of course, receive an invitation, but I should like to ask you at once; will you give us the pleasure?”

			Herr Friedemann had scarcely uttered his thanks and his acceptance when the door-handle was pressed down with energy and the Lieutenant-Colonel entered. Both rose, and while Frau von Rinnlingen introduced the gentlemen to each other, her husband bowed to Herr Friedemann and to her with equal courtesy. His brown face was quite suffused with warmth.

			While drawing off his gloves, he said something to Herr Friedemann in his strong and incisive voice and Herr Friedemann looked up at him with his large, expressionless eyes and half expected to be kindly patted on the shoulder. Then with heels drawn together and the upper part of his body slightly bent forward the Lieutenant-Colonel turned to his wife and said, with perceptibly softened voice: “Have you asked Herr Friedemann for the pleasure of his company at our little reception, my dear? If it is agreeable to you, I think we might have it in about a week. I hope that the weather will continue good and that we can make use of the garden.”

			“As you think best,” said Frau von Rinnlingen and looked straight past him.

			Two minutes later Herr Friedemann bade them goodbye. As he bowed once more at the threshold, he met their eyes, which rested upon him without any expression.

			

			He went away, but not back to town; involuntarily he chose a way which branched off from the avenue and led to the former ramparts along the river. There were well-tended lawns there, shady paths, and benches.

			He walked quickly and unconsciously, without looking up. He was unbearably hot, and he felt the fires within him rise and fall, and a merciless throbbing in his weary head.

			Were not her eyes still resting upon him? Not as when he left, however, empty and void of expression, but as before, with that trembling cruelty, as when she had spoken to him in that strange, quiet manner? Oh, did it delight her to render him helpless and to put him beside himself? Even though she saw through him, might she not have a bit of pity for him?

			He had walked below, along the river, close to the green grass-covered bastions, and he sat down on a bench which was surrounded by jasmine-bushes in a half-circle. Everything about him was full of a sweet, sultry fragrance. In front of him the sun brooded upon the trembling water.

			How tired and exhausted he felt, and yet how all things were in tortured revolt within him! Would it not be best to look about him once more and then go down into the still water, after a brief pang to be freed, rescued unto a deep rest? Ah, rest, rest it was that he yearned for! Not rest within a void and unhearing nothingness, however, but a peace lighted by a soft and gentle sun, filled by sweet, quiet thoughts.

			His entire tender love of life thrilled through him at this moment, and a deep longing for his lost happiness. But then he looked about him into the silent, eternal, indifferent peace of nature, saw how the river pursued its course in the sun, how the grass moved tremblingly and the flowers stood where they had blossomed, in order then to wither and decay, saw how all things, all things, were bound to destiny with this dumb surrender﻿—and then suddenly he was overcome by a feeling of friendliness and acquiescence in the necessity which was able to give man a kind of superiority over all fate.

			He thought of that afternoon on his thirtieth birthday, when, happy in the possession of content, he had believed he was able to survey the rest of his life without fear or hope. He had seen neither light nor shadow then, but everything had lain before him in a mild twilight, until far below him it merged, almost imperceptibly, into the dark, and he had contemplated the years that were still to come with a quiet and superior smile﻿—how long ago was that?

			And then this woman had come, she was bound to come, it was his fate, she herself was his fate, she alone! Had he not felt this from the very first moment? She had come, and though he had striven to defend his peace﻿—all the forces within him were bound to rise in revolt for her, all that from youth onward he had suppressed in himself because he felt that it would mean ruin and torment to him﻿—this had seized him with a terrible, irresistible power and was bringing him to ruin!

			It was bringing him to ruin﻿—he felt that. But why struggle and torture himself? Let everything take its course! He would go his way and close his eyes to the yawning abyss behind there, obedient to fate, obedient to the puissant, poignant, sweet power that no one could elude.

			The water glistened, the jasmine breathed forth its keen, sultry fragrance, the birds twittered everywhere about him in the trees, between which shone a heavy, velvety blue sky. But little hunchbacked Herr Friedemann continued to sit for a long time upon his bench. He sat bending forward, his forehead propped in both hands.

			

			All were agreed that this affair at Rinnlingen’s was most enjoyable. Some thirty persons sat at the long, tastefully decorated table which extended through the wide dining-room; the footman and two servants were already hurrying about with the ices; there was a clinking, a clattering, and a warm odour of food and perfume. Affable wholesale merchants with their wives and daughters were assembled here; in addition almost all the officers of the garrison, an old, beloved physician, a few lawyers, and such others as belonged to the best circles. A student of mathematics was also present, a nephew of the Lieutenant-Colonel, who was on a visit to his relations; he carried on the most abstruse conversations with Fräulein Hagenström, who sat opposite Herr Friedemann.

			He himself sat on a beautiful velvet cushion at the lower end of the table, next to the unbeautiful wife of the headmaster of the school, not far from Frau von Rinnlingen, who had been escorted to the table by Consul Stephens. It was surprising what a change had taken place in little Herr Friedemann during the last week. It was, perhaps, the fault of the whitish incandescent gaslight which flooded the room that his face appeared so terribly pale; but his cheeks had sunken in, his eyes, reddened and surrounded by dark shadows, revealed an unutterably sad glimmer, and it seemed as though his figure was more deformed than ever.﻿—He drank a good deal of wine and now and then spoke a few words to his table-companion.

			Frau von Rinnlingen had as yet exchanged not a single word with Herr Friedemann at table; now she bent forward a little and called to him: “I waited for you in vain these days, for you and your fiddle.”

			He looked at her a moment in complete absence of mind before he answered. She wore a light-coloured, airy costume which exposed her white throat, and a Maréchal Niel rose in full flower was fastened in her bright hair. Her cheeks this evening were a trifle flushed, but as usual blue shadows lay in the corners of her eyes.

			Herr Friedemann looked down on his plate and produced some kind of answer, whereupon he was obliged to reply to a question of the headmaster’s wife, whether he loved Beethoven. At this moment, however, the Lieutenant-Colonel, who sat at the upper end of the table, caught his wife’s eye, tapped on his glass, and said: “Ladies and gentlemen, I suggest that we take our coffee in the other rooms; and then the garden tonight must be not at all bad, and if anyone wishes to draw a breath of fresh air there, I am with him.”

			In the silence which ensued Lieutenant von Deidesheim tactfully made a witty remark, so that everybody rose amid merry laughter. Herr Friedemann was one of the last to leave the room with his lady; he led her through the Old German room, in which the men were beginning to smoke, into the half-dark and comfortable living-room, and left her.

			He was dressed with great care; his coat was faultless, his shirt immaculately white; and his small and well-shaped feet were covered by patent-leather shoes. Now and then one could see that he wore red silk socks.

			He looked out into the corridor and saw that larger groups were already going down the steps into the garden. But he sat down with his cigar and his coffee near the door of the Old German room, in which several gentlemen stood chatting together, and looked into the living-room.

			Immediately to the right of the door a group sat about a small table, the centre of which was the student, who spoke with enthusiasm. He had made the assertion that more than one parallel to a straight line could be drawn through a point; Frau Hagenström, the wife of the attorney-at-law, had exclaimed: “That’s impossible!” and now it was strikingly manifest that all pretended to have understood it.

			But in the back of the room, on the ottoman, close to the low, red-shaded lamp, sat Gerda von Rinnlingen in conversation with young Fräulein Stephens. She sat leaning back a little on the yellow silk cushions, one foot placed over the other, and slowly smoked a cigarette, exhaling the smoke through the nose and thrusting forward her under lip. Fräulein Stephens sat upright and as though carved from wood and made her replies, smiling anxiously.

			No one paid any attention to little Herr Friedemann, and no one observed that his big eyes were unremittingly directed upon Frau von Rinnlingen. He sat in a relaxed position and regarded her. There was nothing like passion in his look, and hardly any pain; something dull and dead lay in it, a heavy, powerless, and will-less surrender.

			Ten minutes or so went by in this way; then Frau von Rinnlingen rose suddenly, and without looking at him, as though she had secretly observed him during the entire time, she went up to him and remained standing before him. He stood up, lifted his eyes to her, and heard the words: “Should you care to accompany me into the garden, Herr Friedemann?”

			He replied: “With pleasure, gnädige Frau.”

			

			“You haven’t yet seen our garden?” she asked, as they stood on the steps. “It is pretty large. I hope that there won’t be too many people there yet; I should like to draw a bit of fresh air. I got a headache during the dinner; possibly this claret was too strong for me.﻿—Here, we must go out through this door.” It was a glass door, which opened from the anteroom on a small, cool lobby; then a few steps led to the open air.

			In the wonderful, warm, star-bright night, fragrance streamed from every flowerbed. The garden lay in full moonlight, and the guests walked up and down the white luminous gravel-paths, chatting and smoking. A group had assembled about the fountain, where the old, beloved physician amid general laughter was setting paper boats afloat.

			Frau von Rinnlingen passed by with a slight inclination of her head, and pointed to the distance, where the pretty and fragrant flower-garden darkened to the denseness of a park.

			“We will go down the central path,” she said. Two low, broad obelisks stood at the entrance.

			Behind there, at the end of the straight avenue of chestnuts, they saw the river gleaming blank and green in the moonlight. Everything about was dark and cool. Here and there a side path branched off, which no doubt also curved towards the river. For a long time no sound was heard.

			“Close to the water,” she said, “is a pretty place, where I have often sat. There we can chat for a moment.﻿—Just see, now and again a star glitters through the leafage.”

			He did not answer, but looked at the green, shimmering surface which they were nearing. One could see the opposite bank, the park about the ramparts. As they left the avenue and stepped out on the lawn which inclined towards the river, Frau von Rinnlingen remarked: “Here is our place, a little to the right; see, it’s unoccupied.”

			The bench on which they sat down stood close to the park, six steps to the side of the avenue. It was warmer here than between the broad trees. The crickets chirped in the grass, which close to the water passed into thin reeds. The moon-bright river reflected a mild light.

			Both were silent for a while and looked at the water. Then, completely shaken, he heard the very voice he had heard a week before; this soft, deliberate, and tender tone moved him again.

			“Since when have you had your affliction, Herr Friedemann?” she asked. “Were you born with it?”

			He swallowed hard, for his throat was as if he were strangling. Then he replied, softly and politely: “No, gnädige Frau, I was dropped on the floor as a little child; it comes from that.”

			“And how old are you now?” she went on.

			“Thirty years, gnädige Frau.”

			“Thirty years,” she repeated. “And you have not been happy, these thirty years?”

			Herr Friedemann shook his head, and his lips quivered. “No,” said he; “that was falsehood and imagination.”

			“So you believed you were happy?” she asked.

			“I tried to,” he said, and she replied:

			“That was brave.”

			A minute went by. Only the crickets chirped, and behind them the trees rustled very softly.

			“I understand a little about unhappiness,” she then said. “Such summer nights along the water are the best thing for it.”

			He did not reply to this, but pointed with a feeble gesture to the other bank, which lay peacefully in the dark.

			“I sat there the other day,” he said.

			“After you left me?” she asked.

			He merely nodded.

			Then suddenly he sprang up from his seat, sobbed, gave vent to a cry, a cry of complaint which at the same time had something liberating in it, and sank slowly to the ground at her feet. He had touched her hand with his, as it rested on the bench beside him, and while he held it fast, while he seized the other also, while this quite deformed little man lay twitching and quivering upon his knees before her and buried his face in her lap, he stammered in a hoarse, inhuman voice: “You know it﻿—let me﻿—I can’t go on﻿—my God﻿—my God﻿—”

			She did not resist him, nor did she bend down to him. She sat fully erect, leaning a little away from him, and her small eyes, which lay so close together and in which the damp shimmer of the water seemed to mirror itself, stared fixedly straight in front of her, over his head, into the distance.

			And then suddenly, with a jerk, with a short, proud, contemptuous laugh, she had torn her hands from his hot fingers, had seized his arm, thrown him sideways flat upon the ground, sprung up, and vanished in the avenue.

			He lay there, his face in the grass, stunned, beside himself; and every moment a quiver went through his body. He drew himself together, made two steps, and fell to the ground once more. He lay close to the water.

			What actually went on in him during what followed now? Perhaps it was that voluptuous hate which he had felt when she humiliated him by her look, a hate which now, as he lay on the ground, after being treated by her like a dog, resolved itself into an insane fury, which called for action, even though it should be against himself﻿—perhaps disgust at himself, which filled him with a thirst to destroy himself, to tear himself to pieces, to extinguish himself.

			He pushed himself still further forward upon his stomach, lifted the upper part of his body, and let it fall into the water. He did not lift his head again; he did not once move his legs, which lay on the bank.

			At the splashing of the water the crickets had for a moment grown silent. Now their chirping began again, the park rustled softly, and down through the long avenue came subdued laughter.

		
	
		
			Little Louise

			There are marriages the origin of which not even the most practised literary imagination could possibly conceive. One must accept them as one accepts adventurous combinations of contrary qualities in the theatre﻿—such as old and stupid with beautiful and vivacious﻿—which are given as assumptions and serve as the basis for the mathematical composition of a farce.

			As to the wife of Herr Jacoby, counsellor-at-law, she was young and beautiful, a woman of unusual charms. Some, let us say, thirty years ago she had been christened with the names Anna, Marguerite, Rose, Amalie, but she had always been called Amra, a name composed of the initial letters of all these names, a name which with its exotic ring fitted her personality like no other. For though the darkness of her thick, soft hair, which was parted on the side and drawn back along both sides of her narrow forehead, was only the darkness of the chestnut kernel, her skin revealed a perfect southern smooth and shadowy olive, and this skin covered contours which also seemed to have ripened in a southern sun, and which reminded one of the vegetative and lazy voluptuousness of a sultana. This impression, which was provoked by all of her indolent, sensual movements, also coincided with the likelihood that her reason was subordinated to her heart. One look from her ingenuous, brown eyes, as she drew up her pretty eyebrows towards her almost pathetically low forehead in her original way, was enough to convince one of that. But she, too, knew this﻿—she was not too simple for that﻿—she simply avoided exposing herself, by speaking little and seldom; and there is nothing to be said against a woman who is pretty and silent. Oh, that word “simple” was surely least expressive of her. Her look was not only foolish, but also of a certain avid slyness, and one could see plainly that this woman was not too limited in intellect to be inclined to make trouble.﻿—As for the rest, her nose seen in profile may have been a bit too large and fleshy; but her broad, full mouth was quite perfect, even though without any expression save that of sensuality.

			This perilous woman was the wife of Counsellor-at-law Jacoby, who was about forty years of age﻿—and whoever saw him was astounded. He was stout, was the counsellor-at-law, he was more than stout; he was a veritable colossus of a man! His legs, which were always clad in ash-grey trousers, reminded one by their columnar formlessness of those of an elephant; his back, rounded by bolsters of fat, was like that of a bear; and the queer grey-green knitted jacket which he was accustomed to wear was fastened so painfully across the monstrous curve of his stomach, by a single button, that it sprang back on both sides as far as his shoulders as soon as the button was undone. Upon this tremendous torso, almost without the intermediation of a neck, there was perched a relatively small head with tiny and watery eyes, a short, stubby nose, and jowls pendulous with flesh, between which a minute mouth with sadly drooping corners was almost lost. The round skull as well as the upper lip was covered with sparse and wiry, light-blond bristles, which permitted the naked skin to shine through everywhere, as with an overfed dog.﻿—Ah, yes, it must have been clear to all the world that the corpulence of the counsellor-at-law was not of a healthy nature. His huge body, as long as it was broad, was over-fat, without being muscular, and one could frequently observe how a sudden access of blood would rush into his congested face and give way just as suddenly to a yellow pallor, while his mouth was distorted in a sourish way.

			The practice of the counsellor-at-law was very limited; but as he had a considerable fortune, in part from his wife, the couple﻿—who were, moreover, childless﻿—occupied a very comfortable flat in the Kaiserstrasse and kept up a good deal of social intercourse; chiefly, to be sure, to gratify Frau Amra’s wishes, for it is impossible that the counsellor-at-law, who seemed to participate only with a kind of tortured enthusiasm, took any pleasure in these affairs. The character of this fat man was most peculiar. No man living could have been more polite, more obliging, more yielding towards everybody, than he; but though one did not speak of it, perhaps, one felt that his over-friendly and flattering attitude was for one reason or another forced, that it was based upon timidity and lack of inner poise, and this affected one disagreeably. No spectacle is more unlovely than that of a man who despises himself, but who nevertheless out of cowardice and vanity would like to be amiable and to please; and, in my opinion, it was not otherwise with the counsellor-at-law, who went too far in his almost grovelling self-deprecation, so that he was utterly unable to keep the necessary amount of personal dignity. He was capable of saying to a lady whom he wished to escort to the table: “Dear madam, I am a disgusting person, but won’t you do me the honour?” And, having no gift for self-mockery, he would say this in a bittersweet, tortured, repulsive manner.

			The practice of the counsellor-at-law was very limited; but as he had a considerable fortune, in part from his wife, the couple﻿—who were, moreover, childless﻿—occupied a very comfortable flat in the Kaiserstrasse and kept up a good deal of social intercourse; chiefly, to be sure, to gratify Frau Amra’s wishes, for it is impossible that the counsellor-at-law, who seemed to participate only with a kind of tortured enthusiasm, took any pleasure in these affairs. The character of this fat man was most peculiar. No man living could have been more polite, more obliging, more yielding towards everybody, than he; but though one did not speak of it, perhaps, one felt that his over-friendly and flattering attitude was for one reason or another forced, that it was based upon timidity and lack of inner poise, and this affected one disagreeably. No spectacle is more unlovely than that of a man who despises himself, but who nevertheless out of cowardice and vanity would like to be amiable and to please; and, in my opinion, it was not otherwise with the counsellor-at-law, who went too far in his almost grovelling self-deprecation, so that he was utterly unable to keep the necessary amount of personal dignity. He was capable of saying to a lady whom he wished to escort to the table: “Dear madam, I am a disgusting person, but won’t you do me the honour?” And, having no gift for self-mockery, he would say this in a bittersweet, tortured, repulsive manner.

			The following anecdote is also based on fact: One day as the counsellor-at-law was out walking, a rough porter with a handcart came along and drove one wheel violently over his foot. The man stopped the cart too late and turned round﻿—whereupon the counsellor-at-law, losing all control of himself, pale and with trembling cheeks, took off his hat with a profound bow and stammered: “I beg your pardon!”﻿—Things of that sort evoke indignation. Yet this singular colossus seemed to be eternally plagued by an evil conscience. When he appeared with his wife on the Lerchenberg, the main promenade of the town, he greeted all and sundry﻿—while now and then he cast a shy glance at Amra, striding with such wonderful elasticity at his side﻿—as over-earnestly, timidly, and zealously as though he felt the need of bowing humbly to every lieutenant and begging forgiveness that he, precisely he, should be in possession of this beautiful woman; and the pathetically friendly expression of his mouth seemed to beg one not to make fun of him.

			It has already been indicated that it is a question why precisely Amra should have married Counsellor-at-law Jacoby. He, on his part, loved her, and that with a love so passionate as is surely seldom found in people of his physique, and yet this love was humble and timid in accordance with the rest of his nature. Often, late at night, when Amra had already gone to rest in the big bedroom, the high windows of which were draped by flowered curtains that fell in plentiful folds, the counsellor-at-law would steal to the side of her heavy bed, so softly that one could not hear his footsteps, but merely felt the slow trembling of the floor and the furniture, kneel down, and with infinite care seize her hand. At such times Amra would draw up her eyebrows and regard her husband, who lay before her in the weak light of the night-lamp, silently and with an expression of sensual malice. But he, while he carefully drew back the chemise from her shoulder with his plump and trembling hands and buried his fat, sorrowful face in the soft hollow of her full and olive-coloured arm, there where small, blue veins stood relieved against the dark skin﻿—he would begin to speak in a suppressed and trembling voice, to speak as a sensible person is really never accustomed to speak in everyday life.

			“Amra,” he would whisper, “my dear Amra! I am not disturbing you? You were not sleeping yet? Great God, I have thought the whole day long how beautiful you are and how I love you!﻿—Listen to what I want to tell you; it is so difficult to express it﻿—I love you so much that my heart sometimes contracts with pain and I don’t know where to go; I love you beyond my powers! No doubt you don’t understand this, but you must believe me, and you must tell me just once that you will be a bit thankful to me for that; for, you see, such a love as mine for you is something worth while in this life﻿—and that you will never betray or deceive me, even though you can’t love me, but out of gratitude, out of sheer gratitude﻿—I come to you to beg this of you with all my heart and soul.”

			And such confessions would usually end by the counsellor-at-law’s beginning to weep softly and bitterly, without altering his position. In this instance, however, Amra was moved, passed her hand across the bristles of her husband’s hand, and said several times in that long-drawn, comforting, and mocking tone in which one speaks to a dog that comes to lick one’s feet: “There! There! Good old fellow!”

			This behaviour of Amra’s was certainly not that of a moral woman. And it is now high time that I should release the truth that I have kept back up to the present; the fact, namely, that she was, after all, false to her husband; that she deceived him, I say, with a gentleman named Alfred Läutner. This was a young and gifted musician, who had already at twenty-seven years of age achieved a pretty reputation by means of amusing little compositions; a slender fellow with an impertinent face, a mop of blond hair, and in his eyes a sunny smile, which was very self-conscious. He belonged to that class of small artists of today who do not demand too much of themselves, who wish in the first instance to be happy and charming persons, who make use of their agreeable little talents to augment their personal popularity, and who love to play the naive genius in society. Consciously childish, immoral, unscrupulous, merry, self-satisfied as they are, and healthy enough to find themselves interesting even in their illnesses, their vanity becomes, in fact, charming so long as it has never been wounded. But woe to these petty mimes and happy ones when they are overtaken by a serious misfortune, a sorrow which does not permit itself to be coquetted with, in which they can no longer be amused! They will not understand how to be unhappy in a respectable manner, they will not know what to “set about” with their sorrow, they will go to ruin﻿—but that is a story by itself.﻿—Herr Läutner composed pretty things: waltzes and mazurkas mostly, the gaiety of which was a bit too popular (so far as I understand these things) for them to be accounted as real music, had it not been that each of these compositions contained some small original bit, a modulation, an interlude, a harmonious turn, some tiny effect that operated upon the nerves, that betrayed cleverness and invention. They appeared to be composed for this end, and this also made them interesting for serious connoisseurs. Often these two solitary measures had something wonderfully pathetic and melancholy about them, something that suddenly rang forth and quickly ebbed away in the dance-hall gaiety of these little compositions.

			It was for this young man that Amra Jacoby burned with an illicit passion, and he on his part had not possessed enough moral strength to resist her lures. They met here, they met there, and an unchaste relationship had bound the two together for over a year, a relationship known to the whole town and about which the entire town gossiped behind the back of the counsellor-at-law. And as for himself? Amra was too stupid to suffer from an evil conscience and to betray herself through this. It must be accepted as a matter of fact that the counsellor-at-law, however much his heart may always have been oppressed by care and fear, could not cherish any definite suspicion of his wife.

			

			Spring had come to rejoice every heart, and Amra had had a most agreeable idea.

			“Christian,” said she﻿—the counsellor-at-law was named Christian﻿—“let us give a party, a big party, in honour of the newly-brewed spring beer﻿—of course, a very simple affair, just cold roast veal, but with a lot of people.”

			“Certainly,” answered the counsellor-at-law. “But couldn’t we perhaps postpone it for a bit?”

			Amra did not reply to this, but at once went into details. “There will be so many people, you know, that our rooms here will be too small. We must rent some establishment or garden or hall outside the city, so as to have sufficient room and fresh air. You will realize that. I am thinking, first of all, of that large hall of Herr Wendelin’s, at the foot of the Lerchenberg. This hall stands free and is connected only by a passage with the actual restaurant and the brewery. It could be decorated in a festal way; long tables could be set up there and spring beer drunk. One could dance there and make music, perhaps also do some light theatricals, for I know there is a small stage there﻿—I am particularly keen on that.﻿—Well, in one word, it must be a most original party, and we shall have a wonderful good time.”

			The face of the counsellor-at-law had grown a pale yellow during this recital, and the corners of his mouth were drawn downwards. He said: “I’m heartily glad to hear it, my dear Amra. I know that I can leave it all to your cleverness. Please make your arrangements.”

			

			And Amra made her arrangements. She consulted with various ladies and gentlemen, she personally rented Herr Wendelin’s large hall, she formed a kind of committee of people who had been asked or had volunteered to take part in the merry proceedings which were to embellish the party. This committee was composed wholly of gentlemen, with the exception of the wife of Herr Hildebrandt, an actor at the Theatre Royal; she was a singer. There were, in addition, Herr Hildebrandt himself, a certain barrister Witznagel, a young painter, and Herr Alfred Läutner, not to forget a number of students who had been introduced by the barrister and were to execute nigger dances.

			A week after Amra had made up her mind, this committee had assembled for purposes of deliberation in the Kaiserstrasse﻿—to be quite exact, in Amra’s drawing-room, a small, warm, and well-fitted room﻿—which was furnished with a thick carpet, a sofa with many cushions, a fan-palm, English armchairs of leather, and a mahogany table with curved legs, on which lay a plush tablecloth and several deluxe books. There was also a fireplace, in which a small fire still glowed; on the black marble mantelpiece stood several plates with dainty little sandwiches, glasses, and two carafes of sherry.

			Amra, with one foot lightly poised upon the other, leaned back on the cushions of the sofa, which was overshadowed by the fan-palm, and was as fair as a night in June. She wore a blouse of light and very thin silk, but her skirt was of a heavy, dark material, embroidered with large flowers. Now and then she brushed back a curl of chestnut hair from her narrow forehead.﻿—Frau Hildebrandt, the singer, also sat upon the sofa beside her; she had red hair and was in riding-costume. Opposite the two ladies the gentlemen had seated themselves in a crowded half-circle﻿—in the midst of them the counsellor-at-law, who had found only a very low leather armchair and seemed unutterably unhappy; now and then he drew a deep breath and swallowed, as though he were fighting against an encroaching nausea.﻿—Herr Alfred Läutner, in tennis rig, had resigned all claims to a chair and stood leaning elegantly and good-humouredly against the mantelpiece, for he had declared that he could not sit quietly so long.

			Herr Hildebrandt spoke with an agreeable voice about English songs. He was an extremely respectable and worthy man, dressed in black, with a massive Caesarean head and a certain aplomb in his carriage﻿—a court actor of culture, solid knowledge, and refined taste. He was fond of condemning Ibsen, Zola, and Tolstoy in earnest conversations, for he held that all of them were bent upon the same sinister purpose; today, however, he was engaged condescendingly in the trifling matter under discussion.

			“May I ask whether the ladies and gentlemen know that delightful song, ‘That’s Maria’?” he asked. “It is a bit piquant, but of most uncommon effectiveness. And then there is that famous﻿—” and he proposed a few additional songs, upon which they finally agreed, and which Frau Hildebrandt consented to sing.﻿—The young painter, a gentleman with extremely sloping shoulders and a blond Vandyke beard, was to parody a magician, while Herr Hildebrandt intended to portray famous men﻿—in short, everything evolved in the most favourable manner, and the program seemed to be already complete, when Barrister Witznagel, who owned most courteous movements and many duelling-scars, suddenly opened the discussion again.

			“All very fine, ladies and gentlemen, everything promises to be really entertaining. However, I feel I must touch upon one point. It seems to me that something is still lacking, and indeed the chief feature, the star turn, the clou, the climax﻿—something most special, something startling, a comic turn which will cap the fun﻿—in short, I make the suggestion, I have no definite idea; but according to my feelings﻿—”

			“That is really so!” Herr Läutner let his tenor voice be heard from the direction of the fireplace. “Witznagel is right. A main turn, a closing feature, would be most desirable. Let’s consider!” And while he adjusted his red belt with a swift twist or two, he looked inquiringly about him. The expression of his face was really most affable.

			“Of course,” said Herr Hildebrandt, “if one does not care to let the famous men be the climax﻿—”

			All agreed with the young barrister. It would be most desirable to have a specially comic leading turn. Even the counsellor-at-law nodded and said softly: “Quite right﻿—something predominantly gay﻿—” All began to ponder over the problem.

			And it was at the close of this pause in the conversation, which lasted about a minute and which was interrupted only by short exclamations attendant upon deliberation, that the remarkable thing occurred. Amra sat leaning back among the cushions of the sofa, and was gnawing nimbly and eagerly as a mouse at the pointed nail of her little finger, while her face betrayed a most extraordinary expression. A smile played about her lips, an absent and almost delirious smile, which revealed a painful as well as cruel lust, and her eyes, which were wide open and shining, wandered slowly towards the mantelpiece, where they remained for a moment fixed upon those of the young musician. Then with a sudden flounce she flung the upper part of her body to one side, towards her husband, the counsellor-at-law, and, both hands in her lap, stared him in the face with a look that seemed to clutch and draw him, while her face grew visibly paler. She spoke in a full, slow voice: “Christian, I propose that at the close you appear as a chanteuse in a baby-dress of red silk and dance something for us.”

			The effect of these few words was enormous. Only the young painter strove to laugh good-humouredly. Herr Hildebrandt, with a face as cold as stone, picked invisible fluff from his sleeve; the students coughed and used their handkerchiefs with unseemly loudness. Frau Hildebrandt blushed violently, which did not often occur, and Herr Witznagel, the barrister, simply ran off, to get a sandwich. The counsellor-at-law squatted in a torturous position upon his low armchair and looked about him with a yellow face and an anxious smile, while he stammered: “But, my God﻿—I﻿—am really not capable﻿—not as though﻿—you must forgive me﻿—”

			Alfred Läutner’s face was without a care no longer. It looked as though he was a little flushed, and with his head thrust forward he peered into Amra’s eyes, disturbed, uncomprehending, searching.

			But she, Amra, without altering her aggressive position, continued to speak, with the same weighty emphasis: “And you must sing a song, Christian, which Herr Läutner has composed, and which he will accompany on the piano; that will prove the best and most effective climax of our party.”

			A pause ensued, an oppressive pause. But then, quite suddenly and strangely, Herr Läutner, similarly infected, carried away and excited, made a step forward, and, trembling with a kind of swift enthusiasm, began to speak rapidly: “By God, Herr Jacoby, I am ready, I am really ready to compose something for you. You must sing it, you must dance it. It is the only thinkable climax of the party. You’ll see, you’ll see﻿—it will be the best thing I’ve done or ever can do. In a baby-dress of red silk! Ah, your wife is an artist, an artist, I tell you, or she could never have hit upon this idea! Do say yes, I beg you, say you’ll agree! I’ll accomplish something, I’ll do something, you’ll see!”

			This relieved the tension and everybody joined in. Either out of malice or out of politeness, all began to besiege the counsellor-at-law, and Frau Hildebrandt went so far as to say aloud, in her best Brünhilde voice: “Herr Jacoby, you are usually such a merry and entertaining man!” But the counsellor-at-law himself now found his tongue, and, still a trifle yellow, but with a great show of decisiveness, he declared: “Listen to me, ladies and gentlemen!﻿—what shall I say to you? I’m not suited for it, believe me! I have almost no comic aptitude, and quite apart from that﻿—in short, no, it is really impossible.”

			He stubbornly persisted in this refusal, and as Amra took no more part in the conversation, and sat leaning back with a rather absent expression on her face, and as Herr Läutner did not speak another word, but fixedly contemplated an arabesque in the carpet, Herr Hildebrandt succeeded in giving another turn to the talk, and soon afterwards the company broke up, without having reached any decision on the last question.

			On the evening of the same day, however, after Amra had gone to bed and lay there with open eyes, her husband came in with heavy tread, drew up a chair beside her bed, sat down, and said softly and hesitatingly: “Listen, Amra, to be quite open, I am worried by doubts. If I happened to be in any way disobliging to those ladies and gentlemen today, if I offended them﻿—God knows it was not my intention! Or do you seriously believe﻿—I beg you﻿—”

			Amra was silent for a moment, while her eyebrows slowly rose towards her forehead. She then shrugged her shoulders and said: “I don’t know what I should say, my dear man. You behaved as I should never have expected of you. You refused in discourteous terms to support the entertainment by your cooperation, which everybody considered necessary. That can be only flattering to you. To put it mildly, you disappointed everybody very much, and you have upset the whole party by your being so rude and disobliging, whereas it was your duty as host﻿—”

			The counsellor-at-law hung his head, and, breathing heavily, he said: “No, Amra. I really did not wish to be disobliging, believe me. I don’t want to offend anyone or displease anyone, and if I have acted unkindly, I am ready to make amends. It is only a lark, a bit of mummery, a harmless joke﻿—why not? I don’t want to upset the party, I am ready﻿—”

			The following afternoon Amra drove out once again, to attend to some “shopping.” She stopped the carriage at No. 78 in the Holzstrasse and went up to the second story, where someone was waiting for her. And as she lay there, abandoned to love, and pressed his head to her breast, she whispered passionately: “Compose it for four hands, do you hear? We will accompany him together while he sings and dances. I, I will attend to the costume﻿—”

			And a strange thrill, a suppressed and convulsive laughter, shot through the bodies of both.

			

			To all those who wish to give a party, an alfresco entertainment on a large scale, it is strongly recommended to look up the establishment of Herr Wendelin on the Lerchenberg. You leave the pretty suburban street and pass through a high gateway into a parklike garden, belonging to the establishment. The spacious festal hall stands in the centre of this park. This hall, which is connected by a narrow passage with the restaurant, the kitchen, and the brewery, is built of wood, gaily painted in a droll mixture of Chinese and Renaissance styles. There are two wide swing-doors, which can be left open in fair weather, so as to admit the breath of the trees. The hall is capable of holding a great many people.

			Tonight the carriages, as they came rolling on, were greeted even from afar by a glow of coloured light, for the entire enclosure, the trees of the garden, and the hall itself were decorated with coloured lanterns in close rows. And as to the inside of the hall itself, this offered a really delightful spectacle. Thick garlands were festooned across the ceiling, and to these in turn still more paper lanterns were fastened, though a great number of electric bulbs gleamed forth between the decorations of the walls, which consisted of flags, greenery, and artificial flowers, and these lighted up the hall most brilliantly. The stage was situated at one end, with potted plants standing on both sides of it, and a genius, painted by some artist, floated on the expanse of the red curtain. The long tables, decorated with flowers, extended from the other end of the hall almost to the stage, and here the guests of Herr Jacoby, counsellor-at-law, regaled themselves with spring beer and roast veal﻿—lawyers, officers, merchants, artists, upper officials, as well as their wives and daughters﻿—surely more than a hundred and fifty persons. They were dressed quite informally, in dark suits and spring dresses not too light in colour, for merry unconstraint was the rule of the evening. The gentlemen went personally with mugs to the big barrels, which stood along one of the side walls; and the bright, spacious, and gaily coloured hall, which was permeated by the sweetish and sultry festal odour of pine-branches, flowers, human beings, beer, and food, hummed and buzzed with the clatter, the loud and simple talk, the clear, lively, polite, and carefree laughter of all these people. The counsellor-at-law sat, an uncouth, helpless mass at the end of a table, near the stage. He drank little, and now and then he laboriously addressed a few words to his neighbour, Frau Havermann, wife of a government councillor. He breathed with difficulty, the corners of his mouth were drawn down, and his protruding, turbid, watery eyes looked immovably and with a kind of melancholy amazement on this merry to-do, as though there was something unutterably sad and incomprehensible in this atmosphere of festivity, this noisy merriment.

			Large, rich cakes were now served, and the guests began to drink sweet wines and to make speeches. Herr Hildebrandt, the court actor, did honour to the spring beer in a speech which consisted entirely of classical quotations, yes, even from the Greek, and Herr Witznagel, the barrister, using his most agreeable gestures and his most exquisite language, toasted the ladies present. He seized a handful of flowers from the nearest vase and from the tablecloth, and compared each with a lady. Amra Jacoby, who sat opposite him in an evening dress of thin, yellow silk, was called “the lovelier sister of the tea-rose.”

			Immediately after this she passed her hand over the parting of her soft hair and earnestly nodded towards her husband﻿—whereupon the ponderous man stood up and almost spoiled the spirits of everybody by the painful manner and hideous smile with which he stammered a few paltry words. Only a few artificial bravos were heard, and an oppressive silence reigned for a moment. At once, however, merriment again held sway, and the guests, smoking and rather enlivened by drink, began to rise and, with considerable noise, to move the tables from the hall themselves, for they wanted to dance.

			It was past eleven o’clock, and the last trace of formality had vanished. A part of the company had poured forth into the gaily lighted garden to enjoy the fresh air, while the others remained in the hall, standing about in groups, smoking, chatting, filling their beer-glasses, and drinking as they stood. Then a loud trumpet-blast sounded from the stage, calling everybody into the hall. Musicians﻿—a string and brass band﻿—had arrived and had disposed themselves in front of the curtain. Rows of chairs, each with a red program lying on it, had been placed, and the ladies seated themselves, while the gentlemen stood behind them or along both sides of the hall. An expectant silence reigned.

			The small orchestra played a rushing overture, the curtain parted﻿—and, behold, there stood a number of hideous Negroes, in screaming costumes and with bloodred lips, who gnashed their teeth and raised a barbaric howl.﻿—These performances were, in fact, the climax of Amra’s party. Enthusiastic applause burst forth, and the cleverly arranged program proceeded, number by number. Frau Hildebrandt appeared in a powdered wig, prodded the floor with a long cane, and sang in an overloud voice: “That’s Maria!” A magician appeared in a dress-suit covered with orders and did most astonishing things. Herr Hildebrandt represented Goethe, Bismarck, and Napoleon in a startlingly realistic maner, and Doctor Wiesensprung, editor of a paper, undertook at the last moment to deliver a humorous lecture on the theme: “Spring beer and its social significance.” Towards the close, however, the tension attained its maximum, for now the final number was due, that mysterious number which was surrounded by a laurel wreath on the program and described as “Little Louise. Song and Dance. Music by Alfred Läutner.”

			A stir went through the hall, and eyes met eyes as the musicians put aside their instruments, and Herr Läutner, who up to this moment had been silently leaning against a door with a cigarette between his carelessly pursed-up lips, took his place with Amra Jacoby at the piano, which stood in the centre of the stage before the curtain. His face was flushed, and he turned the pages of written notes nervously, while Amra, who, on the contrary, was a little pale, looked at the audience with a lowering look, one arm supported on the back of the chair. Then, as all necks were being craned, the shrill tinkle of the bell was heard. Herr Läutner and Amra played a few bars of an indifferent introduction, the curtain rolled upward, Little Louise appeared﻿—

			As this sorry and horribly dressed-up mass came on with laborious steps, like those of a dancing bear, a shock of astonishment and cold horror went through the crowd of onlookers. It was the counsellor-at-law. A wide dress of bloodred silk, without folds, which reached to his feet, invested his shapeless body, and this dress was décolleté, so that his throat, touched with powder, was exposed unpleasantly. The sleeves were very short and puffed at the shoulders, and long, light yellow gloves covered the thick and muscular arms. A high, flaxen wig with ringlets, in which a green feather nodded to and fro, was perched on his head. From beneath this wig a yellow, distorted, unhappy, and desperately merry face peered forth, the cheeks continually bobbing up and down in a way that moved one to pity. The small, red-rimmed eyes stared fixedly at the floor, without seeing anything, while the fat man threw his weight ponderously, first on one foot, then on the other, either holding his dress with both hands or raising his two forefingers with feeble arms﻿—he knew no other gesture﻿—and in a strained and panting voice sang a silly song to the sound of the piano.

			Did not, more than ever, a cold breath of suffering emanate from this pathetic figure, a breath which killed all easygoing joyousness and oppressed the entire company as with an inevitable burden of painful atmosphere? The same horror lay in the depths of all the countless eyes which were fixed as by a spell direct upon this picture, on this pair at the piano and on this husband up there. This quiet, incredible scandal lasted at least five long minutes.

			But then came the moment which no one that experienced it will forget as long as he lives.﻿—Let us make clear to ourselves what really happened in this short, terrible, and complicated space of time.

			Everybody knows the ridiculous song that is entitled “Little Louise,” and everybody remembers, no doubt, the lines which run:

			
				
					“To polka and to waltz I rally,
					

					And dance them as none other can;
					

					Little Louise from down our alley,
					

					Who charms the heart of every man”
				

			

			—unlovely and frivolous verses which form the refrain to three rather long stanzas. Well, in composing these words anew, Alfred Läutner had accomplished his masterpiece, by making the most of his habit of startling one by introducing an artistic piece of lofty music in the very midst of vulgar and comic claptrap. The melody, which had been pitched in C-sharp major, had been rather pretty and utterly banal during the first stanzas. At the beginning of the refrain quoted, the time grew livelier, and discords cropped up which led one to expect a modulation to F-sharp major through the increasingly vivacious sounding forth of a B. These disharmonies grew complicated up to the words “other can,” and after the “Little,” which completed the complication and the suspension, there should have followed a resolution in F-sharp major. Instead of this something most surprising occurred. By means of a sudden turn, due to a most ingenious idea, the key suddenly altered to F major, and this interpolation, which followed on the second syllable of the word “Louise,” long drawn out by means of both pedals, was of an indescribable, absolutely unheard-of effect! It was a sudden attack, a perfectly amazing onslaught, upon the nerves, which sent thrills down the spine; it was a marvel, an exposure, an unveiling almost cruel in its suddenness, a curtain that was rent.

			At this F-major chord the counsellor-at-law Jacoby stopped dancing. He stood still, stood in the centre of the stage as though rooted there, both forefingers still raised﻿—one a little lower than the other﻿—the i of “Louise” broke from his lips, and he grew silent. The piano accompaniment broke off sharply at the same time, while this daring and horribly ridiculous apparition up there stared straight in front of him, with head thrust forth in an animal-like way and with inflamed eyes. He stared into this decorated, bright, and crowded festal hall, in which, like an emanation of all these people, scandal lay packed like some dense atmosphere. He stared into all these raised, distorted, and sharply lighted faces, into these hundreds of eyes, which were all fixed on himself and on the couple below and before him with the same knowing expression. While a terrible silence, unbroken by a single sound, lay over all, he let his eyes, growing ever wider, wander slowly and eerily from the couple to the audience and from the audience to the couple. A sudden insight seemed to pass over his face, and it was suddenly suffused with a rush of blood, which caused it to grow congested and as red as the silk dress, and left it as yellow as wax immediately after﻿—and the stout man collapsed, making the boards rattle.

			The silence continued for a moment; then cries were heard, a tumult arose, a few bold men, among them a young physician, sprang from the orchestra to the stage, the curtain was dropped.

			Amra Jacoby and Alfred Läutner still sat at the piano, turned away from each other. He, with lowered head, still seemed to be listening to his modulation to F major; she, incapable of apprehending so rapidly with her birdlike brain what had happened, stared about her with a perfectly vacant face.

			The young doctor reappeared immediately in the hall﻿—a small Jewish gentleman with serious face and black, pointed beard. To a number of gentlemen who crowded round him at the door he answered, with a shrug of his shoulders: “All over.”

		
	
		
			Tobias Mindernickel

			One of the streets which run rather steeply from Quay Alley up to the centre of the city is called the Grey Way. About the middle of this street, on the right hand as you come from the river, stands a house labelled No. 47, a narrow drab-coloured structure, in no way distinguished from its neighbours. There is a small shop on the ground-floor, in which one can buy rubber overshoes and cod-liver oil. On entering the hallway, which gives upon a courtyard in which cats are prowling about, one sees a narrow and worn wooden staircase, saturated with the inexpressible musty smells of poverty, leading to the upper stories. A carpenter lives on the left side of the first story, a midwife on the right. The second story harbours a cobbler on the left, and on the right a lady who begins to sing loudly as soon as steps are heard on the staircase. The flat on the third story to the left is empty; the one to the right is occupied by a man by the name of Mindernickel, who also bears the name of Tobias. There is a story about this man which must be told, because it is full of riddles, and shameful beyond belief.

			The externals of Mindernickel are remarkable, odd, and ridiculous. For instance, one sees him when he takes a walk, supporting his lean figure on a cane as he proceeds along the street, always clothed in black, from head to foot. He wears an old-fashioned, bell-topped, rough tall hat, a tight-fitting frock-coat shiny with age, and equally shabby trousers, which are frayed out at the bottom and far too short, so that one sees the gores of his gaiters. It must, however, be said that these clothes of his are brushed in the most scrupulous manner. His lean neck appears the longer because it lifts itself from a low folding collar. His grey hair is combed back smoothly over the temples, and the broad brim of the tall hat shades a pale, smooth-shaven face with sunken cheeks, with inflamed eyes, which are seldom raised from the ground, and two deep furrows which run sorrowfully from the nostrils to the down-drawn corners of the mouth.

			Mindernickel seldom goes forth, and there is a reason for this. As soon as he appears on the street, a great many children gather, follow him for quite a distance, laughing, mocking, and singing: “Ho, ho, Tobias!” and even pull him by the coattails, while the people come to the doors and enjoy the spectacle. He himself, however, goes on without defending himself, looking shyly about him, with high-drawn shoulders and extended head, like a man who hurries through a shower without an umbrella; and even though people laugh in his face, he greets with a humble politeness this or that person standing before their doors. Later, when the children remain behind, when he comes to parts where he is not known, and only a few turn to look at him, his behaviour does not greatly alter. He continues to peer about him anxiously and to hurry along in a hangdog manner, as though he felt a thousand mocking glances levelled at him, and when he lifts his eyes, shyly and irresolutely, then one observes the strange fact that he is unable to look any person straight and quietly in the eyes, or even regard an object with fixity. He appears to lack, however strangely this may sound, the natural superiority of the sense of perception with which a human being looks upon the world of phenomena about him; he appears to feel himself inferior to every phenomenon, and his uneasy eyes must seek the ground in the face of men and of things.

			What are the circumstances attending this man, who is always alone and who appears to be unhappy in an uncommon degree? His forced middle-class dress, as well as a certain careful motion of the hand across the chin, seems to indicate that he does not in any circumstances wish to be reckoned as belonging to that class of population amid which he is living. God knows what tricks Fate has played upon him. He looks as though Life had laughed contemptuously as it gave him a blow full in the face. It is also possible that he has not suffered any great disasters at the hands of destiny and is simply not fitted to cope with it. The painful inferiority and idiotic aspect of his appearance give one the painful impression that nature has refused him the necessary measure of balance, power, and backbone which would enable him to exist with head erect.

			After he has taken a walk, supported by his black cane, into town, he is wont to return to his home by the Grey Way, where the children receive him with jeers. He walks up the musty steps to his rooms, which are bare and poor. Only the bureau, an excellent piece of Empire furniture, with heavy metal handles, is fine and valuable. In front of the window, the view from which is hopelessly cut off by the tall sidewall of the neighbouring house, stands a flowerpot full of earth. Though nothing grows in this pot, Tobias Mindernickel occasionally goes up to it, regards it earnestly, and smells the bare soil within it. Adjacent to this room there is a small, dark bedroom. After he has entered, Tobias puts his tall hat and his cane upon the table, sits down on the green-covered sofa, which smells of dust, supports his chin in his hand, and looks with raised eyebrows at the floor. It seems that there is really nothing else on earth left for him to do.

			As to Mindernickel’s character, it is very difficult to judge of this; the following incident seems to speak in his favour. One day as this singular man left the house, and as usual a swarm of children gathered and followed him with mocking cries and laughter, a boy of some ten years stumbled over the foot of another and pitched so heavily upon the pavement that the blood ran from his nose and forehead and he lay where he fell, crying. Tobias thereupon turned round, hurried up to the prostrate lad, bent over him, and began to express his compassion in a mild and trembling voice.

			“You poor child,” said he, “did you hurt yourself? You are bleeding! See, the blood is running down his forehead! Oh, how sad to see you lying there that way! Of course it hurts him﻿—that’s why the poor little fellow is crying. Oh, I’m so sorry! It was your fault, but I’ll tie my handkerchief about your head. So, so! Now be brave, now come and get on your feet again!”

			After he had spoken these words and tied his own handkerchief about the boy’s head, he raised him carefully to his feet and went on his way. His attitude and his face were, however, at this moment quite different from what they usually were. He walked upright and with a firm tread, and his chest expanded with deep breaths under the tight frock-coat; his eyes had grown larger, had become bright, and looked with assurance upon the world of men and things, while a trace of painful happiness lingered about his lips.

			This incident had the effect for a time of somewhat diminishing the delight which the denizens of the Grey Way took in mockery. But after some time had elapsed, his surprising action was forgotten, and a great number of healthy, cheery, and cruel throats once more shouted after the stooped and indecisive man: “Ho, ho, Tobias!”

			

			One sunny forenoon at eleven o’clock Mindernickel left the house and walked through the entire town out towards the Lerchenberg, a far-stretching hill, which constituted the most fashionable afternoon promenade of the place. The pleasant spring weather which prevailed at this time had, however, induced a number of pedestrians and owners of carriages to visit the promenade thus early. A man with a young hunting-dog on a leash stood under one of the trees in the avenue, and manifested to the passersby his intention of selling this dog. It was a small, yellow, and muscular animal, about four months old, with a black ring about one eye, and one black ear.

			As Tobias noticed this at a distance of ten paces, he stood still, passed his hand across his chin several times, and looked thoughtfully at the man and the little dog with its tail wagging alertly. He then went on again, and, with the crook of his cane pressed against his mouth, thrice encircled the tree against which the man was leaning, then went up to him, and, while he kept his eye fixed upon the dog, asked in a low and hasty voice: “How much for the dog?”

			“Ten marks,” said the man.

			Tobias was silent for a moment and then repeated, indecisively: “Ten marks?”

			“Yes,” said the man.

			Tobias then drew forth a black leather purse from his pocket, took out a five-mark, a three- and a two-mark note, hastily handed this money to the seller of the dog, seized the leash, and with a shy and humble glance about him﻿—for a number of people had observed the sale and were laughing﻿—pulled the yelping and struggling animal along behind him. He fought the entire way, braced his forelegs against the ground, and looked up with anxious, questioning eye at his new master, who kept on tugging with silent energy, and so they came safely back through the town.

			A vast commotion ensued among the street children of the Grey Way when Tobias appeared with the dog, but he took him in his arms, bent his head over him, and hurried through the mocking cries and the laughter, and the pulls at his coattails, up the stairs and into his room. Here he put down the dog, who was persistently whining, stroked him kindly, and said with condescension: “Well, well, you needn’t be afraid of me, you animal; that’s quite unnecessary.”

			Hereupon he opened a drawer in the bureau and took out a plate with cooked meat and potatoes, and threw a portion of this to the dog, which at once stopped whining and swallowed the food with smacking chops and wagging tail.

			“And your name is going to be Esau,” said Tobias; “do you understand? Esau. You will be able to remember that simple sound.” Then, pointing at the floor in front of him, he called in a tone of command: “Esau!”

			The dog, no doubt in hopes of getting still more to eat, came at the call. Tobias patted his sides approvingly, and said: “Quite right, my friend; you deserve praise.”

			He then stepped back a few paces, pointed at the floor again, and commanded anew: “Esau!”

			And the animal, which had grown quite merry, again came bounding up and licked the boots of his master.

			This trick Tobias repeated at least twelve or fourteen times, with unflagging pleasure in the command and its execution; but finally the dog appeared to be tired; he seemed anxious to rest and digest, and laid himself down upon the floor in the pretty and clever pose which hunting-dogs assume, with both of his long and delicately shaped forelegs stretched out close beside each other.

			“Once more!” said Tobias. “Esau!”

			But Esau turned his head aside and did not move.

			“Esau!” cried Tobias, with loud, imperious voice, “you’ve got to come, even when you’re tired!”

			But Esau laid his head upon his paws and did not come.

			“See here!” said Tobias, and his voice was full of suppressed and terrible threats, “you obey, or you’ll discover that it’s not wise to irritate me!”

			But the dog merely moved his tail a little.

			Hereupon Mindernickel was seized by a vast, a disproportionate and furious anger. He seized his black cane, lifted Esau by the scruff of his neck, and began to rain blows upon the yelping little animal. Beside himself with furious indignation, he kept repeating in a terribly hissing voice: “So! you disobey? You dare to disobey me?”

			Finally he threw the stick aside, put the whimpering dog on the floor, and began walking up and down with his hands behind his back, drawing deep breaths, while now and again he threw a disdainful and angry glance at Esau. After he had paced to and fro for a time, he stood still before the animal, which lay upon its back and moved its front legs in a beseeching fashion. Tobias folded his arms upon his breast and spoke with that dreadfully cold, hard look and voice with which Napoleon confronted the company which had lost its eagle in battle: “How have you behaved yourself, if I may ask?”

			And the dog, already happy at this advance, crawled still closer, snuggled against the leg of his master, and looked up at him imploringly with his shining eyes.

			For quite a while Tobias looked down upon the humiliated creature in silence, but then, as he began to feel the tender warmth of the body against his leg, he took Esau in his arms.

			“Well, I will have pity on you,” he said; then, as the affectionate animal began to lick his face, his mood was suddenly changed to tenderness and sadness. He pressed the dog to his breast in a burst of poignant affection, his eyes filled with tears, and without finishing his exclamation he kept on repeating with suffocated voice: “See, you are my only one﻿—my only one﻿—” He then put Esau carefully upon the sofa, sat down beside him, and, chin in hand, regarded him with a mild and peaceful look.

			

			Tobias Mindernickel now left the house still less frequently than before, for he felt no inclination to show himself publicly with Esau. He devoted his whole attention to the dog; yes, he occupied himself from morning till evening with nothing else than feeding him, wiping his eyes, ordering him about, scolding him, and talking with him in a most human manner. It was a fact, however, that Esau did not always conduct himself to his owner’s satisfaction. When Esau lay beside him on the sofa and, sleepy for lack of fresh air and exercise, looked at him with melancholy eyes, then Tobias was full of contentment; he sat there quietly in an attitude of great self-satisfaction and stroked Esau’s back in pity, while he remarked: “You are looking at me with a very pained expression, my poor friend? Yes, yes, the world is a sad place, you too have discovered that, young as you are!”

			But when the animal, blind and wild with the instinct of play and the chase, raced about the room, tugged and tussled with an old felt slipper, sprang upon the chairs, and tumbled about in his exceeding joy, Tobias would then follow these doings from a distance with a puzzled, disapproving, and uncertain look and a smile that was sinister and full of vexation, until he would finally call the dog in a harsh tone and shout at him: “Stop that silliness! There is no reason for gambolling.”

			It even happened one day that Esau escaped from the room, and raced down the steps to the street, where he began to chase a cat, to mouth the street manure, and, quite beside himself, to play about with the children. Then as Tobias appeared with painfully distorted features and was greeted by the applause and laughter of half the street, the sad thing occurred﻿—the dog bounded away from his master in long leaps. On that day Tobias thrashed him for a long time and with great bitterness.

			One day﻿—the dog had now been his property for several weeks﻿—Tobias took a loaf of bread from the drawer of the bureau to feed Esau, and began to cut off small bits with the large, bone-handled knife which he was accustomed to use for this purpose; these bits he let fall upon the floor. The dog, however, carried away by hunger and silliness, leaped blindly into the air, ran the knife, which was clumsily held, into his right shoulder-blade, and then lay bleeding and twisting on the floor.

			Tobias, appalled, threw everything aside and bent over the wounded creature. Then suddenly the expression of his features changed, and it is a fact that a gleam of relief and happiness lighted up his face. Carefully he carried the whimpering dog to the sofa, and it is difficult to describe with what devotion he began to tend the sick animal. He would not leave his side the whole day long; at night he let him sleep on his own bed; he washed and bandaged him, patted, comforted, and pitied him with indefatigable joy and solicitude.

			“Does it hurt very much?” he would ask. “Yes, yes, my poor fellow, I know you suffer sorely. But never mind, we must bear it.” His face, as he spoke these words, was peaceful, sad, and yet content.

			In that degree, however, in which Esau recovered his strength and became convalescent, the behaviour of Tobias became more restless and discontented. He now considered it right not to trouble himself any more about the wound, but merely to show his pity for the dog by words or by petting him. But the wound was pretty well cured; Esau’s constitution was excellent, and he soon began to run about the room once more, and one day, after he had lapped up a plate of milk and white bread, he leaped from the sofa completely cured, and went charging about the two rooms with joyous yappings and all the old abandon, to tug at the bedspread, to chase a potato to and fro, and to turn somersaults out of sheer fun.

			Tobias stood at the window, near the flowerpot, and while one of his hands, protruding lean and skinny from his frayed sleeves, fumbled mechanically at the hair which he had stroked far back from his temples, his figure stood outlined strange and black against the grey wall of the neighbouring house. His face was pale and distorted by grief, as he immovably followed Esau’s boundings with a squinting, embarrassed, envious, and sinister look. Suddenly, however, he pulled himself together, went towards him, caught him, and lifted him slowly in his arms.

			“My poor fellow!” he began in a pathetic tone﻿—but Esau, full of playfulness and not at all disposed to let himself be treated still further in this manner, snapped sportively at the hand that wished to stroke him, writhed out of the arms that held him, sprang to the floor, made a mischievous side-jump, yapped, and ran away gaily.

			What now happened was something so inexplicable and infamous that I simply refuse to relate it in detail. Tobias Mindernickel stood there, leaning forward a little, with his arms hanging down at his sides. His lips were pressed together and his eyeballs trembled eerily in their sockets. And then, suddenly, with a kind of insane leap, he had seized the animal, a long, shining object flashed in his hand, and the dog, with a deep cut from the right shoulder to the chest, fell to the floor. He did not utter a sound, he simply fell upon his side, bleeding and panting.

			The next moment he lay upon the sofa, and Tobias was kneeling in front of him, pressing a cloth upon the wound, and stammering: “My poor fellow! My poor, dear doggy! How sad everything is! How sad both of us are! Do you suffer? Yes, yes, I know you suffer﻿—how miserably you lie there before me! But I am with you, I am here beside you. I’ll comfort you! I’ll get my best handkerchief﻿—”

			But Esau lay there with a rattling in his throat. His dulled and questioning eyes, full of a lack of understanding, innocence, and accusation, were directed upon his master﻿—and then he stretched out his legs a little and died.

			Tobias remained motionless. He had laid his face upon Esau’s body and was weeping bitterly.

		
	
		
			The Wardrobe

			It was cloudy, dusky, and cool when the Berlin-Rome express entered a railway station of medium size. In a first-class compartment, with lace covers over the backs of the broad plush seats, a lone traveller straightened himself up: Albrecht van der Qualen. He awoke. He experienced a sickly taste in his mouth, and his body was full of that not very agreeable feeling which is evoked by a standstill after a long journey, the silencing of the rhythmic rolling thud, the stillness which affords such a marked contrast to the noises without, the calls and signals.﻿—This condition is like coming to out of a state of intoxication, of insensibility. Our nerves are suddenly deprived of the support, the rhythm, to which they had surrendered; now they feel themselves utterly disturbed and abandoned. And this is all the more pronounced when simultaneously we awake out of the dull sleep of a railway journey.

			Albrecht van der Qualen stretched himself a bit, stepped to the window, and let down the sash. He glanced along the length of the train. At the forward end a number of men were busy loading and unloading parcels. The locomotive gave vent to more noises, sneezed and growled a little, and then became still and silent, but only as a horse stands still, lifting its hoof, twitching its ears, and waiting eagerly for the signal to start. A large, stout lady in a long raincoat perseveringly dragged a travelling-bag which must have weighed a hundredweight to and fro alongside the train, shoving it ahead of her by jerks of one knee. Her face was infinitely careworn; she was dumb, hounded, with anxious eyes. Especially her upper lip, which she protruded considerably and which was beaded with tiny drops of sweat, had something unutterably pathetic about it. “You poor, dear creature!” thought Van der Qualen. “If I could help you, give you shelter, comfort you, only for the sake of that upper lip of yours! But everyone for himself, that’s the way life is arranged, and I, who am at this moment quite free from anxiety, am standing here and looking at you as though you were a beetle that had fallen on its back.”

			Twilight reigned in the modest railway station. Was it evening or morning? He did not know. He had slept, and it was absolutely impossible to say whether he had slept for two, five, or twelve hours. Had he not even upon occasion slept for twenty-four hours and longer, without the slightest interruption﻿—a deep, an extraordinarily deep sleep?﻿—He was a gentleman in a dark-brown winter overcoat of half length, with a velvet collar. It was very difficult to tell his age from his features; one might have hesitated between twenty-five and the close of the thirties. His complexion was yellow, but his eyes were of a glowing black, like coals, and surrounded by deep shadows. These eyes boded no good. Various physicians, in frank and serious conversations with him, had given him only a few months more to live.﻿—His hair, by the way, was dark and parted smoothly on the side.

			In Berlin﻿—though Berlin was not the starting-point of his journey﻿—by chance he had boarded the departing express with his red handbag; he had slept, and now, having awakened, he felt himself so completely freed from all sense of time that a feeling of comfort permeated him. He owned no watch. He was happy in the thought that the thin chain of gold that he wore round his neck bore only a small medallion, which he carried in his waistcoat-pocket. He did not care to know what hour it was, nor even what day of the week, for he also refrained from using a calendar. For some time past he had rid himself of the habit of knowing the day of the month or even the month itself﻿—yes, even the particular year. All things must float in the air, he was used to think, and he considered this to mean a great deal, though it was a pretty murky turn of phrase. Seldom or never was he disturbed in this ignorance, since he did his utmost to keep all such disturbances at a distance. Surely it was enough to know approximately what season it happened to be? “It is approximately autumn,” he thought as he looked out into the dusky and damp station. “I know no more than that! Have I the least idea where I am?”

			And suddenly this thought reduced the satisfaction that he felt to a kind of joyous horror. No, he did not know where he was! Was he still in Germany? No doubt. In North Germany? That remained to be seen! His eyes, still stupid from sleep, had seen a lighted sign glide past the window of his compartment, and this sign had possibly displayed the name of the station﻿—no image of a single letter had penetrated to his brain. Still in his state of stupor he had heard the conductor call out the name two or three times﻿—not a single syllable had he caught. But there, there, in a twilight of which he did not know whether it meant morning or evening, lay a strange place, an unknown city.﻿—Albrecht van der Qualen took his felt hat out of the net and seized his red leather travelling-bag, the strap of which clasped at the same time a red and white checked travelling-rug of silk and wool, in which, again, was stuck an umbrella with a silver handle. And although his ticket was booked to Florence, he left the compartment, strode through the modest station, put his baggage in the cloakroom, lighted a cigar, thrust his hands﻿—he carried neither stick nor umbrella﻿—into the pockets of his overcoat, and left the station.

			Outside, in the dusky, damp, and rather empty square five or six coachmen cracked their whips, and a man with a gold-braided cap and a long cape, which he shiveringly wrapped about himself, said with questioning accent: “The Honest Man Inn?” Van der Qualen thanked him courteously and walked straight ahead. The people whom he met had turned up the collars of their coats; for this reason he did so too, nestled his chin against the velvet, puffed at his cigar, and strode on, not fast and not slowly.

			He passed a low wall and an old stone gate with two massive towers, and crossed a bridge, on the ramparts of which stood statues; the water rolled beneath, turbidly and lazily. A long, half-rotten barge came by; in the stern a man was steering with a long pole. Van der Qualen stood still for a while and leaned over the wall of the bridge. “Just see,” he thought, “a river; the river. It is well that I don’t know its ordinary name.”﻿—And then he went on.

			He continued to walk a little longer upon the pavement of a street which was neither very broad nor very narrow, and then struck off somewhere to the left. It was evening. The electric arc-lamps flared up, sputtered a few times, glowed, hissed, and then lighted up the fog. The shops closed. “Very well,” thought Van der Qualen, “let us say that it is in every respect autumn,” and he strode along on the dark wet pavement. He wore no galoshes, but his boots were extraordinarily broad, solid, and durable, though by no means lacking in elegance.

			He walked continuously towards the left. People strode and hurried past him, went about their business or came from their business. “And here I am walking right among them,” he thought, “and am more alone and strange than apparently any other human being has ever been. I have no business and no goal. I have not even a walking-stick for a support. No one could be less attached, freer, less interested. No one owes anything to me; I owe no one anything. God has never extended His hand over me; He does not know me at all. A good faithful misfortune without alms is a good thing; one may then say to oneself: ‘I owe nothing to God.’ ”

			The city soon came to an end. Most likely he had proceeded from the centre towards the periphery. He found himself upon a broad suburban street with trees and villas, bent towards the right, passed three or four almost rustic streets, lighted only by gas-lamps, and finally stood still in one that was a little wider, in front of a wooden gate. This was to the right of an ordinary house, painted a turbid yellow, a house distinguished only by utterly untransparent and boldly-curved plate-glass windows. There was a plate attached to the gate, with the inscription: “Rooms to let﻿—third story.” “Really?” said he; he threw away the stump of his cigar, passed through the gate, along a plank which divided this piece of land from the neighbouring one, then to the left through the entrance door, and across the vestibule, which was covered by a cheap strip of carpet, a kind of old grey cover, and began to mount the humble wooden stairs. The doors to the flats were also very modest, with panes of frosted glass, protected by wire-cloth, and each bore some kind of nameplate. The landings of the staircase were lighted by oil-lamps. In the third story, however﻿—it was the topmost, and after that came the attic﻿—there were also entrances to right and left of the staircase﻿—simple brownish doors; no name was to be seen. Van der Qualen pulled the brass bell-knob in the middle.﻿—The bell rang, but no movement was heard from within. He knocked at the door to the left.﻿—No answer. He knocked at the door to the right.﻿—Light, slow footsteps were heard and the door opened.

			It was a woman, a large, lean dame, old and tall. She wore a cap with a large bow of dull lilac, and an old-fashioned, faded black dress. She revealed an emaciated, birdlike face, and upon her forehead a patch of eruptions was visible, a mosslike growth. It was a rather revolting thing.

			“Good evening,” said Van der Qualen. “The rooms﻿—”

			The old lady nodded; she nodded and smiled slowly, dumb and full of understanding, and pointed with a beautiful, white, slender hand, with a slow, tired, and aristocratic gesture towards the opposite door, that to the left. She then withdrew and soon reappeared with a key. “Just see,” thought Van der Qualen, who stood behind her, while she unlocked the door. “You are like a nightmare, like a figure out of the tales of Hoffmann, my gracious lady.”﻿—She took the oil-lamp from the bracket and bade him enter.

			It was a small low-ceiled room with a brown floor; the walls, however, were covered with straw-coloured mats up to the top. The window in the rear wall to the right was hidden by the long, slender folds of a white muslin curtain. The white door to the adjoining room was on the right hand.

			The old lady opened this door and held up the lamp. This room was miserably bare, with naked, white walls, against which three wicker chairs, enamelled bright red, stood relieved like strawberries against whipped cream. A wardrobe, a washstand and mirror﻿—The bed, an extraordinarily huge piece of mahogany furniture, stood free in the middle of the room.

			“Have you any objection to it?” asked the old lady, and she passed her beautiful, slender white hand lightly across the mosslike growth on her forehead.﻿—It seemed as though she said this merely casually, as though she could not think of anything more commonplace to say for the moment. She at once added: “So to speak﻿—?”

			“No, I have no objection to it,” said Van der Qualen. “The rooms are fitted out rather﻿—well, cleverly. I’ll take them.﻿—I should like someone to fetch my things from the railway station﻿—here is the check. Please see to it that the bed and the night-table are put in order﻿—and let me have the front door key, as well as the key to the flat﻿—and also a couple of towels. I should like to wash and dress a bit, then go and dine in the city and return later on.”

			He drew a nickel-plated case from his pocket, took out a piece of soap, and began to wash his face and hands at the washstand. Meantime he peered through windowpanes which curved markedly outward, far down over the muddy suburban streets in the gaslight, on arc-lamps and villas.﻿—Drying his hands, he crossed to the wardrobe. It was a foursquare, brown-stained thing, a little wobbly, with an absurdly ornate top, and stood in the middle of the right wall, exactly in the niche of a second white door, which must lead to the rooms to which the entrance was through the main and middle doors out on the landing. “A few things in this world are well arranged,” thought Van der Qualen. “This wardrobe fits into the niche of the door as though it had been made for it.”﻿—He opened it.﻿—The wardrobe was completely empty, with several rows of hooks in the upper part; but it was evident that this solid piece of furniture had no back whatever; it was shut off behind by a grey stuff, hard, common canvas, which was fastened to the four corners by nails or drawing-pins.

			Van der Qualen closed the wardrobe, took up his hat, turned up the collar of his overcoat again, extinguished the candle, and went forth. As he passed through the front room, he thought he heard, between the sounds of his footsteps, in the adjoining rooms, a tinkling noise, a light, clear metallic tone﻿—but it was altogether unsafe to say whether this was not an illusion. “It is as though a golden ring fell into a silver basin,” thought he, as he locked the door to the flat, descended the stairs, left the house, and found his way back to the city.

			He entered a well-lighted restaurant in a lively street and sat down at one of the front tables, turning his back to everybody. He ate a vegetable soup with toasted bread, a beefsteak with an egg, stewed fruit, and wine, a bit of green Gorgonzola, and half a pear. As he paid and put on his overcoat, he gave a few puffs at a Russian cigarette, then lighted a cigar, and went out. He strolled about a bit, found his way to his suburb, and retraced it without haste.

			The house with the plate-glass windows stood there wholly dark and silent, as Van der Qualen opened the house door and mounted the dark stairs. He lighted his way up with a match, and, at the third story, opened the brown door to the left which led to his room. After he had laid his overcoat and hat on the sofa, he lighted the lamp on the big desk and found there his travelling-bag, as well as the plaid rug and the umbrella. He unrolled the rug and drew forth a flask of brandy, took a small glass out of his bag, and, while he sat in an armchair and smoked his cigar to a finish, took a sip from time to time. “It’s pleasant,” he thought, “that there is still brandy to be had in the world.”﻿—He then went into the bedroom, where he lighted the candle on the night-table, put out the lamp in the other room, and began to undress. He laid his grey, inconspicuous, and durable suit, piece by piece, on the red chair beside the bed; then, however, as he loosened his braces, he remembered his hat and overcoat, which still lay on the sofa; he fetched them, he opened the wardrobe﻿—He made a step backwards and felt behind him for one of the large, dark-red mahogany balls which decorated the four corners of the bed.

			The room with its bare, white walls, against which the red-lacquered chairs stood relieved like strawberries against whipped cream, stood revealed in the unsteady light of the candle. But there, the wardrobe, the door of which stood wide open, was not empty; someone stood within it, a figure, a creature, so lovely that Albrecht van der Qualen’s heart stood still for a moment and then resumed its beating with full, slow, gentle throbs.﻿—She was quite naked and held up one of her small, delicate arms, for she was clutching one of the hooks in the top of the wardrobe with her forefinger. Ripples of her long, brown hair rested upon her childlike shoulders, which breathed forth a beauty which could be answered only by sobs. Her long, black eyes mirrored the light of the candle.﻿—Her mouth was a trifle wide, but its expression was as sweet as the lips of sleep when they touch our forehead after days of suffering. She kept her heels close together, and her slender legs caressed each other.

			Albrecht van der Qualen passed his hand across his eyes and saw﻿—he saw that the grey canvas had been unloosened from the right corner of the wardrobe.

			“How﻿—” said he. “Won’t you come in?﻿—or what should I say﻿—come out? May I offer you a glass of brandy? Half a glass?﻿ ﻿…” But he expected no answer to these questions, and received none. Her small, shining eyes, so black that they appeared to be without expression, unfathomable and dumb﻿—they were directed upon him, but without fixity or aim, vague, and as though they did not see him.

			“Shall I tell you a story?” she suddenly asked in a quiet, veiled voice.

			“Tell it,” he replied. He had sunk in a sitting position on the edge of the bed, the overcoat rested upon his knees, and his folded hands lay upon it. His mouth stood a trifle open, and his eyes were half closed. But his blood pulsed warmly and mildly through his body, and there was a soft humming in his ears.

			She had sunk down in the wardrobe and had clasped with her delicate arms one of her knees, which she had drawn up, while the other leg dangled outside. Her small breasts were pressed together by the upper part of her arms, and the taut skin of her knee shone. She told her story﻿—told it in a soft voice, while the candle flame executed silent dances.

			“A couple were walking across the heath, and her head lay upon his shoulder. The herbs sent forth a strong scent, but the cloudy mists of evening were already rising from the ground.” Thus it began. And sometimes there were verses, which rhymed in so incomparably light and sweet a way that we are able to achieve it only now and then during nights of fever in a half-sleep. But the thing did not come to a good close. The end was as sad as when two hold each other in an inextricable embrace, and while their lips are pressed together, one of them thrusts a broad knife into the body of the other, just above the belt, and for good reasons. But that was the way it ended. And then, with a gesture of infinite quiet modesty, she lifted the right-hand corner of the grey stuff which constituted the back wall of the wardrobe, and was no longer there.

			

			From now on he found her in his wardrobe every night and listened to her.﻿—How many evenings? How many days, weeks, or months did he remain in this dwelling and in this city?﻿—It would do no one any good if the number were put down here. Who would take any joy in a paltry figure?﻿—And we know that several doctors had granted Albrecht van der Qualen only a few months more.

			She told him stories. And they were melancholy stories, void of comfort; but they sank like a sweet burden upon his heart and let it beat more slowly and happily. Often he forgot himself.﻿—His blood rebelled within him, he stretched out his hands to her, and she did not resist him. But then he would not find her in the wardrobe for several nights, and when she returned; she would tell no stories for several more nights, and then slowly began again, until he forgot himself once more.

			How long did this last﻿—who knows? Who knows, moreover, whether Albrecht van der Qualen really awakened that afternoon and betook himself to the unknown city; whether he did not rather remain sleeping in his first-class compartment, to be borne by the Berlin-Rome express with tremendous speed across the mountains? Who among us would presume to give a definite answer to this question, upon his own responsibility? That is quite uncertain. “All things must float in the air﻿—”

		
	
		
			The Path to the Cemetery

			The path to the cemetery ran always parallel to the highway, always side by side, until it had reached its goal; that is to say, the cemetery. On the other side there were human habitations, new structures of the suburbs, part of which were still in process of completion, and then came fields. As to the highway itself, this was flanked by trees, by knotty beeches of a good old age, and the road was half paved and half bare earth. But the path to the cemetery was thinly strewn with pebbles, which gave it the character of an agreeable footpath. A small, dry ditch, filled with grass and wildflowers, extended between the two.

			It was spring, and almost summer already. The whole world smiled. God’s blue skies were covered with masses of small, round, compact little clouds, dotted with many snow-white little clumps which had an almost humorous look. The birds twittered in the beeches, and a mild wind swept across the fields.

			A wagon from the neighbouring village crept towards the city; it rolled partly upon the paved, partly upon the unpaved part of the highway. The driver let his legs dangle on both sides of the shaft and whistled execrably. In the back part of the wagon there sat a little yellow dog with its back to him, and along its pointed little nose looked back with an unutterably grave and collected mien at the way it had just come. It was an incomparable, a most diverting little dog, worth its weight in gold; but it plays no part in this affair and so we must turn our faces from it.﻿—A detachment of soldiers went marching by. They came from the garrison near by, marched in their own dust, and sang. A second wagon crept from the direction of the city towards the next village. The driver slept, and there was no little dog, for which reason this vehicle is entirely without interest. Two journeymen came striding along, the one hunchbacked, the other a giant in stature. They went barefooted, carrying their boots on their backs, called out cheerily to the sleeping driver, and strode on bravely. The traffic was moderate, regulating itself without complications or accidents.

			The way to the cemetery was trodden by a solitary man; he walked slowly, with lowered head, and supported himself on a black stick. The man was called Piepsam, Lobgott (Praisegod) Piepsam and nothing else. We proclaim his name with a certain emphasis because subsequently he acted in a most peculiar manner.

			He was dressed in black, for he was on the way to the graves of his loved ones. He wore a rough, cylindrical silk hat, a frock-coat shiny with age, trousers which were not only too narrow but also too short, and black kid gloves which were shabby all over. His throat, a long, lean throat with a large Adam’s apple, lifted itself from a turnover collar which was frayed and displayed corners which had already become a little rough. But when the man raised his head, which he did at times in order to see how far he still was from the cemetery, then one was treated to a strange sight, a remarkable face, a face which beyond all question one was not likely soon to forget.

			This face was smooth-shaven and pale. Between the hollowed-out cheeks there protruded a nose which thickened bulbously at the end, a nose which glowed with an irregular, unnatural red and which, quite superfluously, paraded a mass of little excrescences, unhealthy growths which gave it an unconventional and fantastic look. This nose, the dark rubicundity of which contrasted sharply with the dull pallor of the rest of the face, embodied something unreal and picturesque; it looked as though it were merely affixed like a masquerade nose, like a melancholy joke. But it was not this alone. The man kept his mouth, a broad mouth with sunk corners, tightly closed, and whenever he looked up, he lifted his black eyebrows, which were shot through by little white hairs﻿—lifted them beneath the brim of his hat, so that one might see how inflamed his eyes were and what dark circles surrounded them. In short, it was a face to which one could not permanently refuse the deepest sympathy.

			Lobgott Piepsam’s appearance was not a joyous one; it fitted in but badly with this charming forenoon, and it was even too dismal for one who was about to pay a visit to the graves of his loved ones. But looking into his heart and soul, one was forced to confess that there were sufficient grounds for all this. He was a trifle depressed?﻿—it is difficult to convey this to people so merry as yourselves﻿—perhaps a bit unhappy?﻿—a trifle badly treated? Well, to tell the truth, he was all of these things not only a trifle, but to a high degree; he was, without any exaggeration, in a bad way.

			First of all, he drank. But of this more anon. Furthermore he was a widower, had lost both parents, and stood abandoned by everybody; he had not a single soul to love him in all the world. His wife, whose maiden-name had been Lebzelt, had been reft from his side after she had borne him a child little less than half a year ago; it was the third child and it had been stillborn. Both of the other children had also died﻿—one of diphtheria, the other of really nothing at all﻿—perhaps out of a general ineptitude. But this had not been enough, for soon after this he had lost his job, had been driven out of his petty position; and that bore a close relation to that passion of his which was mightier than Piepsam.

			Formerly he had been able to resist it to some degree, although there were periods when he had been intemperately addicted to it. But after wife and children had been taken from him, after he had lost all his friends and stood alone in the world and without a single support or hold, his vice had mastered him and had broken his spiritual resistance more and more. He had been an official in the service of an insurance society, a kind of higher copyist with a monthly salary of ninety marks. While in his irresponsible condition, he had become guilty of gross negligence, and after having been repeatedly warned, he had been finally discharged as unreliable.

			It is clear that this did not by any manner of means lead to a moral revolt on the part of Piepsam, but that he was thenceforth utterly doomed. For you must know that ill fortune slays the dignity of a man﻿—it is just as well to have a little insight into these things. There is a strange and dreadful concatenation of cause and effect here. There is no use in a man’s protesting his own innocence; in most cases he will despise himself for his misfortune. But self-contempt and vice have a strange and horrible interrelationship; they feed each other, they play into each other’s hands, in a way to make one’s blood run cold. And that is the way it was with Piepsam. He drank because he did not respect himself, and he respected himself less and less because the continual shameful defeats of all his good resolutions devoured all his self-confidence. In a wardrobe in his home there usually stood a bottle containing a poisonous yellow fluid, a most pernicious fluid﻿—we must be cautious and not mention its name. Lobgott Piepsam had literally knelt before this wardrobe and almost bitten his tongue in two; and in spite of this he would go down in defeat in the end.﻿—We take no pleasure in relating these facts, but they are, after all, instructive.

			And here he was walking along the path to the cemetery and prodding the ground with his black cane. A gentle wind played about his nose, but he did not feel it. His eyebrows elevated, he bent a hollow and turbid look upon the world about him﻿—a lorn and miserable creature.﻿—Suddenly he heard a noise behind him and pricked up his ears; a soft rushing sound was approaching with great rapidity from the distance. He turned about and stood still.﻿—It was a bicycle, the tires of which crunched along the pebblestrewn path. It came on in full career, but then slackened its speed, for Piepsam stood in the middle of the way.

			A young man sat in the saddle, a youth, a careless youth on a tour. He himself, great heavens, surely made no pretensions to belonging to the great and glorious ones of the world! He rode a machine of middling quality﻿—it does not really matter of what make﻿—a wheel costing, say, about two hundred marks. And with this he went pedalling a bit through the country, fresh from the city, riding with flashing pedals into God’s green world﻿—hurray! He wore a coloured shirt and a grey jacket, sports leggings, and the jauntiest little cap in the world﻿—a very joke of a cap, with brown checks and a button on the top. And from under this cap a thick mop of blond hair welled forth and stood up above his forehead. His eyes were of a lightning-blue. He came on like Life itself and tinkled his bell, but Piepsam did not move a hair’s breadth out of the way. He stood there and looked at Life with a rigid stare.

			It looked angrily at him and rode slowly past him, whereupon Piepsam also began to walk on. But when it was ahead of him, he said slowly and with a weighty emphasis: “Number nine thousand seven hundred and seven.”

			He then pursed up his lips and stared incontinently at the ground, at the same time feeling that Life’s eyes were bent upon him in perplexity.

			It had turned round, had seized the saddle from behind with one hand, and rode very slowly.

			“What?” it asked.

			“Number nine thousand seven hundred and seven,” repeated Piepsam. “Oh, nothing. I’ll report you.”

			“You will report me?” Life asked, turned still further round, and rode still more slowly, so that it was obliged to wobble to and fro with the handlebars.

			“Certainly!” replied Piepsam at a distance of five or six steps.

			“Why?” asked Life, and dismounted. It stood still and seemed full of expectancy.

			“You know why well enough.”

			“No, I don’t know why.”

			“You must know.”

			“But I do not know why,” said Life, “and moreover I am not at all interested why.” With this it was about to mount its wheel again. It was not at all at a loss for words.

			“I will report you,” said Piepsam, “because you ride here, on this path to the cemetery, and not out there on the high road.”

			“But, my dear sir!” Life said, with an impatient and angry laugh, turned round once more, and stood still. “You see tracks of bicycles along the entire path. Everybody rides here.”

			“That’s all one to me,” retorted Piepsam; “I’ll report you just the same.”

			“Well, do whatever you like!” Life cried, and mounted its wheel. It really mounted, it did not disgrace itself by making a mess of this; it gave a single thrust with its foot, sat securely on the saddle, and put forth all efforts to reacquire a speed in accordance with its temperament.

			“If you keep on riding here, here on the path to the cemetery, I shall most surely report you!” cried Piepsam in a high and trembling voice. But Life really troubled itself very little about this; it rode off with increasing speed.

			Had you seen Lobgott Piepsam’s face at this moment, you would have been greatly frightened. He pressed his lips so firmly together that his cheeks and even the rubicund nose were twisted quite out of place, and his eyes, from beneath his unnaturally raised eyebrows, stared with an insane expression after the vehicle as it rolled away. Suddenly he dashed forwards. At a run he traversed the short distance which separated him from the machine, and seized the tool-case beneath the saddle. He held on to it with both hands, literally attached himself to it, and with lips still pressed together in an unnatural manner, dumb, and with wild eyes, he tugged with all his strength at the balancing bicycle as it speeded forwards. Anyone seeing him might well have doubted whether he intended, out of malice, to hinder the young man from riding on, or whether he had been seized by the desire to let himself be taken in tow, to jump on behind and ride along with the young man﻿—to go himself riding a bit through the country, riding with flashing pedals into God’s green world﻿—hurray!﻿—The wheel was not able to withstand this desperate drag for any length of time; it stood still, it wobbled, it fell over.

			And then Life grew wild. It had lighted upon one foot; then it drew back its right arm and gave Herr Piepsam such a blow on the chest that he staggered back several paces. Then, with a voice which swelled into a threatening tone, it said: “You must be drunk, you fool! You must be off your head! If you dare to hold me up again, I’ll give you a smash in the jaw﻿—do you hear? I’ll break your neck! And don’t you forget it!”

			With this it turned its back upon Herr Piepsam, gave an indignant tug to its cap, drawing it tighter upon its head, and once more mounted its wheel. No, it was certainly not at a loss for words. And the business of mounting succeeded as well as before. Again it merely thrust down one foot, sat securely in the saddle, and had the machine once more under full control. Piepsam saw its back diminish more and more rapidly.

			He stood there panting and stared after Life. It did not take a header, no accident overtook it, no tire burst, and no stone lay in its path; lightly it sailed on. And then Piepsam began to shout and to scold﻿—one might have called it a bellowing, for it was no longer a human voice.

			“You shall not ride there!” he cried. “You shall not! You shall ride out there and not on the path to the cemetery, do you hear? You get off﻿—get off at once! Oh, oh! I’ll report you! I’ll sue you! God! if you would only take a tumble, if you would only fall off, you windy brute, I would kick you, kick you in the face with my boots, you damned rogue!﻿ ﻿…”

			Never had the like been seen before! A man calling bad names on the way to the cemetery, a man with a swollen face, bellowing, a man whose scolding renders him hopping mad, who cuts capers, throwing his arms and legs about, and seems unable to control himself. The wheel was really no longer in sight, yet Piepsam still raved and danced in the same spot.

			“Hold him! hold him! He is riding on the path to the cemetery! You villain! You impudent clown! You damned ass! If I could only get hold of you, wouldn’t I skin you alive, you silly ass, you stupid windbag, you tomfool, you ignorant bounder!﻿—You get off! You get off this very instant! Will nobody kick him into the dirt, the scoundrel?﻿—Riding for pleasure, eh? On the way to the cemetery! Knock him off his wheel, the damned oaf! Oh! Oh! If I only had you, what wouldn’t I do? And what else? Eyes blue as lightning, eh? May the devil scratch them out of your face, you ignorant, ignorant, ignorant bounder!﻿ ﻿…”

			Piepsam now took to language which is not to be repeated; he foamed, and poured forth in his cracked voice the most shameful terms of reprobation, while the contortions of his body continually increased. A couple of children with a basket and a terrier came over from the high road; they climbed across the ditch, stood about the screaming man, and looked curiously into his distorted visage. A few labourers, who worked on the new buildings in the vicinity, or had just begun their midday rest, also became attentive, and a number of men as well as some of the women who were mixing mortar came walking towards the group. But Piepsam continued to rave on; he was growing worse and worse. In his blind and insane rage he shook his fists towards heaven and in all directions, shook his legs convulsively, turned himself round and round, bent the knee and leaped into the air again, succumbing to his excessive efforts to shout as loud as possible. He did not pause a single moment in his tirade, he hardly took time to breathe, and it was really astonishing where all his language came from. His face was terribly swollen, his high hat sat far back on his neck, and his false shirtfront, which was not fastened, hung out of his waistcoat. He had long ago arrived at generalities and poured out things which had not the remotest connection with the subject in hand. They dealt with his dissipated life and with religious matters, uttered in a most unsuitable tone and viciously intermingled with curse-words.

			“Come on, come on, all of you!” he bellowed. “Not you, not only you, but the rest of you, you with the bicycle caps and eyes blue as lightning! I’ll shout truths into your ear so that your blood will run cold forever, you windy rogues!﻿ ﻿… You grin, do you? Shrug your shoulders?﻿ ﻿… I drink﻿ ﻿… certainly I drink! I even guzzle, if you care to hear it! What does that mean? It’s a long road that knows no turning! The day will come, you good-for-nothing rubbish, when God shall weigh all of us.﻿ ﻿… Oh! oh! The Son of Man will come in the clouds, you innocent canaille, and His justice is not of this world! He will cast you into the outermost darkness, you merry wretches, where there is howling and﻿ ﻿…”

			He was now surrounded by quite an imposing group of people. A few laughed and a few looked at him with wrinkled brows. More workmen and several more mortar-women had come over from the buildings. A driver had got off his wagon, halting it upon the high road, and, whip in hand, had also climbed across the ditch. A man took Piepsam by the arm and shook him, but that had no effect. A squad of soldiers marched by and, laughing, craned their necks to look at him. The terrier could no longer hold back, but braced his forelegs against the ground and, with his tail thrust between his legs, howled directly into his face.

			Suddenly Lobgott Piepsam cried once more at the top of his voice: “You get off, you get off at once, you ignorant bounder!” described a half-circle with one arm, and then collapsed. He lay there, suddenly struck dumb, a black heap amidst the curious. His cylindrical silk hat flew off, rebounded once from the ground, and also lay there.

			Two masons bent over the immovable Piepsam and discussed the case in that wholehearted and sensible tone common to workingmen. Then one of them went off at a quick stride. Those who remained behind undertook a few more experiments with the unconscious one. One man dashed water in his face out of a bucket, another poured some brandy out of a bottle into the palm of his hand and rubbed Piepsam’s temples with it. But these efforts were crowned with no success.

			A short interval thus elapsed. Then wheels were heard, and a wagon came along the high road. It was an ambulance, drawn by two pretty little horses and with a gigantic red cross painted on each side. It came to a halt, and two men in neat uniforms climbed down from the driver’s seat, and while one went to the back part of the wagon to open it and to draw out the stretcher, the other rushed upon the path to the cemetery, pushed the staring crowd aside, and, with the help of one of the men, carried Herr Piepsam to the wagon. He was laid upon the stretcher and shoved into the wagon like a loaf of bread into an oven, whereupon the door snapped shut and the two uniformed men climbed to the driver’s seat again. All this was done with great precision, with a few practised turns of the hand, quick and adroit, as by trained apes.

			And then Lobgott Piepsam was driven away.

		
	
		
			The Infant Prodigy

			The infant prodigy enters﻿—the entire hall grows silent.

			It grows silent, and then the people begin to clap, because somewhere a born ruler of men and leader of the herd has started the applause. They have as yet heard nothing, but they clap their hands, for a mighty advertising campaign has paved the way for the infant prodigy, and the people are already under a spell, whether they are aware of it or not.

			The infant prodigy emerges from behind a magnificent screen, which is embroidered all over with garlands in the Empire style and large, fabulous flowers. He hurriedly climbs the steps to the platform and walks into the applause, as into a bath, shivering a bit, touched by a slight shudder, and yet as into a friendly element. The boy goes to the edge of the platform, smiles as though he were about to be photographed, and thanks the audience with a small, shy, charming, and very girlish bow.

			He is dressed entirely in white silk, which does not fail of its effect upon the audience. He wears a small white silk jacket of fantastic cut, with a sash beneath it, and even his shoes are of white silk. But the bare legs contrast sharply with the white silk knickers, for they are quite brown; the boy is a Greek.

			His name is Bibi Saccellaphylaccas. This is really his name. No one knows of what Christian name “Bibi” may be an abbreviation or pet form, none save the impresario, and he regards it as a business secret. Bibi’s hair is smooth and black and hangs down to his shoulders. Yet it is parted sideways and held back from the small, brown, bulging forehead by means of a small silk bow. He has the most innocent, childlike face in the world, with an unformed little nose and an unsophisticated mouth; only that part of his face which lies below the coal-black, mouselike eyes is already a little weary and clearly expressive of two traits of character. He looks as though he were nine years old, but he is only eight as yet and is announced as only seven. People do not know themselves whether they really believe this. Perhaps they know better and nevertheless believe it, as they are so often wont to do. A bit of falsehood, they think, belongs to beauty. What, they think, would become of recreation and edification after the day’s work if they did not come with a bit of goodwill, and let two and two make five? And they are quite right, with that collective mind of theirs!

			The infant prodigy bows until the rustle of greetings has laid itself; then he goes to the grand piano, and the people throw a final glance at the program. The first number is “Marche solennelle,” then “Rêverie,” and then “Le Hibou et les moineaux”﻿—all by Bibi Saccellaphylaccas. The entire program is by him﻿—these are his own compositions. He cannot, to be sure, write them down, but he has them all safe in his small, uncommon head, and they must be accorded artistic significance, as the posters prepared by the impresario attest in a sober, matter-of-fact style. It appears that the impresario has wrested this concession from his critical nature in severe struggles.

			The infant prodigy sits down upon the revolving stool and angles for the pedals with his little legs. These pedals are raised much higher than usual by means of an ingenious contrivance, so that Bibi may reach them. The grand piano is his own and he takes it everywhere with him. It rests upon wooden blocks, and its polish is rather damaged by its being transported so frequently, but all that merely makes the thing more interesting.

			Bibi puts his silky white feet upon the pedals; the expression of his little face grows pointed and arch; he looks straight before him and raises his right hand. It is a naive, brown, childish little hand, but the wrist is strong and not at all childish, for it reveals well-developed joints.

			Bibi puts on this mien for his audience, for he knows that he must entertain it a little. But he himself, for his part, takes a quiet pleasure in the affair, a pleasure that he could not describe to anyone. It is this nervous joy, this secret thrill of bliss, which creeps through him whenever he sits down in front of the open piano﻿—and he will never lose this feeling. Again the keys offer themselves to his fingers, these seven black and white octaves, amongst which he has so often lost himself in adventures and profoundly exciting experiences and which nevertheless appear again as pure and untouched as a drawing-slate that has been wiped off. It is music, the world of music, that lies before him! It lies outspread before him like a tempting sea and he is able to plunge in and swim about blissfully, allow himself to be borne hither and thither, let himself go down in a storm and yet keep the mastery in his hands, govern and dispose of it all.﻿—He holds his right hand aloft.

			There is a breathless stillness in the hall. It is this tension before the first chord﻿—how will it begin? It begins thus: Bibi fetches the first tone out of the piano with his forefinger, an unexpectedly powerful tone in the middle register, resembling a trumpet-blast. Others align themselves to this, and the introduction begins﻿—the muscles of the audience relax.

			The hall is a very ornate one, situated in a first-class fashionable hotel, with paintings showing much rosy flesh upon the walls, with luxuriant pillars, mirrors with heavily decorated frames, and a vast number, a perfect solar system, of electric bulbs, which sprout forth everywhere in clusters and fill the room with a thin, golden, celestial radiance, far brighter than day.﻿—No chair is empty; yes, people are standing even in the side aisles and at the back of the hall. In front, where the price is twelve marks (for the impresario is devoted to the principle of awe-inspiring prices), we find the members of high society; for there is a lively interest in the infant prodigy in these lofty circles. Many uniforms are visible and a great deal of good taste in the matter of evening toilets.﻿—There are even a number of children there, who let their legs dangle in a well-bred manner from their chairs and who regard their small, gifted, and silky white colleague with shining eyes.

			In front to the left sits the mother of the infant prodigy, a very corpulent dame, with a powdered double chin, and a plume in her hair, and at her side is the impresario, a gentleman of oriental type, with large golden buttons in his far-protruding cuffs. The princess is seated in the middle of the first row. She is a small, wrinkled, dried-up old princess, but she patronizes the arts, in so far as they are refined. She is seated in a deep fauteuil of plush, and Persian rugs are spread before her. She holds her hands folded upon her striped grey dress of silk, close beneath her breast, inclines her head to one side, and affords a picture of aristocratic peace, as she contemplates the infant prodigy in action. Her lady-in-waiting sits beside her, dressed in a costume of striped green silk. But she is for all that only a lady-in-waiting and must not even lean back in her chair.

			Bibi comes to a close with a great flourish. With what force this urchin handles the piano! One can scarcely believe one’s ears. The theme of the march, a swinging, enthusiastic melody, breaks forth once more in a passage of full harmony, broadly and boastfully, and at every chord Bibi throws back the upper part of his body, as though he were marching triumphantly in a festival procession. He then closes grandly, slips in a crouching attitude sidewise from his stool, and waits smiling for the applause.

			And the applause bursts forth, unanimous, touched, enraptured. Just see the dainty hips of the child, as he makes his girlish bow! Clap! Clap! Wait, I’ll take off my gloves! Bravo, little Saccophylax, or whatever your name may be! Why, he is a perfect little devil of a fellow!

			Bibi must come forth thrice from behind the screen before the people are satisfied. A few stragglers, tardy arrivals, come crowding in from behind and find place with great difficulty in this full hall. And then the concert proceeds.

			Bibi lets his “Rêverie” flow liquidly﻿—it is entirely composed of arpeggios, over which from time to time a bit of melody lifts itself with feeble wings; and then he plays “Le Hibou et les moineaux.” This piece is a great success, and exerts a stirring effect upon the audience. It is a real child’s piece and marvellously fanciful. The bass notes show us the owl sitting and dolefully opening and shutting his veiled eyes; then in the treble the sparrows flutter, pertly yet timorously, as they tease him. Four times Bibi is called out with jubilation after this piece. An employee of the hotel in a brass-buttoned livery carries three huge wreaths of laurel up to the platform, and holds them in front of him, from the side, while Bibi bows his thanks. Even the princess participates in the applause, by gently touching her flat hands against each other, even though no sound ensues.

			How well this small, accomplished wight knows how to draw out the applause! He keeps them waiting from his place behind the screen, lingers a little upon the steps of the platform, regards the coloured satin bows of the wreaths with childish pleasure, even though they have long since begun to bore him, bows charmingly and hesitatingly, and leaves the people time to work off their enthusiasm, so that none of the precious noise of their palms is lost. “ ‘Le Hibou’ is my strong card,” he thinks, for he has learned this term from the impresario. “Then comes the ‘Fantaisie,’ which is really much better, especially the place in C sharp. But you have gone mad about this hibou, you public, although it is the first thing and the stupidest which I have ever made.” And he bows graciously.

			He then plays a “Méditation” and then an “Étude”﻿—it is a most comprehensive program. The “Méditation” goes much like the “Rêverie,” which is no reflection upon it, and in the “Étude” Bibi shows all his technical dexterity, which is slightly inferior to his power of invention. And then comes the “Fantaisie.” It is his favourite piece. He always plays it a bit differently, treats it in a free manner, and at times surprises himself by new turns and conceits, when he is in good form.

			He sits and plays, very small and shining white in front of the great black piano, lone and elect upon the platform over that blurred mass of humanity, which has only one heavy soul, to be moved with difficulty, a soul upon which he must operate with his own, lone and lifted above the multitude.﻿—His soft black hair, together with the white silk bow, has fallen across his forehead; his strong, bony, trained wrists are in action, and one sees the muscles of his brown, childish cheeks strain and quiver.

			At times there come to him seconds of forgetfulness and solitude, during which his strange, mouselike eyes, with their dull circles, glide sideways from the audience towards the frescoed wall of the hall at his side, through which they peer, in order to lose themselves in adventurous distances filled with a vague life. And then a glance from the corners of his eyes darts back into the hall and he is again one with his hearers.

			“Complaint and jubilation, a soaring aloft and a profound plunge﻿—my ‘Fantaisie’!” thinks Bibi, quite tenderly. “Now listen, here comes the part which goes into C sharp!” And he lets the pedals play, as it goes into C sharp. Are they aware of it? In faith, not in the least, they are aware of nothing! And so he casts his eyes up prettily towards the ceiling, so that they may at least have something to look at.

			The people sit there in long rows and look at the infant prodigy. And they think all manner of thoughts with their collective brain. An old gentleman with a white beard, a seal-ring on his forefinger, and a knotty growth on his bald pate, an excrescence, if you will, thinks to himself: “One ought really to be ashamed of oneself. One has never been able to get beyond playing ‘Three Hunters from the Palatinate,’ and here one sits as an old greybeard and has miracles performed for one by this midget. But one must not forget that this gift is a divine one. God bestows his gifts as He will; there is no help for that, and it is no shame to be an ordinary human being. It is somewhat as with the child Jesus. One may bow before a child without being ashamed. How comforting to feel this!” He does not dare to think: “How sweet it is!” “Sweet” would be unworthy of a robust old gentleman. But he feels it! He feels it for all that!

			“Art﻿—” thinks the business man with the parrot-like nose. “Of course! Art brings a bit of a gleam into life, a little tinkle, a touch of white silk. And the deal furthermore is not a bad one. There are at least fifty seats at twelve marks apiece sold; that alone makes six hundred marks﻿—and then all the incidentals. Deducting the rent of the hall, and the cost of lighting and the programs, there will be a balance of at least a thousand marks. Not at all to be despised.”

			“Well, that was Chopin that he just played,” thinks the piano-teacher, a lady with a pointed nose, of about that age when hopes begin to go to sleep and the intelligence acquires an additional sharpness. “One might say that the boy is not very direct. I shall say afterwards that he is not very direct. That sounds well. The way he holds his hands is, moreover, very undisciplined. One should be able to lay a coin upon the back of the hand﻿—I should give him a bit of the ruler.”

			A young girl, who looks very waxen-faced, and who is of an age in which there are certain tensions inducing delicious thoughts, thinks to herself: “What is it that he is playing there? Why, it is passion, passion, that he is playing! But he is a mere child! Were he to kiss me, it would seem as though my little brother kissed me﻿—it would not be a kiss at all. Can it be that there is a passion that is disconnected from all earthy things, pure passion, something that is only passionate child’s-play?﻿—Well, if I should say that aloud, they would dose me with cod-liver oil. That is the way of the world.”

			An officer leans against a pillar. He surveys the successful Bibi and thinks: “You are somebody and I am somebody, each in his own way.” He draws his heels together and pays the infant prodigy that homage which he pays to all existent powers.

			The critic, however, an ageing man in a seedy black coat and turned-up, mud-spattered trousers, occupies his free seat, and thinks: “Just look at this Bibi, this urchin! As an individual he has still some distance to go, but as a type he is quite finished﻿—it is the type of the artist. He carries in him the majesty of the artist as well as his lack of dignity, his charlatanism and his sacred spark, his contempt and his secret rapture. But I must not write that﻿—it is really too good. Ah, yes, believe me, I might have become an artist myself if I had not seen through it all so clearly.”

			The infant prodigy has finished and a veritable tempest of applause breaks loose. He is forced to appear again and again from behind his screen. The man with the brass buttons comes with new garlands in tow, four laurel wreaths, a lyre made of violets, a bouquet of roses. His two arms do not suffice to hand all these tributes to the infant prodigy; the impresario himself ascends the platform to help him. He hangs a laurel wreath round Bibi’s neck; he strokes his black hair tenderly. And suddenly, as though he were overcome by emotion, he bends low and bestows a kiss upon the infant prodigy, a sounding kiss, full upon the mouth. This causes the tempest to increase to a hurricane. This kiss acts like a galvanic shock upon the audience; it shoots through the crowd and thrills every nerve. The people are borne away by a mad desire for noise. Loud bravos mingle with the wild tumult of hands. Several of Bibi’s small and matter-of-fact comrades down there wave their handkerchiefs.﻿—But the critic thinks: “Of course, that kiss from the impresario was bound to come. An old and effective trick. Yes, by heavens! if one only didn’t see through it all so plainly!”

			And then the concert of the infant prodigy draws to a close. It began at half past seven and is over by half past eight. The platform is filled with garlands, and two small flowerpots are standing upon the lamp-brackets of the grand piano. Bibi plays his “Rhapsodie grecque” as his final number and this passes at the close into the Greek national hymn. Those of Bibi’s countrymen who happen to be present would like to join in and sing this, if this concert were not such a fashionable one. They compensate themselves at the close by making a tremendous noise, a hot-blooded row, a national demonstration. But the ageing critic thinks: “Of course, that national hymn was bound to come. One plays the whole affair into another sphere, no means of rousing enthusiasm is left untried. I’ll write that such things are inartistic. But perhaps it is artistic after all. What is the artist? A clown. Criticism is the highest of all functions. But I cannot write that.” And then he removes himself with his bespattered trousers.

			After nine or ten calls the overheated infant prodigy no longer retires behind his screen, but goes down to his mamma and to the impresario in the hall. The people are standing among the disarranged chairs and applauding and pushing forwards in order to have a look at Bibi close at hand. A few also wish to have a look at the princess; two close-packed groups form in front of the platform, around the infant prodigy and the princess, and it is difficult to say which of the two is really receiving. But then the lady-in-waiting is commanded to go to Bibi; she tugs and smoothes his silken jacket a bit, to make him presentable for court, leads him by the arm in front of the princess, and earnestly indicates to him that he should kiss the hand of Her Royal Highness.

			“How do you do it, my child?” asks the princess. “Does it come to you by itself, when you sit down?”

			“Oui, madame,” Bibi replies. But inwardly he thinks: “Oh, you stupid old princess﻿—!”

			Then he turns away with a shy rudeness and goes back to his own people.

			Outside there is great confusion at the cloakrooms. One holds up one’s check; with open arms one receives furs, shawls, and galoshes across the table. The piano-teacher is standing there among her acquaintances and criticizing. “He is not very direct,” says she aloud, and looks about her.

			A young, aristocratic lady is standing in front of one of the tall mirrors against the wall, and her two brothers, both lieutenants, are helping her with her cloak and her fur overshoes. She is wonderfully pretty, with her steel-blue eyes and her clear, thoroughbred face, a perfect little aristocrat. Done with her dressing, she stands waiting for her brothers.

			“Adolf, don’t stand in front of the mirror so long!” she says to one of them in a low, angry voice, for he finds it difficult to tear himself away from the image of his handsome but fatuous face. Well, if that does not beat everything! Surely Lieutenant Adolf has the right to button his overcoat in front of a mirror without her leave! Then they go out, and outside in the street, where the arc-lamps shimmer turbidly through the whirling snow, Lieutenant Adolf begins to cut up a bit﻿—turns up his coat-collar, shoves his hands into the slanting pockets of his overcoat, and begins to execute a short cakewalk upon the snow, for it is very cold.

			“A child!” thinks a girl with unkempt hair who walks with dangling arms behind them, in the company of a solemn-looking youth. “A most lovable child! In there everything was full of reverence﻿—” Then with a loud, monotonous voice she says: “We are all infant prodigies, we creators!”

			“Well,” thinks the old gentleman who has never been able to get beyond “Three Huntsmen from the Palatinate,” and whose excrescence is now covered by a top hat, “what does she mean? A kind of Pythia, it seems to me.”

			But the solemn-looking youth, who understands her every word, nods slowly.

			Then they are silent and the girl with unkempt hair follows that aristocratic sister and her brothers with her eyes. She despises them, yet she follows them with her eyes, until they have vanished round the corner.

		
	
		
			Tristan

			
				I

				So this is the Einfried Sanatorium! White and rectilinear, with its expanse of main buildings and side wings, it lies in the centre of a broad park that is delightfully fitted out with grottoes, arbours, and pavilions made of bark. And above and beyond the slate roofs, the hills rise bulkily against the sky. They are green with pines, and gently irregular.

				This institution is still run by Dr. Leander. With his black, double-pointed beard, which is as coarse and matted as the horsehair used for stuffing furniture, with his thick, glistening spectacles and his air of having been chilled by science, hardened, and filled with a subdued, cautious pessimism﻿—with all this he maintains a forceful and conclusive jurisdiction over his patients. His patients﻿—items that were too weak to make laws for themselves and keep them, but had given themselves completely over to him that they might gain support from his rigidity.

				As to Fräulein von Osterloh﻿—she functions with an unwearying devotion as housekeeper. Great heavens! how urgently she keeps on rushing upstairs and downstairs, from one end of the institute to the other! She has charge of the kitchen and the storeroom, goes through the wash, gives orders to the servants, and sets the table of the establishment from the standpoints of economy, health, tastiness, and of the outward appearance of things. She manages with an agitated meticulousness; and in her excessive industry there lies concealed a steady reproach for the whole world of men, since it has not yet occurred to anyone of them to take her with him. But in two round crimson spots, the unextinguishable hope glows on her cheeks of ultimately becoming the wife of Dr. Leander.﻿ ﻿…

				Ozone, and quiet, quiet air﻿ ﻿… in spite of anything Dr. Leander’s detractors and rivals may say to the contrary, Einfried is to be most warmly recommended for consumptives. But there are not only tubercular patients here; there are all sorts of inmates, men, women, and even children. Dr. Leander has results to offer in any number of fields. There are people here with stomach-trouble, as, for instance, the wife of Magistrate Spatz, who in addition has something wrong with her ears. There are gentlemen with bad hearts, paralytics, sufferers from rheumatism and all stages of nervous disorder. One diabetic general is consuming his pension here with a ceaseless grumbling. Several men with fleshless faces jerk their legs about in an uncontrolled manner which by no means augurs well. One woman of fifty, the wife of a Pastor Höhlenrauch, has brought nineteen children into the world and is completely out of her head; still, she has no peace, but has been wandering miserably and aimlessly through the whole house for a year now, resting silent and staring on the arm of her private nurse, and driven by vague unrest.

				There is an occasional death among the “serious cases,” who lie in their rooms and do not make their appearance either at mealtimes or in the drawing-room﻿ ﻿… and no one, not even the occupant of the adjoining room, is aware of it. The waxen guest is removed in the dead of night, and the activities of Einfried continue undisturbed: the rubdowns, the electric treatments, the injections, the showers, baths, exercises, sweating, deep breathing, all in different places and with the most up-to-date equipment.

				Yes, everything is full of life, even here. The institute is in bloom. At the entrance to the side wing, the porter sounds the large bell when new guests arrive. Dr. Leander, together with Fräulein von Osterloh, accompanies in all formality to their cabs those who are leaving. Just what kind of creature has not put up at Einfried! There is even an author here, an eccentric man, who bears the name of some mineral or jewel, and is stealing days from the Lord God.﻿ ﻿…

				Furthermore, besides Dr. Leander, there is a second physician, for the minor cases and the hopeless ones. But his name is Müller, and he is really not worth mentioning.

			
			
				II

				In the beginning of January the wholesale merchant Klöterjahn﻿—of the firm A. C. Klöterjahn & Co.﻿—brought his wife to Einfried; and Fräulein von Osterloh received them after their long journey in the reception-room on the ground floor, which was fitted out in a marvellously pure Empire style like nearly all of the distinctive old house. Almost immediately Dr. Leander also appeared; he bowed, and a conversation was begun, in the course of which both parties came to an understanding.

				Outside, out in the winter, was the park with its covered flowerbeds, its snowed-up grottoes, and lonely little temples. And two servants were bringing in the trunks of the new guest from the cab which stood in the street in front of the big iron door﻿—since there was no approach up to the house.

				“Slowly, Gabriele, take care, my angel, and keep your mouth closed,” Herr Klöterjahn had said as he helped his wife through the park; and whoever saw them could not help being deeply moved by this take care﻿—which was spoken in English﻿—even though it cannot be denied that Herr Klöterjahn might have said it in plain, simple German.

				The driver who had brought them from the station to the sanatorium, a crude, ignorant man without any of the finer feelings, had bitten his tongue in powerless caution while the wholesale merchant was helping his wife to descend; yes, it even seemed as though these two sturdy bays, shivering in the silent cold and with their eyes rolled back, were following the anxious procedure with suspense, full of misgiving for so much frail gracefulness and such tender charm.

				The young woman was suffering with her trachea, as it had been expressly stated in the first letter which Herr Klöterjahn had sent to the head physician of Einfried from the shore of the Baltic﻿—and, thank God, it was not her lungs! But even if it had been her lungs, this new patient could not have had a sweeter or a nobler look, could not have appeared more removed or incorporeal, than now. Close by her robust husband, she followed the conversation, lying back faint and weary in the white lacquered armchair, with its strong straight lines.

				Her lovely pale hands, entirely bare except for a slender wedding-ring, were lying in her lap, in the folds of a dark heavy woollen coat. And she wore a tight-fitting silver-grey shirtwaist, with a close high collar covered with velvet embroidery. But these warm, heavy stuffs only made the unutterable weariness of her little head seem all the more appealing. Her light brown hair was gathered low in the back; it was combed smooth; and only near the right temple one stray curling strand fell across her forehead, not far from the place over her distinctly traced eyebrow where a peculiar tiny vein, pale blue and sickly, branched across the clearness and purity of an almost transparent forehead. This little blue vein over the one eye commanded in a disturbing fashion the whole fine oval of her face. It protruded more noticeably as soon as the woman began to speak, and gave an effect of exertion to her face, or even of distress, awakening uncertain apprehensions. Nevertheless, she spoke, and smiled. She spoke easily and amiably in a lightly veiled voice, and she smiled with her somewhat listless eyes. Yes, now and then they showed the least inclination to bulge, and the corners, on either side of the narrow bridge of her nose, lay in a deep shadow. Her beautiful wide mouth was pale, and yet it seemed brilliant, owing to the fact, perhaps, that her lips were demarcated with such exceptional sharpness and clarity. She would cough occasionally. At such times she put her handkerchief to her lips and examined it afterwards.

				“Don’t cough, Gabriele,” Herr Klöterjahn said. “You know how Dr. Hinzpeter back home warned you especially against it, darling, and all you have to do is just hold back, my angel. As I said,” he repeated, “it is the trachea. When it began, I really thought it was the lungs, and God knows I was frightened. But it wasn’t the lungs, nah, not on your life; we don’t fall for anything like that, eh, Gabriele? He, he!”

				“Beyond a doubt,” Dr. Leander said, and glistened on them with his glasses.

				Whereupon Herr Klöterjahn requested coffee, coffee and rolls﻿—and he had such a vivid way of pronouncing it half swallowed, that you couldn’t help feeling an appetite.

				He got what he wanted, got also rooms for himself and his wife, and they installed themselves.

				Furthermore, Dr. Leander took over the case himself, without consulting Dr. Müller.

			
			
				III

				The new patient created an unusual stir in Einfried, and Herr Klöterjahn, who was accustomed to such successes, accepted with satisfaction every respect that was paid her. The diabetic general stopped grumbling for a moment the first time he saw her; the gentlemen with the fleshless faces smiled, and attempted desperately to control their legs when they were near her; and the Magistratsrätin Spatz immediately attached herself as an elder friend. Indeed, she made quite an impression, this woman who bore Herr Klöterjahn’s name! An author who had been spending his time in Einfried for some weeks now, a distant sort﻿—his name sounded like the name of some jewel﻿—coloured noticeably as she passed him in the corridor; he stood still as though rooted there, even after she had disappeared.

				Within two days everyone in the sanatorium knew her history. She was born in Bremen, a fact, moreover, which was plainly noticeable in certain winning quirks to her pronunciation. Two years before, she had given the wholesale merchant Klöterjahn her consent for life. She went with him to his home town, along the Baltic, and about ten months ago, under the most unusually difficult and dangerous circumstances, she had presented him with a child, a marvellously vigorous and well setup son and heir. But since those dreadful days she had never regained her strength, if it could be said that she ever did have much strength. Exceptionally exhausted and exceptionally impoverished of all physical resistance, she had scarcely left her bed when she developed a cough which brought up a little blood. Oh, not much﻿—an insignificant little speck of blood; but it would have been much preferable if it had not happened at all, while the disquieting thing was that after a short time the same slight but troublesome incident was repeated. Now, there were remedies for all this, and Dr. Hinzpeter, the family physician, made use of them. A complete rest was prescribed, there was cracked ice to be swallowed, morphine was brought to bear against the tickling sensation which made her cough, and the heart was steadied as far as possible. But recovery refused to set in, and the young mother seemed to be consuming in a mild and silent glow while Anton Klöterjahn, Jr., a masterpiece of a baby, asserted and maintained his station in life with a frightful emphasis and lack of consideration.﻿ ﻿… As has been said before, it was the trachea, a word which, in Dr. Hinzpeter’s mouth, exercised an astonishingly consoling, reassuring, and almost hilarious effect on everyone. But although it was not the lungs, the doctor had eventually thought it highly advisable, in accelerating her convalescence, to try the influence of a milder climate and of a few months in some regular institute. The reputation of Einfried and its director had done the rest.

				That was the way things stood; and Herr Klöterjahn in person told it to everyone who manifested the least interest. He spoke in a loud boisterous manner, and with the good humour of a man whose digestion is in as perfect order as his purse﻿—with vastly explosive movements of his lips, in the broad, yet rapid fashion of people along the north coast. Many of his words were hurled out, so that each sound came like a discharge; and he would laugh about it as an excellent joke.

				He was of medium height, broad, strong, and short-legged, and possessed a full red face with water-blue eyes shaded by light blond lashes, large nostrils and moist lips. He had English side-whiskers, wore English clothing, and was enchanted to find at Einfried an English family, father, mother, and three pretty children with their nurse, who were stopping here for the simple reason that they did not know where else to stop; he ate an English breakfast with them every morning. He was especially fond of his food and drink, displayed himself as a true connoisseur of both the cuisine and the wine cellar, and entertained the company most rousingly with accounts of the dinners which were given back home among his own circle, and with descriptions of certain choice dishes which were unknown here. At such times his eyes would squint with a kindly expression and his speech contained some palatal and nasal element, to an accompaniment of soft smacking noises deep in his gullet. As evidence that he was not fundamentally inimical to other earthly enjoyments, there was the evening when a patient at Einfried, an author by profession, came upon him in one of the corridors joking with a chambermaid in a somewhat inappropriate manner﻿—a trifling bit of sport which caused the author concerned to show a most ridiculous expression of disgust.

				As to Herr Klöterjahn’s wife, it was more than plain that she was attached to him with all her heart. She followed his words and motions with a smile; not with the complacent forbearance which most sufferers display towards the healthy, but with that lovable pleasure and sympathy which in rare instances good-natured invalids feel towards the confident manifestations of vitality by people who are perfectly at home in their skins.

				Herr Klöterjahn did not stay long at Einfried. He had brought his wife here; but now that a week had passed, and he knew her to be comfortable and in good hands, he could stay no longer. Duties of equal importance, his thriving child, and his equally thriving business, called him back home. They compelled him to leave, with his wife entrusted to the best of care.

			
			
				IV

				Spinell was the name of the author who had been staying in Einfried for some weeks; Detlev Spinell was his name, and his exterior was remarkable.

				Imagine a dark-haired man in his early thirties, quite tall, his hair already noticeably grey about the temples, and with a round, pale, somewhat puffy face which showed not the least trace of a beard. It was not shaved﻿—one could tell; but it was soft and childlike, with a faint down showing here and there. This gave him a quite noteworthy appearance. His eyes had a soft expression about them, were somewhat staring, and of the colour of a deer. His nose was small, but a wee bit fleshy. In addition, Herr Spinell possessed the arched porous upper lip of a Roman, carious teeth, and feet of unusual length. One of the gentlemen with the uncontrollable legs, who was a bit of a cynic and a wit, had dubbed him behind his back “the decrepit baby.” But that was nasty, and not at all to the point. He wore good fashionable clothes, went about in a long black coat and a vest with coloured dots.

				He was unsociable, and found nothing in common with a single soul there. It was only once in a great while that an engaging, amiable, and overflowing mood came upon him; and this always happened when Herr Spinell was under some aesthetic urgency, when the sight of something beautiful or other, the composition of two colours, a nobly formed vase, or the mountains in the sunset, surprised him into open admiration. “How beautiful!” he would say at such times, laying his head to one side and raising his shoulders while he opened his hands and twisted his nose and lips. “God, just look, how beautiful!” And under the emotion of such a moment he was capable of throwing his arms blindly about the neck of the most distinguished person, whether man or woman.

				There always lay on his table, visible to anyone who entered his room, the book which he had written. It was a moderate-sized novel, provided with a thoroughly amazing cover and printed on a sort of filter paper for coffee. As to the type, each letter looked like a Gothic cathedral. Fräulein von Osterloh had read it in an idle hour, and found it “refined,” which was her way of passing judgment of “godlessly boring.” Everything happened in worldly salons, in luxurious boudoirs, full of grotesques, antique furniture, expensive porcelains, invaluable fabrics, and artistic ornaments of all sorts. The most loving emphasis was laid upon the descriptions of such things; and through it you could always see Herr Spinell, with his nose twisted, saying: “How beautiful!”﻿ ﻿… Furthermore, it could not help seeming queer that he had written no other books besides this one, since he still seemed to be writing with passion. He spent the major portion of the day in his room writing, and mailed an extraordinary number of letters, almost always one or two daily. Although it was very strange and amusing how seldom he received a letter in return.﻿ ﻿…

			
			
				V

				Herr Spinell sat opposite Herr Klöterjahn’s wife at the table. The first meal they all ate together, he appeared a bit late in the large dining-hall on the ground floor of the side wing, spoke in a weak voice to everyone in general, and took his place﻿—whereupon Dr. Leander introduced him to the newcomers without much ceremony. He bowed, and then began eating in a visibly embarrassed manner, manipulating his knife and fork somewhat affectedly in large, white, beautifully formed hands which came out of two narrow sleeves. Gradually he came to feel more at ease, and cast calm sidelong glances at Herr Klöterjahn and his wife. Also, in the course of the meal, Herr Klöterjahn offered a few questions and remarks about the situation and climate of Einfried; his wife dropped in a word here and there in her catching way, and Herr Spinell answered politely. His voice was soft and quite pleasant; but he had a somewhat impeded and sipping manner of talking, as though his teeth were in the way of his tongue.

				After dinner, when everyone had gone into the drawing-room, and Dr. Leander came to pay his compliments to the new guests in particular, Herr Klöterjahn’s wife inquired about the person who had sat opposite them.

				“What is the gentleman’s name?” she asked. “Spinelli? I did not catch the name.”

				“Spinell, not Spinelli, Madam. No, he is not an Italian, but was merely born in Lemberg, so far as I know﻿ ﻿…”

				“And did you say he was a writer? Or just what?” Herr Klöterjahn asked. He had his hands deep in the pockets of his comfortable English trousers, leaned one ear to the doctor, and, as is the case with a good many people, opened his mouth to listen.

				“Indeed, I don’t just know﻿ ﻿… he writes﻿ ﻿…” Dr. Leander answered. “He has, I believe, published a book, a kind of novel, but I really don’t know anything﻿ ﻿…”

				This repeated “don’t know” indicated that Dr. Leander didn’t take much stock in the writer, and declined all responsibility for him.

				“But that is certainly very interesting!” Herr Klöterjahn’s wife put in. She had never before seen an author face to face.

				“Oh, yes,” Dr. Leander answered accommodatingly. “He is supposed to have a certain amount of reputation﻿ ﻿…” Whereupon nothing more was said about the author.

				But a little later, after the new guests had retired and Dr. Leander was about to leave the drawing-room, Herr Spinell intercepted him and made inquiries on his part also.

				“What is the name of these two?” he asked. “Of course, I didn’t quite catch it.”

				“Klöterjahn,” Dr. Leander answered, and went on his way.

				“What is the man’s name?”

				“Their name is Klöterjahn!” and Dr. Leander was gone. He took no stock at all in this author.

			
			
				VI

				Had we not reached the place where Herr Klöterjahn had gone back home? Indeed, he was again on the Baltic, with his business and his child, this inconsiderate and lively little creature which had cost his mother so many pains and a slight defect in the trachea. But as for her, the young wife, she stayed on at Einfried, and the Magistratsrätin Spatz attached herself to her as an elder friend. But that did not keep Herr Klöterjahn’s wife from mixing agreeably with the other patients. As, for instance, with Herr Spinell, who, to the astonishment of all﻿—for up to now he had had nothing in common with a single soul there﻿—had showed towards her from the very start an extraordinary amount of consideration and devotion, and with whom she enjoyed chatting in the free hours left her by a strenuous schedule.

				He approached her with an immeasurable amount of caution and reverence, and would only speak to her in a carefully suppressed voice, so that the Rätin Spatz who had trouble with her ears, could scarcely understand a word he said. He would tiptoe with his large feet up to the chair where Herr Klöterjahn’s wife was leaning back frail and smiling. Then he would stop about two steps off, keep one leg behind the other, bend the upper part of his body, and talk in his impeded, somewhat sipping manner. He was quite urgent, but ready at any moment to retreat and disappear in haste as soon as the least sign of weariness or satiety might be noticeable on her face. But he did not weary her. She would press him to be seated near the Rätin and herself; then she would ask him some question or other, and listen to him smiling and engrossed. For quite frequently he would drop into a delightful and unusual vein, such as she had never met with before.

				“Just why are you at Einfried?” she asked. “What sort of cure are you taking, Herr Spinell?”

				“Cure?﻿ ﻿… I take a bit of the electric treatment. But not to speak of. I will tell you frankly why I am here.﻿ ﻿… On account of the period.”

				“Ah!” said Herr Klöterjahn’s wife, supporting her chin in her hand and turning towards him with the exaggerated eagerness one puts on for children who are about to tell something.

				“Oh, yes. Einfried is entirely Empire; it used to be a castle, a summer home, I am told. This side wing is a recent annex, but the main building is old and genuine. Now there are times when I simply can’t live without Empire, when it is inevitably necessary to my well-being. It is plain that you must feel one way when among furniture which is soft and comfortable even to the extent of the lascivious, and feel another way among such tables, chairs, and drapes as these, with their marked straight lines. This brightness and strength, this cold crass simplicity and its reserve of vigour, lends me bearing and dignity, if you will; it produces an inner purging and renovation, and without a doubt it is uplifting.﻿ ﻿…”

				“Yes, that is remarkable,” she said. “And I can understand you, with a little effort.”

				Then he answered that it was not worth the effort, so that they both laughed together. The Rätin Spatz laughed too, and found it remarkable; but she didn’t claim to understand him.

				The drawing-room was large and attractive. The high white folding doors of the billiard-room stood wide open; here the gentlemen with the uncontrollable legs and several others were amusing themselves. To the other side, a glass door afforded a prospect of the broad terrace and garden. In one corner there was a piano. There was also a card table at hand, covered with green felt. Here and there a woman was reading or doing fancy work. The heating was provided by an iron stove, although it was pleasant to sit and talk in front of the unused fireplace, with its imitation coal and flames made of painted paper. “You are an early riser, Herr Spinell,” said Herr Klöterjahn’s wife. “Two or three times I have happened to see you leaving the house around half past seven in the morning.”

				“An early riser? But with reservations, to be sure. The fact is that I get up early because I am really a sleepyhead.”

				“But you must explain that, Herr Spinell!” The Rätin Spatz also wanted to have it explained.

				“Well﻿ ﻿… if you are an early riser, it doesn’t seem necessary to me that you should get up that early. But our conscience﻿ ﻿… it is an awful problem, this conscience! I and those of my ilk spend all their time in a struggle with their own lives, and they are kept more than busy trying to deceive life here and there and to procure for it a sly little bit of self-complacency. We are useless creatures, I and those of my ilk, and with the exception of a good hour now and then we are burdened to death with the knowledge of our uselessness. We detest the useful, we know that it is common and unlovely, and we defend this truth the way one defends only a truth which is inevitably necessary to him. And yet we are so gnawed at by a bad conscience that there isn’t a healthy spot left on us. Add to this the fact that the very nature of our inner existence, our attitude towards life, our method of work, has a horribly unwholesome, undermining, and irritable effect on us, which makes the case that much the worse. But there are slight palliatives, without which it would all be unbearable. A certain selectness and hygienic rigour in the manner of our living, for instance, is needed with many of us. To rise early, uncannily early, a cold bath and a walk through the snow﻿ ﻿… perhaps that will make us contented with ourselves for a whole hour. Believe me, if I did as I wanted, I should lie in bed until afternoon. So you see, my early rising is pure hypocrisy.”

				“Why, no, Herr Spinell! I should call it self-mastery.﻿ ﻿… Shouldn’t you, Frau Rätin?” And, sure enough, the Rätin Spatz also called it self-mastery.

				“Hypocrisy or self-mastery! It is a choice between one word and the other. But I happen to be so broodingly honest that I﻿ ﻿…”

				“That is just it: you brood too much.”

				“Yes, I brood too much.”

				The good weather continued. The hills, the house and park, the entire locality, lay out in a flat pure white with blinding brilliance and bluish shadows. There was no wind, and the air was only moderately chilly. A delicate blue sky curved spotless above the entire scene, with myriads of tiny flaming torches, a dance of glistening crystals. At this time Herr Klöterjahn’s wife was doing reasonably well. She had no fever, her cough was almost entirely gone, and she ate without forcing herself to it. According to her instructions, she would often sit out for hours at a time on the sunny terrace. She would sit in the snow, all bundled up in covers and furs, and breathe in unquestioningly the pure iron air, which was to improve her trachea. Then at times she would notice Herr Spinell going about the park. He would be just as warmly clad, and in fur shoes which gave his feet a fantastic size. He walked through the snow with a tentative step and a certain careful, stiffly gracile position to his arms, and, when he reached the terrace, would greet her politely and climb the steps below her to begin a conversation.

				“Today, on my morning walk, I saw a beautiful woman﻿ ﻿… God, she was beautiful!” And he laid his head to one side, and opened his hands.

				“Indeed, Herr Spinell? But you must describe her to me!”

				“No, that is impossible. For I should give you an unjust picture of her. I caught the woman in passing, with just half a glance; I didn’t really see her. But the effaced shadow of her that I received was enough to start me going and to let me carry away a picture that is beautiful﻿ ﻿… God, it is beautiful!”

				She laughed. “Is that your way of observing beautiful women, Herr Spinell?”

				“Yes, and it is a better way than if I stared like some crude reality-monger into their faces and carried away the impression of a miserable collection of facts﻿ ﻿…”

				“Reality-monger﻿ ﻿… That is a queer word! A genuine author’s word, Herr Spinell! But it appeals to me, if I may say so. There is so much in it which I understand somewhat, something free and independent which is a challenge to our servitude to the actual﻿ ﻿… although it is nevertheless the most respectable thing imaginable, the very soul of respectability.﻿ ﻿… And then, I understand that there is something beyond the tangible, something more tender﻿ ﻿…”

				“I know of only one face,” he began suddenly, with an unusually happy note in his voice, raising his clenched hands to his shoulders and letting an exalted smile expose his large teeth; “I know of only one face where it would be a crime for me to think of correcting the noble reality with imagination﻿ ﻿… one face which I should be content to gaze at, to dwell upon, not minutes, not hours, but my entire life﻿ ﻿… to lose myself in it, and be made to forget everything of this earth﻿ ﻿…”

				“Yes, yes, Herr Spinell! The only thing is that Fräulein von Osterloh has somewhat disagreeable ears.”

				He said nothing, bowing deeply. As he stood erect again, his eyes rested with an expression of embarrassment and anguish on the peculiar little vein which branched pale blue and sickly across the clarity of her almost transparent forehead.

			
			
				VII

				Really, a quite remarkable sort! Herr Klöterjahn’s wife would think about him now and then, since she had a good deal of time for thinking. Whether it was that the change of air was beginning to lose its effect, or that some actually harmful influence was asserting itself, the condition of her trachea would certainly have been better; she became weak, tired, without much appetite, and occasionally had a fever. Dr. Leander was most emphatic in insisting that she remain quiet, take plenty of rest, and be very careful of herself. So that when she did not have to be lying down, she would sit quietly near the Rätin Spatz, with some needlework forgotten in her lap, and thinking of something or other.

				Yes, he had set her to thinking﻿ ﻿… this strange Herr Spinell. But the remarkable thing was that she didn’t think so much of him as of herself. Somehow or other, he had created in her an unusual curiosity, an interest she had never felt before, in her own person.

				One day, in the course of a conversation, he had said: “No, they are puzzling things, women are. Old as the question is, you can’t help considering it in astonishment. Some wonderful creature, a nymph, a vision, a being out of some fairy dream. And what does she do? Goes off and surrenders herself to some champion at a county fair, or some butcher’s boy. She comes along on his arm, perhaps even leans her head against his shoulder, and looks about her with a sly smile, as if to say: ‘Now then, you can go break your hearts about it!’ And we do go and break our hearts.”

				While he was saying this, Herr Klöterjahn’s wife had been very occupied.

				Another day, to the great astonishment of the Rätin Spatz, the following dialogue took place between them:

				“I wonder if I might dare to ask you﻿—although it is very impertinent﻿—what your name is, your true name?”

				“Why, my name is Klöterjahn, Herr Spinell!”

				“Hm. I knew that. Or rather, I challenge it. For, of course, I mean your real name, your maiden-name. You will be fair enough to grant me, I hope, that anyone who would address you as ‘Frau Klöterjahn’ would deserve to be thrashed.”

				She laughed so heartily that the tiny blue vein over her eyebrow stood out with painful clarity, and gave her sweet, tender face an expression of effort and fatigue which was deeply disquieting.

				“No! Surely not, Herr Spinell. To be thrashed? Does ‘Klöterjahn’ seem so awful to you?”

				“Yes, I have hated this name from the bottom of my heart from the moment I first heard it. It is farcical, and frightfully homely; and it would be cruel and abject if one were to carry the accepted usage so far as to apply your husband’s name to you.”

				“Well, and ‘Eckhof’? Is ‘Eckhof’ better? My father’s name is ‘Eckhof.’ ”

				“Ah, just see! ‘Eckhof’ is something quite different. ‘Eckhof’ is even the name of a great actor. ‘Eckhof’ is proper.﻿ ﻿… You mention only your father. Your mother, then, could she﻿ ﻿…”

				“Yes, my mother died when I was still quite young.”

				“Ah. But tell me more about yourself, may I ask? But not if it tires you. If it tires you, you must rest, and I will go on telling you about Paris. But you could speak softly, yes, even if you whisper﻿ ﻿… that would only make everything the lovelier.﻿ ﻿… You were born in Bremen?” He put this question almost inaudibly, with an expression of worship and significance, as though there were no other city in the world like Bremen; as though Bremen were a city full of unmentionable adventures and speechless beauties, and to be born there gave one a vague majesty.

				“Yes, just think!” she said involuntarily. “I come from Bremen.”

				“I was there once,” he remarked thoughtfully.

				“Great heavens, you were there, too! Herr Spinell, I believe you have seen everything from Tunis to Spitzbergen!”

				“Yes, I was there once,” he repeated. “A few short hours in the evening. I remember an old, narrow street, with a strange moon lying straight above the roofs of the houses. Then I was in a Rathskeller that smelt of wine and must. It is an insistent memory﻿ ﻿…”

				“Indeed? Just where could that have been?﻿ ﻿… Yes, I was born in just such a one of those dark, gabled houses﻿ ﻿… in the home of one of the old merchant families, with its reverberating halls and white lacquered portico.”

				“Then your father is a merchant?” he asked a bit falteringly.

				“Yes. But besides that, and first of all, he is an artist.”

				“Ah! Ah! And to what extent?”

				“He plays the violin. But that does not mean much. It is the way he plays it, Herr Spinell, that is important! I have never been able to hear certain notes without feeling the tears burn marvellously in my eyes﻿ ﻿… it is something that I experience in no other way. But you do not believe﻿ ﻿…”

				“I do believe! Ah, as if I could doubt! But tell me: your family is quite old? Many generations have already lived, worked, and died in that dark, gabled house?”

				“Yes. But why do you ask that?”

				“Because it often happens that a race with dry, practical bourgeois traditions finds itself again toward the end of its days in art.”

				“Is that the case?﻿ ﻿… Yes, as to my father, he is certainly more of an artist than many a man who calls himself an artist and lives on his reputation as an artist. I just play the piano a bit. Now I am not permitted to play, but then, at home, I used to play. My father and I﻿ ﻿… we played together. Yes, all those years are dear to me. Especially the garden, our garden, to the rear of the house. It was wretchedly grown up in weeds, and surrounded by mossy, crumbling walls; but that was what gave it its charm. There was a spring in the middle, with a thick wreath of irises about it. In the summer I used to spend long hours there with my girl friends. We all sat around the spring on little campstools﻿ ﻿…”

				“How beautiful!” Herr Spinell said, raising his shoulders. “Would you sit there and sing?”

				“No, we sewed.”

				“Always﻿ ﻿… always that﻿ ﻿…”

				“Yes, we sewed and chatted, my six girl friends and I﻿ ﻿…”

				“How beautiful! God, just listen, how beautiful!” exclaimed Herr Spinell, and his face was distorted with his enthusiasm.

				“What do you find so especially beautiful in that, Herr Spinell?”

				“Only this: that there were six beside you, that you were not included in this number, but stood out from the rest like a queen. You were distinguished from your six friends. A little golden crown, quite faint, but significant, shone in your hair﻿ ﻿…”

				“No, nonsense, no sort of crown﻿ ﻿…”

				“Still, it was shining secretly. I should have seen it, should have seen it plainly in your hair, if I had been hidden in the bushes at one of those times﻿ ﻿…”

				“God only knows what you might have seen. But you weren’t hidden there, although one day it was my present husband who stepped out of the bushes accompanied by my father. I am afraid they had overheard a good deal too much of our chatter﻿ ﻿…”

				“Then that was the place you first met your husband?”

				“Yes, I met him there for the first time!” she said loudly and cheerfully; and as she smiled, the tiny, pale-blue vein stood out, strained and peculiar. “He had come to see my father on business, you see. The next day he was invited to dinner, and three days later he asked to marry me.”

				“Indeed! And it all happened with such extraordinary swiftness?”

				“Yes.﻿ ﻿… Or rather, from then on, things went a little slower. For you must know that my father was not entirely willing at first, and conditioned quite a long delay. In the first place, he wanted to keep me with him, and he had still other reasons. But﻿ ﻿…”

				“But?”

				“But I wanted it to happen,” she said with a smile, and again the little light-blue vein gave her face a distressed and sickly appearance.

				“Ah, you wanted it to happen.”

				“Yes, and I showed a decently steady determination, as you see﻿ ﻿…”

				“As I see. Yes.”

				“… So that my father finally had to give in.”

				“And then you left him and his violin, left the old house, the luxuriant garden, the spring and your six girl friends, and went your way with Herr Klöterjahn.”

				“And went my way.﻿ ﻿… You have a strange manner of expressing yourself, Herr Spinell! Almost biblical! Yes, I left the house, since that is Nature’s arrangement.”

				“Yes, that is Nature’s arrangement.”

				“And then, it was a matter of my future happiness.”

				“Of course. And it came, this happiness﻿ ﻿…”

				“It came in the hour, Herr Spinell, when they first brought me little Anton, our little Anton, and when he wailed so powerfully with his sturdy little lungs﻿ ﻿… for he is so strong and healthy﻿ ﻿…”

				“I have heard you speak several times of the health of your little Anton. He must be unusually healthy?”

				“He certainly is. And he looks so comically like my husband!”

				“Ah!﻿ ﻿… Yes, so it all happened that way. And now you are no longer called Eckhof, but something else, and you have a sturdy little Anton, and you are ailing somewhere in the trachea.”

				“Yes.﻿ ﻿… And you are an out-and-out enigmatical man, Herr Spinell, I can assure you﻿ ﻿…”

				“Yes, heaven knows you are that!” said the Rätin Spatz, who was still at hand.

				Herr Klöterjahn’s wife often occupied herself deeply with this conversation. Noncommittal as it had been, still it had something concealed at bottom which nourished her preoccupations with herself. Was this the harmful influence which was affecting her? Her weakness increased, and often fever set in﻿—a quiet flame which always left her in a mood of extravagance, thoughtful and contented, and with a vague sense of injury. When she was not forced to remain in bed, Herr Spinell would step across to her with extreme caution on the tips of his large feet, and remain standing about two steps distant, one leg placed behind the other, and the upper part of his body bent slightly forward. He would speak to her in a voice softened with worship, as if his sheer devotion would pick her up tenderly and lay her on a bed of clouds, where no harsh sound, no earthly irritation, could ever reach her. At such times she would remember the way Herr Klöterjahn had of saying: “Slowly, Gabriele, take care, my angel, and keep your mouth closed!” he said it as though he were slapping you on the shoulder with crude good humour. But she would dismiss this recollection hastily, and lie back purged and weak in the bed of clouds Herr Spinell was so kind as to prepare for her.

				One day she went back abruptly to the conversation they had had about her parents and her girlhood.

				“And it is really true, Herr Spinell,” she said, “that you could have seen the crown?”

				And although this talk had occurred fourteen days ago, he knew immediately what she meant, and he assured her with emotion that back there at the spring, as she was sitting there with her six girl friends, he would have seen the little crown glittering﻿—would have seen it glittering in her hair.

				A few days later one of the patients asked her out of politeness how her little Anton was doing back home. She sent a swift glance towards Herr Spinell, who was standing near her, and then answered somewhat peevishly: “How is he? Both he and my husband are doing very well, thank you.”

			
			
				VIII

				Toward the end of February, one chilly day which was even clearer and more brilliant than all that had preceded it, a general feeling of good nature pervaded Einfried. The ladies and gentlemen with heart trouble were speaking to one another with flushed cheeks, the diabetic general was humming like a child, and the gentlemen with the uncontrollable legs were quite beside themselves. What was it all about? Nothing less than that a general excursion had been arranged for, a sleigh-ride through the hills in vehicles with jangling bells and snapping whips. Dr. Leander had decided on this as an entertainment for his patients.

				Naturally, the “serious cases” had to stay behind. Those miserable serious cases! Everyone got together and pledged themselves to keep the whole thing a secret from them; it felt quite pleasant to be able to exercise a little sympathy and consideration. But even some who very easily could have taken part in the outing did not do so. As to Fräulein von Osterloh, she was excused without a word. Anyone as loaded with household duties as she could not afford to think of sleigh-rides. Her presence was needed in Einfried. And, in short, she stayed. But all were distressed when Herr Klöterjahn’s wife declared she preferred not to go. Dr. Leander tried in vain to urge her into taking the invigorating ride. But she claimed she was indisposed, that she had a headache, felt somewhat tired; and there was nothing to do but accept it. But the cynic and wit found occasion for the remark, “Just watch; now the decrepit baby won’t go with us, either.”

				And he turned out to be right, since Herr Spinell let it be known that he intended working that afternoon﻿—he liked to apply the word “work” to his doubtful activities. But not a single soul was put out by his absence, and the disappointment was no greater when the Rätin Spatz decided to keep her younger friend company since riding made her seasick.

				Immediately after the midday meal, which had been served today even before twelve, the sleighs drew up in front of Einfried, and the patients began moving across the park in lively groups, eager, excited, and bundled up snugly. Herr Klöterjahn’s wife was standing with the Rätin Spatz behind the glass door which opened on the terrace, and Herr Spinell was observing the departure from the window of his room. Amid laughing and joking, miniature battles would arise over the best seats; Fräulein von Osterloh, a fur boa around her neck, was running from one sleigh to another to shove baskets of food under the seats; Dr. Leander, his fur cap pulled down over his eyes, reviewed the whole scene once more with his glistening spectacles, then took his place and gave the sign to start.﻿ ﻿… The horses leaped forward, a woman or two let out a shriek as she fell over backwards, the bells jangled, the short-handled whips snapped and let their long cords drag in the snow behind the runners, and Fräulein von Osterloh stood at the gate waving her handkerchief until the sleighs glided out of sight at a bend in the road and the cheerful noise died away. Then she hurried back through the park to attend to urgent matters, the two women left the glass door, and almost at the same time Herr Spinell left his place of observation.

				Einfried was quiet. The sleigh-party was not to be expected back before evening. The “serious cases” were lying in their rooms and suffering. Herr Klöterjahn’s wife and her older friend took a short walk together, and then went up to their rooms. Herr Spinell was also in his room, busy after his fashion. About four o’clock each of the women was brought her glass of milk, while Herr Spinell received his weak tea. Shortly afterwards, Herr Klöterjahn’s wife knocked on the wall which separated her room from Magistratsrätin Spatz’s, and said: “Let’s go down to the drawing-room for a while. I don’t know what to do with myself up here.”

				“Right away, my dear!” the Rätin answered. “Just let me pull on my shoes. I have been lying down, you see.”

				As might be expected, the drawing-room was empty. The two women took seats in front of the fireplace. The Rätin Spatz was embroidering flowers on a piece of canvas, and Herr Klöterjahn’s wife was also doing a bit of sewing, although she soon let her fancy work sink into her lap and looked vacantly above the arms of her chair. Finally she made a remark which it was not worth the trouble of moving her teeth for, but since the Rätin Spatz, however, asked “What’s that?” to her great humiliation she had to repeat the whole sentence. Then the Rätin Spatz asked a second time: “What’s that?” But at this moment steps were heard, the door opened, and Herr Spinell entered.

				“Am I disturbing you?” he asked softly as he hesitated in the doorway. Then he looked on Herr Klöterjahn’s wife and inclined the upper part of his body in a certain tender, soaring manner.

				The young woman answered: “Why, how could that be? In the first place, this room is a harbour open to all, Herr Spinell. And then again, in what way could you disturb us? I have the most decided sensation of boring the Rätin﻿ ﻿…”

				At this he had nothing to answer, but allowed a smile to expose his carious teeth, and then walked somewhat stiffly under the eyes of the women to the glass door. He stopped here and looked out, with his back turned impolitely towards the women. Then he turned half around, although continuing to look out at the park. “The sun is gone. The sky has been clouding gradually. It is already getting dark.”

				“Yes, indeed; everything is in shadows,” Herr Klöterjahn’s wife answered. “The sleigh-party is in for some more snow, it seems. Yesterday at this time it was still broad daylight; but now it is dark already.”

				“Ah,” he said, “after all these excessively sunny weeks a little darkness is a rest to the eyes. I am quite grateful to this sun, which lights up the beautiful and the common with equally insistent clarity, that at last it has hidden itself for a while.”

				“You do not like the sunlight, Herr Spinell?”

				“Since I am not a painter. We become more introspective without the sun.﻿ ﻿… It is one thick grey mass of cloud. Perhaps that means thawing for tomorrow. In any case, I should not advise you to keep looking at your fancy work there, if I may say so.”

				“Oh, don’t mind that, for I have already quit. But what is there to do?”

				He had dropped on to the stool in front of the piano, with one arm resting on the cover. “Music﻿ ﻿…” he began. “Who ever hears music these days? Once in a while the English children sing little nigger songs, but that is all.”

				“And yesterday afternoon Fräulein von Osterloh went speeding through ‘The Monastery Bells,’ ” Herr Klöterjahn’s wife remarked.

				“But it is true that you play,” he said pleadingly, and stood up. “You used to play every day with your father.”

				“Yes, Herr Spinell, but that was then! Back when we sat around the spring, you know﻿ ﻿…”

				“But do it today!” he begged. “Just a few bars just this once! If you only knew how thirsty I am after﻿ ﻿…”

				“Our family doctor as well as Dr. Leander have both forbidden it expressly, Herr Spinell.”

				“They are not here, neither one nor the other! We are free﻿ ﻿… you are free! Just a few meagre chords﻿ ﻿…”

				“No, Herr Spinell, we must not think of it. Who knows what sort of marvels you expect of me! And I have gotten out of practice, I assure you. I can do scarcely anything by heart.”

				“Oh, then play this Scarcely-Anything! And furthermore, here are some scores, lying here, right on the piano. No, this is nothing. But here is Chopin﻿ ﻿… the Nocturnes. And now all that is necessary is for me to light the candles﻿ ﻿…”

				“Please don’t expect me to play, Herr Spinell! I am not allowed. If it should hurt me?”

				He was silent. He stood there in the light of the two candles; large feet, long black coat, pale grey-haired beardless face, and hanging hands. “Now I won’t ask you again,” he finally spoke very softly. “If you are afraid that it may hurt you, then by all means leave the beauty dead and dumb which might acquire utterance beneath your fingers. You have not always been so prudent. Not, at least, when you were called upon to surrender yourself to the very opposite of beauty. Then you weren’t worried about yourself, and showed a hastier and surer determination when you abandoned the spring and put off the little golden crown.﻿ ﻿… But listen,” he went on after a pause, and his voice sank even lower, “if you sit here and play the way you once did, when your father stood beside you and made his violin sing those tones which caused you to cry﻿ ﻿… then it may come about that the little golden crown will glisten secretly in your hair again﻿ ﻿…”

				“Indeed?” she asked, smiling. It happened that her voice broke on this word, so that it was pronounced half hoarsely and half tonelessly. She coughed, and then said: “And they are really Chopin’s Nocturnes you have there?”

				“Certainly. They are opened and everything is ready.”

				“Well, then, in heaven’s name, I will play one of them. But only one, you hear? Then you must be contented forever.”

				She arose, laid aside her fancy work, and went to the piano. She sat down on the stool, where a couple of bound volumes had been lying, adjusted the lights, and began turning over the pages. Herr Spinell had brought a chair up beside her, and was sitting near her like a music teacher.

				She played the Nocturne in E-Sharp Major, Opus 9, Number 2. Even if she truly was somewhat out of practice, nevertheless her execution was a bit of real artistry. The piano was at best middling, but after the first few strokes she could manage it tastefully and with assurance. She displayed a nervous sense of the differentiations in tone-quality, and an imaginative feel for the slowing and speeding up of rhythm. Her touch was firm as well as soft. Under her hands the melody sang its ultimate measure of sweetness, and the little embellishments wound with a hesitating charm about her fingers.

				She was wearing the dress of the day she came here: the dark, heavy coat-suit and the soft velvet embroidery﻿—all of which gave her hands and face such an unearthly frailty. The expression of her face did not change in playing, but it seemed as though the demarcation of her lips became clearer while the shadows deepened in the corners of her eyes. When she had finished, she laid her hands in her lap and went on looking at the notes. Herr Spinell continued to sit there, without a move or a sound.

				She played another Nocturne﻿—a second and a third. Then she arose, but only to look for new pieces on the top of the piano.

				It occurred to Herr Spinell to examine the volumes in black boards which had been lying on the stool. Suddenly he let out an unintelligible exclamation, and his large white hands began fingering passionately one of these neglected volumes.

				“Impossible!﻿ ﻿… It is not true!﻿ ﻿…” he said. “And yet I am not deceiving myself!﻿ ﻿… Do you know what this is? What was lying here? What I am holding now?﻿ ﻿…”

				“What is it?” she asked.

				Then he pointed in silence to the titlepage. He was quite pale, let the book sink down, and gazed at her with trembling lips.

				“Indeed? How does that come to be here? Give it to me, then,” she said simply. Then she arranged the score, took her seat, and after a moment of stillness began with the first page.

				He sat next to her, bent forward, his head lowered, and his hands folded across his knees. She played the opening plaintively, with an excessive slowness, with disquietingly long pauses between the individual figures. The yearning-motif, a lonely, wandering voice in the night, was heard softly uttering its uneasy question. A silence, and an expectation. And see﻿ ﻿… it answers: the same weak, lonely note, only this time brighter, more tender. Another silence. And then, in that marvellous dampened sforzato which is like a sudden starting up, and the first sacred insistence of passion, the love-motif set in, rose, writhed keenly to a sweet culmination, sank back in resolution﻿—and with their deep song of heavy, pained astonishment the cellos came forward and continued the melody.

				As she played on the miserable instrument, she tried with some success to bring out the effects of the orchestra. The run of the violins in their great climb rang with a brilliant precision. She played with a precise devotion, lingered credulously over every form, and raised up each element plainly and humbly like a priest lifting the holy wafer above his head. What happened? Two forces, two eager beings struggled in pain and sanctity towards each other, and embraced in a wild, enchanted hunger after the eternal and the absolute.﻿ ﻿… The overture flamed up and dropped. She stopped where the curtain opens, and kept looking in silence at the notes.

				In the meantime the Rätin Spatz had reached boredom to a degree which deforms the face, drives the eyes out of the head, and produces a dreadful corpse-like appearance. Beyond that, this sort of music affected the nerves of her stomach, put this dyspeptic organism in a state of anguish which made the Rätin fear an attack of cramps. “I must go to my room,” she said weakly. “Goodbye; I’ll be back.”

				Then she had left. It was much darker now. Outside, the snow could be seen falling thick and silent on the terrace. The two candles gave a restricted, wavering light.

				“The second act,” he whispered; and she turned the pages and began with the second act.

				A blare of horns was lost in the distance. What? Or was it the rustling of leaves? The soft gurgle of a spring? Night had already poured its silence everywhere, and there were no urgent warnings against surrender to the powers of melancholy. The holy secret was completed. The lights went out, the death-motif sank away with a peculiar, suddenly veiled quality; and with a driving impatience, melancholy let her white coverings flutter out to the lover approaching through the darkness with wide-open arms.

				O abundant and insatiable rejoicing at union in the eternal Beyond-Things! Free of distressing error, escaped from the bonds of time and place, the you and the I, the meus and the tuus, melted together in an exalted happiness. The blinding malice of day might keep them apart, but no arrogant lie could deceive again these dwellers in darkness, since the strength of the magic potion had endowed them with sight. He who had looked with love on the night of death and its sweet secret, in the orgy of his vision now had only one desire, the yearning for the sacred night, the true, eternal, unifying﻿ ﻿…

				Oh, fall about them, night of love, and give them that oblivion which they yearn for; encompass them with ecstasies, and make them free of this world of deceit and separation. Look, the last torch has gone out! Every thought and image has dropped away in the sacred twilight, which spreads its salvation over the anguish of madness. Then, when delusion is fading, when my eye is failing at all this glory﻿—the glory of which I was cheated by the lie of daylight; and I had been tricked into taking in its place the restless torture of my yearnings﻿—even then, O prodigy of fulfilment! even then I am the world.﻿ ﻿… And Brangäne’s dark warning-song was followed by that soaring of violins which is higher than all reason.

				“I don’t understand it at all, Herr Spinell; a lot of it I can simply surmise. What does that mean, that ‘even then I am the world’?”

				He explained it to her, quietly and briefly.

				“Yes, so it is. But how does it come that you, who understand it so well, cannot play it, too?”

				Strangely enough, he could not bear up under this harmless question. He reddened, wrung his hands, and sank back into his chair. “Those two things are seldom found together,” he at last said with an effort. “No, I cannot play.﻿ ﻿… But continue.”

				And she went on into the drunken songs of this miracle play. Did love ever die? Tristan’s love? The love of your Isolde, and my Isolde? Oh, the strokes of death can never reach this eternal woman! What could death be but that which distresses us, which tricks lovers into disunion? In one sweet and, love brought them both together.﻿ ﻿… And if death destroys this, how else except with the very life of one could death be given to the other? And a mysterious interweaving of two melodies united them in the unnamed hope of Love’s Death, the endlessly inseparable enfolding in the Fairyland of night. Sweet night! Eternal night of love! All-inclusive land of holiness! Whoever has looked at you with understanding, how could he awake to desolate day again without sorrow? But ban all sorrow, friendly death! Free the hungering from the famine of awaking! O unattainable storm of rhythms; O rapture of the metaphysical certainty pressing forward chromatically! How is it acquired, how is it lost, this ravishment far from the loneliness of light? Soft desires without lies or sorrow; sublime, painless extinction; superspiritual twilight in the incommensurable! You, Isolde; I, Tristan; Tristan no longer, Isolde no longer.

				Suddenly something very frightful happened. She left off playing, and held her hand over her eyes that she might peer into the darkness. And Herr Spinell turned quickly about in his chair. The door back there which led to the corridor had opened, and a strange form entered, supported on the arm of a second. It was a patient at Einfried who had not been able to take part in the sleigh-ride, but was employing this evening hour in one of her instinctive and mournful rounds of the institute; it was the wife of Pastor Höhlenrauch leaning on the arm of her nurse. Without looking up, she measured the rear of the room with uncertain, groping steps, and disappeared through the door opposite﻿—speechless and staring, wandering without consciousness. There was a long silence.

				“That was the Pastorin Höhlenrauch,” he said.

				“Yes, that was poor Höhlenrauch,” she answered. Then she began turning the leaves again, and played the finish to it all, played Isolde’s Liebestod.

				How colourless and clear her lips were, and how the shadows had deepened in the corners of her eyes! Above the eyebrow, across her transparent forehead, the tiny, pale-blue vein was becoming disturbingly swollen. Under her industrious hands the unutterable ascent was completed, broken suddenly by that almost dissolute pianissimo which is like a floor slipping from beneath the feet, and a drop into a sublime covetousness. The abundance of a mighty attainment and conclusion broke out, was repeated﻿ ﻿… a bewildering turmoil of unrestricted rejoicing. Then it changed its form and its flow, seemed on the point of expiring, wove the yearning-motif once more into its harmonies, exhaled, perished, faded, glided away. Deep silence.

				They both listened, turned their heads to one side and listened.

				“Those are bells,” she said.

				“They are the sleighs. I am going now.”

				He arose and crossed the room. But he stopped at the door, turned about, and for a few minutes kept changing from one foot to the other. And then it happened that he, at a distance of fifteen or twenty paces from her, dropped to his knees, dropped on both knees without a word. His long black coat trailed on the floor. He kept his hands folded over his mouth, and his shoulders twitched sharply.

				She sat with her hands in her lap, leaning forward away from the piano, and looking at him. A forced, uncertain smile lay on her face, and her eyes were peering meditatively with such effort into the darkness that they showed a slight tendency to bulge.

				Out of the distance came the approaching sounds of bells, snapping whips, and a jumble of human voices.

			
			
				IX

				The sleigh-party, which was the talk of everybody for some time, had taken place on the twenty-sixth of February. It thawed on the twenty-seventh, when everything melted, dropped, splashed, and flowed; and Herr Klöterjahn’s wife was getting along excellently. On the twenty-eighth she brought up a bit of blood﻿ ﻿… oh, insignificant; but it was blood. At the same time a much greater weakness than ever before came over her, and kept her confined to her bed.

				Dr. Leander examined her, and his face was as hard as stone. Then he ordered what is prescribed by science: cracked ice, morphine, absolute quiet. Furthermore, the next day overwork forced him to transfer the case to Dr. Müller, who accepted it dutifully and faithfully, and in all mildness; a quiet, pale, insignificant, and unhappy man, whose modest and unheralded activities were devoted to the nearly well and the hopeless.

				The opinion he expressed first of all was that the separation between the Klöterjahn couple had continued for quite a while now. It would be especially pleasant if Herr Klöterjahn could pay another visit to Einfried, provided that his thriving business would permit it. A letter could be sent to him, perhaps even a short telegram.﻿ ﻿… And it would certainly cheer up the young mother and strengthen her if he would bring little Anton along; and, in addition to that, the doctors would be very glad to make the acquaintance of this sturdy little Anton.

				And lo, Herr Klöterjahn appeared. He had received Dr. Müller’s short telegram and came from the shore of the Baltic. He got out of the cab, called for coffee and rolls, and looked very disconcerted.

				“What is it?” he asked. “Why am I called here?”

				“Since it is advisable,” Dr. Müller answered, “that you remain near your wife now.”

				“Advisable﻿ ﻿… advisable.﻿ ﻿… But necessary as well? I am tending to my business, my man, and times are bad and travelling is expensive. Was this journey unavoidable? I shouldn’t have anything to say, for instance, if it was the lungs; but, thank God, it is only the trachea﻿ ﻿…”

				“Herr Klöterjahn,” Dr. Müller spoke softly, “in the first place, the trachea is an important organ﻿ ﻿…” He incorrectly said “in the first place,” since no “in the second place” followed.

				But at the same time as Herr Klöterjahn, a plump person dressed in red, plaid, and gold had arrived at Einfried, and she it was who carried in her arms Anton Klöterjahn, Jr., the small, sturdy Anton. Yes, he was there, and no one could deny that he really was excessively healthy. White and rosy, with clean fresh clothes, he rested fragrant and fat on the red bare arm of his servant, swallowed powerful quantities of milk and chopped meat, shouted and surrendered himself in every way to his instincts.

				The author, Spinell, had observed the arrival of young Klöterjahn from the window of his room. In a peculiarly veiled manner, but sharply nevertheless, he had fixed the child in his eye while it was being carried from the cab to the house. And for some time he had remained standing there with this same expression on his face.

				From now on he avoided as far as possible any meeting with Anton Klöterjahn, Jr.

			
			
				X

				Herr Spinell was sitting “at work” in his room. It was a room like all the rest at Einfried: old-fashioned, simple, and distinguished. The massive chest of drawers had lions’ heads of metal on it; the high wall mirror was no flat surface, but made of numerous little squares fastened together with lead; there was no carpet on the blue lacquered floor in which the stiff legs of the furniture were continued as clear shadows. A spacious writing-desk stood near the window, across which the novelist had drawn a yellow curtain, probably that he might be more by himself.

				In the yellowish twilight he was sitting over the escritoire, and writing﻿ ﻿… writing at one of those frequent letters which he mailed every week, and to which, ridiculously enough, he usually received no answers. A large sheet of heavy paper was lying in front of him; in the upper left-hand corner, under a mighty queerly drawn landscape, the name, Detlev Spinell, was to be read in the most completely up-to-date letters. He was covering this paper now with a small, carefully traced, and exceptionally pure handwriting.

				
					“Dear Sir,” it began. “I am sending you the following lines because I cannot help it, because the things I have to say to you burden me, torture me, and make me tremble, because the words pour forth with such violence that I should be stifled with them if I did not venture to relieve myself of them in this letter.﻿ ﻿…”

				

				To give truth its dues, this “pouring forth” was certainly not the case, and God only knows what useless reasons prompted Herr Spinell to assert it. Words seemed to be doing anything but pour forth from him; for a man whose everyday occupation was writing, he seemed to get along miserably slow. If anyone had seen him, he would have come to the conclusion that an author is a person to whom writing is much more difficult than to anybody else.

				He would get hold of one of those little downy hairs on his cheeks between two fingertips, and twist at it for fifteen minutes at a stretch, while he stared into space and didn’t advance a line. Then he would write a few neat words, and stop again. On the other hand, it must be admitted that whatever finally appeared gave the impression of ease and vividness, even if its contents were of an unusual, questionable, and often incomprehensible character:

				
					“It is an inevitable necessity with me that those things which I have been seeing, which have been standing before my eyes as an inextinguishable vision for weeks, should be made plain to you as well﻿ ﻿… that you should see them through my eyes in that utter clarity in which they have stood before my inner vision. I am accustomed to yielding to such compulsions, that I may adjust my experience to that of the world in general, employing properly placed words in such a manner as to make them burning and unforgettable. I trust, then, that you will give me your attention.

					“I wish to state only what actually has been, and still is. I should simply like to tell a story, a very short, unspeakably moving story; to tell it without commentary, without accusations or judgments, but in my own words. It is, Sir, the story of Gabriele Eckhof, the woman whom you now call your wife. And please note: it was you that lived through it, and yet it is I whose words will be the first truly to elevate it to the importance of an experience.

					“Do you remember, Sir, the garden, the old, grown-up garden behind the grey ancestral home? Green moss jutted out of the cracks in the weathered walls enclosing this dreamy wilderness. Also, do do you remember the spring in the midst of it all? Lilac-coloured flags bent over its dank edges, and a white stream muttered its secrets down over the stones. The summer day was nearing a close.

					“Seven virgins were sitting in a circle around the spring. But in the hair of the seventh, the first, the one, the sinking sun seemed mysteriously to be weaving a glimmering symbol of superiority. Her eyes were like troubled dreams, and yet her pure lips were smiling.

					“They were singing. They kept their narrow faces turned towards the peak of the jet, just where, in a noble, weary curve, it inclines to fall again. And their soft, high voices hovered about its slender dance. Perhaps they held their frail hands folded across their knees while they sang.

					“Do you recall the picture, Sir? Did you see it? You did not see it. Your eyes were not made for that, and your ears were not made to catch the shy sweetness of its melody. If you had seen it, you would not have dared to breathe. You would have struggled to keep down the pounding of your heart. You would have had to go, back into life, into your life, to preserve deep within you for the rest of your earthly existence this vision as something untouchable and imperishably sacred. But what did you do?

					“This picture should have been an end in itself, Sir. Did you have to come and destroy it, that you might continue it in vulgarity and the ugliness of pain? It was a touching and placid deification, immersed in the crepuscular glory of decay, dissolution, and extinction. An ancient line, already too weary and too noble for the facts of life, was standing at the end of its days, and its last utterances were the sounds of art, a few notes on the violin, full of the penetrative melancholy of those who are ripe for death. Did you see the eyes from which these notes lured forth tears? It is possible that the souls of the six playmates belonged to life; but the other one should have had for her sister and mistress﻿—beauty and death.

					“You saw it, this beauty of death. You looked at it, but only to covet it. No reverence, no instinct to pull away, touched your heart at the thought of her appealing sanctity. It was not enough for you merely to behold; you had to possess, exploit, desecrate. How admirably you chose! You are an epicure, Sir, a plebeian epicure, a cultured peasant.

					“Please let me assure you that I do not harbour the slightest desire to anger you. What I am saying is not an affront, but the formula, the simple psychological formula for your simple, artistically uninteresting personality. And I say all this only because I feel called upon to illuminate somewhat your life and actions for you, since it is my one inevitable calling on this earth to give things their names, to make them speak, and to throw more light on the unrealized. The world is full up of what I might call the ‘unconscious type.’ And I can’t bear them, all these unconscious types. I cannot stand all this blunt mindless and unthinking turmoil and commerce, this world all around me of exacerbating simplicity! I am driven with painful insistence to orient everything around me﻿—in so far as I am capable﻿—to express and bring it into consciousness, completely indifferent as to whether this results favourably or unfavourably, whether it brings with it consolation and improvement, or leaves nothing but anguish.

					“As I have said, Sir, you are a plebeian epicure, a cultured peasant. Of an especially strong constitution, in one of the very lowest stages of development, with the aid of money and congenial living you have suddenly arrived at a barbaric corruption of the nervous system to an extent never before heard of in history. And along with this, you have acquired a certain lascivious refinement in your appetites. It is quite possible that when you decided to make Gabriele Eckhof your own, the muscles of your gullet went through the same smacking procedure as at the sight of some rare food, of a tasty soup.

					“The truth is that you led her and her half-dreamed desires astray, that you took her out of the rich garden into life and ugliness, that you gave her your common name, and made her a wife, a housekeeper, a mother. You have lowered this shy, weary, full-hearted beauty of death with its exalted inutility; you have brought it down to subjection beneath the vulgarity of everyday life, and that stupid, relentless, and detestable idol which we call nature. And not a single suspicion of the deep degradation of your actions has ever crossed your rustic consciousness.

					“Again; what happens? She, with eyes like troubled dreams, presents you with a child. Every bit of blood and strength which she possesses, she gives to this being which is a continuation of the low-minded existence of its father﻿ ﻿… she gives this, and dies. Sir, she is dying! And if she does not depart in commonness, if at last she has risen out of the depths of her denigration, and passed away proud and purified under the deadly kiss of beauty, it is I that saw to it. You, in the meantime, were trying to while away the hours with chambermaids in lonely corridors.

					“But her child, Gabriele Eckhof’s son, lives, flourishes, and triumphs. Perhaps it will follow in the steps of its father, and become a good business man, a taxpayer and a well fed member of the community. Or perhaps a soldier or an official, some stupid, dependable pillar of the state. In any case, an amusical, normally functioning creature, trustworthy and unscrupulous, sturdy and ignorant.

					“Kindly accept the confession, Sir, that I hate you, you and your child, because I hate the life, the common, ridiculous, and yet conquering life which you represent﻿—the eternal contrast and deadly enemy to beauty. I do not dare to say that I detest you. I cannot. I will be frank. You are the stronger. I have only one thing to bring against you in battle, the sublime weapon and engine of vengeance of the weak: mind and the word. Today I have made use of these. For this letter﻿—and here, too, I am being frank﻿—is nothing but an act of retaliation, and I rejoice if there is only one word here which is sharp, brilliant, and beautiful enough to reach you, to make you feel some force outside of you, and just for an instant make your robust imperturbability vacillate.

					
						“Detlev Spinell.”

					
				

				And Herr Spinell put this letter in a stamped envelope, provided it with a neatly written address, and mailed it.

			
			
				XI

				Herr Klöterjahn knocked on the door of Herr Spinell’s room. He was holding a large, neatly written sheet of paper in his hand, and looked like a man who had decided to proceed with energy. The mail had done its duty; the letter had taken its journey; it had made the remarkable trip from Einfried to Einfried, and arrived in the proper hands. The time was now four o’clock in the afternoon.

				As Herr Klöterjahn entered, Herr Spinell was sitting on the sofa, reading his own novel with the bewildering cover designs. He arose and looked at his visitor with a surprised interrogation, although he plainly reddened.

				“Good day,” said Herr Klöterjahn. “I hope you will pardon my disturbing you. But may I ask whether you wrote this?” He held out the large, neatly written sheet of paper in his left hand, and beat on it with the back of his right until it crackled. Then he stuck his right hand in the pocket of his wide, comfortable trousers, turned his head to one side, and, as with a good many people, opened his mouth to listen.

				Herr Spinell was smiling peculiarly. He was smiling amiably; somewhat puzzled and half apologetic, he drew his hand across his head as though he were thinking, and said: “Why, to be sure﻿ ﻿… yes﻿ ﻿… I took the liberty﻿ ﻿…”

				The point was that he had been too indulgent this morning, and slept until nearly noon. Consequently, he was suffering from a bad conscience and a stuffy head, felt a bit nervous and very ill-fit to defend himself. In addition, a spring breeze had set in, causing him to relax and making him a bit despondent. All this must be mentioned as an explanation of how it happened that he conducted himself so poorly in the following scene.

				“So! Aha! Fine!” said Herr Klöterjahn, pressing his chin against his breast, raising his eyebrows, stretching his arms, and making countless other little gestures, to plunge heartlessly into the matter once this question of form had been settled. Out of delight in his person, he went a bit too far in these gestures; what finally followed could not completely correspond to the threatening punctiliousness of his preparations. But Herr Spinell was quite pale.

				“Very fine!” Herr Klöterjahn repeated, and shook his head vigorously to show how impregnably sure he was of his case. “I wouldn’t waste a word on this scribble, frankly, it would simply be too cheap for attention, if it didn’t clear up for me certain things I didn’t understand before, certain changes.﻿ ﻿… However, that doesn’t concern you, and doesn’t belong here. I am a busy man; I have better things to think about than your unutterable visions﻿ ﻿…”

				“I wrote ‘inextinguishable vision,’ ” Herr Spinell said, pulling himself up. This was the one time he made any show of dignity.

				“Inextinguishable﻿ ﻿… unutterable﻿ ﻿…” Herr Klöterjahn answered, and glanced at the manuscript. “You write a very miserable hand, my friend; I shouldn’t like to have you working in my office. At first glance it seems good enough, but held up to the light it is full of all sorts of gaps and wobbles. But that is your affair, and has nothing to do with me. I came to tell you that, in the first place, you are an ass.﻿ ﻿… Now, let us hope that has been made known to you. Besides that, you are a thorough coward, and I don’t need to spend much time making that clear to you. My wife wrote me once that you never look into the faces of the women you meet, but just barely graze them that you might carry away a lovely impression, out of fear of the truth. Unfortunately, later on she quit telling me of you in her letters; otherwise, I should have some other stories about you. But there you are. You say ‘beauty’ every third word, but it is nothing but shooting off, and sham and envy, and that’s where your shameless reference to ‘lonely corridors’ comes from; it was supposed to knock me over, and instead it was funny, just plain funny! Do you get all that straight now? Have I ‘illuminated your life and actions,’ you poor devil? Although it is not my ‘infallible calling,’ ha, ha!”

				“I wrote ‘inevitable calling,’ ” Herr Spinell interposed, but he gave up the field again immediately. He stood there helpless and rebuked, like a big, whimpering, grey-haired schoolboy.

				“Inevitable﻿ ﻿… infallible﻿ ﻿… You are a low-down coward, I tell you. You see me at table every day. You speak to me and smile, you pass things to me and smile, you wish me a pleasant day and smile. And then all of a sudden you sling all this muck of stupid calumnies at me. Ha, yes, you have courage on paper! If it comes down to a ridiculous letter like this. But you have been doing underhanded things against me, acting behind my back; I see that now plainly enough. Although you don’t need to get the idea that it has done you any good! In case you entertain the hope that you have put any nonsense into my wife’s head, then you’re all wrong, my dear sir, for she’s too intelligent a person for that! Or finally, if you think that she received me, the child and me, any differently from usual when we arrived, then you’ve put the last touch to your crudeness! If she didn’t kiss the little fellow, it was simply out of caution, because now the theory is that it might not be the trachea, but the lungs, and in that case we can’t be sure.﻿ ﻿… Although I ought to assure you in addition that as to the lungs and your ‘Sir, she is dying!’ you are an ass!”

				At this point Herr Klöterjahn tried to recover his wind. He had become very angry by now, kept continually piercing the air with the index finger of his right hand and soiling the manuscript in his left hand most wretchedly. Between his blond English side-whiskers, his face was frightfully red, and his cloudy forehead was rent with swollen veins like choleric lightning.

				“You hate me,” he went on, “and you would detest me if I were not the stronger. Yes, so I am, by God; I’ve got my heart in the right place, while yours for the most part is in your shoes. And I’d pound the life out of you and your ‘mind and the word,’ you sneaking idiot, if it weren’t against the law. But I don’t mean to say by that, my friend, that I’m going to take your invectives and let it go at that. And when I get home and show that ‘common name’ to my lawyer, we’ll see if you don’t get the surprise of your life. My name is a good one, sir, because I have made it good, and if anyone would lend a penny on yours﻿—well, you can decide that question for yourself, you prowling loafer! You have to be dealt with by law! You are a menace to the community! You put people out of their heads!﻿ ﻿… But you don’t need to imagine that you have succeeded this time, you patronizing sneak! I am not usually put to rout by individuals such as you. My heart is in the right place﻿ ﻿…”

				Herr Klöterjahn was now really aroused to the utmost. He shouted, and claimed over and over that his heart was in the right place.

				“ ‘They were singing.’ Bosh. They weren’t singing! They were darning. And besides, as far as I caught, they were talking about a recipe for potato-cakes. And when I mention that ‘decay’ and ‘dissolution’ to my father-in-law, he’ll get his attorney after you as well, be sure of that.﻿ ﻿… Did you see the picture? Did you see it? Naturally I saw it, but I don’t appreciate such things, which explains why I didn’t catch my breath and flee. I don’t barely graze on women’s faces; I look right at them, and if they please me, and want me, I take them. My heart is in the right pl﻿—”

				There was a knock. Nine or ten sharp raps on the door one after the other﻿ ﻿… a slight persistent commotion of anxiety which silenced Herr Klöterjahn. And a voice which wouldn’t stop, driven to impropriety by distress, kept saying in the greatest haste: “Herr Klöterjahn, Herr Klöterjahn, oh, is Herr Klöterjahn there?”

				“Wait outside,” Herr Klöterjahn growled. “What is it? I am busy here.”

				“Herr Klöterjahn,” said the faltering, breaking voice, “you must come﻿ ﻿… the doctors are there, too﻿ ﻿… oh, it is terribly sad﻿ ﻿…”

				He got to the door with one stride and flung it open. The Rätin Spatz was standing outside. She held her handkerchief over her mouth, and big, elongated tears were dropping into it by twos.

				“Herr Klöterjahn,” she broke out. “It is so terribly sad.﻿ ﻿… She brought up so much blood, so awfully much.﻿ ﻿… She was sitting up very quietly in bed humming a bit of music to herself, and then it came, O God, so much of it﻿ ﻿…”

				“Is she dead?” Herr Klöterjahn shrieked. He grabbed the Rätin by the shoulder and began shaking her in the doorway. “No, not quite, no? Not quite yet; she can still see me﻿ ﻿… Did she bring up a little blood again? From the lungs? I’ll admit, it might be from the lungs﻿ ﻿… Gabriele!” he spoke suddenly, his eyes beginning to fill, and it was evident what a good, kindly, warm, human feeling broke over him. “Yes, I’m coming!” and he pushed the Rätin out of the room and down the corridor. From quite a distance down the twisting hallway could be heard a rapidly vanishing “Not quite, no?﻿ ﻿… From the lungs?﻿ ﻿…”

			
			
				XII

				Herr Spinell was standing in the same place he had stood during Herr Klöterjahn’s so rudely interrupted visit. He was gazing at the open door. Finally he made a few steps forward and listened intently. But everything was quiet, so that he closed his door and went back to his room.

				For a while he looked at himself in the mirror. Then he went over to the writing-desk, took a little flask and a glass out of one of the pigeonholes, and poured himself a cognac﻿—and nobody could blame him. Then he stretched out on the sofa and closed his eyes.

				The upper shutter of his window was open. Outside in the park of Einfried the birds were twittering; and in these frail, pert little noises spring found its full, penetrative expression. Once Herr Spinell spoke to himself softly. “Infallible calling﻿ ﻿…” Then he twisted his head back and forth and sucked the air through his teeth, as though he were suffering with neuralgia.

				It was impossible for him to rest and collect himself. We are not made for such heavy experiences as that!﻿ ﻿… Through a process of the spirit which it would take too long to analyse, Herr Spinell came to the conclusion that he would get up and move about a bit, walk for a while in the open air. He took his hat and left the room.

				As he stepped out of the house and the soft, aromatic air surrounded him, he turned his head and let his eyes wander slowly along the wall until they came to a certain window. It was covered with a curtain; his gaze clung there for a while, earnest and gloomy. Then he put his hands behind his back and began walking along the gravel path. He walked, lost in thought.

				The flowerbeds were still covered, the trees and bushes were still bare. But the snow was gone, and the roads showed only here and there any traces of moisture. The broad park with its grottoes, arbours, and little pavilions lay in an excellently coloured afternoon light, with strong shadows and a full, yellow sun; and the black branches of the trees stood out in sharp, delicate outline against the bright sky.

				It was about the time when the sun increases in size, when the formless mass of brilliance becomes a noticeably sinking disk, a milder, broader flame which the eye can bear. Herr Spinell did not see the sun. His path was so situated that the sun was hidden from him. He was walking with lowered head, humming a little bit of music to himself, just a few bars, one figure mounting plaintively and uneasily, the yearning-motif.﻿ ﻿… But suddenly, with a jerk, one short, convulsive intake of breath, he stopped dead, and his wide-open eyes stared out from under heavily wrinkled brows with an expression of horror and defence.

				The road had made a turn; now it led in the direction of the sinking sun. It was pierced by two slender strips of cloud with golden edges. It stood out large and oblique in the sky, setting the tops of the trees on fire and pouring its reddish-yellow light across the park. And in the midst of this golden illumination, with the powerful halo of the sun’s disk just above, a plump somebody, dressed in red, gold, and plaid, was standing prominently in the road; her right hand was resting on a large hip, while with her left hand she was moving slowly back and forth a gracefully formed baby-carriage. But in this carriage the child was sitting, Anton Klöterjahn, Jr., Gabriele Eckhof’s bouncing son.

				He was dressed in a white padded coat and a large white hat; he was chubby-cheeked, and sat magnificently among his pillows. His eyes met those of Herr Spinell gleefully and unerringly. The novelist wanted to retreat. If he had been a man, he would have possessed the strength to pass by this unexpected sight with its flood of sunshine, and continue his walk. But just then, monstrously enough, Anton Klöterjahn began to laugh and rejoice. He screeched in unexplained delight. It almost seemed uncanny.

				God only knows just what started him﻿—whether it was the black form in front of him which threw him into such wild merriment, or whether some excess of animal well-being had come over him. In one hand he was holding a bone teething-ring and in the other a tin popgun. He extended both of these objects hilariously out into the sunlight, shook them and banged them together as though he were trying to shoo someone away with scorn. His eyes were almost closed with pleasure, and his mouth was so yawningly agape that his rosy gums, every bit of them, were visible. Also, he threw his head about, meanwhile exulting.

				Then Herr Spinell turned his back and got away from there. Followed by the jubilations of the little Klöterjahn, holding his arms in a certain cautious and stiffly gracile manner, he walked over the gravel with the vehement, yet hesitating steps of one who seeks to hide the fact that he is﻿—inwardly﻿—on the run.

			
		
	
		
			Tonio Kröger

			
				I

				It was hardly more than a wretched pretext of a sun that stood over the huddled city, milky and pale behind layers of clouds. The streets with their gabled houses were damp and windy; and often a kind of soft hail fell, not snow, and not ice.

				School was out. Hordes of liberated children were streaming across the paved court out through the iron gate, separating and hurrying off to right and left. Big students held their books pressed with dignity high up against the left shoulder, while with their right arm they steered against the wind towards dinner. The smaller ones dropped into a cheerful trot which made the slush splash about them and set the accoutrements of knowledge to clattering in their sealskin satchels. But occasionally there would be a general pious-eyed doffing of caps before the Odin’s-hat and the Jupiter’s-beard of a gravely advancing professor.

				“So you finally came, Hans?” said Tonio Kröger. He had been waiting on the viaduct for a long while; smiling, he approached his friend, who was coming through the gate in conversation with other companions and was just about to go along with them﻿ ﻿…

				“What’s that?” he asked, and looked at Tonio. “Yes, that is so! Let’s walk a bit now.”

				Tonio was silent, and his eyes grew sad. Hans had forgotten; it hadn’t occurred to him again until now that they were going to take a little walk together this noontime. And he himself had almost lived in the expectancy of this ever since they had agreed on it.

				“Yes, goodbye, you!” Hans Hansen said to his comrades. “I’ll go a little ways with Kröger then,”﻿—and the two turned to the left, while the others shuffled off to the right.

				Hans and Tonio had time for a walk after school because they both came from homes where lunch was not served until four o’clock. Their fathers were prominent wholesale merchants who held public offices in the city. For several generations the Hansens had owned the extensive lumber yards down by the river where powerful saws hissed and screeched as they cut into the logs. But Tonio was the son of the Consul Kröger, whose sacks of vegetables with the broad black imprint of the firm could be seen driven through the streets day after day; and the large old house of his forefathers was the most magnificent one in the whole city.﻿ ﻿… On account of their many acquaintances, the friends had to keep doffing their caps continually, and by many people the two fourteen-year-old boys were even spoken to first.

				Both had their schoolbags slung over their shoulders; and both were well and comfortably dressed: Hans in a short reefer’s jacket covered on the back and shoulders by the wide blue collar of his sailor suit, and Tonio in a grey belted overcoat. Hans was wearing a sailor hat with short ribbons, and a shock of his straw-coloured hair protruded from underneath. He was extraordinarily pretty and well-formed, broad in the shoulders and small in the hips, with sharp widely-set steel-blue eyes. But under Tonio’s round fur cap, out of a dark face which was quite southern in the sharpness of the features, two sombre and delicately shadowed eyes with over-heavy lids looked forth dreamily and a little timidly.﻿ ﻿… His mouth and chin were moulded with unusual softness. He walked negligently and irregularly, while Hans’s lanky legs in their black stockings kept time and stepped out so elastically.﻿ ﻿…

				Tonio did not speak. He was miserable. Knitting his somewhat slanting eyebrows, and with his lips rounded for whistling, he bowed his head and looked sideways into the distance. This posture and expression were peculiar to him.

				Suddenly Hans thrust his arm beneath Tonio’s and gave him a side-glance, for he understood very plainly what it was all about. And although Tonio kept silent for the next few steps, yet he suddenly became very pliable.

				“I didn’t forget it at all, Tonio,” Hans said, and looked down in front of him at the pavement. “But I just thought that nothing could come of it, because it is so wet and windy. But I don’t mind that in the least, and I think it was great of you to wait for me anyhow. I thought you must have gone home, and I was sorry﻿ ﻿…”

				At these words Tonio became agitated and exultant.

				“Yes, now let’s go over the walls,” he said with emotion. “Across the Mill-wall and the Holsten-wall, and then I’ll take you home, Hans.﻿ ﻿… No, no﻿—it doesn’t matter at all if I have to go back alone. The next time you will come with me.”

				At bottom he didn’t believe very firmly what Hans had told him; and he felt sure that Hans laid only half as much weight on their walk as he. Yet he saw that Hans regretted his forgetfulness and was doing his best to placate him. And he had little intention of refusing to be placated.﻿ ﻿…

				The fact was that Tonio loved Hans Hansen and had already suffered much through him. Whoever loves the more is at a disadvantage and must suffer﻿—his fourteen years of life had already taught him this hard simple fact. And it was like him that he should note such discoveries, should register them inside himself and get a certain pleasure from them, without really using them as defences or deriving any practical value out of them. And also it was natural with him to rate such acquisitions as far more important and more interesting than the knowledge which was forced upon him at school, and even to devote his hours of instruction in the Gothic-vaulted classroom mostly to testing out the full burden of such observations, and pondering on them. And this occupation gave him as much satisfaction as when he would go about his room with his violin (for he played the violin) and let its tones melt softly into the murmuring of the fountain which rose dancing below in the garden under the branches of the old walnut-tree.﻿ ﻿…

				The fountain, the old walnut-tree, his violin, and in the distance the ocean, the Baltic whose summer dreams he was allowed to hear during vacations﻿—it was these things that he loved; he surrounded himself with them, you might say; and his inner life took its course among them. The names of these things can be used with good effect in verse, and they actually did keep recurring in the verses which Tonio Kröger composed now and then.

				This fact, that he possessed a book of verses which he had written himself, became known through his own fault; and it did him much damage with both his fellow students and the teachers. On the one hand, the Consul Kröger’s son found it stupid and vulgar of them to take offence at this, and he disrespected both students and teachers, whose bad manners alienated him besides, and whose personal weaknesses he penetrated with unusual keenness. But, on the other hand, he himself felt something illicit and improper in the writing of verses; and in a measure he must yield to all those who considered it an occupation to look askance at. Yet that did not enable him to renounce it.﻿ ﻿…

				Since he wasted his time at home, was slow and poor at concentration in his studies, and was always marked down by his teachers, he was continually bringing home the wretchedest reports; whereupon his father, a tall, scrupulously dressed man with thoughtful blue eyes who always wore a wild flower in his buttonhole, would display great anger and distress. Nevertheless, Tonio’s mother, his beautiful black-haired mother whose Christian name was Consuelo and who was so totally different from the other women of the city, since his father had once gone and gotten her from away down on the map﻿—his mother was absolutely indifferent to these reports.﻿ ﻿…

				Tonio loved his dark and emotional mother, who played the piano and the mandolin so marvellously; and he was glad that she was not disturbed over his questionable status among mankind. But, on the other hand, he felt that his father’s anger was vastly more dignified and more respectable; and in spite of the scoldings, he was in perfect agreement with his father at bottom, while he found his mother’s gay indifference a little bit loose. Often his thoughts ran something like this: “It is enough that I am what I am and neither can nor will change myself﻿—indolent, unruly, and concerned with things which nobody else thinks about. At least it is right for me to be soundly reprimanded and punished for this, and not have it all passed over with kisses and music. We aren’t gipsies in a green wagon, but respectable people, Consul Krögers, the Kröger family.”﻿ ﻿… Nor was it rare for him to think: “Why am I so strange and so at odds with things, falling out with my teachers and never intimate with the other boys? Look at them, the good scholars and the solid middling ones. They don’t find the teachers comic, they don’t make verses, and they just think things which everyone thinks and which can be spoken out loud. What regular and comfortable terms they must be on with everything and everybody! That must be good.﻿ ﻿… But what is wrong with me, and what will come of all this?”

				This manner of looking at himself and his relation to life played an important role in Tonio’s love for Hans Hansen. He loved him first because he was beautiful, but next because here was what seemed to be in every way his own counterpart and opposite. Hans Hansen was a splendid scholar, and a good fellow besides; he rode, belonged to a gymnasium, swam like a hero, and enjoyed general popularity. The teachers were almost tender in their liking for him, called him by his first name, and helped him in every way; his comrades tried to win his favour, and on the street ladies and gentlemen stopped him, grabbed him by the shock of straw-coloured hair which protruded from under his sailor cap, and said: “Good day, Hans Hansen, with your neat head of hair! Are you head of the class yet? Remember me to Papa and Mamma, my good lad.﻿ ﻿…”

				Such was Hans Hansen; and ever since Tonio Kröger had known him he felt a yearning whenever he looked at him, an envious yearning which sat above the breast and burned. “Who else,” he thought, “could have such blue eyes as you, and live on such natural and intimate terms with everyone? You are always occupied with something highly proper and generally respectable. When you have finished your school assignments, then you take riding-lessons or work with the compass-saw; and even in vacations, by the sea, you are taken up with rowing, sailing, and swimming, while I lie forlorn and idle in the sand, and stare at the mysterious changes shifting across the face of the sea. But that’s why your eyes are so clear. To be like you﻿ ﻿…”

				He did not make the attempt to be like Hans Hansen, and perhaps he was not even very earnest in his wish. But he hungered painfully, such as he was, to be loved by him; and he bid for his love after his fashion, a slow, thorough, and devoted fashion, passionate and melancholy, but with a melancholy that can burn deeper and more devouringly than all the abrupt passion which his appearance might have led one to expect.

				And he did not bid in vain, for Hans, who respected a certain superiority in him, a trick of the lips which enabled Tonio to express difficult things, understood quite well that here was an unusually strong and tender feeling for him; he showed his gratitude and gave Tonio much happiness by his response﻿—but also many tortures of jealousy, of disillusion, and of frustrated efforts to establish a mental union. For it was a remarkable fact that Tonio, although he envied Hans Hansen for his manner of living, was continually trying to win him over to his own﻿—which could succeed only for moments, at best, and then only superficially.﻿ ﻿…

				“I just read something wonderful, something splendid,” he said. They were walking along and both eating out of a poke of fruit candy which they had bought for ten pfennigs from Jiverrsen’s store in the Mühlenstrasse. “You must read it, Hans; it is Don Carlos, by Schiller.﻿ ﻿… I will lend it to you if you want.﻿ ﻿…”

				“Ah, no,” Hans Hansen said; “forget that, Tonio; that doesn’t suit me. I’ll stick to my horse books, you know. There are some great pictures in them, I’ll tell you. Sometime when you are at our house I’ll show them to you. They are snapshots, and show the nags trotting, galloping, and vaulting, in all the positions which you are never able to see in real life because it goes too fast.﻿ ﻿…”

				“In all positions?” Tonio asked politely. “Yes, that is fine. But as for Don Carlos, it beats everything imaginable. There are places in it, you’ll see, which are so beautiful that you feel a shock, a kind of explosion.”

				“An explosion?” Hans Hansen asked. “How is that?”

				“For example, there is the place where the king has cried because he was deceived by the marquis, but the marquis has deceived him only through love of the prince, you understand, for whom he sacrifices himself, and now the news comes from the cabinet to the antechamber that the king has cried. ‘Cried? The king cried?’ All the courtiers are frightfully affected, and it goes right through you, because he is a frightfully stern and rigid king. But it is so plain why he cried, and it really makes me sadder than it does the prince and the marquis put together. He is always so completely alone and without love, and now he believes he has found someone, and this man betrays him.﻿ ﻿…”

				Hans Hansen looked sideways into Tonio’s face, and something in this face really must have won him over to the subject, for he suddenly shoved his arm back under Tonio’s again and asked:

				“Just how does he betray him, Tonio?”

				Tonio became agitated.

				“Yes, the fact is,” he began, “that all letters to Brabant and Flanders﻿ ﻿…”

				“There comes Erwin Jimmerthal,” Hans said.

				Tonio was silent. “I wish the earth would swallow him up, this Jimmerthal!” he thought. “Why must he come and disturb us? If only he doesn’t walk with us the whole way and talk about his riding-lesson!” For Erwin Jimmerthal had just had a riding-lesson. He was the son of the bank-director, and lived out here beyond the Gate. With his bowed legs and narrow eyes, he was coming towards them along the avenue, his schoolbag missing already.

				“Hello, Jimmerthal,” Hans cried. “I am taking a little walk with Kröger﻿ ﻿…”

				“I have to go to town,” Jimmerthal said, “and see about something. But I will go along a little piece with you two. That must be fruit candy you have there? Yes, thanks, I’ll take some. Tomorrow we have another lesson, Hans.” The riding-lesson was meant.

				“Great!” Hans said. “Do you know, I am getting leather leggings now, because I just got the high mark in drill.”

				“You don’t have any riding-lessons, do you, Kröger?” Jimmerthal asked, and his eyes were nothing but two white slits.

				“No,” Tonio answered hesitatingly.

				“You should ask your father,” Hans Hansen observed, “to let you take lessons too, Kröger.”

				“Yes,” Tonio said, hastily and indifferently. For a moment he felt a lump in his throat, because Hans had called him by his last name. And Hans seemed to feel this, for he said in explanation:

				“I call you Kröger because your first name is so crazy. You won’t mind, will you? but I can’t stand it.﻿ ﻿… That is really no name at all. Still, you can’t help yourself any!”

				“No, you have that name mainly because it sounds foreign and is unusual,” Jimmerthal said, and acted as though he had intended to make everything all right.

				Tonio’s mouth twitched. He pulled himself together and said:

				“Yes, it is a stupid name; God knows I’d rather be called Heinrich or Wilhelm, you can be sure of that. But it comes from the fact that I was named after one of my mother’s brothers who is called Tonio; for my mother comes from down south.”

				Then he was silent and let the two of them discuss horses and harness. Hans had taken Jimmerthal by the arm and talked with a fluent sympathy which could never have been aroused in him for Don Carlos.﻿ ﻿… From time to time Tonio felt his nose prickling with the desire to cry. Also he had difficulty in keeping his chin under control, for it continually threatened to tremble.

				Hans could not stand his name﻿—what was to be done? He himself was called Hans, and Jimmerthal was called Erwin; good, they were commonly known names which nobody resented. But “Tonio” was something foreign and unusual. Yes, in every way there was always something unusual about him, whether he wanted it or not﻿—and he was alone and shut out from the regular and the ordinary, although he was certainly no gipsy in the green wagon, but a son of Consul Kröger, from the Kröger family.﻿ ﻿… But why did Hans call him Tonio so long as they were alone, if, when a third person came up, he began to be ashamed of him? At times he was near him and won over to him, that was true. “Just how does he betray him, Tonio?” he had asked, and taken him by the arm. But when Jimmerthal had arrived, he had breathed easier nevertheless, had abandoned him and had gone out of his road to complain about his foreign Christian name. How sad it was to have to see through all this!﻿ ﻿… At bottom Hans Hansen cared for him a bit when they were alone; he knew it. But when a third person came, then he was ashamed of him and threw him over. And he was alone again. He thought of King Philip. The king had cried.

				“Oh, Lord!” Erwin Jimmerthal said. “But now I must really go back to town. Goodbye, you two, and thanks for the fruit candy!” Then he leaped to a bench standing by the road, ran along it with his bowed legs, and went trotting away.

				“Jimmerthal is not bad!” Hans said emphatically. He had a pampered and self-conscious way of announcing his sympathies and dislikes by passing judgment like a sovereign.﻿ ﻿… And then he continued talking about the riding-lesson because he was already started. And it wasn’t so far now to the Hansens’ home. The road across the walls did not require so much time. They held on to their caps and bent their heads before the strong damp wind which moaned and whistled in the bare branches of the trees. And Hans Hansen talked, while Tonio simply put in now and then an artificial “Oh” and “Yes, yes,” without any pleasure in the fact that in the excitement of his conversation Hans had taken his arm again; for that was simply an apparent intimacy, without significance.

				Then they left the wall near the railroad station, watched a train puffing by in clumsy hastiness, counted the cars for a pastime, and waved at the man who was sitting in the rear of the very last one, muffled up in his fur coat. And on the Lindenplatz, in front of the wholesaler Hansen’s villa, they stopped; and Hans demonstrated minutely how amusing it is to hang on the garden gate and swing back and forth on the hinges until they creaked. And then he said that he must leave.

				“Yes, I have to go in,” he said. “Goodbye, Tonio. The next time I’ll go home with you for sure.”

				“Goodbye, Hans,” Tonio said. “It was nice to go for a walk.”

				Their hands which pressed each other were all wet and rusty from the garden gate. But when Hans looked into Tonio’s eyes, something like remorse showed in his pretty face.

				“Anyhow, I’ll read Don Carlos soon,” he said hurriedly. “That about the king in the cabinet must be great!” Then he put his schoolbag under his arm and ran through the front garden. Before disappearing in the house, he nodded back once more.

				And Tonio Kröger went away from there winged and transfigured. The wind bore him along from behind; but that was not the only reason that he left so lightly.

				Hans would read Don Carlos, and they would have something in common, which neither Jimmerthal nor anyone else could discuss with them! How well they understood each other! Who could tell﻿—perhaps he could even bring him to the point of writing verses?﻿ ﻿… No, no, he didn’t want that! Hans should not become like Tonio, but remain what he was, so bright and strong, the way everyone loved him, and Tonio most of all! But still it wouldn’t hurt if he read Don Carlos.﻿ ﻿… And Tonio went through the old squat gate, went along the harbour, and up the steep, damp, and windy gable-lined street to the house of his parents. His heart now was alive: he felt longings and brooding envy, and just a little disdain, and a very shy happiness.

			
			
				II

				Blonde Inge, Ingeborg Holm, the daughter of Dr. Holm who lived near the market, there where the Gothic well stood high, complex, and pointed﻿—she it was whom Tonio Kröger loved when he was sixteen years old.

				How did it happen? He had seen her thousands of times; yet one evening he saw her in a certain light, saw how, while talking with a girl friend, she laughingly tossed her head to one side with a kind of insolence, touched the back of her head with a not especially slender, not especially delicate girlish hand, so that the white gauze sleeve slipped back from her elbow, heard how she stressed a word, an unimportant word, in a certain way, which gave a warm resonance to her voice﻿—and a thrill went through him, much stronger than he used to feel at times when he looked at Hans Hansen, in those days when he was a little stupid boy.

				On this evening he carried away her image, with the thick blond plait, the narrow laughing blue eyes, and the delicate hint of freckles above the bridge of her nose. He could not go to sleep, because he heard the resonance in her voice; he tried softly to imitate the stress with which she had spoken the unimportant word, and he was horrified at the result. Experience taught him that this was love. He well knew that love would bring him much pain, distress, and humiliation, that it would, further, disturb his peace and fill the heart with melodies without allowing a person enough respite to round things out and calmly mould them into something solid; yet he accepted it with joy, yielded to it completely, nourished it wholeheartedly, for he knew that it makes rich and vital, and he yearned to be rich and vital, instead of rounding things out at his leisure.

				This conquest of Tonio by the cheerful Inge Holm took place in the spacious salon of the Frau Consul Husteede, whose turn it was this evening to give the dancing-lesson. For it was a private course, and only members of the leading families took part, gathering in their parents’ houses consecutively in order to receive instruction in dancing and decorum. But expressly for this purpose dancing-master Knaak came here once a week from Hamburg.

				François Knaak was his name, and what a man he was! “J’ai l’honneur de me vous représenter,” he said. “Mon nom est Knaak.﻿ ﻿… And you don’t say this while bowing, but not until you are standing erect again﻿—in a subdued tone, and yet clear. You are not always in a situation where you must introduce yourself in French, but if you can do it correctly and faultlessly in this language, then you won’t slip when it comes to German.” How wonderfully the black silk frock-coat clung to his fat hips! His trousers fell in soft folds down over his patent-leather shoes, which were ornamented with broad satin rosettes; and his brown eyes looked around with a resigned happiness upon their own beauty.

				Everyone was awed by his wealth of sureness and propriety. He walked﻿—and no one walked like him, elastic, undulating, swaying, royal﻿—up to the mistress of the house, bowed, and waited for her hand to be extended to him. He received it, spoke his thanks softly, stepped back jauntily, turned on his left foot, speedily lifted the right with its compressed tip from the floor, and stepped away with shaking hips.﻿ ﻿…

				You went backwards, and out through the door amid bowings if you were taking leave of company; you never pulled up a chair by grabbing it by one leg and sliding it along the floor, but you carried it lightly by the back and set it down noiselessly. You didn’t stand around with your hands folded across your stomach and your tongue stuck in one corner of your mouth; but if you did so, then Herr Knaak had a way of doing it after you, so that you would detest this position for the rest of your life.

				That was decorum! But as to the dance, Herr Knaak was even more masterly here, if possible. In the spacious salon the gas flame burned in the chandelier, and the candles on the mantelpiece. The floor was strewn with talcum, and the students stood about in a silent semicircle. But beyond the portieres, in the adjoining room, the mothers and aunts were sitting on plush chairs and observing Herr Knaak through their lorgnettes, how he bent over, holding each lapel of his frock-coat with two fingers, and demonstrated the successive steps in the mazurka with quivering legs. But if he intended to dumbfound his public completely, he would suddenly and without provocation leap from the floor, spin his legs around in the air with bewildering swiftness, and fairly twinkle with same, whereupon with a thump which was subdued but yet shook everything in its firmness, he returned to this earth.﻿ ﻿…

				“What an incredible ass!” Tonio thought deep down to himself. But he saw plainly that Inge Holm, cheerful Inge, often followed Herr Knaak’s movements with an unconscious smile, and this was not the only reason why all this marvellously piloted fleshiness wrung from him something like astonishment. How peacefully, how well beyond confusion, Herr Knaak’s eyes looked at things! They did not penetrate to those depths where things became complicated and sad; they knew nothing except that they were brown and beautiful. But for that reason his bearing was so proud! Yes, a person must be stupid to be able to walk like him; and then a person was liked, since he deserved it. He understood it so well that Inge, blonde sweet Inge, looked at Herr Knaak the way she did. But why would a girl never look at himself like that?

				But yet, that happened. There was Magdalena Vermehren, the daughter of Vermehren the attorney, with the sweet mouth and the large, dark, glittering eyes full of earnestness and reverie. She often fell while dancing; but she came to him when partners were chosen, she knew that he wrote verses, twice she had asked him to show them to her, and often she gazed at him from a distance with her head lowered. But what did that have to do with him? He, he loved Inge Holm, the blonde cheerful Inge, who surely must despise him because he wrote bits of poetry. He would look at her, see her narrow blue eyes full of happiness and scorn, and an envious yearning, a sharp oppressive pain that he was shut away from her and must always be foreign to her lay in his breast and burned.﻿ ﻿…

				“First pair en avant!” Herr Knaak said, and no words can describe how wonderfully the man brought out the nasal sound. They were practising the quadrille, and to Tonio’s profound horror he found himself in one and the same carré with Inge Holm. He avoided her as well as he could, and yet he was continually finding himself near her; he struggled to keep his eyes away from her, and yet his glance was continually falling upon her.﻿ ﻿… Now she came sliding and running by, holding to redheaded Ferdinand Matthiessen; she threw back her plait and, breathing deeply, took her place opposite him. Herr Heinzelmann, the pianist, struck the keys with his bony hands, Herr Knaak gave the command: the quadrille began.

				She moved about in front of him, back and forth, stepping and turning; often he caught a fragrance which came from her hair or the delicate white stuff of her dress, and his eyes became sadder and sadder. “I love you, dear, sweet Inge,” he said inwardly, and into these words he laid his distress that she was so eagerly and cheerfully absorbed in the matter at hand and did not notice him. He suddenly recalled a beautiful poem by Storm: “I’d like to sleep, but you must dance.” He was tortured by the humiliating anomaly in this having to dance while one is loving.﻿ ﻿…

				“First pair en avant!” Herr Knaak said; then came a new turn. “Compliment! Moulinet des dames! Tour de main!” and no one will explain in what a gracious manner he swallowed the mute e of the de. “Second pair en avant!” Tonio Kröger and his lady were there. “Compliment!” and Tonio Kröger bowed. “Moulinet des dames!” And Tonio Kröger, with lowered head and gloomy brows, laid his hand upon the hands of the four ladies, upon that of Inge Holm, and danced moulinet.

				On all sides a giggling and laughing started up. Herr Knaak fell into a ballet posture which expressed a conventionalized horror. “Alas!” he cried. “Stop, stop! Kröger is lost among the ladies! En arrière, Miss Kröger, back, fi donc! Everyone understood it except you. Shoo! Away! Back with you!” and he pulled out his yellow silk handkerchief and with it shooed Tonio Kröger back to his place.

				Everyone laughed, the boys, the girls, and the ladies beyond the portieres, for Herr Knaak had made something just too funny out of the incident, and it was as amusing as in a theatre; except that Herr Heinzelmann was waiting with a dry businesslike expression for the sign to go on playing, as he was hardened to Herr Knaak’s effects.

				Then the quadrille was continued, and then there was a pause. The maid came clattering through the door with a tray of glasses full of wine jelly, and the cook followed in her wake with a cargo of plum pudding. But Tonio Kröger stole away, went secretly out into the corridor and, his hands behind his back, stood before a window with its blind drawn; it did not occur to him that absolutely nothing could be seen through this blind and that it was ridiculous therefore to stand in front of it and act as though you were looking out.

				But he was looking into himself, where there were so many sorrows and longings. Why, why was he here? Why was he not sitting by the window in his room, and reading Storm’s Immensee, and looking out now and then into the half-dark garden where the old walnut-tree was groaning cumbrously? That was his place. Let the others dance and apply themselves eagerly and competently to the matter at hand!﻿ ﻿… No, no, his place was here nevertheless, where he was assured of being near Inge even though he was simply standing by himself, far off from her, and trying to distinguish from the buzzing, clatter, and laughter her voice with its ring of warm life. Your narrow blue laughing eyes, you blonde Inge! People can be as beautiful and cheerful as you only if they don’t read Immensee and are never even tempted to do such things. That is the sad part of it!﻿ ﻿…

				She had to come! She had to notice that he was gone, had to feel how things were with him, had to follow him secretly, if only out of sympathy, lay her hand on his shoulder, and say: “Come in with us, be gay, I love you.” And he listened behind him and waited in unreasoning suspense for her to come. But she came by no means. Such things never happened on this earth.

				Had she laughed at him too, like all the others? Yes, she had done that, though he would gladly have denied it for her sake and his own. And yet it was only out of his absorption in her nearness that he had danced in the moulinet des dames. And what did that matter? Perhaps some day they would stop laughing! Hadn’t a magazine recently taken a poem of his, although it did go under before the poem had time to appear? The day would come when he was famous, when everything that he wrote was printed, and then they would see whether or not it would make an impression on Inge Holm.﻿ ﻿… It would not make an impression; no, that was a fact. On Magdalena Vermehren, who always fell down; yes, on her. But never on Inge Holm, on blue-eyed, cheerful Inge; and so wasn’t it all in vain?﻿ ﻿…

				Tonio Kröger’s heart contracted painfully at this thought. To feel marvellous, playful, and moody powers stirring within you, and yet to know that those people you hanker after are standing off from you in good-natured inaccessibility﻿—that is very distressing. But although he was standing before a drawn blind, lonely, excluded, and without hope, and in his misery was acting as though he could see out, yet he was happy. For now his heart was alive. Warmly and sadly it was beating for you, Ingeborg Holm, and his thoughts embraced your blonde, light, and impertinently ordinary little person in blissful self-denial.

				More than once he stood hot-faced in lonely spots, where music, the smell of flowers, and the tinkling of glasses penetrated but softly; he tried to distinguish your ringing voice from among the distant sounds of the entertainment; he stood in pain on account of you﻿—and was happy nevertheless. More than once it distressed him that he was able to talk with Magdalena Vermehren who always fell down, that she understood him and laughed with him and was serious, while blonde Inge, although he sat next to her, seemed distant and foreign and estranged from him, for his language was not her language﻿—and he was happy nevertheless. For happiness, he told himself, is not to be loved; that is a gratification of vanity, mixed with repugnance. Happiness is to love, and perhaps to snatch deceitful little moments of nearness to the object of love. And he wrote this thought down inside him, thought it out completely, and felt it to the very roots.

				“Faithfulness!” Tonio Kröger thought. “I will be faithful and love you, Ingeborg, as long as I live!” He was as well-meaning as all that. Yet inside him there was a soft whispering of fear and sorrow, for he had really forgotten Hans Hansen entirely, and he saw him every day. And the ugly and deplorable thing was that this soft and somewhat crafty voice proved right: time passed and days came when Tonio Kröger was not so thoroughly prepared to die for cheerful Inge, since he felt within him desires and power to accomplish a lot of remarkable things in this world, after his fashion.

				And he moved warily about the sacrificial altar on which the pure chaste flame of his love was burning, he knelt before it and fanned and fed it in every way, since he wanted to be faithful. And yet after a while, unnoticeably, without excitement or noise, it was out.

				But Tonio stood for a long time before the cold altar, filled with astonishment and disillusion over the fact that faithfulness was impossible on this earth. Then he shrugged his shoulders and went his way.

			
			
				III

				He went the way he had to go, a little negligently and irregularly, whistling to himself, with his head bent to one side, and looking into the distance; and if he got on the wrong track, this happened because for some people there really is no right track. If he was asked what in all the world he intended to become, he was accustomed to say (and had already written it down as well) that he bore within himself the possibilities for a thousand forms of existence, together with the intimate awareness that at bottom they were all impossibilities.﻿ ﻿…

				Even before leaving his cramped native city, he had gently broken the holds and cords which bound him to it. The old Kröger family had gradually slipped into a condition of decay and disintegration; and people had cause to consider Tonio Kröger’s own nature and habits among the evidences of this condition. His father’s mother, the head of the family, had died; and his father, the tall, thoughtful, carefully dressed gentleman with the wild flower in his buttonhole, followed her soon afterwards. The large house of the Krögers, with all its noble history, stood for sale, and the firm was dissolved. Still, Tonio’s mother, his beautiful emotional mother who played the piano and the mandolin so wonderfully and who never minded about anything, had become engaged again after a year’s interval﻿—and to a musician at that, a virtuoso with an Italian name, and she went with him into the blue distance. Tonio Kröger found this a bit loose; but who was he to stop her? He wrote verses and couldn’t even say what in the whole world he intended to become.﻿ ﻿…

				And he left his winding native city with the damp wind blowing around its gables, left the fountain and the old walnut-tree in the garden, the confidants of his youth, left also the sea which he loved so well﻿—and felt no pain at this. For he had grown big and wise, had understood how things stood with him, and was full of scorn for this stodgy and low-visioned existence which had held him so long.

				He surrendered himself wholly to that power which seemed to him most illustrious, which he felt called upon to serve and which promised him rank and honours﻿—the power of the mind and the word which reigns smiling over blind, inarticulate life. With his youthful passion he devoted himself to it, and it repaid him with all it has to give, and it took from him mercilessly all it is wont to take as compensation.

				It sharpened his eyes, and let him penetrate the big words which inflate men’s bosoms; it unlocked for him the souls of others and of himself, made him clairvoyant, and showed him the inside of things, all that lies behind words and actions. But what he saw was this: comedy and distress﻿—comedy and distress.

				Then, along with the pain and the hauteur of knowledge, came lonesomeness; since he could not endure to be among the innocent with their good-natured muddled attitudes; and the mark on his brow disturbed them.﻿ ﻿… But he was sweetened more and more by his delight with words and form, for he would say (and he had written it down already) that the knowledge of the soul alone would inevitably make us dismal if it weren’t that the satisfaction of expression kept us alert and brisk.﻿ ﻿…

				He lived in large cities and in the south where he expected the sun to give a rich ripeness to his art; and perhaps it was also the blood of his mother that drew him here. But since his heart was dead and without love, he dropped into adventures of the flesh, descended deep into debauchery and passionate guilt﻿—and suffered unspeakably from it all. Perhaps it was the heritage from his father, the tall, thoughtful, neatly dressed man with the wild flower in his buttonhole, which made him suffer so much down south and often aroused in him the faint melancholy memory of his former well-being as a boy, which he never found again in any of his pleasures.

				A repugnance and hatred for the senses took hold of him; he hankered after purity and the contentment of respectability, yet he went on breathing the atmosphere of art, the sweet, mild, scent-laden atmosphere of a continual spring, where things bud and brew and sprout with the mysterious joy of creation. So it came down to this: vacillating between over-strong extremes, tossed back and forth between icy intellectualism and devouring sensuality, he led an exhausting life under the pangs of conscience, a fastidious, dissolute and extraordinary life, which he, Tonio Kröger, in the last analysis abhorred. “What vagrancy!” he thought at times. “Just how was it possible for me to run into all these eccentric adventures? At bottom, I am no gipsy in a green wagon.﻿ ﻿…”

				But in proportion as his health was weakened, the mastery of his art was sharpened. He became picky, exacting, precious, subtle, easily irritated by the banal, and extremely sensitive in matters of tact and taste. When he came before the public for the first time, those who were concerned with such matters voiced much approval and delight, for it was a well-wrought thing that he had offered, full of humour and the knowledge of suffering. And his name, the very one his teachers had called him by when they reprimanded him, the very one with which he had signed the first rhymes to the walnut-tree, the fountain, and the sea, this sound compounded of South and North, this bourgeois name with its touch of exoticism, rapidly became a label to signify excellence. For the painful radicalism of his experiences was coupled to a rare, doggedly persistent, and fame-hungry industriousness; and this, battling with the hypercritical keenness of his tastes, produced unusual works under conditions of acute distress.

				He didn’t write like someone who works to live, but like a person who wants to do nothing but work because he holds his mere existence as nothing, wishing to be taken into account only as a creator, and going about soberly and inconspicuously, like an actor who, without his makeup, is nothing so long as he has nothing to represent. He worked, unseen, in silence, alone, and was filled with disdain for those trivial writers whose talent was a social asset, who, whether they happened to be rich or poor, went about wildly and irresponsibly, giving their best to the choice of appropriate neckties, devoting themselves first of all to the problem of living happily, amiably, and artistically, unaware that good works originate only under the pressure of a poor life, that those who live do not work, and that a man must be dead in order to be totally a creator.

			
			
				IV

				“Am I intruding?” Tonio Kröger asked, at the door of the studio. He held his hat in his hand and even bowed a little, although Lisaweta Iwanowna was his friend and he said everything to her.

				“Spare yourself, Tonio Kröger, and come in without ceremony!” she answered with her swift accent. “It is well known that you had the advantage of a good upbringing, and know what is proper.” She put her brush in her left hand with the palette, held out her right hand to him, and looked into his face, laughing and shaking her head.

				“Yes, but you are working,” he said. “Let me look.﻿ ﻿… Oh, you have progressed.” And he observed alternately the two painted sketches leaning against chairs on either side of the easel, and the large canvas with its network of squares where, in the confused and shadowy charcoal outline, the first spots of colour were beginning to emerge.

				It was in Munich, in a back building of Schellingstrasse, several stories high. Outside, beyond the broad north window, were sunshine, the twitter of birds, and the blue sky. The fresh sweet smell of spring streamed in through an open shutter and mingled with the odour of fixative and oils which filled the workroom. Unhindered, the golden light of the brilliant afternoon flooded the large barren studio; it shone confidently across the somewhat dilapidated floor, across the crude table beneath the window covered with bottles, tubes, and brushes, and across the unframed studies on the unpapered walls; it shone on the torn silk folding screen which marked off a little stylishly furnished living-room and cosy corner near the door; it shone on the unfinished work on the easel, and on the painter and the writer in front of it.

				She was probably as old as he, which is to say a little beyond thirty. In her dark blue spotted smock she sat on a low stool and rested her chin on her hand. Her brown hair, done tight against her head and already a little grey at the sides, covered her temples in light waves and framed her dark, Slavic, strongly sympathetic face, with the short nose, the sharply wrought cheekbones, and the little black glittering eyes. Tense, distrustful, and with a kind of irritation, she examined her work slantingly and with squinting eyes.﻿ ﻿…

				He stood beside her, held his right hand supported on his hip, and with his left he twirled his brown moustache rapidly. His slanting eyebrows were in sombre, strained agitation, and he was whistling softly to himself, as usual. He was dressed well and with the utmost care, in a conservatively cut suit of restful grey. But on his studied forehead, across which his dark hair was parted with such extraordinary simplicity and exactness, there was a twitching of the nerves. His southern features were already sharp, as though they had been gone over and marked with a hard pencil; while his mouth seemed so lightly outlined, his chin formed so softly.﻿ ﻿… After a time he ran his hand across his eyes and forehead, and turned away.

				“I should not have come,” he said.

				“Why shouldn’t you, Tonio Kröger?”

				“I have just left off from working, Lisaweta, and things are just about the same in my head as on this canvas; a scaffolding, a faint first draft dirtied with corrections, and a few splotches of colour, yes. And now I come here and see the same thing. And I find here again the conflict and antagonism,” he said, sniffing the air, “which plagues me at home! It is strange. If you are ruled by a thought, you find it expressed everywhere; you can even smell it on the wind. Fixative and the aroma of spring, yes? Art and﻿—well, what is the other? Don’t say ‘nature,’ Lisaweta. ‘Nature’ is not exhausting. Ah, no, I should best have gone for a walk, although it is a question whether I would have felt any better if I had. Five minutes ago, not far from here, I met a colleague, Adalbet, the short-story writer. ‘God damn the spring!’ he said in his aggressive manner. ‘It always has been, and always will be, the most atrocious season! Can you lay hold of a sensible idea, Kröger, can you work out the slightest touch and effect in peace, when there is an indecent tingling in your blood, and you are disturbed by a lot of improper sensations which, as you examine them, turn out to be hopelessly trivial and completely worthless junk? For my part, I’m going now to the café. That is neutral territory, untouched by the change of seasons; it represents, you see, what we might call the cloistered and exalted sphere of the literary, where we are capable only of ideas with some distinction.﻿ ﻿…’ And he went to the café; and perhaps I should have gone along.”

				Lisaweta was amused.

				“Very good, Tonio Kröger. Very good﻿—that about the ‘indecent tingling.’ And he is certainly right to a degree, for spring really isn’t specially conducive to work. But now pay attention. Now, nevertheless, I am still working on this little thing here, this slight touch and effect, as Adalbet would say. Afterwards let’s go into the salon and drink tea, and you talk yourself out; for I see plainly enough that you are filled up today. Until then arrange yourself anywhere, on the chest there, for instance, if you aren’t afraid for your patrician clothes.﻿ ﻿…”

				“Oh, leave me in peace about my clothes, Lisaweta Iwanowna! Do you want me to be running around in a torn velvet jacket or a red silk vest? As artists we are always adventurers enough inside ourselves. Externally we shall dress well, the devil! and act like respectable people.﻿ ﻿… No, I am not filled up,” he said, and looked on while she prepared a mixture on her palette. “You hear, there is simply a problem, an antagonism, on my mind and disturbing me in my work.﻿ ﻿… Now, what were we just speaking of? Of Adalbet, the short-story writer, and what a proud and firm man he is. ‘Spring is the most atrocious season,’ he said, and went into the café. For you have to know what you want, isn’t that so? See: I too am made nervous by spring, I too am confused by the sweet triviality of the memories and sensations that it arouses; except that I cannot bring myself to complain against it and despise it for that. For the fact is that spring makes me ashamed, ashamed of its pure naturalness and its triumphant youth. And I don’t know whether to envy or despise Adalbet for knowing nothing of these things.﻿ ﻿…

				“We work poorly in the spring, of course; and why? Because we feel, and because anyone is a duffer to think that the creator dare feel. Every genuine and conscientious artist smiles at the naivete of this quack notion﻿—with melancholy perhaps, but he smiles. For what people say must never be the main thing, but only the material, unimportant of itself, out of which the structure is put together in times of a calm, playful superiority. If you are too close to what you have to say, if your heart beats too warmly over it, then you can be sure of a complete fiasco. You become pathetic, you become sentimental; something stodgy, heavy, ungoverned, unironical, unseasoned, boring, banal originates under your hands, and the result is nothing but indifference on the part of others and disillusion and distress on the part of yourself.﻿ ﻿… For it is really so, Lisaweta: emotion, warm hearty emotion is always banal and useless: and only the irritations and the cold ecstasies of our corrupt, our expert nervous system, are artistic. One must be something extrahuman and inhuman, before he will stand in a peculiarly distant and impartial relationship to the human, before he will be in a position where he will be tempted to play upon the human, to play with it, to present it effectively and tastefully. The gift for style, form, and expression already presupposes this cool and critical relationship with the human, even a certain human poverty and desolation. For the strong and healthy emotion﻿—there is no getting around it﻿—is without taste. It is all over with the artist as soon as he becomes a man and begins to feel. Adalbet knew that, and so he went into the café, into the ‘cloistered sphere,’ indeed!”

				“Well, God help him, Batushka,” Lisaweta said, washing her hands in a tin basin. “You don’t need to follow him.”

				“No, Lisaweta, I am not following him; and for the simple reason that I am now and then in a position where the springtime of my craft can shame me a little. You see, sometimes I receive letters from abroad, testimonials of praise and gratitude from my public, wonderful letters from people who have been moved. I read these letters, and am touched by the warm and helpless human emotions which my art has brought out; I am seized with a kind of pity for the enthusiastic naivete which speaks out of these lives; and I redden at the thought of how much these upright folks would be abashed if they got one look behind the scenes, if their innocence could ever conceive that a righteous, healthy, and respectable person simply does not write, mimic, compose.﻿ ﻿… None of which hinders me from using their admiration for my genius, for elevating and stimulating me; I take it tremendously in earnest, then make a face like an ape who is playing the great man.﻿ ﻿… Ah, don’t argue with me about that, Lisaweta! I tell you that I have often been tired to death of representing the human without participating in the human.﻿ ﻿… Is the artist a man at all? Let us ask ‘woman’ about that! It seems to me, we artists all share somewhat in the fate of those prepared papal singers﻿ ﻿… We sing with touching beauty, yet﻿—”

				“You should be a bit ashamed, Tonio Kröger. Come to tea now. The water will be boiling immediately, and here are the cigarettes. You stopped at soprano-singing, and now go on. But you should be ashamed. If I didn’t know with what proud passionateness you are devoted to your calling﻿ ﻿…”

				“Don’t speak of a ‘calling,’ Lisaweta Iwanowna! Literature is not a calling at all, but a curse, and that ends it. When does it begin to show itself, this curse? Early, frightfully early. At a time when one by rights should still be living in peace and accord with God and the world. You begin by feeling yourself set apart, in some mysterious antagonism to others, to the usual, the ordinary. The abyss of irony, disbelief, opposition, knowledge, feeling which separates you from people yawns deeper and deeper. You are alone, and henceforth there is no intercommunication. What a fate! Provided that your heart is sufficiently alive, sufficiently loving, to feel it as frightful!﻿ ﻿… Your self-consciousness takes fire, because you among thousands detect the mark on your brow and feel that it escapes no one. I knew an actor of genius who as a man had to fight against a sickly timidity and unsteadiness. His overly excited sense of his ego, together with his lack of a role, of something to perform, produced such an effect on this consummate artist and impoverished man. An artist, a real one, not one whose bourgeois calling is art, but one predestined and damned to art﻿—it takes little keenness to pick him out from a group of people. The sense of separateness, of not fitting in, of being known and looked at, something at once commanding and embarrassed, shows in his face. In the features of a prince who is walking in civilian dress among a crowd, you can observe something similar. But here no civilian clothes help, Lisaweta! Disguise yourself, mask yourself, dress like an attaché or like a lieutenant of the guard on furlough﻿—you hardly need to raise your eyes and speak a word, and everyone will know that you are not a human being, but something strange, something estranging, something different﻿ ﻿…

				“But what is the artist? No question has demonstrated more acutely than this, humanity’s smugness and laziness of perception. ‘It is a gift,’ good people say humbly, when they are under the effects of an artist; and since, from their good-natured standpoint, pleasant and elevated effects must also have totally pleasant and elevated origins, no one suspects that perhaps here the most wretchedly conditioned, most utterly questionable ‘gift’ is involved.﻿ ﻿… It is well known that artists are very touchy﻿—now, it is also well known that this is not usually the case with people of good consciences and soundly established self-reliance.﻿ ﻿… You see, Lisaweta, in a more refined form I hold essentially to all the suspicions against the typical artist which any of my stoutly respectable forefathers up there in the narrow city would have brought against any mountebank and adventurous artist who might have entered his house. Listen to this. I know a banker, a grey-haired business man, who has a gift for writing stories. He makes use of this gift in his leisure hours, and his works are often quite distinguished. In spite of﻿—I say ‘in spite of’﻿—this sublime talent, this man is not entirely irreproachable. On the contrary, he has already had to serve a heavy sentence, and for very good reason at that. Yes, it happened very strangely that he became conscious of this gift for the first time while in the penitentiary, and his experiences as a convict form the central theme in all his productions. With a little boldness, one could deduce from this that in order to become a poet it is necessary to be at home in some kind of penitentiary. But doesn’t the suspicion arise that his experiences in the prison were less intimately connected with the roots and origins of his craft than was the element which brought him there? A banker who writes stories﻿—that is a rarity, is it not? But a noncriminal, a sound and irreproachable banker who writes stories﻿—that simply does not exist.﻿ ﻿… Yes, now you are laughing, and yet I was only half joking. No problem, none in the world, is more distressing than that of art and its effect. Take the most remarkable product of the most typical and therefore most powerful artists﻿—take such a morbid and deeply suggestive work as Tristan and Isolde, and observe the effect which this work exerts on a young, healthy man with thoroughly normal feelings. You see exaltation, strengthening, warm righteous enthusiasm, excitation perhaps to the point of actual ‘artistic’ creation.﻿ ﻿… The good dilettante! Among us artists it looks basically different from what he could ever imagine with his ‘warm heart’ and ‘noble enthusiasm.’ I have seen artists admired and fêted by women and young men, while I knew about them. In matters concerning the origin, and the conditions of art, and the phenomena which go hand in hand with art, we continually keep making the most remarkable discoveries﻿ ﻿…”

				“About other people, Tonio Kröger﻿—pardon me﻿—or not merely about other people?”

				He was silent. He knitted his slanting eyebrows and whistled to himself.

				“Please let me have your cup, Tonio. It is not strong enough. And take another cigarette. Besides, you know very well that you see things in a manner in which they do not necessarily need to be seen.﻿ ﻿…”

				“That is Horatio’s answer, my dear Lisaweta. ‘To look at things so,’ means ‘to look at them too closely,’ doesn’t it?”

				“I say that we can look at them just as closely from another angle, Tonio Kröger. I am a mere stupid painter girl, and if I am able to make any objections to you, if I can somewhat protect your own calling from you, then it is sure to be nothing new which I advance, but merely a warning reminder to you of what you already know.﻿ ﻿… As for instance: the purifying, hallowing effect of literature; the destruction of the passions through knowledge and the word; literature as the road towards understanding, towards forgiveness and love; the emancipating power of speech; above all, the literary spirit as the noblest aspect of the human spirit, the literary man as the complete man, as saint﻿—to look at things in this way means not to look at them closely enough?”

				“You have a right to speak like that, Lisaweta Iwanowna, and especially in view of the work of your poets, of the adorable Russian literature which so truly represents the holy literature you speak of. Yet I have not left your objections out of account, but they go along with all that is in my mind today.﻿ ﻿… Look at me. I do not seem inordinately cheerful, no? A bit old and sharp-featured and tired, isn’t that so? Now, returning to ‘knowledge,’ a person would let himself think that way who, essentially pious, softhearted, well-meaning, and a little sentimental, would be quite simply destroyed and annihilated by psychological clarity. Not to let oneself be overcome by the world’s sorrow; to observe, notice, accept even the wretchedest things, while keeping in good spirits in the perfect assurance of moral superiority over the repulsive invention of life.﻿—Yes, of course! Yet occasionally, in spite of all your delight in the expression, things become a little too much for you. Does understanding everything mean forgiving everything? I don’t know. There is something which I call the nausea of knowledge, Lisaweta: the condition wherein a man has simply to see through a thing in order to feel himself, not reconciled by any means, but disgusted to death﻿—the case of Hamlet the Dane, this typical man of letters. He knew what it meant: being called to knowledge without being born to it. Compelled even to see clearly through the tearful veil of the feelings, to recognize, to notice, to observe, and to lay the observed thing smilingly aside at the very moment when hands are clasping, when lips are meeting, when mortal eyes, blinded by emotion, grow dim﻿—it is disgraceful, Lisaweta, it is despicable, it is revolting﻿ ﻿… but what good is there in being revolted?

				“Another, but no less amicable aspect of the matter is, of course, sophistication, indifference, and ironic weariness towards all truth; for it is a fact that nowhere else in the world are things more silenced and hopeless than in a circle of clever people who are already in full rout. All knowledge is old and boring. Pronounce some truth which perhaps has given you a certain youthful delight in its conquest and possession, and they will answer your ordinary enlightenment with a curt release of breath through the nose.﻿ ﻿… Oh, yes, literature makes weary, Lisaweta! In human society it can happen to a person, I assure you, that through sheer scepticism, through leaving his opinions unstated, he can be considered stupid, whereas he was simply haughty and lacking in courage.﻿ ﻿… So much for ‘knowledge.’ But as to the ‘word,’ isn’t it perhaps less a matter of salvation here than a chilling, a putting-on-ice, of the emotions? Seriously, there is an icy and revoltingly arrogant quality to this pat and superficial discharge of emotion through literary speech. If your heart is too full, if you feel yourself moved too much by some sweet or exalted experience: nothing simpler! You go to the man of letters, and everything is settled in the shortest possible time. He will analyse and formulate your affection for you, call it by name, express it and expatiate on it, will relieve you of the whole burden forever, and make you indifferent, and no charges asked. But you will go home relieved, cooled, and enlightened, and will wonder how anything in this matter could have been disturbing you with so sweet a tumult only a short while ago. And you want seriously to defend this cold and vain charlatan? Whatever has been expressed﻿—his credo runs﻿—has been discharged. If the whole world is expressed, then it is discharged, solved, done with.﻿ ﻿… Very good! Yet I am no nihilist﻿ ﻿…”

				“You are no﻿—” Lisaweta said.﻿ ﻿… She was holding her spoon full of tea up to her mouth, and became rigid in this position.

				“Well, yes﻿ ﻿… well, yes﻿ ﻿… come out of it, Lisaweta! I am not so, I tell you, with reference to living emotion. You see, the man of letters fails at bottom to understand that life may still go on living, that it is not ashamed of this, even after it has been expressed and ‘discharged.’ But see here, it goes on sinning undeviatingly, for all action is sin in the eyes of the mind.﻿ ﻿…

				“I am near the end, Lisaweta. Listen to me. I love life﻿—this is a secret. Take it and keep it﻿—I have told it to no one else. People have said, people have even written and had printed, that I hate life, or fear or despise or shun it. I have enjoyed hearing this, it flattered me; but it is no less false for that reason. I love life.﻿ ﻿… You are smiling, Lisaweta, and I know why. But I beg you, don’t think what I am saying now is literature! Don’t think of Cesare Borgia or any drunken philosophy which has that for a slogan! He is nothing to me, this Cesare Borgia; I don’t put the least faith in him, and I will never, never understand how people can honour the extraordinary and the demonic as the ideal. No, ‘life’﻿—as it stands in eternal contrast to the mind and art﻿—not as a vision of bloody greatness and savage beauty, not as the irregular does it present itself to us irregular people; but the normal, the respectable, and the likable are the realm of our yearnings, they are life in all its seductive banality! That man is not an artist for long, my dear, whose last and deepest enthusiasm is for the refined, the eccentric, and the Satanic, who does not know the hankering after the harmless, simple, and living, after a little friendship, devotion, confidence, and human happiness﻿—the stealthy and devouring hankering, Lisaweta, after the bliss of mediocrity!﻿ ﻿…

				“A human friend! Will you believe that it would make me proud and happy to possess a friend among human beings? But up to now I have had friends only among demons, goblins, profound sorcerers, and spectres drunk with knowledge, which is to say, among men of letters.

				“Occasionally I get on to some platform, find myself in a room facing people who have come to hear me. You see, then it happens that I notice myself looking around among the public, that I catch myself spying secretly through the auditorium, and asking myself, who is it that came to me, whose applause and thanks penetrate to me, with whom does my art I create an ideal union here?﻿ ﻿… I do not find what I am looking for, Lisaweta. I find the herd and the community that is well known to me, a gathering of the first Christians, you might say, people with unwieldy bodies and fine souls, people who always fall down, so to speak﻿—you understand me, Lisaweta﻿—people to whom poetry is a delicate revenge on life; always simply the sufferers and yearners and the poor, and never anyone of those others, the blue-eyed, Lisaweta, who have no need of the mind!﻿ ﻿…

				“And, after all, would it not be a regrettable inconsistency to wish that things were different? It is absurd to love life and yet be striving with all your faculties to draw it on your side, to win it over to the delicacies and the melancholies, the entire sickly nobility, of literature. The realm of art is widening on this earth, and the realm of health and innocence is falling away. Whatever is still left, we preserve as carefully as possible, and we should not want to seduce people into poetry who would much rather look at the snapshots in books on horses!

				“For, in conclusion﻿—is there anything more miserable to look upon than life when it makes an attempt at art? We artists detest no one more basically than the dilettante, the man in life who thinks that he can also on occasion be an artist. I answer you, this kind of detestation is among my personal experiences. I happen to be out among society in some good house; we are eating, drinking, and chatting, we understand one another perfectly, and I feel cheerful and grateful that I am able to get lost for a while among harmless and regular people as one of them. Suddenly (this has happened to me) an officer rises, a lieutenant, a handsome and sturdy fellow whom I should never have thought capable of an act unworthy of his uniform, and asks in unmistakable words for permission to acquaint us with a short piece of verse which he has written. With a dismayed smile, we grant him this, and he carries out his program; taking a paper which he had up until now kept concealed in his coat pocket, he recites his work, something about music and love, in short, something just as deeply felt as it is ineffectual. But now I ask everyone: a lieutenant! A man of the world! He really didn’t have to do it!﻿ ﻿… Well, it turns out as it has to: long faces, silence, a little trumped-up applause, and the profoundest discomfiture on all sides. The first mental fact I became conscious of is that I feel myself involved in the blame for this disturbance which this unthinking young man has brought upon the company. And undoubtedly I too, in whose trade he has blundered, have mocking and distant glances directed towards me. But the second mental fact consists in this: that this man, for whose habits and character I had just been feeling the noblest respect, suddenly sinks, sinks, sinks in my eyes.﻿ ﻿… I am seized by a charitable sympathy. Along with a few other good-hearted and well-meaning gentlemen, I step up to him and speak to him. ‘My felicitations,’ I say. ‘Lieutenant! What a pleasant gift! No, that was splendid!’ And I just narrowly miss clapping him on the shoulder. But is charity the feeling with which one has to meet a lieutenant?﻿ ﻿… His fault! There he was standing, and in great embarrassment paying for the false notion that one dare pluck one leaf, a single one, from the laurel-tree of art, without giving his life for it. No, I stick by my colleague, the criminal banker.﻿—But don’t you find, Lisaweta, that I have a Hamletic eloquence today?”

				“Have you finished now, Tonio Kröger?”

				“No. But I shall say no more.”

				“And it is enough, too.﻿—Are you waiting for an answer?”

				“Do you have one?”

				“I should think so.﻿—I have listened to you carefully, Tonio, from beginning to end, and I will give you the answer which fits everything you have said to me this afternoon and which is the solution for the problem that has disturbed you so much. Now then! The solution is this: that you, as you sit there, are quite simply a bourgeois.”

				“Am I?” he asked, and collapsed slightly.﻿ ﻿…

				“It seems that hits you hard, and it ought to. And for that reason I shall mitigate the sentence a bit, for I can do that: you are a bourgeois on the wrong path, Tonio Kröger﻿—a strayed bourgeois.”

				—Silence. Then he stood up decisively and reached for his hat and stick. “I thank you, Lisaweta Iwanowna; now I can go home in comfort. I have been ‘discharged’!”

			
			
				V

				Towards fall Tonio Kröger said to Lisaweta Iwanowna:

				“Yes, I am taking a trip now, Lisaweta; I must air myself a bit. I must away, I seek the open.”

				“Well, what then, Little Father, does it so please you again to go to Italy?”

				“God, forget about Italy, Lisaweta. I am indifferent to Italy even to the point of disdain! It has been a long time since I used to imagine that I belonged there. Art, sweet sensuality.﻿ ﻿… In short, I can’t do it. I renounce it. The whole bellezza makes me nervous. Nor can I stand all these frightfully vivacious people down there with their black animal eyes. These Romans have no conscience in their eyes. No, I’m going to Denmark for a while.”

				“To Denmark?”

				“Yes, and I promise myself something good from that. It happens that I have never been there, near as I was to the border all during my youth﻿—yet I have always known and loved the country. I surely must get this northern leaning from my father, since my mother was really more for bellezza in so far as she was not indifferent to everything. But take the books that are written up there, these deep, pure, and humoristic books, Lisaweta﻿—for me there is nothing like them, I love them. Take the Scandinavian meals, these incomparable meals which can be managed only in a strong salt air (I don’t know whether I shall still be able to manage them at all) and which I really know something about; for people eat somewhat like that where I come from. Just take the names, the Christian names, which people are graced with up there, and many of which are also used where I come from: a sound like Ingeborg, a harp stroke of the most immaculate poetry. And the sea﻿—they have the Baltic Sea up there!﻿ ﻿… In a word, I am going up for a trip, Lisaweta. I will see the Baltic Sea again, will hear these Christian names again, will read these books on the very spot; also I will stand on the platform of Kronborg, where the ghost came to Hamlet and brought destitution and death upon the poor, noble young man.﻿ ﻿…”

				“How are you going, Tonio, if I may ask? What route are you taking?”

				“The usual one,” he said with a shrug, and blushed noticeably. “Yes, I shall touch on my﻿—my point of exodus, Lisaweta, after thirteen years; and that can become somewhat comic.”

				She smiled.

				“That is what I wanted to hear, Tonio Kröger. And so, God be with you. And don’t neglect to write me, do you hear? I look forward to a letter rich in experience from your trip to﻿—Denmark.﻿ ﻿…”

			
			
				VI

				And Tonio Kröger travelled north. He travelled with comfort (for he liked to say that anyone who was so much more disturbed internally than other people had a perfect right to a little external comfort) and he never stopped until the towers of the narrow city from which he had come rose up before him into the grey air. There he made a brief strange stopover.﻿ ﻿…

				A melancholy afternoon was already passing into evening when the train pulled into the smoke-filled and wonderfully familiar station; beneath the dirty glass roof the smoke was still gathered in a mass, moving back and forth in long shreds, just as at the time when Tonio Kröger, with nothing but scorn in his heart, had travelled away from here.﻿—He traced his baggage, gave orders to have it taken to the hotel, and left the station.

				There stood the city cabs in a row, each black, unusually high and broad, and with its team of horses! He took none of them; he simply looked at them, as he looked at everything: the narrow gables and pointed towers which greeted him above the nearby roofs, the blond and portly people about him with their broad yet rapid manner of speaking﻿—and a nervous laughter arose in him which had some mysterious kinship to a sob. He went on foot, went slowly, the ceaseless pressure of the damp wind in his face, crossed the bridge with its mythological statues standing by the handrail, and walked some distance along by the harbour.

				Great God, how tiny and remote it all seemed! Had all these narrow gable-lined streets always been so funny in their steep climb toward the town? The smokestacks and masts of the ships tossed lightly on the melancholy river in the wind and twilight. Should he go up that street, that one there, where the house stood that he had in mind? No, tomorrow. He was so sleepy now. His head was heavy from the trip, and slow clouded thoughts were passing through his mind.

				Often during the thirteen years, when his digestion had troubled him, he had dreamed that he was home again in the old echoing house on the steep street, that his father was there too and was hard at him on account of his degenerate manner of living﻿—all of which he had always found quite reasonable. And now this neighbourhood was in no way different from one of those tough, deceiving dream fabrics in which we ask ourselves whether this is delusion or reality, and finally feel compelled to decide definitely for the latter only to awaken in the end.﻿ ﻿… He went through the draughty, almost deserted streets, held his head bent against the wind, and walked like a somnambulist in the direction of the hotel, the first in the city, where he was to pass the night. A bowlegged man, carrying a pole with a little flame at one end, was walking with a rolling sailor’s stride in front of him and lighting the gas lamps.

				What was the matter with him? What was all this which, beneath the ashes of his weariness, without breaking in a clear flame, glowed so sombrely and painfully? Silent, silent, and no word! No speech! He would gladly have gone on this way for a long while, in the wind through these twilit, dreamily familiar streets. But everything huddled so narrow and close; one soon reached his destination.

				In the upper city there were arc lamps, and they were already lit. There was the hotel, and those were the two black lions which lay in front of it and which he had been afraid of as a child. They were still looking at each other, with an expression as though they were going to sneeze. But they seemed to be much smaller than formerly. Tonio Kröger entered between them.

				Since he came on foot, he was received without much ceremony. He was met by the porter and an elegant gentleman in black who did the honours and was always shooting his cuffs back into his sleeves with his little fingers; they eyed him critically and appraisingly from head to foot, visibly struggling to form some idea of him socially, to place him in the bourgeois hierarchy and assign him some notch in their respect. Yet they did not come to any satisfactory conclusion, so that they finally decided on a moderate politeness for him. A waiter, a mild man with whiskers as blond as bread, a swallowtail coat shiny with age, and rosettes on his noiseless shoes, led him up two flights into a clean, old-fashioned room. Beyond the window, in the twilight, he saw spread out the picturesque and medieval view of courts, gables, and the bizarre pile of the church near which the hotel was located. Tonio Kröger stood awhile before this window; then he sat down with folded arms on the expansive sofa, knitted his brows, and whistled to himself.

				A light was brought, and his baggage arrived. At the same time the waiter laid the register on the table, and Tonio Kröger, with his head bent sideways, put down something on it which looked like his name, vocation, and residence. Then he ordered a light supper, and continued looking out into the open from his sofa corner. When his meal stood in front of him, he left it for a while untouched, finally took a few bites, and walked up and down the room for another hour, occasionally stopping and closing his eyes. Then he undressed slowly, and went to bed. He had a long sleep, with confused and strangely wistful dreams.

				When he awoke, he saw his room filled with bright daylight. He was bewildered, and thought hurriedly where he was; and he arose to open the curtains. The slightly pale late-summer blue of the sky was streaked with strips of cloud torn by the wind; but the sun was shining on his native city.

				He gave even more care to his toilet than usual, washed and shaved himself with extra thoroughness, and made himself as fresh and clean as though he were preparing for a visit to some good, correct house where he was supposed to make a tidy blameless impression. And during the operations of dressing he listened to the anxious beating of his heart.

				How bright it was out there! He should have felt better if, like yesterday, the streets had lain in twilight. But now he should have to go through the clear sunlight under people’s eyes. Would he run across acquaintances, be stopped, questioned, and have to account for how he had spent these thirteen years? No, thank God, no one knew him any longer; and whoever remembered him would not recognize him, for he had really changed a little in the meantime. He observed himself attentively in the mirror, and suddenly he felt safer behind his mask, behind this face of his which showed the signs of early strain and looked older than his years.﻿ ﻿… He had breakfast brought in, and then went out, beneath the deprecatory glances of the porter and the elegant gentleman in black, through the vestibule, and between the two lions, out into the open.

				Where was he going? He hardly knew. It was like yesterday. It was not so much that he saw himself surrounded again by this wonderfully dignified and old, familiar juxtaposition of gables, towers, arcades, wells; not so much that he felt again in his face the pressure of the wind, the strong wind which brought with it a sharp delicate fragrance from disstant dreams; as that his senses seemed obscured as by a veil, a blanket of fog﻿ ﻿… The muscles of his face relaxed; and he observed people and things more quietly. Yet perhaps, there on that street corner, he awoke.﻿ ﻿…

				Where was he going? He felt as though the direction which he was taking had some connection with his melancholy and strangely remorseful dreams of the night.﻿ ﻿… He came to the market, passed under the arches of the town hall where butchers were weighing their wares with bloody hands, out on to the marketplace where the Gothic well stood high, complex, and pointed. Then he stopped before a house, a plain narrow house, like many others, with a curved, fretwork gable﻿—and he was lost in the contemplation of it. He read the nameplate on the door, and let his eyes rest for a time on each of the windows. Then he turned slowly to leave.

				Where was he going? Home. But he took a roundabout way, went for a walk out beyond the gate, since he had time. He went over the Mill-wall and the Holsten-wall, and held his hat tight from the wind which moaned and whistled in the trees. Then he left the walls near the railroad station, watched a train puffing by in clumsy hastiness, counted the cars for a pastime, and peered after the man who was sitting in the rear of the very last one. And on the Lindenplatz he stopped before one of the pretty villas that stood there, gazed for a long time into the garden and up at the windows; and finally he got the idea of swinging the garden gate back and forth on its hinges, so that it creaked. Then for a time he observed his hand, which was cold and covered with rust, and walked on, walked through the old low gate along the harbour and up the steep windy street to the house of his parents.

				It stood, grey and sober as it had been for three hundred years, its gable overtowering the neighbouring houses which surrounded it; and Tonio Kröger read the pious aphorism that stood over the entrance in half-obliterated letters. Then he took a deep breath and entered.

				His heart beat anxiously, for he almost expected his father, in his office coat and with his pen behind his ear, to come out through one of the doors on the ground floor as he was passing, stop him, and bring him resolutely to account for his extravagant life﻿—which he would have found very reasonable. But he got by unmolested. The storm door was not closed, but only pushed to, and this seemed reprehensible to him; while at the time he felt like in certain light dreams in which the obstacles give way to us of their own accord, and we press forward unhindered, graced by a marvellous well-being.﻿ ﻿… The broad entrance, paved with large rectangular flagstones, resounded with his steps. Opposite the kitchen, in which all was silent, a scaffolding of ungainly but neatly varnished rafters thrust out from the wall, supporting the servants’ quarters above; these could be reached only by a sort of ladder which led up to them from the passage. But the large closets and the carved chest that had stood here were no longer there.﻿ ﻿… The son of the house mounted the heavy stairs, and supported himself with his hand on the white-enamelled, carved wooden banister, while he pulled himself up at each step and on the next let himself sink down again softly, as though he were testing timidly whether his former intimacy with this old solid handrail could be restored.﻿ ﻿… But on the landing he stopped before the entrance to the entresol. On the door a white placard was fastened, on which he could read in black letters: “Public Library.”

				“Public Library?” Tonio Kröger thought, for he found that neither the public nor literature had any business here. He knocked on the door.﻿ ﻿… He heard a “Come in,” and went in its direction. Tense and melancholy, he looked in upon some extremely unsightly alterations.

				The floor was three rooms deep, with its connecting doors standing open. The walls were covered almost to the ceiling with uniformly bound books which stood on dark shelves in long rows. In each room an indigent man sat writing behind a kind of counter. Two of them merely turned their heads towards Tonio Kröger, but the first stood up hastily, at the same time supporting himself with both hands on the tabletop, shoving his head forward, pursing his lips, raising his brows, and observing the visitor with diligently blinking eyes.﻿ ﻿…

				“Pardon,” Tonio Kröger said, without turning his eyes from the many books. “I am a foreigner here; I am seeing the sights of the town. So this is the Public Library? Would you permit me to look around a bit at the collection?”

				“Gladly!” the official said, and blinked still more violently.﻿ ﻿… “Certainly, that is free to everyone. Do you simply want to look around?﻿ ﻿… would you like a catalogue?”

				“No, thank you,” Tonio Kröger answered. “I can easily find my way.” Then he began walking slowly along the walls, while he acted as though he were studying the titles on the books. Finally he took down one volume, opened it, and stepped over to the window with it.

				This had been the breakfast room. In the mornings they had breakfasted here, not up there in the large dining-hall where the white forms of gods were stepping out of the blue tapestry.﻿ ﻿… That room there had served as a bedroom. His father’s mother had died there, old as she was, amid violent spasms, for she was a pleasure-loving woman of the world and clung to life. And later his father himself had breathed out his last sigh there, the tall, correct, somewhat melancholy and thoughtful gentleman with the wild flower in his buttonhole.﻿ ﻿… Tonio had sat at the foot of his deathbed, with hot eyes, completely and reverently given over to powerful, dumb feelings, to love and pain. And his mother too had knelt by the bed, his beautiful emotional mother, completely lost in hot tears, whereupon she went off into the blue distance with the southern artist.﻿ ﻿… But behind there, the smaller third room, now likewise completely filled with books guarded by an indigent man, had been his for several years. He had returned there after school, after he had taken a walk, as just now; by that wall had stood his table where in the drawer he had kept his first intimate and helpless verses.﻿ ﻿… The walnut-tree.﻿ ﻿… A penetrating sadness shot through him. He looked out sideways through the window. The garden lay in ruins, but the old walnut-tree stood in its place, cumbersomely groaning and moaning in the wind. And Tonio Kröger let his eyes slip back to the book which he held in his hands, a prominent work of poetry well known to him. He looked down at these black lines and groups of sentences, followed the skilful flow of the text for a piece, as it ascended in structural passion to a gesture, a touch and effect, and then broke off tellingly.

				“Yes, that is well done,” he said, put down the work of poetry, and turned away. Then he saw that the official was still standing up and blinking his eyes with a mixed expression of officiousness and cautious distrust.

				“An excellent collection, as I see,” Tonio Kröger said. “I have already gotten a general idea of it. I am much obliged to you. Goodbye.” Then he went out to the door; but it was a questionable exit, and he felt plainly that the official, disturbed over this visit, would stand there blinking for several minutes.

				He felt no inclination to penetrate further. He had been home. Above, in the large rooms beyond the pillared hall, strangers were living﻿—he saw that. For the stairs at the top were closed by a glass door which did not use to be there, and there was some kind of nameplate on it. He went away, went down the stairs, across the echoing vestibule, and left his paternal house. In a corner of a restaurant, retiring to himself, he took a rich heavy meal, and then returned to the hotel.

				“I have finished here,” he said to the elegant gentleman in black. “I leave this afternoon.” And he asked for his bill, and also for a cab which would bring him to the harbour and the steamer for Copenhagen. Then he went to his room and sat down at the table, sat still and upright, resting his cheek in his hand and looking down at the tabletop with sightless eyes. Later he settled his account and got ready his things. At the appointed time the cab was announced, and Tonio Kröger descended ready for the trip.

				Below, at the foot of the stairs, the elegant gentleman in black was waiting for him.

				“Pardon me!” he said, and shot his cuffs back into his sleeves with his little fingers. “Pardon me, sir, if we have to trouble you for a moment. Herr Seehaase﻿—the proprietor of the hotel﻿—requests a brief word with you. A formality.﻿ ﻿… He is in there. Would you be so kind as to come with me?﻿ ﻿… It is only Herr Seehaase, the proprietor of the hotel.”

				And with gestures of encouragement he led Tonio Kröger to the rear of the lobby. There, indeed, Herr Seehaase was standing. Tonio Kröger knew him at a glance from old times. He was short, fat, and bowlegged. His trimmed whiskers had become grey; but he was still wearing a much cutaway dress-coat, and a little knitted green velvet cap to match. Furthermore, he was not alone. Next to him, beside a little writing-shelf fastened to the wall, stood a policeman wearing his helmet. His gloved right hand was resting on a paper with writing in different colours which lay before him on the desk; and he stared back with his noble soldierly face, as though he expected that Tonio Kröger would have to sink through the floor at the sight of him.

				Tonio Kröger looked from one to the other, and waited for what might happen.

				“You come from Munich?” the policeman finally asked in a well-meaning, lugubrious voice.

				Tonio Kröger assented to this.

				“You are travelling to Copenhagen?”

				“Yes, I am en route to a Danish bathing-resort.”

				“Bathing-resort?﻿—Yes, you must produce your papers,” the policeman said, pronouncing the “produce” with peculiar satisfaction.

				“Papers﻿ ﻿…” He had no papers. He drew out his portfolio and looked in; except for some paper money, there was nothing inside but the proofs of a short story which he intended revising when he reached his destination. He did not like to deal with officials, and had never yet gotten a passport.

				“I am sorry,” he said, “but I am carrying no papers with me.”

				“So?” the policeman said. “None at all? What is your name?”

				Tonio Kröger answered him.

				“And is that so?” the policeman asked, straightening up and suddenly extending his nostrils as widely as he could.

				“Absolutely so,” Tonio Kröger answered.

				“What are you, then?”

				Tonio Kröger gulped and named his trade with a firm voice. Herr Seehaase raised his head and looked into his face with curiosity.

				“Hm!” the policeman said. “And you admit not being identical with an individual by the name of”﻿—he said “individual,” and then from the paper with different-coloured writing he spelled out a thoroughly intricate and romantic name which seemed adventurously compounded from the sounds of various races, and which Tonio Kröger had forgotten again the next moment﻿—“Who,” he went on, “of unknown parents and uncertain status, is wanted by the Munich police for several fraudulent activities and is probably fleeing to Denmark?”

				“I don’t merely admit it,” Tonio Kröger said, with a nervous movement of his shoulders.﻿—That made a certain impression.

				“How? Ah, of course! Why, certainly!” the policeman said. “But simply since you couldn’t produce anything!”

				Also, Herr Seehaase intervened conciliatingly: “The whole thing is a formality,” he said, “nothing more! You must consider that the officer is simply doing his duty. If you could prove your identity somehow﻿ ﻿… a paper﻿ ﻿…”

				All were silent. Should he end the matter by introducing himself, by disclosing to Herr Seehaase that he was no confidence man of uncertain status, was not by birth a gipsy in the green wagon, but the son of Consul Kröger, from the Kröger family? No, he had no desire to do that. And weren’t these burghers somewhat in the right after all? In a way he was quite in sympathy with them. He shrugged his shoulders and remained silent.

				“What have you there?” the policeman asked. “There, in the valise?”

				“Here? Nothing. It is some proofs,” Tonio Kröger answered.

				“Proofs? How is that? Let me see once.”

				And Tonio Kröger handed over his work. The policeman spread it out on the desktop and began reading. Herr Seehaase also stepped nearer and joined in the reading. Tonio Kröger looked over their shoulders and observed at what place they were. It was a good moment, a touch and effect, which he had worked out tellingly. He was content with himself.

				“See!” he said. “There stands my name. I wrote this, and now it will be published, you understand.”

				“Well, that is enough!” Herr Seehaase said decisively; he collected the pages, folded them, and gave them back to him. “That will do, Petersen!” he repeated curtly, shutting his eyes furtively and shaking his head in the negative. “We have no right to detain the gentleman any longer. The cab is waiting. I beg you to forgive the slight inconvenience, sir. The officer simply did his duty, but I told him at the start that he was on the wrong track﻿ ﻿…”

				“So?” Tonio Kröger thought.

				The policeman did not seem quite agreed. He still put in something about an “individual” and “produce.” But amid repeated expressions of regret Herr Seehaase led his guest back through the lobby, accompanied him between the two lions to the cab, and with assurances of respect shut the door behind him himself. And then the ridiculously high and broad cab rolled swaying, clattering, and banging down the steep streets to the harbour.

				This was Tonio Kröger’s strange stopover in his native city.

			
			
				VII

				Night came on, and the moon had already risen in a swimming silver reflection, when Tonio Kröger’s ship reached the open sea. He was standing by the bowsprit, wrapped in his coat against the wind which was growing stronger and stronger; and he looked down into the dark roaming and driving of the strong smooth undulating masses which worked in among one another, slapping together, shooting apart in unexpected directions and suddenly lighting up with foam﻿ ﻿…

				He was lulled by a delicious cradling movement. He had been a bit depressed when they had wanted to arrest him as a confidence man in his home town; yes, although he had in a way found it within reason. But then, after boarding the ship, he had watched the loading of the cargo as he used to do with his father during boyhood. The deep hold of the ship was filled, amid cries in a mixture of Danish and Low German. He had seen how, in addition to the bundles and chests, they had also let down in heavily barred cages a polar bear and a royal tiger, which must have come from Hamburg and were destined for a Danish menagerie. And this had distracted him. Then, as the ship was gliding between the even banks of the river, he had entirely forgotten officer Petersen’s cross-examination. And everything that had taken place before that﻿—his sweet, melancholy, and remorseful dreams during the night, the walk he had taken, the sight of the walnut-tree﻿—had become uppermost again in his mind. And now, as the sea was opening out, he saw from a distance the beach where, as a boy, he could hear the dreams of the sea in summer; he saw the glow from the lighthouse, and the lights of the Kurhouse, where he had lived with his parents.﻿ ﻿… The Baltic Sea! He bowed his head against the strong salt wind which came towards him freely and unimpeded, enveloping his ears and evoking a mild vertigo, a faint intoxication: the memory of all evil, of pain and error, of desires and strivings, passed lightly and easily away. And in the swishing, pattering, frothing, and groaning round about him, he seemed to hear the soughing and creaking of the old walnut-tree, the squeaking of a garden gate.﻿ ﻿… It was getting darker and darker.

				“The stars, God, jes’ look at the stars!” A voice which seemed to come from the inside of a barrel spoke up suddenly with a sorrowfully chanting intonation. He knew it already. It belonged to a reddish-blond and simply dressed man with red eyelids and the cool damp appearance of a person who had just bathed. At dinner in the saloon he had been Tonio Kröger’s neighbour, and had with timid and retiring movements put away astounding quantities of lobster omelette. Now he was leaning beside him on the railing and looking up at the sky, while he held his chin between thumb and forefinger. Beyond a doubt he was in one of those extraordinary and solemnly meditative moods when the barrier between humans falls away, when the heart opens even to strangers, and the mouth speaks things to which otherwise it would be shyly closed.﻿ ﻿…

				“Jes’ look, sir, at the stars. There they stand and twinkle; God knows the whole sky is full, and now I ask you, when we look up and think that many of them must be a hundred times greater than the earth, how do we feel then? We human beings have invented the telegraph and the telephone, and many other triumphs of modernity; yes, that we have. But when we look up there, then we must realize and understand that after all we are nothing but worms, miserable worms and no more﻿—am I right or wrong, sir? Yes, we are worms!” he answered himself and nodded up at the heavens, humble and contrite.

				“Oof!﻿—no, that chap has no literature in his carcass!” Tonio Kröger thought, and immediately he recalled something which he had read recently: the essay of a famous French writer on cosmological and psychological questions; it had been a very fine bit of talk.

				He gave the young man something like an answer to his deeply felt observation, and then they continued conversing together, while they leaned on the railing and looked out into the tempestuous, turbulently brilliant evening. It turned out that his travelling companion was a young merchant from Hamburg who was spending his vacation on this pleasure trip.﻿ ﻿…

				“ ‘You ought,’ he said, ‘to take a little trip on the steamer to Copenhagen,’ says I, and here I am, and so far it is very beautiful. But that about the lobster omelette, that was not right, sir; you shall see, for it will be stormy tonight, the captain told me, and with such a troublesome meal in your stomach, that is no joke.”﻿ ﻿…

				Tonio Kröger listened to all this engaging nonsense with a feeling of comfort and friendliness.

				“Yes,” he said, “people always eat too heavily up here. That induces laziness and melancholy.”

				“Melancholy?” the young man repeated and looked at him disconcertedly. “You must be a foreigner here, sir?” he asked suddenly.﻿ ﻿…

				“Oh, yes, I come from quite a distance!” Tonio Kröger answered with a vague parrying movement of his arm.

				“But you are right,” the young man said. “God knows, you are right in what you say about melancholy! I am nearly always melancholy, but especially on evenings like this, when the sky is full of stars”; and again he supported his chin between his thumb and forefinger.

				“He surely writes verses,” Tonio Kröger thought; “the deeply, nobly felt verses of a merchant.”

				The evening was advancing, and the wind had now become so violent that it interfered with their conversation. So they decided to sleep awhile, and they wished each other good night.

				Tonio Kröger stretched out on the narrow bed in his cabin, but he found no rest. The strong wind and its pungent smell had strangely aroused him; and his heart was unsteady, as though he were anxiously expecting some new sweet experience. Also he was made acutely sick by the vibration which took place when the ship dropped down the steep hill of a wave and the screw worked convulsively outside the water. He got completely dressed again and came up in the open.

				Clouds were racing past the moon. The sea was dancing. No curved and regular waves were advancing in order, but for a great distance, in the pale and flickering light, the sea was lashed into a choppy turmoil; it leaped and sprang up in gigantic pointed flame-like tongues; beside foam-filled chasms it threw out strange jagged forms; and with the strength of enormous arms in mad playfulness it seemed to sling the spray into every wind. The ship was having a hard trip; pounding, tossing, and groaning, it worked its way through the tumult, and often he heard the polar bear and the tiger, who were suffering from the sea voyage, roar from below. A man in an oilskin coat, the cape over his head and a lantern strapped to his body, crossed back and forth on the foredeck, balancing himself painfully with his legs wide apart. But then behind, bent low over the rail, the young man from Hamburg was standing, and he was having a sorry time of it. “God,” he said with a trembling, hollow voice, as he saw Tonio Kröger, “jes’ see once this riot of the elements, sir!” But then he was interrupted and turned away hastily.

				Tonio Kröger clung to a taut rope and looked out into this wanton turmoil. A shout pressed up within him, and he seemed as though it would be strong enough to ring out above the storm and the flood; a song to the sea, inspired by love, rang inside him. “Yes, my boyhood’s savage friend, you and I are joined again.﻿ ﻿…” But then the poem was over. It was not finished, was not well-formed, was not calmly rounded out into something solid. His heart was alive.﻿ ﻿…

				He stood this way for a long while. Then he stretched out on a bench outside the cabin and looked up at the sky where the stars were flickering. He even slept a little; and when the cold spray shot into his face, it seemed to him in his half-sleep like a caress.

				Vertical chalk cliffs, ghostly in the moonlight, hove into sight and came nearer. That was Möen, the island; and again sleep intervened, broken by showers of the salty spray, which hit sharply into his face and made his features stiffen.﻿ ﻿… When he became fully awake it was already day, a chilly light-grey day, and the green sea was smoother. At breakfast he saw again the young merchant, who blushed deeply, probably through shame at having uttered such poetic and unpresentable things in the darkness; he stroked out his little reddish moustache with all five fingers and called out a militarily sharp “good morning,” only to avoid him uneasily from then on.

				And Tonio Kröger landed in Denmark. He put up in Copenhagen, and gave tips to everyone who looked as though he expected one. Starting from his hotel room, he wandered around the city for three days while he carried his little traveller’s guide open before him, and conducted himself just like any sightseeing foreigner of the better classes. He observed the King’s New Market and the “Horse” in the centre of it, he looked up respectfully at the columns of the Frue Kirke, he stood a long while before Thorvaldsen’s noble and lovely sculptures, he climbed the Round Tower, saw palaces, and spent two lively evenings in the Tivoli. But this was not all that he saw.

				On the houses (they often looked much like the old houses of his native city with the curving fretwork gables) he saw names which were known to him from the old days, seeming to stand for something tender and precious, and always containing something like a reproach, a complaint, a hankering after what was lost. And everywhere, while he breathed in the damp sea air in slow deliberate draughts, he saw eyes as blue, hair as blond, faces of the same form and nature as those he had observed in the strangely troubled and remorseful dreams of the night he spent in his native city. It was possible for some glance on the open street, some ringing word, some burst of laughter to touch him to the quick.

				He could not stand it for long in the cheerful city. He was affected by an unrest, sweet and fond, half reminiscence and half expectancy; and along with this came a yearning to be lying quietly somewhere on the beach, free from the necessity of playing the diligently inquisitive tourist. So he boarded another ship, and one dismal day (the sea had turned black) he was sailing northwards along the coast of Seeland toward Helsingör. From here he continued his journey immediately by cab along the boulevard for three-quarters of an hour, always a little above the sea, until he stopped at his real and ultimate destination: a little white beach hotel with the green shutters, standing in the middle of a colony of squat houses, and with its wood-covered tower looking out over the sand and towards the Swedish coast. Here he alighted, took possession of the bright room which was being held in readiness for him, distributed all his belongings, and prepared to live here for a while.

			
			
				VIII

				It was already well on into September. There were no longer many guests in Aalsgaard. At mealtimes in the large, heavy-beamed dining-hall on the ground floor, with its high windows facing the glass veranda and the sea, the proprietress sat at the head of the table. An elderly spinster with white hair, colourless eyes, pinkish cheeks, and an unsteady twittering voice, she was always careful to arrange her red hands to advantage on the tablecloth. There was also a short-necked old gentleman with a steel-grey seaman’s beard and purplish face; he was a fish dealer from the capital, and could speak German. He seemed all choked up and apoplectic, for he breathed in short irregular gasps, and from time to time raised his ringed forefinger to one of his nostrils in order to press it shut and get a little air through the other by blowing violently. Nevertheless he was continually speaking to the bottle of liquor which stood before him at breakfast as well as at dinner and supper. Then too, there were three tall American boys with their guardian or tutor, who adjusted his spectacles in silence and played football with the boys all day. They wore their reddish-yellow hair parted in the middle, and had long motionless faces. “Please give me the Wurst things there,” the one said. “That’s not Wurst, that’s Schinken,” said another; and this was all that either they or the tutor contributed to the conversation. For otherwise they sat there quietly drinking hot water.

				Tonio Kröger could not have wished for different table companions. He enjoyed his peace, listened to the Danish gutturals, the sharp and melancholy vowels, in which the fish dealer and the proprietress conversed at times; occasionally he exchanged a brief word with the former over the state of the barometer; then he would rise and pass through the veranda to the beach, where he had already spent long morning hours.

				Often it was quiet and summer-like there. The sea lay smooth and inactive, in blue, bottle-green, and pinkish stripes, with silverish glittering reflections of light playing over it. The seaweed was drying into hay in the sunlight, and the jellyfish were evaporating where they lay. It smelled somewhat foul and also somewhat of the tar of the fishing-smack against which Tonio Kröger was leaning as he sat on the sand, turned so that he faced the open horizon and not the Swedish coast. But the soft sea breeze blew fresh and clean across everything.

				And grey stormy days came. The waves bent their heads like steers setting their horns to strike, and ran raging against the banks of sand, which were covered with wet glistening seaweed, mussels, and washed-up bits of wood. Between the tenuous wave-hills, the valleys stretched out pale green and foamy beneath the low sky; but there, where the sun stood behind the clouds, a white velvet sheen lay on the water.

				Tonio Kröger stood in the wind and noise, sunk in this heavy, drugging tumult which he loved so well. If he turned and walked away, everything around him suddenly seemed quiet and warm. But he knew that behind him was the sea; it called, allured, and greeted him. And he smiled.

				He went towards the interior, on meadow paths through the solitude, and soon he was swallowed up in the beach woods which stretched far out over the neighbouring hills. He sat down on the moss, leaning against a tree in such a way that he could see a strip of the sea between the trunks. At times the wind carried to him the sound of the surf, which rang out as though boards were falling upon one another in the distance. The crows cawed above the treetops, hoarse, desolate, and forlorn.﻿ ﻿… He held a book on his knees, but he did not read a line in it. He was enjoying a profound forgetfulness, an untrammelled soaring beyond space and time; and only now and then it seemed as though his heart would be shot through with misery, a brief, piercing sensation of melancholy or remorse which he was too far sunk in indolence to examine for its name and origin.

				So passed many a day, he could not have said how many, and he had no desire to know. But there came one on which something happened; it happened while the sun was standing in the sky and people were present, and Tonio Kröger was not so unusually astonished by it.

				This day also began with delightful splendour. Tonio Kröger awakened very early and quite suddenly, leaped from his sleep with a faint and indeterminate terror, and thought that he was looking at a miracle, a magic, fairylike illumination. His room, with glass door and balcony fronting on the sound, and divided into living and sleeping-quarters by a thin white gauze curtain, was hung with pale-coloured wallpaper, and provided with light, cheery furniture, so that it always had a bright and friendly look. But now his eyes, heavy with sleep, saw everything lying before him in an unearthly clarity and illumination, all bathed in an unutterably delicate and vaporous rose hue which gilded the walls and furniture and gave the gauze curtain a mild red glow.﻿ ﻿… For a long while Tonio Kröger did not understand what was taking place. But as he stood before the glass door and looked out, he saw that it was the rising sun.

				For several days it had been dull and rainy; but now the sky stretched out over the sea and the land, as clear and luminous as taut light-blue silk. Interlaced and bordered by clouds lit up with red and gold, the disk of the sun rose solemnly above the sparkling ruffled ocean, which seemed to tremble and glow beneath it.﻿ ﻿… So the day came on; and, confused and happy, Tonio Kröger jumped into his clothes, breakfasted before all the others below on the veranda, afterwards swam out a ways in the sound from the little wooden bathing-house, and then took an hour’s walk along the beach. As he returned, several omnibus-like wagons were standing in front of the hotel; and from the dining-room he observed, both in the adjoining reception room where the piano stood, and also on the veranda and on the terrace in front of it, numerous people of both sexes, in ordinary middle-class dress. They were in lively conversation, and were sitting at round tables enjoying beer and sandwiches. There were whole families, elderly people and young people, and even a few children.

				At the second breakfast (the table was heavily laden with cold foods, smoked, salted, and baked) Tonio Kröger inquired what was going on.

				“Guests!” said the fish dealer. “Excursionists from Helsingör who have come here for a ball! Yes, God help us, we won’t be able to sleep this night! There will be dancing, dancing and music, and I am afraid it will keep up for a long while. It is a family gathering, a reunion and trip to the country combined﻿—in short, a subscription ball or something of the sort; and they will be happy as the day is long. They came by boat and by carriage, and now they are having breakfast. After a while they will go further into the country, but in the evening they will come back, and then there will be a dance in the hall here. Yes, damn it all, we won’t sleep a wink﻿ ﻿…”

				“That will be pleasant for a change,” Tonio Kröger said.

				After this, nothing further was said for quite a while. The proprietress arranged her red fingers, the fish dealer blew through his right nostril in order to get a little air, and the Americans drank hot water and made long faces.

				Then of a sudden this happened: Hans Hansen and Ingeborg Holm passed through the room.

				Tonio Kröger, pleasantly tired after his bath and his fast walk, was leaning back in his chair eating smoked salmon on toast﻿—he sat facing the veranda and the sea. And suddenly the door opened, and the two came in, hand in hand﻿—sauntering, and without haste. Ingeborg, blonde Inge, was dressed in bright colours, as she used to be at Herr Knaak’s dancing-class. The soft flowery dress reached down to her ankles, and about her shoulders she wore a broad white v-shaped fichu which left her soft pliant neck exposed. Her hat was hanging on her arm by its knotted ribbons. She was perhaps just a little taller than before, and now wore her wonderful plait done up on her head.

				But Hans Hansen was just the same as ever. He had on his reefer’s jacket with the gilt buttons, with the broad blue collar lying over it on his back and shoulders. The sailor cap with the short ribbons he held in his loose hand, and was swinging it carelessly back and forth. Ingeborg kept her narrow eyes turned away, perhaps a little embarrassed by the stare of the diners. But Hans Hansen now turned his head straight towards the breakfast table with utter defiance, and his steel-blue eyes measured one person after the other challengingly and with a certain amount of scorn. He even let Ingeborg’s hand go and swung his cap still more briskly back and forth, in order to show just what sort of man he was. So the two of them, with the quiet blue sea as a background, passed before Tonio Kröger’s eyes, went the length of the room, and disappeared through the far door into the music room.

				This happened at eleven-thirty in the morning; and while the guests at the Kurhouse were still sitting at breakfast, the company in the adjoining room and on the veranda broke up and left the hotel through the nearby side entrance without anyone’s coming through the dining-hall. They could be heard outside climbing into the wagons amid jokes and laughter; and one vehicle after the other started gratingly along the boulevard and rolled away.﻿ ﻿…

				“So they are coming back?” Tonio Kröger asked.﻿ ﻿…

				“That they are!” said the fish dealer, “and God have mercy. They have arranged for music, you know, and I sleep here above this room.”

				“That will be pleasant for a change,” Tonio Kröger repeated. Then he arose and left.

				He spent the day as he spent the others, on the beach, in the woods; held a book on his knees and blinked into the sun. He had only one thought: that they would return and hold a dance in the hall as the fish dealer had promised; and he simply felt happy at this, with a sweet uneasy happiness such as he had not experienced for long dead years. Once, through some association of ideas, he recalled fleetingly a distant acquaintance, Adalbet, the short-story writer, who knew what he wanted and had gone to the café to escape the spring air. And he shrugged his shoulders at him.﻿ ﻿…

				Dinner was eaten earlier than usual; and supper likewise they took sooner than ever before, in the music room, since in the hall preparations for the ball were already under way: everything had been plunged into such glorious disorder. Then, when it was dark and Tonio Kröger was sitting in his room, things became lively again on the boulevard and in the house. The excursionists were returning. In fact, from the direction of Helsingör new guests were arriving on bicycles and in wagons; and already he could hear a violin tuning up in the house downstairs, and a clarinet was nasally executing some trial runs.﻿ ﻿… All indications were that it would be a brilliant ball.

				Now the little orchestra struck up a march; it carried up to him in a subdued steady rhythm; they were opening the dance with a polonaise. Tonio Kröger sat still for quite a while and listened. But when he heard the march tempo change into a waltz rhythm, he arose and slipped noiselessly out of his room.

				From the corridor he could go down the back stairs to the side entrance of the hotel, and from there, without touching a room, reach the glass veranda. He took this route, quietly and stealthily, as though he were on forbidden paths; he felt his way carefully through the darkness, irresistibly drawn by this stupid and soulfully swaying music, whose tones already came to him clear and unsubdued.

				The veranda was empty and unlighted, but the glass door was open into the hall, where the two large petroleum lamps with polished reflectors were shining brightly. He crept up softly; his skin tingled with thievish delight as he dared to stand here in the darkness and to spy unseen on her dancing in the light. Hastily and greedily he sent his glances after the two he was seeking.﻿ ﻿…

				The general merriment seemed to have developed with perfect freedom, although the festivity had been opened hardly half an hour before. But they had already come here warm and excited, after having spent the whole day together, carefree, happy, and in perfect accord. In the music room, which Tonio Kröger could see into if he ventured a little closer, several elderly gentlemen had gathered at cards, smoking and drinking. But others, with their wives, were sitting in the foreground, on the plush chairs and against the walls of the hall, watching the dance. They spread their knees, and supported their hands on them, and puffed out their cheeks with an expression of well-being, while the mothers, wearing bonnets, their hands crossed beneath their breasts, and their heads bent sideways, were looking into the swarm of young people. A podium had been erected against one of the longer walls of the room, and there the musicians were doing their best. There was even a trumpet here; it blew with a certain cautious hesitancy, as though it were afraid of its own voice, which nevertheless was continually breaking down and tumbling all over itself.﻿ ﻿… The couples undulated, weaving in and out among one another, while others wandered about the room arm-in-arm. No one was dressed for a ball, but only as for some Sunday spent in the country during the summer: the cavaliers in ordinary suits which showed signs of having been spared throughout the week, and the young girls in light and cheerful dresses with bouquets of wild flowers on their bodices. Also a few children were in the room and danced with one another after their fashion, even when the music stopped. A long-legged man in a swallowtailed coat, a provincial lion with eyeglass and singed hair, a postal assistant or something of the sort, and like some fat comic figure out of a Danish novel, seemed to be master of ceremonies and head of the ball. Hurried, sweating, and with his whole soul in the matter, he was everywhere at once, waddling through the room in high importance, stepping forward artistically on the tips of his toes and intricately crossing his feet, which were encased in smooth pointed military boots. He swung his arms in the air, gave orders, called for music, clapped his hands. And through it all, the ribbons of the large variegated bow, which was fastened to his shoulder as a mark of his dignity and towards which he often turned his head lovingly, fluttered irregularly behind him.

				Yes, they were there, the two who had passed by Tonio Kröger today in the sunlight; he saw them again, and gasped with pleasure as he caught sight of them both almost simultaneously. Here was Hans Hansen standing quite near him, close by the door. Bent forward a little, with his legs spread, he was carefully eating a large piece of sponge-cake, while holding his open hand beneath his chin to catch the crumbs. And there against the wall sat Ingeborg Holm, blonde Inge, and the assistant was just now waddling up to them, to invite them to the dance by a recherché bow, whereupon he placed one hand on his back and shoved the other gracefully into his bosom; but she shook her head, and made a sign that she was out of breath and would have to rest a little. Then the assistant took a seat next to her.

				Tonio Kröger watched them, these two for whom he had suffered love in times past﻿—Hans and Ingeborg. They were not this so much by reason of specific attributes and similarity of dress, as through the identity of race and type, this light, steel-blue-eyed, and blonde-haired sort which created an impression of purity, of serene good nature, and of a modesty at once proud and homely. He looked at them; saw Hans Hansen standing there in his sailor suit as smart and well-formed as ever, broad in the shoulders and small in the hips; saw how Ingeborg laughingly tossed her head to one side with a kind of insolence, how she had a way of touching the back of her head with a not especially slender, not especially delicate girlish hand, so that the light sleeve slipped back from her elbow﻿—and suddenly he was seized with such a painful melancholy that he retired unwittingly into the darkness so that no one might observe the twitching of his face.

				“Had I forgotten you?” he asked “No, never! Not you, Hans; nor you, blonde Inge! It was really you I was working for; and if I heard applause, I looked stealthily around me to see whether you had joined in it.﻿ ﻿… Have you read Don Carlos by now, Hans Hansen, as you promised me by your garden gate? Don’t do it! I don’t require it of you any more. What do you care about the king who cries because he is lonesome? You shall not make your bright eyes sad and dreamy from dwelling on verses and melancholy.﻿ ﻿… To be like you! To begin again, grow up like you; be upright, cheerful, and simple; regular, orderly, and on easy terms with God and the world, to be loved by the harmless and the happy, to take you for a wife, Ingeborg Holm, and have a son like you, Hans Hansen﻿—to live free from the curse of knowledge and the pains of creation, to love and praise in blessed mediocrity!﻿ ﻿… Begin again! But it would do no good. Everything would turn out again as it did before. For often people go astray because there simply is no right path for them.”

				Now the music was silent; there was a pause, and refreshments were handed around. The assistant in person hurried about among the ladies, serving them from a tray of herring salad. But before Ingeborg Holm he even dropped on one knee as he held out the dish to her, and she blushed with pleasure at this.

				Yet by now the people in the hall were beginning to notice the onlooker beyond the glass door; and distant, inquisitive glances from pretty, heated faces were directed towards him. But he held his ground regardless. Also, the eyes of Ingeborg and Hans brushed past him almost at the same moment, with that total indifference which almost has the appearance of disdain. Yet suddenly he became aware that someone’s gaze was penetrating to him and resting upon him. He turned his head, and his eyes immediately encountered those which he had felt were glued upon him. Not far from him a girl whom he had noticed before, with a pale, narrow, and delicate face, was standing. She had not danced much; the cavaliers had not been especially concerned about her; and he had seen her sitting against the wall with firmly compressed lips. She was now standing alone again. She was dressed in bright fragrant garments like the others, but beneath the transparent stuff of her dress her exposed shoulders gleamed frail and angular, and the lean neck was set so deep between the paltry shoulders that the quiet girl seemed almost a bit deformed. She held her hands, which were covered with short flimsy gloves, over her flat breast in such a way that the fingertips met gently. With bowed head, she was looking up at Tonio Kröger through black, swimming eyes. He turned away.﻿ ﻿…

				Here, quite near him, Hans and Ingeborg were sitting. He had taken a seat next to this girl who might have been his sister; and, surrounded by other red-cheeked children of mankind, they were eating and drinking, chatting and enjoying themselves, bantering back and forth at one another with ringing voices, and laughing brightly into the air. Could he not approach them a little? Make whatever jovial remark might occur to him, something at least which they would have to answer with a smile? It would make him happy; he yearned to do it; he would then return more contentedly to his room, with the knowledge that he had restored some slight common bond with the two of them. He thought out what he could say, but he did not master the courage to say it. Then too, things must surely be the same as before: they would not understand him, would listen distantly to what he could say to them. For their language was not his language.

				Now the dance seemed about to begin again. The assistant developed an all-embracing activity. He bustled about urging everyone to take partners, cleared away chairs and glasses with the help of the waiter, distributed instructions among the musicians, and, grasping the shoulders of clumsy people here and there who didn’t know what to do with themselves, he steered them along in front of him. What was going to be done next? Four by four, pairs were forming into carrés.﻿ ﻿… A terrible recollection made Tonio Kröger blush. They were to dance the quadrille.

				The music struck up, and the pairs came together bowing. The assistant gave the command; he gave the command, by God, in French, and he pronounced the nasal sounds in an incomparably distinguished manner. Ingeborg Holm was dancing close by Tonio Kröger, in the carré stationed immediately in front of the glass door. She moved here and there, back and forth, stepping and turning. Often he caught a fragrance which came from her hair or from the delicate stuff of her dress; and he closed his eyes with an emotion which had been so well known to him from of old; all throughout these recent days he had caught faintly its aroma and acrid charm, and now again it filled him with its sweet oppressiveness. Just what was it? Yearning? Tenderness? Envy, self-contempt?﻿ ﻿… Moulinet des dames! Did you laugh, blonde Inge, did you laugh at me, when I danced the moulinet and made such a pitiable ass of myself? And would you laugh again today too, now that I have become something like a famous man? Yes, that you would; and you would be more than right about it! And if I, I all alone, had produced the nine symphonies, The World as Will and Idea, and the Last Judgment﻿—you would have an eternal right to laugh.﻿ ﻿… He looked at her, and he recalled a line of verse which he had not thought of for a long time and yet which had been so close and familiar to him! “I’d like to sleep, but you must dance.” He knew it so well, the melancholically Nordic, profoundly awkward unwieldiness of the emotions which spoke through it. Sleep.﻿ ﻿… To yearn that one might dare surrender simply and wholly to emotions which rest sweetly and indolently within themselves without becoming obligations to act and dance﻿—and yet be forced to dance, to execute nimbly and alertly the trying, trying and precarious knife-dance of art, without ever quite forgetting the humiliating anomaly of this having to dance while one loved.﻿ ﻿…

				Suddenly everything dropped into a wild and boisterous movement. The carrés had broken up; and everyone pushed about, leaping and sliding: the quadrille was being ended with a gallop. The couples flew past Tonio Kröger to the mad double-quick beat of the music, with short, breathless laughter, chasséing, overtaking one another. One couple came up, carried along by the general chase, circling, and racing forward. The girl had a pale, delicate face, and thin, overly high shoulders. And suddenly, close in front of him, someone tripped, slipped, and tumbled.﻿ ﻿… The pale girl had fallen down. She fell so hard and violently that it almost looked dangerous﻿—and the cavalier along with her. He must have hurt himself so rudely that he quite forgot his partner; half raising himself, he began grimacing and rubbing his knees with his hands. And the girl, apparently completely dazed by the fall, was still lying on the floor. Then Tonio Kröger stepped forward, grasped her gently by the arms, and lifted her up. Worn out, confused, and unhappy, she looked up at him; and suddenly her delicate face coloured a dull red.

				“Tak, O, mange Tak!” she said, and peered up at him with dark, swimming eyes.

				“You should not dance any more, Fräulein,” he said softly. Then he looked around him once more in search of them, of Hans and Ingeborg, and went away, left the veranda and the hall, and went up to his room.

				He was excited by this festival in which he had taken no part; he was tired out with envy. Like in the past﻿—it had been just like in the past! Hot-faced, he had stood in a dark place in pain over such folk as you, all you blond, vivacious, and happy people; and then had gone off to himself. Someone must come now! Now Ingeborg must come, must notice that he was gone, must follow him stealthily, lay her hand on his shoulder, and say: “Come in with us! Be happy! I love you!”﻿ ﻿… But she did not come at all. Such things never happened. Yes, it was like then, and he was happy as he had been then. For his heart was alive. But what had taken place in the meanwhile, between then and now?﻿—Torpor, desolation, ice, and intellect! And art!﻿ ﻿…

				He undressed, lay down to rest, put out the light. He whispered two names into the pillows: these few chaste Nordic syllables which for him meant his true and original mode of love, suffering, and happiness, the deep simple feelings, the home. He looked back over the years between that time and the present. He recalled the arid adventures of sense, nerves, and thought which he had lived through; he saw himself corroded by irony and intellect, devastated and crippled by knowledge, half exhausted by the fevers and chills of creation, bandied about aimlessly, with qualms of conscience, between two crass extremes, between sanctimony and passion, overrefined, impoverished, wearied by cold and choicely aesthetic exaltations, led astray, laid waste, tormented, sick﻿—and he sobbed with regret and melancholy.

				It was quiet and dark around him. But from below, subdued and undulating, life’s sweet trivial waltz-rhythm came up to him.

			
			
				IX

				Tonio Kröger was sitting in the north writing to Lisaweta Iwanowna, his friend, as he had promised.

				
					“Dear Lisaweta, down there in Arcadia, where I shall soon return,” he wrote. “This is something in the nature of a letter, but it will disappoint you, for I intend to keep it somewhat general. Not that I have so little to say, or that I haven’t experienced one thing or another after my fashion. At home, in my native city, they even wanted to arrest me﻿ ﻿… but of that you shall hear by word of mouth. Often I have days now when I prefer to say something formal and general, instead of telling stories.

					“Do you still know, Lisaweta, that you once called me a bourgeois, a strayed bourgeois? You called me that at a time when, led on by other confessions which I had let out previously, I confessed my love for what I called life. And I wonder whether you really knew how close that came to the truth, how much similarity there is between my bourgeois nature and my love of life. This trip has given me occasion to think over that.

					“My father, you know, was a Nordic temperament; thoughtful, thorough, puritanically correct, and inclined to melancholy; my mother, of indeterminate exotic blood, beautiful, emotional, naive, at once indolent and passionate, and of an impulsive negligence! Beyond all doubt this was a mixture which contained extraordinary possibilities﻿—and extraordinary dangers. The result was this: a bourgeois who strayed into art, a Bohemian who yearns for the nursery, an artist with a bad conscience. For it is certainly my bourgeois conscience which permits me to see something profoundly unsteady, ambiguous, profoundly obnoxious, profoundly questionable in everything artistic, everything unusual, everything with genius; and which fills me with this fond weakness for the simple and good-hearted and comfortably normal, for respectability and the absence of genius.

					“I stand between two worlds; I am not at home in either of them, and consequently I find things a bit different. You artists call me a bourgeois, and the bourgeois are tempted to arrest me.﻿ ﻿… I do not know which of the two distress me more bitterly. The bourgeois are stupid; but you devotees of beauty who characterize me as phlegmatic and without longing should consider that there is a kind of artistry so deep, so thorough and unescapable, that no longing seems sweeter to it or more desirable than the longing for the bliss of mediocrity.

					“I admire the proud and the cold who adventure on the paths of the great demonic beauty, and scorn ‘man’﻿—but I do not envy them. For if anything is capable of making a poet out of a literary man, then it is this bourgeois love of mine for the human, the vivacious, and the ordinary. All warmth, all kindness, all humour derive from this; and it almost seems to me as though it were that very love of which it is written: One can talk with the tongues of men and angels, and yet words without this love would be a mere resounding brass, a ringing shell.

					“What I have done is a trifle, not much, as good as nothing. I will do better, Lisaweta; that is a promise. As I write, the sound of the sea reaches me, and I close my eyes. I look into an unborn and capricious world that wants ordering and shaping; I see the confused shadows of human forms signalling me to call them up and release them: tragic ones, and ridiculous ones, and some that are both at once﻿—and to these I am very attached. But my deepest and most secret love belongs to the blond and the blue-eyed, the keenly vivacious, the happy, the amicable, and the ordinary.

					“Do not find fault with this love, Lisaweta; it is good and fruitful. There is longing in it, and brooding envy, and just a little disdain, and a very shy happiness.”

				

			
		
	
		
			At the Prophet’s

			There are strange places, strange minds, strange regions of the spirit, lofty and poverty-stricken. Along the peripheries of the big cities, where the streetlights grow scarcer and the policemen walk in couples, you must climb the stairs in the houses until you cannot go any higher, climb into the attics under slanting roofs, where pale young geniuses, criminals of dreams, sit brooding with folded arms; climb into cheap and imposingly decorated studios, where lonely, rebel artists, consumed from within, hungry yet proud, contend with their latest and wildest ideals in clouds of cigarette smoke. Here is the end of things, here is ice, purity, and nothingness. Here no contract is valid, no concession, no consideration, no measure, and no value. Here the air has grown so thin, so chaste, that the miasmata of life can no longer thrive. Here stubbornness reigns, the uttermost logical conclusion, the ego upon its desperate throne, freedom, madness, and death.

			It was Good Friday, eight o’clock in the evening. Several of the people whom Daniel had invited came at the same time. They had received invitations on quarto sheets, upon which there was an eagle which bore a naked rapier in its claws through the air, and which contained in a singular handwriting a request to participate in a kind of convention on Good Friday evening, when Daniel’s proclamations were to be read. And so now they met at the appointed hour in the desolate and half-dark suburban street in front of the banal block of flats which contained the physical home of the prophet.

			A few were acquainted with one another and exchanged greetings. These were a Polish artist and the thin girl who lived with him; a lyric poet, a tall, black-bearded Semite, with his heavy-limbed, pallid wife, who wore clothes like draperies; an individual who looked at once sickly and martial, being a spiritualist who was also a retired cavalry captain; and a young philosopher with the appearance of a kangaroo. Only the short-story writer, a gentleman with a stiff hat and a cultivated moustache, knew no one. He came from another sphere and had come here only accidentally. He had a certain relationship to life and a book of his was much read in middle-class circles. He was determined to behave in a strictly modest fashion, to be appreciative, and on the whole to act like one who is merely tolerated. He followed the others into the house at a short distance.

			They mounted the stairs, one after the other, supporting themselves on the cast-iron railing. They were silent, for they were people who knew the value of words and were not accustomed to talk needlessly. In the dim light of the little oil-lamps which stood upon the windowsills at every turn of the stairs, they read the names upon the doorplates of the flats as they went past. They mounted past the care-haunted abodes of an insurance official, a midwife, a laundress, an “agent,” a chiropodist﻿—quietly, without contempt, but estranged. They climbed up this narrow staircase hall as up some half-lighted shaft, full of confidence and without pausing, for from above, far up where one could go no higher, a faint glow greeted them, a soft and fugitive and errant glow from the highest altitudes.

			Finally they stood at the goal, under the roof, in the light of six candles, which were burning in different candlesticks upon a little table covered by a faded little altar-cloth at the head of the stairs. On the door, which looked like the entrance to a storeroom, there was a grey oblong of cardboard, on which was to be read the name “Daniel” in Roman letters, done with black chalk. They rang.

			A boy with a large head and a friendly expression opened the door. He wore a new suit of blue cloth and polished top-boots, and carried a candle in his hand. He lighted them obliquely across the small, dark corridor into an unpapered garret-like room, which was quite empty save for a wooden clothes-rack. Without a word, but with a gesture which was accompanied by a stammering guttural sound, the boy indicated that the guests should take off their wraps, and when the short-story writer, out of a sense of general friendliness, asked him a question, it became evident that the child was dumb. Holding his light, he led the guests once more across the corridor to another door and let them enter. The short-story writer brought up the rear. He wore a cutaway and gloves and was determined to act as though in church.

			The room they entered was moderately large and was filled by an awesome shimmering, swaying brightness, engendered by twenty or twenty-five lighted candles. A young girl, with a white turned-over collar and cuffs relieving her simple dress, stood close beside the door and gave her hand to all who entered. This was Maria Josefa, Daniel’s sister, with her innocent but foolish face. The short-story writer knew her. He had met her at a literary tea. She had sat there upright, with her cup in her hand, and had spoken of her brother with a clear voice full of devotion. She worshipped Daniel.

			The short-story writer’s eyes wandered about the room in search of him.

			“He is not here,” said Maria Josefa. “He is absent, I don’t know where. But he will be here among us in spirit and follow the proclamations, word for word, when they are read.”

			“Who is going to read them?” asked the short-story writer, in a low, reverent voice. He was really in earnest about it. He was a well-meaning and modest person, venerating all the phenomena of life, and quite willing to learn and to revere what was worthy of being revered.

			“A disciple of my brother’s,” answered Maria Josefa, “whom we are expecting from Switzerland. He is not here yet. He will be on hand at the right moment.”

			Opposite the door a large chalk drawing was visible in the candlelight. It stood upon the table, its upper edge leaning against the slanting ceiling. The drawing, which was done in a bold, violent manner, represented Napoleon, standing in a clumsy and despotic attitude in front of a fireplace warming his jack-booted feet. At the right of the entrance rose an altar-like shrine, upon which, between candles burning in silver candelabra, stood a painted holy figure, with outspread hands, and eyes turned upward. A prie-dieu stood in front of this, and on approaching it one observed, leaning upright against one of the feet of the holy figure, a small amateur photograph. This showed a young man of about thirty years with a tremendously high, pale, retreating forehead and a smooth-shaven, bony face, like that of a bird of prey, full of concentrated spirituality.

			The writer of short stories paused for a while before this picture of Daniel; then he ventured cautiously farther into the room. Behind a large, round table, into whose polished yellow surface, surrounded by a wreath of laurel, the same sword-bearing eagle which had been seen on the invitations was burned, towered a severe, narrow chair of a spiry Gothic design like a throne and supreme seat among a number of low wooden stools. A long bench of rude carpentry, covered with some cheap stuff, extended along the roomy niche formed by wall and roof, and in this niche there was a low window. Presumably because the squat tiled stove had proved to be overheated, the window was open, and presented a view of a segment of blue night, in the depths and distance of which the irregularly spaced gas-lamps lost themselves as yellow, glowing dots in ever greater intervals.

			Opposite the window the room narrowed down to a kind of alcove-like chamber, which was lighted more brightly than the other part of this attic, and appeared to be used partly as study, partly as chapel. At the back of this room there was a couch, covered by a thinnish, washed-out stuff. To the right, one could see a curtained book-rack, on top of which burned candles in candelabra and oil-lamps of antique shape. To the left was set a white-covered table, upon which stood a crucifix, a seven-branched candlestick, a goblet filled with red wine, and a piece of plum-cake upon a plate.

			In the foreground of this alcove there stood upon a low platform a column of gilded plaster, surmounted by an iron candelabrum; the capital of the column was covered by an altar-cloth of bloodred silk. And upon this rested a pile of manuscript sheets of folio size: Daniel’s proclamations. A light-coloured wallpaper bedecked with little Empire wreaths covered the walls and the slanting part of the ceiling. Death-masks, rose wreaths, a large, rusty sword, hung upon the walls, and besides the large picture of Napoleon, there were portraits, of various sorts, of Luther, Nietzsche, Moltke, Alexander the Sixth, Robespierre, and Savonarola distributed about the room.

			“All this has been lived!” said Maria Josefa, peering into the respectfully restrained visage of the short-story writer to see what effect these furnishings had produced. But in the meantime other guests had come, quietly and solemnly, and people began to seat themselves on benches and chairs, in hushed expectancy. In addition to those who had arrived first, there now sat there a fantastic draughtsman, with senile, infantile face, a limping lady, who was accustomed to introduce herself as one devoted to “erotics,” and an unmarried young mother of noble birth, who had been cast out by her family. She was without any intellectual interests whatever, and had found hospitality in these circles solely upon the ground of her motherhood. There were also an elderly authoress and a deformed musician﻿—all in all some twelve persons. The short-story writer had withdrawn into the window niche, and Maria Josefa sat on a chair close to the door, her hands lying upon her knees, side by side. And thus they waited for the disciple from Switzerland, who would be on hand at the right moment.

			Suddenly another guest arrived﻿—the rich lady who loved to visit such affairs as a kind of hobby. She had come from the fashionable part of the city in her silken coupé, out of her splendid mansion with the Gobelins and the door-casings of giallo antico, had climbed up all the stairs, and now came through the door, beautiful, fragrant, luxurious, in a dress of blue cloth with yellow embroidery, a Parisian hat upon her reddish brown hair, and a smile in her Titian eyes. She came out of curiosity, out of ennui, out of joy in contrarieties, out of sheer goodwill towards all that was a little out of the common, out of a kindly extravagance of feelings. She greeted Daniel’s sister and the short-story writer, who was frequently a guest at her house, and then seated herself on the bench in front of the window niche between the erotic lady and the philosopher who had the appearance of a kangaroo, as though that was all quite in order.

			“I’ve almost come too late,” said she softly with her beautiful, mobile mouth to the short-story writer, who sat behind her. “I had people to tea, and so things dragged along.”

			The short-story writer was much affected and thanked Heaven that he was in a presentable dress. “How beautiful she is!” thought he. “She is worthy of being the mother of that daughter of hers.”

			“And Fräulein Sonia?” he asked her across her shoulder. “Didn’t you bring Fräulein Sonia with you?”

			Sonia was the daughter of the rich lady, and in the eyes of the short-story writer she was an unbelievable example of a perfect creature, a marvel of versatile education, an attained ideal of culture. He spoke her name twice, for it gave him an inexpressible pleasure to pronounce it.

			“Sonia is ill,” said the rich lady. “Yes﻿—would you believe it?﻿—she has a bad foot. Oh, it is nothing, a swelling, a kind of little inflammation or congestion. It has been cut. It might not have been necessary, perhaps, but she insisted upon it herself.”

			“She insisted upon it herself!” repeated the short-story writer in an enthusiastic whisper. “That is like her! But how in the world can one express one’s sympathy?”

			“Well, I’ll take her your greetings!” said the rich woman. And as he was silent, she added: “Doesn’t that satisfy you?”

			“No, it does not,” said he very softly, and as she prized his books, she answered with a smile:

			“Well, then, send her a flower or two.”

			“Thanks!” said he. “Thanks! I’ll do so!” And he thought to himself: “A flower or two? A nosegay! A big bouquet! I’ll drive tomorrow to the florist’s before breakfast!” And he felt that he had a certain relation to life.

			A slight noise was heard without, the door opened and closed quickly and with a jerk, and a short and stocky young man in a dark lounge-suit stood before the guests in the candlelight: the disciple from Switzerland. He cast a swift and threatening look over the room, strode with heavy steps towards the plaster column in front of the alcove, established himself behind this on the low platform with a firmness as though he wished to take root there, seized the uppermost sheet of manuscript, and instantly began to read.

			He was about twenty-eight years of age, short-necked, and ugly. His cropped hair grew in the form of an acute point unusually far down on his forehead, which besides was low and furrowed. His face, beardless, sullen, and heavy, revealed a doglike nose, coarse cheekbones, a pair of sunken cheeks, and coarse, protuberant lips, which seemed to shape the words they spoke only by a great effort, reluctantly, and with a kind of limp anger. His face was brutal and yet pale. He read with a wild and overloud voice, which, however, at the same time trembled inwardly, shook, and suffered from scantiness of breath. The hand that held the written sheet was broad and red, and yet it trembled. He embodied an eerie mixture of brutality and weakness, and the things he read coincided in a strange way with his looks.

			They were sermons, comparisons, theses, laws, visions, prophecies, and appeals in the manner of orders of the day, and these followed one another in a variegated and endless string, in a mixture of styles, in tones borrowed from the Psalms and from Revelation, intermingled with military-strategic as well as philosophical-critical “trade” expressions. A feverish ego, terribly excited, thrust itself upward in solitary megalomania and threatened the world with a torrent of convulsive words. Christus imperator maximus was his name and he recruited death-devoted troops for the subjugation of the terrestrial globe, issued messages, set up his implacable conditions, longed for poverty and chastity, and in a spirit of boundless revolt kept on reiterating with a kind of unnatural lust the imperative of unconditional obedience. Buddha, Alexander, Napoleon, and Jesus were all designated as his humble predecessors, not worthy of unloosing the shoe-latchets of this spiritual emperor.

			The disciple read for an hour; then, trembling, he took a gulp from the goblet of red wine and reached for new proclamations. Sweat stood in pearls on his low forehead, his thick lips quivered, and between the words he kept on blowing his breath with a short, snorting sound through his nose, like a bellowing exhaust. The solitary ego sang, raved, and commanded. It lost itself in mad metaphors, went down in a whirl of illogic, and suddenly popped up again horribly and quite unexpectedly in another place. Blasphemies and hosannas, incense and fumes of blood, were intermingled. The world was conquered in thunderous battles and then redeemed.

			It would have been difficult to establish the effect of Daniel’s proclamations upon the auditors. Some of them, with heads thrown back, looked with lacklustre eyes at the ceiling; others, bent over their knees, held their faces buried in their hands. The eyes of the lady devoted to “erotics” grew dim in a peculiar manner every time the word “chastity” was spoken, and the philosopher with the appearance of a kangaroo now and again described something vague in the air with his long and crooked index finger. The short-story writer had for a long time been seeking in vain some adequate support for his aching back. At ten o’clock he was visited by the vision of a ham sandwich, but he shied this off manfully.

			About half past ten one saw that the disciple held the last folio sheet in his red and trembling right hand. He had finished. “Soldiers!” he wound up, with the last ounce of his strength, with a failing voice of thunder, “I deliver unto you to be plundered﻿—the world!” He then stepped down from the platform, regarded everybody with a threatening look, and vanished as violently as he had come, through the door.

			The audience remained for a moment immovably in the position which they had last assumed. Then, as with a common resolve, they stood up and went away immediately, after each, with a soft word or two, had pressed the hand of Maria Josefa, who, innocent and calm, again stood in her white collar close beside the door.

			The dumb lad was on hand outside. He lighted the guests to the cloakroom, helped them to put on their wraps, and led them through the narrow hall with the staircase, upon which, from the supreme height of Daniel’s realm, the moving light of the candles fell, down to the house door, which he unlocked. The guests, one after the other, stepped out upon the desolate suburban street.

			The coupé of the rich lady had halted in front of the house. One saw how the coachman on the box between the two brilliant lanterns touched his hat with his whip-hand. The short-story writer accompanied the rich lady to the carriage door.

			“How did you stand it?” he asked.

			“I don’t like to express an opinion upon such things,” she replied. “Perhaps he is really a genius, or something similar.”

			“Yes, what is genius?” he asked thoughtfully. “All requirements are present in this Daniel﻿—loneliness, freedom, intellectual passion, magnificent visual capacity, belief in himself, even the proximity of crime and madness. What is lacking? Possibly the human? A little feeling, longing, love? But that is an entirely improvised hypothesis.

			“Give Sonia my greetings,” he said as she reached him her hand in farewell after seating herself, and he studied her face intently to see how she would take his speaking simply of “Sonia,” not of “Fräulein Sonia,” or of “your daughter.”

			She prized his books, and so she suffered it with a smile.

			“I’ll do so.”

			“Thanks!” said he, and a whirl of hope bewildered him. “And now I’ll eat supper like a wolf!”

			He had a certain relationship to life.

		
	
		
			How Jappe Fought Do Escobar

			I was greatly startled when Johnny Bishop told me that Jappe and Do Escobar wanted to fight each other and that we should go and look on.

			It was during the summer holidays, in Travemünde, on a broiling hot day, with a faint land breeze and a flat, wide-ebbing sea. We had been some three-quarters of an hour in the water and were lying under the boards and beams of the bathhouse on the firm sand, together with Jürgen Brattström, the son of the shipowner. Johnny and Brattström lay upon their backs, completely naked. I found it more comfortable to keep my towel wrapped about my hips. Brattström asked me why I did this, and as I had no proper answer forthcoming, Johnny remarked with that winning and winsome smile of his that I was very likely a bit too big to lie about naked. I was actually larger and more developed than he and Brattström, and also, no doubt, a little older﻿—about thirteen. And so I swallowed Johnny’s explanation in silence, even though it implied something derogatory to me. For in Johnny’s company it was easy to cut a comic figure if one happened to be a little less small, a little less delicate and childlike in body than himself, who was all these things to such a high degree. He would then look up at one with his pretty, blue, girlish eyes with an expression at once friendly and full of smiling mockery, as though he would say: “What an overgrown lout you have already become!” The ideal of manliness and long trousers lost its effect in his presence, and this at a time, not long after the war, when strength, courage, and every kind of rude virtue stood in high esteem among us boys, and all kinds of things were considered effeminate. But Johnny, as a foreigner, or half a foreigner, was quite free from this influence. On the contrary there was something about him that reminded one of a woman who has preserved herself well and who is able to make merry at others who are less skilled in this respect. He was also by a long way the only boy in town who was dressed in an elegant and markedly aristocratic manner; that is to say, in genuine English sailor-suits with blue linen collars, sailor’s knots, cords, a silver whistle in his breast-pocket, and an anchor upon the puffy sleeves, which narrowed to a band at the wrists. All this would have been regarded as dandified in any other lad, and punished accordingly. But he carried it off charmingly and as a matter of course, took no harm from it, and was never forced to suffer from it in the slightest.

			He looked like a thin little Cupid as he lay there, his arms upraised, his pretty, long, English head, with its soft, blond locks, bedded in his small hands. His father had been a German merchant who had naturalized himself in England and who had died some years before. But his mother was a born Englishwoman, a lady of mild and quiet character, with a longish face, who had settled in our town with her children﻿—Johnny and a little girl who was quite as pretty, even though a bit tricky. The mother always went dressed exclusively in black, in constant mourning for her husband, and no doubt she honoured his last wishes in letting the children grow up in Germany. She was evidently in good circumstances. She owned a spacious house just outside the city, and a villa at the seaside; and from time to time she would make trips to distant health resorts with Johnny and Sissie. She did not belong to society, though all doors would have been open to her. She lived in the utmost retirement, either because of her mourning, or because the horizon of our leading families was too narrow for her. But by means of invitations, and by arranging games in common, by Johnny’s and Sissie’s participation in dancing and deportment classes and suchlike, she provided company for her children, and though she did not herself choose this company, she nevertheless supervised it with quiet solicitude, and in such a way that Johnny and Sissie came into touch only with children of well-to-do houses. This, to be sure, was not the result of a fixed principle, and yet it was a simple fact. Frau Bishop also contributed to my own education, even at a distance, in that she taught me that in order to be respected by others it is only necessary to respect oneself. Though deprived of its masculine head, the little family showed none of the stigmata of neglect and decline which so often arouse middle-class suspicion in similar cases. Without any train of relatives, without a title, or tradition, influence, or public position, her life was at once aloof and self-assured, and firmly and deliberately self-assured to such a degree that every concession was made to her silently and unhesitatingly, and the friendship of her children was held in high esteem by both boys and girls.

			As to Jürgen Brattström, his father had only recently risen to a position of wealth and public offices and had built the red sandstone house for himself and his family in the Burgfeld, which made him a neighbour of Frau Bishop’s. Thus, with Frau Bishop’s quiet sanction, Jürgen had become Johnny’s garden playmate and companion on the way to school﻿—a phlegmatic, officious, short-limbed lad without any dominant characteristics. He was already carrying on a little surreptitious trade in licorice.

			As I have said, I was exceedingly startled by Johnny’s communication about the impending battle between Jappe and Do Escobar, which was to be fought that day in deadly earnest on the Leuchtenfeld at twelve o’clock. This might prove most terrible, for Jappe and Escobar were strong, daring fellows with a knightly code of honour, and a hostile encounter between them might well arouse anxiety. In memory they still appear to me as big and manly as at that time, although they could not have been older than fifteen. Jappe came from a middle-class family of the town; he was taken very little care of and he was really almost what we called a “butcher” at that time, a daredevil, although with a touch of the man about town. Do Escobar was very free by nature, an exotic alien, who did not even attend school regularly, but merely came as a kind of outsider to listen (a disorderly but paradisal life!)﻿—one who boarded with some burgher’s family and who rejoiced in absolute independence. Both were individuals who went to bed late, visited taverns, went loafing along the Breitenstrasse in the evening, followed girls, did reckless things on the crossbars﻿—in short, they were “sports.” Although they did not stay at the Kurhotel at Travemünde﻿—where they would scarcely have belonged﻿—but lodged somewhere in the town, in the Kurgarten itself they acted the part of men of the world. And I knew that in the evening﻿—that is, Sundays﻿—long after I was lying in my bed in one of the Swiss cottages and had peacefully dropped off to slumber amid the strains of the Kurhaus concert, they as well as other members of the gay young world went strolling adventurously to and fro in the tide of summer visitors and excursionists, past the long tent of the confectioner, seeking adult acquaintance and finding it. In doing this they had crossed each other’s path﻿—God knows why or how. It is possible that they may only have bumped into each other as they slouched past and, being quick in the matter of injured honour, had made a casus belli of the incident. Johnny, who of course had also been asleep long before and who had heard of the quarrel only through hearsay, declared in his agreeable, somewhat veiled, and childish voice that the trouble had very likely arisen over a “wench,” and this was not at all difficult to suppose of such audacious up-to-dateness as characterized Jappe and Do Escobar. In short, they had not made any scene in public, but in curt and sardonic words had agreed on the place and hour for settling this point of honour. Tomorrow at twelve o’clock they would meet at such and such a place upon the Leuchtenfeld. Good evening! Herr Knaak of Hamburg, ballet-master, maître de plaisir, and manager of the “reunions” in the Kurhaus had been present and had agreed to come to the duelling-ground.

			Johnny was wholly delighted at the prospect of the fight, and neither he nor Brattström shared the nervousness I felt. He repeatedly assured us, forming his R’s, according to his charming habit, by means of his gums, that the two would fight each other in deadly seriousness and as real enemies, and then with an amused and rather sarcastic matter-of-factness he debated the chances of victory. Jappe and Do Escobar were both dreadfully strong﻿—huh! Both of them powerful bullies. It was amusing that they would now for once solemnly settle which of the two was the more powerful bully. Jappe, Johnny declared, had a broad chest and first-rate muscles of the arms and legs, as one might observe daily when he bathed. But Do Escobar was extraordinarily sinewy and violent, so that it was difficult to predict who would win the upper hand. It was strange to hear Johnny expressing himself in such a superior manner as to the qualities of Jappe and Do Escobar and at the same time to see his own feeble childish arms, which would never have served him for either striking or warding off a blow.

			As to myself, I certainly had no intention of refraining from visiting the scene of combat. That would have been absurd, and besides, what was about to happen attracted me mightily. I was certainly obliged to go and look at everything, now that I had heard all about it﻿—that was a kind of moral obligation, which, however, was forced to contend hardily with other rebellious emotions: with a great shyness and shame, unpugnacious and faint of heart as I was, to venture upon the scene of such virile deeds; a nervous fear of the upheavals which the sight of a grim battle, in dead earnest and, so to speak, to the death, might provoke in me. These upheavals I experienced in anticipation, and also a simple, craven fear that, once there and tarred with the same brush, I might be exposed to demands and challenges which were repugnant to my inmost nature, an anxiety that I might be forced to prove that I too on my part was a dashing fellow, something which I abhorred more than anything. On the other hand, I could not help putting myself in Jappe’s and Do Escobar’s place, and inwardly feeling the devastating emotions which I presupposed in them. I imagined the insult and the challenge in the Kurgarten, and with them I suppressed, for reasons of elegance and savoir faire, the urge to start pummelling with my fists. I experienced the passion of their indignant, outraged sense of justice, the grief, the throbbing, brain-searing hate, the attacks of raving impatience and revenge amidst which they must have spent the night. Then, driven to extremes, and borne beyond all timorousness, I began in spirit to fight blindly and bloodily with an opponent just as dehumanized as myself, drove my fist into his hateful mouth with all the power at my command, so that all his teeth were shattered, received in return a brutal kick in the abdomen, and went down in red waves, whereupon I awoke in my bed, with quieted nerves and ice-packings amidst the gentle reproaches of my family. In short, when it got to be half past eleven and we got up to dress ourselves, I was half exhausted by excitement, and in the dressing-room, as well as afterwards when we left the bathing-establishment fully dressed, my heart beat just as though it were I who was to fight Jappe or Do Escobar, in public and under arduous conditions.

			I still remember perfectly how we three went down the narrow plank gangway which led up from the beach to the bathing-establishment. We hopped, of course, so as to make the gangway sway up and down and let us balance upon it, as upon a springboard. Having reached the sands, we did not follow the boardwalk which ran along the beach between the pavilions and the wicker beach-chairs, but struck inland, somewhat in the direction of the Kurhaus, but a little more to the left. The sun brooded upon the sand-dunes and coaxed a dry and heated fragrance from the sand-thistles and the reeds which grew in the sparse and arid soil and pricked our legs. Nothing was to be heard save the uninterrupted buzzing of horseflies of a metallic blue, which apparently stood immovably in the heavy heat, and then suddenly changed their position and resumed their sharp and monotonous song in another place. The cooling effect of the bath was long since past. Brattström and I now and then took off our head-coverings﻿—he his Swedish skipper’s cap with its projecting visor of oilcloth, I my round Heligoland woollen cap, a so-called tam-o’-shanter﻿—and mopped the sweat from our foreheads. Johnny suffered very little from the heat, thanks to his thinness, and no doubt also because his clothes were more elegantly adapted to the summer weather than our own. He walked on between Brattström and me, clad in his light and comfortable sailor’s suit of striped washable goods, his throat and calves bare, his blue sailor’s cap, with its short ribbons and its English inscription, perched upon his pretty little head, his long and slender feet in white kid ties with scarcely a trace of heel. And so he walked with a lengthy, climbing stride and with knees that seemed a little crooked, and with that agreeable accent of his sang a popular song, “O Little Fisher Maiden!” which was current at that time, sang it with an indecent variation, which had been invented by the precocious youth. That was the way he was: despite all his childishness, he already knew various things and was not at all too squeamish to speak of them. But then he would put on a light hypocritical mien and say: “Shame! one ought not to sing such nasty songs!” and pretend that it was we and not himself who had so salaciously apostrophized the little fisher maiden.

			I myself had not the slightest inclination for singing, for we were already close to the place of rendezvous and the fateful theatre of combat. The sharp grass of the sand-dunes had changed to sandy moss, to a kind of meagre meadow land﻿—this was the Leuchtenfeld which we were traversing, so named after the round, yellow lighthouse tower which lifted itself at a considerable distance to the left﻿—and so quite unexpectedly we arrived at our goal.

			It was a warm and peaceful place, very little frequented by people and hidden from view by brushwood willows. In the clearing within the line of willow-bushes were sitting and lying a group of young people in a circle, like a living barricade, nearly all of them older than we, and belonging to various classes of society. Apparently we were the last spectators to arrive. They were only waiting for ballet-master Knaak, who was to attend the fight as a neutral and as umpire. Both Jappe and Do Escobar were at hand﻿—I saw them at once. They sat in the circle at some distance from each other, and each pretended to be unaware of the other’s existence. After we had greeted a few acquaintances by silent nods, we too sat down upon the warm earth, drawing our legs under us.

			There was smoking. Even Jappe and Do Escobar had cigarettes in the corners of their mouths, and as they sat there, blinking in the smoke and each closing one eye, it was clear to all that they had a certain appreciation of the grandeur of being able to sit there thus and smoke a cigarette with such nonchalance, just before the battle. Both were already dressed in adult fashion, but Do Escobar in a far more man-of-the-world fashion than Jappe. He wore tan shoes with very pointed toes to go with his light-grey summer suit, a rose-coloured shirt with attached cuffs, a gay-coloured silk tie, and a round, small-brimmed straw hat, pushed back upon his head, so that the thick, firm, shiny black, well-oiled hillock of hair﻿—for he had brushed it up sideways across his forehead to make this eminence﻿—showed under the hat. Now and then he lifted and shook his right hand, so that the silver bracelet he wore might slip back under his cuff. Jappe looked far less pretentious. His legs were enclosed in tight trousers, which were lighter than his coat and waistcoat and fastened under his black boots by means of straps. The checked sports-cap which covered his blond hair he had, in contrast to Do Escobar, drawn far down over his forehead. He squatted upon the ground and embraced his knees with his arms, and one could then observe, first, that he wore loose cuffs over the sleeves of his shirt, and, second, that the nails of his entwined fingers were cut far too short, or that he was addicted to the vice of gnawing them off. The mood that prevailed in the group was serious and, despite the jaunty and independent pose of smoking, embarrassed and in the main silent. The only one who rebelled against this was Do Escobar himself, who kept on speaking to his entourage, in a loud, hoarse voice with rolling R’s whirling off his tongue, and blowing the smoke through his nostrils. His rattling manner revolted me, and I felt inclined to side with Jappe in spite of his all too short fingernails. Jappe merely passed a word now and then over his shoulder with his neighbours, and seemed apparently quite composed, as he followed the smoke of his cigarette with his eyes.

			And then Herr Knaak arrived. I still see him advance with elastic steps from the direction of the Kurhaus, clad in his morning suit of blue striped flannel, and, raising his straw hat, remain standing just beyond our circle. I do not believe that he came very willingly; rather, I am convinced that he made the best of a bad job, by lending his presence to a fistfight; but his position, his difficult relation to the belligerent and pronouncedly masculine youth of the place, no doubt forced him to accede. Brown-skinned, handsome, and fat (fat especially in the region of the hips), he gave lessons in dancing and deportment during the winter, not only privately in families, but also publicly in the Casino, and during the summer he fulfilled the functions of an arranger of festivals and a commissioner of baths at the Kurhaus at Travemünde. What with his vain eyes, his elastic, rhythmical walk﻿—he would always carefully set the out-turned toes of his boots first upon the ground and then let the ball of the foot follow﻿—with his self-satisfied and studied manner of speech, the theatrical self-assurance of his address, the impossible, demonstrative finickiness of his manners, he proved the delight of the female sex, whereas the masculine world, especially the critical juvenile section, regarded him sceptically.

			I have often thought of the position in life occupied by François Knaak and have always found it strange and fantastic. The son of simple parents, such as he was, he stood poised, as it were, in midair by his very cultivation of the highest forms of human intercourse, and though he did not belong to society, he was appointed the guardian and teacher of its moral ideals, and paid accordingly. Jappe and Do Escobar were also pupils of his, not private pupils like Johnny, Brattström, and me, but in his public classes at the Casino; and it was there that the ways and character of Herr Knaak suffered the most rigorous criticism at the hands of the young people﻿—for we of the private lessons were more mildly disposed. A fellow who taught how one was to behave nicely to little girls, a fellow concerning whom there were unconsidered rumours that he wore a corset, who seized the edge of his frock-coat with his fingertips, bent the knee, cut caprioles, and then leaped suddenly into the air, where he twinkled with his feet and then plumped back elastically upon the parquetry﻿—well, was such a fellow a man at all? Such was the suspicion that burdened Herr Knaak’s person and destiny, and this was aggravated precisely by his excessive assurance and superiority. His advantage in years was great and it was said (a most amusing idea!) that he had a wife and children in Hamburg. This attribute of his as an adult and the circumstance that one met him only in the dance-hall saved him from being caught and unmasked. Could he do athletics? Had he ever been able to do them? Had he courage? Had he strength? In short, was he to be regarded as a gentleman? He had no chance for manifesting any of the more respectable qualities, qualities which might have balanced his drawing-room arts and conferred respectability upon him. But there were boys who went about and simply called him an ape and a coward. He was apparently aware of this, and it was for this reason that he had come today﻿—in order to proclaim his interest in a real fight and to act as a comrade to the young people, even though his office as bathing-commissioner should have prevented him from tolerating this illegal recourse to the code of honour. But it was my conviction that he did not feel very comfortable in this position, and that he was clearly conscious of having trodden on dangerous ground. Several of the spectators measured him with cold eyes and he himself peered anxiously about to see if people might be coming.

			He excused himself politely for his belated arrival. A discussion with the directors of the Kurhaus in connection with the “reunion” on Saturday evening had detained him. “Are the combatants on hand?” he then asked in a firm voice. “Then we can begin.” Leaning on his cane and crossing his feet, he stood outside our circle, began gnawing his brown moustache with his lower lip, and narrowed his eyes darkly like an expert.

			Jappe and Do Escobar stood up, threw away their cigarettes, and began to make ready for the fight. Do Escobar did so with most impressive swiftness and dispatch. He threw his hat, his jacket and waistcoat upon the ground, unloosed his cravat, unbuttoned his collar and suspenders, and cast them upon the same pile. He even pulled his rose-coloured shirt with attached cuffs out of his trousers, wriggled nimbly out of the sleeves, and stood there in a red and white striped undershirt with short sleeves which revealed his tawny arms, already covered with black hair, bare to the middle of his biceps.

			“At your service, sir,” he said, rolling his R’s, and stepped swiftly into the centre of the field, throwing out his chest and adjusting his shoulder-blades with a jerk. He had kept on his silver bracelet.

			Jappe, who was not yet ready, turned his head towards him, and with raised brows and eyelids almost closed, looked at his feet for a moment, as though he would say: “Be so good as to wait. I’ll come all right, even without those monkey-shines of yours.” Although he was broader in the shoulders, he did not appear half so athletic and fit for the fight as Do Escobar, as he stood up to him. His legs, in the tight-fitting breeches with the strap, were knock-kneed, and his soft shirt, already somewhat yellowed, with the wide sleeves closed at the wrists by plain pearl buttons, and crossed by grey elastic suspenders, looked like nothing, whilst Do Escobar’s striped undershirt and especially the black hairs upon his arms conveyed an extraordinarily pugnacious and dangerous impression. Both were pale, but this was more noticeable in Jappe, because he usually had red cheeks. He had the face of a merry and rather brutal towhead with a pug-nose, covered with a sprinkling of freckles. Do Escobar’s nose, on the other hand, was short, straight, and inclined to droop, and there was a dark trace of moustache upon his pouting upper lip.

			They stood with hanging arms almost chest to chest and each stared at the abdominal region of the other with sinister and contemptuous mien. It was obvious that they did not know what they were to do with each other, and that was what I, too, distinctly felt. Since their encounter a whole night and half a day had elapsed and the zest for hammering each other, which had been so active only the night before and which had been bridled only by their chivalrousness, had had time to cool off. And now at a fixed hour, in cold blood and in the face of an assembled audience, they were supposed, at a word of command, to do that which they would so gladly have done yesterday out of sheer living impulse. And finally, after all, they were well-behaved boys and not ancient gladiators. Calm reason surely induces a human reluctance to pummel somebody’s sound body to pieces with one’s fists. Such were my thoughts and such, no doubt, was the truth.

			But as something had to be done for sheer honour’s sake, they began to prod each other’s chests with the ends of their five outspread fingers, as though they believed, in mutual contempt, that each could level his opponent to the ground by so slight an effort, and also with the obvious intention of irritating each other. The moment, however, that Jappe’s face began to contort itself, Do Escobar broke off this preliminary skirmish.

			“I beg your pardon, sir,” said he, as he retreated two steps and turned aside. He did this in order to draw the buckle at the back of his trousers tighter, for he had taken off his braces, and, as he was narrow in the hips, it is likely that his trousers had begun to slip down. After he had once more girded up his loins, he uttered some rattling phrase, something gummy, something Spanish, which no one understood and which was no-doubt meant to signify that he was now readier than ever, threw back his shoulders once more, and stepped forward. It was clear that he was supremely vain.

			The skirmishing with shoulders and open hands began again. But suddenly, quite unexpectedly, there was a short, blind, violent tussle, a whirling mix-up of fists, which lasted three seconds and which then broke off just as suddenly.

			“Now they’re in form,” said Johnny, who sat beside me and held a dry grass-stalk in his mouth. “I’ll bet you that Jappe will get the best of him. Do Escobar is too showy. Just see! he is always squinting at the other! Jappe has himself well in hand. Will you bet that he’ll lick him to a finish?”

			They had rebounded from each other and now stood with heaving chests, and with fists braced against their hips. Both, certainly, had taken a good blow or two, for their faces had grown wicked, and both protruded their lips with an indignant air, as much as to say: “What do you mean by hurting me that way?” Jappe’s eyes were red, and Do Escobar showed his white teeth, as they once more started in.

			They now pummelled each other with all their might, alternately, and after brief pauses, upon the shoulders, the forearms, and the breast.

			“That’s nothing,” said Johnny in his sweet voice. “They’ll never finish each other that way. They ought to hit each other under the chin, an upper cut under the chin. That settles it.”

			In the meantime Do Escobar had seized both of Jappe’s arms with his left arm, holding them against his chest as in a vice, and with his right fist he belaboured Jappe’s ribs incessantly.

			This caused a great commotion. “No clenching!” shouted a number of the spectators and leaped to their feet. Herr Knaak, with a frightened face, rushed into the middle of the “ring.” “No clenching!” he too shouted. “You are clenching, my dear friend! That is against the rules!” He separated them and once more admonished Do Escobar that clenching was absolutely forbidden. And then he once more withdrew behind the periphery.

			Jappe was furious﻿—that was plain to see. He was very pale and kept massaging his side, at the same time looking at Do Escobar and nodding his head slowly in a manner that boded no good. And when the next round began, his face bore an expression of such determination that all were sure that he would give the decisive blow.

			And, really, as soon as the new encounter had begun, Jappe executed a coup﻿—made use of a feint, which he had apparently thought out beforehand. A feint with the left towards the head caused Do Escobar to cover his face, but no sooner had he done this than Jappe’s right landed so hard in the region of the solar plexus that Do Escobar doubled up and his face took on the aspect of yellow wax.

			“That went home,” said Johnny. “That hurts. And now it’s possible that he’ll pull himself together and go at it in earnest, so as to get even.”

			But the blow in the stomach had been too heavy and it was clear that Do Escobar’s nervous system had suffered. One could see that he could no longer double his fists properly in order to land his blows, and his eyes had an expression as though he were not quite conscious. But as he felt that his muscles were giving way, he began, out of sheer vanity, to conduct himself as follows: he began to play the temperamental Latin, who was bent upon teasing the German bear by his nimbleness and thus driving him to desperation. He began to cavort all around Jappe in a small circle, taking short steps and making all kinds of superfluous movements, and then he attempted to laugh in an arrogant manner, which, considering his weakened condition, did not fail to make a heroic impression upon me. But Jappe did not grow at all desperate; he simply kept turning on his heel and delivering many a good blow, at the same time with his left arm fending off Do Escobar’s feeble and trifling attacks. What sealed Do Escobar’s fate, however, was the circumstance that his trousers kept constantly slipping down, so that even his striped undershirt began to creep out and up, revealing a strip of his bare, yellowish body, which caused some to laugh. Why had he taken off his braces? He should not have paid any attention to considerations of mere looks. For now his trousers incommoded him, had in fact incommoded him during the entire fight. He was always trying to tighten them, and to thrust his little undershirt inside them, for in spite of his evil state he could not bear the thought that he offered a deranged and comic spectacle. And so it happened, as he was still fighting with only one hand and trying to improve his toilet with the other, that Jappe gave him such a blow on the nose that I am still unable to understand to this day why it was not completely demolished.

			The blood gushed forth and Do Escobar turned aside, trying to stop the blood with his right hand, and with his left he made a most eloquent gesture behind his back. Jappe still stood, his knock-kneed legs apart and with fists held in position, and waited for Do Escobar to come on again. But Do Escobar had had enough. If I understood him correctly, he was the more respectable of the two and had come to the opinion that it was high time to put an end to the game. Jappe, no doubt, would have continued to fight even with a bloody nose, but almost as surely Do Escobar would have refused his cooperation in this case, and so he did this all the more resolutely since it was he himself who was bleeding. His nose had been made to bleed﻿—the devil!﻿—things ought never to have gone as far as that, he thought! The blood ran down between his fingers upon his clothes, defiled his light-coloured trousers, and dripped upon his light-tan boots. This was simple beastliness, nothing else, and in such circumstances he simply refused to fight any longer, for that would have been inhuman.

			And besides, his view of the situation was that of the majority. Herr Knaak came into the circle and declared the fight over. “Honour has been amply satisfied,” said he. “Both have put up a good fight.” One could see how greatly relieved he was that the affair had gone off so smoothly.

			“But there was no knockout!” cried Johnny, astonished and disillusioned.

			Jappe was also quite content to regard the case as settled and went towards his clothes, drawing a deep breath. Herr Knaak’s fragile fiction that the match had remained undecided was unanimously accepted. Jappe was congratulated, but only on the sly; others lent their handkerchiefs to Do Escobar, as his own was soon saturated with blood. “Next!” was now the cry. “Now we must have another match!”

			This voiced the wish of the entire crowd. The fight between Jappe and Do Escobar had been too brief, a mere ten minutes, hardly longer. All were on hand, there was plenty of time, something ought to be undertaken! So on with the next match and let him who wished to prove that he was a real fellow enter the arena in his turn.

			No one applied. But why did my heart begin to beat like a little kettledrum at this summons? What I had feared had come to pass; demands were being made upon the spectators. But why did it seem to me now almost as though I had been looking forward with a kind of terrified joy to this supreme moment; and why was I, as soon as it had come, plunged into a whirl of antagonistic emotions? I looked at Johnny; he sat there beside me in perfect serenity, without the slightest participation, turned the straw in his mouth, and looked round him with an open and curious mien, to see whether another pair of strong bullies could not be found willing to let their noses be smashed for his own private enjoyment. How did it happen that I should find this challenge directed personally at me and, in the midst of my terrible excitement, feel myself in honour pledged to overcome my shyness by some tremendous, almost dreamlike effort and to attract the attention of all to myself by entering the lists as a hero? As a matter of fact, whether from vanity or excessive shyness, I was about to raise my hand and report myself for battle when an impudent voice, somewhere from out the crowd, was heard to cry: “Now Herr Knaak ought to fight!”

			All eyes were sharply turned upon Herr Knaak. Was I not right in saying that he had ventured upon dangerous ground, that he was in peril of being forced to undergo an ordeal, a test of heart, lights, and liver? But he merely replied: “Oh, thanks! I got enough lickings when I was a boy!” He was saved. With eel-like glibness he had maneuvred himself out of the snare, had hinted at his years, had given them to understand that he had not evaded an honest fight in earlier days, and in doing this he had not even boasted, but had lent his words the very cast of truth, by confessing in sympathetic mockery of himself that he had been thrashed. And so he was left alone. One could see that it would be difficult, if not impossible, to get the best of him.

			“Well, then, let’s have a wrestling-match!” someone demanded. This proposal met with little favour. But in the very midst of the discussion following this suggestion Do Escobar (and I shall never forget the painful impression this made) let his hoarse Spanish voice be heard from behind his reddened handkerchief: “Wrestling is cowardly. Germans love to wrestle!”

			This was an unheard-of bit of tactlessness on his part, and it was punished forthwith as it deserved to be. For Herr Knaak at once gave him this excellent answer: “Possibly. But it also seems that Germans are able at times to give Spaniards a good thrashing.”

			A burst of approving laughter rewarded him; his position was greatly fortified after this encounter, and Do Escobar was finished for good that day.

			And yet it was the general impression that wrestling really was more or less tiresome and so one took to killing time with all sorts of acrobatic feats﻿—with playing leapfrog, standing on one’s head, walking on one’s hands, and the like.

			“Come on, we’ll go now,” said Johnny to Brattström and me and stood up. That was just like Johnny Bishop. He had come here because something real with a sanguinary conclusion was to be offered him. But when the affair turned into mere play, he went away.

			It was through him that I received my first impressions of the peculiar superiority of the national character of the English, which later on I learned so greatly to admire.

		
	
		
			Death in Venice

			
				I

				On a spring afternoon of the year 19﻿—, when our continent lay under such threatening weather for whole months, Gustav Aschenbach, or von Aschenbach as his name read officially after his fiftieth birthday, had left his apartment on the Prinzregentenstrasse in Munich and had gone for a long walk. Overwrought by the trying and precarious work of the forenoon﻿—which had demanded a maximum wariness, prudence, penetration, and rigour of the will﻿—the writer had not been able even after the noon meal to break the impetus of the productive mechanism within him, that motus animi continuus which constitutes, according to Cicero, the foundation of eloquence; and he had not attained the healing sleep which﻿—what with the increasing exhaustion of his strength﻿—he needed in the middle of each day. So he had gone outdoors soon after tea, in the hopes that air and movement would restore him and prepare him for a profitable evening.

				It was the beginning of May, and after cold, damp weeks a false midsummer had set in. The English Gardens, although the foliage was still fresh and sparse, were as pungent as in August, and in the parts nearer the city had been full of conveyances and promenaders. At the Aumeister, which he had reached by quieter and quieter paths, Aschenbach had surveyed for a short time the Wirtsgarten with its lively crowds and its border of cabs and carriages. From here, as the sun was sinking, he had started home, outside the park, across the open fields; and since he felt tired and a storm was threatening from the direction of Föhring, he waited at the North Cemetery for the tram which would take him directly back to the city.

				It happened that he found no one in the station or its vicinity. There was not a vehicle to be seen, either on the paved Ungererstrasse, with its solitary glistening rails stretching out towards Schwabing, or on the Föhringer Chaussee. Behind the fences of the stonemasons’ establishments, where the crosses, memorial tablets, and monuments standing for sale formed a second, uninhabited burial ground, there was no sign of life; and opposite him the Byzantine structure of the Funeral Hall lay silent in the reflection of the departing day; its façade, ornamented in luminous colours with Greek crosses and hieratic paintings, above which were displayed inscriptions symmetrically arranged in gold letters, and texts chosen to bear on the life beyond; such as, “They enter into the dwelling of the Lord,” or, “The light of eternity shall shine upon them.” And for some time as he stood waiting he found a grave diversion in spelling out the formulas and letting his mind’s eye lose itself in their transparent mysticism, when, returning from his reveries, he noticed in the portico, above the two apocalyptic animals guarding the steps, a man whose somewhat unusual appearance gave his thoughts an entirely new direction.

				Whether he had just now come out from the inside through the bronze door, or had approached and mounted from the outside unobserved, remained uncertain. Aschenbach, without applying himself especially to the matter, was inclined to believe the former. Of medium height, thin, smooth-shaven, and noticeably pug-nosed, the man belonged to the red-haired type and possessed the appropriate fresh milky complexion. Obviously, he was not of Bavarian extraction, since at least the white and straight-brimmed straw hat that covered his head gave his appearance the stamp of a foreigner, of someone who had come from a long distance. To be sure, he was wearing the customary knapsack strapped across his shoulders, and a belted suit of rough yellow wool; his left arm was resting on his thigh, and his grey storm cape was thrown across it. In his right hand he held a cane with an iron ferrule, which he had stuck diagonally into the ground, and, with his feet crossed, was leaning his hip against the crook. His head was raised so that the Adam’s-apple protruded hard and bare on a scrawny neck emerging from a loose sport-shirt. And he was staring sharply off into the distance, with colourless, red-lidded eyes between which stood two strong, vertical wrinkles peculiarly suited to his short, turned-up nose. Thus﻿—and perhaps his elevated position helped to give the impression﻿—his bearing had something majestic and commanding about it, something bold, or even savage. For whether he was grimacing because he was blinded by the setting sun, or whether it was a case of a permanent distortion of the physiognomy, his lips seemed too short, they were so completely pulled back from his teeth that these were exposed even to the gums, and stood out white and long.

				It is quite possible that Aschenbach, in his half-distracted, half-inquisitive examination of the stranger, had been somewhat inconsiderate, for he suddenly became aware that his look was being answered, and indeed so militantly, so straight in the eye, so plainly with the intention of driving the thing through to the very end and compelling him to capitulate, that he turned away uncomfortably and began walking along by the fences, deciding casually that he would pay no further attention to the man. The next minute he had forgotten him. But perhaps the exotic element in the stranger’s appearance had worked on his imagination; or a new physical or spiritual influence of some sort had come into play. He was quite astonished to note a peculiar inner expansion, a kind of roving unrest, a youthful longing after far-off places: a feeling so vivid, so new, or so long dormant and neglected, that, with his hands behind his back and his eyes on the ground, he came to a sudden stop, and examined into the nature and purport of this emotion.

				It was the desire for travel, nothing more; although, to be sure, it had attacked him violently, and was heightened to a passion, even to the point of an hallucination. His yearnings crystallized; his imagination, still in ferment from his hours of work, actually pictured all the marvels and terrors of a manifold world which it was suddenly struggling to conceive. He saw a landscape, a tropical swampland under a heavy, murky sky, damp, luxuriant, and enormous, a kind of prehistoric wilderness of islands, bogs, and arms of water, sluggish with mud; he saw, near him and in the distance, the hairy shafts of palms rising out of a rank lecherous thicket, out of places where the plant-life was fat, swollen, and blossoming exorbitantly; he saw strangely misshapen trees sending their roots into the ground, into stagnant pools with greenish reflections; and here, between floating flowers which were milk-white and large as dishes, birds of a strange nature, high-shouldered, with crooked bills, were standing in the muck, and looking motionlessly to one side; between dense, knotted stalks of bamboo he saw the glint from the eyes of a crouching tiger﻿—and he felt his heart knocking with fear and with puzzling desires. Then the image disappeared; and with a shake of his head Aschenbach resumed his walk along past the fences of the stonemasons’ establishments.

				Since the time, at least, when he could command the means to enjoy the advantages of moving about the world as he pleased, he had considered travelling simply as an hygienic precaution which must be complied with now and then despite one’s feelings and one’s preferences. Too busy with the tasks arranged for him by his interest in his own ego and in the problems of Europe, too burdened with the onus of production, too little prone to diversion, and in no sense an amateur of the varied amusements of the great world, he had been thoroughly satisfied with such knowledge of the earth’s surface as anyone can get without moving far out of his own circle; and he had never even been tempted to leave Europe. Especially now that his life was slowly on the decline, and that the artist’s fear of not having finished﻿—this uneasiness lest the clock run down before he had done his part and given himself completely﻿—could no longer be waived aside as a mere whim, he had confined his outer existence almost exclusively to the beautiful city which had become his home and to the rough country house which he had built in the mountains and where he spent the rainy summers.

				Further, this thing which had laid hold of him so belatedly, but with such suddenness, was very readily moderated and adjusted by the force of his reason and of a discipline which he had practised since youth. He had intended carrying his life work forward to a certain point before removing to the country. And the thought of knocking about the world for months and neglecting his work during this time, seemed much too lax and contrary to his plans; it really could not be considered seriously. Yet he knew only too well what the reasons were for this unexpected temptation. It was the urge to escape﻿—he admitted to himself﻿—this yearning for the new and the remote, this appetite for freedom, for unburdening, for forgetfulness; it was a pressure away from his work, from the steady drudgery of a coldly passionate service. To be sure, he loved this work and almost loved the enervating battle that was fought daily between a proud tenacious will﻿—so often tested﻿—and this growing weariness which no one was to suspect and which must not betray itself in his productions by any sign of weakness or negligence. But it seemed wise not to draw the bow overtightly, and not to strangle by sheer obstinacy so strongly persistent an appetite. He thought of his work, thought of the place at which yesterday and now again today he had been forced to leave off, and which, it seemed, would yield neither to patience and coaxing nor to a definite attack. He examined it again, trying to break through or to circumvent the deadlock, but he gave up with a shudder of repugnance. There was no unusual difficulty here; what balked him were the scruples of aversion, which took the form of a fastidious insatiability. Even as a young man this insatiability had meant to him the very nature, the fullest essence, of talent; and for that reason he had restrained and chilled his emotions, since he was aware that they incline to content themselves with a happy approximation, a state of semi-completion. Were these enslaved emotions now taking their vengeance on him, by leaving him in the lurch, by refusing to forward and lubricate his art; and were they bearing off with them every enjoyment, every live interest in form and expression?

				Not that he was producing anything bad; his years gave him at least this advantage, that he felt himself at all times in full and easy possession of his craftsmanship. But while the nation honoured him for this, he himself was not content; and it seemed to him that his work lacked the marks of that fiery and fluctuating emotionalism which is an enormous thing in one’s favour, and which, while it argues an enjoyment on the part of the author, also constitutes, more than any depth of content, the enjoyment of the amateur. He feared the summer in the country, alone in the little house with the maid who prepared his meals, and the servant who brought them to him. He feared the familiar view of the mountain peaks and the slopes which would stand about him in his boredom and his discontent. Consequently there was need of a break in some new direction. If the summer was to be endurable and productive, he must attempt something out of his usual orbit; he must relax, get a change of air, bring an element of freshness into the blood. To travel, then﻿—that much was settled. Not far, not all the way to the tigers. But one night on the sleeper, and a rest of three or four weeks at some pleasant popular resort in the South.﻿ ﻿…

				He thought this out while the noise of the electric tram came nearer along the Ungererstrasse; and as he boarded it he decided to devote the evening to the study of maps and timetables. On the platform it occurred to him to look around for the man in the straw hat, his companion during that most significant time spent waiting at the station. But his whereabouts remained uncertain, as he was not to be seen either at the place where he was formerly standing, or anywhere else in the vicinity of the station, or on the car itself.

			
			
				II

				The author of that lucid and powerful prose epic built around the life of Frederick of Prussia; the tenacious artist who, after long application, wove rich, varied strands of human destiny together under one single predominating theme in the fictional tapestry known as Maya; the creator of that stark tale which is called The Wretch and which pointed out for an entire oncoming generation the possibility of some moral certainty beyond pure knowledge; finally, the writer (and this sums up briefly the works of his mature period) of the impassioned treatise on “Art and the Spirit,” whose capacity for mustering facts, and, further, whose fluency in their presentation, led cautious judges to place this treatise alongside Schiller’s conclusions on naive and sentimental poetry﻿—Gustav Aschenbach, then, was the son of a higher law official, and was born in L﻿—﻿—, a leading city in the Province of Silesia. His forbears had been officers, magistrates, government functionaries, men who had led severe, steady lives serving their king, their state. A deeper strain of spirituality had been manifest in them once, in the person of a preacher; the preceding generation had brought a brisker, more sensuous blood into the family through the author’s mother, daughter of a Bohemian bandmaster. The traces of foreignness in his features came from her. A marriage of sober painstaking conscientiousness with impulses of a darker, more fiery nature had had an artist as its result, and this particular artist.

				Since his whole nature was centred around acquiring a reputation, he showed himself, if not exactly precocious, at least (thanks to the firmness and pithiness of his personality, his accent) ripened and adjusted to the public at an early age. Almost as a schoolboy he had made a name for himself. Within ten years he had learned to face the world through the medium of his writing-table, to discharge the obligations of his fame in a correspondence which (since many claims are pressed on the successful, the trustworthy) had to be brief as well as pleasant and to the point. At forty, wearied by the vicissitudes and the exertion of his own work, he had to manage a daily mail which bore the postmarks of countries in all parts of the world.

				Equally removed from the banal and the eccentric, his talents were so constituted as to gain both the confidence of the general public and the stable admiration and sympathy of the critical. Thus even as a young man continually devoted to the pursuit of craftsmanship﻿—and that of no ordinary kind﻿—he had never known the careless freedom of youth. When, around thirty-five years of age, he had been taken ill in Vienna, one sharp observer said of him in company, “You see, Aschenbach has always lived like this,” and the speaker contracted the fingers of his left hand into a fist; “never like this,” and he let his open hand droop comfortably from the arm of his chair. That hit the mark; and the heroic, the ethical about it all was that he was not of a strong constitution, and though he was pledged by his nature to these steady efforts, he was not really born to them.

				Considerations of ill-health had kept him from attending school as a boy, and had compelled him to receive instruction at home. He had grown up alone, without comrades﻿—and he was forced to realize soon enough that he belonged to a race which often lacked, not talent, but that physical substructure which talent relies on for its fullest fruition: a race accustomed to giving its best early, and seldom extending its faculties over the years. But his favourite phrase was “carrying through”; in his novel on Frederick he saw the pure apotheosis of this command, which struck him as the essential concept of the virtuous in action and passion. Also, he wished earnestly to grow old, since he had always maintained that the only artistry which can be called truly great, comprehensive﻿—yes, even truly admirable﻿—is that which is permitted to bear fruits characteristic of each stage in human development.

				Since he must carry the responsibilities of his talent on frail shoulders, and wanted to go a long way, the primary requirement was discipline﻿—and fortunately discipline was his direct inheritance from his father’s side. By forty, fifty, or at an earlier age when others are still slashing about with enthusiasm, and are contentedly putting off to some later date the execution of plans on a large scale, he would start the day early, dashing cold water over his chest and back, and then with a couple of tall wax candles in silver candlesticks at the head of his manuscript, he would pay out to his art, in two or three eager, scrupulous morning hours, the strength which he had accumulated in sleep. It was pardonable, indeed it was a direct tribute to the effectiveness of his moral scheme, that the uninitiated took his Maya world, and the massive epic machinery upon which the life of the hero Frederick was unrolled, as evidence of long breath and sustaining power. While actually they had been built up layer by layer, in small daily allotments, through hundreds and hundreds of single inspirations. And if they were so excellent in both composition and texture, it was solely because their creator had held out for years under the strain of one single work, with a steadiness of will and a tenacity comparable to that which conquered his native province; and because, finally, he had turned over his most vital and valuable hours to the problem of minute revision.

				In order that a significant work of the mind may exert immediately some broad and deep effect, a secret relationship, or even conformity, must exist between the personal destiny of the author and the common destiny of his contemporaries. People do not know why they raise a work of art to fame. Far from being connoisseurs, they believe that they see in it hundreds of virtues which justify so much interest; but the true reason for their applause is an unconscious sympathy. Aschenbach had once stated quite plainly in some remote place that nearly everything great which comes into being does so in spite of something﻿—in spite of sorrow or suffering, poverty, destitution, physical weakness, depravity, passion, or a thousand other handicaps. But that was not merely an observation; it was a discovery, the formula of his life and reputation, the key to his work. And what wonder then that it was also the distinguishing moral trait, the dominating gesture, of his most characteristic figures?

				Years before, one shrewd analyst had written of the new hero-type to which this author gave preference, and which kept turning up in variations of one sort or another: he called it the conception of “an intellectual and youthful masculinity” which “stands motionless, haughty, ashamed, with jaw set, while swords and spear-points beset the body.” That was beautiful and ingenious; and it was exact, although it may have seemed to suggest too much passivity. For to be poised against fatality, to meet adverse conditions gracefully, is more than simple endurance; it is an act of aggression, a positive triumph﻿—and the figure of Sebastian is the most beautiful figure, if not of art as a whole, at least of the art of literature. Looking into this fictional world, one saw: a delicate self-mastery by which any inner deterioration, any biological decay was kept concealed from the eyes of the world; a crude, vicious sensuality capable of fanning its rising passions into pure flame, yes, even of mounting to dominance in the realm of beauty; a pallid weakness which draws from the glowing depths of the soul the strength to bow whole arrogant peoples before the foot of the cross, or before the feet of weakness itself; a charming manner maintained in his cold, strict service to form; a false, precarious mode of living, and the keenly enervating melancholy and artifice of the born deceiver﻿—to observe such trials as this was enough to make one question whether there really was any heroism other than weakness. And in any case, what heroism could be more in keeping with the times? Gustav Aschenbach was the one poet among the many workers on the verge of exhaustion: the overburdened, the used-up, the clingers-on, in short all those moralists of production who, delicately built and destitute of means, can rely for a time at least on willpower and the shrewd husbandry of their resources to secure the effects of greatness. There are many such: they are the heroes of the period. And they all found themselves in his works; here they were indeed, upheld, intensified, applauded; they were grateful to him, they acclaimed him.

				In his time he had been young and raw; and misled by his age he had blundered in public. He had stumbled, had exposed himself; both in writing and in talk he had offended against caution and tact. But he had acquired the dignity which, as he insisted, is the innate goad and craving of every great talent; in fact, it could be said that his entire development had been a conscious undeviating progression away from the embarrassments of scepticism and irony, and towards dignity.

				The general masses are satisfied by vigour and tangibility of treatment rather than by any close intellectual processes; but youth, with its passion for the absolute, can be arrested only by the problematical. And Aschenbach had been absolute, problematical, as only a youth could be. He had been a slave to the intellect, had played havoc with knowledge, had ground up his seed crops, had divulged secrets, had discredited talent, had betrayed art﻿—yes, while his modellings were entertaining the faithful votaries, filling them with enthusiasm, making their lives more keen, this youthful artist was taking the breath away from the generation then in its twenties by his cynicisms on the questionable nature of art, and of artistry itself.

				But it seems that nothing blunts the edge of a noble, robust mind more quickly and more thoroughly than the sharp and bitter corrosion of knowledge; and certainly the moody radicalism of the youth, no matter how conscientious, was shallow in comparison with his firm determination as an older man and a master to deny knowledge, to reject it, to pass it with raised head, in so far as it is capable of crippling, discouraging, or degrading to the slightest degree, our will, acts, feelings, or even passions. How else could the famous story of The Wretch be understood than as an outburst of repugnance against the disreputable psychologism of the times: embodied in the figure of that soft and stupid half-clown who pilfers a destiny for himself by guiding his wife (from powerlessness, from lasciviousness, from ethical frailty) into the arms of an adolescent, and believes that he may through profundity commit vileness? The verbal pressure with which he here cast out the outcast announced the return from every moral scepticism, from all fellow-feeling with the engulfed: it was the countermove to the laxity of the sympathetic principle that to understand all is to forgive all﻿—and the thing that was here well begun, even nearly completed, was that “miracle of reborn ingenuousness” which was taken up a little later in one of the author’s dialogues expressly and not without a certain discreet emphasis. Strange coincidences! Was it as a result of this rebirth, this new dignity and sternness, that his feeling for beauty﻿—a discriminating purity, simplicity, and evenness of attack which henceforth gave his productions such an obvious, even such a deliberate stamp of mastery and classicism﻿—showed an almost excessive strengthening about this time? But ethical resoluteness in the exclusion of science, of emancipatory and restrictive knowledge﻿—does this not in turn signify a simplification, a reduction morally of the world to too limited terms, and thus also a strengthened capacity for the forbidden, the evil, the morally impossible? And does not form have two aspects? Is it not moral and unmoral at once﻿—moral in that it is the result and expression of discipline, but unmoral, and even immoral, in that by nature it contains an indifference to morality, is calculated, in fact, to make morality bend beneath its proud and unencumbered sceptre?

				Be that as it may. An evolution is a destiny; and why should his evolution, which had been upheld by the general confidence of a vast public, not run through a different course from one accomplished outside the lustre and the entanglements of fame? Only chronic vagabondage will find it tedious and be inclined to scoff when a great talent outgrows the libertine chrysalis-stage, learns to seize upon and express the dignity of the mind, and superimposes a formal etiquette upon a solitude which had been filled with unchastened and rigidly isolated sufferings and struggles and had brought all this to a point of power and honour among men. Further, how much sport, defiance, indulgence there is in the self-formation of a talent! Gradually something official, didactic crept into Gustav Aschenbach’s productions, his style in later life fought shy of any abruptness and boldness, any subtle and unexpected contrasts; he inclined towards the fixed and standardized, the conventionally elegant, the conservative, the formal, the formulated, nearly. And, as is traditionally said of Louis XIV, with the advancing years he came to omit every common word from his vocabulary. At about this time it happened that the educational authorities included selected pages by him in their prescribed school readers. This was deeply sympathetic to his nature, and he did not decline when a German prince who had just mounted to the throne raised the author of the Frederick to nobility on the occasion of his fiftieth birthday. After a few years of unrest, a few tentative stopping-places here and there, he soon chose Munich as his permanent home, and lived there in a state of middle-class respectability such as fits in with the life of the mind in certain individual instances. The marriage which, when still young, he had contracted with a girl of an educated family came to an end with her death after a short period of happiness. He was left with a daughter, now married. He had never had a son.

				Gustav von Aschenbach was somewhat below average height, dark, and smooth-shaven. His head seemed a bit too large in comparison with his almost dapper figure. His hair was brushed straight back, thinning out towards the crown, but very full about the temples, and strongly marked with grey; it framed a high, ridged forehead. Gold spectacles with rimless lenses cut into the bridge of his bold, heavy nose. The mouth was big, sometimes drooping, sometimes suddenly pinched and firm. His cheeks were thin and wrinkled, his well-formed chin had a slight cleft. This head, usually bent patiently to one side, seemed to have gone through momentous experiences, and yet it was his art which had produced those effects in his face, effects which are elsewhere the result of hard and agitated living. Behind this brow the brilliant repartee of the dialogue on war between Voltaire and the king had been born; these eyes, peering steadily and wearily from behind their glasses, had seen the bloody inferno of the lazaret in the Seven Years’ War. Even as it applies to the individual, art is a heightened mode of existence. It gives deeper pleasures, it consumes more quickly. It carves into its servants’ faces the marks of imaginary and spiritual adventures, and though their external activities may be as quiet as a cloister, it produces a lasting voluptuousness, overrefinement, fatigue, and curiosity of the nerves such as can barely result from a life filled with illicit passions and enjoyments.

			
			
				III

				Various matters of a literary and social nature delayed his departure until about two weeks after that walk in Munich. Finally he gave orders to have his country house ready for occupancy within a month; and one day between the middle and the end of May he took the night train for Trieste, where he made a stopover of only twenty-four hours, and embarked the following morning for Pola.

				What he was hunting was something foreign and unrelated to himself which would at the same time be quickly within reach; and so he stopped at an island in the Adriatic which had become well-known in recent years. It lay not far off the Istrian coast, with beautifully rugged cliffs fronting the open sea, and natives who dressed in variegated tatters and made strange sounds when they spoke. But rain and a heavy atmosphere, a provincial and exclusively Austrian patronage at the hotel, and the lack of that restfully intimate association with the sea which can be gotten only by a soft, sandy beach, irritated him, and prevented him from feeling that he had found the place he was looking for. Something within was disturbing him, and drawing him he was not sure where. He studied sailing dates, he looked about him questioningly, and of a sudden, as a thing both astounding and self-evident, his goal was before him. If you wanted to reach over night the unique, the fabulously different, where did you go? But that was plain. What was he doing here? He had lost the trail. He had wanted to go there. He did not delay in giving notice of his mistake in stopping here. In the early morning mist, a week and a half after his arrival on the island, a fast motorboat was carrying him and his luggage back over the water to the naval port, and he landed there just long enough to cross the gangplank to the damp deck of a ship which was lying under steam ready for the voyage to Venice.

				It was an old hulk flying the Italian flag, decrepit, sooty, and mournful. In a cave-like, artificially lighted inside cabin where Aschenbach, immediately upon boarding the ship, was conducted by a dirty hunchbacked sailor who smirked politely, there was sitting behind a table, his hat cocked over his forehead and a cigarette stump in the corner of his mouth, a man with a goatee, and with the face of an old-style circus director, who was taking down the particulars of the passengers with professional grimaces and distributing the tickets. “To Venice!” he repeated Aschenbach’s request, as he extended his arm and plunged his pen into the pasty dregs of a precariously tilted inkwell. “To Venice, first class! At your service, sir.” And he wrote a generous scrawl, sprinkled it with blue sand out of a box, let the sand run off into a clay bowl, folded the paper with sallow, bony fingers, and began writing again. “A happily chosen destination!” he chatted on. “Ah, Venice! A splendid city! A city of irresistible attractiveness for the educated on account of its history as well as its present-day charms!” The smooth rapidity of his movements and the empty words accompanying them had something anaesthetic and reassuring about them, much as though he feared lest the traveller might still be vacillating in his decision to go to Venice. He handled the cash briskly, and let the change fall on the spotted table-cover with the skill of a croupier. “A pleasant journey, sir!” he said with a theatrical bow. “Gentlemen, I have the honour of serving you!” he called out immediately after, with his arm upraised, and he acted as if business were in full swing, although no one else was there to require his attention. Aschenbach returned to the deck.

				With one arm on the railing, he watched the passengers on board and the idlers who loitered around the dock waiting for the ship to sail. The second class passengers, men and women, were huddled together on the foredeck, using boxes and bundles as seats. A group of young people made up the travellers on the first deck, clerks from Pola, it seemed, who had gathered in the greatest excitement for an excursion to Italy. They made a considerable fuss about themselves and their enterprise, chattered, laughed, enjoyed their own antics self-contentedly, and, leaning over the handrails, shouted flippantly and mockingly at their comrades who, with portfolios under their arms, were going up and down the waterfront on business and kept threatening the picnickers with their canes. One, in a bright yellow summer suit of ultra-fashionable cut, with a red necktie, and a rakishly tilted panama, surpassed all the others in his crowing good humour. But as soon as Aschenbach looked at him a bit more carefully, he discovered with a kind of horror that the youth was a cheat. He was old, that was unquestionable. There were wrinkles around his eyes and mouth. The faint crimson of the cheeks was paint, the hair under his brilliantly decorated straw hat was a wig; his neck was hollow and stringy, his turned-up moustache and the imperial on his chin were dyed; the full set of yellow teeth which he displayed when he laughed, a cheap artificial plate; and his hands, with signet rings on both index fingers, were those of an old man. Fascinated with loathing, Aschenbach watched him in his intercourse with his friends. Did they not know, did they not observe that he was old, that he was not entitled to wear their bright, foppish clothing, that he was not entitled to play at being one of them? Unquestioningly, and as quite the usual thing, it seemed, they allowed him among them, treating him as one of their own kind and returning his jovial nudges in the ribs without repugnance. How could that be? Aschenbach laid his hand on his forehead and closed his eyes; they were hot, since he had had too little sleep. He felt as though everything were not quite the same as usual, as though some dreamlike estrangement, some peculiar distortion of the world, were beginning to take possession of him, and perhaps this could be stopped if he hid his face for a time and then looked around him again. Yet at this moment he felt as though he were swimming; and looking up with an unreasoned fear, he discovered that the heavy, lugubrious body of the ship was separating slowly from the walled bank. Inch by inch, with the driving and reversing of the engine, the strip of dirty glistening water widened between the dock and the side of the ship; and after cumbersome manoeuvring, the steamer finally turned its nose towards the open sea. Aschenbach crossed to the starboard side, where the hunchback had set up a deck-chair for him, and a steward in a spotted dress-coat asked after his wants.

				The sky was grey, the wind damp. Harbour and islands had been left behind, and soon all land was lost in the haze. Flakes of coal dust, bloated with moisture, fell over the washed deck, which would not dry. After the first hour an awning was spread, since it had begun to rain.

				Bundled up in his coat, a book in his lap, the traveller rested, and the hours passed unnoticed. It stopped raining; the canvas awning was removed. The horizon was unbroken. The sea, empty, like an enormous disk, lay stretched under the curve of the sky. But in empty inarticulate space our senses lose also the dimensions of time, and we slip into the incommensurate. As he rested, strange shadowy figures, the old dandy, the goatee from the inside cabin, passed through his mind, with vague gestures, muddled dream-words﻿—and he was asleep.

				About noon he was called to a meal down in the corridor-like dining-hall into which the doors opened from the sleeping-cabins; he ate near the head of a long table, at the other end of which the clerks including the old man had been drinking with the boisterous captain since ten o’clock. The food was poor, and he finished rapidly. He felt driven outside to look at the sky, to see if it showed signs of being brighter above Venice.

				He had kept thinking that this had to occur, since the city had always received him in full blaze. But sky and sea remained dreary and leaden, at times a misty rain fell, and here he was reaching by water a different Venice than he had ever found when approaching on land. He stood by the forestays, looking in the distance, waiting for land. He thought of the heavyhearted, enthusiastic poet for whom the domes and bell towers of his dreams had once risen out of these waters; he relived in silence some of that reverence, happiness, and sorrow which had been turned then into cautious song; and easily susceptible to sensations already moulded, he asked himself wearily and earnestly whether some new enchantment and distraction, some belated adventure of the emotions, might still be held in store for this idle traveller.

				Then the flat coast emerged on the right; the sea was alive with fishing smacks; the bathers’ island appeared; it dropped behind to the left, the steamer slowly entered the narrow port which is named after it; and on the lagoon, facing gay ramshackle houses, it stopped completely, since it had to wait for the barque of the health department.

				An hour passed before it appeared. He had arrived, and yet he had not; no one was in any hurry, no one was driven by impatience. The young men from Pola, patriotically attracted by the military bugle calls which rang over the water from the vicinity of the public gardens, had come on deck, and warmed by their Asti, they burst out with cheers for the drilling bersagliere. But it was repulsive to see what a state the primped-up old man had been brought to by his comradeship with youth. His old head was not able to resist its wine like the young and robust: he was painfully drunk. With glazed eyes, a cigarette between his trembling fingers, he stood in one place, swaying backwards and forwards from giddiness, and balancing himself laboriously. Since he would have fallen at the first step, he did not trust himself from the spot﻿—yet he showed a deplorable insolence, buttonholed everyone who came near him, stammered, winked, and tittered, lifted his wrinkled, ornamented index finger in a stupid attempt at bantering, while he licked the corers of his mouth with his tongue in the most abominably suggestive manner. Aschenbach observed him darkly, and a feeling of numbness came over him again, as though the world were displaying a faint but irresistible tendency to distort itself into the peculiar and the grotesque: a feeling which circumstances prevented him from surrendering himself to completely, for just then the pounding activity of the engines commenced again, and the ship, resuming a voyage which had been interrupted so near its completion, passed through the San Marco canal.

				So he saw it again, the most remarkable of landing places, that blinding composition of fantastic buildings which the Republic lays out before the eyes of approaching seafarers: the soft splendour of the palace, the Bridge of Sighs, on the bank the columns with lion and saint, the advancing, showy flank of the enchanted temple, the glimpse through to the archway, and the huge giant clock. And as he looked on he thought that to reach Venice by land, on the railroad, was like entering a palace from the rear, and that the most unreal of cities should not be approached except as he was now doing, by ship, over the high seas.

				The engine stopped, gondolas pressed in, the gangway was let down, customs officials climbed on board and discharged their duties perfunctorily; the disembarking could begin. Aschenbach made it understood that he wanted a gondola to take him and his luggage to the dock of those little steamers which ply between the city and the Lido, since he intended to locate near the sea. His plans were complied with, his wants were shouted down to the water, where the gondoliers were wrangling with one another in dialect. He was still hindered from descending; he was hindered by his trunk, which was being pulled and dragged with difficulty down the ladder-like steps. So that for some minutes he was not able to avoid the importunities of the atrocious old man, whose drunkenness gave him a sinister desire to do the foreigner parting honours. “We wish you a very agreeable visit,” he bleated as he made an awkward bow. “We leave with pleasant recollections! Au revoir, excusez, and bonjour, your excellency!” His mouth watered, he pressed his eyes shut, he licked the corners of his mouth, and the dyed imperial turned up about his senile lips. “Our compliments,” he mumbled, with two fingertips on his mouth, “our compliments to our sweetheart, the dearest prettiest sweetheart﻿ ﻿…” And suddenly his false upper teeth fell down on his lower lip. Aschenbach was able to escape. “To our sweetheart, our handsome sweetheart,” he heard the cooing, hollow, stuttering voice behind him, while supporting himself against the handrail, he went down the gangway.

				Who would not have to suppress a fleeting shudder, a vague timidity and uneasiness, if it were a matter of boarding a Venetian gondola for the first time or after several years? The strange craft, an entirely unaltered survival from the times of balladry, with that peculiar blackness which is found elsewhere only in coffins﻿—it suggests silent, criminal adventures in the rippling night, it suggests even more strongly death itself, the bier and the mournful funeral, and the last silent journey. And has it been observed that the seat of such a barque, this armchair of coffin-black veneer and dull black upholstery, is the softest, most luxuriant, most lulling seat in the world? Aschenbach noted this when he had relaxed at the feet of the gondolier, opposite his luggage, which lay neatly assembled on the prow. The rowers were still wrangling, harshly, incomprehensibly, with threatening gestures. But the strange silence of this canal city seemed to soften their voices, to disembody them, and dissipate them over the water. It was warm here in the harbour. Touched faintly by the warm breeze of the sirocco, leaning back against the limber portions of the cushions, the traveller closed his eyes in the enjoyment of a lassitude which was as unusual with him as it was sweet. The trip would be short, he thought; if only it went on forever! He felt himself glide with a gentle motion away from the crowd and the confusion of voices.

				It became quieter and quieter around him! There was nothing to be heard but the splashing of the oar, the hollow slapping of the waves against the prow of the boat as it stood above the water black and bold and armed with its halberd-like tip, and a third sound, of speaking, of whispering﻿—the whispering of the gondolier, who was talking to himself between his teeth, fitfully, in words that were pressed out by the exertion of his arms. Aschenbach looked up, and was slightly astonished to discover that the lagoon was widening, and he was headed for the open sea. This seemed to indicate that he ought not to rest too much, but should see to it that his wishes were carried out.

				“To the steamer dock!” he repeated, turning around completely and looking into the face of the gondolier who stood behind on a raised platform and towered up between him and the dun-coloured sky. He was a man of unpleasant, even brutal, appearance, dressed in sailor blue, with a yellow sash; a formless straw hat, its weave partially unravelled, was tilted insolently on his head. The set of his face, the blond curly moustache beneath a curtly turned-up nose, undoubtedly meant that he was not Italian. Although of somewhat frail build, so that one would not have thought him especially well suited to his trade, he handled the oar with great energy, throwing his entire body into each stroke. Occasionally, he drew back his lips from the exertion, and disclosed his white teeth. Wrinkling his reddish brows, he gazed on past his passenger, as he answered deliberately, almost gruffly: “You are going to the Lido.” Aschenbach replied: “Of course. But I have just taken the gondola to get me across to San Marco. I want to use the vaporetto.”

				“You cannot use the vaporetto, sir.”

				“And why not?”

				“Because the vaporetto will not haul luggage.”

				That was so; Aschenbach remembered. He was silent. But the fellow’s harsh, presumptuous manner, so unusual towards a foreigner here, seemed unbearable. He said: “That is my affair. Perhaps I want to put my things in storage. You will turn back.”

				There was silence. The oar splashed, the water thudded against the bow. And the talking and whispering began again. The gondolier was talking to himself between his teeth.

				What was to be done? This man was strangely insolent, and had an uncanny decisiveness; the traveller, alone with him on the water, saw no way of getting what he wanted. And besides, how softly he could rest, if only he did not become excited! Hadn’t he wanted the trip to go on and on forever? It was wisest to let things take their course, and the main thing was that he was comfortable. The poison of inertia seemed to be issuing from the seat, from this low, black-upholstered armchair, so gently cradled by the oar strokes of the imperious gondolier behind him. The notion that he had fallen into the hands of a criminal passed dreamily across Aschenbach’s mind﻿—without the ability to summon his thoughts to an active defence. The possibility that it was all simply a plan for cheating him seemed more abhorrent. A feeling of duty or pride, a kind of recollection that one should prevent such things, gave him the strength to arouse himself once more. He asked: “What are you asking for the trip?”

				Looking down upon him, the gondolier answered: “You will pay.”

				It was plain how this should be answered. Aschenbach said mechanically: “I shall pay nothing, absolutely nothing, if you don’t take me where I want to go.”

				“You want to go to the Lido.”

				“But not with you.”

				“I am rowing you well.”

				That is so, Aschenbach thought, and relaxed. That is so; you are rowing me well. Even if you do have designs on my cash, and send me down to Pluto with a blow of your oar from behind, you will have rowed me well.

				But nothing like that happened. They were even joined by others: a boatload of musical brigands, men and women, who sang to guitar and mandolin, riding persistently side by side with the gondola and filling the silence over the water with their covetous foreign poetry. A hat was held out, and Aschenbach threw in money. Then they stopped singing, and rowed away. And again the muttering of the gondolier could be heard as he talked fitfully and jerkily to himself.

				So they arrived, tossed in the wake of a steamer plying towards the city. Two municipal officers, their hands behind their backs, their faces turned in the direction of the lagoon, were walking back and forth on the bank. Aschenbach left the gondola at the dock, supported by that old man who is stationed with his grappling hook at each one of Venice’s landing-places. And since he had no small money, he crossed over to the hotel by the steamer wharf to get change and pay the rower what was due him. He got what he wanted in the lobby, he returned and found his travelling bags in a cart on the dock, and gondola and gondolier had vanished.

				“He got out in a hurry,” said the old man with the grappling hook. “A bad man, a man without a license, sir. He is the only gondolier who doesn’t have a license. The others telephoned here.”

				Aschenbach shrugged his shoulders.

				“The gentleman rode for nothing,” the old man said, and held out his hat. Aschenbach tossed in a coin. He gave instructions to have his luggage taken to the beach hotel, and followed the cart through the avenue, the white-blossomed avenue which, lined on both sides with taverns, shops, and boarding houses, runs across the island to the shore.

				He entered the spacious hotel from the rear, by the terraced garden, and passed through the vestibule and the lobby until he reached the desk. Since he had been announced, he was received with obliging promptness. A manager, a small frail flatteringly polite man with a black moustache and a French style frock coat, accompanied him to the third floor in the lift, and showed him his room, an agreeable place furnished in cherry wood. It was decorated with strong-smelling flowers, and its high windows afforded a view out across the open sea. He stepped up to one of them after the employee had left; and while his luggage was being brought up and placed in the room behind him, he looked down on the beach (it was comparatively deserted in the afternoon) and on the sunless ocean which was at flood tide and was sending long low waves against the bank in a calm regular rhythm.

				The experiences of a man who lives alone and in silence are both vaguer and more penetrating than those of people in society; his thoughts are heavier, more odd, and touched always with melancholy. Images and observations which could easily be disposed of by a glance, a smile, an exchange of opinion, will occupy him unbearably, sink deep into the silence, become full of meaning, become life, adventure, emotion. Loneliness ripens the eccentric, the daringly and estrangingly beautiful, the poetic. But loneliness also ripens the perverse, the disproportionate, the absurd, and the illicit.﻿—So, the things he had met with on the trip, the ugly old fop with his twaddle about sweethearts, the lawbreaking gondolier who was cheated of his pay, still left the traveller uneasy. Without really providing any resistance to the mind, without offering any solid stuff to think over, they were nevertheless profoundly strange, as it seemed to him, and disturbing precisely because of this contradiction. In the meanwhile, he greeted the sea with his eyes, and felt pleasure at the knowledge that Venice was so conveniently near. Finally he turned away, bathed his face, left orders to the chambermaid for a few things he still needed done to make his comfort complete, and let himself be taken to the ground floor by the green-uniformed Swiss who operated the lift.

				He took his tea on the terrace facing the ocean, then descended and followed the boardwalk for quite a way in the direction of the Hotel Excelsior. When he returned it seemed time to dress for dinner. He did this with his usual care and slowness, since he was accustomed to working over his toilette. And yet he came down a little early to the lobby where he found a great many of the hotel guests assembled, mixing distantly and with a show of mutual indifference to one another, but all waiting for meal time. He took a paper from the table, dropped into a leather chair, and observed the company; they differed agreeably from the guests where he had first stopped.

				A wide and tolerantly inclusive horizon was spread out before him. Sounds of all the principal languages formed a subdued murmur. The accepted evening dress, a uniform of good manners, brought all human varieties into a fitting unity. There were Americans with their long wry features, large Russian families, English ladies, German children with French nurses. The Slavic element seemed to predominate. Polish was being spoken nearby.

				It was a group of children gathered around a little wicker table, under the protection of a teacher or governess: three young girls, apparently fifteen to seventeen, and a long-haired boy about fourteen years old. With astonishment Aschenbach noted that the boy was absolutely beautiful. His face, pale and reserved, framed with honey-coloured hair, the straight sloping nose, the lovely mouth, the expression of sweet and godlike seriousness, recalled Greek sculpture of the noblest period; and the complete purity of the forms was accompanied by such a rare personal charm that, as he watched, he felt that he had never met with anything equally felicitous in nature or the plastic arts. He was further struck by the obviously intentional contrast with the principles of upbringing which showed in the sisters’ attire and bearing. The three girls, the eldest of whom could be considered grown up, were dressed with a chasteness and severity bordering on disfigurement. Uniformly cloister-like costumes, of medium length, slate-coloured, sober, and deliberately unbecoming in cut, with white turned-down collars as the only relief, suppressed every possible appeal of shapeliness. Their hair, brushed down flat and tight against the head, gave their faces a nunlike emptiness and lack of character. Surely this was a mother’s influence, and it had not even occurred to her to apply the pedagogical strictness to the boy which she seemed to find necessary for her girls. It was clear that in his existence the first factors were gentleness and tenderness. The shears had been resolutely kept from his beautiful hair; like a Prince Charming’s, it fell in curls over his forehead, his ears, and still deeper, across his neck. The English sailor suit, with its braids, stitchings, and embroideries, its puffy sleeves narrowing at the ends and fitting snugly about the fine wrists of his still childish but slender hands, gave the delicate figure something rich and luxurious. He was sitting, half profile to the observer, one foot in its black patent-leather shoe placed before the other, an elbow resting on the arm of his wicker chair, a cheek pressed against his fist, in a position of negligent good manners, entirely free of the almost subservient stiffness to which his sisters seemed accustomed. Did he have some illness? For his skin stood out as white as ivory against the golden darkness of the surrounding curls. Or was he simply a pampered favourite child, made this way by a doting and moody love? Aschenbach inclined to believe the latter. Almost every artist is born with a rich and treacherous tendency to recognize injustices which have created beauty, and to meet aristocratic distinction with sympathy and reverence.

				A waiter passed through and announced in English that the meal was ready. Gradually the guests disappeared through the glass door into the dining hall. Stragglers crossed, coming from the entrance, or the lifts. Inside, they had already begun serving, but the young Poles were still waiting around the little wicker table; and Aschenbach, comfortably propped in his deep chair, and with this beauty before his eyes, stayed with them.

				The governess, a small corpulent middle-class woman with a red face, finally gave the sign to rise. With lifted brows, she pushed back her chair and bowed, as a large woman dressed in grey and richly jewelled with pearls entered the lobby. This woman was advancing with coolness and precision; her lightly powdered hair and the lines of her dress were arranged with the simplicity which always signifies taste in those quarters where devoutness is taken as one element of dignity. She might have been the wife of some high German official. Except that her jewellery added something fantastically lavish to her appearance; indeed, it was almost priceless, and consisted of ear pendants and a very long triple chain of softly glowing pearls, as large as cherries.

				The children had risen promptly. They bent over to kiss the hand of their mother who, with a distant smile on her well-preserved though somewhat tired and peaked features, looked over their heads and directed a few words to the governess in French. Then she walked to the glass door. The children followed her: the girls in the order of their age, after them the governess, the boy last. For some reason or other he turned around before crossing the sill, and since no one else was in the lobby his strange dusky eyes met those of Aschenbach who, his newspaper on his knees, lost in thought, was gazing after the group.

				What he saw had not been unusual in the slightest detail. They had not preceded the mother to the table; they had waited, greeted her with respect, and observed the customary forms on entering the room. But it had taken place so pointedly, with such an accent of training, duty, and self-respect, that Aschenbach felt peculiarly touched by it all. He delayed for a few moments, then he too crossed into the dining-room, and was assigned to his table, which, as he noted with a brief touch of regret, was very far removed from that of the Polish family.

				Weary, and yet intellectually active, he entertained himself during the lengthy meal with abstract, or even transcendental things; he thought over the secret union which the lawful must enter upon with the individual for human beauty to result, from this he passed into general problems of form and art, and at the end he found that his thoughts and discoveries were like the seemingly felicitous promptings of a dream which, when the mind is sobered, are seen to be completely empty and unfit. After the meal, smoking, sitting, taking an occasional turn in the park with its smell of nightfall, he went to bed early and spent the night in a sleep deep and unbroken, but often enlivened with the apparitions of dreams.

				The weather did not improve any the following day. A land breeze was blowing. Under a cloudy ashen sky, the sea lay in dull peacefulness; it seemed shrivelled up, with a close dreary horizon, and it had retreated from the beach, baring the long ribs of several sandbanks. As Aschenbach opened his window he thought that he could detect the foul smell of the lagoon.

				He felt depressed. He thought already of leaving. Once, years ago, after several weeks of spring here, this same weather had afflicted him, and impaired his health so seriously that he had to abandon Venice like a fugitive. Was not this old feverish unrest again setting in, the pressure in the temples, the heaviness of the eyelids? It would be annoying to change his residence still another time; but if the wind did not turn, he could not stay here. To be safe, he did not unpack completely. He breakfasted at nine in the buffet-room provided for this purpose between the lobby and the dining-room.

				That formal silence reigned here which is the ambition of large hotels. The waiters who were serving walked about on soft soles. Nothing was audible but the tinkling of the tea-things, a word half-whispered. In one corner, obliquely across from the door, and two tables removed from his own, Aschenbach observed the Polish girls with their governess. Erect and red-eyed, their ash-blond hair freshly smoothed down, dressed in stiff blue linen with little white cuffs and turned-down collars﻿—they were sitting there, handing around a glass of marmalade. They had almost finished their breakfast. The boy was missing.

				Aschenbach smiled. “Well, little Phaeacian!” he thought. “You seem to be enjoying the pleasant privilege of having your sleep out.” And suddenly exhilarated, he recited to himself the line: “A frequent change of dress; warm baths, and rest.”

				He breakfasted without haste. From the porter, who entered the hall holding his braided cap in his hand, he received some forwarded mail; and while he smoked a cigarette he opened a few letters. In this way it happened that he was present at the entrance of the late sleeper who was being waited for over yonder.

				He came through the glass door and crossed the room in silence to his sisters’ table. His approach﻿—the way he held the upper part of his body, and bent his knees, the movement of his white-shod feet﻿—had an extraordinary charm; he walked very lightly, at once timid and proud, and this became still more lovely through the childish embarrassment with which, twice as he proceeded, he turned his face towards the centre of the room, raising and lowering his eyes. Smiling, with something half-muttered in his soft vague tongue, he took his place; and now, as he turned his full profile to the observer, Aschenbach was again astonished, terrified even, by the really godlike beauty of this human child. Today the boy was wearing a light blouse of blue and white striped cotton goods, with a red silk tie in front, and closed at the neck by a plain white high collar. This collar lacked the distinctiveness of the blouse, but above it the flowering head was poised with an incomparable seductiveness﻿—the head of an Eros, in blended yellows of Parian marble, with fine serious brows, the temples and ears covered softly by the abrupt encroachment of his curls.

				“Good, good!” Aschenbach thought, with that deliberate expert appraisal which artists sometimes employ as a subterfuge when they have been carried away with delight before a masterwork. And he thought further: “Really, if the sea and the beach weren’t waiting for me, I should stay here as long as you stayed!” But he went then, passed through the lobby under the inspection of the servants, down the wide terrace, and straight across the boardwalk to the section of the beach reserved for the hotel guests. The barefoot old man in dungarees and straw hat who was functioning here as bathing master assigned him to the bath house he had rented; a table and a seat were placed on the sandy board platform, and he made himself comfortable in the lounge chair which he had drawn closer to the sea, out into the waxen yellow sand.

				More than ever before he was entertained and amused by the sights on the beach, this spectacle of carefree, civilized people getting sensuous enjoyment at the very edge of the elements. The grey flat sea was already alive with wading children, swimmers, a motley of figures lying on the sandbanks with arms bent behind their heads. Others were rowing about in little red and blue striped boats without keels; they were continually upsetting, amid laughter. Before the long stretches of bathing houses, where people were sitting on the platforms as though on small verandahs, there was a play of movement against the line of rest and inertness behind﻿—visits and chatter, fastidious morning elegance alongside the nakedness which, boldly at ease, was enjoying the freedom which the place afforded. Further in front, on the damp firm sand, people were parading about in white bathing cloaks, in ample, brilliantly coloured wrappers. An elaborate sand pile to the right, erected by children, had flags in the colours of all nations planted around it. Venders of shells, cakes, and fruit spread out their wares, kneeling. To the left, before one of the bathing houses which stood at right angles to the others and to the sea, a Russian family was encamped: men with beards and large teeth, slow delicate women, a Baltic girl sitting by an easel and painting the sea amidst exclamations of despair, two ugly good-natured children, an old maidservant who wore a kerchief on her head and had the alert scraping manners of a slave. Delighted and appreciative, they were living there, patiently calling the names of the two rowdy disobedient children, using their scanty Italian to joke with the humorous old man from whom they were buying candy, kissing one another on the cheek, and not in the least concerned with anyone who might be observing their community.

				“Yes, I shall stay,” Aschenbach thought. “Where would things be better?” And his hands folded in his lap, he let his eyes lose themselves in the expanses of the sea, his gaze gliding, swimming, and failing in the monotone mist of the wilderness of space. He loved the ocean for deep-seated reasons: because of that yearning for rest, when the hard-pressed artist hungers to shut out the exacting multiplicities of experience and hide himself on the breast of the simple, the vast; and because of a forbidden hankering﻿—seductive, by virtue of its being directly opposed to his obligations﻿—after the incommunicable, the incommensurate, the eternal, the nonexistent. To be at rest in the face of perfection is the hunger of everyone who is aiming at excellence; and what is the nonexistent but a form of perfection? But now, just as his dreams were so far out in vacancy, suddenly the horizontal fringe of the sea was broken by a human figure; and as he brought his eyes back from the unbounded, and focused them, it was the lovely boy who was there, coming from the left and passing him on the sand. He was barefooted, ready for wading, his slender legs exposed above the knees; he walked slowly, but as lightly and proudly as though it were the customary thing for him to move about without shoes; and he was looking around him towards the line of bathing houses opposite. But as soon as he had noticed the Russian family, occupied with their own harmony and contentment, a cloud of scorn and detestation passed over his face. His brow darkened, his mouth was compressed, he gave his lips an embittered twist to one side so that the cheek was distorted, and the forehead became so heavily furrowed that the eyes seemed sunken beneath its pressure: malicious and glowering, they spoke the language of hate. He looked down, looked back once more threateningly, then with his shoulder made an abrupt gesture of disdain and dismissal, and left the enemy behind him.

				A kind of pudency or confusion, something like respect and shyness, caused Aschenbach to turn away as though he had seen nothing. For the earnest-minded who have been casual observers of some passion, struggle against making use, even to themselves, of what they have seen. But he was both cheered and unstrung﻿—which is to say, he was happy. This childish fanaticism, directed against the most good-natured possible aspect of life﻿—it brought the divinely arbitrary into human relationships; it made a delightful natural picture which had appealed only to the eye now seem worthy of a deeper sympathy; and it gave the figure of this half-grown boy, who had already been important enough by his sheer beauty, something to offset him still further, and to make one take him more seriously than his years justified. Still looking away, Aschenbach could hear the boy’s voice, the shrill, somewhat weak voice with which, in the distance now, he was trying to call hello to his playfellows busied around the sand pile. They answered him, shouting back his name, or some affectionate nickname; and Aschenbach listened with a certain curiosity, without being able to catch anything more definite than two melodic syllables like “Adgio,” or still more frequently “Adgiu,” with a ringing u-sound prolonged at the end. He was pleased with the resonance of this; he found it adequate to the subject. He repeated it silently and, satisfied, turned to his letters and manuscripts.

				His small portable writing-desk on his knees he began writing with his fountain pen an answer to this or that bit of correspondence. But after the first fifteen minutes he found it a pity to abandon the situation﻿—the most enjoyable he could think of﻿—in this manner and waste it in activities which did not interest him. He tossed the writing materials to one side, and he faced the ocean again; soon afterwards, diverted by the childish voices around the sand heap, he revolved his head comfortably along the back of the chair towards the right, to discover where that excellent little Adgio might be and what he was doing.

				He was found at a glance; the red tie on his breast was not to be overlooked. Busied with the others in laying an old plank across the damp moat of the sand castle, he was nodding, and shouting instructions for this work. There were about ten companions with him, boys and girls of his age, and a few younger ones who were chattering with one another in Polish, French, and in several Balkan tongues. But it was his name which rang out most often. He was openly in demand, sought after, admired. One boy especially, like him a Pole, a stocky fellow who was called something like “Jaschu,” with sleek black hair and a belted linen coat, seemed to be his closest vassal and friend. When the work on the sand structure was finished for the time being, they walked arm-in-arm along the beach, and the boy who was called “Jaschu” kissed the beauty.

				Aschenbach was half minded to raise a warning finger. “I advise you, Cristobulus,” he thought, smiling, “to travel for a year! For you need that much time at least to get over it.” And then he breakfasted on large ripe strawberries which he got from a peddler. It had become very warm, although the sun could no longer penetrate the blanket of mist in the sky. Laziness clogged his brain, even while his senses delighted in the numbing, drugging distractions of the ocean’s stillness. To guess, to puzzle out just what name it was that sounded something like “Adgio,” seemed to the sober man an appropriate ambition, a thoroughly comprehensive pursuit. And with the aid of a few scrappy recollections of Polish he decided that they must mean “Tadzio,” the shortened form of “Tadeusz,” and sounding like “Tadziu” when it is called.

				Tadzio was bathing. Aschenbach, who had lost sight of him, spied his head and the arm with which he was propelling himself, far out in the water; for the sea must have been smooth for a long distance out. But already people seemed worried about him; women’s voices were calling after him from the bathing houses, uttering this name again and again. It almost dominated the beach like a battle-cry, and with its soft consonants, its long drawn u-note at the end, it had something at once sweet and wild about it: “Tadziu! Tadziu!” He turned back; beating the resistent water into a foam with his legs he hurried, his head bent down over the waves. And to see how this living figure, graceful and clean-cut in its advance, with dripping curls, and lovely as some frail god, came up out of the depths of sky and sea, rose and separated from the elements﻿—this spectacle aroused a sense of myth, it was like some poet’s recovery of time at its beginning, of the origin of forms and the birth of gods. Aschenbach listened with closed eyes to this song ringing within him, and he thought again that it was pleasant here, and that he would like to remain.

				Later Tadzio was resting from his bath; he lay in the sand, wrapped in his white robe, which was drawn under the right shoulder, his head supported on his bare arm. And even when Aschenbach was not observing him, but was reading a few pages in his book, he hardly ever forgot that this boy was lying there and that it would cost him only a slight turn of his head to the right to behold the mystery. It seemed that he was sitting here just to keep watch over his repose﻿—busied with his own concerns, and yet constantly aware of this noble picture at his right, not far in the distance. And he was stirred by a paternal affection, the profound leaning which those who have devoted their thoughts to the creation of beauty feel towards those who possess beauty itself.

				A little past noon he left the beach, returned to the hotel, and was taken up to his room. He stayed there for some time in front of the mirror, looking at his grey hair, his tired sharp features. At this moment he thought of his reputation, and of the fact that he was often recognized on the streets and observed with respect, thanks to the sure aim and the appealing finish of his words. He called up all the exterior successes of his talent which he could think of, remembering also his elevation to the knighthood. Then he went down to the dining-hall for lunch, and ate at his little table. As he was riding up in the lift, after the meal was ended, a group of young people just coming from breakfast pressed into the swaying cage after him, and Tadzio entered too. He stood quite near to Aschenbach, for the first time so near that Aschenbach could see him, not with the aloofness of a picture, but in minute detail, in all his human particularities. The boy was addressed by someone or other, and as he was answering with an indescribably agreeable smile he stepped out again, on the second floor, walking backwards, and with his eyes lowered. “Beauty makes modest,” Aschenbach thought, and he tried insistently to explain why this was so. But he had noticed that Tadzio’s teeth were not all they should be; they were somewhat jagged and pale. The enamel did not look healthy; it had a peculiar brittleness and transparency, as is often the case with anaemics. “He is very frail, he is sickly,” Aschenbach thought. “In all probability he will not grow old.” And he refused to reckon with the feeling of gratification or reassurance which accompanied this notion.

				He spent two hours in his room, and in the afternoon he rode in the vaporetto across the foul-smelling lagoon to Venice. He got off at San Marco, took tea on the Piazza, and then, in accord with his schedule for the day, he went for a walk through the streets. Yet it was this walk which produced a complete reversal in his attitudes and his plans.

				An offensive sultriness lay over the streets. The air was so heavy that the smells pouring out of homes, stores, and eating houses became mixed with oil, vapours, clouds of perfume, and still other odours﻿—and these would not blow away, but hung in layers. Cigarette smoke remained suspended, disappearing very slowly. The crush of people along the narrow streets irritated rather than entertained the walker. The farther he went, the more he was depressed by the repulsive condition resulting from the combination of sea air and sirocco, which was at the same time both stimulating and enervating. He broke into an uncomfortable sweat. His eyes failed him, his chest became tight, he had a fever, the blood was pounding in his head. He fled from the crowded business streets across a bridge into the walks of the poor. On a quiet square, one of those forgotten and enchanting places which lie in the interior of Venice, he rested at the brink of a well, dried his forehead, and realized that he would have to leave here.

				For the second and last time it had been demonstrated that this city in this kind of weather was decidedly unhealthy for him. It seemed foolish to attempt a stubborn resistance, while the prospects for a change of wind were completely uncertain. A quick decision was called for. It was not possible to go home this soon. Neither summer nor winter quarters were prepared to receive him. But this was not the only place where there were sea and beach; and elsewhere these could be found without the lagoon and its malarial mists. He remembered a little watering place not far from Trieste which had been praised to him. Why not there? And without delay, so that this new change of location would still have time to do him some good. He pronounced this as good as settled, and stood up. At the next gondola station he took a boat back to San Marco, and was led through the dreary labyrinth of canals, under fancy marble balconies flanked with lions, around the corners of smooth walls, past the sorrowing façades of palaces which mirrored large dilapidated business-signs in the pulsing water. He had trouble arriving there, for the gondolier, who was in league with lace-makers and glassblowers, was always trying to land him for inspections and purchases; and just as the bizarre trip through Venice would begin to cast its spell, the greedy business sense of the sunken Queen did all it could to destroy the illusion.

				When he had returned to the hotel, he announced at the office before dinner that unforeseen developments necessitated his departure the following morning. He was assured of their regrets. He settled his accounts. He dined, and spent the warm evening reading the newspapers in a rocking-chair on the rear terrace. Before going to bed he got his luggage all ready for departure.

				He did not sleep so well as he might, since the impending breakup made him restless. When he opened the window in the morning the sky was as overcast as ever, but the air seemed fresher, and he was already beginning to repent. Hadn’t his decision been somewhat hasty and uncalled for, the result of a passing diffidence and indisposition? If he had delayed a little, if, instead of surrendering so easily, he had made some attempt to adjust himself to the air of Venice or to wait for an improvement in the weather, he would not be so rushed and inconvenienced, but could anticipate another forenoon on the beach like yesterday’s. Too late. Now he would have to go on wanting what he had wanted yesterday. He dressed, and at about eight o’clock rode down to the ground floor for breakfast.

				As he entered, the buffet-room was still empty of guests. A few came in while he sat waiting for his order. With his tea cup to his lips, he saw the Polish girls and their governess appear: rigid, with morning freshness, their eyes still red, they walked across to their table in the corner by the window. Immediately afterwards, the porter approached him, cap in hand, and warned him that it was time to go. The automobile is ready to take him and the other passengers to the Hotel Excelsior, and from here the motorboat will bring the ladies and gentlemen to the station through the company’s private canal. Time is pressing.﻿—Aschenbach found that it was doing nothing of the sort. It was still over an hour before his train left. He was irritated by this hotel custom of hustling departing guests out of the house, and indicated to the porter that he wished to finish his breakfast in peace. The man retired hesitatingly, to appear again five minutes later. It is impossible for the car to wait any longer. Then he would take a cab, and carry his trunk with him, Aschenbach replied in anger. He would use the public steamboat at the proper time, and he requested that it be left to him personally to worry about his departure. The employee bowed himself away. Pleased with the way he had warded off these importunate warnings, Aschenbach finished his meal at leisure; in fact, he even let the waiter bring him a newspaper. The time had become quite short when he finally arose. It was fitting that at the same moment Tadzio should come through the glass door.

				On the way to his table he walked in the opposite direction to Aschenbach, lowering his eyes modestly before the man with the grey hair and high forehead, only to raise them again, in his delicious manner, soft and full upon him﻿—and he had passed. “Goodbye, Tadzio!” Aschenbach thought. “I did not see much of you.” He did what was unusual with him, really formed the words on his lips and spoke them to himself; then he added, “God bless you!”﻿—After this he left, distributed tips, was ushered out by the small gentle manager in the French frock coat, and made off from the hotel on foot, as he had come, going along the white blossoming avenue which crossed the island to the steamer bridge, accompanied by the house servant carrying his hand luggage. He arrived, took his place﻿—and then followed a painful journey through all the depths of regret.

				It was the familiar trip across the lagoon, past San Marco, up the Grand Canal. Aschenbach sat on the circular bench at the bow, his arm supported against the railing, shading his eyes with his hand. The public gardens were left behind, the Piazzetta opened up once more in princely splendour and was gone, then came the great flock of palaces, and as the channel made a turn the magnificently slung marble arch of the Rialto came into view. The traveller was watching; his emotions were in conflict. The atmosphere of the city, this slightly foul smell of sea and swamp which he had been so anxious to avoid﻿—he breathed it now in deep, exquisitely painful draughts. Was it possible that he had not known, had not considered, just how much he was attached to all this? What had been a partial misgiving this morning, a faint doubt as to the advisability of his move, now became a distress, a positive misery, a spiritual hunger, and so bitter that it frequently brought tears to his eyes, while he told himself that he could not possibly have foreseen it. Hardest of all to bear, at times completely insufferable, was the thought that he would never see Venice again, that this was a leave-taking forever. Since it had been shown for the second time that the city affected his health, since he was compelled for the second time to get away in all haste, from now on he would have to consider it a place impossible and forbidden to him, a place which he was not equal to, and which it would be foolish for him to visit again. Yes, he felt that if he left now, he would be shamefaced and defiant enough never to see again the beloved city which had twice caused him a physical breakdown. And of a sudden this struggle between his desires and his physical strength seemed to the aging man so grave and important, his physical defeat seemed so dishonourable, so much a challenge to hold out at any cost, that he could not understand the ready submissiveness of the day before, when he had decided to give in without attempting any serious resistance.

				Meanwhile the steamboat was nearing the station; pain and perplexity increased, he became distracted. In his affliction, he felt that it was impossible to leave, and just as impossible to turn back. The conflict was intense as he entered the station. It was very late; there was not a moment to lose if he was to catch the train. He wanted to, and he did not want to. But time was pressing; it drove him on. He hurried to get his ticket, and looked about in the tumult of the hall for the officer on duty here from the hotel. The man appeared and announced that the large trunk had been transferred. Transferred already? Yes, thank you﻿—to Como. To Como? And in the midst of hasty running back and forth, angry questions and confused answers, it came to light that the trunk had already been sent with other foreign baggage from the express office of the Hotel Excelsior in a completely wrong direction.

				Aschenbach had difficulty in preserving the expression which was required under these circumstances. He was almost convulsed with an adventurous delight, an unbelievable hilarity. The employee rushed off to see if it were still possible to stop the trunk, and as was to be expected he returned with nothing accomplished. Aschenbach declared that he did not want to travel without his trunk, but had decided to go back and wait at the beach hotel for its return. Was the company’s motorboat still at the station? The man assured him that it was lying at the door. With Italian volubility he persuaded the clerk at the ticket window to redeem the cancelled ticket, he swore that they would act speedily, that no time or money would be spared in recovering the trunk promptly, and﻿—so the strange thing happened that, twenty minutes after his arrival at the station, the traveller found himself again on the Grand Canal, returning to the Lido.

				Here was an adventure, wonderful, abashing, and comically dreamlike beyond belief: places which he had just bid farewell to forever in the most abject misery﻿—yet he had been turned and driven back by fate, and was seeing them again in the same hour! The spray from the bow, washing between gondolas and steamers with an absurd agility, shot the speedy little craft ahead to its goal, while the one passenger was hiding the nervousness and ebullience of a truant boy under the mask of resigned anger. From time to time he shook with laughter at this mishap which, as he told himself, could not have turned out better for a child of destiny. There were explanations to be given, expressions of astonishment to be faced﻿—and then, he told himself, everything would be all right; then a misfortune would be avoided, a grave error rectified. And all that he had thought he was leaving behind him would be open to him again, there at his disposal.﻿ ﻿… And to cap it all, was the rapidity of the ride deceiving him, or was the wind really coming from the sea?

				The waves beat against the walls of the narrow canal which runs through the island to the Hotel Excelsior. An automobile omnibus was awaiting his return there, and took him above the rippling sea straight to the beach hotel. The little manager with moustache and long-tailed frock coat came down the stairs to meet him.

				He ingratiatingly regretted the episode, spoke of it as highly painful to him and the establishment, but firmly approved of Aschenbach’s decision to wait here for the baggage. Of course his room had been given up, but there was another one, just as good, which he could occupy immediately. “Pas de chance, Monsieur,” the Swiss elevator boy smiled as they were ascending. And so the fugitive was established again, in a room almost identical to the other in its location and furnishings.

				Tired out by the confusion of this strange forenoon, he distributed the contents of his handbag about the room and dropped into an armchair by the open window. The sea had become a pale green, the air seemed thinner and purer; the beach, with its cabins and boats, seemed to have colour, although the sky was still grey. Aschenbach looked out, his hands folded in his lap; he was content to be back, but shook his head disapprovingly at his irresolution, his failure to know his own mind. He sat here for the better part of an hour, resting and dreaming vaguely. About noon he saw Tadzio in a striped linen suit with a red tie, coming back from the sea across the private beach and along the boardwalk to the hotel. Aschenbach recognized him from this altitude before he had actually set eyes on him; he was about to think some such words as “Well, Tadzio, there you are again!” but at the same moment he felt this careless greeting go dumb before the truth in his heart. He felt the exhilaration of his blood, a conflict of pain and pleasure, and he realized that it was Tadzio who had made it so difficult for him to leave.

				He sat very still, entirely unobserved from this height, and looked within himself. His features were alert, his eyebrows raised, and an attentive, keenly inquisitive smile distended his mouth. Then he raised his head; lifted both hands, which had hung relaxed over the arms of the chair, and in a slow twisting movement turned the palms downward﻿—as though to suggest an opening and spreading outward of his arms. It was a spontaneous act of welcome, of calm acceptance.

			
			
				IV

				Day after day now the naked god with the hot cheeks drove his fire-breathing quadriga across the expanses of the sky, and his yellow locks fluttered in the assault of the east wind. A white silk sheen stretched over the slowly simmering Ponto. The sand glowed. Beneath the quaking silver blue of the ether rust-coloured canvasses were spread in front of the beach bathing houses, and the afternoons were spent in the sharply demarcated spots of shade which they cast. But it was also delightful in the evening, when the vegetation in the park had the smell of balsam, and the stars were working through their courses above, and the soft persistent murmur of the sea came up enchantingly through the night. Such evenings contained the cheering promise that more sunny days of casual idleness would follow, dotted with countless closely interspersed possibilities of well-timed accidents.

				The guest who was detained here by such an accommodating mishap did not consider the return of his property as sufficient grounds for another departure. He suffered some inconvenience for two days, and had to appear for meals in the large dining-room in his travelling clothes. When the strayed luggage was finally deposited in his room again, he unpacked completely and filled the closet and drawers with his belongings; he had decided to remain here indefinitely, content now that he could pass the hours on the beach in a silk suit and appear for dinner at his little table again in appropriate evening dress.

				The comfortable rhythm of this life had already cast its spell over him; he was soon enticed by the ease, the mild splendour, of his programme. Indeed, what a place to be in, when the usual allurement of living in watering places on southern shores was coupled with the immediate nearness of the most wonderful of all cities! Aschenbach was not a lover of pleasure. Whenever that was some call for him to take a holiday, to indulge himself, to have a good time﻿—and this was especially true at an earlier age﻿—restlessness and repugnance soon drove him back to his rigorous toil, the faithful sober efforts of his daily routine. Except that this place was bewitching him, relaxing his will, making him happy. In the mornings, under the shelter of his bathing house, letting his eyes roam dreamily in the blue of the southern sea; or on a warm night as he leaned back against the cushions of the gondola carrying him under the broad starry sky home to the Lido from the Piazza di San Marco after long hours of idleness﻿—and the brilliant lights, the melting notes of the serenade were being left behind﻿—he often recalled his place in the mountains, the scene of his battles in the summer, where the clouds blew low across his garden, and terrifying storms put out the lamps at night, and the crows which he fed were swinging in the tops of the pine trees. Then everything seemed just right to him, as though he were lifted into the Elysian fields, on the borders of the earth, where man enjoys the easiest life, where there is no snow or winter, nor storms and pouring rains, but where Oceanus continually sends forth gentle cooling breezes, and the days pass in a blessed inactivity, without work, without effort, devoted wholly to the sun and to the feast days of the sun.

				Aschenbach saw the boy Tadzio frequently, almost constantly. Owing to the limited range of territory and the regularity of their lives, the beauty was near him at short intervals throughout the day. He saw him, met him, everywhere: in the lower rooms of the hotel, on the cooling water trips to the city and back, in the arcades of the square, and at times when he was especially lucky ran across him on the streets. But principally, and with the most gratifying regularity, the forenoon on the beach allowed him to admire and study this rare spectacle at his leisure. Yes, it was this guaranty of happiness, this daily recurrence of good fortune, which made his stay here so precious, and gave him such pleasure in the constant procession of sunny days.

				He was up as early as he used to be when under the driving pressure of work, and was on the beach before most people, when the sun was still mild and the sea lay blinding white in the dreaminess of morning. He spoke amiably to the guard of the private beach, and also spoke familiarly to the barefoot, white-bearded old man who had prepared his place for him, stretching the brown canopy and bringing the furniture of the cabin out on the platform. Then he took his seat. There would now be three or four hours in which the sun mounted and gained terrific strength, the sea a deeper and deeper blue, and he might look at Tadzio.

				He saw him approaching from the left, along the edge of the sea; he saw him as he stepped out backwards from among the cabins; or he would suddenly find, with a shock of pleasure, that he had missed his coming, that he was already here in the blue and white bathing suit which was his only garment now while on the beach, that he had already commenced his usual activities in the sun and the sand﻿—a pleasantly trifling, idle, and unstable manner of living, a mixture of rest and play. Tadzio would saunter about, wade, dig, catch things, lie down, go for a swim, all the while being kept under surveillance by the women on the platform who made his name ring out in their falsetto voices: “Tadziu! Tadziu!” Then he would come running to them with a look of eagerness, to tell them what he had seen, what he had experienced, or to show them what he had found or caught: mussels, seahorses, jellyfish, and crabs that ran sideways. Aschenbach did not understand a word he said, and though it might have been the most ordinary thing in the world, it was a vague harmony in his ear. So the foreignness of the boy’s speech turned it into music, a wanton sun poured its prodigal splendour down over him, and his figure was always set off against the background of an intense sea-blue.

				This piquant body was so freely exhibited that his eyes soon knew every line and posture. He was continually rediscovering with new pleasure all this familiar beauty, and his astonishment at its delicate appeal to his senses was unending. The boy was called to greet a guest who was paying his respects to the ladies at the bathing house. He came running, running wet perhaps out of the water, tossed back his curls, and as he held out his hand, resting on one leg and raising his other foot on the toes, the set of his body was delightful; it had a charming expectancy about it, a well-meaning shyness, a winsomeness which showed his aristocratic training.﻿ ﻿… He lay stretched full length, his bath towel slung across his shoulders, his delicately chiselled arm supported in the sand, his chin in his palm; the boy called Jaschu was squatting near him and making up to him﻿—and nothing could be more enchanting than the smile of his eyes and lips when the leader glanced up at his inferior, his servant.﻿ ﻿… He stood on the edge of the sea, alone, apart from his people, quite near to Aschenbach﻿—erect, his hands locked across the back of his neck, he swayed slowly on the balls of his feet, looked dreamily into the blueness of sea and sky, while tiny waves rolled up and bathed his feet. His honey-coloured hair clung in rings about his neck and temples. The sun made the down on his back glitter; the fine etching of the ribs, the symmetry of the chest, were emphasized by the tightness of the suit across the buttocks. His armpits were still as smooth as those of a statue; the hollows of his knees glistened, and their bluish veins made his body seem built of some clearer stuff. What rigour, what precision of thought, were expressed in this erect, youthfully perfect body! Yet the pure and strenuous will which, darkly at work, could bring such godlike sculpture to the light﻿—was not he, the artist, familiar with this? Did it not operate in him too when he, under the press of frugal passions, would free from the marble mass of speech some slender form which he had seen in the mind and which he put before his fellows as a statue and a mirror of intellectual beauty?

				Statue and mirror! His eyes took in the noble form there bordered with blue; and with a rush of enthusiasm he felt that in this spectacle he was catching the beautiful itself, form as the thought of God, the one pure perfection which lives in the mind, and which, in this symbol and likeness, had been placed here quietly and simply as an object of devotion. That was drunkenness; and eagerly, without thinking, the aging artist welcomed it. His mind was in travail; all that he had learned, dropped back into flux; his understanding threw up age-old thoughts which he had inherited with youth though they had never before lived with their own fire. Is it not written that the sun diverts our attention from intellectual to sensual things? Reason and understanding, it is said, become so numbed and enchanted that the soul forgets everything out of delight with its immediate circumstances, and in astonishment becomes attached to the most beautiful object shined on by the sun; indeed, only with the aid of a body is it capable then of raising itself to higher considerations. To be sure, Amor did as the instructors of mathematics who show backward children tangible representations of the pure forms﻿—similarly the god, in order to make the spiritual visible for us, readily utilized the form and colour of man’s youth, and as a reminder he adorned these with the reflected splendour of beauty which, when we behold it, makes us flare up in pain and hope.

				His enthusiasm suggested these things, put him in the mood for them. And from the noise of the sea and the lustre of the sun he wove himself a charming picture. Here was the old plane-tree, not far from the walls of Athens﻿—a holy, shadowy place filled with the smell of agnus castus blossoms and decorated with ornaments and images sacred to Achelous and the Nymphs. Clear and pure, the brook at the foot of the spreading tree fell across the smooth pebbles; the cicadas were fiddling. But on the grass, which was like a pillow gently sloping to the head, two people were stretched out, in hiding from the heat of the day: an older man and a youth, one ugly and one beautiful, wisdom next to loveliness. And amid gallantries and skilfully engaging banter, Socrates was instructing Phaedrus in matters of desire and virtue. He spoke to him of the hot terror which the initiate suffer when their eyes light on an image of the eternal beauty; spoke of the greed of the impious and the wicked who cannot think beauty when they see its likeness, and who are incapable of reverence; spoke of the holy distress which befalls the noble-minded when a godlike countenance, a perfect body, appears before them; they tremble and grow distracted, and hardly dare to raise their eyes, and they honour the man who possesses this beauty, yes, if they were not afraid of being thought downright madmen they would sacrifice to the beloved as to the image of a god. For beauty, my Phaedrus, beauty alone is both lovely and visible at once; it is, mark me, the only form of the spiritual which we can receive through the senses. Else what would become of us if the divine, if reason and virtue and truth, should appear to us through the senses? Should we not perish and be consumed with love, as Semele once was with Zeus? Thus, beauty is the sensitive man’s access to the spirit﻿—but only a road, a means simply, little Phaedrus.﻿ ﻿… And then this crafty suitor made the neatest remark of all; it was this, that the lover is more divine than the beloved, since the god is in the one, but not in the other﻿—perhaps the most delicate, the most derisive thought which has ever been framed, and the one from which spring all the cunning and the profoundest pleasures of desire.

				Writers are happiest with an idea which can become all emotion, and an emotion all idea. Just such a pulsating idea, such a precise emotion, belonged to the lonely man at this moment, was at his call. Nature, it ran, shivers with ecstasy when the spirit bows in homage before beauty. Suddenly he wanted to write. Eros loves idleness, they say, and he is suited only to idleness. But at this point in the crisis the affliction became a stimulus towards productivity. The incentive hardly mattered. A request, an agitation for an open statement on a certain large burning issue of culture and taste, was going about the intellectual world, and had finally caught up with the traveller here. He was familiar with the subject, it had touched his own experience; and suddenly he felt an irresistible desire to display it in the light of his own version. And he even went so far as to prefer working in Tadzio’s presence, taking the scope of the boy as a standard for his writing, making his style follow the lines of this body which seemed godlike to him, and carrying his beauty over into the spiritual just as the eagle once carried the Trojan stag up into the ether. Never had his joy in words been more sweet. He had never been so aware that Eros is in the word as during those perilously precious hours when, at his crude table under the canopy, facing the idol and listening to the music of his voice, he followed Tadzio’s beauty in the forming of his little tract, a page and a half of choice prose which was soon to excite the admiration of many through its clarity, its poise, and the vigorous curve of its emotion. Certainly it is better for people to know only the beautiful product as finished, and not in its conception, its conditions of origin. For knowledge of the sources from which the artist derives his inspiration would often confuse and alienate, and in this way detract from the effects of his mastery. Strange hours! Strangely enervating efforts! Rare creative intercourse between the spirit and a body! When Aschenbach put away his work and started back from the beach be felt exhausted, or in dispersion even; and it was as though his conscience were complaining after some transgression.

				The following morning, as he was about to leave the hotel, he looked off from the steps and noticed that Tadzio, who was alone and was already on his way towards the sea, was just approaching the private beach. He was half tempted by the simple notion of seizing this opportunity to strike up a casual friendly acquaintanceship with the boy who had been the unconscious source of so much agitation and upheaval; he wanted to address him, and enjoy the answering look in his eyes. The boy was sauntering along, he could be overtaken; and Aschenbach quickened his pace. He reached him on the boardwalk behind the bathing houses; was about to lay a hand on his head and shoulders; and some word or other, an amiable phrase in French, was on the tip of his tongue. But he felt that his heart, due also perhaps to his rapid stride, was beating like a hammer; and he was so short of breath that his voice would have been tight and trembling. He hesitated, he tried to get himself under control. Suddenly he became afraid that he had been walking too long so close behind the boy. He was afraid of arousing curiosity and causing him to look back questioningly. He made one more spurt, failed, surrendered, and passed with bowed head.

				“Too late!” he thought immediately. Too late! Yet was it too late? This step which he had just been on the verge of taking would very possibly have put things on a sound, free and easy basis, and would have restored him to wholesome soberness. But the fact was that Aschenbach did not want soberness: his intoxication was too precious. Who can explain the stamp and the nature of the artist! Who can understand this deep instinctive welding of discipline and licence? For to be unable to want wholesome soberness, is licence. Aschenbach was no longer given to self-criticism. His tastes, the mental caliber of his years, his self-respect, ripeness, and a belated simplicity made him unwilling to dismember his motives and to debate whether his impulses were the result of conscientiousness or of dissolution and weakness. He was embarrassed, as he feared that someone or other, if only the guard on the beach, must have observed his pursuit and defeat. He was very much afraid of the ridiculous. Further, he joked with himself about his comically pious distress. “Downed,” he thought, “downed like a rooster, with his wings hanging miserably in the battle. It really is a god who can, at one sight of his loveliness, break our courage this way and force down our pride so thoroughly.﻿ ﻿…” He toyed and skirmished with his emotions, and was far too haughty to be afraid of them.

				He had already ceased thinking about the time when the vacation period which he had fixed for himself would expire; the thought of going home never even suggested itself. He had sent for an ample supply of money. His only concern was with the possible departure of the Polish family; by a casual questioning of the hotel barber he had contrived to learn that these people had come here only a short time before his own arrival. The sun browned his face and hands, the invigorating salt breezes made him feel fresher. Once he had been in the habit of expending on his work every bit of nourishment which food, sleep, or nature could provide him; and similarly now he was generous and uneconomical, letting pass off as elation and emotion all the daily strengthening derived from sun, idleness, and sea air.

				His sleep was fitful; the preciously uniform days were separated by short nights of happy unrest. He did retire early, for at nine o’clock, when Tadzio had disappeared from the scene, the day seemed over. But at the first grey of dawn he was awakened by a gently insistent shock; he suddenly remembered his adventure, he could no longer remain in bed; he arose, and clad lightly against the chill of morning, he sat down by the open window to await the rising of the sun. Revived by his sleep, he watched this miraculous event with reverence. Sky, earth, and sea still lay in glassy, ghostlike twilight; a dying star still floated in the emptiness of space. But a breeze started up, a winged message from habitations beyond reach, telling that Eos was rising from beside her husband. And that first sweet reddening in the farthest stretches of sky and sea took place by which the sentiency of creation is announced. The goddess was approaching, the seductress of youth who stole Cleitus and Cephalus, and despite the envy of all the Olympians enjoyed the love of handsome Orion. A strewing of roses began there on the edge of the world, an unutterably pure glowing and blooming. Childish clouds, lighted and shined through, floated like busy little Cupids in the rosy, bluish mist. Purple fell upon the sea, which seemed to be simmering, and washing the colour towards him. Golden spears shot up into the sky from behind. The splendour caught fire, silently, and with godlike power an intense flame of licking tongues broke out﻿—and with rattling hoofs the brother’s sacred chargers mounted the horizon. Lighted by the god’s brilliance, he sat there, keeping watch alone. He closed his eyes, letting this glory play against the lids. Past emotions, precious early afflictions and yearnings which had been stifled by his rigorous programme of living, were now returning in such strange new forms. With an embarrassed, astonished smile, he recognized them. He was thinking, dreaming; slowly his lips formed a name. And still smiling, with his face turned upwards, hands folded in his lap, he fell asleep again in his chair.

				But the day which began with such fiery solemnity underwent a strange mythical transformation. Where did the breeze originate which suddenly began playing so gently and insinuatingly, like some whispered suggestion, about his ears and temples? Little white choppy clouds stood in the sky in scattered clumps, like the pasturing herds of the gods. A stronger wind arose, and the steeds of Poseidon came prancing up, and along with them the steers which belonged to the blue-locked god, bellowing and lowering their horns as they ran. Yet among the detritus of the more distant beach waves were hopping forward like agile goats. He was caught in the enchantment of a sacredly distorted world full of Panic life﻿—and he dreamed delicate legends. Often, when the sun was sinking behind Venice, he would sit on a bench in the park observing Tadzio who was dressed in a white suit with a coloured sash and was playing ball on the smooth gravel﻿—and it was Hyacinth that he seemed to be watching. Hyacinth who was to die because two gods loved him. Yes, he felt Zephyr’s aching jealousy of the rival who forgot the oracle, the bow, and the lyre, in order to play forever with this beauty. He saw the discus, guided by a pitiless envy, strike the lovely head; he too, growing pale, caught the drooping body﻿—and the flower, sprung from this sweet blood, bore the inscription of his unending grief.

				Nothing is more unusual and strained than the relationship between people who know each other only with their eyes, who meet daily, even hourly, and yet are compelled, by force of custom or their own caprices, to say no word or make no move of acknowledgement, but to maintain the appearance of an aloof unconcern. There is a restlessness and a surcharged curiosity existing between them, the hysteria of an unsatisfied, unnaturally repressed desire for acquaintanceship and intercourse; and especially there is a kind of tense respect. For one person loves and honours another so long as he cannot judge him, and desire is an evidence of incomplete knowledge.

				Some kind of familiarity had necessarily to form itself between Aschenbach and young Tadzio; and it gave the elderly man keen pleasure to see that his sympathies and interests were not left completely unanswered. For example, when the boy appeared on the beach in the morning and was going towards his family’s bathing house, what had induced him never to use the boardwalk on the far side of it any more, but to stroll along the front path, through the sand, past Aschenbach’s habitual place, and often unnecessarily close to him, almost touching his table, or his chair even? Did the attraction, the fascination of an overpowering emotion have such an effect upon the frail unthinking object of it? Aschenbach watched daily for Tadzio to approach; and sometimes he acted as though he were occupied when this event was taking place, and he let the boy pass unobserved. But at other times he would look up, and their glances met. They were both in deep earnest when this occurred. Nothing in the elderly man’s cultivated and dignified expression betrayed any inner movement; but there was a searching look in Tadzio’s eyes, a thoughtful questioning﻿—he began to falter, looked down, then looked up again charmingly, and when he had passed something in his bearing seemed to indicate that it was only his breeding which kept him from turning around.

				Once, however, one evening, things turned out differently. The Polish children and their governess had been missing at dinner in the large hall; Aschenbach had noted this uneasily. After the meal, disturbed by their absence, Aschenbach was walking in evening dress and straw hat in front of the hotel at the foot of the terrace, when suddenly he saw the nunlike sisters appear in the light of the arc-lamp, accompanied by their governess and with Tadzio a few steps behind. Evidently they were coming from the steamer pier after having dined for some reason in the city. It must have been cool on the water; Tadzio was wearing a dark blue sailor overcoat with gold buttons, and on his head he had a cap to match. The sun and sea air had not browned him; his skin still had the same yellow marble colour as at first. It even seemed paler today than usual, whether from the coolness or from the blanching moonlight of the lamps. His regular eyebrows showed up more sharply, the darkness of his eyes was deeper. It is hard to say how beautiful he was; and Aschenbach was distressed, as he had often been before, by the thought that words can only evaluate sensuous beauty, but not re-give it.

				He had not been prepared for this rich spectacle; it came unhoped for. He had no time to entrench himself behind an expression of repose and dignity. Pleasure, surprise, admiration must have shown on his face as his eyes met those of the boy﻿—and at this moment it happened that Tadzio smiled, smiled to him, eloquently, familiarly, charmingly, without concealment; and during the smile his lips slowly opened. It was the smile of Narcissus bent over the reflecting water, that deep, fascinated, magnetic smile with which he stretches out his arms to the image of his own beauty﻿—a smile distorted ever so little, distorted at the hopelessness of his efforts to kiss the pure lips of the shadow. It was coquettish, inquisitive, and slightly tortured. It was infatuated, and infatuating.

				He had received this smile, and he hurried away as though he carried a fatal gift. He was so broken up that he was compelled to escape the light of the terrace and the front garden; he hastily hunted out the darkness of the park in the rear. Strangely indignant and tender admonitions wrung themselves out of him: “You dare not smile like that! Listen, no one dare smile like that to another!” He threw himself down on a bench; in a frenzy he breathed the night smell of the vegetation. And leaning back, his arms loose, overwhelmed, with frequent chills running through him, he whispered the fixed formula of desire﻿—impossible in this case, absurd, abject, ridiculous, and yet holy, even in this case venerable: “I love you!”

			
			
				V

				During his fourth week at the Lido, Gustav von Aschenbach made several sinister observations touching on the world about him. First, it seemed to him that as the season progressed the number of guests at the hotel was diminishing rather than increasing; and German especially seemed to be dropping away, so that finally he heard nothing but foreign sounds at table and on the beach. Then one day in conversation with the barber, whom he visited often, he caught a word which startled him. The man had mentioned a German family that left soon after their arrival; he added glibly and flatteringly, “But you are staying, sir. You have no fear of the plague.” Aschenbach looked at him. “The plague?” he repeated. The gossiper was silent, made out as though busy with other things, ignored the question. When it was put more insistently, he declared that he knew nothing, and with embarrassing volubility he tried to change the subject.

				That was about noon. In the afternoon there was a calm, and Aschenbach rode to Venice under an intense sun. For he was driven by a mania to follow the Polish children whom he had seen with their governess taking the road to the steamer pier. He did not find the idol at San Marco. But while sitting over his tea at his little round iron table on the shady side of the square, he suddenly detected a peculiar odour in the air which, it seemed to him now, he had noticed for days without being consciously aware of it. The smell was sweetish and drug-like, suggesting sickness, and wounds, and a suspicious cleanliness. He tested and examined it thoughtfully, finished his luncheon, and left the square on the side opposite the church. The smell was stronger where the street narrowed. On the corners printed posters were hung, giving municipal warnings against certain diseases of the gastric system liable to occur at this season, against the eating of oysters and clams, and also against the water of the canals. The euphemistic nature of the announcement was palpable. Groups of people had collected in silence on the bridges and squares; and the foreigner stood among them, scenting and investigating.

				At a little shop he inquired about the fatal smell, asking the proprietor, who was leaning against his door surrounded by coral chains and imitation amethyst jewellery. The man measured him with heavy eyes, and brightened up hastily. “A matter of precaution, sir!” he answered with a gesture. “A regulation of the police which must be taken for what it is worth. This weather is oppressive, the sirocco is not good for the health. In short, you understand﻿—an exaggerated prudence perhaps.” Aschenbach thanked him and went on. Also on the steamer back to the Lido he caught the smell of the disinfectant.

				Returning to the hotel, he went immediately to the periodical stand in the lobby and ran through the papers. He found nothing in the foreign language press. The domestic press spoke of rumours, produced hazy statistics, repeated official denials and questioned their truthfulness. This explained the departure of the German and Austrian guests. Obviously, the subjects of the other nations knew nothing, suspected nothing, were not yet uneasy. “To keep it quiet!” Aschenbach thought angrily, as he threw the papers back on the table. “To keep that quiet!” But at the same moment he was filled with satisfaction over the adventure that was to befall the world about him. For passion, like crime, is not suited to the secure daily rounds of order and well-being; and every slackening in the bourgeois structure, every disorder and affliction of the world, must be held welcome, since they bring with them a vague promise of advantage. So Aschenbach felt a dark contentment with what was taking place, under cover of the authorities, in the dirty alleys of Venice. This wicked secret of the city was welded with his own secret, and he too was involved in keeping it hidden. For in his infatuation he cared about nothing but the possibility of Tadzio’s leaving, and he realized with something like terror that he would not know how to go on living if this occurred.

				Lately he had not been relying simply on good luck and the daily routine for his chances to be near the boy and look at him. He pursued him, stalked him. On Sundays, for instance, the Poles never appeared on the beach. He guessed that they must be attending mass at San Marco. He hurried there; and stepping from the heat of the square into the golden twilight of the church, he found the boy he was hunting, bowed over a prie-dieu, praying. Then he stood in the background, on the cracked mosaic floor, with people on all sides kneeling, murmuring, and making the sign of the cross. And the compact grandeur of this oriental temple weighed heavily on his senses. In front, the richly ornamented priest was conducting the office, moving about and singing; incense poured forth, clouding the weak little flame of the candle on the altar﻿—and with the sweet, stuffy sacrificial odour another seemed to commingle faintly: the smell of the infested city. But through the smoke and the sparkle Aschenbach saw how the boy there in front turned his head, hunted him out, and looked at him.

				When the crowd was streaming out through the opened portals into the brilliant square with its swarms of pigeons, the lover hid in the vestibule; he kept under cover, he lay in wait. He saw the Poles quit the church, saw how the children took ceremonious leave of their mother, and how she turned towards the Piazzetta on her way home. He made sure that the boy, the nunlike sisters, and the governess took the road to the right through the gateway of the dock tower and into the Merceria. And after giving them a slight start, he followed, followed them furtively on their walk through Venice. He had to stand still when they stopped, had to take flight in shops and courts to let them pass when they turned back. He lost them; hot and exhausted, he hunted them over bridges and down dirty blind-alleys﻿—and he underwent minutes of deadly agony when suddenly he saw them coming towards him in a narrow passage where escape was impossible. Yet it could not be said that he suffered. He was drunk, and his steps followed the promptings of the demon who delights in treading human reason and dignity under foot.

				In one place Tadzio and his companions took a gondola; and shortly after they had pushed off from the shore, Aschenbach, who had hidden behind some structure, a well, while they were climbing in, now did the same. He spoke in a hurried undertone as he directed the rower, with the promise of a generous tip, to follow unnoticed and at a distance that gondola which was just rounding the corner. And he thrilled when the man, with the roguish willingness of an accomplice, assured him in the same tone that his wishes would be carried out, carried out faithfully.

				Leaning back against the soft black cushions, he rocked and glided towards the other black-beaked craft where his passion was drawing him. At times it escaped; then he felt worried and uneasy. But his pilot, as though skilled in such commissions, was always able through sly manoeuvres, speedy diagonals and shortcuts, to bring the quest into view again. The air was quiet and smelly, the sun burned down strong through the slate-coloured mist. Water slapped against the wood and stone. The call of the gondolier, half warning, half greeting, was answered with a strange obedience far away in the silence of the labyrinth. White and purple umbels with the scent of almonds hung down from little elevated gardens over crumbling walls. Arabian window-casings were outlined through the murkiness. The marble steps of a church descended into the water; a beggar squatted there, protesting his misery, holding out his hat, and showing the whites of his eyes as though he were blind. An antiquarian in front of his den fawned on the passerby and invited him to stop in the hopes of swindling him. That was Venice, the flatteringly and suspiciously beautiful﻿—this city, half legend, half snare for strangers; in its foul air art once flourished gluttonously, and had suggested to its musicians seductive notes which cradle and lull. The adventurer felt as though his eyes were taking in this same luxury, as though his ears were being won by just such melodies. He recalled too that the city was diseased and was concealing this through greed﻿—and he peered more eagerly after the retreating gondola.

				Thus, in his infatuation, he wanted simply to pursue uninterrupted the object that aroused him, to dream of it when it was not there, and, after the fashion of lovers, to speak softly to its mere outline. Loneliness, strangeness, and the joy of a deep belated intoxication encouraged him and prompted him to accept even the remotest things without reserve or shame﻿—with the result that as he returned late in the evening from Venice, he stopped on the second floor of the hotel before the door of the boy’s room, laid his head in utter drunkenness against the hinge of the door, and for a long time could not drag himself away despite the danger of being caught and embarrassed in such a mad situation.

				Yet there were still moments of relief when he came partly to his senses. “Where to!” he would think, alarmed. “Where to!” Like every man whose natural abilities stimulate an aristocratic interest in his ancestry, he was accustomed to think of his forbears in connection with the accomplishments and successes of his life, to assure himself of their approval, their satisfaction, their undeniable respect. He thought of them now, entangled as he was in such an illicit experience, caught in such exotic transgressions. He thought of their characteristic rigidity of principle, their scrupulous masculinity﻿—and he smiled dejectedly. What would they say? But then, what would they have said to his whole life, which was almost degenerate in its departure from theirs, this life under the bane of art﻿—a life against which he himself had once issued such youthful mockeries out of loyalty to his fathers, but which at bottom had been so much like theirs! He too had served, he too had been a soldier and a warrior like many of them﻿—for art was a war, a destructive battle, and one was not equal to it for long these days. A life of self-conquest and of in-spite-ofs, a rigid, sober, and unyielding life which he had formed into the symbol of a delicate and timely heroism. He might well call it masculine, or brave; and it almost seemed as though the Eros mastering him were somehow peculiarly adapted and inclined to such a life. Had not this Eros stood in high repute among the bravest of peoples; was it not true that precisely through bravery he had flourished in their cities? Numerous war heroes of antiquity had willingly borne his yoke, for nothing was deemed a disgrace which the god imposed; and acts which would have been rebuked as the sign of cowardice if they had been done for other purposes﻿—prostrations, oaths, entreaties, abjectness﻿—such things did not bring shame upon the lover, but rather he reaped praise for them.

				In this way his infatuation determined the course of his thoughts, in this way he tried to uphold himself, to preserve his respect. But at the same time, selfish and calculating, he turned his attention to the unclean transactions here in Venice, this adventure of the outer world which conspired darkly with his own and which fed his passion with vague lawless hopes.

				Bent on getting reliable news of the condition and progress of the pestilence, he ransacked the local papers in the city cafés, as they had been missing from the reading table of the hotel lobby for several days now. Statements alternated with disavowals. The number of the sick and dead was supposed to reach twenty, forty, or even a hundred and more﻿—and immediately afterwards every instance of the plague would be either flatly denied or attributed to completely isolated cases which had crept in from the outside. There were scattered admonitions, protests against the dangerous conduct of foreign authorities. Certainty was impossible. Nevertheless the lone man felt especially entitled to participate in the secret; and although he was excluded, he derived a grotesque satisfaction from putting embarrassing questions to those who did know, and as they were pledged to silence, forcing them into deliberate lies. One day at breakfast in the large dining-hall he entered into a conversation with the manager, that softly-treading little man in the French frock coat who was moving amiably and solicitously about among the diners and had stopped at Aschenbach’s table for a few passing words. Just why, the guest asked negligently and casually, had disinfectants become so prevalent in Venice recently? “It has to do,” was the evasive answer, “with a police regulation, and is intended to prevent any inconveniences or disturbances to the public health which might result from the exceptionally warm and threatening weather.”﻿ ﻿… “The police are to be congratulated,” Aschenbach answered; and after the exchange of a few remarks on the weather, the manager left.

				Yet that same day, in the evening, after dinner, it happened that a little band of strolling singers from the city gave a performance in the front garden of the hotel. Two men and two women, they stood by the iron post of an arc-lamp and turned their whitened faces up towards the large terrace where the guests were enjoying this folk-recital over their coffee and cooling drinks. The hotel personnel, bell boys, waiters, and clerks from the office, could be seen listening by the doors of the vestibule. The Russian family, eager and precise in their amusements, had had wicker chairs placed in the garden in order to be nearer the performers; and they were sitting here in an appreciative semicircle. Behind the ladies and gentlemen, in her turban-like kerchief, stood the old slave.

				Mandolin, guitar, harmonica, and a squeaky violin were responding to the touch of the virtuoso beggars. Instrumental numbers alternated with songs, as when the younger of the women, with a sharp trembling voice, joined with the sweetly falsetto tenor in a languishing love duet. But the real talent and leader of the group was undoubtedly the other of the two men, the one with the guitar. He was a kind of buffo baritone, with not much of a voice, although he did have a gift for pantomime, and a remarkable comic energy. Often, with his large instrument under his arm, he would leave the rest of the group and, still acting, would intrude on the platform, where his antics were rewarded with encouraging laughter. Especially the Russians in their seats down front seemed to be enchanted with so much southern mobility, and their applause incited him to let himself out more and more boldly and assertively.

				Aschenbach sat on the balustrade, cooling his lips now and then with a mixture of pomegranate juice and soda which glowed ruby red in his glass in front of him. His nerves took in the miserable notes, the vulgar crooning melodies; for passion lames the sense of discrimination, and surrenders in all seriousness to appeals which, in sober moments, are either humorously allowed for or rejected with annoyance. At the clown’s antics his features had twisted into a set painful smile. He sat there relaxed, although inwardly he was intensely awake; for six paces from him Tadzio was leaning against the stone handrail.

				In the white belted coat which he often wore at meal times, he was standing in a position of spontaneous and inborn gracefulness, his left forearm on the railing, feet crossed, the right hand on a supporting hip; and he looked down at the street-singers with an expression which was hardly a smile, but only an aloof curiosity, a polite amiability. Often he would stand erect and, expanding his chest, would draw the white smock down under his leather belt with a beautiful gesture. And then too, the aging man observed with a tumult of fright and triumph how he would often turn his head over the left shoulder in the direction of his admirer, carefully and hesitatingly, or even with abruptness as though to attack by surprise. He did not meet Aschenbach’s eyes, for a mean precaution compelled the transgressor to keep from staring at him: in the background of the terrace the women who guarded Tadzio were sitting, and things had reached a point where the lover had to fear that he might be noticed and suspected. Yes, he had often observed with a kind of numbness how, when Tadzio was near him, on the beach, in the hotel lobby, in the Piazza San Marco, they called him back, they were set on keeping him at a distance﻿—and this wounded him frightfully, causing his pride unknown tortures which his conscience would not permit him to evade.

				Meanwhile the guitar-player had begun a solo to his own accompaniment, a street-ballad popular throughout Italy. It had several strophes, and the entire company joined each time in the refrain, all singing and playing, while he managed to give a plastic and dramatic twist to the performance. Of slight build, with thin and impoverished features, he stood on the gravel, apart from his companions, in an attitude of insolent bravado, his shabby felt hat on the back of his head so that a bunch of his red hair jutted out from under the brim. And to the thrumming of the strings he flung his jokes up at the terrace in a penetrating recitative; while the veins were swelling on his forehead from the exertion of his performance. He did not seem of Venetian stock, but rather of the race of Neapolitan comedians, half pimp, half entertainer, brutal and audacious, dangerous and amusing. His song was stupid enough so far as the words went; but in his mouth, by his gestures, the movements of his body, his way of blinking significantly and letting the tongue play across his lips, it acquired something ambiguous, something vaguely repulsive. In addition to the customary civilian dress, he was wearing a sport shirt; and his skinny neck protruded above the soft collar, baring a noticeably large and active Adam’s-apple. He was pale and snub-nosed. It was hard to fix an age to his beardless features, which seemed furrowed with grimaces and depravity; and the two wrinkles standing arrogantly, harshly, almost savagely between his reddish eyebrows were strangely suited to the smirk on his mobile lips. Yet what really prompted the lonely man to pay him keen attention was the observation that the questionable figure seemed also to provide its own questionable atmosphere. For each time they came to the refrain the singer, amid buffoonery and familiar handshakes, began a grotesque circular march which brought him immediately beneath Aschenbach’s place; and each time this happened there blew up to the terrace from his clothes and body a strong carbolic smell.

				After the song was ended, he began collecting money. He started with the Russians, who were evidently willing to spend, and then came up the stairs. Up here he showed himself just as humble as he had been bold during the performance. Cringing and bowing, he stole about among the tables, and a smile of obsequious cunning exposed his strong teeth, while the two wrinkles still stood ominously between his red eyebrows. This singular character collecting money to live on﻿—they eyed him with a curiosity and a kind of repugnance, they tossed coins into his felt hat with the tips of their fingers, and were careful not to touch him. The elimination of the physical distance between the comedian and the audience, no matter how great the enjoyment may have been, always causes a certain uneasiness. He felt it, and tried to excuse it by grovelling. He came up to Aschenbach, and along with him the smell, which no one else seemed concerned about.

				“Listen!” the recluse said in an undertone, almost mechanically. “They are disinfecting Venice. Why?” The jester answered hoarsely, “On account of the police. That is a precaution, sir, with such heat, and the sirocco. The sirocco is oppressive. It is not good for the health.” He spoke as though astonished that anyone could ask such things, and demonstrated with his open hand how oppressive the sirocco was. “Then there is no plague in Venice?” Aschenbach asked quietly, between his teeth. The clown’s muscular features fell into a grimace of comical embarrassment. “A plague? What kind of plague? Perhaps our police are a plague? You like to joke! A plague! Of all things! A precautionary measure, you understand! A police regulation against the effects of the oppressive weather.” He gesticulated. “Very well,” Aschenbach said several times curtly and quietly; and he quickly dropped an unduly large coin into the hat. Then with his eyes he signalled the man to leave. He obeyed, smirking and bowing. But he had not reached the stairs before two hotel employees threw themselves upon him, and with their faces close to his began a whispered cross-examination. He shrugged his shoulders; he gave assurances, he swore that he had kept quiet﻿—that was evident. He was released, and he returned to the garden; then after a short conference with his companions, he stepped out once more for a final song of thanks and leave-taking.

				It was a rousing song which the recluse never recalled having heard before, a “big number” in incomprehensible dialect, with a laugh refrain in which the troupe joined regularly at the tops of their voices. At this point both the words and the accompaniment of the instruments stopped, with nothing left but a laugh which was somehow arranged rhythmically although very naturally done﻿—and the soloist especially showed great talent in giving it a most deceptive vitality. At the renewal of his professional distance from the audience he had recovered all his boldness again, and the artificial laugh that he directed up towards the terrace was derisive. Even before the end of the articulate portion of the strophe, he seemed to struggle against an irresistible tickling. He gulped, his voice trembled, he pressed his hand over his mouth, he contorted his shoulders; and at the proper moment the ungovernable laugh broke out of him, burst into such real cackles that it was infectious and communicated itself to the audience, so that on the terrace also an unfounded hilarity, living off itself alone, started up. But this seemed to double the singer’s exuberance. He bent his knees, he slapped his thighs, he nearly split himself; he no longer laughed, he shrieked. He pointed up with his finger, as though nothing were more comic than the laughing guests there, and finally everyone in the garden and on the verandah was laughing, even to the waiters, bell boys, and house-servants in the doorways.

				Aschenbach was no longer resting in his chair; he sat upright, as if attempting to defend himself, or to escape. But the laughter, the whiffs of the hospital smell, and the boy’s nearness combined to put him into a trance that held his mind and his senses hopelessly captive. In the general movement and distraction he ventured to glance across at Tadzio, and as he did so he dared observe that the boy, in reply to his glance, was equally serious, much as though he had modelled his conduct and expression after those of one man, and the prevalent mood had no effect on him since this one man was not part of it. This portentous childish obedience had something so disarming and overpowering about it that the grey-haired man could hardly restrain himself from burying his face in his hands. It had also seemed to him that Tadzio’s occasional stretching and quick breathing indicated a complaint, a congestion, of the lungs. “He is sickly, he will probably not grow old,” he thought repeatedly with that positiveness which is often a peculiar relief to desire and passion. And along with pure solitude he had a feeling of rakish gratification.

				Meanwhile the Venetians had ended and were leaving. Applause accompanied them, and their leader did not miss the opportunity to cover his retreat with further jests. His bows, the kisses he blew, were laughed at﻿—and so he doubled them. When his companions were already gone, he acted as though he had hurt himself by backing into a lamppost, and he crept through the gate seemingly crippled with pain. Then he suddenly threw off the mask of comic hard luck, stood upright, hurried away jauntily, stuck out his tongue insolently at the guests on the terrace, and slipped into the darkness. The company was breaking up; Tadzio had been missing from the balustrade for some time. But, to the displeasure of the waiters, the lonely man sat for a long while over the remains of his pomegranate drink. Night advanced. Time was crumbling. In the house of his parents many years back there had been an hour glass﻿—of a sudden he saw the fragile and expressive instrument again, as though it were standing in front of him. Fine and noiseless the rust-red sand was running through the glass neck; and since it was getting low in the upper half, a speedy little vortex had been formed there.

				As early as the following day, in the afternoon, he had made new progress in his obstinate baiting of the people he met﻿—and this time he had all possible success. He walked from the Piazza of St. Mark’s into the English travelling bureau located there; and after changing some money at the cash desk, he put on the expression of a distrustful foreigner and launched his fatal question at the attendant clerk. He was a Britisher; he wore a woollen suit, and was still young, with close-set eyes, and had that characteristic stolid reliability which is so peculiarly and strikingly appealing in the tricky, nimble-witted South. He began, “No reason for alarm, sir. A regulation without any serious significance. Such measures are often taken to anticipate the unhealthy effects of the heat and the sirocco﻿ ﻿…” But as he raised his blue eyes, he met the stare of the foreigner, a tired and somewhat unhappy stare focused on his lips with a touch of scorn. Then the Englishman blushed. “At least,” he continued in an emotional undertone, “that is the official explanation which people here are content to accept. I will admit that there is something more behind it.” And then in his frank and leisurely manner he told the truth.

				For several years now Indian cholera had shown a heightened tendency to spread and migrate. Hatched in the warm swamps of the Ganges delta, rising with the noxious breath of that luxuriant, unfit primitive world and island wilderness which is shunned by humans and where the tiger crouches in the bamboo thickets, the plague had raged continuously and with unusual strength in Hindustan, had reached eastwards to China, westwards to Afghanistan and Persia, and following the chief caravan routes, had carried its terrors to Astrachan, and even to Moscow. But while Europe was trembling lest the spectre continue its advance from there across the country, it had been transported over the sea by Syrian merchantmen, and had turned up almost simultaneously in several Mediterranean ports, had raised its head in Toulon and Malaga, had showed its mask several times in Palermo and Naples, and seemed permanently entrenched through Calabria and Apulia. The north of the peninsula had been spared. Yet in the middle of this May in Venice the frightful vibrions were found on one and the same day in the blackish wasted bodies of a cabin boy and a woman who sold greengroceries. The cases were kept secret. But within a week there were ten, twenty, thirty more, and in various sections. A man from the Austrian provinces who had made a pleasure trip to Venice for a few days, returned to his home town and died with unmistakable symptoms﻿—and that is how the first reports of the pestilence in the lagoon city got into the German newspapers. The Venetian authorities answered that the city’s health conditions had never been better, and took the most necessary preventive measures. But probably the food supply had been infected. Denied and glossed over, death was eating its way along the narrow streets, and its dissemination was especially favoured by the premature summer heat which made the water of the canals lukewarm. Yes, it seemed as though the plague had got renewed strength, as though the tenacity and fruitfulness of its stimuli had doubled. Cases of recovery were rare. Out of a hundred attacks, eighty were fatal, and in the most horrible manner. For the plague moved with utter savagery, and often showed that most dangerous form, which is called “the drying.” Water from the blood vessels collected in pockets, and the blood was unable to carry this off. Within a few hours the victim was parched, his blood became as thick as glue, and he stifled amid cramps and hoarse groans. Lucky for him if, as sometimes happened, the attack took the form of a light discomfiture followed by a profound coma from which he seldom or never awakened. At the beginning of June the pesthouse of the Ospedale Civico had quietly filled; there was not much room left in the two orphan asylums, and a frightfully active commerce was kept up between the wharf of the Fondamenta Nuove and San Michele, the burial island. But there was the fear of a general drop in prosperity. The recently opened art exhibit in the public gardens was to be considered, along with the heavy losses which in case of panic or unfavourable rumours, would threaten business, the hotels, the entire elaborate system for exploiting foreigners﻿—and as these considerations evidently carried more weight than love of truth or respect for international agreements, the city authorities upheld obstinately their policy of silence and denial. The chief health officer had resigned from his post in indignation, and been promptly replaced by a more tractable personality. The people knew this; and the corruption of their superiors, together with the predominating insecurity, the exceptional condition into which the prevalence of death had plunged the city, induced a certain demoralization of the lower classes, encouraging shady and antisocial impulses which manifested themselves in licence, profligacy, and a rising crime wave. Contrary to custom, many drunkards were seen in the evenings; it was said that at night nasty mobs made the streets unsafe. Burglaries and even murders became frequent, for it had already been proved on two occasions that persons who had presumably fallen victim to the plague had in reality been dispatched with poison by their own relatives. And professional debauchery assumed abnormal and obtrusive proportions such as had never been known here before, and to an extent which is usually found only in the southern parts of the country and in the Orient.

				The Englishman pronounced the final verdict on these facts. “You would do well,” he concluded, “to leave today rather than tomorrow. It cannot be much more than a couple of days before a quarantine zone is declared.” “Thank you,” Aschenbach said, and left the office.

				The square lay sunless and stifling. Unsuspecting foreigners sat in front of the cafés, or stood among the pigeons in front of the church and watched the swarms of birds flapping their wings, crowding one another, and pecking at grains of corn offered them in open palms. The recluse was feverishly excited, triumphant in his possession of the truth. But it had left him with a bad taste in his mouth, and a weird horror in his heart. As he walked up and down the flagstones of the gorgeous court he was weighing an action which would meet the situation and would absolve him. This evening after dinner he could approach the woman with the pearls and make her a speech; he had figured it out word for word: “Permit a foreigner, madam, to give you some useful advice, a warning, which is being withheld from you through self-interest. Leave immediately with Tadzio and your daughters! Venice is full of the plague.” Then he could lay a farewell hand on the head of this tool of a mocking divinity, turn away, and flee this morass. But he felt at the same time that he was very far from seriously desiring such a move. He would retract it, would disengage himself from it.﻿ ﻿… But when we are distracted we loathe most the thought of retracing our steps. He recalled a white building, ornamented with inscriptions which glistened in the evening and in whose transparent mysticism his mind’s eye had lost itself﻿—and then that strange wanderer’s form which had awakened in the aging man the roving hankerings of youth after the foreign and the remote. And the thought of return, the thought of prudence and soberness, effort, mastery, disgusted him to such an extent that his face was distorted with an expression of physical nausea. “It must be kept silent!” he whispered heavily. And: “I will keep silent!” The consciousness of his share in the facts and the guilt intoxicated him, much as a little wine intoxicates a tired brain. The picture of the diseased and neglected city hovering desolately before him aroused vague hopes beyond the bounds of reason, but with an egregious sweetness. What was the scant happiness he had dreamed of a moment ago, compared with these expectations? What were art and virtue worth to him, over against the advantages of chaos? He kept silent, and remained in Venice.

				This same night he had a frightful dream, if one can designate as a dream a bodily and mental experience which occurred to him in the deepest sleep, completely independent of him, and with a physical realness, although he never saw himself present or moving about among the incidents; but their stage rather was his soul itself, and they broke in from without, trampling down his resistance﻿—a profound and spiritual resistance﻿—by sheer force; and when they had passed through, they left his substance, the culture of his lifetime, crushed and annihilated behind them.

				It began with anguish, anguish and desire, and a frightened curiosity as to what was coming. It was night, and his senses were on the watch. From far off a grumble, an uproar, was approaching, a jumble of noises. Clanking, blaring, and dull thunder, with shrill shouts and a definite whine in a long drawn out u-sound﻿—all this was sweetly, ominously interspersed and dominated by the deep cooing of wickedly persistent flutes which charmed the bowels in a shamelessly penetrative manner. But he knew one word; it was veiled, and yet would name what was approaching: “The foreign god!” Vaporous fire began to glow; then he recognized mountains like those about his summer house. And in the scattered light, from high up in the woods, among tree trunks and crumbling moss-grown rocks﻿—people, beasts, a throng, a raging mob plunged twisting and whirling downwards, and made the hill swarm with bodies, flames, tumult, and a riotous round dance. Women, tripped by over-long fur draperies which hung from their waists, were holding up tambourines and beating on them, their groaning heads flung back. Others swung sparking firebrands and bare daggers, or wore hissing snakes about the middle of their bodies, or shrieking held their breasts in their two hands. Men with horns on their foreheads, shaggy-haired, girded with hides, bent back their necks and raised their arms and thighs, clashed brass cymbals and beat furiously at kettledrums, while smooth boys prodded he-goats with wreathed sticks, climbing on their horns and falling off with shouts when they bounded. And the bacchantes wailed the word with the soft consonants and the drawn out u-sound, at once sweet and savage, like nothing ever heard before. In one place it rang out as though piped into the air by stags, and it was echoed in another by many voices, in wild triumph﻿—with it they incited one another to dance and to fling out their arms and legs, and it was never silent. But everything was pierced and dominated by the deep coaxing flute. He who was fighting against this experience﻿—did it not coax him too with its shameless penetration, into the feast and the excesses of the extreme sacrifice? His repugnance, his fear, were keen﻿—he was honourably set on defending himself to the very last against the barbarian, the foe to intellectual poise and dignity. But the noise, the howling, multiplied by the resonant walls of the hills, grew, took the upper hand, swelled to a fury of rapture. Odours oppressed the senses, the pungent smell of the bucks, the scent of moist bodies, and a waft of stagnant water, with another smell, something familiar, the smell of wounds and prevalent disease. At the beating of the drum his heart fluttered, his head was spinning, he was caught in a frenzy, in a blinding deafening lewdness﻿—and he yearned to join the ranks of the god. The obscene symbol, huge, wooden, was uncovered and raised up; then they howled the magic word with more abandon. Foaming at the mouth, they raged, teased one another with ruttish gestures and caressing hands; laughing and groaning, they stuck the goads into one another’s flesh and licked the blood from their limbs. But the dreamer now was with them, in them, and he belonged to the foreign god. Yes, they were he himself, as they hurled themselves biting and tearing upon the animals, got entangled in steaming rags, and fell in promiscuous unions on the torn moss, in sacrifice to their god. And his soul tasted the unchastity and fury of decay.

				When he awakened from the affliction of this dream he was unnerved, shattered, and hopelessly under the power of the demon. He no longer avoided the inquisitive glances of other people; he did not care if he was exciting their suspicions. And as a matter of fact they were fleeing, travelling elsewhere. Numerous bathing houses stood empty, the occupants of the dining-hall became more and more scattered, and in the city now one rarely saw a foreigner. The truth seemed to have leaked out; the panic, despite the reticence of those whose interests were involved, seemed no longer avoidable. But the woman with the pearls remained with her family, either because the rumours had not yet reached her, or because she was too proud and fearless to heed them. Tadzio remained. And to Aschenbach, in his infatuation, it seemed at times as though flight and death might remove all the disturbing elements of life around them, and he stay here alone with the boy. Yes, by the sea in the forenoon when his eyes rested heavily, irresponsibly, unwaveringly on the thing he coveted, or when, as the day was ending, he followed shamelessly after him through streets where the hideous death lurked in secret﻿—at such times the atrocious seemed to him rich in possibilities, and laws of morality had dropped away.

				Like any lover, he wanted to please; and he felt a bitter anguish lest it might not be possible. He added bright youthful details to his dress, he put on jewels, and used perfumes. During the day he often spent much time over his toilet, and came to the table strikingly dressed, excited, and in suspense. In the light of the sweet youthfulness which had done this to him, he detested his aging body. The sight of his grey hair, his sharp features, plunged him into shame and hopelessness. It induced him to attempt rejuvenating his body and appearance. He often visited the hotel barber.

				Beneath the barber’s apron, leaning back in the chair under the gossiper’s expert hands, he winced to observe his reflection in the mirror.

				“Grey,” he said, making a wry face.

				“A little,” the man answered. “Due entirely to a slight neglect, an indifference to outward things, which is conceivable in people of importance, but it is not exactly praiseworthy. And all the less so since such persons are above prejudice in matters of nature or art. If the moral objections of certain people to the art of cosmetics were to be logically extended to the care of the teeth, they would give no slight offence. And after all, we are just as old as we feel, and under some circumstances grey hair would actually stand for more of an untruth than the despised correction. In your case, sir, you are entitled to the natural colour of your hair. Will you permit me simply to return what belongs to you?”

				“How is that?” Aschenbach asked.

				Then the orator washed his client’s hair with two kinds of water, one clear and one dark, and it was as black as in youth. Following this, he curled it with irons into soft waves, stepped back, and eyed his work.

				“All that is left now,” he said, “would be to freshen up the skin a little.”

				And like someone who cannot finish, cannot satisfy himself, he passed with quickening energy from one manipulation to another. Aschenbach rested comfortably, incapable of resistance, or rather his hopes aroused by what was taking place. In the glass he saw his brows arch more evenly and decisively. His eyes became longer; their brilliance was heightened by a light touching-up of the lids. A little lower, where the skin had been a leatherish brown, he saw a delicate crimson tint grow beneath a deft application of colour. His lips, bloodless a little while past, became full, and as red as raspberries. The furrows in the cheeks and about the mouth, the wrinkles of the eyes, disappeared beneath lotions and cream. With a knocking heart he beheld a blossoming youth. Finally the beauty specialist declared himself content, after the manner of such people, by obsequiously thanking the man he had been serving. “A trifling assistance,” he said, as he applied one parting touch. “Now the gentleman can fall in love unhesitatingly.” He walked away, fascinated; he was happy as in a dream, timid and bewildered. His necktie was red, his broad-brimmed straw hat was trimmed with a variegated band.

				A tepid storm wind had risen. It was raining sparsely and at intervals, but the air was damp, thick, and filled with the smell of things rotting. All around him he heard a fluttering, pattering, and swishing; and under the fever of his cosmetics it seemed to him as though evil wind-spirits were haunting the place, impure sea birds which rooted and gnawed at the food of the condemned and befouled it with their droppings. For the sultriness destroyed his appetite, and the fancy suggested itself that the foods were poisoned with contaminating substances. Tracking the boy one afternoon, Aschenbach had plunged deep into the tangled centre of the diseased city. He was becoming uncertain of where he was, since the alleys, waterways, bridges, and little squares of the labyrinth were all so much alike, and he was no longer even sure of directions. He was absorbed with the problem of keeping the pursued figure in sight. And, driven to disgraceful subterfuges, flattening himself against walls, hiding behind the backs of other people, for a long time he did not notice the weariness, the exhaustion, with which emotion and the continual suspense had taxed his mind and his body. Tadzio walked behind his companions. He always allowed the governess and the nunlike sisters to precede him in the narrow places; and loitering behind alone, he would turn his head occasionally to look over his shoulder and make sure by a glance of his peculiarly dark-grey eyes that his admirer was following. He saw him, and did not betray him. Drunk with the knowledge of this, lured forward by those eyes, led meekly by his passion, the lover stole after his unseemly hope﻿—but finally he was cheated and lost sight of him. The Poles had crossed a short arching bridge; the height of the curve hid them from the pursuer, and when he himself had arrived there he no longer saw them. He hunted for them vainly in three directions, straight ahead and to either side along the narrow dirty wharf. In the end he was so tired and unnerved that he had to give up the search.

				His head was on fire, his body was covered with a sticky sweat, his knees trembled. He could no longer endure the thirst that was torturing him, and he looked around for some immediate relief. From a little vegetable store he bought some fruit﻿—strawberries, soft and overly ripe﻿—and he ate them as he walked. A very charming, forsaken little square opened up before him. He recognized it; here he had made his frustrated plans for flight weeks ago. He let himself sink down on the steps of the cistern in the middle of the square, and laid his head against the stone cylinder. It was quiet; grass was growing up through the pavement; refuse was scattered about. Among the weather-beaten, unusually tall houses surrounding him there was one like a palace, with little lion-covered balconies, and Gothic windows with blank emptiness behind them. On the ground floor of another house was a drug store. Warm gusts of wind occasionally carried the smell of carbolic acid.

				He sat there, he, the master, the artist of dignity, the author of The Wretch, a work which had, in such accurate symbols, renounced vagabondage and the depths of misery, had denied all sympathy with the engulfed, and had cast out the outcast; the man who had arrived and, victor over his own knowledge, had outgrown all irony and acclimatized himself to the obligations of public confidence; whose reputation was official, whose name had been knighted, and on whose style boys were urged to pattern themselves﻿—he sat there. His eyelids were shut; only now and then a mocking uneasy side-glance slipped out from beneath them. And his loose lips, set off by the cosmetics, formed isolated words of the strange dream-logic created by his half-slumbering brain.

				“For beauty, Phaedrus, mark me, beauty alone is both divine and visible at once; and thus it is the road of the sensuous; it is, little Phaedrus, the road of the artist to the spiritual. But do you now believe, my dear, that they can ever attain wisdom and true human dignity for whom the road to the spiritual leads through the senses? Or do you believe rather (I leave the choice to you) that this is a pleasant but perilous road, a really wrong and sinful road, which necessarily leads astray? For you must know that we poets cannot take the road of beauty without having Eros join us and set himself up as our leader. Indeed, we may even be heroes after our fashion, and hardened warriors, though we be like women, for passion is our exaltation, and our desire must remain love﻿—that is our pleasure and our disgrace. You now see, do you not, that we poets cannot be wise and dignified? That we necessarily go astray, necessarily remain lascivious, and adventurers in emotion? The mastery of our style is all lies and foolishness, our renown and honour are a farce, the confidence of the masses in us is highly ridiculous, and the training of the public and of youth through art is a precarious undertaking which should be forbidden. For how indeed could he be a fit instructor who is born with a natural leaning towards the precipice? We might well disavow it and reach after dignity, but wherever we turn it attracts us. Let us, say, renounce the dissolvent of knowledge, since knowledge, Phaedrus, has no dignity or strength. It is aware, it understands and pardons, but without reserve and form. It feels sympathy with the precipice, it is the precipice. This then we abandon with firmness, and from now on our efforts matter only by their yield of beauty, or in other words, simplicity, greatness, and new rigour, form, and a second type of openness. But form and openness, Phaedrus, lead to intoxication and to desire, lead the noble perhaps into sinister revels of emotion which his own beautiful rigour rejects as infamous, lead to the precipice, yes they too lead to the precipice. They lead us poets there, I say, since we cannot force ourselves, since we can merely let ourselves out. And now I am going, Phaedrus. You stay here; and when you no longer see me, then you go too.”

				A few days later, as Gustav von Aschenbach was not feeling well, he left the beach hotel at a later hour in the morning than usual. He had to fight against certain attacks of vertigo which were only partially physical and were accompanied by a pronounced malaise, a feeling of bafflement and hopelessness﻿—while he was not certain whether this had to do with conditions outside him or with his own nature. In the lobby he noticed a large pile of luggage ready for shipment; he asked the doorkeeper who it was that was leaving, and heard in answer the Polish title which he had learned secretly. He accepted this without any alteration of his sunken features, with that curt elevation of the head by which one acknowledges something he does not need to know. Then he asked, “When?” The answer was, “After lunch.” He nodded, and went to the beach.

				It was not very inviting. Rippling patches of rain retreated across the wide flat water separating the beach from the first long sandbank. An air of autumn, of things past their prime, seemed to lie over the pleasure spot which had once been so alive with colour and was now almost abandoned. The sand was no longer kept clean. A camera, seemingly without an owner, stood on its tripod by the edge of the sea; and a black cloth thrown over it was flapping noisily in the wind.

				Tadzio, with the three or four companions still left, was moving about to the right in front of his family’s cabin. And midway between the sea and the row of bathing houses, lying back in his chair with a robe over his knees, Aschenbach looked at him once more. The game, which was not being supervised since the women were probably occupied with preparations for the journey, seemed to have no rules, and it was degenerating. The stocky boy with the sleek black hair who was called Jaschu had been angered and blinded by sand flung in his face. He forced Tadzio into a wrestling match which quickly ended in the fall of the beauty, who was weaker. But as though in the hour of parting the servile feelings of the inferior had turned to merciless brutality and were trying to get vengeance for a long period of slavery, the victor did not let go of the boy underneath, but knelt on his back and pressed his face so persistently into the sand that Tadzio, already breathless from the struggle, was in danger of strangling. His attempts to shake off the weight were fitful; for moments they stopped entirely and were resumed again as mere twitchings. Enraged, Aschenbach was about to spring to the rescue, when the torturer finally released his victim. Tadzio, very pale, raised himself halfway and sat motionless for several minutes, resting on one arm, with rumpled hair and glowering eyes. Then he stood up completely, and moved slowly away. They called him, cheerfully at first, then anxiously and imploringly; he did not listen. The swarthy boy, who seemed to regret his excesses immediately afterwards, caught up with him and tried to placate him. A movement of the shoulder put him at his distance. Tadzio went down obliquely to the water. He was barefoot, and wore his striped linen suit with the red bow.

				He lingered on the edge of the water with his head down, drawing figures in the wet sand with one toe; then he went into the shallows, which did not cover his knees in the deepest place, crossed them leisurely, and arrived at the sandbank. He stood there a moment, his face turned to the open sea; soon after, he began stepping slowly to the left along the narrow stretch of exposed ground. Separated from the mainland by the expanse of water, separated from his companions by a proud moodiness, he moved along, a strongly isolated and unrelated figure with fluttering hair﻿—placed out there in the sea, the wind, against the vague mists. He stopped once more to look around. And suddenly, as though at some recollection, some impulse, with one hand on his hip he turned the upper part of his body in a beautiful twist which began from the base﻿—and he looked over his shoulder towards the shore. The watcher sat there, as he had sat once before when for the first time these twilight-grey eyes had turned at the doorway and met his own. His head, against the back of the chair, had slowly followed the movements of the boy walking yonder. Now, simultaneously with this glance it rose and sank on his breast, so that his eyes looked out from underneath, while his face took on the loose, inwardly relaxed expression of deep sleep. But it seemed to him as though the pale and lovely lure out there were smiling to him, nodding to him; as though, removing his hand from his hip, he were signalling to come out, were vaguely guiding towards egregious promises. And, as often before, he stood up to follow him.

				Some minutes passed before anyone hurried to the aid of the man who had collapsed into one corner of his chair. He was brought to his room. And on the same day a respectfully shocked world received the news of his death.

			
		
	
		
			Bashan and I

			
				
					I

					Bashan Puts in His Appearance

				
				When spring, which all men agree is the fairest season of the year, comes round again and happens to do honour to its name, I love to go for half an hour’s stroll in the open air before breakfast. I take this stroll whenever the early chorus of the birds has succeeded in rousing me betimes﻿—because I had been wise enough to terminate the preceding day at a seemly hour. And then I go walking﻿—hatless﻿—in the spacious avenue in front of my house, and sometimes in the parks which are more distant. Before I capitulate to the day’s work, I long to draw a few draughts of young morning air and to taste the joy of the pure early freshness of things. Standing on the steps which lead down from my front door, I give a whistle. This whistle consists of two tones, a base tone and a deeper quarter-tone﻿—as though I were beginning the first notes of the second phrase of Schubert’s unfinished symphony, a signal which may be regarded as equal in tonal value to a name of two syllables.

				The very next moment, as I go on towards the garden gate, a sound is heard in the distance, a sound at first almost inaudible, then growing rapidly nearer and clearer﻿—a sound such as might ensue if a metal tag were to be set clinking against the brass trimmings of a leather collar. Then, as I turn round, I see Bashan curving in swift career around the corner of the house and heading for me full tilt as though he intended to knock me over. His efforts cause him to shorten his underlip a bit, so that two or three of his lower front teeth are laid bare. How splendidly they gleam in the early sun!

				Bashan comes straight from his kennel. This is situated behind the house under the floor of the veranda, which is supported on pillars. It is probable that, after a night of divers and unknown adventures, he had been enjoying a short morning doze in this kennel, until my two-syllabic whistle roused him to swift activity. This kennel or miniature hut is equipped with curtains made of coarse material, and is lined with straw. Thus it chances that a stray straw or two may be clinging to Bashan’s coat﻿—already rather ruffled up from his lying and stretching﻿—or that one of these refractory straws may even be left sticking between his toes. This is a vision which always reminds me of the old Count Moor in Schiller’s Robbers﻿—as I once saw him in a most vivid and imaginative production, coming out of the Hunger Tower, with a straw between two of his toes.

				Involuntarily I take up a flank position to the charging Bashan as he comes storming onward﻿—an attitude of defence﻿—for his apparent intention of lunging himself between my feet and laying me low is most amazingly deceptive. But always at the last moment and just before the collision, he manages to put on the brakes and to bring himself to﻿—something which testifies to his physical as well as his mental self-control. And now﻿—without uttering a sound﻿—for Bashan makes but scant use of his sonorous and expressive voice﻿—he begins to carry out a confused dance of welcome and salutation all about me, a dance consisting of rapid tramplings, of prodigious waggings﻿—waggings which are not limited to that member which is intended for their proper expression﻿—but which demand tribute of his entire hindquarters up to his very ribs, furthermore an annular contraction of his body, as well as darting, far-flung leaps into the air, also rotations about his own axis﻿—performances which, strange to say, he endeavours to hide from my gaze, for whenever I turn towards him, he transfers them to the other side. The very moment, however, I bend down and stretch out my hand, he is brought suddenly with a single leap to my side. There he stands, like a statue, with his shoulder-blade pressing against my shinbone. He stands aslant, with his strong paws braced against the ground, his face uplifted towards mine, so that he peers into my eyes from below and in a reversed direction. His stillness whilst I pat his shoulder and mutter friendly words, breathes forth the same concentration and emotion as the preceding delirium.

				He is a short-haired setter﻿—if you will not take this designation too sternly and strictly, but with a grain of salt. For Bashan cannot really claim to be a setter such as are described in books﻿—a setter in accordance with the most meticulous laws and decrees. He is perhaps a trifle too small for this﻿—for he is somewhat under the size of a full-fledged setter. And then his legs are not quite straight, but somewhat disposed to bend outward, a condition of things which would also be scarcely in accordance with the ideal of a Simon-pure breed.

				The slight disposition to dewlaps or “wattles,” that is, to those folds of skin about the neck which are capable of lending a dog such a dignified expression, becomes him admirably, though it is certain that this feature would also be objected to as a flaw by implacable experts on breeding, for I am told that in this species of dog the skin should lie close and firm about the throat.

				Bashan’s colouring is very beautiful. His coat is a rusty brown in the ground colour, striped with black. But there are also considerable mixtures of white. These predominate on the chest, the paws, and the belly. His entire nose, which is very short, seems to be painted black. This black and rusty brown makes a pretty velvety pattern on his broad skull as well as on his cool earlaps. One of his most edifying external features is the whorl, tuft or tassel into which the white hair on his chest twists itself and which sticks out like the spike on certain ancient armour. To be sure, one of his rather arbitrary glories﻿—the colour of his hair﻿—might also appear a dubious point to those who rate racial laws higher than the values of personality. It is possible that the classic setter should be monochrome or decorated with shaded or toned spots, and not, like Bashan, with tiger-like stripes. But the most emphatic warning against classifying Bashan in any rigid or ironclad category, is a certain drooping manner of the hirsute appendages about the corners of his mouth and the underside of his jaws, features which might not incorrectly be designated as a kind of bristling moustache and goatee﻿—features which, if you will rivet your eye upon them from near or far, will remind you of a griffon or an Airedale terrier!

				But what odds?﻿—setter or pointer or terrier﻿—Bashan is a fine and handsome animal. Look at him as he leans rigidly against my knee and looks up at me with a profound and concentrated devotion! His eye, ah, his eye! is beautiful, soft, and wise, even though a trifle glassy and protuberant. The iris is a rusty brown﻿—of the same colour as his coat, though it forms only a small ring in consequence of the tremendous expanse of the black mirrors of the pupils. On the outer periphery the colour blends into the white of the eye, swimming in it, as it were. The expression of his face, an expression of reasonable cheerfulness, proclaims the fine masculinity of his moral nature, which is reflected physically in the structure of his body. The vaulted chest, beneath whose smooth, supple, and clinging skin the ribs show powerfully, the drawn-in haunches, the nervous, clear-veined legs, the strong and well-shaped paws﻿—all proclaim a brave heart and much virile virtue﻿—proclaim peasant blood﻿—hunting blood. Yes, there can be no doubt of it﻿—the hunter and the tracker dominate prodigiously in Bashan’s education. He is a bona-fide setter﻿—if you must know﻿—even though he may not owe his existence to some snobbish bit of blue-blooded inbreeding. And this perhaps is what I would imply by the rather confused and unrelated words which I address to him whilst patting him on the shoulder-blade.

				He stands and stares, listening intently to the tone of my voice. He finds that this tone is full of accents which decidedly approve of his existence, something which I am at pains to emphasise in my speech. And suddenly, with an upward lunge of the head and a swift opening and shutting of his jaws, he makes a snap towards my face, as though he intended to bite off my nose, a bit of pantomime that is obviously meant to be an answer to my remarks and which invariably throws me backward in a sudden recoil, laughing﻿—as Bashan well knows. He intends this to be a kind of air-kiss, half tenderness, half mischievousness﻿—a manoeuvre which has been peculiar to him from puppyhood on﻿—I had never observed it in the case of any of his predecessors. Moreover, he at once begs pardon for the liberty he has taken by waggings, short abrupt bows and an embarrassed air. And then we pass out of the garden-gate into the open.

				We are now invested with a sound of rushing and roaring as of the sea. For my house fronts almost directly on the River Isar “rolling rapidly” as in the famous lines by Campbell, and foaming over flat terraces in its bed. We are separated from it only by the rows of poplars, by a strip of fenced-in grass which is planted with young maples and an elevated road which is fringed by great aspens, giants which conduct themselves in the same bizarre manner as willows and snow up the whole region with their white, seed-bearing fluff at the beginning of June. Up river, towards the city, I see a detachment of pioneers practising the building of a pontoon bridge. The thudding of their heavy boots upon the boards and the shouts of their officers echo across the stream. From the farther bank there come sounds of industrial activity, for yonder, at some distance downstream from the house, there is a locomotive plant working under increased pressure﻿—in accordance with the times. The tall windows of this great brick shed glow through the darkness at all hours of the night. New and beautifully lacquered engines hurry to and fro on their trial trips, a steam siren occasionally lets its heady howl be heard, a dull, thunderous pother makes the air quiver from time to time, and from the throats of several stacks the smoke creams darkly forth. This, however, is driven away by a kindly-disposed wind towards the distant tracts of woods, so that it seldom rolls across the river. Thus in the suburban, semi-rural solitude of this region, the whisperings of contemplative nature mingle with those of human activity. Over all lies the blank-eyed freshness of the morning hour.

				According to the daylight-saving law, the time might be half-past seven when I take my walk; in reality it is half-past six. With arms crossed behind my back I stroll through the tender sunshine down the poplar-lined avenue, barred by the long shadows of the trees. From here I cannot see the river, but its broad and even flow is audible. There is a soft whispering in the trees, the penetrating twittering, fluting, chirping, and sob-like trill of the songbirds fills the air. Under the moist blue heavens an aeroplane coming from the east, a stark mechanical bird with a roaring voice, now swelling, and now softly ebbing away, steers its independent way across land and river, and Bashan delights my eye with beautiful leaps at full length to and fro across the low fence of the grass plot to the left.

				Bashan is jumping because he actually knows that I take pleasure in his jumping. Often by means of calls and knockings upon the fence, have I encouraged him in it and praised him when he had fulfilled my wishes. And now, too, he comes after almost every jump so that I may tell him that he is a daring and elegant fence-vaulter, at which he also ventures a jump or two towards my face and beslobbers my thrust-out, defensive arm with the slaver of his mouth. These exercises, however, he likewise intends to be a kind of gymnastic morning toilet, for he smooths his ruffled coat by means of these athletic movements and rids himself of the straws which had disfigured it.

				It is good thus to go walking in the morning, the senses rejuvenated, the spirit purged by the healing bath and long Lethean draught of the night. You look upon the day that lies before you, regard it with strong, serene confidence, but you hesitate lazily to begin it﻿—you are master of an unusually free and unburdened span of time lying between the dream and the day, your reward for the good use you have made of your time. The illusion that you are leading a life that is constant, simple, undissipated and benignly introspective, the illusion that you belong utterly to yourself, renders you happy. Man is disposed to regard his case or condition of the moment, be this glad or troubled, peaceful or passionate, for the true, essential, and permanent aspect of his life, and above all is in fancy inclined to elevate every happy extempore to a radiant rule and an unbreakable habit, whereas he is really condemned to live by improvisation, from hand to mouth, so to speak.

				So, drawing in deep breaths of the morning air, you believe in your freedom and in your worth, though you ought to be aware, and at heart are aware, that the world is holding its snares ready to entangle you in them, and that in all probability you will again be lying in bed until nine tomorrow morning, because you had got into it at two the night before, heated, befogged, and full of passionate debate.﻿ ﻿… Well, so be it. Today you are the man of sobriety and the dew-clad early hour, the right royal lord of that mad hunter yonder who is just making another jump across the fence out of sheer joy that you are apparently content to live this day with him and not waste it upon the world you have left behind you.

				We follow the tree-lined avenue for about five minutes, to that point where it ceases to be a road and becomes a coarse desert of gravel parallel to the course of the river. We turn our backs upon this and strike into a broad, finely-gravelled street which, like the poplar-lined road, is equipped with a cycle-path, but is still void of houses. This leads to the right, between low-lying allotments of wooded land, towards the declivity which bounds our riverbanks﻿—Bashan’s field of action towards the east.

				We cross another street of an equally futuristic nature, which runs openly between the woods and the meadows, and which, farther up in the direction of the city and the tram-stop, is lined with a compact mass of flats. A slanting pebble path leads us to a prettily arranged dingle, almost like a kurgarten to the eye, but void of all humanity, like the entire district at this hour. There are benches along the rounded walks﻿—which enlarge themselves here and there to rondels or to trim playgrounds for the children and to spacious planes of grass on which are growing old and well-formed trees with deep pendant crowns, revealing only a short stretch of trunk above the grass. There are elms, beeches, limes, and silvery willows in parklike groups. I find great pleasure in this carefully-groomed park, in which I could not wander more undisturbed, if it were my own. It is perfect and complete. The gravel paths which curve down and around the gentle, sloping lawns, are even equipped with stone gutters. And there are far and pleasing glimpses between all this greenery, the architecture of a few villas which peer in from both sides and form the background.

				Here for a little while, I stroll to and fro upon the walks, whilst Bashan, his body inclined in a centrifugal plane, and drunk with joy of the fetterless unlimited space about him, executes gallopades criss and cross and head over heels upon the smooth grassy surfaces. Or else with barkings wherein indignation and pleasure mix and mingle, he pursues some bird, which, either bewitched by fear or out of sheer mischief, flutters along always a few inches in front of his open jaws. But no sooner do I sit down upon a bench than he comes and takes up a position on my foot. It is one of the immutable laws of his life that he will run about only when I myself am in motion, and that as soon as I sit down he too should become inactive. The necessity for this is not quite obvious, but to Bashan it is as the laws of the Medes and Persians.

				It is quaint, cosy, and amusing to feel him sitting upon my foot and penetrating it with the feverish glow of his body. A sense of gaiety and sympathy fills my bosom, as always when I am abandoned to him and to his idea of things. His manner of sitting is a bit peasant-like, a bit uncouth﻿—with his shoulder-blades turned outward and his paws turned in, irregularly. In this position his figure appears smaller and stockier than it really is, and the white whorl of hair upon his chest is thrust into comic prominence. But his head is thrown back in the most dignified manner and redeems his disregard for a fine pose by virtue of the intense concentrated attention it displays.

				It is so quiet that both of us remain absolutely still. The rushing of the water reaches us only in a subdued murmur. Under such conditions the tiny secret activities in our immediate world take on a particular importance and preoccupy the senses﻿—the brief rustling of a lizard, the note of a bird, the burrowing of a mole in the ground. Bashan’s ears are erected, in so far as the muscular structure of flapping ears admits of this. He cocks his head in order to intensify his sense of hearing. And the nostrils of his moist black nose are in incessant and sensitive motion, responsive to innumerable subtle reactions.

				He then lies down once more, being careful, however, to maintain his contact with my foot. He is lying in a profile position, in the ancient, well-proportioned, animalistic, idol-like attitude of the sphinx, with elevated head and breast, his thighs pressed close to his body, his paws extended in front of him. He is overheated, so he opens his jaws, a manoeuvre which causes the concentrated cleverness of his expression to pass into the purely bestial. His eyes twinkle and narrow to mere slits, and between his white and strong triangular teeth a long, rose-red tongue lolls forth.

			
			
				
					II

					How We Acquired Bashan

				
				It was a short, buxom, dark-eyed young woman who, with the help of her equally sturdy and dark-eyed daughter, keeps a hillside tavern not far from the Bavarian mountain resort called Tolz, who acted as go-between in the business of our making Bashan’s acquaintance and then acquiring him. That is over two years ago and he was only half a year old at the time. Anastasia﻿—this is the name of mine hostess﻿—knew that we had been compelled to have our Percy shot﻿—he was a Scotch collie, a harmless, somewhat weak-minded aristocrat, who had been visited in his old age by a painful and disfiguring skin disease﻿—and that for over a year we had been without a faithful guardian. She therefore rang us up from her perch in the hills and told us that she was boarding a dog who was sure to suit us to a dot, and that he was to be seen at any time.

				The children coaxed and urged, and as the curiosity of their elders was scarcely less than their own, we all sallied forth the very next afternoon to climb the heights where Anastasia’s tavern lay. We found her in her roomy kitchen which was filled with warm and succulent vapours. There she stood with her round bare forearms and her dress open at the throat, with her face rosy and shiny, preparing the evening meal for her boarders, whilst her daughter, busily but quietly going to and fro, lent assistance. We were given a pleasant greeting, and the fact that we had not postponed our visit but had come to attend to business without delay, was favourably commented upon. In answer to our inquisitive glances, Resi, the daughter, steered us toward the kitchen table. Here she bent down, placed her hands upon her knees, and directed a few flattering and encouraging words under the table. There, tied to a table-leg with a frazzled rope, stood a creature of whom we had until then been unaware in the smouldering half-light of this kitchen. It was a vision, however, which would have induced anyone to burst into peals of pitying laughter.

				There he stood on long, knock-kneed legs, his tail between them, his four feet close together, his back arched. He was trembling. It is possible that he was trembling out of fear, but one had the impression that it was due to a lack of flesh and fat. For the little apparition before us was a mere skeleton, a chest with a spinal column covered with rough hair and supported on four sticks. He had drawn back his ears, a muscular manoeuvre which, of course, immediately extinguishes every gleam of intelligent cheerfulness in a dog’s physiognomy. This effect in his still so childish face was so extreme that it expressed nothing but stupidity and misery as well as an insistent plea for consideration. There was also the fact to consider that the appendage which one might now call his goatee was at that time still more developed in relation to the rest of his face, something which gave to the aggregate woebegoneness of his appearance a trace of sour hypochondria.

				We all bent down to address comforting and coaxing words to this picture of misery. Anastasia, from her post in front of the stove, mingled her remarks with the rapturous and pitying exclamations of the children, and retailed information as to the personality of her boarder. His name, she declared in her pleasant and even voice, was, for the time being, Lux. He was the son of most respectable parents. She was personally acquainted with his mother, and as for his father she had heard nothing but good of him. Lux was born on a farm at Huglfing, and it was only owing to special circumstances that his owners were willing to sell him so cheaply. For that reason they had brought him to the tavern﻿—in view of the lively traffic there. They had come in a small wagon and Lux had gallantly trotted the whole twenty kilometres, between the hind wheels. She had at once thought of us, for she knew we were looking for a good dog, and she felt quite certain that we could not help taking him. If we could decide upon taking him at once, it would be a fine thing all round. She was sure that we would have great joy of him, and as for him, he would no longer be alone in the world, but have a cosy berth, and she, Anastasia, would cease to worry about him. We ought, however, not to be prejudiced against him because of the faces he was now making. He was a bit cowed at present and not sure of himself, because of the strange surroundings. But we would soon see that he had a fine pedigree, that his parents were excellent stock.

				Yes, we objected, but it was clear﻿—was it not﻿—that these parents of his had not been well matched?

				Oh, yes, they had, and both of them were a fine breed, too! She, Anastasia, would guarantee that his points were all good. He was also unspoiled and very moderate in his demands﻿—something which was worth a good deal in such lean times as these. Up to the present he had supported himself entirely on potato-skins. She suggested that we take him home first, on probation, as it were. We were under no obligation at all. In case we did not like him she would take him back and return the small sum we had paid. She was not afraid to say this﻿—not afraid that we might take her at her word. For knowing us as she did, and knowing him, too﻿—both parties to the bargain﻿—she was convinced that we should learn to love him and never think of ever giving him up again.

				She said a good deal more in this vein﻿—quietly, glowingly, and amiably﻿—the while she negotiated things on the stove, with the flames at times shooting up magically in front of her. And finally she came herself and with both hands opened Lux’s mouth in order to show us his fine teeth and for some mysterious reason also the rosy and riffled roof of his mouth.

				Upon our asking, with professional air, whether he had already had the mange, she replied with a slight show of impatience, that she did not know. And as to his size when he had finally stopped growing?﻿—well, she declared with a smart promptness, this would be exactly that of our deceased Percy. There was a good deal more of talk to and fro, a good deal of warmhearted encouragement on the part of Anastasia, reinforced by pleas from the children, and a good deal of half-conquered irresolution on our part. We finally begged leave to be permitted to consider the matter for a short time, and this was graciously granted us. And so we descended to the valley, thoughtfully rehearsing and ruminating upon our impressions.

				That bit of four-legged misery under the table had naturally captured the hearts of the children, and we grownups attempted in vain to smile away their lack of taste and judgment. We, too, felt a tugging at our hearts and realised all too clearly that we should be hard put to it to banish the vision of the unfortunate Lux from our memories. What was to become of him?﻿—if we turned away in contumely? Into whose﻿—into what hands would he fall? A terrible and mysterious figure arose in our fantasies: the knacker in his flaying-house, from whose loathsome attentions we had once saved Percy by means of a few chivalrous bullets from the rifle of a gamekeeper and the honourable burial-place we had given him at the edge of our garden. If we were minded to leave Lux to an unknown and possibly ghastly fate we should not have been so careless as to make his acquaintance, and to look upon his childish face with the goatee. But now that we were aware of his existence, a responsibility seemed laid upon us which we could dispute only with difficulty and with forced, halfhearted denials.

				Thus it came about that the third day following saw us once more climbing up that gentle spur of the lower Alps. It was not that we had already decided upon the acquisition of Lux. But we saw that things being as they were, it was not likely that the matter would have any other outcome.

				This time we found Anastasia and her daughter sitting opposite each other at the kitchen-table and drinking coffee. Between them, in front of the table, sat he who bore the preliminary name of Lux﻿—sat as he is still accustomed to sit today, his shoulder-blades twisted like a yokel’s, his paws turned in. Under his worn leather collar there was a little nosegay of wildflowers which decidedly augmented his appearance and lent it something festive, like that of an enterprising village youth on a Sunday or the bridegroom at a country wedding. The young hostess, who herself made a neat and pretty appearance in her peasant costume with its laced velvet bodice, had furbished him out in this fashion in order to celebrate his entry into his new home﻿—as she put it. And mother and daughter both assured us that they had been absolutely certain that we should come again to fetch Lux, and that they knew that we should come today.

				Thus all further controversy and debate proved to be impossible, in fact, precluded almost before we had entered. In her own pleasant way, Anastasia thanked us for the purchase-money which we handed to her and which amounted to ten marks. It was clear that she had imposed this price upon us more in our own interests than in hers, or those of the farmer-folk who had Lux to sell﻿—that is, she felt that it was necessary to give a positive, computable value to poor Lux in our eyes. This we understood and gladly paid the tribute. Lux was detached from his table-leg, the end of the rope handed over to me, and thus we passed over the threshold of Anastasia’s kitchen, our procession attended by the most friendly wishes and congratulations.

				It was, however, not a triumphal procession which proceeded on the hour’s march towards home with our new household companion﻿—the less so since our bridegroom soon lost his nosegay. It is true that we read amusement and also mocking and derogatory depreciation in the glances of the people we met, the opportunities for which became multiplied as we made our way through the market place﻿—longitudinally. To cap everything we soon discovered that Lux was suffering from a disorder of the bowels, apparently a chronic one, something which forced us to make frequent halts under the cynical eyes of the townspeople. We formed a protective circle and hid his internal misery from rude eyes, and solemnly asked ourselves whether it was not, after all, the mange which was thus displaying its most sinister symptoms? But this anxiety was uncalled-for, as the future proved to us, for we soon saw that we had to deal with a sound and hearty constitution which has proved itself proof against plagues and distempers up to this very moment.

				As soon as we reached home, the servant-maids were called forth, so that they might make acquaintance with this new addition to the family and also deliver their humble judgment upon him. We saw that they had been prepared to express admiration, but after they had caught sight of him and read our own vacillating and uncertain looks, they broke into rude laughter, turned their backs upon him of the rueful countenance, and made motions of rejection in his direction. Confirmed by this in our doubt as to whether they would fully appreciate the humanitarian nature of the small fee which Anastasia had demanded, we declared that the dog had been presented to us. And then we led Lux to the veranda and set before him a welcoming feast composed of liberal scraps of considerable content.

				But his timidity caused him to reject all this. He sniffed, to be sure, at the titbits which he was invited to consume, but stood aside shy and incapable of bringing himself to the pitch of believing that all these cheese-rinds and chicken-bones were really intended for him. On the other hand, he did not reject the sack which we had stuffed with seaweed and which we had made ready upon the floor for his comfort. And there he lay down with his paws tucked under him, whilst we retired to the inner rooms and consulted as to the name which he was finally to bear through all the years to come.

				He still refused to eat on the following day. Then followed a period during which he devoured indiscriminately everything that came within the radius of his jaws, until he attained the necessary degree of quiet regularity and critical dignity in matters of diet. The process of his domiciling and civic habitation should be described in some bold and spacious manner. I shall not lose myself in a too meticulous portrayal of this process. It suffered an interruption through the temporary disappearance of Bashan. The children had led him into the garden and they had taken off the rope in order to give him freedom of action. During an unguarded moment he had escaped into the vastness of the outer world through the gap left between the lower part of the gate and the gravel path. His disappearance aroused grief and consternation﻿—at least among the master and mistresses of the house, for the servants were disposed to make light of the loss of a gift-dog, if they really regarded it as a loss at all.

				The telephone began to play tempestuously between our domain and Anastasia’s mountain caravanserai, at which we hopefully adjudged him to be. But in vain, he had not shown himself there. Two days heavy with care went by, and then Anastasia reported that she had received tidings from Huglfing that Lux had appeared at the parental farm an hour and a half ago. He was there, no denying it﻿—the idealism of his instinct had drawn him back to the world of potato-parings. And in lonely one-day marches, facing all kinds of wind and weather, he had covered the twenty kilometres which he had once travelled between the wheels of the farm wagon. And so his former owners were obliged to hitch up this vehicle in order to deliver the fugitive home-comer into Anastasia’s hands once more. Two more days rolled by and then we again went forth to bring home the errant one. We found him fastened as before to the table-leg, unkempt and gaunt and splashed with the mud of the country roads. To be sure, he gave signs of recognition and of joy as he caught sight of us. But why then had he left us?

				There came a time when it was clear that he had rid his mind of the charms of the farm, but had not yet fully taken root with us, so that his soul was masterless and like to a leaf that is set tumbling about by the wind. During this period it was necessary to keep a sharp eye on him whilst out walking, for he was all too prone to tear asunder unperceived the weak band of sympathy that bound us, and in a grand burst of independent living to lose himself in the woods﻿—where he would certainly have reverted to the condition of his savage forbears. Our solicitude preserved him from this sinister destiny. We strove to keep him on that high moral level which his kind had achieved at the side of man during thousands of years of association in common. And then a radical change of residence﻿—our removal to the city, or rather its suburbs﻿—led to his becoming wholly dependent upon us and entering upon an intimate connection with our household life.

			
			
				
					III

					A Few Items Regarding Bashan’s Character and Manner of Life

				
				A man in the Valley of the Isar had told me that dogs of this species might become obnoxious, for they were always anxious to be with the master. I was therefore warned against accepting the tenacious faithfulness which Bashan soon began to display towards me as all too personal in its origin. On the other hand, this made it easier for me to discourage it a little﻿—in so far as this may, in self-defence, have been necessary. We have to deal here with a remote and long-derived patriarchal instinct of the dog which determines him﻿—at least so far as the more manly, open-air loving breeds are concerned﻿—to regard and honour the man, the head of the house and the family, as the master, the protector of the home, the lord, and to find the goal and meaning of his existence in a peculiar relationship of loyal vassal-friendship, and in the maintenance of a far greater spirit of independence towards the other members of the family. It was this spirit that Bashan manifested towards me from the very beginning. His eyes followed me about with a manly trustfulness shining in them. He seemed to be asking for commands which he might fulfil but which I chose not to give, since obedience was not one of his strong points. He clung to my heels with the visible conviction that his inseparability from me was something firmly rooted in the sacred nature of things.

				It went without saying that in the family circle he would lie down only at my feet and never at anyone else’s. It went equally without saying that in case I should separate from the others when out walking and pursue my own ways, he should join me and follow my footsteps. He also insisted upon my company when I was working, and when he chanced to find the door that gave upon the garden closed, he would come vaulting in through the window with startling suddenness, whereby a good deal of gravel would come rattling in upon the floor, and then with a sob and a sigh he would throw himself under my desk.

				But there is a reverence which we pay to life and to living things which is too vigilant and keen not to be violated even by a dog’s presence when we feel the need of being alone, and it was then that Bashan always disturbed me in the most tangible fashion. He would step up to my chair, wag his tail, look at me with devouring glances, and keep up an incessant trampling. The slightest receptive or approving movement on my part would result in his climbing up on the armrests of the chair, and glueing himself against my chest, in order to force me to laugh by the air-kisses which he kept lunging in my direction. And then he would proceed to an investigation of the top of my desk, assuming, no doubt, that something edible was to be found there, since I was so often caught bending over it. And then his broad and hairy paws would smear or blur the wet ink of my manuscript.

				Called sharply to account, he would lie down once more and fall asleep. But no sooner was he asleep than he would begin to dream, during which he would execute the movements of running with all his four feet stretched out, at the same time giving vent to a clear yet subdued ventriloquistic barking which sounded as if it came from another world. That this had a disturbing and distracting effect upon me need surprise no one, for, first of all, it was eerie, and then it stirred and burdened my conscience. This dream-life was all too clearly an artificial substitute for the real chase, the real hunt, and was prepared for him by his nature, because in his common life with me, the happiness of unrestrained movement in the open did not devolve upon him in that measure which his blood and his instincts demanded. This came home to me very strongly, but as it was not to be altered, it was necessary that my moral disquietude should be dispelled by an appeal to other and higher interests. This led me to affirm that he brought a great deal of mud into the room during bad weather, and moreover, that he tore the carpets with his claws. Hence, as a matter of principle, he was forbidden to remain in the house or to bear me company as long as I chanced to be in the house﻿—even though occasional exceptions were made. He understood this law at once and submitted to the unnatural prohibition, since it was precisely this which expressed in itself the inscrutable will of the master and lord of the house.

				For this remoteness from me, which often continues, especially in the winter, for the greater part of the day, is merely a matter of being away﻿—no actual separation or lack of connection. He is no longer with me﻿—by my orders﻿—but then that is merely the carrying-out of an order, after all a kind of negative being-with-me, as he would say. As for any independent life which Bashan might lead without me during these hours﻿—that is not to be thought of. Through the glass door of my study I see him disporting in a clumsy, uncle-like manner with the children on the small patch of grass in front of the house. But constantly he comes running up to the door, and as he cannot see me through the muslin curtain which stretches across the pane, he sniffs at the crack between door and jamb so as to assure himself of my presence, and then sits down on the steps with his back turned towards the room, mounting guard. From my writing-table I can also see him moving at a thoughtful trot between the old aspens on the elevated highway yonder. But such promenades are merely a tepid pastime devoid of pride, joy, and life. And it would be unutterably unthinkable that Bashan should take to devoting himself to the glorious pleasures of the chase upon his own account, even though no one would hinder him from doing this, and my presence, as will be shown later, would not be particularly favourable towards such an objective.

				He begins to live only when I go forth﻿—though, alas, he cannot always be said to begin life even then! For after I leave the house the question is whether I am going to turn towards the right, that is, down the avenue that leads into the open and to the solitude of our hunting-grounds, or towards the left in the direction of the tram station in order to ride to the city and into the great and spacious world. It is only in the first instance that Bashan finds that there is any sense in accompanying me. At first he joined me after I had chosen the great and spacious world, regarded with vast astonishment the car as it came thundering on, and, forcibly suppressing his shyness, made a blind and loyal jump upon the platform, directly amongst the passengers. But the storm of public indignation swept him off again, and so he resolved to go galloping alongside the roaring vehicle﻿—which bore so little resemblance to the farm wagon between the wheels of which he had once trotted. Faithfully he kept step as long as this was possible, and his wind would no doubt have held out too. But being a son of the upland farm, he was lost in the traffic of the metropolis; he got between people’s legs, strange dogs made flank attacks upon him; a tumult of wild odours such as he had never before experienced, vexed and confused his senses; house-corners, impregnated with the essences of old adventures, lured him irresistibly. He remained behind, and though he once more overtook the wagon on rails, this proved to be a wrong one, even though it exactly resembled the right one. Bashan ran blindly in the wrong direction, lost himself more and more in the disconcerting strangeness of the world. And it was more than two days before he came home, starved and limping﻿—to that last house along the river to which his master had also been sensible enough to return in the meantime.

				This happened two or three times, then Bashan finally gave up accompanying me when I turned towards the left. He knows instantly what I intend to do as soon as I emerge from the doorway of the house﻿—make a trip to the hunting-grounds or a trip to the great world. He jumps up from the doormat upon which he has been awaiting my coming forth under the protecting arch of the entrance. He jumps up and at the same moment he sees what my intentions are. My clothing betrays these to him, the cane that I carry, also my attitude and expression, the cool and preoccupied look I give him, or the irritation and challenge in my eyes. He understands. Headlong he plunges down the steps and goes dancing before me in swift and sudden bounds and full of excitement towards the gate when my going forth seems to be certain. But when he beholds hope vanish, he subsides within himself, lays his ears close to his head and his eyes take on that expression of shy misery which is found in contrite sinners﻿—that look which misfortune begets in the eyes of men and also of animals.

				At times he is really unable to believe what he sees and knows, that it is all up and that there is no use hoping for a hunt. His desires have been too intense. He repudiates the signs and symbols﻿—chooses not to see the city walking-stick, the careful citified clothes I am wearing. He pushes through the gate with me, switches around outside in a half turn, and seeks to draw me towards the right by starting to gallop in this direction and by turning his head towards me, forces himself to overlook the fateful “No” which I oppose to his efforts. He comes back when I actually do turn towards the left, accompanies me, snorting deeply, and ejaculating short, confused high notes which seem to arise from the tremendous tension in his interior, as I walk along the fence of the garden, and then he begins to jump back and forth over the pickets of the adjacent public park. These pickets are rather high, and he groans a little in his flight through the air out of fear lest he hurt himself. He makes these leaps impelled by a kind of desperate gaiety, scornful of all hard facts, and also to bribe me, to work upon my sympathies by his cleverness. For it is not yet quite impossible﻿—however improbable it may seem﻿—that I may nevertheless leave the city path at the end of the park, once more turn towards the left and lead him on to liberty﻿—even if only by way of the slightly roundabout way to the postbox. This happens, it is true, but it happens only rarely. Once this hope has dissolved into empty air, Bashan settles down upon his haunches and lets me go my way.

				

				There he sits now, in yokel-like, ungraceful attitude, in the very middle of the road, and stares after my retreating form, down the whole long vista. If I turn my head, he pricks up his ears, but does not follow me. Nor would he follow me if I should call or whistle﻿—he knows this would all be to no purpose. Even from the very end of the avenue I can see him still sitting there, a small, dark, awkward shape in the middle of the high road. A pang goes through my heart﻿—I mount the tram with an uneasy conscience. He has waited so long and so patiently﻿—and who does not know what torture waiting can be! His whole life is nothing but waiting﻿—for the next walk in the open﻿—and this waiting begins as soon as he has rested after his last run. During the night, too, he waits, for his slumbers are distributed throughout the entire twenty-four hours of the sun’s revolution, and many a siesta upon the smooth lawn, whilst the sun beats upon his coat, or behind the curtains of his hut, must help to shorten the bare and empty spaces of the day. His nocturnal rest is therefore dismembered and without unity. He is driven by blind impulses hither and thither in the darkness, through the yard and the garden﻿—he runs from place to place﻿—and waits. He waits for the recurrent visit of the local watchman with the lantern, the heavy thud of whose footfall he accompanies against his own better knowledge with a terrible burst of heralding barks. He waits for the paling of the heavens, the crowing of the cock in the nearby nursery-garden, the stir of the morning wind in the trees, and for the unlocking of the kitchen entrance, so that he may slip in and warm himself at the white-tiled range.

				But I believe that the torture of this nightly vigil is mild, compared to that which Bashan must endure in the broad of day, particularly when the weather is fair, be it winter or summer, when the sun lures into the open, and the desire for violent motion tugs in every muscle, and his master, without whom, of course, there can be no real enjoyment, persistently refuses to leave his seat behind the glass door.

				Bashan’s mobile little body, through which life pulsates so swiftly and feverishly, has been, so to speak, exhausted with rest﻿—and there can be no thought of sleep. Up he comes to the terrace in front of my door, drops himself in the gravel with a sob which comes from the very depths of his being, and lays his head upon his paws, turning up his eyes with a martyr’s expression towards heaven. This, however, lasts only a few seconds, the new position irks him at once, he feels it to be untenable. There is still one thing he can do. He may descend the steps and pay attention to a small tree trimmed in the shape of a rose-tree and flanking the beds of roses, an unfortunate tree which, owing to these visits of Bashan, dwindles away every year and must be replanted. There he stands on three legs, melancholy and contemplative﻿—the slave of a habit, whether urged by Nature or not. Then he reverts to his four legs, and is no better off than before. Dumbly he gazes aloft into the branches of a group of ash-trees. Two birds are flitting from bough to bough with lively twitterings﻿—he watches feathered ones dashing away swift as arrows, and turns aside, seeming to shrug his shoulders at so much childish élan of life.

				He stretches and strains as though he intended to tear himself asunder. This undertaking, for the sake of thoroughness, he divides into two parts: first of all, he stretches his front legs, lifting his hindquarters into the air, and then exercises these by stretching his hind legs far behind him. He yawns tremendously both times, with wide, red-gaping jaws and upcurled tongue. Well, now he has also achieved this﻿—the performance cannot be carried on any further, and having once stretched yourself according to all the rules of the game, it is inconceivable that you should immediately repeat the manoeuvre. So Bashan stands and gazes at the ground. Then he begins to turn himself slowly and searchingly about his own axis as though he wished to lie down and were not as yet certain as to the way in which this should be done. He changes his mind, however, and goes with lazy step to the middle of the lawn, where with a sudden, almost convulsive movement, he hurls himself upon his back in order to cool and scour this by a lively rolling hither and thither upon the mown surface of grass.

				This must induce a mighty feeling of bliss, for stiffly he draws up his paws as he rolls and snaps into the air in all directions in a tumult of joy and satisfaction. All the more passionately he drains this rapture to the very dregs in that he knows that it is purely a fleeting rapture, and that one cannot very well wallow in this fashion more than ten seconds, and that that beneficent weariness which comes to one after such honest and happy efforts will not follow﻿—but merely disillusion and twofold disquietude﻿—the price paid for this delirium, this drug-like dissipation. For a moment he lies with twisted eyeballs upon his side as though he were dead. Then he rises and shakes himself. He shakes himself as only his kind is able to shake itself﻿—without having to fear a concussion of the brain. He shakes himself to a crescendo of flappings and rattlings, and his ears go slapping under his jawbone and his loose lips part from his white, bare triangular teeth.

				And then? Then he stands motionless, in stark abstraction. He has reached the ultimate limit and no longer has a single idea as to what he shall do with himself. Under such circumstances as these, he has recourse to something extreme. He climbs up to the terrace, approaches the glass door﻿—scratches only once and very feebly. But this soft and timidly lifted paw, this soft, solitary scratching, upon which he had resolved, after all other counsel had failed, work mightily upon me, and I arise to open the door for him in order to let him in, although I know that this can lead to no good. For he immediately begins to leap and cavort, as a call to engage in manly enterprises. He pushes the carpet into a hundred folds, spreads confusion through the room, and my peace and quiet are at an end.

				But now judge whether it is easy for me to sail off in the tram, after seeing Bashan wait thus, and leave him sitting as a melancholy little heap of misery deep within the converging lines of the avenue of poplars!

				When the summer is on and the daylight is long and lingering, this misfortune may not be so overwhelming, for then there is always a good chance that at least my evening promenade will take me out into the open, so that Bashan, even though the period of waiting be arduous, may nevertheless still meet with his reward and, provided one has a certain amount of luck, be able to chase a rabbit. But in winter, it is all up for this day and Bashan must bury all hope for a full twenty-four hours. For then the night will have already fallen upon the hour of my second going-forth; the hunting grounds are buried in impenetrable darkness, and I must direct my steps towards regions artificially lighted, upstream, through streets and public parks, and this does not suit Bashan’s nature and simplicity of soul. It is true that at first he followed me even here, but soon gave this up and remained at home. It was not only that visible chances for gadding about were lacking﻿—the half-dark made him hesitant, he shied in confused alarm at man and bush. The sudden flapping of a policeman’s cape caused him to jump aside with a howl, and with the courage of horror to make a sudden dash at the policeman, who was also scared half to death and strove to even up the fright he had received by a torrent of harsh and threatening words directed at me and Bashan. And there were many other uncomfortable encounters whenever he went forth with me through the night and the mist. Apropos of this policeman, I will remark that there are three kinds of human beings to whom Bashan has a wholehearted aversion﻿—namely policemen, monks, and chimney-sweeps. He cannot tolerate them, and will sally forth against them with furious barks whenever they go past the house, or wherever they may chance to cross his path.

				Moreover, winter is that season in which the world lies most vigilantly and insolently in ambush against our liberties and our virtues, and least willingly grants us a uniform and serene existence, an existence of seclusion and of quiet preoccupation, and so it happens that often the city draws me to itself a second time in one day﻿—in the evening﻿—when Society demands its rights. Then, late, at midnight, the last tram deposits me far out at its penultimate stop. Or I come jogging along on foot, long after the last tram has returned to town﻿—I come wandering distrait, tempered with wine, smoking, having passed the bourne of natural fatigue and wrapped in a sense of false security in relation to all things mundane. And then it happens that the embodiment of my own domesticity, as it were, my very retirement, comes to meet me and salutes and welcomes me not only without reproach or touchiness, but with extreme joy, and reintroduces me to my own fireside﻿—all in the shape of Bashan himself. It is pitch dark, and the river goes by with a rushing sound as I turn into the poplar avenue. A few steps more and I feel that I am be-capered and be-switched by paws and tail﻿—and have no clear idea of what is happening to me.

				“Bashan?” I ask of the darkness.

				And then the capering and the switching are intensified to the utmost. They pass into something dervish- and Berserker-like, though the silence continues. The very moment I stand still I feel two homely and wet and muddy paws upon the lapels of my overcoat, and there are such violent snappings and lappings close to my face, that I bend backward, whilst I pat those lean shoulders, wet with rain or snow.

				Yes, the dear fellow has waited for me at the tram-stop, well aware of my comings and goings and doings; he had gone forth when the hour seemed to have arrived, and waited for me at the station﻿—waited, perhaps, a long and weary while in the snow or rain. And his joy at my arrival is devoid of all resentment at my cruel faithlessness, even though I had utterly neglected him today and reduced all his hopes and expectances to naught. So I am loud in my praise of him as I pat his shoulders and we turn towards home. I tell him that he has acted nobly, and deliver myself of momentous promises with regard to the day which is already under way. I assure him (that is to say not so much him as myself) that we shall go hunting together tomorrow without fail, no matter what the weather. Amidst resolutions such as these, my mood of universality evaporates, seriousness and sobriety slink back into my soul, and my fancy, now full of the hunting-grounds and their loneliness, is seized by apperceptions of higher, secret and wondrous obligations.

				But I am moved to add further details to this transcript of Bashan’s character, so that the willing reader may see it in the nth degree of vivid verisimilitude. I might perhaps proceed with more or less skill by drawing a comparison between Bashan and the lamented Percy, for a contrariety more sharply defined than that which distinguished their respective natures is scarcely conceivable within one and the same species. As a basic consideration one must remember that Bashan enjoys perfect mental health, whilst Percy, as I have already intimated, was﻿—as is not uncommon with dogs of blue-blooded pedigrees﻿—a perfect fool his whole life long, crazy, a very model of overbred impossibility. Mention of this has been made in a more momentous connection, in a previous chapter.

				I would merely mention here as a contrast Bashan’s simple and popular ways as these manifest themselves when going for walks or when making salutations﻿—occasions upon which the enunciation of his emotions remains within the bounds of common sense and a sound heartiness without ever touching the limits of hysteria﻿—limits which Percy often transgressed on these occasions and that in the most disconcerting fashion.

				But the whole antithesis between the two creatures is by no means exhausted in this﻿—for this antithesis is in truth a mixed and complicated one. Bashan, you must know, is somewhat crude, like the common people themselves, but, like them, also soft and sentimental, whilst his noble predecessor combined more delicacy and possibilities of pain with an incomparably prouder and firmer spirit, and despite his silliness, far excelled that old yokel Bashan in the matter of self-discipline. It is not in defence of an aristocratic cult of values that I call attention to this mixture of opposite qualities, of coarseness and tenderness, of delicacy and resolution, but purely in the interests of life and actuality. Bashan, for example, is just the man for spending even the coldest winter nights in the open, that is on the straw behind the coarse burlap curtains of his kennel. A slight affection of the bladder prevents him from spending seven hours uninterruptedly in a locked room without committing a nuisance﻿—a weakness of his which caused us to lock him out during the inhospitable time of the year, setting a justifiable faith in his robust health. Only once, after a particularly icy and foggy night, did he make his appearance with moustaches and goatee miraculously frosted and iced and with that jerky, one-syllabic cough peculiar to dogs﻿—but a few hours, and lo, he had conquered the cold and was none the worse for it.

				But never would we have dared to expose the silken-haired Percy to the inclemency of such a night. On the other hand, Bashan stands in great fear of even the slightest pain, and every twinge wrings from him a response, the whining complaint of which would arouse aversion, if its naive, folkish quality did not disarm one and set the springs of gaiety aflow. Again and again, during his prowlings in the underwood, I have heard him squeal aloud﻿—a thorn had chanced to prick him, or a resilient branch had switched him across the face, and if he happened to have scratched his belly a little in vaulting over the fence, or sprained his foot, I have been treated to an antique hero’s chorus, a three-legged limping approach, an uncontrollable wailing and self-lamentation. And the more sympathetically I talked to him, the more insistent his clamour became﻿—though in a quarter of an hour he would be swooping and running about as madly as before.

				Percy was of a different metal. Percy would grit his teeth and keep mum. He feared the rawhide whip just as Bashan fears it, and unfortunately he got a taste of it oftener than Bashan; for, first of all, I was younger and more hot-tempered during his epoch than I am at present, and secondly, his heedlessness often assumed a wanton and sinister aspect which simply clamoured for chastisement and urged me to it. When, driven to extremities, I would take down the whip from the nail, then, it is true, he would crawl under the table or bench and make himself small, but never a howl passed his lips when the blow, and perhaps yet another, came humming down upon his back; at most he gave a low moan, in case the whip bit too hard. But Bully Bashan begins to shriek and whimper when I merely raise my arm. In short, he is without pride or dignity, without self-restraint or self-discipline. But his activities seldom call for armed punitive intervention﻿—the less so since I have long ago ceased to demand achievements from him which are contrary to his nature and insistence upon which might lead to a collision.

				Tricks, for instance, I never expect from him﻿—it would be futile. He is no savant, no marketplace miracle-monger, no poodle-like valet﻿—no professor﻿—but a hunter-lad, full of go and vitality. I have already emphasised the fact that he is a splendid vaulter. If it be necessary, he will balk at no obstacle﻿—if it be too high, he will simply take a running jump and climb over it, letting himself drop down on the other side﻿—but take it he will. But the obstacle must be a real obstacle, that is, not one under which one may run or crawl; for then Bashan would consider it sheer insanity to jump over it. Such obstacles present themselves in the shape of a wall, a ditch, a barred gate, a fence without a hole. A horizontal bar, a stick held out, is no obstacle, and so, of course, one cannot well jump over it without bringing oneself into a silly contrariness to things as well as to one’s reason. Bashan refuses to do this. He refuses. Should you attempt to persuade him to jump over some sham obstacle, you would finally in your wrath be forced to take him by the scruff of the neck and to hurl him over it, barking and yapping. He will hereupon assume a mien as though he had magnanimously permitted you to attain your wishes and will celebrate the result by caperings and rapturous barks. You may flatter him, beat him, but here you will encounter a resistance of sheer reason against the trick pure and simple which you will never be able to overcome.

				He is not unobliging, gratifying his master means a great deal to him﻿—he will vault over a hedge at my wish or command, and not only from his own impulses, and gladly will he reap his meed of praise and thanks for this. But even though you should beat him half to death, he will not jump over a pole or a stick, but run under it. He will beg a hundred times for forgiveness, for consideration, for mercy, for he fears pain, fears it, to the point of utter pusillanimity. But no fear and no pain can force him to do something which from a physical point of view would be mere child’s play for him, but for which all mental capacities are obviously lacking in him. To demand this act of him is not to confront him with the question as to whether he should or should not jump﻿—this question is already settled for him in advance, and the command simply means a clubbing. To demand the incomprehensible and therefore the impossible from him is, in his eyes, merely a pretext for a quarrel, for a disturbance of friendship and a chance to inflict a whipping, and is in itself the very inauguration of these things. This is Bashan’s conception of things, as far as I can see, and I doubt whether one can speak of mere ordinary stubbornness in this connection. Obduracy may finally be broken, yes, it even demands to be broken, but Bashan would seal his refusal to perform a trick or feat with his very life.

				

				A wondrous soul! So friendly and intimate and yet so alien in certain traits, so alien that our language is incapable of doing justice to this canine logic. What relation has this, for instance, with that terrible circumstantiality, always so unnerving for the spectator, with which the meeting, the acquaintance or the mere recognition of dog and dog fulfil themselves? My picaroon forays with Bashan have made me the witness of hundreds of such meetings, or rather I should say forced me to be an unwilling, embarrassed witness. And every time, as long as the scene lasted, his usually transparent behaviour became inscrutable to me﻿—I found it impossible to effect a sympathetic penetration into the feelings, laws, and tribal customs which form the basis of his behaviour. In reality the meeting in the open of two dogs strange to each other, belongs to the most poignant, arresting, and pathetic of conceivable happenings. It takes place in an atmosphere of daemonry and strangeness. An inhibition operates here for which there is no exacter term﻿—the two cannot pass each other﻿—a terrible embarrassment prevails.

				I need scarcely speak of cases in which the one party is locked inside some allotment, behind a fence or a hedge﻿—even then it is not easy to see what humour the two may be in, but the affair is comparatively less ticklish. They scent each other from vast distances. Bashan suddenly appears at my side, as though seeking protection, and gives way to whimperings which proclaim an indefinite grief and perturbation of soul, whilst at the same time the stranger, the prisoner, starts up a furious barking, to which he seems anxious to give the character of vigilance energetically announcing itself, but which now and again impulsively reverts to tones which resemble those of Bashan’s yearning, a tearfully jealous, a distressful whining. We approach the spot, drawing nearer and nearer. The strange dog has been awaiting us behind the fence﻿—there he stands﻿—scolding and lamenting his impotence, and makes wild leaps against the fence and pretends﻿—no one can tell just how much he pretends﻿—that he would infallibly tear Bashan to pieces, if he could but reach him. In spite of this, Bashan, who might easily remain at my side and walk past, goes towards the fence﻿—he must go﻿—he would go even contrary to my orders. Not to go would violate some immanent law﻿—far more deeply-rooted, more inviolable than my own prohibition. So he walks up to the spot and, with a humble and inscrutable mien, fulfils that act of sacrifice which, as he well knows, always brings about a certain pacification and temporary reconciliation with the other dog﻿—so long as he too performs the same act, even though it be in another spot and accompanied by low growlings and whines. Then both begin to chase wildly alongside the fence, the one on this, the other on the opposite side﻿—dumb and always keeping parallel to each other. Both simultaneously face about at the end of the fence and race back towards the other end, turn about and race back once more. Suddenly, however, in the very middle, they remain as if rooted to the ground, no longer longitudinal to the fence﻿—but at right angles with it, and touch noses through the rails. They stand thus for a considerable time, and then once more resume their strange and ineffectual race, shoulder to shoulder on either side of the fence. Finally, however, my dog makes use of his liberty and races off. This is always a terrible moment for the imprisoned one. This sudden lighting out is to him something unendurable; it is villainy unutterable and unparalleled﻿—to think that the other dog, his racial colleague, should really think of abandoning him!

				So he raves, howls, acts like one possessed, races up and down his territory, all by himself, threatens to jump over the fence and strangle the traitor, and keeps on hurling the vilest curses after him. Bashan cannot help hearing all this pother, and he is most disagreeably affected by it, as his guilty and diffident air proclaims. Still he refuses to look back, and jogs easily along. During this the terrible maledictions to our rear gradually decline in intensity and slowly die away into low whinings and thin yowls.

				Such is the customary course of events when one of the parties concerned happens to be under duress. But the strange contrariety of things reaches its apex when the rencontre takes place under equal conditions and both happen to be free of foot. It is extremely unpleasant to be obliged to describe this﻿—really, it is the most oppressive, embarrassing and ticklish situation conceivable. However﻿—

				Bashan, who has just been blithely gambolling about, comes to me, simply forcing himself upon my attention with that peculiar sniffling and whining which arise from the very profounds of his nature. These sounds cannot be interpreted as the expression of any particular emotion, though I at once recognise them as an attempt to tell me of the approach of a strange dog. I peer sharply about me. No mistake﻿—there he comes﻿—and it is clear even from afar, as proclaimed by his cautious and hesitant advance, that he has become conscious of the other. My own anxiety is scarcely less than that of the other two﻿—I have premonitions that this meeting is going to be precarious and highly undesirable.

				“Go ’way!” I say to Bashan. “What d’ye mean by clinging to my leg! Can’t you two carry on negotiations amongst yourselves﻿—and at a distance?”

				I try to push him away with my stick, for if it should come to a battle of bites, which﻿—whether there be a reason for it or not﻿—is extremely probable, it is sure to take place around my feet and I shall become the centre of a most unedifying tussle.

				“Go ’way!” I repeat hoarsely.

				But Bashan does not go ’way. He continues to cling to me, tightly and helplessly. Only for a moment does he deign to move aside to sniff at a tree﻿—an operation which the stranger, as I observe out of the corner of my eye, is also performing yonder. The distance between the two is now only twenty paces﻿—the tension is fearful. The stranger has now assumed a crouching position like a tiger-cat, with head thrust forward, and in this highwaymanlike pose he awaits Bashan’s approach, apparently in order to seize him by the throat at the proper moment. This, however, does not take place, nor does Bashan appear to expect it. At all events he continues to advance straight towards the lowering one, though with palpitant hesitancy and an alert though tragic mien. He would do so﻿—would, in fact, be forced to do so, even though I were to leave him and pursue my path, abandoning him to all the perils of the situation. No matter how upsetting the rencontre may be, no thought can be given to evasion or escape. He goes as one that is under a spell﻿—a ban. Both are bound to each other by some secret and tenebrous tie, and neither dares belie this. We have now approached within two paces.

				And then the other dog gets up quietly, just as though he had never assumed the looks or attitude of a lion couchant and stands there precisely as Bashan stands﻿—both with hangdog look, miserable and deeply embarrassed and both incapable of yielding an inch or of passing each other. They would like to be free of all this; they turn away their heads, squint sadly aside. Thus they shove and slink towards each other, side by side, tense and full of a troubled watchfulness, flank to flank, and begin to snuffle at each other’s hides.

				It is during this procedure that the growlings begin. Sotto voce, I call Bashan by name and warn him, for this is the fateful moment which is to decide whether a tussle and biting-match is to take place, or whether I am to be spared this calamity. But the battle of bites, of tooth and claw, is upon us﻿—in a flash﻿—no one could say how or why. In a moment both of them are merely a tangle, a raving, chaotic tumult out of which arise horrible gutteral cries, as of dragons of the prime tearing each other. In order to avert a tragedy I am forced to interpose my stick, to seize Bashan by his collar or by the scruff of his neck, and to hoist him into the air with one arm with his antagonist hanging to him with locked jaws﻿—or face whatever other terrors may be awaiting me﻿—terrors which I am then fated to feel in every nerve during the greater part of the walk. But it also happens that the entire affair may pass off quite uneventfully, and, as it were, ebb away. Nevertheless, in both contingencies it is difficult to get away from the spot. For even if these twain do not happen to clamp themselves together by the teeth, they remain fettered by a tenacious inner bond. In this case things proceed as follows:﻿—

				You imagine that the two dogs have already passed each other, for they are no longer hesitating flank to flank, but are aligned almost in keel formation, the one with his head turned in one direction, the other with his in the opposite direction. They do not see each other; they scarcely turn their heads, merely squinting towards the rear, straining the eyeball back as far as possible. Even though they are already separated by some short distance, the tenacious, sinister tie still holds and neither of them is sure whether the moment of liberation has arrived. Both would like to move off, but some inscrutable, conscientious anxiety prevents them from leaving the spot. Until at last﻿—at last!﻿—the ban is broken, and Bashan, redeemed, and with the air of having just been granted a new lease of life, goes bounding off.

				I mention these things in order to indicate how strange and alien so close a friend may appear under certain circumstances﻿—times when his entire nature reveals itself as something eerie and obscure. I brood upon this mystery and find no answer save a shake of the head. It is only by intuition and not by reason that I am able to identify myself with it. Otherwise I am well acquainted with Bashan’s inner world, and am able to meet its every manifestation with sympathy and with cheerfulness﻿—to understand his play of features, his whole behaviour.

				How well, for example, a solitary example, do I know that chirruping yawn to which he has recourse whenever he has been disappointed in the results of a walk. It may be that the walk was all too short or else barren of events in a sporting sense﻿—as sometimes happens when I have begun my day’s work a little later than usual and have gone into the open air with Bashan for a brief quarter of an hour before sitting down at my desk. He walks beside me then, and yawns. It is a shameless, impolite, wide-angle yawning﻿—the yawning of the beast, of the brute, and it is accompanied by a whistling, guttural note and by a hurt and bored look. It says, as clearly as words:﻿—

				“A nice sort of master I’ve got! I went and fetched him from the bridge last night. And now he goes and sits behind that there glass door, and I’ve got to wait till he goes out, and me a-perishing with impatience. And then at last when he does go out, he turns round again and starts back home before I’ve had a sniff at a single bit o’ game! A fine sort of master, eh? And what a mean trick to play on a hound! Why, he ain’t fit to be called a master at all!”

				Such are the sentiments expressed with rude clarity by these yawns of his﻿—and there is no mistaking them. I am also aware that he is perfectly right in cherishing such sentiments and that in his eyes I am guilty. And so my hand steals towards his shoulder for a pat or two, or I proceed to stroke the top of his skull. But he has no use for caresses under such circumstances. He refuses to acknowledge or accept them. He gives another yawn, and this still more rudely than before, if that be possible, and withdraws himself from my conciliatory hand. He withdraws himself, even though he is extremely fond of such caresses, in accordance with his earthy, all too earthy sentimentality, and in contradistinction to the impervious Percy. He particularly appreciates being scratched upon the throat, and he has acquired a droll but adroit energy in guiding one’s hand to the proper place by means of short movements of the head. That he ignores all tendernesses at present is due not only to his disillusion and disappointment, but also to the fact that he has no interest for such fondlings when in a state of movement, that is, a state of movement coordinated with mine. He is then obsessed by a masculine mood and spirit, and scorns all feminine touches. But an immediate change takes place as soon as I sit down. Then his heart expands and he becomes receptive to all friendly advances, and his manner of responding to them is full of rapturous and awkward insistence.

				Often, when I chance to be seated on my chair in the angle of the garden wall or in the grass with my back against some favourite tree, reading a book, I am happy to interrupt my literary occupation in order to speak and play with Bashan. I repeat﻿—to speak with him. And what do I find to say? Well, the conversation is usually limited to repeating his name to him﻿—his name﻿—those two syllables which concern him more than all others, since they designate nothing but himself, and thus have an electrifying effect upon his entire being. I thus stir and fire his consciousness of his ego by abjuring him in different tones and in different degrees of emphasis to consider the fact that he is called Bashan and that he is Bashan. By keeping this up for a short time I am able to throw him into a state of veritable ecstasy, a kind of drunkenness of identity, so that he begins to rotate upon his own axis and to send loud barks towards heaven﻿—all out of sheer inner triumph and the proud compulsion of his heart. Or we amuse each other in that I flick him upon the nose, whilst he snaps at my hand as at a fly. This forces both of us to laugh, yes, even Bashan must laugh. This laugh of his﻿—to which I must instinctively respond, is for me the most wonderful and touching thing in the world. It is unutterably moving to see how his haggard canine cheek and the corners of his mouth quiver and jerk to the excitement of the teasing, how the dusky mien of the dumb creature takes on the physiognomic expression of human laughter, or how a troubled, helpless, and melancholy reflection of this appears and vanishes again to give way to the stigmata of fear and embarrassment, and then how it once more makes its wry appearance.﻿ ﻿…

				But it is best to pause here and not involve myself deeper in detail. I must not allow my descriptions to exceed the limits which I have set. I merely wish to show my hero in all his glory and in his natural elements and in that position in life in which he is most himself and which casts the most favourable light upon his various gifts and accomplishments﻿—that is to say, the hunt or chase. I must, however, as a preliminary, make the reader more closely acquainted with the scene of these joys﻿—our hunting-grounds﻿—my landscape along the river. For there is a strange affinity between this and the person of Bashan. This strip of land is as dear to me as it is to him﻿—it is intimate and full of meaning﻿—like himself. Therefore, without further ado or novellistic preciosity, let the following suffice in the way of description:﻿—

			
			
				
					IV

					The Hunting-Grounds

				
				In the gardens of our small but spaciously arranged colony of villas there are huge trees﻿—ancient giants which tower above the roofs. They offer a marked contrast to the tender saplings but recently planted. There can be no mistaking the fact that these trees are the original growth﻿—the aboriginal inhabitants of this region. They are the pride and beauty of this still youthful settlement. They have been carefully preserved and tended﻿—as far as this was possible. At those points where they happened to come into conflict with the surveyor’s lines or with the fences dividing the various lots or tracts of land, that is to say, where some mossy, silvery, venerable trunk happened to be standing precisely on the lines of demarcation, you will find that the fence has made a little loop around the tree-trunk or that a gap has been left in the concrete of the garden wall. In these openings the Old Ones now tower, half privately, half publicly, their naked branches loaded with snow or bedizened with their small-leafed, late-sprouting foliage.

				These trees are of the species of the ash﻿—a tree which loves dampness as few others do. This quality at the same time offers a very significant commentary upon the essential peculiarity of our strip of country. It is not yet so very long ago that human ingenuity succeeded in turning it into something capable of cultivation and occupation﻿—possibly a decade and a half ago﻿—no longer. Before that it was a wilderness of swamps﻿—a veritable brooding-place for gnats and mosquitoes﻿—a waste in which willows, crippled poplars, and suchlike gnarled and twisted arboreal stuff mirrored itself in stagnant pools. This region, you must know, is subject to inundation. A few metres under the surface there is a strata of watertight soil. The ground has therefore always been swampy and water stood in every hollow. The draining of this fen was accomplished by lowering the surface of the river﻿—I have no head for engineering, but some such expedient was made use of, with the result that the water which could not seep downward was induced to flow off laterally. Hence there are many subterranean brooks which pour themselves into the river at different spots. Solidity has thus been given to the soil, at least the greater part of it, for if you happen to know the district as Bashan and I know it, you would be able to discover in the thickets downstream many a reedy sinkage which reminds you of pristine conditions. These are places of silence and secrecy, the damp coolth of which defies the hottest summer day, spots in which one is glad to rest and draw breath for a space.

				The region really possesses its own peculiar character and is to be distinguished at first glance from the banks of the usual mountain river with their pine woods and mossy meadows. It has succeeded in retaining this original peculiarity even since it has come into the possession of the real estate company. Even outside the gardens, the aboriginal and original vegetation maintains the upper hand over the imported and the transplanted. It is true that in the avenues and parks the horse-chestnut seems to thrive as well as the swift-growing maple. Even beeches and all kinds of decorative shrubbery﻿—but all these, including the alien poplar which towers and ranges in rows of sterile masculinity﻿—are not native to the soil. I said that the ash was an indigenous tree here﻿—it is to be found everywhere, and it is of all ages﻿—from giants hundreds of years old to the soft shoots which, like so many weeds, sprout in masses from the gravel. It is the ash and its companions, the silver poplar and the aspen, the birch and the willow, both as a tree and a bush, which give distinctive character to this landscape. But these are all trees with small leaves, and this smallness and trimness of the foliage in conjunction with the frequently gigantic masses of the trees themselves, at once attract attention in this neighbourhood. The elm, however, is an exception, and we find it spreading its spacious leaves, fretted as by a jigsaw and shiny and sticky on their upper surface, to the sun. And everywhere there are great masses of creeping plants which weave themselves around the younger trunks in the woods and in a bewildering way entangle their leaves with these.

				The slender alders form themselves into small groves in the hollows. The lime is scarcely to be met with at all, the oak never appears nor does the fir. Yet there are firs upon the eastern declivities which form the frontiers of our territory, for here the soil changes and with it the vegetation. There they rear black against the heavens and peer, sentinel-like, upon us in our lower levels.

				From this bluff to the river is not more than a hundred metres﻿—I have paced the distance. It may be that the strip of riverbank widens, fan-like, a little farther downstream, but this divergence is in no way important. It is, however, remarkable what a diversity of landscape this limited region affords﻿—even, though one explore only the playground which lies along the river, explore it with restraint and moderation, like Bashan and myself. Our forays seldom exceed two hours, counting the advance and the retreat. The manifold nature of the views, however, and the fact that one is constantly able to change one’s walks and to arrange combinations that are eternally new, without ever becoming bored with the landscape, is due to the circumstance that it is divided into three very different regions or zones. One may devote oneself separately to any of these or one may combine them by means of slanting cross-paths. These three regions are the region of the river and its immediate bank on one side, the region of the bluff on the other, and the region of the forest in the middle.

				The greater part of the breadth is occupied by the zone of the forest, the willow brakes, and the shrubbery of the bank﻿—I find myself hunting for a word which will more perfectly fix and define this wonderful terrain than the word wood, and yet I am unable to find one. There can be no talk of a wood in the usual sense of the term﻿—a kind of great pillared grove with moss and strewn leafage and tree-trunks of fairly uniform girth. The trees in our hunting-grounds are of different ages and circumference. Huge patriarchs of the willow and poplar families are to be found among them, especially along the river, though they are also to be encountered in the inner woods. Then there are others already full-grown which might be ten or fifteen years old, and finally a legion of thin stems﻿—wild nurseries of nature’s own crop of young ashes, birches, and elders. These do not, however, call forth any impression of meagreness, because, as I have already indicated, they are all thickly wrapped about with creepers. These give an air of almost tropical luxuriance to the whole. Yet I suspect that these creepers hinder the growth of their hosts, for during the years I have lived here, I do not remember having observed that any of these little stems had grown perceptibly thicker.

				All trees belong to a closely-related species. The alder is a member of the birch family; in the last analysis the poplar is nothing else than a willow. And one might even say that all of them approach the fundamental type of the latter. All foresters and woodmen know that trees are quite ready to accept a certain adaptation to the character of the circumjacent vicinity﻿—a certain imitation or mimicry of the dominant taste in lines and forms. It is the fantastic, witch-like, distorted line of the willow which prevails here﻿—this faithful companion and attendant of still and of flowing waters, with the crooked finger, projecting, broom-like, branching boughs, and it is these features which the others obviously seek to imitate. The silver poplar crooks herself wholly in the style of the willow, and it is often difficult to tell her from the birch which, seduced by the genius loci, also frequently affects the most extravagant crookednesses﻿—though I would not go so far as to say that this dear and friendly tree was not to be found, and numerously found, in exceedingly shapely specimens. These, when the afternoon light is fervent and favourable, are even most enchanting to the eye.

				The region knows it as a small silvery trunk with sparse single leaves in the crown, as a sweet grown-up limber virgin with the prettiest of chalky stems and a trim and languishing way of letting the locks of her foliage hang. But it also makes its appearance as a creature of absolutely elephantine proportions with a waist which no man could span with his arms and a rind which has preserved traces of its erstwhile whiteness only high up towards the top, whilst near the ground it has become a coarse, calcined and fissured bark.

				As to the soil﻿—this has little resemblance to that of a forest. It is pebbly, full of clay and even sand, and no one would dream of calling it fertile. And yet within limits it is fertile﻿—even to luxuriance. A tall grass flourishes upon it, though this often assumes a dry, sharply angular and meagre character. In winter it covers the ground like trampled hay. Sometimes it degenerates into reeds, whilst in other parts it is soft, thick, and lush, mixed with hemlock, nettles, colt’s foot, all manner of creeping, leafy stuff, high, rocket-like thistles, and young and tender tree-shoots. It is a favourite hiding-place for pheasants and quail, and the vegetation runs in billows against the gnarled boles of the tree-roots. Out of this chaos of undergrowth and ground thicket the wild vine and the wild hop-plant go gyrating up in spirals, draping broad-leaved garlands upon the trees and even in winter clinging to the trunks with tendrils which resemble hard and unbreakable wire.

				This domain is neither forest nor park﻿—it is an enchanted garden﻿—nothing less. I will stoutly defend this term﻿—even though it refers to a poor, limited, and even crippled bit of nature, the glories of which may be exhausted with a few simple botanical names. The ground is undulant; it rises and falls in regular waves. This feature gives a fine completeness to the views﻿—the eye is led into the illimitable even at the sides. Yes, even if this wood were to stretch for miles to the right and left, even if it were to be as broad as it is long, instead of merely measuring a hundred and some odd paces from the centre to the extreme edge on either side, one could not feel more secluded, more lost, or isolated. Alone the ear is reminded by the regular and rushing sound of waters to the west that the river hovers within a friendly distance, near yet invisible. There are little gulches filled to the brim with bushes of elder, common privet, jasmine, and black elderberry, so that one’s lungs on steamy June days are almost overcome by perfume. And then again there are sinkages in the ground﻿—mere gravel-pits along the slopes and bottoms of which only a few willow shoots and a little dry sage manage to flourish.

				All this has not ceased to exert a magic influence upon me, even though the place, for many a year, has been as a daily haunt to me. In some way I am fantastically moved and touched by all this, for example, by the massed foliage of the ash-trees, which reminds me somehow of the contours of huge bulls. These creeping vines and reedy thickets, this dampness and this drouth, this meagre jungle﻿—to sum up my impressions as a whole﻿—affect me a little like being transported to the landscape of another period of the Earth’s growth, even to a submarine landscape﻿—as though one were wandering at the bottom of the sea. This vision has a certain contact with reality, for water once stood or ran everywhere hereabout, especially in those seepages which have now assumed the shape of square meadow-basins surrounded by nurseries of ash-trees and serve sheep for drink and pasture. One of these ponds lies directly behind my house.

				My delectable wilderness is crisscrossed by paths, by strips of trampled grass and also by pebbly trails. Obviously none of these were made, they simply grew through the agency of use. Yet no man could say by whom these paths have been trodden into the soil. It is only now and then, and usually as an unpleasant exception, that Bashan and I meet anyone here. When such meetings do occur, my companion comes to a sudden halt in startled surprise and gives vent to a single muffled bark which gives a pretty clear expression to my own feelings in connection with the encounter. Even on fine sunny afternoons in the summer, when great numbers of pedestrians from the city come pouring into the neighbourhood (it is always a few degrees cooler here than elsewhere), we two are able to wander quite undisturbed on the inner ways. The public is apparently unaware of these, besides, the river is a great attraction and draws them mightily. Hugging its banks as closely as possible, that is, when there is no flooding, the human river wanders out into the countryside and then comes rolling back in the evening. At most we chance to stumble upon a pair of lovers kissing in the bushes. With wide, shy, yet insolent eyes, they regard us from their bower, as though stubbornly bent on challenging us, daring us to say anything against their being here, defying us to give any open disapproval of their remote and guerilla lovemaking﻿—intimations which we silently answer in the negative by beating a flank retreat, Bashan with that air of indifference with which all things that do not bear the scent of the wild about them affect him, and I with a perfectly inscrutable and expressionless face which allows no trace either of approval or disapproval to be seen.

				But these paths are not the only means of traffic and communication in my domain. You will find streets there, or﻿—to be more precise﻿—preparations that may once have been streets, or were once destined to be such. It is like this: traces of the path-finding and path-clearing axe and of a sanguine spirit of enterprise in the realm of real estate reveal themselves for quite a distance beyond the built-up part of the country and the little villa colony. Some speculative soul had peered deeply into the untold possibilities of the future, and had proceeded upon a bold and audacious plan. The society which had taken this tract of territory in hand some ten or fifteen years before had cherished plans far more magnificent than those which came to pass, for originally the colony was not to have been confined to the handful of villas which now stand there. Building lots were plentiful, for more than a mile downstream everything had been prepared, and is no doubt still prepared for possible buyers and for lovers of a settled suburban manner of life.

				The councils of this syndicate had been dominated by large and lofty ideals. They had not contented themselves with building proper jetties along the banks, with the creation of riverside walks and quays and with the planting of parks and gardens. They had gone far beyond all this, the hand of cultivation had invaded the woods themselves, had made clearings, piled up gravel, united the wilderness by means of streets, a few lengthwise and still more crosswise. They are well-planned and handsome streets, or sketches of streets, in coarse macadam, with the hint of a curb and roomy sidewalks. On these, however, no one goes walking but Bashan and myself﻿—he upon the good and durable leather of his four paws﻿—I upon hobnailed boots, because of the macadam.

				The villas which should long ago have risen hospitably along these streets, according to the calculations and intentions of the society, have, for the present, refused to materialise, even though I have set so excellent an example as to build my own house in these parts. They have remained absent, I say, for ten, for fifteen years, and so it is small wonder that a certain discouragement has settled down upon the neighbourhood, and that a disinclination for further expenditures and for the completion of that which was so magnificently begun, should make itself felt in the bosom of the society.

				Everything had progressed admirably up to a certain point. Things had even gone so far as the christening of the new streets. For these thoroughfares without inhabitants have right and regular names, just like ordinary or orthodox streets in the city or in the civilised suburbs. But I would give much to know what dreamy soul or retrospective “highbrow” of a speculator had assigned them. There is a Goethe and a Schiller, a Lessing and a Heine Street﻿—there is even an Adalbert Stifter Street upon which I stroll with particular sympathy and reverence in my hobnailed boots. Square stakes are visible, such as may be seen in at the corners of the raw and uncompleted streets in the suburbs where there are no corner houses. Little blue enamelled shields with white letters are fastened to these stakes. These shields, alas, are not in the best condition. They have stood here far too long, giving a name to adumbrations of streets in which no one cares to live, and they have been singled out to bear the stigmata of disappointment, fiasco, and arrested development to which they give public expression. They are wrapped in an air of forlorn disquietude and neglect. Nothing has been done for their upkeep nor for their renewal, and the weather and the sun have played havoc with them. The enamel, to a great extent, has split and cracked off, the white letters have been eaten away by rust, so that in place of their smooth and glittering whiteness there are only brown spots and gaps with hideous, jagged edges﻿—disfigurements which tear the image of the name asunder and often render it illegible.

				One of these blue enamelled signboards imposed a tremendous strain upon my intellect when I first came hither and penetrated this region on my tours of exploration. It was a signboard particularly long in shape and the word street (strasse) had been preserved without a break. But of the actual name which, as I have indicated, was very long, or rather had been very long, the letters were nearly all completely “blinded” or devoured by rust. The reddish-brownish gaps gave one some idea of their number, but nothing was decipherable except the half of a capital S and an e in the middle, and another e at the end. This riddle was a little too much for my astuteness﻿—I was face to face with too many unknown quantities. So I stood there for a long time, my hands upon my back, staring at the long signboard and studying it closely. And then I gave it up and went strolling along the rudimentary pavement with Bashan. But whilst I thought that I was occupying myself with other things, this particular thing kept working within the mnemonic depths of me. My sub-intelligence kept scenting out the destroyed name, and suddenly it shot into my consciousness. I stood still﻿—as in a fright. I rushed back and once more planted myself in front of the signboard. I counted and compared and tested the elements of my guess. Yes, it fitted, it “worked out!” We were wandering in the street which had been called “Shakespeare.”

				These signboards befit the streets which justify their metallic existence, and these streets the signboards which give them a local habitation and a name. Both of them are dreamily and wonderfully lapped in forgetfulness and decay. They pursue their way through the wood which they have invaded﻿—but the wood refuses to rest. It refuses to leave these streets inviolate for a decade or more until settlers choose to pitch their tents or villas here. So the wood calmly goes to work and makes preparations to close the streets, for the green things that grow here have no fear of gravel or macadam﻿—they are used to it and thrive in it and on it. So everywhere upon the streets and upon the pavements the purple-headed thistles, the blue sage, silvery willow shrubs, and the green of young ash-tree sprouts begin to take root and shoot forth.

				There can be no doubt﻿—these parklike streets with the poetic names are running wild﻿—the jungle is once more devouring them. Whether one be disposed to lament the fact or rejoice over it﻿—it is certain that in another ten years the Goethe, Schiller, and Heine Streets will no longer be passable, and will very likely have vanished utterly. At present, to be sure, there is no cause for complaint. Surely, from a pictorial and romantic point of view, there are no lovelier streets in all the world than precisely these in precisely their present condition. Nothing could be more grateful to the soul than to ramble through this negligence, this incompleteness﻿—that is, when one is well and sturdily shod and need not fear the coarse gravel. It is edification to the spirit to survey the manifold wild vegetation of the tract and the groves of tiny-leafed trees fettered by their soft dampness﻿—sweet glimpses which frame and shut in these perspectives. Just such a group of trees was painted three hundred years ago by that great master of landscapes﻿—he who came out of Lorraine. But what am I saying?﻿—such as he painted? It was this one﻿—and none other﻿—which he painted. He was here; he knew the region, and if that rhapsodical member of the real estate company who christened the streets in my park had not so rigidly restricted himself to literature, then one or the other of these rust-corroded signs might well cause me to guess at the name of Claude Lorraine.

				I have now described the region of the central wood. But the sloping land towards the east also possesses charms which are not to be despised, at least so far as Bashan and myself are concerned, and for reasons which will be revealed later. One might also call it the zone of the brook, for it is a brook which gives it an idyllic landscape quality. With the charm of its banks of forget-me-nots it forms a counterpart on the hitherside to the zone of the puissant river yonder﻿—the roar and rushing turbulence of which one is still able to hear in this spot﻿—but only very faintly and softly and only when the west wind is blowing. There where the first cross street, running from the avenue of poplars between the meadow ponds and the clumps of trees towards the slope, debouches at the foot of this slope, there is a path that leads towards the left. This is used in wintertime as a bobsled run by the youth of the region, and slants towards the lower-lying levels.

				Where the run becomes level the brook begins its course, and it is here that master and dog love to amble beside it on the right bank or the left﻿—which again affords variety﻿—and also to make excursions along the slope with its variegated configuration. To the left extend meadows studded with trees. A country nursery lies not far away and reveals the back of its farm buildings. Sheep are usually at pasture here, cropping the clover. They are under the chairmanship﻿—so to speak﻿—of a not very clever little girl in a red frock. This little girl seems to suffer from a veritable passion to rule and command. She is constantly crouching low, propping her hands upon her knees and shouting with all her might in a cacophonous voice. And yet she is horribly afraid of the ram, who takes on huge and majestic proportions on account of the thickness of his wool and who refuses to be bullied and does whatever he pleases.

				Whenever Bashan’s appearance causes a panic among the sheep, the child invariably raises its hideous outcry, and these panics occur quite regularly and quite contrary to Bashan’s intentions﻿—for, if you could peer into his inmost soul, you would discover that sheep are a matter of absolute indifference to him. He treats them like so much empty air, and by his indifference and his scrupulous and even contemptuous carefulness he even seeks to prevent the outbreak of the dunderheaded hysteria which dominates their ranks. Though their scent is certainly strong enough for my own nostrils (yet not unpleasantly so), it is not the scent of the wild that emanates from them, and so Bashan, of course, has not the slightest interest in hounding them. Nevertheless, a simple sudden motion on his part, or even his mere shaggy appearance, is sufficient to cause the whole herd, which but a moment ago was peacefully grazing, widely separated and bleating in the quavering treble of the lambs and in the deeper contralto and bass of the ewes and the ram, to go storming off in a solid mass neck and neck, whilst the stupid child, crouching low, shouts after them until her voice cracks and her eyes pop out of her head. Bashan, however, looks up at me as much as to say: Judge for yourself whether I am to blame. Have I given them any cause for this?

				On one occasion, however, something quite contrary happened, something perverse and incomprehensible﻿—something still more extraordinary and unpleasant than the panic. One of the sheep, quite an ordinary specimen of its kind, of average size and average sheepish visage, with a small upward curving mouth which appeared to smile and gave an expression of almost mocking stupidity to its face, seemed to be spellbound and fascinated by Bashan and came to join him. It simply followed him﻿—detached itself from the herd, left the pasture and clung to Bashan’s heels, quietly smiling in exaggerated foolishness, and following him whithersoever he turned. He left the path﻿—the sheep did likewise; he ran and it followed at a gallop; he stood still, and it stood still﻿—immediately behind him and smiling its mysterious Mona Lisa smile.

				Displeasure and embarrassment became visible in Bashan’s face. The situation into which he had been plunged was really ridiculous. There was neither sense nor significance in it﻿—neither in a good or a bad sense. The whole thing, confound it﻿—was simply preposterous﻿—nothing of the kind had ever happened to him﻿—or to me. The sheep went farther and farther from its basis, but this did not seem to trouble it in the least. It followed the discomfited and irritated Bashan farther and farther, visibly determined not to separate from him ever again, but to follow him whithersoever he might go. He remained close beside me, not so much out of fear, since there was no occasion for this, as out of shame at the dishonour of the situation in which he found himself. Finally, as though his patience were at an end, he stood still, turned his head, and growled ominously. This caused the sheep to bleat, and its bleating sounded like the wicked laughter of a human being, which so terrified poor Bashan that he ran away with his tail between his legs﻿—and the sheep straight after him, with comic jumps and curvetings.

				We were already at a considerable distance from the herd. In the meantime the half-witted little girl was screaming as though she would burst, still crouching and bending upon her knees and even drawing these up as high as her face, so that from a distance she looked like a raving and malformed gnome. And then a farm-maid, with an apron over her skirts came running up, either in answer to the cries of the obsessed little one or because she had noticed the happenings from afar. She came running, I say, with a pitchfork in one hand. With the other she supported her bodice, which, I surmise, was unsupported and which was visibly disposed to shake a trifle too violently as she ran. She came up panting and at once proceeded to shy the sheep, which was slowly pacing along, like Bashan himself, into the proper direction with the fork, though without success. The sheep, it is true, sprang aside with a swift flank movement, but in an instant it was once more on Bashan’s trail. Nothing seemed to be able to induce it to give up.

				I then realised that the only thing to do was to turn tail myself, and so I turned round. We all retraced our steps, Bashan at my side, behind him the sheep, and behind the sheep the maid with the pitchfork, whilst the child in the red frock kept on yelling and stamping. It was not enough, however, that we should go back as far as the herd﻿—it was necessary to finish the job and to proceed to the final destination. We were obliged to enter the farmyard and then the sheep-stable with the broad sliding-door which the maid with muscular arm rolled to one side before us. We thereupon marched in, and after we were all inside, we three were forced to make a swift and adroit escape so as to be able to shove the stable door to before the very nose of the beguiled sheep, making it a prisoner. It was only after this operation had been gone through that Bashan and I were able to resume our interrupted promenade amidst the fervent thanks of the maid. During the entire walk, however, Bashan persisted in maintaining a humble and disconsolate air.

				So much for the sheep. Closely adjacent to the farm buildings on the left there is an extensive colony of small market-gardens. These are owned and tended by the clerks and working men of the city, and are the source of much joy, exercise, and considerable supplies of cheap flowers and vegetables. The gardens have a cemetery-like effect with their many arbours and summer houses, built in imitation of tiny chapels and with their countless small, fenced-in plots. The whole is enclosed by a wooden fence with an ornamental gateway. No one, however, except the small amateur gardeners, is permitted to have admittance through this wooden grille. At times I see some bare-armed man there digging up his little vegetable garden, a square rod or so in size, and always it seems to me as though he were digging his own grave. Beyond these gardens lie open meadows which are covered with molehills and which extend to the edge of the central wooded region. Here, in addition to the molehills, there are also great numbers of field-mice﻿—a fact which must be solemnly remarked in view of Bashan and his multiform joy in the chase.

				On the other side, that is to say, to the right, the brook and the slope continue﻿—the latter, as I have already indicated, in diverse configuration. At first, covered with fir-trees, it displays a dusky and sunless visage. Later it transforms itself to a sandpit which warmly refracts the beams of the sun; still later it converts itself into a gravel-pit, and then to a cataract of bricks﻿—just as though a house had been demolished higher up and the dwbris hurled down the slope. This has imposed temporary difficulties upon the course of the brook. But the brook rises equal to the occasion; its waters mount a trifle and spread themselves out, stained red by the dust of the broken brick and also discolouring the grass along the bank. After this they flow the dearer and the more gaily on their way with glistenings here and there upon the surface.

				I have a great love for brooks, as I have for all bodies of water﻿—from the ocean to the smallest, scum-covered puddle. When I happen to be in the mountains during the summer and chance to hear the secret splashing and gossip of such a streamlet, then I must follow the liquid call, even though it be distant, and I cannot rest until I have found its hiding-place. Then, face to face, I make acquaintance with the talkative child of the crags and the heights. Beautiful are the proud torrential brooks which come down in crystalline thunder between pines and steep terraces of stone, form green, ice-cold pools in rocky baths and basins, and then go plunging to the next step in a dissolution of snowy foam. But I am also fond of looking upon the brooks of the flatland, whether they be shallow, so as scarcely to cover the polished, silvery, and slippery pebbles of their beds, or as deep as little rivers which﻿—protected on both banks by low, overhanging willows﻿—go shouldering themselves forward with a vigorous thrust, flowing more swiftly in the middle than at the sides.

				Who, being free to make his choice, would not follow the course of the waters on his wanderings? The attraction which water exercises upon the normal man is natural and mystically sympathetic. Man is a child of water. Our bodies are nine-tenths water, and during a stage of our prenatal development, we even have gills. As for myself, I gladly confess that the contemplation of water in every shape and form is for me the most immediate and poignant joy in nature﻿—yes, I will even go so far as to say that true abstractedness, true self-forgetfulness, the real merging of my own circumscribed existence in the universal, is granted to me only when my eyes lose themselves in some great liquid mirror. Thus, in the face of the sleeping or the charging and crashing of the on-rushing sea, I am like to be transported into a condition of such profound and organic dreams, of such a remote absence from myself, that all sense of time is lost and tedium becomes a thing without meaning, since hour upon hour spent in such identification and communion melt away as though they were but minutes. But I also love to lean upon the rail of a bridge that crosses a brook, and remain fixed to it as with thongs, losing myself in the vision of the flowing, streaming and whirling element﻿—quite immune to the fear or impatience with which I ought to be filled in view of that other streaming and flowing that goes on about me﻿—the swift, fluid flight of time. Such love of the water, and all that water means, renders the tight little territory which I inhabit the more important and precious to me in that it is surrounded on both sides by water.

				The local brook is of the simple and faithful species. There is nothing very remarkable about it﻿—its character is based upon friendly averages. It is of a naivete as clear as glass, without subtlety or deception, without an attempt to simulate depth by means of murkiness. It is shallow and dear and quite innocently reveals the fact that its bottom harbours castaway tin pots and the carcass of a lace-boot in a coat of green slime. It is, however, deep enough to serve as a habitation to pretty, silvery-gray and extremely nimble little fish, which, I presume, are minnows and which dart away in wide zigzag lines at our approach. My brook widens here and there into ponds with fine willows along the edges. One of these willows I always regard lovingly as I pass by. It grows﻿—I had almost said she grows﻿—close to the bluff, and thus at some distance from the water. But it stretches one of its boughs longingly towards the brook and has really succeeded in reaching the flowing water with the silvery foliage that plumes the tip of this bough. There it stands, with fay-like fingers wet in the stream and draws pleasure from the contact.

				It is good to walk here, lightly assailed by the warm summer wind. The weather is warm, so it is probable that Bashan will go wading into the brook to cool his belly﻿—only his belly, for he has a distinct aversion to bringing the more elevated parts of his anatomy in contact with the water. There he stands, with his ears laid back and an expression of piety and alertness upon his face, and lets the water swirl around him and past him. After this he comes sidling up to me in order to shake himself﻿—an operation which, according to his own conviction, must occur in my immediate vicinity. The vigour with which he shakes himself causes a thin spray of water and mud to fly my way. It is no use warding him off with flourished stick and intense objurgations. Under no conditions will he tolerate any interference with anything that appears to him natural, inevitable, and according to the fitness of things.

				Farther on the brook, in pursuing its course towards the setting sun, reaches a small hamlet which commands a view towards the north﻿—between the woods and the slope﻿—and at the entrance to this hamlet lies the tavern. Here the brook once more broadens into a pond. The women of the village kneel at the edge of this and wash their linen. A little footbridge crosses the stream. Should you venture over you will set foot upon a road which leads from the village towards the city, running between the edge of the wood and the edge of the meadow. Should you leave this road on the right you would be able to reach the river in a few steps by means of a wagon-road that cuts through the wood.

				We are now within the zone of the river. The river itself lies before us green and streaked with white and full of liquid roarings. It is actually only a great mountain torrent. Its everlasting rushing sound can be heard with a more or less muffled reverberation everywhere throughout the region. Here it swells and crashes overwhelmingly upon the ears. It might, in fact, serve as a substitute for the sacred and sounding onset of the sea﻿—if no sea is to be had. The ceaseless cry of innumerable land-gulls intermingles with the voice of the stream. In autumn and in winter, and even during the spring, these gulls go circling round and round the mouths of the overflow-pipes, filling the air with their screams. Here they find their food until the season grows milder and permits them to make their way to the lakes in the hills﻿—like the wild and half-wild ducks which also spend the cool and the cold months in the vicinity of the city, balance themselves on the waves, permit themselves to be carried by the current which turns them round and rocks them at will, and then just at the moment when some rapid or whirlpool threatens to engulf them, fly up with light and vibrant wing and settle down once more upon the water﻿—a little farther upstream.

				The region of the river is arranged and classified as follows:﻿—close to the edge of the wood there stretches a broad level of gravel. This is a continuation of the poplar avenue which I have mentioned so frequently, and runs, say, for about a kilometre downstream, that is to say, to the little ferryman’s house﻿—of which more anon. Behind this the thicket comes closer to the river channel. The purpose of this desert of gravel is clear; it is the first and most prominent of the longitudinal streets, and was lavishly planned by the real estate company as a charming and picturesque esplanade for elegant turnouts﻿—with visions of gentlemen on horseback approaching spick-and-span landaus and victorias glistening in their enamel and engaging in delicate badinage with smiling and “beauteous” ladies reclining at ease under dainty parasols.

				Close to the ferryman’s house there is a huge signboard in a state of advanced decreptitude. This proclaims what was to have been the immediate goal, the temporary termination of the carriage corso. For there in broad and blatant letters you may read that this corner site is for sale for the erection of a park café and a fashionable refreshment “establishment.” Well, the purpose remains unfulfilled, and the building site is empty.

				For in place of the park café, with its little tables, its hurrying waiters, and glass-and-cup sipping and straw-sucking guests, there is only the big wooden signboard﻿—aslant﻿—a resigned, collapsing bid without a bidder, and the corso itself only a waste of coarsest gravel, covered with willow bushes and with blue sage almost as thickly as the Goethe or Lessing Streets.

				Alongside the esplanade, nearer to the river, there runs a smaller gravel way which is also overgrown with insurgent shrubbery. It is characterised by grass mounds which arise at intervals and from which telegraph-poles mount into the air. Yet I am fond of frequenting this road on my walks, first because of the change, and second because the gravel permits of clean though somewhat difficult locomotion, when the clayey footpath yonder does not appear passable during days of heavy rain. This footpath, actually the real promenade, runs for miles along the river and then finally degenerates into wild, haphazard trails along the bank. It is lined along the riverside with saplings, maple and birch, and on the land side it is flanked by the mighty primitive inhabitants of the region﻿—willows, aspens, and silver poplars﻿—all of them colossal in their dimensions. The escarpment plunges steeply and sheerly towards the riverbed. It is protected by ingenious works of woven willow-withes and by a concrete armour along its lower parts against the mounting flood water which once or twice a year comes rolling hither﻿—when the snows melt in the mountains or the rain overdoes itself. Here and there the slope hospitably offers one the use of wooden steps, half ladders and half stairs, by means of which one may, with a fair degree of comfort, descend into the actual riverbed, which is usually quite dry. It is the reserve gravel bed of the big wild brook, and is about six metres wide.

				The stream behaves like all other members of its family, the small as well as the smallest, that is to say, according to the weather and the water conditions in the upper mountain regions. Sometimes its course will be a mere green flowing tunnel with the rocks scarcely covered and with the gulls appearing to stand stilt-legged on the very surface itself. And then, again, it will assume a most formidable character, swelling into a wide stream, filling its bed with gray watery fury and tumult, and bearing along in its headlong course all kinds of unseemly objects such as old baskets, pieces of wooden crates, bushes, and dead cats in its circling wrath, and showing a great disposition to flooding and to deeds of violence.

				The reserve or overflow channel is also armoured against high water by the same parallel, slanting, and hurdle-like arrangements of willow branches. It is covered with beach-grass and wild oats as well as with the show-plant of the neighbourhood, the dry, omnipresent blue sage. It offers good walking, thanks to the strip of quay formed of tooled and even stone, which runs along the extreme limit of the water. This gives me a further, and in fact favourite, possibility of adding variety to my promenades.

				It is true that the unyielding stone is not particularly good going, but one is fully recompensed by the intimate proximity of the water. Then one is also able now and then to walk in the sand beside the quay. Yes, there is real sand there between the gravel and the beach-grass, sand that is a trifle mixed with clay and not so sacredly pure as that of the sea, but nevertheless real sand that has been washed up. I am thus able to fancy myself strolling upon a real strand down there, inscrutably drawing my foot along the perilous edge of the salt flood. There is no lack of surgings, even if there is of surges, nor of the clamour of gulls, nor of that kind of space-annihilating monotony which lulls one into a sort of narcotic absentmindedness. The level cataracts are rushing and roaring all around, and halfway to the ferryman’s house﻿—the voice of a waterfall joins the chorus﻿—from over yonder where the canal, debouching at a slant, pours itself into a river. The body of this fall is arched, smooth, glassy like that of a fish, and an everlasting boiling tumult goes on at its base.

				It is beautiful here when the sky is blue and the flat ferry decorated with a pennant in honour of the weather or some other festival occasion. There are other boats in this spot, but the ferry is fastened to a wire rope which in turn is fastened to another and thicker wire cable. This is stretched across the river in such a way as to let a pulley run along it. The current itself furnishes the motive power for the ferryboat and a pressure from the ferryman’s hand upon the rudder does the rest. The ferryman lives in the ferry-house with his wife and child, and this house lies a short distance from the upper footpath. It has a little garden and a henhouse, and is evidently an official dwelling and therefore rent-free. It is a kind of villa of liliputian proportions, lightly and whimsically built with little bays and gables, and appears to boast of two rooms below and two above. I love to sit on the bench in front of the garden close to the upper footpath. Bashan then squats upon my foot; the hens of the ferryman amble about me and give their heads a forward jerk with every step. And usually the cock comes to perch upon the back of the bench and lets the green Bersaglieri feathers of his tail hang down behind, sitting beside me thus and measuring me luridly from the side with his red eye.

				I watch the traffic on the ferry. It could scarcely be called strenuous, nor even lively, for it consummates itself, at large and liberal intervals. So I find all the more pleasure in the scene when a man or a woman with a market-basket appears on the farther bank and demands to be carried across the river. For the poetic element in that fine call, “Ferry ahoy!” remains full of human captivation as in ancient days, even though the action fulfils itself, as here, in new and progressive forms. Double steps of wood for the coming and the departing traveller lead down the escarpment on both sides into the bed of the river and to the landing-places. And on both sides there is an electric button affixed to the rail.

				A man appears on the other bank, stands still and peers across the water. No longer, however, as in former times, does he hollow his hands into a trumpet and shout through them. He walks towards the push-button, stretches out his arms and performs a slight pressure with his thumb. There is a clear, thin tinkle in the house of the ferryman. This is the modern “Ferry ahoy!” and it is poetic even thus. There stands the prospective passenger and watches and waits. And almost at the very moment at which the bell tinkles, the ferryman comes out of his little house, just as though he had stood or sat behind the door, merely waiting for the signal. The ferryman, I repeat, comes out﻿—and in his walk there is something which suggests that he has been set in motion directly by the pressure upon the push button﻿—just as one may shoot at a door in a tiny hut among the targets in the shooting-galleries. If you chance to make a bull’s-eye, it flies open and a tiny figure comes out﻿—say a milkmaid or a soldier.

				Without showing the slightest sign of undue haste the ferryman walks with swinging arms through his little garden, crosses the footpath, descends the wooden steps to the river, pushes off the ferry, and holds the rudder whilst the pulley runs along the taut wire, and the boat is driven across by the current. The boat bumps against the other bank; the stranger jumps in; upon reaching the hither bank he hands the ferryman a nickel coin and leaps up the wooden steps with alacrity. He has conquered the river, and turns either to the right or to the left. Sometimes when the ferryman is prevented from being at his post, either through illness or more urgent household affairs, then his wife or even his child will come out of the house and fetch the stranger across. They are able to perform this office as well as he﻿—even I could attend to it. The job of the ferryman is an easy one and requires no special capacity or training. Surely he is a lucky man, this ferrymaster, in having such a job and being able to live in the neat dwarf villa. Any fool would at once be able to step into his place, and the knowledge of this keeps him modest and grateful. On the way back to his house he greets me very politely (with Grüss Gott) as I sit there on the wooden bench between the dog and the rooster. It is clear that he wishes to remain on a good footing with everyone.

				A smell of tar, a wind brushing across the waters, and a plashing sound against the wooden sides of the boats. What more could I desire? Sometimes I am seized by another memory of home. It comes upon me when the water is deep and still and there is a somewhat musty odour in the air, and then these things take me back to the Laguna, back to Venice, where I spent so many years of my youth. And then again there is storm and there is flood, and the everlasting rain comes pouring down. Wrapped in a rubber coat, with wet and streaming face, I brace myself against the stiff west wind along the upper way, a wind that tears the young poplars from their poles and makes it clear why the trees here incline away from the west and have crowns which grow only from one side of the branches. When we go walking in rains such as these, Bashan frequently stands still and shakes himself so that he is the dark centre of a dull, gray flurry of water. The river at such times is a different river. Swollen, murky-yellow, it comes rolling on, wearing upon its face an ominous catastrophic look. This storm-flood is full of a lurching, crowding, tremendous haste, an insensate hurry. It usurps the entire reserve channel up to the very edge of the escarpment, and leaps up against the concrete walls, the protective works of willow boughs, so that one involuntarily utters thanks to the wise forethought which established these defences. The eerie thing about these flood-waters is that the river grows quiet, much quieter than usual, in fact it becomes almost silent. The customary surface rapids are no longer visible; the stream rolls too high for these. But the spots where these rapids were, are to be recognised by the deeper hollows and the higher waves, and by the fact that the crests of these waves curl over backwards and not forwards﻿—like the waves of the current. The waterfall no longer plays a part, its glistening curved body is now flat and meagre, and the pother at its base has vanished through the height of the water level.

				So far as Bashan is concerned, his astonishment at such a change in the aspect of things is beyond expression. He remains in a state of constant amazement. He is unable to realise that the places in which he has been accustomed to trot and run should have vanished, should have utterly vanished﻿—think of it!﻿—and that there should be nothing there but water﻿—water! In his fright he scampers up the escarpment in a kind of panic﻿—away from the plunging, spattering flood and looks around at me with waggings of his tail, after which he casts further dubious glances at the water. A kind of embarrassment comes upon him﻿—and he gives way to a trick of his﻿—opening his mouth obliquely and thrusting his tongue into the corners﻿—a play of feature which affects one as being as much human as it is animal. As a means of expression it is somewhat unrefined and subservient, but thoroughly comprehensible. The whole effect is about the same as would be conveyed by a rather simple-minded yokel in the face of an awkward situation, provided he went so far as to scratch his head as Bashan scratches his neck.

				Having occupied myself in some detail with the zone of the river, and described the whole region, I believe that I have succeeded in giving my readers a picture of it. I rather like my own description of the place, or rather the place as presented in my description, but I like it still better as a piece of nature. For there is no doubt that as a piece of living nature, it is still more diversified and vivid, just as Bashan himself is in reality warmer, more lively and lovable than in this counterfeit presentment. I am attached to this stretch of landscape and grateful to it, and so I have described it with something of the meticulosity with which the old Dutch masters painted. It is my park and my solitude, and it is for this reason that I have sought to conjure it up before the reader’s eye. My thoughts and my dreams are mingled and intergrown with its scenes, like the leaves of its creepers with the stems of its trees.

				I have looked upon it at all hours and at all seasons; in autumn when the chemical smell of the fading leaves fills the air, when the white legions of the thistledown have all been blown to the winds, when the great beeches of the Kurgarten spread a rust-coloured carpet of leaves about them on the meadows, and when afternoons dripping with gold merge into theatrically romantic twilights with the crescent moon swimming in the skies, with a milky brew of mist hovering over the levels and the afterglow of the sunset smouldering through the black silhouettes of the trees. And also in winter when all the gravel is covered with snow and soft and smooth, so that one may walk upon it in one’s rubber overshoes, and when the river goes shooting black between the pale frost-bound shores and the cry of hundreds of freshwater gulls fills the air from morning to evening. Nevertheless the easiest and most familiar intercourse with this landscape is during the mild months, when no special equipment in the way of defensive clothing is necessary, and one may go for a quick stroll for a quarter of an hour, betwixt and between two showers of rain, and, in passing, bend aside the branch of a black alder tree and cast a look into the wandering waves. It is possible that visitors have been to call upon me, and I have been left behind, stranded, as it were, within my own four walls, crushed by conversation, and with the breath of the strangers apparently still hanging in the air. It is good then to go at once and loaf for a little along the Heine or Schiller Street, to draw a breath of fresh air and to anoint myself with Nature. I look up to the heavens, peer into the green depths of the world of tender and delicate leaves, my nerves recover themselves and grow quiet﻿—peace and serenity return to my spirit.

				Bashan is always with me on such forays. He had not been able to prevent an invasion of the house by the outer world in the shape of the visitors, even though he had lifted up his voice in loud and terrible protest. But that had done no good, and so he had stepped aside. And now he is jubilant that he and I are once more together in the hunting-grounds. With one ear turned carelessly inside out, and loping obliquely, as is the common habit of dogs﻿—that is, with his hind legs moving not directly behind his front legs, but somewhat to the side, he goes trotting on the gravel in front of me. And suddenly I see that some tremendous emotion has seized him, body and soul. His short bobbed tail begins to wave furiously. His head lunges forward and to one side, his body stretches and extends itself. He jumps hither and thither, and the next moment, with his nose still glued to the ground, he goes darting off. He has struck a scent. He is on the spoor of a rabbit.

			
			
				
					V

					The Chase

				
				The region is rich in game, and so we go a-hunting it. That is to say, Bashan goes hunting and I look on. In this wise we hunt: rabbits, quail, field-mice, moles, ducks and gulls. But we do not by any means fight shy of bigger game; we also track pheasants and even deer﻿—whenever such first-rate quarry﻿—as sometimes happens﻿—strays into our hunting-grounds. This always furnishes an exciting spectacle﻿—when the long-legged, lightly-built animal, the furtive deer, all yellow against the snow and with its white-tufted hindquarters bobbing, goes flying before little old Bashan who is straining every nerve. I follow the course of events with the greatest interest and tension. It is not as if anything were ever to result from this chase, for that has never happened and never will happen. But the lack of tangible results does not in the least diminish either Bashan’s joy or his passion for hunting, nor does it in any way minimise my pleasure. We pursue the chase for its own sake and not for the sake of prey or booty or any other utilitarian purpose.

				Bashan, as I have said, is the active member. He does not expect any save a moral support from me, since no personal and immediate experience has taught him a more pronounced and practical manner of cooperation. I lay particular stress upon the words “personal” and “immediate,” for it is more than probable that his ancestors, in so far as they belonged to the tribe of setters, were familiar with more actual methods of hunting. On occasion I have asked myself whether some memory of this might not survive in him and whether this could not be aroused by some accidental impulse. It is certain that on Bashan’s plane of existence the life of the individual is less differentiated from the species than in our case. Birth and death signify a far less profound vacillation of the balance of being; perhaps the inheritances of the blood are more perfectly preserved, so that it would merely be an apparent contradiction to speak of inborn experiences, unconscious memories which, once aroused, would be able to confuse the creature in the matter of its own personal experiences and cause it to be dissatisfied with these. I once courted this thought, but then rid myself of it, just as Bashan had obviously rid himself of the thoughts of the brutal incident of which he had been a witness and which gives me occasion for these deliberations.

				When I go forth to hunt with him, it usually chances to be noon﻿—half-past eleven or twelve o’clock﻿—sometimes, especially on very warm summer days, it may even be late afternoon, say six o’clock or later. It may be that this is even our second going-out. In any case my mental and spiritual atmosphere is quite different from what it was during our first careless stroll in the morning. The virgin freshness of the early hour has vanished long since. I have worried, and have struggled in the interval with this or that. I have been forced to grit my teeth and overcome one difficulty after the other﻿—I have had a tussle with some person or other. At the same time I have been obliged to keep some diffuse and complicated matter firmly in mind and my head is weary, especially after a successful mastery of the problem. Hence this going a-hunting with Bashan distracts and enlivens me. It infuses me with new life, putting me into condition for the rest of the day and for triumph over the tasks that are still lowering in my path. It is really largely the impulse of gratitude which forces me to describe these hunting trips.

				Things, to be sure, are not so neatly arranged that Bashan and I could go forth in pursuit of any one special species of the game which I have mentioned﻿—that we should, for instance, specialise on rabbits or ducks. No, on the contrary, we hunt everything that chances to cross our path﻿—I had almost said that chances to come within range of our guns. We need not go very far in order to strike game. The hunt may literally begin immediately outside the garden gate, for there are great numbers of field-mice and moles in the hollows of the meadows close behind the house. To be exact and sportsmanlike﻿—I am aware that these fur-bearing animals cannot, of course, be regarded as game in the strict sense of the term. But their secret, subterranean habits, especially the nimble craftiness of the mice, which are not blind o’ day like their excavating and tunnelling brethren, and often go gambolling upon the surface, and then when danger approaches go flicking into the little black burrow without one’s being able to distinguish their legs or their movements﻿—these things work tremendously upon Bashan’s hunting instincts. These are also the only animals of the wild which occasionally become his prey﻿—a field-mouse, a mole﻿—these are titbits which are not to be despised in such lean and meagre days as these﻿—when one often finds nothing more palatable than a thick barley soup in the stoneware bowl beside one’s kennel.

				I have scarcely taken a dozen steps with my cane along the poplar avenue, and Bashan has, as an overture, scarcely got through with his preliminary leaps and lunges, than he is seen to be performing the most extraordinary capricoles towards the right. He is already gripped by the passion for the chase, and is blind and deaf to all things save the exciting but hidden goings-on of the living things about him. With every nerve taut and tense, waving his tail, carefully lifting his feet, he goes slinking through the grass, sometimes pausing in mid-step, with one foreleg and one hindleg in air, then peering with cocked head into the hollows, an action which causes the flaps of his erected ears to fall forward on both sides of his eyes. And then raising both forepaws, he will suddenly jump forward and will stare with dumbfounded expression at a spot where but a moment before there was something and where now there is nothing. And then he begins to dig.﻿ ﻿…

				I feel a strong desire to go to him and await the result, but then we should never be able to leave the spot. Bashan would expend his entire stock of joy-in-the-chase right here in this meadow, and this stock is meant to last him for the entire day. And so I walk on﻿—untroubled by any thought that he might not be able to overtake me﻿—even though he should remain behind for a long time without having observed in what direction I had gone. To him my track and trail are as clear as that of a bit of game. Should he have lost sight of me, he is sure, with head lowered between his forepaws, to come tearing along this trail. I hear the clinking of his brass license-tag, his firm gallop behind me﻿—and then he goes shooting past me and turns with wagging tail once more to report himself on duty.

				Out yonder, however, in the woods or in the broad meadows alongside the brook, I often halt and watch when I catch him digging for a mouse, even though it should be late and I in danger of exceeding the time I have apportioned for my walk. The passionate devotion with which he goes to work is so fascinating to observe, his profound enthusiasm is so contagious, that I cannot but wish him success with all my heart, and naturally I also wish to be a witness of this success. The spot he is attacking may have made quite an innocent impression in its outward aspect﻿—it is, let us say, some mossy little mound at the foot of a birch and possibly penetrated by its roots. But did not my Bashan hear the quarry, scent it, perhaps even see it as it switched away? He is absolutely certain that his bit of game is sitting there under the earth in some snug runlet or burrow; all that is necessary is to get at it, and so he goes digging away for all he is worth in absolute devotion to his task and oblivious to the world. He proceeds not ragingly, but with a certain fine deliberation, with the tempered passion of the real sportsman﻿—it is wonderful to see. His small, tiger-striped body beneath the smooth coat of which the ribs align themselves and the muscles play, is hollowed, is concave in the middle; his hindquarters, with the stump of a tail vibrating to quick time, is erected vertically. His head is between his forepaws and thrust into the slant hole he has already dug. With averted face he continues with the rapid strokes of his iron claws to tear up the earth more and more﻿—lumps of sod, pebbles, shreds of glass, and bits of roots fly all about me. Sometimes his snortings are heard in the silence of the fields﻿—that is when he has succeeded in penetrating some little distance, and in wedging his snout into the entrance to the burrow in order, by means of his scent, to keep check upon the clever, still, and timid creature within there.

				His breathing sounds muffled, he ejects his breath in a blast in order to be able to empty his lungs quickly﻿—and to draw in the delicate, acrid, distant, and yet disguised odour of the mice. What emotions must surge through the breast of the little animal down there when it hears this hollow and muffled snorting? Well, that is its own affair, or perhaps God’s affair, who has decreed that Bashan shall be the enemy and persecutor of these earth-mice. And then﻿—is not fear only an intensified feeling for life? If no Bashan existed the little mouse would very likely be bored to death. And what use or purpose would then be served by its beady-eyed cleverness and its art of swift mining operations, factors that fairly well equalise the conditions of the battle, so that the success of the party upon the offensive always remains highly problematical, even improbable. Indeed I feel no compassion for the mouse; inwardly I take sides with Bashan, and sometimes I cannot remain content with the role of a mere spectator. I get my walking-stick into play whenever some firmly-bedded pebble, some tough cord of a root is in his way and help him to get rid of these obstacles. Then sometimes, in the midst of his hot and furious activity, he will throw up his head and bestow upon me a swift and fervent glance of gratitude and approval. With munching jaws and glinting teeth he goes working his way into the stubborn, fibrous ground﻿—tears away clods, throws them aside, sends his resonant snorts once more into the depths, and then, fired to renewed action by the provocative scent, sets his claws once more into furious action.﻿ ﻿…

				In the great majority of cases this is all love’s labour lost. With the moist earth clinging to his nose and sprinkled about his shoulders, Bashan makes another quick and superficial survey of the territory and then gives it up and jogs indifferently on.

				“There was nothing doing, Bashan,” I remark to him, when he chances to look at me. “Nothing doing,” I repeat, shaking my head and raising my brows and my shoulders, so as to make the message plainer. But it is not at all necessary to comfort him; his failure does not depress him for a moment. To hunt is to hunt, the titbit of game is the least of all considerations. It was, take it all in all, a magnificent effort he thinks﻿—in so far as he still happens to think of this violent business he has just been through. For now he is already on new adventure bent﻿—adventures of which there is, indeed, no lack in the three zones of this domain.

				Sometimes, however, he happens to catch the mouse. And then something occurs which never fails to strike me with horror﻿—for Bashan devours his prey alive, with hide and hair. Perhaps the unfortunate creature had not been properly advised by its instincts of self-preservation and had chosen a spot for its burrow which was too soft, too unprotected and too easily excavated. Perhaps the little creature’s tunnels had not been sunk deep enough, or it had been paralysed by fright and prevented from burrowing to deeper levels. Or it had perchance lost its head and, crouching a few inches under the surface with its little beady eyes popping out of their sockets with horror, listened to that terrible snorting coming nearer and nearer. No matter, the iron claws disinter it, uncover it, fling it into the air, into the pitiless glare of the day! Hapless little mouse! you had good cause to be frightened, and it is well that this immense and comprehensible fright has already reduced you to a kind of semi-unconsciousness. For now the tiny rodent is to be converted into pap and pulp.

				Bashan has caught it by the tail; he tosses it upon the ground twice or thrice; a very faint squeak is heard, the last that is vouchsafed to the godforsaken little mouse. And then Bashan snaps it up, and it disappears between his jaws and the white, gleaming teeth. He stands there with legs four square and forepaws braced. His neck is lowered and thrust forth as he chews﻿—he catches at the titbit again and again and throws it into the proper position in his mouth. The tiny bones are heard to crack, a shred of fur hangs for a moment from the corner of his mouth; he draws it in and then all is over. Bashan then executes a kind of dance of joy and triumph, circling around me as I stand leaning on my cane with cold shudders rushing up and down my spine. “You’re a fine fellow!” I say to him in a kind of gruesome recognition of his victory. “You scoundrel! you murderer! you cannibal!”

				These words cause him to dance still more wildly, and, one might say, almost to laugh aloud. So I proceed on my way, somewhat chilled in the limbs owing to the tragedy I have just witnessed, and yet inwardly enlightened by the brutal humour of life. The thing, after all, is quite in order, in Nature’s order. A mouselet which had been ill-advised by its faulty instincts has simply been converted into pap and pulp. Nevertheless I am inwardly gratified when in such instances as the foregoing, it did not become necessary for me to help along the natural order of things with my cane, but remained a simple and passive spectator.

				Startling and even terrifying is it when some pheasant suddenly bursts from the thicket in which, sleeping or waking, it had hoped to remain undiscovered, some coign of concealment from which Bashan’s delicate and unobtrusive nose had after a little searching managed to rouse it. Thumping and flapping, with frightened and indignant cries and cacklings, the large, rust-red and long-tailed bird lifts itself awing, and with all the silly heedlessness of a hen, goes scattering upon some tree from which it begins to scold, whilst Bashan, erect against the trunk, barks up at the fowl, stormily, savagely. The meaning behind this barking is clear. It says plainly enough: “Get off! get off that perch! Tend to business. Fly off, so I can have my bit o’ fun. Get off﻿—I want to chase you!” The pheasant cannot, apparently, resist this powerful voice, and off it scuds, making its way with heavy flight through the branches, still cackling and complaining, whilst Bashan, full of manly silence, pursues it smartly along the level ground.

				This is sufficient for Bashan’s bliss; his wish and his will go no farther. What would have happened had he caught the bird? Nothing, I assure you, absolutely nothing. I once saw him with a bird between his claws. He had probably come upon it whilst it lay in deep sleep, so that the clumsy thing had had no time to lift itself from the ground. On that occasion Bashan had stood over the fowl, an utterly bewildered victor, and did not know what to do next. With one wing raked wide open and with its head drawn aside to the very limit of its neck, the pheasant lay in the grass and screamed, screamed without a single pause﻿—a passerby might have thought that some old woman was being murdered in the bushes. I hurried up, bent upon preventing something horrible. But I was soon convinced that there was nothing to fear. Bashan’s all-too conspicuous confusion, the half-curious, half-disgusted mien with which, head aslant, he looked down upon his prisoner, assured me of that. This old wives’ screeching and dinning in his ears, very likely got upon his nerves﻿—the whole affair apparently caused him more embarrassment than triumph. Was it in victory or in shame that he pulled a couple of feathers out of his victim’s dress, very, very cautiously with his mouth, refraining from all use of his teeth, and then threw them aside with an angry toss of his head?

				He followed this tribute to his predatory instincts by taking his paw off his victim and letting it go free﻿—not out of magnanimity, to be sure, but simply because the situation bored him, and because it really had nothing in common with the stir and gaiety of the chase. Never had I seen a more astonished bird! It had closed its account with life, and for a brief space it seemed that it no longer knew what use to make of life, for it lay in the grass as though dead. It then tottered along the ground for a bit, swung clumsily upon a tree, appeared about to fall from it, summoned its strength, and then with heavily-dragging feathery raiment went fluttering off into the distance. It no longer squawked, but kept its bill shut. Silently the bird flew across the park, the river, the forest beyond the river, away, away, as far as its short wings could carry it. It is certain that this particular pheasant never returned to this particular spot.

				There are, however, a good many of his breed in our hunting-grounds, and Bashan hounds and hunts them in an honourable sportsmanlike manner and according to the rules of the game. The only real blood-guilt that lies heavy upon his head is the devouring of the field-mice, and this, too, appears as something incidental and negligible. It is the scenting-out, the drive, the pursuit, which serve him as a noble end in themselves﻿—all who were able to observe him at this brilliant game would come to the same conclusion. How beautiful he grows, how ideal, how perfect to the end and purpose! It is thus that the awkward and loutish peasant lad of the hills becomes perfect and picturesque when you see him standing amidst the rocks and cliffs as a hunter of the gemsbok. All that is noble, genuine, and fine in Bashan is driven to the surface and achieves a glorious efflorescence in such hours as these. That is why he pants for these hours with such intensity and why he suffers so poignantly when they pass unused.

				Bashan is no toy spaniel; he is the veritable woodsman and pathfinder, such as figure heroically in books. A great joy in himself, in his own existence cries from every one of the martial, masculine, and striking poses which he assumes and which succeed one another with almost cinematographic rapidity. There are few things which are able so to refresh my eyes as the sight of him, as he goes sailing through the underbrush in a light, feathering trot and then suddenly stands at gaze, with one paw daintily raised and bent inward, sagacious, vigilant, impressive, with all his faculties in a radiant intensification. And then amidst all this imposing statuesqueness it is possible that he may give vent to a sudden squeak, or yelp, occasioned, very likely, by having caught his foot in something thorny. But this too, is all in order with the course of nature and with the perfection of the picture﻿—this cheery readiness to be splendidly simple. It is capable of diminishing his dignity only as a breath dims a mirror; the superbness of his carriage is restored the very next moment.

				I look upon him﻿—my Bashan﻿—and I am reminded of a time during which he lost all his pride and his gallant poise, and was once more reduced to that condition of bodily and mental dejection in which we first saw him in the kitchen of that tavern in the mountains, and from which he so painfully lifted himself to a faith in his own personality and in life. I do not know what ailed him﻿—he began to bleed from the mouth or the nose or the ears﻿—even today I have no clear idea of his particular malady. But wherever he went in those days, he left marks of blood behind him﻿—in the grass of the hunting-grounds, in the straw of his kennel, on the floor of the house when he entered it﻿—and yet there was no external injury anywhere visible. At times his entire nose seemed to be covered with red paint. Whenever he sneezed he would send forth a spray of blood, and then he would step in the drops and leave brick-red impressions of his paws wherever he went. Careful examinations were made, but these led to no results and thus brought about increased anxieties. Were his lungs attacked? or was he afflicted by some mysterious distemper of which we had never heard?﻿—something to which his breed was subject? Since the strange as well as unpleasant phenomena did not cease after some days, it was decided that he must go to the Dog’s Hospital.

				Kindly but firmly Bashan’s master imposed upon him on the day following﻿—it was about noon﻿—the leathern muzzle﻿—that mask of stubborn meshes which Bashan loathes above all things and of which he always seeks to rid himself by violent shakings of his head and furious rubbings of his paws. He was fastened to the braided leash and thus harnessed was led up the avenue﻿—on the left-hand side﻿—then through the local park and a suburban street into the group of buildings belonging to the High School. We passed beneath the portal and crossed the courtyard. We then entered a waiting-room, against the walls of which sat a number of persons all of whom, like myself, held a dog on a leash﻿—dogs of different breeds and sizes, who regarded one another with melancholy eyes through their leather muzzles. There was an old and motherly dame with her fat and apoplectic pug, a footman in livery with a tall and snow-white Russian deerhound, who emitted from time to time a dry and aristocratic cough; a countryman with a dachshund﻿—apparently a case for orthopedic science, since all his feet were planted upon his body in the most crooked and distorted manner, and many others. The attendant at this veterinary clinic admitted the patients one after the other into the adjoining consulting-room. At length the door to this was also opened for me and Bashan.

				The Professor was a man of advanced age, and was clad in a long, white operating coat. He wore gold-rimmed spectacles, his head was crowned with gray curls and his whole manner was so amiable and conveyed such an air of wise kindliness that I would immediately have entrusted myself and my family to him in any emergency. Whilst I gave him my account of things, he smiled paternally upon his patient, who sat there in front of him and turned up to him a pair of humble and trustful eyes.

				“He’s got fine eyes,” said the doctor, without allowing Bashan’s hybrid goatee to disturb him, and declared that he was ready to make an investigation at once. Bashan, quite helpless with astonishment, was now, with the aid of the attendant, spread upon the table. It was moving to see how the old doctor applied the stethoscope to the breast of the tiger-striped little manikin and performed his auscultation, just as I had seen it done in my case more than once. He listened to the swift workings of the tiny canine heart, and sounded his entire organic internal functions from different points of his exterior. Hereupon, tucking his stethoscope under his arm, he began to examine Bashan’s eyes with both hands, his nose as well as the roof of his mouth, and then ventured upon delivering a preliminary prognosis.

				The dog, said he, was a trifle nervous and anaemic, but otherwise in good condition. It might be epistaxis or haemathemesis. But it might also be a case of tracheal or pharyngeal hemorrhage﻿—this was by no means precluded. For the present one would be most inclined to call it a case of haemoptysis. It was necessary to keep the animal under careful observation. I should do best to leave him here and then call and inquire again in the course of a week.

				Thus instructed, I expressed my thanks and gave Bashan a farewell pat on the shoulder. I saw how the attendant led Bashan across the courtyard towards the entrance to a building at the rear, and how Bashan, with a bewildered and anxious expression on his face, looked back at me. And yet he should have felt flattered, just as I could not help feeling flattered by hearing the Professor declare him to be nervous and anaemic. No one who had stood at his cradle would ever have imagined that it was written in his horoscope that he was one day to be said to be suffering from two such fashionable ailments, or that Medical Science would be called in to deliberate over him with such gravity and solicitude.

				From that day on my walks were to me what unsalted food is to the palate﻿—they gave me little pleasure. No silent tumult of joy burst upon me when I went out﻿—under way no proud, high, mad helter-skelter of the chase surrounded me. The park seemed to me desolate﻿—I was bored. I did not fail to make inquiries by telephone during the interval of waiting. The answer, communicated from some subordinate quarter, was to the effect that the health of the patient was as good as could be expected under the circumstances﻿—circumstances which, for good reasons or for bad, one did not trouble to designate more clearly. As soon as the day arrived on which I had taken Bashan to the veterinary institution, and the week was up, I once more made my way to the place.

				Guided by numerous signboards with inscriptions and pointing hands, liberally affixed to walls and doors, I managed, without going astray, to negotiate the door of the clinical department which sheltered Bashan. In accordance with the command upon an enamelled plate on the door, I forbore to knock, and walked in. The rather large room in which I found myself gave me the impression of a wild-beast house in a menagerie. The atmosphere incidental to such a house also prevailed here, with the exception that the odour of the menagerie seemed to be mingled here with all kinds of sweetish medicinal vapours﻿—a cloying and rather disturbing mixture. Cages with bars were set all around the walls, and nearly all of them were occupied. Resolute barks saluted me from one of these. A man, evidently the keeper, was busy with a rake and a shovel before the open door of one of these cages. He was pleased to respond to my greeting without interrupting his work, and then left me for the present entirely to my own impressions.

				My first survey of the scene, whilst the door was still open, had at once revealed to me the whereabouts of Bashan, and so I went up to him. He lay behind the bars of his cage upon some loose stuff which must have been made of tanbark or something similar, and which added its own peculiar aroma to the odour of the animals and of the carbolic acid or lysoform. He lay there like a leopard, though a very weary, very disinterested and disappointed leopard. I was shocked by the sullen indifference with which he greeted my entrance and advance. He merely gave a feeble thump or two upon the floor of his cage with his tail, and only after I had spoken to him did he deign to raise his head from his paws, but only to drop it again almost immediately and to blink moodily to one side. A stoneware vessel full of water stood at the back of his cage. Outside, attached to the bars of his cage, there was a small wooden frame with a card, partly-printed, partly handwritten, which contained an account of Bashan’s name, breed, sex, and age. Beneath this there was a fever-index curve.

				“Bastard setter,” I read. Name: Bashan. Male. Two years old. Brought in on such and such a day and month of the year﻿—to be observed for occult hemorrhages. And then followed the curve of Bashan’s temperature, drawn in ink and showing no great variations. There were also details in figures regarding the frequency of Bashan’s pulse. So his temperature was being taken and even his pulse counted﻿—nothing was lacking in this respect. It was his frame of mind which occasioned me worry.

				“Is that one yourn?” asked the attendant who, implements in hand, had in the meantime approached me. He was a stocky, round-bearded and red-cheeked man, wearing a kind of gardener’s apron, with brown, somewhat bloodshot eyes, the moist and honest glances of which had something astonishingly doglike in them.

				I answered his question in the affirmative, referred to the order I had received to call again today, to the telephone conversations I had carried on, and declared that I had come to see how everything stood. The man cast a glance at the card. Yes, he said, the dog was suffering from occult hemorrhages, and that kind of thing always took a long time﻿—especially if one didn’t know where the hemorrhages came from. Well, wasn’t that always the case? No, one didn’t know anything about it as yet. But the dog was there to be observed and he was being observed. The hemorrhages were still occurring, were they? Yes, they came on now and then. And they were being observed? Yes, most carefully.

				“Has he any fever?” I asked, trying to make something out of the chart hanging on the bars. No, no fever. The dog had quite a normal temperature and pulse, about ninety beats in the minute﻿—that was the normal number, that was about right, they ought not to be less, but if they were fewer, then he would have to be observed still more sharply. The dog﻿—if it wasn’t for these here occult hemorrhages, was really in pretty good condition. Of course he had howled at first, a full twenty-four hours, but after that he had got used to things. Of course, he didn’t eat much, but then he got very little exercise, and it was also a question of how much he was accustomed to eat. What food did they give him? Soup, said the man. But as he had already remarked, the dog didn’t eat much of it.

				“He has a very depressed look,” I said, affecting an expert air. Yes, no doubt of that, said the man, but then that didn’t really mean much. For it wasn’t very nice for a dog to have to be cooped up in that way and be observed. They were all depressed more or less, that is to say, the good-natured ones, but there were some as got mean and nasty. But he couldn’t say as this here dog had. This dog of mine was a good-natured sort and wouldn’t think of biting﻿—even though one were to observe him till Doomsday. I agreed with what the man said, though indignation and anxiety gnawed at my heart. How long, I asked him, did one think it was necessary to keep Bashan here? The man cast another glance at the chart. Another week, he remarked, would be necessary to observe him properly﻿—that’s what the Professor had said. I might come after another week and inquire again﻿—that would make two weeks in all, and then I would be able to get exact information about the dog and about curing his occult hemorrhages.

				I went﻿—after I had made another attempt to cheer up Bashan’s spirits by talking to him. But he was as little affected by my going away as by my coming. He seemed to be oppressed by a feeling of dark hopelessness﻿—and contempt. “Since you have been capable,” his attitude seemed to declare, “of having me put into this cage, I expect nothing more from you.” And was it not in truth enough to make him despair of all reason and justice? What had he done that this should happen to him? How came it that I not only permitted it, but even took the initial steps? I had meant to act well by him. He had begun to bleed from the nose, and though this did not appear to disturb him in any way, I had nevertheless thought it fitting that veterinary science should be consulted, as befitted a dog in good circumstances, and I had also learned that he was rather anaemic and nervous﻿—like the daughter of an earl. How could I know that such a fate awaited him? How could I make him understand that he was having honours and attention bestowed upon him by being locked behind bars﻿—like a jaguar﻿—in being deprived of air, sunshine, and exercise, and instead of being able to enjoy these blessings, tormented with a thermometer day after day?

				Such were the questions which I put to myself as I walked home. Whilst I had up to then only missed Bashan, I now began to be afflicted with a positive anxiety for him, for the welfare of his soul, and was forced to contend with doubt and self-accusatory thoughts. After all, was it not mere vanity and egoistic conceit which had induced me to take him to this canine infirmary? Besides, was it not possible, that a secret wish had been the wellspring of this action, a wish to get rid of him for a time, a certain ignoble curiosity to free myself from his incessant watching, and to see how it would feel to be able to turn calmly to the right or to the left without bringing about emotional cataclysms in the animated world without﻿—emotional tempests whether of joy or sorrow, or bitter disillusionment? It was not to be denied﻿—since Bashan’s internment I was enjoying a definite feeling of independence such as I had not known for a long time. When I glanced through the glass door of my study there was no one there to annoy me with the spectacle of his martyrdom of patience. No one came with paw hesitatingly raised, so that, giving way to a burst of pitying laughter, I should be forced to deny my own fixed resolution and go forth earlier than I had intended. No one questioned my right to go into the house or into the park, just as the spirit moved me. This was a comfortable condition of things, quieting and full of the charm of novelty. But as the accustomed incentive was lacking, I almost ceased to go walking at all. My health suffered in consequence, and whilst my condition grew to be remarkably like that of Bashan in his cage, I indulged in the moral reflection that the fetters of sympathy would have been more conducive to my own comfort than the egoistic freedom for which I had panted.

				The second week elapsed in good time, and so, on the day appointed, I and the bearded attendant stood once more in front of Bashan’s barred habitation. The inmate lay upon his side, stretched out in a posture of absolute indifference upon the tanbark of his cage, bits of which flecked his coat. He was staring backward at the chalky wall of his prison with eyes that were glassy and dull. He did not move. His breathing was scarcely perceptible. Only, from time to time, his chest﻿—which displayed every rib﻿—rose in a sob which he breathed forth with a soft and heartrending tremolo of his vocal chords. His legs seemed to have grown too long, his paws huge and unshapely﻿—due to his terrible emaciation. His coat was extremely rough and dishevelled and crushed, and, as already remarked, soiled from wallowing in the tanbark. He paid no attention to me, and it seemed that he would never again be able to summon up enough energy to take an interest in anything.

				The hemorrhages, said the attendant, had not quite disappeared﻿—they still happened now and then. Their origin was not as yet quite clear, but in any case they were of a harmless nature. I was free to leave the dog there for a still longer period of observation﻿—in order to make quite sure﻿—or I might take him home with me, where he would no doubt get rid of the evil﻿—all in good time. I then drew out the plaited leather leash from my pocket and said that I would take Bashan with me. The attendant thought that would be very sensible. He opened the barred door and we both called Bashan by name, alternately and both together﻿—but he did not stir. He merely kept staring at the whitewashed wall opposite. He made no resistance when I thrust my arm into the cage and pulled him out by the collar. He gave a kind of convulsive flounce about and landed on his legs on the floor. There he stood with his tail between his legs, his ears retracted, a very picture of misery.

				I picked him up, gave the attendant a tip, and left the ward of this canine hospital. I then proceeded to pay my bill in the office of the institution. This bill, at seventy-five pfennigs a day and the veterinary’s fee for the first examination, amounted to twelve marks, fifty pfennigs. I then led Bashan home, clothed in the stern yet sweetish atmosphere of the clinic which still permeated my companion’s coat.

				He was broken in body and in soul. Animals are more unrestrained and primitive, less subject to inhibitions of all kinds, and therefore in a certain sense more human in the physical expression of their moods than we. Forms and figures of speech which survive among us only in a kind of mental or moral translation, or as metaphors, are still true and valid when applied to them. They live up to the expression in the fullest, freshest sense of the term﻿—and in this there is something wonderfully enlivening to the eye. Bashan, as one would say, “let his head hang,” or “had a hangdog look.” He did actually hang his head﻿—hung it low like some wrack of a wornout cab-horse which, with abscesses on its legs and periodical shivers undulant along its sides, stands at its post with a hundredweight of woe pulling its poor nose, swarming with flies, towards the pavement.

				These two weeks, at the veterinary high school, as I have already said, had reduced him to the very condition in which I had first found him in the foothills. Perhaps I ought to say that he was only the shadow of himself﻿—if this would not be an insult to the proud and joyous Bashan. The smell of the dog-hospital which he had brought with him, vanished in the wash trays, after several ablutions with soap and hot water﻿—vanished﻿—all save a few floating and rebellious whiffs. A bath may be said to exercise a spiritual influence, may be said to possess a symbolic significance to us human beings﻿—but no one would dare to say that the physical cleansing of poor Bashan, meant the restoration of his customary spirits. I took him to the hunting-grounds on the very first day of his homecoming. But he went slinking at my heels with silly look and lolling tongue, and the pheasants were jubilant over a close season. At home he would remain lying for days as I had last seen him stretched out in his cage at the hospital, and staring with glassy eyes, inwardly limp and without a trace of his wholesome impatience, without making a single attempt to force me to go forth for a walk. On the contrary I was forced to fetch him from his berth at the tiny door of his kennel and to spur him on and up. Even the wild and indiscriminate way in which he wolfed his food, reminded me of his sordid youth.

				And then it was a great joy to see how he found himself again, how his greeting gradually took on the old, warmhearted, playful impetuosity, how, instead of coming towards me with a sullen limp, he would once more come storming upon me in swift response to my morning whistle, so that he might put his forepaws on my chest and snap at my face. It was wonderful to see how the joy in his mere body and in his senses returned to him in the wide spaces and the open air﻿—and to observe those daring and picturesque positions he would assume, those swift plunging pounces with drawn-up feet which he would make upon some tiny creature in the high grass﻿—all these things came back and refreshed my eyes. Bashan began to forget. That hateful incident of his internment, an incident so absolutely senseless from Bashan’s point of view, sank into oblivion, unredeemed, to be sure, unexplained by any clear understanding﻿—something which, after all, would have been impossible. But time swallowed it up and enveloped it, even as time must heal these things where human beings are concerned, and so we went on with our lives as before, whilst the inexpressible thing sank deeper and deeper into forgetfulness. For some weeks longer it happened that Bashan would occasionally sport an incarnadined nose, then the phenomenon vanished, and became a thing of the past. And so, after all, it mattered little whether it had been a case of epistaxis or of haemathemesis.﻿ ﻿…

				There﻿—I have told the story of the clinic﻿—against my own better resolution. May the reader forgive this lengthy digression and return with me to the chase in the hunting-grounds which we had interrupted. Ah, have you ever heard that tearful yowling with which a dog, mustering his utmost forces, takes up the pursuit of a rabbit in flight﻿—that yowling in which fury and bliss, longing and ecstatic despair mix and mingle? How often have I heard Bashan give vent to this! It is a grand passion, desired, sought for and deliriously enjoyed which goes ringing through the landscape, and every time this wild cry comes to my ear from near or far, I am given a shock of pleasant fright, and the thrill goes tingling through all my limbs. Then I hurry forwards, or to the left or right, rejoicing that Bashan is to get his money’s worth today, and I strive mightily to bring the chase within my range of vision. And when this chase goes storming past me in full and furious career, I stand banned and tense, even though the negative outcome of the venture is certain from the beginning, and I look on whilst an excited smile draws taut the muscles of my face.

				And what of the rabbit﻿—the timid, the tricky? He switches his ears through the air, crocks his head backwards at an angle, and runs for dear life in long, lunging leaps, throwing his whitish-yellow scut into the air. Thus he goes scratching and scudding in front of Bashan, who is howling inwardly. And yet the rabbit in the depths of his fearsome and flighty soul ought to know that he is in no serious danger and that he will manage to escape, just as his brothers and sisters and he himself have always managed to escape. Not once in all his life has Bashan managed to catch a single rabbit, and it is practically beyond the bounds of possibility that he ever should. Many dogs, as the old proverb goes, bring about the death of the rabbit﻿—a clear proof that a single dog cannot manage it. For the rabbit is a master of the quick and sudden turnabout﻿—a feat quite beyond the capacity of Bashan, and it is this feat which decides the whole matter. It is an infallible weapon and an attribute of the animal that is born to fight with flight﻿—a means of escape which can be applied at any moment and which it carries in its instincts in order to put it into use at precisely that moment when victory is almost within Bashan’s grasp. And alas, Bashan is then betrayed and sold.

				Here they come shooting diagonally through the woods, flash across the path on which I am standing, and then go dashing towards the river, the rabbit dumb and bearing his inherited trick in his heart, Bashan yammering in high and heady tones. “No howling now!” I say or think to myself. “You are wasting strength, strength of lung, strength of breath, which you ought to be saving up and concentrating﻿—so that you can grab him!” I am forced to think thus, because I am on Bashan’s side, because his passion is infectious﻿—imperatives which force me to hope fervently that he will succeed﻿—even at the peril of seeing him tear the rabbit to pieces before my eyes. Ah, how he runs! How beautiful it is, how edifying to see a living creature unfolding all its forces in some supreme effort. My dog runs better than this rabbit; his muscular system is stronger; the distance between them has visibly diminished﻿—ere they are lost to sight. I leave the path and hurry through the park towards the left, going in the direction of the riverbank. I emerge upon the gravelly street just in time to see the mad chase come ravening on from the right﻿—the hopeful, infinitely thrilling chase﻿—for Bashan is almost at the heels of the rabbit. He is silent now; he is running with his teeth set, the close proximity of the scent urges him to the final effort.

				“One last plunge, Bashan,” I think, and would like to shout to him﻿—“just one more﻿—aim well! keep cool! And beware of the turnabout!” But these thoughts have scarcely flashed through my brain than the “turnabout,” the “hook,” the volte-face, has taken place﻿—the catastrophe is upon us. My gallant dog makes the decisive forward plunge﻿—but﻿ ﻿… at the selfsame moment there is a short jerk, and with pert and limber swiftness the rabbit switches aside at a right angle to the course﻿—and Bashan goes shooting past the hindquarters of his quarry﻿—shooting straight ahead, howling, desperate and with all his feet stemmed as brakes﻿—so that the dust and gravel go flying. By the time he has overcome his momentum, flung himself right about and gained leeway in the new direction﻿—whilst, I say, he has done this in agony of soul and with wailings of woe, the rabbit has won a considerable handicap towards the woods﻿—yes, he is even lost to the eyes of his pursuer, for during the convulsive application of his four brakes, the pursuer could not see whither the pursued had turned.

				“It’s no use,” I think, “it may be beautiful, but it is surely futile.” The wild pursuit vanishes in the distances of the park and in the opposite direction. “There ought to be more dogs﻿—five or six﻿—a whole pack of dogs! There ought to be dogs to cut him off on the flank, dogs to cut him off ahead, dogs to drive him into a corner, dogs to be in at the death.” And in my mind’s eye, in my excitement, I behold a whole pack of foxhounds with lolling tongues go storming upon the rabbit in their midst.

				I think these things and dream these dreams out of a sheer passion for the chase, for what has the rabbit done to me that I should wish him to meet with so terrible an end? It is true that Bashan is closer to me than the long-eared one, and it is quite in order that I should share his feelings and accompany him with my good wishes for his success. But then the rabbit is also a warm, furry, breathing bit of our common life. He has played his trick upon my hunting dog not out of malice, but out of the urgent wish to be able to nibble soft tree-shoots a little longer and to bring forth young.

				Nevertheless my thoughts continue to weave themselves about the matter and about. As, for example: “It would, of course, be quite another matter, if this”﻿—and I lift and regard the walking-stick in my hand﻿—“if this cane here were not so useless and benign an instrument, but a thing of more serious construction and constitution, pregnant with lightning and operative at a distance, by means of which I could come to the assistance of the gallant Bashan and hold up the rabbit, so that he would remain flop upon the spot﻿—after doing a fine salto mortale. Then there would be no need of other hounds, and Bashan would have done his duty if he had merely brought me the rabbit.”

				The way things shape themselves, however, it is Bashan who sometimes goes tumbling head over heels when he tries to meet and counter that damnable quick turn, and sometimes it is also the rabbit who does the somersault, though this is a mere trifle to the latter, something quite in order and inconsequential and certainly by no means identified with any feeling of abject misery. For Bashan, however, it means a severe concussion, which might some time or other lead to his breaking his neck.

				Often a rabbit-chase comes to an end in a few minutes, that is to say, when the rabbit succeeds after a few hot lengths of running, in ducking into the underbrush and hiding, or in throwing his pursuer off his trail by means of feints and quick double turns, so that the four-legged hunter, sorely puzzled and uncertain, jumps hither and thither, whilst I shout bloodthirsty advice to him and with frantic gesticulations of my cane try to point out to him the direction in which I saw the rabbit escape.

				Sometimes the hunt extends itself throughout the length and breadth of the landscape, so that Bashan’s voice, wildly yowling, sounds like a hunting-horn ringing through the region from afar, now nearer and now farther away, whilst I, awaiting his return, calmly go my ways. And, great Heavens! in what a condition he does return! Foam drips from his jaws, his thighs are lax and hollow, his ribs flutter, his tongue hangs long and loose from his maw, inordinately gaping, something which causes his drunken and swimming eyes to appear distorted and slant, Mongolian, the while his breathing goes like a steam-engine.

				“Lie down, Bashan!” I command him, “take a rest, or you’ll have apoplexy of the lungs!” I halt so as to give him time to recover. In winter when there is a cold frost and I see him pumping the icy air with hoarse pantings into his overheated interior and then puffing it forth in the form of white steam, or else swallowing whole handfuls of snow in order to cool his thirst, I grow quite terrified. Nevertheless, whilst he lies there, gazing up at me with confused eye, now and again snapping up his dribblings, I cannot refrain from poking a bit of fun at him, because of the unalterable futility of his efforts.

				“Bashan! where’s that rabbit! Aren’t you going to fetch me that rabbit!” Then he begins to thump the ground with his tail, and interrupts for a moment whilst I am speaking the spasmodic pumping machinery of his sides. He snaps in embarrassment, for he does not know that my ridicule is intended merely to conceal from him and from myself an accretion of shame and guilty conscience, because I, on my part, was not man enough to “hold up” the rabbit﻿—as is the duty of a real master. He is unaware of all this, and so it is easy for me to make fun and to put the matter as though he were in some way to blame.﻿ ﻿…

				Strange things sometimes occur during these hunts. I shall never forget how the rabbit once ran into my very arms. It happened along the river, or rather upon the small and clayey bank above it. Bashan was in full cry after his quarry and I was approaching the zone of the riverbank from the direction of the wood. I broke through the thistle stalks along the gravel slope and sprang down the grass-covered declivity on to the path at the very moment that the rabbit, with Bashan some fifteen paces behind him, was coming towards me in long bounds from the direction of the ferryman’s house, towards which I was turning. Bunny came running along the middle of the path straight towards me.﻿ ﻿…

				My first, hunter-like and hostile impulse was to take advantage of the situation and to bar his way, driving him, if possible, back into the jaws of his pursuer, who came on yelping in poignant joy. There I stood, as though rooted to the spot, and, slave that I was to the fever of the chase, I simply balanced the stick in my hand whilst the rabbit came nearer and nearer. I knew that a rabbit’s vision is very poor, that alone the sense of hearing and the sense of smell are able to convey warnings to him. He might therefore possibly mistake me for a tree as I stood there﻿—it was my plan and my lively desire that he should do this, and so succumb to a fatal error, the consequences of which were not quite clear to me, but of which I nevertheless thought to make use. Whether the rabbit really made such an error during the course of his advance, is not quite clear.﻿ ﻿… I believe that he noticed me only at the very last moment, for what he did was so unexpected that all my schemes and deliberations were at once reduced to nothing, and a deep, sudden, and startling change took place in my state of mind.

				Was the little animal beside itself with mortal fear? Enough, it leaped upon me, just like a little dog, ran up my overcoat with its tiny paws, and, still upright, struggled to bore itself into the depths of my chest﻿—the terrible chest of the master of the chase. With upraised arms and my body bent backwards, I stood there and looked down upon the rabbit who, on his part, looked up at me. We stood thus for only a second, perhaps it was only the fraction of a second, but thus and there we stood. I saw him with such strange, disconcerting minuteness, saw his long ears, of which one stood upright, whilst the other hung down, saw his great, clear, protuberant, shortsighted eyes, his rough lip, and the long hairs of his whiskers, the white on his breast and the little paws. I felt, or seemed to feel the pounding of his harried little heart. It was very strange to see him thus plainly and to have him so close to me, the little familiar spirit of the place, the secret throbbing heart of the landscape, this ever evasive creature which I had seen only for a few brief moments in its meadows and downs as it went scudding comically away. And now in the extremity of its need and helplessness it was nestling up against me and clutching my coat, clutching at the breast of a man﻿—not the man, it seemed to me, who was Bashan’s master, but the breast of one who is also the master of the rabbit and of Bashan and of Bashan’s master. This lasted, as I have said, only a brief moment or so, and then the rabbit had dropped off, had once more taken to his unequal legs and jumped down the escarpment to the left, whilst Bashan had now arrived in his place﻿—Bashan with horrible hue-and-cry and with all the heady tones of his frenetic hunting-howls﻿—all of which suffered swift interruption on his arrival. For a well-aimed blow of the stick delivered with malice prepense by the master of the rabbit, sent him yelping with smarting hindquarters down the slope to the right, up which he was forced to climb﻿—with a limp﻿—before he was once more able, after considerable delay, to take up the trail of the no longer visible quarry.

				And then finally there is the hunt after waterfowl to which I must also dedicate a few lines. This hunt can take place only during winter and the colder part of the spring, before the birds migrate from their quarters near the city to the lakes﻿—the suburbs here serving them merely as a kind of emergency halting-place in obedience to the demands of the stomach. This hunt is less exciting than the rabbit hunt is likely to be, but like this it has something that is attractive both to hunter and to hound, or rather to the hunter and his master. The master is captivated by these forays after the wild fowl chiefly in consideration of the landscape, since the friendly nearness of the water is connected with them, but also because it diverts and edifies him to study the form of life practised by these swimmers and flyers, thus emerging a little out of his own rut and experimenting with theirs.

				The attitude towards life assumed by the ducks is more amiable, more bourgeois, and more comfortable than that of the gulls. Nearly always they appear to be full and contented, little troubled by the cares of subsistence﻿—no doubt because they always chance to find what they seek, and because the table, so to speak, is always set for them. For, as I observe, they eat nearly everything﻿—worms, snails, insects, or even green ooze from the water, and enjoy vast stretches of leisure which enable them to sit and sun themselves on the stones, with bills tucked comfortably under one wing for a little siesta or preening and oiling their plumage so that it does not come into contact with the water at all, but rather causes this to pearl off from the surface in a string of nervous drops. Or you may catch them going for a mere pleasure ride or swim upon the racing stream, lifting their pointed tails into the air, and turning and twisting and shrugging their shoulders in bland self-satisfaction.

				But in the nature of the gulls there is something wild and hectic, dreary and sad and monotonous; they are invested with an air of desperate and hungry depredation. Almost all day long they go crying around the waterfall in bevies and in slant transverse flight, or curving about the place where the brownish waters pour from the mouths of the great pipes into the stream. For the swift, darting plunge for fish which some of these gulls practise is scarcely sufficiently rich in results to still their raw and ranging mass-hunger, and the titbits with which they are frequently forced to content themselves as they swoop above the overflows and carry away mysterious fragments in their bent beaks, must sometimes be far from appetising. They do not like the banks of the river. But when the water is low they stand and huddle in close crowds upon the rocks, which are then free of water, and these they cover with their white feathery masses﻿—just as the crags and islets of the northern seas squirm and writhe with untold numbers of nesting eider-ducks.

				When Bashan, barking from the shore across the intervening flood, threatens their security, then it is a fine sight to see them all rise simultaneously into the air with loud cries and caws. But there is no need of their feeling themselves menaced; there is no real danger. For quite apart from his inborn aversion to water, Bashan harbours a very wise and entirely justifiable fear of the current of the river. He knows that his strength could not possibly cope with this and that it would infallibly bear him off, God knows whither or to what distances, presumably as far as the Danube, where he would arrive, however, in an extremely disfigured condition. This is a contingency of which we have already had ocular evidence in the shape of bloated cadavers of cats which were en route to those far-off parts. He will never venture into the river farther than the first submerged stones that line the bank﻿—even though the fierce and ecstatic lust of the chase should be tugging at his limbs﻿—even though he should wear a mien as though he were about to plunge himself into the waves﻿—yes, the very next moment! Full confidence, however, may be placed in his caution, which remains active and vigilant beneath all this external show of passionate abandon. There is a distinct purpose behind all these mimetic onsets, these spectacular preparations for action﻿—they are empty threats which in the last analysis are not really dictated by passion at all, but are calculated with the utmost sangfroid merely to intimidate the webfooted foe.

				But the gulls, true to their names, are far too poorly equipped in head and heart to be capable of mocking his efforts. Bashan cannot get at them, but he can send his barks against them, send his voice thundering across the water. This voice has the effect of something material﻿—an onset which flutters them and cows them and which they are unable to resist for long. True, they make the attempt to do so; they remain seated, but an uneasy movement goes through the writhing mass. They turn their heads, ever and anon one of them will lift its wings upon a chance, until suddenly the whole crew, like a whitish cloud, from the core of which come bitter and fatalistic caws, goes rustling and rushing up into the air﻿—with Bashan jumping about hither and thither on the stones in order to scare and scatter them and keep them in motion. For that is the thing to do﻿—to keep them in motion﻿—they must not be permitted to rest; they must fly upstream and downstream, so that he may chase them.

				Bashan goes scouring along the banks, nosing along their entire length, for everywhere there are ducks at rest, with bills tucked cunningly and comfortably under their wings, and wherever he chances to go they fly up in front of his nose, so that his progress is like a gay sweeping-clean and whirling up of the entire strip of sand. They glide and plump into the water which buoys and turns them about in security, or they go flying over his head with bills and necks outstretched, whilst Bashan, running along the bank, measures the power of his legs with that of their pinions.

				He is ravished and grateful if they will but fly, if they will only deign to give him an opportunity for a bit of glorious coursing up and down the river. They are no doubt aware of these wishes of his, and are even capable of utilising them for their own benefit. I saw a mother duck with her brood﻿—it was in the spring, and the river was already void of birds﻿—this one alone had remained behind with her young who were not yet able to fly, and she was guarding them in a slime-covered puddle which had been left by the last flood-water and which filled a depression in the dry bed of the stream. It was there that Bashan chanced upon them﻿—I observed the scene from the upper way. He sprang into the puddle, sprang into it with barkings and savage truculent motions, and scattered the family of ducks in a most deplorable fashion. To be sure, he did no harm to any member of this family, but he frightened them all beyond expression, and the ducklings, flapping their stumps of wings, plunged wildly in all directions.

				The mother duck, however, was seized by that maternal heroism which will hurl itself blindly and full of mad courage even against the most formidable foe in order to protect the brood, and which frequently knows how to bewilder and fluster this foe by a delirious courage which apparently exceeds the limits of nature. With every feather ruffled and with bill horribly agape, the bird fluttered repeatedly against Bashan’s face in attack after attack, making one heroic offensive after another against him, hissing portentously the while. And actually her wild and uncompromising aspect brought about a confused retreat on the part of the enemy, without, however, inducing him to quit the field of battle for good, for with a great hullabaloo and clamour he still persisted in advancing anew. The duck-mother thereupon changed her tactics and chose the part of wisdom since heroism had shown itself to be impracticable. It is more than likely that she knew Bashan from some previous experience, was fully acquainted with his weaknesses and childish desires. So she abandoned her little ones﻿—that is, she apparently abandoned them. She took refuge in cunning, flew up, flew across the river, “pursued” by Bashan﻿—pursued, as was his firm belief﻿—whilst in reality it was she who led him, led him by the fool’s tether of his dominant passion. She flew with the stream, then against it, farther and farther, whilst Bashan raced beside her, so far downstream and away from the puddle with the ducklings that I lost sight of both the duck and the dog as I walked on. Later on my good dolt came back to me, quite winded and panting furiously. But when we again passed that puddle, it was empty of its erstwhile tenants.

				Such were the tactics of the mother-duck, and Bashan was sincerely grateful. But he abominates those ducks who in the sleek placidity of their bourgeois-like existence, refuse to serve him as objects of the hunt, and who, whenever he comes tearing along, simply let themselves slip into the water from the stones along the banks, and then in ignoble security rock themselves before his nose, not impressed in the least by his mighty voice, and not in the least deceived, like the nervous gulls, by his theatrical lunges towards the river.

				There we stand on the stones, side by side, Bashan and I, and there, two paces from us, in insolent security, the duck sways lightly upon the waves, with her bill pressed in pretentious dignity against her breast, and though stormed at by Bashan’s maddened voice, absolutely undisturbed in her serenity, soberness, and common sense. She keeps rowing against the current, so that she remains approximately in about the same spot. For all that she is drawn a little downstream. Only a yard or two from her there is a whirlpool, a beautiful foaming cascade towards which she turns her conceited and upstanding tail. Bashan barks and braces his forefeet against the stones, and inwardly I bark with him, for I cannot forbear sharing some of his feelings of hatred against the duck and her cool, insolent, matter-of-factness, and so I hope that evil may overtake her.

				“Pay at least some attention to our barking,” is the mental speech I hurl at her, “and not to the rapids, so that you may be drawn by accident into the whirlpool and thus expose yourself to danger and discomfiture before our eyes.” But this angry hope of mine is also doomed to remain unfulfilled, for precisely at the moment when she nears the edge of the cascade in the stream, the duck flutters a bit and flies a few yards upstream and sits down in the water once more﻿—the shameless hussy!

				I am unable to think of the vexation with which we both contemplate the duck under these circumstances without recalling to mind an adventure which I shall recount at the close. It was attended by a certain satisfaction for me and my companion, and yet there was something painful in it, something disturbing and confusing. Yes, it even led to a temporary chill in the relationship between Bashan and myself, and could I have foreseen this, I would rather have avoided the spot where this adventure awaited us.

				It was a good distance out and downstream, and beyond the ferryman’s house﻿—there where the wilderness of the river bank approaches close to the upper road along the river. We were going along this, I with a leisurely step, and Bashan, a trifle in front of me, with an easy and somewhat lopsided lope. He had been chasing a rabbit, or, if you prefer, had permitted himself to be chased by him. He had also routed out three or four pheasants and was now graciously minded to pay a little attention to me, so that his master might not feel utterly neglected. A small bevy of ducks with extended necks and in triangular formation flew over the river. They were flying pretty high and closer to the other bank than to ours, so that we could not consider them as game at all, so far as hunting purposes were concerned. They flew in the direction in which we were walking, without regarding us or even being aware of our presence, and we too merely cast a desultory and intentionally indifferent glance at them.

				It then came to pass that on the farther bank, which was of the same steepness as our own, a man came beating out of the bushes. As soon as he had stepped upon the scene of action he assumed a pose which caused both of us, Bashan as well as myself, to halt and to turn round and face him and watch what he would do. He was a rather tall, fine figure of a man, somewhat rough and ready, so far as his externals were concerned. He had drooping moustaches and wore puttees, a small green Alpine hat which was well pulled over his forehead, wide, loose trousers which were made of a kind of hard velveteen or so-called corduroy or Manchester cloth, and a jacket to match. This was behung with all kinds of belts and leather contraptions, for he carried a rucksack strapped to his back and a gun which also hung from a strap. Or it would be more proper to say that he had carried this, for scarcely had he come into view, than he drew the weapon towards him and leaning his cheek aslant against the butt, raised the barrel obliquely towards the heavens. He had set one be-putteed leg in front of the other, the barrel rested in the hollow of his extended left hand with the elbow bent under this﻿—the other elbow, however, that of the right arm, the hand of which rested on the trigger, was extended very sharply towards the side. It revealed his face with squinting, aiming eye, much foreshortened and boldly exposed to the clear light of the skies.

				There was something most decidedly operatic in this apparition of the man as he stood reared against the skies amidst this open-air scenery of bushes, river, and sky. Our intense and respectful regard, however, endured for only a moment﻿—then there came the dull, flat report from over yonder﻿—something which I had attended with great inner tension and which therefore caused me to start. A tiny jet of light, pale in the broad of day, blazed forth at the same time, and was followed by a tiny cloudlet of smoke that puffed after it. The man then inclined himself forward and once more his attitude and his action were reminiscent of the opera. And with the gun hanging from the strap, which he clutched in his right fist, he raised his face towards the skies. Something was going on up there, whither we too were now staring. There was a brief, confused scattering﻿—the triangle of ducks flew apart, a wild, panic-stricken fluttering ensued, as when a puff of wind sets loose sails a-snapping, an attempt at a glide﻿—as of an aeroplane﻿—followed, then suddenly the body which had been struck became a mere inanimate object and fell swift as a stone upon the surface of the water near the opposite bank.

				This was only the first half of the proceedings. But I must interrupt my narrative here in order to turn the living light of my memory upon Bashan. There are a number of coined phrases and ready-made figures of speech which I might use for describing his behaviour﻿—current terms﻿—terms which in most cases would be both valid and appropriate. I might say, for example, that he was thunderstruck. But this term does not please me, and I do not wish to use it. Big words, the big, well-worn words, are not very suitable for expressing the extraordinary. One may best achieve this by intensifying the small words and forcing them to ascend to the very acme of their meaning. So I will say no more than that Bashan started at the report of the gun and the accompanying phenomena﻿—and that this starting was the same as that which is peculiar to him when confronted with something striking, and that all this was well known to me though it was now elevated to the nth degree. It was a start which flung his whole body backward, wobbling to right and left, a start which jerked his head in rash recoil against his chest and which, in recovering himself, almost tore his head from his shoulders, a start which seemed to cry from every fibre of his being: “What, what! What was that? Hold! in the name of a hundred thousand devils! How was that!”

				He listened to﻿—he regarded everything with a kind of indignation such as extremes of surprise are apt to cause﻿—drank everything in, as it were, and there in his heart of hearts these things were already existing﻿—there, in some form or other they had always been﻿—no matter what astounding novelties may have been sprung upon him here. Yes, whenever these things came upon him, causing him to leap to the right and the left and turn himself half around his own axis, it always seemed to me as though he were attempting to catch a glimpse of himself and inquiring: “What am I? Who am I? Am I really I?” At the very moment in which the corpse of the duck fell upon the water, Bashan made a leap forward, towards the edge of the escarpment, as though he wished to go down into the riverbed and plunge himself into the water. But then he thought of the current, clamped the brakes upon this sudden impulse, grew ashamed, and once more confined his efforts to staring.

				I regarded him with anxiety. After the fall of the duck, I was of the opinion that we had seen enough, and proposed that we should go on. But he had already sat himself down upon his haunches. His face, with ears erected to their utmost extent, was addressed towards the other bank, and when I said to him: “Well, Bashan, shall we go on?” he merely gave a flirt of his head in my direction, as though one should say, not without a certain rudeness: “Please do not disturb me!” and kept on looking. And so I gave in, crossed my feet, leaned on my stick, and also went on watching to see what might now take place.

				The duck﻿—one of those very ducks which had so often in impudent security rocked itself on the water before our very noses, was driving on the water﻿—a wreck﻿—no one could tell which part of the bird was bow and which stern. The river is quieter here; the fall is not so great as farther upstream. Nevertheless the carcass of the duck had been seized at once by the current, whirled about its axis and was beginning to float off. It was clear that if our good man was not merely concerned with having made a good potshot and a killing, but also with a more practical purpose, then he would be obliged to put his best leg forward. This he did without losing a moment﻿—everything happened with immense rapidity. No sooner had the duck landed in the water than the man leaped, scrambled, almost tumbled down the escarpment. He carried the shotgun in his outstretched arm, and once more I was reminded of the opera and the romantic novel, as he went leaping down over the stage-like setting of the stone slope﻿—like some robber chieftain or smuggler bold in a melodrama. With careful calculation he kept a little to the right in an oblique direction, for the drifting duck was being carried away from him and it was necessary to head it off. This he actually succeeded in doing with the butt of his double-barrelled gun﻿—extending this towards his kill with his body bent far forward and with his feet in the water. He managed to halt it in its downward course. And then carefully and not without much effort he steered and piloted it against the stones with the guiding gun-butt and so drew it ashore.

				The job was done and the man drew a breath of relief. He laid his gun upon the bank beside him, pulled his rucksack from his shoulder, stuffed his booty into it, drew the sack shut by its cords, slung it upon his shoulders. Then supporting himself on his gun as on a cane, and thus pleasantly laden, he climbed complacently up the loose stone of the slope and made for the covert.

				“Well, he’s got his bit of roast game for tomorrow,” I thought approvingly, yet not without envy. “Come, Bashan, let’s go﻿—there’s really nothing more to see.” But Bashan simply stood up and turned himself once around himself, then sat down and stared after the man, even after he had already left the scene of action and vanished among the bushes. I did not again ask him to come along﻿—I refused to do this as a matter of principle. He knew where we were living, and if he thought it reasonable to sit here still longer and stare, after everything was over and there was absolutely nothing more to see, well that was his own affair. It was a long way back, and I, for my part, was going to return. And then at last he gave ear and came.

				During this exceedingly painful journey homeward, Bashan refrained from all further inclination to indulge in the sport of the chase. He did not canter on ahead of me in a diagonal direction as was his wont when he was not in the right mood for trailing and beating-up the game. He walked a little behind me, keeping regular step and drew down his mouth in a way which I would be bound to notice when I turned around to look at him. This might have been tolerated, and I was not going to let it ruffle or upset me﻿—on the contrary, I was disposed to laugh and shrug my shoulders. But then every thirty or fifty steps he began to yawn, and it was this which embittered me. It was this shameless, wide-angle, rudely bored yawning, accompanied by a little piping guttural sound which clearly said: “My God! talk about a master! Why, he isn’t a master at all. He’s simply rotten!” This insulting sound nearly always disturbs me, but this time it was sufficient to shake our friendship to its very foundations.

				“Go!” I said, “go away! Go to your master, the man with the thunder-club, and join up with him. He does not appear to own a dog, and so he might give you a job. He may need you in that business of his. He is, of course, only a plain man in corduroys and no particular class, but in your eyes, no doubt, he is the finest gentleman in the world﻿—a real master for you. And so I honestly advise you to go and make up to him﻿—now that he has put a flea in your ear﻿—to keep the others company.” (Yes, I went to such extremes as this.) “We need not inquire whether he has a hunting permit or not, and it’s quite possible that you might get into difficulties when you happen to be caught some fine day whilst engaged in your shady work, but then that is your business, and the advice which I have given you is, as I have already remarked, most sincere.

				“The devil take your hunting,” I went on, “Did you ever bring me a single rabbit for our table out of all those which I permitted you to chase? Is it my fault that you don’t know how to do a quick turn and go pounding into the gravel with your nose like a fool at the very moment you should be showing your agility? Or have you ever brought me a pheasant﻿—which would have been just as welcome in these lean times? And now you are﻿—yawning! Go to that fellow with the puttees, I say. You will soon see whether he is the sort of man who will scratch your throat and get you to laugh. I’d be surprised if he can laugh himself. At best, I am sure, his laugh must be a very coarse one. Perhaps you are under the impression that he would call in the aid of science and permit you to be observed in case you decide to have occult hemorrhages, perhaps you are under the delusion that once you were his dog, you would also have a chance to be nervous and anaemic. If so, you had better go to him. And yet it is possible that you are making a great mistake with regard to the degree of respect which this kind of master would display towards you. There are, for example, certain fine points and differences for which such gun-bearing persons have a very sharp nose, natural merits or demerits﻿—or, to make my allusions clearer, very awkward questions regarding pedigree and breed. If I must express myself with superlative clearness, then I must say that these are things which not everybody is disposed to ignore with that delicacy and humanity to which you have been accustomed. And should your husky master﻿—upon your first difference of opinion with him, reproach you with that goatee of yours, and call you an unpleasant name, then think of me and of the words which I am now addressing to you.﻿ ﻿…”

				It was in such bitter irony that I spoke to Bashan as he slunk behind me on the way home, and even though I spoke inwardly and did not permit my words to be heard, so as not to appear eccentric, I am nevertheless convinced that he understood perfectly well what I meant, and that he was capable of following at least the main line of my argument. In short, the quarrel was serious, and having reached home, I purposely let the garden gate fall to close behind me and he was forced to run and clamber over the fence. Without casting a single glance behind me, I went into the house, and heard him give a squeak, as a sign that he had prodded his belly on one of the pointed pickets﻿—something which merely produced a mocking shrug of the shoulders on my part.

				But all this happened long ago﻿—more than half a year ago. And the same thing occurred as in the matter of the clinical interim. Time and oblivion have buried it deep, and upon the floating surface of these﻿—which constitute the base of all life﻿—we continue to live on. Bashan, to be sure, appeared to be rather contemplative for a few days, but he has long ago recovered his full and undiminished joy in hunting mice, pheasants, rabbits, and waterfowl, and our return home means to him merely attendance upon the next going forth. Whenever I reach my front door I turn round and face him once more, and that is the signal for him to come jumping up the steps in two great leaps in order that he may raise himself on his hind legs and stem his forepaws against the front door, so that I can pat his shoulder and say goodbye.

				“Tomorrow, Bashan,” I remark, “we’ll go out again﻿—in case I don’t have to make a trip into the big outside world.” And then I hurry into the house to rid myself of my hobnailed boots, for the soup has been served and stands smoking on the table.

			
		
	
		
			Disorder and Early Sorrow

			The principal dish at the midday meal had been confined to vegetables; that is, to cabbage fricandeaux; it was followed by a thin, flabby pudding, concocted from one of the pudding-powders, tasting of almonds and soap, which filled the shops. While Xavier, the youthful butler, in a striped coat which he had grown out of, in white cotton gloves and yellow sandals, served this mixture, the Big Ones gently reminded their father that they would have company today.

			The Big Ones﻿—that is to say, Ingrid, who was eighteen years old and had brown eyes and was a very charming girl, and Bert, who was fair-haired and seventeen. Ingrid was about to graduate and was pretty certain of passing, if only for the reason that she was able to twist the teachers and especially the director round her little finger and exact absolute indulgence. She intended, however, to make no use of her degree, but to force her way upon the stage, by virtue of her agreeable smile, her equally engaging voice, and her marked and amusing talent for parody. Bert, for his part, was determined not to finish school at all, but to plunge into the thick of life at once, and become either a dancer, a cabaret reciter, or a waiter; the last, however, only “in Cairo”﻿—to which end he had once made an attempt to escape the parental home, at five in the morning, an attempt that had barely been frustrated. He revealed a decided resemblance to Xavier, the butler, who was of the same age; not because he was in any way ordinary﻿—he even bore in feature a close resemblance to his father, Professor Cornelius﻿—but rather through some approach from another side, or at least through a kind of alternating adjustment of types, in which an extensive compromise in the matter of clothes and in general behaviour played the chief part. Both wore their thick hair very long and carelessly parted in the middle, and in consequence both had acquired the same movement of the head, whenever they tossed back an obtruding lock from their foreheads. Whenever one of them went out through the garden gate, bareheaded no matter what the weather might be, and wearing a linen Norfolk jacket belted out of sheer sportiness with a leather strap, with body bent forward and head inclined slightly upon the shoulder, and rushed off, or mounted his bicycle﻿—Xavier indiscriminately using the bicycles of the whole family, even the women’s, and when he was particularly happy-go-lucky, even the professor’s﻿—then Doctor Cornelius, standing at his bedroom window, was unable, try as he might, to distinguish his son from his servant. He thought that they looked like young muzhiks, one like the other. Both were passionate cigarette-smokers, even though Bert had not the means to buy as many as Xavier, who had established a record of thirty a day, smoking a brand that bore the name of a popular film-star.

			The Big Ones called their parents the “Ancients”﻿—not behind their backs, but in all affection and as a mode of address, though Cornelius was only forty-seven and his wife eight years younger. They would address father or mother as “Beloved Ancient!” or “Faithful Ancient!” The professor’s parents, who led the lives of permanently astounded and intimidated old people, were called the “Arch-ancients.” As to the Little Ones, Lorie and Biter, who ate in the upper nursery with “Blue Anna”﻿—so called from the colour of her cheeks﻿—these were accustomed to address him as their mother addressed him﻿—that is, by his Christian name, Abel. There was something indescribably droll in the rather extravagant and ingratiating manner and tone they assumed when they called or addressed him thus, especially in the sweet-chiming voice of five-year-old Eleonore, who looked exactly like Frau Cornelius in her childhood pictures, and whom the professor loved above everything.

			“Ancient one,” said Ingrid pleasantly, and laid her large but beautiful hand upon her father’s﻿—he was sitting at the head of the table, according to the not unnatural bourgeois tradition, while she sat to his left, opposite her mother﻿—“good, dear ancestor, I am sure you have lost it in your subconscious. Well, it’s this afternoon that we’re having our little jollification, our little hop with herring salad accompaniment, and so it’s up to you to keep us in countenance and not to despair﻿—it will be all over by nine o’clock.”

			“Oh!” said Cornelius with long-drawn face. “All right,” he added, and shook his head to show himself adjusted to the inevitable. “I merely thought﻿—is it really today? Why, yes, it is really Thursday. How time flies! When are they coming?”

			“At half past four,” answered Ingrid, whose brother always permitted her to have precedence in their intercourse with the father. The guests might be expected about that time. He would hear nothing, so long as he took his nap in the second story, and from seven to eight he was sure to take his walk. He might even escape by way of the terrace if he had a mind to.

			“Oh!” Cornelius remarked, as much as to say: “You exaggerate.”

			Then Bert added, so as to have his say: “It’s the only evening in the whole week on which Van doesn’t have to play. He has to leave at half past six on every other day. That would be painful to all participants.”

			“Van” was Ivan Herzl, the popular juvenile leading man of the National Theatre. He was a great friend of Bert and Ingrid, who frequently took tea at his flat and visited him in his dressing-room. He was an artist of the new school, and adopted poses on the stage which reminded the professor of a dancer, so precious and artificial did they seem, as he stood there and yelled tragically. A professor of history is sufficiently immune to that sort of thing, but Bert had succumbed greatly to Herzl’s influence and had even taken to darkening his lower eyelids, which had led to certain drastic but futile scenes with his father. Bert, with the ruthlessness and utter disregard of the young for the feelings of their elders, declared that he would not only take Herzl for his prototype in case he should decide to become a dancer, but that in the event of his becoming a waiter in Cairo he was determined to move, professionally, precisely in the same way.

			Cornelius bowed slightly to his son, his eyebrows a trifle raised, signifying that proper diffidence and self-control suited to his generation. The pantomime was devoid of obvious irony and had a universal application. Bert might have related it to himself as well as to his friend’s talent for expression.

			The master of the house inquired who else was coming. Several names were mentioned, more or less known to him. There were names from the world of suburban villas, from the city, names of schoolmates of Ingrid’s from the upper grade of the girls’ high school﻿—there was still some telephoning to be done. For example, there was Max to be rung up, Max Hergesell, a student of engineering, whose name Ingrid forthwith pronounced in that drawling and nasal tone which, according to her, was common to the mode of speech of all Hergesells. She proceeded with this parody in such a comic and realistic manner that her parents from sheer laughter were in danger of choking over the wretched pudding. For even in times such as these one was forced to laugh when something comic cropped up.

			Then the telephone tinkled in the professor’s study and the Big Ones raced over to it, for they knew that the summons was for them. Many people were forced to give up the telephone after the last increase in taxes, but the Cornelius family had just managed to keep theirs, just as they had managed to keep the villa which they had built before the war, by virtue of the fact that the professor’s salary was increased in proportion to the inflation of the mark. This suburban house was elegant and comfortable, even though a bit neglected, since repairs had become impossible through lack of materials, and though disfigured by iron stoves with long pipes. But all this had served as the frame for the life of the upper middle class of prewar times, and life went on in this frame, though in a manner no longer suited to it﻿—that is, in a needy and difficult way, in worn and turned clothes. The children had never known anything else; for them this was quite the normal order of things, they were born proletarians of the villa. The question of clothes disturbed them little. This generation had invented a costume suitable to the times, a product both of poverty and the standards of the Boy Scout; in summer it consisted chiefly of a belted jacket of linen and a pair of sandals. The bourgeois Old Ones faced greater difficulties.

			The Big Ones had hung their napkins over the backs of the chairs in the adjoining room and were talking over the telephone to their friends. They who had rung up were invited guests. They were bent on accepting or declining the invitation or upon discussing this or that matter. The Big Ones negotiated with them in the jargon of their circle, a kind of slang full of bounce and queer turns of phrase, of which the Ancients seldom understood a word. The Ancients, on their part, were discussing the refreshments to be offered. The professor displayed the pride and ambition of the middle classes. He declared that there ought to be a cake or something similar, following upon the Italian salad and the black-bread sandwiches of the evening meal. But Frau Cornelius declared that this would go too far﻿—the young people expected nothing of the sort, and the children supported her after they came back and had sat down to finish their pudding.

			The housewife, whom Ingrid, though taller, resembled, was seedy and exhausted owing to the insane difficulties of the household. She ought to have gone to some health resort, but the quaking of the solid ground underfoot, the dropping-out of the bottom of things, had made this impossible for the time being. She thought of the eggs which must be bought today without fail, and began to speak of them: of the eggs at six thousand marks apiece which could be had only at a certain shop and only on this day﻿—the shop was about fifteen minutes distant. And only a certain number of eggs were sold to each customer, so the children would have to go there at once after lunch. Danny, the son of a neighbour, would come to fetch them, and Xavier, in civilian clothes, would also accompany the young people. For this shop sold only five eggs per week to one single household, and for this reason the young folks, each assuming a different name, were to enter the shop, one after the other, in order to capture a total of twenty eggs for the Villa Cornelius. This was great sport for the participants each week, including Xavier the muzhik-like, but especially for Ingrid and Bert, who were particularly bent upon mystifying and misleading their fellow beings, for the pure love of it, on every possible occasion, even when it was not a question of getting eggs.

			They were fond, for example, of pretending in trams that they were somebody quite different, both by indireet means and by acting the part, and they would enter upon long, bogus conversations in a dialect which otherwise they never spoke, conversations which were quite ordinary, such as the common people carry on: the most commonplace stuff about politics and the prices of food and about persons that did not exist, so that the whole tram would listen with interest and sympathy, admiring their unlimited and ordinary glibness of tongue, though with a dark suspicion that something was not quite in order here. And then they would grow still more rash and impudent and begin to tell the most horrible stories about these nonexistent persons. Ingrid, assuming a high, uncertain, vulgar treble, was capable of declaring that she was a shopgirl who had an illegitimate child, a son who was a perfect monster of sadistic cruelty and who had recently tortured a cow in such an indescribable manner that no Christian soul could have looked upon it. The manner in which she would pronounce the word “tortured” in her chirping voice would bring Bert to the verge of exploding, but he would manage to control himself and manifest a kind of ghastly interest. And then he and the unfortunate shopgirl would begin a long and dreadful talk, at once stupid and wicked, as to the nature of such pathological cruelty, until some old gentleman, sitting diagonally opposite, with his tram-ticket carefully folded and tucked between his forefinger and his seal-ring, would discover that the limit had been reached and object publicly to such young people’s discussing themes of this sort in such detail. Ingrid would thereupon pretend that she was about to dissolve into tears, and Bert would apparently be seized by a deadly rage at the old gentleman, which he would be able to suppress only by the greatest efforts, though not for any length of time. He would clench his fists and gnash his teeth, and a trembling would go through his entire body, so that the old gentleman, who had meant well enough (the thing really happened) thought it best to leave the tram hurriedly at the next stop.

			Such were the amusements of the Big Ones. The telephone played a prominent part. They rang up all sorts of persons, opera singers, high officials, and princes of the church, introduced themselves as saleswomen or as Count and Countess Mannsteufel, and were very difficult to persuade that they had got the wrong number. On one occasion they emptied the tray of visiting-cards and distributed the cards higgledy-piggledy﻿—but not without a certain feeling for the bewildering half-likelihood of things﻿—in the letterboxes of the quarter, whence proceeded great perturbation, since suddenly God knows who appeared to have visited Heaven knows whom.

			Xavier, who had taken off his white cotton serving-gloves, so that the yellow chain-ring which he wore upon his left hand was seen, now entered to clear the table, tossing his hair; and while the professor drank up his “thin beer” at eight thousand marks a bottle, and lighted a cigarette, the Little Ones could be heard scampering downstairs and along the hall. They were coming as usual to greet their parents after lunch, storming the dining-room, battling with the door, to the knob of which they clung both together with their little hands, and then came in stamping and stumbling with hurrying, awkward little legs across the carpet, their feet covered with little red slippers of felt, over which their stockings had crept down in many folds and wrinkles. Each, shouting, explaining, and chattering, steered towards his accustomed goal. Biter headed for his mother and climbed into her lap to tell her how much he had eaten and as if in testimony thereof to show her his distended stomach, while Lorie went to her “Abel”﻿—who was so very much her own because she was so very much his own, and because she sensed the heartfelt and, like all deep emotions, somewhat melancholy tenderness with which he embraced her little feminine person and drank it in smilingly, and also the love with which he regarded her and kissed her exquisitely formed little hands, or her temples, upon which the delicate blue veins made such a tender and moving pattern.

			The children revealed the strong yet indecisive similarity of a brother and sister, a likeness which was augmented by similar clothing and arrangement of the hair; and yet again, in the sense of male and female, they differed conspicuously from each other. They were a little Adam and a little Eve, that was clearly evident﻿—evidenced especially on Biter’s side by a certain consciousness and self-reliance; he was more set in his figure, stockier, stronger, and emphasized his four-year-old manly dignity in carriage, mien, and manner of speaking by letting his arms depend athletically from his slightly raised shoulders like a young American, or, when speaking, by drawing down the corners of his mouth and attempting to give his voice a deep, cheery ring. As a matter of fact, all this dignity and manliness was a show rather than an essential part of his nature, for he had been born and nursed in times of frantic upset, and his nervous system was very sensitive and unstable; he suffered severely from the petty annoyances of life, was disposed to be irascible, and often gave way to fits of fury, to embittered and despairing floods of tears over every trifle﻿—and was for this very reason the special pet of his mother. He had a longish little nose, a small mouth, and round eyes of chestnut-brown, which were inclined to squint a little and foretold the early wearing of a pair of corrective spectacles. The nose and the mouth were those of his father, as had become very evident since the professor had shaved off his pointed beard. (He had clung to this pointed beard as long as possible, but even an historical individual must finally make concessions to the customs of the present.) Cornelius held his little daughter upon his knee, his little Eleonore, his little Eve﻿—so much more gracile, so much sweeter in expression than the boy﻿—and, holding his cigarette far away from her, let her finger his spectacles with her delicate little hands, for the lenses, divided into sectors for reading and for vision at a distance, were objects of daily curiosity to her.

			At heart he had a feeling that the predilection of his wife was a more magnanimous choice than his own, and that Biter’s difficult masculinity might weigh more in the scheme of things than the harmonious winsomeness of his little girl. But the heart, he reflected, will suffer no dictate, and his heart, after all, had belonged to the little girl ever since she came, ever since he saw her for the first time. And whenever he held her in his arms, that first time came back to him. He remembered the bright room in the Woman’s Hospital in which little Lorie first saw the light﻿—twelve years lay between her coming and that of her elder brother and sister. He had entered the room, and almost at the very moment in which, attended by the smiles of the mother, he had carefully drawn back the curtain of the little canopied doll’s bed that stood beside the larger one, and had become conscious of the tiny marvel which lay there amidst the cushions, so beautifully formed and surrounded, as it were, by a clarity of sweetness and harmonious proportion, with hands which were even then, though on a smaller scale, as beautiful as now, with wide-open eyes which were even then of a heavenly blue and reflected the shining day﻿—at that very moment he had felt his heart seized and made captive. It was love at first sight and forever, a feeling which, unknown, unexpected, and unhoped for﻿—so far as his consciousness was concerned﻿—utterly possessed him and which he at once comprehended, joyfully and with surprise, as being something that would be valid for life.

			Doctor Cornelius, moreover, knew that, properly considered, he might have been mistaken as to the utter unexpectedness, the unhoped-for-ness, of this feeling, as well as its complete arbitrariness. He knew at heart that it could not have overcome him by mere chance and become a part of his life, but that somehow, even though unconsciously, he must have been prepared for it, or, more correctly, been ready for it; that something within him was ready to engender it in his heart at the given moment, and that this something, strange to say, was his character as a professor of history. Doctor Cornelius was not wont to say this﻿—he was merely sometimes aware of it, and then he indulged in a mysterious smile. He knew that professors of history do not like history, in so far as it is history that happens, but only as history that has happened; that they hate the upheavals of the present, because they are lawless, disconnected, and impudent﻿—in one word, “unhistorical”﻿—and that their heart is with the coherent, proper, and historical past. And when the professor took his walk along the river before dinner, he was wont to confess to himself that the spirit of the timeless and the eternal lay over the past, and that this spirit was much more congenial to the nerves of a professor of history than all the insolence of the present. The past is perpetuated﻿—that is to say, it is dead; and death is the source of all seemliness and permanent significance. The doctor was secretly convinced of this, when he went walking alone in the dark. It was his preservative instinct, his sense for the “eternal,” which caused him to save himself from the cynical asperities of the times by taking refuge in his love for this little daughter of his. For paternal love and a child at the breast of a mother﻿—these are timeless and eternal and therefore beautiful and holy. And yet, when he pondered in the dark, Cornelius understood that there was something that was not quite right and good in this love of his﻿—he conceded it theoretically for the sake of knowledge. This love of his, judging by its origin, was fettered to a certain tendency; there was hostility in it, opposition to history in the making, and inclination in favour of history that was made﻿—that is to say, death. Extraordinary enough, to be sure, yet true, true to some degree. His passion for this sweet little piece of life and progeny was in some way connected with death; it was a passion that remained faithful to him, and arraigned itself against life, and this, in a certain sense, was not well, not as it should be, although it would naturally have been the maddest kind of asceticism to stifle the purest and loveliest emotion of his heart because of such an occasional and purely scientific insight into things.

			He held his little daughter upon his knees, and her thin, rosy little legs hung down beside his own. He spoke to her, his eyebrows raised, in a tone of tender and comic reverence, and listened with rapture to the sweet, piping voice in which she answered him, calling him “Abel.” He exchanged eloquent glances with the mother, who was attending to her Biter and gently advising him to be sensible and well-behaved, for, being unduly vexed by life’s little ironies, he had had another attack of temper today and had acted like a howling dervish. From time to time Cornelius also cast a half-suspicious glance towards the Big Ones, for he felt it not impossible that they were familiar with certain learned analyses in connection with his evening walks. But if this was so, they did not betray it. They stood behind their chairs and leaned their arms upon the backs, regarding this parental idyll benevolently, if not without a trace of irony.

			Both children wore thick, embroidered modern “art” dresses of a brick-red colour, which had in their time been worn by Bert and Ingrid, and which were both alike, with the single exception that Biter’s revealed a pair of short tiny trousers under the skirt. Both wore their hair bobbed in precisely the same manner. Biter’s hair was irregularly blond, and still in the process of slowly darkening. It was awkward, stubborn hair, very bristly, and resembled a funny little ill-fitting wig. Lorie’s, on the contrary, was chestnut-brown, silky, and glossy, and as agreeable as her entire little person. It covered her ears, which, as they all knew, were not alike in size, the one being of proper proportions, the other somewhat out of scale, decidedly too large. Her father at times laid bare these ears, and would then express his amazement in loud exclamations, as though he had never before observed this slight defect, something which at once amused and shamed Lorie. Her golden-brown eyes were wide apart, and full of a sweet, soft shimmer and the clearest and most lovable expression. Her eyebrows were fair. Her nose was still pudgy, with nostrils slightly thick, so that the openings were almost round; her little mouth was wide and very expressive, with a finely carved and mobile upper lip. When she laughed and showed her pearly but widely separated little teeth (she had lost only one so far﻿—her father had forced the wobbly thing out with his handkerchief, which had caused her to grow very pale and to tremble), then dimples came into her cheeks, which in spite of their childish softness were given their somewhat hollow form by the slight projection of the lower half of her face. On one cheek, close to the soft fall of her hair, she had a downy mole.

			On the whole, she was by no means satisfied with her appearance﻿—a sign that it was a matter of concern to her. Her face, she sadly concluded, must, unfortunately, be regarded as plain; her “figger,” on the contrary, was quite nice. She loved choice, refined little expressions and used them in strings, such as “perhaps, to be sure, in the end.” Biter’s self-critical worries were more concerned with moral factors. He inclined to abject contrition, and considered himself on account of his fits of rage a great sinner who would never go to heaven. Arguments were futile, such as God’s having a great deal of consideration and not being always disposed to even up the odds. Biter would merely shake his head and that ill-fitting wig of his in a kind of obstinate melancholy, and declare that his chances of attaining heavenly felicity were absolutely nil. Whenever he caught cold, he appeared to be entirely full of phlegm, and one had only to touch him to make him wheeze and rattle; he was also disposed to have the highest possible fever at once, so that he panted. The nursemaid Anna was on such occasions inclined to the most sombre predictions in respect to his constitution and vouchsafed the opinion that a boy with such “uncommonly thick blood” might succumb to apoplexy at any moment. One day she thought that this terrible moment had really arrived. Biter, in punishment for a berserker-like fit of fury, had been put into a corner with his face to the wall, and had, upon chance inspection, revealed this face blue all over, much bluer than Anna’s own. She had drummed the whole house together, announcing loudly that the excessive thickness of the boy’s blood had brought about his last hour. The wicked Biter suddenly found himself, to his just amazement, overwhelmed with the tenderest solicitude, until it became clear that the blueness of his features was not due to congestion, but to the calcimined wall of the nursery, which had transferred some of its indigo to his tear-stained face.

			Anna the nursemaid had also come in now and stood with folded hands near the doorway﻿—a vision in a white apron, with oily hair, fishy eyes, and an expression revealing the rigorous dignity of her limitations. “The children,” she declared, proud of her care and training, “are deciphering themselves wonderfully.” She had recently had seventeen ragged stumps removed from her jaws, and an even set of yellow artificial teeth with dark-red gutta-percha gums fitted, which now beautified her stolid peasant face. Her mind was beset by the remarkable hallucination that this set of teeth was the talk of the whole neighbourhood, that the very sparrows on the roof had nothing else to chatter about. “There has been a lot of idle talk,” she said, in a severe and mysterious manner, “because, as you know, I have had a set of teeth made.” She had a constant inclination to the use of dark and murky speech, which others were incapable of penetrating, as, for example, concerning a certain Dr. Bleifuss, who was known to every child, “and there are others living in that house,” she said, “who pretend to be him!” One was forced to be lenient and ignore her utterances. She taught the children lovely verses, as, for example:

			
				
					“Railway-train, railway-train,
					

					Going or still,
					

					Freight-train or passenger,
					

					Whistle it will.”
				

			

			Or that weekly bill of fare, so full of privations and yet so fitting to the times, which runs:

			
				
					“Monday morn the week begins.
					

					Tuesday minds us of our sins.
					

					Wednesday is the middle of it.
					

					Thursday brings us little profit.
					

					Friday noon we eat the fish,
					

					Saturday dance round the dish.
					

					Sunday there’s a lovely roast,
					

					And a salad too we boast.”
				

			

			There was also a quatrain of incomprehensible and insoluble romanticism:

			
				
					“Throw wide the door, throw wide the door,
					

					Let the big carriage roll.
					

					Who sits within it all in state?
					

					A lord with hair of gold!”
				

			

			And finally there was an outrageously vivacious ballad of Little Marie, who sat on a stone, a stone, a stone, and combed her likewise golden hair, golden hair, golden hair. And another of Rudolf, who drew a knife, drew a knife, drew a knife out, and who came to a fearful end.

			Lorie was able to say and sing all this with her mobile little mouth and her sweet voice﻿—much better than Biter. She was in fact able to do all things better than he, for which he honestly admired her and subordinated himself to her, apart from attacks of rebellion and of choleric combativeness. She often instructed him in a pedagogic sense, explained to him the birds in the picture-book, made them clear to him by vivid names: the cloud-eater, the hail-eater, the raven-eater. She made him repeat these after her. She also gave him pointers about medicine, and illness, such as inflammation of the lungs, inflammation of the blood, “inflammation of the air.” When he did not pay attention or was unable to repeat the words after her, she put him in a corner. Once she even added a box on the ears, but she was so ashamed of this that she went and stood in the corner herself for a long time.

			Without a doubt, the children got on splendidly together; they were one heart and one soul. They experienced all things, all adventures, in common. They would come in from a walk and relate in great excitement and as with one voice that they had seen “two moo-moos and a veal” on the country road. With the servants below stairs, with Xavier and with the Hinterhöfers, two once prosperous middle-class sisters who undertook “au pair,” as the expression goes, to fulfil the offices of cook and chambermaid, they were on a most familiar footing﻿—at least they seemed to feel at times a certain likeness between the relation of these subordinates to their parents and their own. Whenever they were scolded, they would go into the kitchen and say: “The master and mistress are real mad!” Nevertheless there was always much more fun playing with those “higher up,” and especially with “Abel,” when he was not obliged to read or write. He always thought of far more wonderful things to do than Xavier or the ladies. They would play at being “four gentlemen,” and go walking. “Abel” would then crook his knees until he was the same height as themselves, and set forth on the walk hand in hand with them, a sport of which they never had enough. They would have been content to go promenading with the diminished “Abel,” five gentlemen all in all, the whole day long, round and round the dining-room.

			There was furthermore the extremely exciting cushion game. This consisted of one of the children, usually Lorie, sitting down in a chair at the dining-table, apparently unobserved by “Abel,” and still as a mouse awaiting his coming. Gazing idly about him, amid exclamations which clearly and loudly attested his faith in the comfort of his chair, he would draw near and seat himself on Lorie. “Hello!” he would say, “what’s this?” And then he would squirm back and forth, without hearing the suppressed tittering behind him. “Somebody has put a cushion on my chair! My! what a hard, crooked, awkward cushion it is! How do they expect me to sit comfortably on it?” And then he would begin to slide harder than ever on the strange and awkward cushion, and finally reach behind him right into the midst of all that ecstatic tittering and giggling, until he turned round, and a great climax of discovery and recognition would conclude the drama. This game, too, would lose nothing of its fascinating tension though repeated a hundred times.

			Today there was no time for such pleasures. The restlessness of the impending party of the Big Ones hung in the air, and there was also the purchasing to be done beforehand, each enacting his role. Lorie had just finished reciting “Railway-train, railway-train,” and Doctor Cornelius, to her great chagrin, had just discovered that her ears were of different sizes, when Danny, the neighbour’s son, came in to fetch Bert and Ingrid. Xavier had also exchanged his striped livery for an ordinary jacket, which immediately gave him a somewhat bounderish, even though smart and agreeable, air. The Little Ones thereupon ascended to the upper realm, under the wing of Anna. The professor withdrew into his study to read, as was his custom after meals, while his wife, thinking of the anchovy sandwiches and the Italian salad, began to prepare these for guests who would be coming to the dance. She was also obliged to run into town on her wheel before the young people arrived, in order to convert a sum of money which she feared might be suddenly devalued, into table supplies.

			Cornelius was reading, leaning far back in his armchair. With his cigar poised between index and middle finger, he was reading in Macaulay about the origin of the English national debt at the close of the seventeenth century, after which he took up a French author and read about the growing indebtedness of Spain towards the close of the sixteenth century﻿—both subjects of his lecture the following morning. He was going to compare England’s surprising commercial prosperity of that time with the fatal results which the national indebtedness had produced in Spain a century before, and analyse the ethical and psychological results of the difference. This would give him an opportunity to proceed from the England of William III, the period actually in question, to the age of Philip II and the Counter-Reformation, which was his particular hobby, and concerning which he had written a book﻿—a much-quoted work, to which he owed his professorship. While his cigar was growing short and somewhat acrid, he revolved in his mind a few sentences tinged with gentle melancholy, intending to visit them upon his students the following morning. These sentences referred to the practically hopeless battle of this slow King Philip against the new era, against the course of history, and the imperially disintegrating force in the Germanic ideal of individual liberty﻿—they dealt with the battle, condemned by life and therefore accursed of God, between obdurate aristocracy and the powers of progress and of change. He found the sentences good and kept on filing away at them, then put the books back into the bookcase, and went up to his bedroom, in order to give a kind of caesural pause to his workday﻿—that treasured hour with closed blinds and closed eyes which had become a necessity to him, and which, as he remembered after his scholarly digression, was to be subjected today to the inroads of festal domestic disquiet. He smiled at the slight perturbation of nerves which this memory aroused in him. The draft of his sentences about Philip clad in black silk mingled itself in his mind with thoughts of the dance that was to be given by his children, and then for five minutes or so he fell asleep.

			While he lay there and rested, he heard the doorbell ring repeatedly, heard the garden gate fall to, and each time felt the sting of a slight excitement, of expectation and oppression at the thought that the young people were arriving and were beginning to fill the lower hall. These tiny shocks caused him to smile, and yet he knew that these smiles were essentially only the expression of a nervousness, which was naturally compact also of a certain exhilaration, for who would not feel joy at the prospect of a merrymaking? At half past four (it was already evening) he arose and freshened himself up at the washstand. The washbowl had been cracked for more than a year. It was a hanging basin, made to tip, but the pivot was out at one side and could not be repaired because a workman could not be had, nor could it be replaced, because no shop could supply another. It was therefore suspended provisionally over the outlet on the edges of the marble slab, and could be emptied only by being lifted with both hands and poured out. Scarcely a day passed but Cornelius shook his head over this washbowl, as he again did now. He then finished tidying himself﻿—very carefully﻿—polished his glasses under the ceiling light until they were clear and transparent, and started down to the dining-room.

			As he descended the stairs, he heard the voices below, already a medley, and the gramophone already set going. His features assumed a polite and conciliatory company expression. He decided to say: “Please don’t disturb yourselves!” and then to go right into the dining-room and have his tea. This formula appeared to him the proper one in the circumstances, serene and considerate in its external effect, as well as a good defence for himself.

			The hall was brightly illuminated; all the electric bulbs of the electrolier were aflame, all save one that was burnt out. Cornelius stood still on one of the lower steps of the stairs and surveyed the hall. It made a pretty picture in the mellow light, with the copy of an old master over the brick fireplace, with the panelling, which was of soft wood, and with the red carpet, on which the guests were standing about, teacup in hand, chatting and eating small sandwiches spread with anchovy paste. The atmosphere was quite festive, a slight aura of dresses, hair, and warm presences pervaded the hall﻿—something that was characteristic and charged with memories. The door of the cloakroom stood open, for new guests were still arriving.

			Such social scenes dazzle at first; the professor received only a general impression. He had not noticed that Ingrid, in a dark silk dress with a white accordion-pleated cape-collar and bare arms, was standing close in front of him, surrounded by her friends, at the bottom of the steps. She nodded to him and smiled, showing her fine teeth.

			“Have you had a good rest?” she asked softly, as though between themselves. And then, after he had recognized her with a surprise that seemed unjustified, she introduced him to her friends.

			“May I introduce Herr Zuber?” she asked. “And this is Fräulein Plaichinger.”

			Herr Zuber was not much to look at; the Plaichinger girl, on the other hand, was a valkyrie, blonde, full-bosomed, and loosely dressed, with a pug-nose and the high treble of buxom femininity, as became evident when she replied to the professor’s polite greeting.

			“You are surely most welcome,” he said. “It is awfully nice of you to give us this pleasure. You are a classmate of Ingrid’s?”

			Herr Zuber was a member of Ingrid’s golf club. He was preparing for a business career, and was employed in the office of his uncle’s brewery. The professor made a few jokes about the “thin beer,” in which he pretended to overrate to an excessive degree the influence of young Zuber upon the quality of this beer.

			“Now, don’t let yourselves be disturbed in any way,” he remarked, and was about to cross over to the dining-room.

			“And here comes Max!” said Ingrid. “Say, old man, what do you mean, barging in here so late, after the dance is on?”

			The “du” or familiar “thou” form of address was common to all these young people, and their forms of intercourse were strange to their elders﻿—there was little trace of strict breeding, gallantry, or drawing-room manners.

			A young fellow with an exposure of white shirtfront and a small dress tie advanced from the cloakroom towards the staircase and saluted them. He was dark, but with rosy, smooth-shaven cheeks and with slight sideburns close to his ears, a really handsome youth, not ridiculously nor gaudily pretty, like a gipsy violinist, but masculinely handsome in a very agreeable, well-bred, winning manner, with friendly black eyes. His dinner-jacket still sat a bit awkwardly upon him.

			“Now, now, don’t scold me, Cornelia,” he said, using the feminine form of her family name. “It was that confounded lecture.” Ingrid presented him to her father: Herr Hergesell.

			So this was Herr Hergesell. He thanked the master of the house in a courteous manner for having invited him, and they shook hands. “I’m a bit late,” he said, jovially; “it happened that just today I had a lecture until four o’clock, and then, of course, I had to rush home and change my clothes.” Then he spoke of his pumps, which had just given him great trouble in the cloakroom.

			“I brought them along in a bag,” he said. “I couldn’t expect to go tramping all over your carpets here in my street shoes. But I stupidly forgot to bring along a shoehorn, and, by Jove, I couldn’t get into them at all﻿—imagine the stupid fix! I’ve never had such tight pumps in my life. The sizes are all different now, there’s no depending on them, and then the stuff they use nowadays!﻿—why, it isn’t leather at all, it’s hard as cast iron! I’ve mashed my whole finger.” He showed his reddened forefinger confidentially, and referred to the episode again as a “fix,” and a most disgusting one. He spoke in precisely the way Ingrid had imitated﻿—in a very nasal manner, with a peculiar drawl, obviously without affectation, because it was the habit of all Hergesells to talk that way.

			Doctor Cornelius expressed regret that there had been no shoehorn in the cloakroom and manifested due sympathy for the forefinger. “Now, you mustn’t let me disturb you in the slightest,” he said; “auf wiedersehen!” and he crossed the hall to the dining-room.

			Here too there were guests. The dining-table had been drawn out full length, and tea was being served at it. But the professor went straight to his own little nook, which was tapestried with embroidery and lighted by its own little ceiling light, where stood the small round table at which he was accustomed to drink his tea. He found his wife there, engaged in conversation with Bert and two other young gentlemen. One of them was Herzl; Cornelius recognized and greeted him. The other was called Möller﻿—a type of the “Wandervogel,” who apparently neither possessed nor cared to possess a suit of ordinary party clothes, bourgeois clothes (the concept really meant very little any more). He was a young fellow who was evidently not at all ambitious to play the “gentleman” (another concept which had become vitiated). He wore a linen blouse with a belt and knickers, a thick mane of hair, and horn-rimmed spectacles. His neck was long and thin. He was engaged in a bank, as the professor discovered, but in addition to this he was also active as a kind of artistic folklorist, a collector and singer of folk-ballads from all zones and tongues. He had brought along his guitar, by special request. It was still hanging in its oilcloth cover in the cloakroom.

			Herzl, the actor, was small and slight, but he had a strong black beard, as was evident from too heavy powdering after his shave. His eyes were overlarge, glowing, and melancholy. In addition to the large quantities of powder he had used, he had apparently applied also a bit of rouge﻿—the faint carmine upon his cheekbones was obviously of cosmetic origin. “How remarkable!” thought the professor; one would imagine that he would cling to either one thing or the other﻿—either to his melancholy or to his rouge. Taken together they formed a psychological contradiction. Why should a misanthrope rouge himself? But here, no doubt, was the peculiar, alien form of the artistic nature, which rendered this contradiction possible, or even consisted of it. Well, it was interesting and no real reason for his not being quite hearty with him. It was a legitimate thing, possibly a primitive thing.﻿—“Will you have lemon in your tea, Herr Hofschauspieler﻿—Herr Court Actor?”

			Court actors, of course, were a thing of the past, but Herzl was fond of the title, despite the fact that he was a revolutionary artist. And that was another contradiction which was part of his spiritual equipment. The professor had rightly conjectured that this contradiction existed, and hence flattered him, as a kind of reparation for the secret repugnance he had felt upon becoming aware of the light shade of rouge on Herzl’s cheeks.

			“My most devoted thanks, my dear Herr Professor,” said Herzl, so hurriedly that he was saved from tangling his tongue only by means of his superb elocutionary technique. His attitude towards his hosts, and especially towards the master of the house, was inspired by the greatest degree of respect; it was in fact almost excessively, even subserviently, polite. It was as though he felt a certain sense of guilt because of the rouge, which some inner compulsion had forced him to apply, but of which he disapproved, for the same reasons perhaps as the professor himself, and sought to conciliate an unrouged world by the greatest modesty he could muster.

			Conversation went on, while tea was being drunk, passing from Möller’s folk-songs, from Spanish and Basque folk-songs, to the new production of Schiller’s Don Carlos at the National Theatre, a production in which Herzl was to play the title-role. He began to talk of his interpretation of Don Carlos. “I hope,” he said, “that my Don Carlos will be a perfect unity, an organic whole.” There was also critical talk of the cast, of the values of the scenery, of the atmosphere and the milieu; and almost before he was aware, the professor saw himself steered into his favourite channel, the Spain of the Counter-Reformation, which affected him rather painfully. He was quite innocent; he had done nothing to give the conversation this turn. He was seized by the fear that it might look as though he had sought an opportunity to lecture, began to wonder, and then relapsed into silence. He was glad when the Little Ones, Lorie and Biter, came to the table. They were dressed in blue velvet, their Sunday apparel, and were bent on participating in their own fashion in the fun of the Big Ones until bedtime. They said good evening to the strangers shyly, making big eyes the while, and were then called upon to tell their names and their ages. Herr Möller merely regarded them earnestly, but Herzl, the actor, was entirely carried away by them, enchanted and ecstatic. He almost blessed them, raised his eyes to heaven, and folded his hands over his mouth. There was no doubt that he was sincere in this, but his being accustomed to theatrical conditions and effects caused his words and actions to appear frightfully false. And, moreover, it was as though his devotion to the children was also to serve to reconcile one to the rouge upon his cheekbones.

			The tea-table was now deserted by the guests, dancing had begun in the hall, the Little Ones ran to be part of it, and the professor decided to retreat to his own room. “I hope you’ll have a good time,” he said, as he shook hands with young Möller and Herzl, both of whom had sprung to their feet. And then he walked over to his study, to his own fenced-in empire. Here he let down the outer shutters, turned on the writing-table lamp, and sat down to work.

			It was work which in an emergency might easily have been done even in an unquiet environment﻿—a few letters, a few quotations. Cornelius, of course, was distrait. He was still haunted by minor impressions, the inelastic pumps of young Hergesell, the high falsetto emanating from the robust body of Fräulein Plaichinger, His thoughts also reverted to Möller’s collection of Basque songs, while he wrote, or, leaning back in his chair, stared at emptiness, and they hovered about Herzl’s humility and exaggerations, “his” Carlos, and the court of King Philip. Conversations, he mused, were strange, mysterious things. They were plastic, and even when undirected, pursued some secret, dominating interest. He seemed to have noticed this frequently. In the intervals he listened to the by no means noisy sounds of the house-dance outside. There was talk to be heard, but not a trace of the shuffling sounds of the dance. But then, they no longer circled and shuffled, they merely walked round the carpet in a peculiar manner, nor were they disturbed by the folds of the carpet. They took hold of one another in a fashion to which he had not been accustomed in his time, and did this to the tunes of a gramophone, tunes which particularly engaged his attention﻿—these peculiar melodies of the New World, the instrumentation of which was jazzy, with all kinds of percussion pieces, which the talking-machine reproduced excellently. There was also the smacking clack of the castanets, but these affected him as merely a part of the jazz noises and not at all as Spanish. No, Spanish they were not. And then he was once more in the midst of his professional thoughts.

			After the lapse of half an hour he suddenly remembered that it would be no more than hospitable to contribute a box of cigarettes to the festivities. It would not be proper, he reflected, to have the young people smoke their own cigarettes﻿—though they would think nothing of it. And so he went into the empty dining-room and took a packet from his supplies in a little wall-cupboard. He did not select precisely the best, at least not those which he himself preferred to smoke, but a rather long, thin format, which he was glad to get rid of by this opportunity, for, after all, they were young people. He went into the hall, lifted the box on high with a smile, and placed it open upon the mantelpiece; then, after a brief, swift survey, turned to go back to his room.

			Just then came an interval in the dance﻿—the gramophone was silent. The young folk sat and stood about the walls of the hall and chatted, some of them grouped around the heraldic table near the windows, others on chairs in front of the fireplace. Some were perched upon the steps of the built-in staircase, sitting on the rather threadbare plush stair-carpet, and arranged amphitheatrically. Max Hergesell, for example, sat there with the buxom, high-voiced Plaichinger girl, who was looking directly into his face, while he, in a half-reclining posture and with one elbow supported on the step immediately behind him, gesticulated with the other hand while speaking. The main floor-space of the biggish room was empty; only in the centre, directly under the electrolier, the two Little Ones were visible in their blue dresses, awkwardly embracing, gravely and slowly turning about each other. Cornelius, in passing, bent over and, with a gentle word, stroked their hair. But they would not allow themselves to be disturbed in their solemn and infantile undertaking. Looking back from the door of his study, he observed that young Hergesell, probably because he had noticed the professor, had heaved himself up from the step with his elbow, and had come down to take Lorie out of the little arms of her brother, and to dance with her himself in a droll way, without music. His actions were almost like those of Cornelius himself when he went walking with “four gentlemen.” He bent his knees out, and sought to hold her like a grown person, and then made a few shimmy-steps with bashful little Lorie. All those who had observed it were much amused. It was the signal for once more turning on the gramophone and resuming the dance. The professor, with the doorknob in his hand, regarded the scene for a moment, nodding and shrugging his shoulders whimsically, and then entered his room. For some minutes longer his features mechanically retained the smile he had brought in from outside.

			He once more began turning over papers under the light of his table-lamp, began to write, and then concluded a few trifling matters. After a time he became aware that the company was leaving the hall and moving over to his wife’s drawing-room, which was directly connected with his study as well as with the hall. Voices were now heard here and the experimental strumming of a guitar. Young Möller was going to sing, was, in fact, already singing. The young bank-clerk was singing a song in an alien language, with a powerful bass voice, and accompanying it with chords from his guitar. The song, which was received with great applause, was possibly Swedish, although the professor, who had listened until the close, was unable to distinguish this with any degree of certainty. For the purpose of deadening sound, a thick curtain hung over the door that led to the drawing-room. Then a new song began and Cornelius went cautiously over to the drawing-room.

			Half-darkness prevailed there. Only the draped standing-lamp was lit and Möller sat close to it with crossed legs on a cushion of the antique chest; his thumb wandered among the strings. There was no order in the arrangement of his audience; it bore the impress of chance and help-yourself-as-best-you-may, for there were not enough chairs to go round. Some were standing, though many, among them some of the young ladies, were simply sitting on the floor, on the carpet, clasping their knees with their arms, or even stretching out their legs at full length. Hergesell, for example, was sitting on the floor in spite of his dinner-jacket, close to the legs of the grand piano, and beside him crouched Fräulein Plaichinger. The Little Ones were also there: Frau Cornelius was ensconced in her armchair facing the singer and was holding both of the children on her lap. Biter, the barbarian, began to talk aloud right in the middle of the song, so that it was necessary to intimidate him by “sss-sshes” and by shaking a finger at him. Lorie would never have been guilty of a thing like that; she sat daintily and quietly on her mother’s lap. The professor sought to catch her eye, in order to wave to her in secret; but she did not see him, even though she was not apparently paying any attention to the singer. Her eyes went deeper.

			Möller sang the “Joli tambour”:

			
				
					“Sire, mon roi, donnez-moi votre fille﻿—”
				

			

			They were all charmed. “How good!” Hergesell was heard to remark in the nasal, somewhat precious, and peculiar manner of all Hergesells. Then came a song in German, for which Herr Möller had composed the melody himself. It was a beggar lied and was hailed by the young with stormy applause:

			
				
					“The beggar lass is a-goin’ to the fair﻿—
					

					Trala-la-la!
					

					The beggar laddie, he means to be there,
					

					Fol-di-rol, fol-di-rol la!”
				

			

			Great hilarity prevailed after this merry beggar’s song. “How exceptionally good!” said Hergesell again, true to his manner. Something Hungarian followed, also a great hit﻿—rendered in the outlandish original tongue; Möller was undeniably a great success. The professor participated ostentatiously in the applause. This mixture of culture and of historical-retrospective diversion in art, coming into the middle of this shimmy company, warmed his heart. He went up to Möller, congratulated him, and began to discuss the selections, as well as their sources. These were in a songbook with notes, which Möller promised to lend him for his own inspection. Cornelius was the friendlier because, like all fathers, he compared the gifts of strange young men with those of his own son, experiencing various degrees of disquiet, envy, and shame in the process. “There is this Möller,” he thought, “an able bank official.” (He was by no means certain that Möller displayed great efficiency in the bank.) “And in addition he can show this special talent, to the training of which a good deal of energy and study must have been devoted. Now, there is my poor Bert, who knows nothing and can do nothing, and thinks only of playing the clown, though he hasn’t talent even for that!” He strove to be just, and attempted to assure himself that Bert, after all, was a fine boy, perhaps with more good basic qualities than this successful Möller; that possibly there was the making of a great author in him, or something of the sort, and that his Terpsichorean-waiter ambitions were mere boyish will-o’-the-wispishness, a product of the unrestful hour. Still, his envious paternal pessimism was uppermost. When Möller started in to sing once more, Doctor Cornelius went back to his study.

			While he continued to work with divided attention, it drew on toward seven o’clock. He thought of a short, matter-of-fact letter which he could write then as well as not. But writing takes time, and when he had finished, it was almost half past seven. The Italian salad was to be served at half past eight, and so it was in order for the professor to go out, get his quantum of fresh air and exercise in the winter darkness, and throw his letters into the postbox. The dance in the hall was once more in full swing. He would be forced to pass through it in order to get to his overcoat and galoshes, but there was no longer anything exciting about this; he had been a frequent auditor of this youthful jollity, and need no longer fear that he might disturb it. He left his study, having first put his papers in order and picked up his letters. He even lingered a little about the hall, for he found his wife seated in an armchair close to the door of his room.

			She sat looking on, visited from time to time by the Big Ones and other young people. Cornelius stood beside her and likewise regarded the turmoil with a smiling eye, for the merriment had now obviously reached its climax. There were other spectators present. Blue Anna, with all her “rigorous limitations” upon her, stood near the stairs, because the Little Ones had not yet wearied of the festivities and because she was obliged to keep an eye on Biter, for fear of his rotating too violently and thus causing his too turgid blood to boil dangerously. The world below stairs was also bent upon seeing something of the dance and pleasures of the Big Ones. The two Hinterhöfer ladies as well as Xavier were standing in the door that led to the pantry and amusing themselves looking on. Fräulein Walburga, the older of the two déclassé sisters and the cooking partner (not to call her the cook, a term she did not like to hear), peered with brown eyes through the thick lenses of her round spectacles, the bridge of which she had wrapped round with a fragment of linen rag in order to keep it from pressing her nose﻿—a genial, good-humoured type. Fräulein Cecilia, the younger, though by no means young, revealed an extremely self-sufficient mien﻿—upholding her dignity as a former member of the third estate. Fräulein Cecilia suffered bitterly over her plunge from this sphere into that of the servant class. She resolutely refused to wear a cap or any other badge or emblem of her profession as a chambermaid. Her greatest ordeal came regularly every Wednesday evening (which was Xavier’s night out), when she was forced to serve at table. She would serve with averted face and turned-up nose, a fallen queen. It was sheer torture and grievous oppression to be forced to contemplate her degradation, and once, when the Little Ones were present by chance at the evening meal, both burst simultaneously into loud crying at the sight of her.

			Young Xavier knew no such sorrows. He even served very well at table, with a certain natural as well as acquired skill, for he had once been a “piccolo” or apprentice in a restaurant. Apart from this, however, he was really a perfect ne’er-do-well and a windbag﻿—with certain positive qualities, to be sure, as his modest master and mistress were ready at all times to acknowledge, but none the less an impossible windbag. One was forced to take him as he was and not expect figs from thistles. He was a product and offspring of the disrupted age, a true specimen of his generation, a servant of the revolutionary epoch, a sympathetic Bolshevist. The professor was in the habit of calling him “Master of Ceremonies,” for he proved himself a most useful fellow, obliging and handy, on occasions of special entertainment. But he was totally unacquainted with the notion of duty, and it was as impossible to get him to fulfil the tedious current of daily drudgeries and chores as to teach some dogs to jump over a stick. It was so obviously against his nature that it disarmed one and resigned one to dissatisfaction. He was always ready in the interest of some definite, unusual, and amusing affair to leave his bed at any hour of the night. But he never rose before eight o’clock﻿—he simply would not, would not jump over the stick. But all day long the various expressions of his disrupted existence, the playing of his mouth-organ, his rude but emotional singing, his merry whistling, ascended from the kitchen basement into the upper regions of the house, while the smoke of his cigarettes filled the pantry. He would stand and watch the ladies fallen from high estate, as they worked. In the morning, while the professor was at breakfast, he would tear the leaf off the calendar on the desk, but not do another stroke of work in the room. Doctor Cornelius had ordered him more than once not to tear off the leaves of the calendar, since he was inclined to tear off two leaves at once, and thus ran the risk of creating confusion. But this tearing-off of the leaves had a fascination for young Xavier and he was not going to be done out of it.

			Xavier, moreover, was particularly acceptable in that he was a great friend of the children. He would play with the Little Ones in the garden most devotedly, and showed great skill in carving and weaving all kinds of toys for them. At times he would even read to them out of their books, and the accents that fell from his thick lips were wonderful to hear. He was a passionate devotee of the movies, and whenever he had been to a film-play, he would be inclined to melancholy, to vague longings, and to soliloquies. He was moved by an indeterminate hope of one day becoming himself a factor in this magic world, and making his fortune. He based that hope upon his mop of hair and his physical dexterity and recklessness. He would sometimes climb the ash-tree in the front garden, a high but swaying tree, swing himself from branch to branch to the very top, and frighten all who watched him. Having reached the top, he would light a cigarette, swing himself back and forth until the tall trunk shivered to its very roots, and look round for some moving-picture director who might be passing and engage him.

			Tonight, if he had taken off his striped jacket and donned civilian clothes, he could easily have joined in the dance without attracting any particular attention. The friends of the Big Ones presented diverse externals; there were several dress-suits in evidence, but these were by no means predominant. Types such as that represented by Möller, the Liedersänger, were among them, female as well as male. The professor, who stood beside the armchair of his wife and contemplated the picture, was casually familiar with the conditions in which this generation was growing up, and much had come to him through hearsay. These girls were schoolgirls and students, arts-and-crafts workers. The male contingent produced strange adventurous types and existences created solely by the times. There was a pale and weedy youth with pearl studs in his shirtfront, the son of a dentist. He was merely a gambler on Change and was able to live, judging by the stories conveyed to the professor, like a second Aladdin with the magic lamp. He kept an automobile, treated his friends to champagne suppers, and was fond of giving them presents on every occasion, precious little souvenirs of gold and mother of pearl. Today, too, he had brought along certain presents for his young hosts, a gold lead-pencil for Bert and a pair of gigantic earrings for Ingrid, real rings and of barbaric size. These, however, thank heaven, were not to be thrust through the lobes of the ears, but merely fastened to them by means of flat-headed little screws. The Big Ones came and displayed their presents laughingly to their parents, who shook their heads wonderingly, whilst Aladdin bowed repeatedly from a distance.

			The young people danced with zest, so far as that which took place with such quiet devotion might be called dancing. There was much slow shoving and striding across the carpet, the partners holding each other in new and peculiar ways, the lower part of the body advanced, the shoulders raised, and with a certain swaying of the hips. They did not grow tired, for these movements and steps did not tire. There were no signs of heaving bosoms or of flushed cheeks. Here and there two young girls were dancing together, now and then two young men even﻿—it was all one to them. They strode and stepped to the exotic strains of a gramophone fitted with the loudest needles, which blared forth its foxtrots, shimmies, and one-steps, its double fox, African shimmies, Java dances, and polka creolas﻿—wild perfumed stuff, partly yearning, partly merely exercising, full of an alien rhythm, a monotonous Negro jamboree, tricked out with orchestral effects, percussion notes, tin-panny noises, and odd cluckings.

			“What’s the name of that record?” Cornelius asked Ingrid as she went skidding by with the pale-faced speculator. The music was not at all bad; it was full of yearning and provoked one to exercise, and certain passages in it rather pleased him.

			“Prince of Pappenheim﻿—‘Lovely Maiden, Don’t Repine!’ ” she answered, and smiled pleasantly, revealing her white teeth.

			Cigarette smoke was floating under the chandelier. The fog of festivity had grown thicker﻿—that dry, sweetish, thickish, disturbing festal atmosphere, rich in various ingredients, and so full of memories of early heartaches, especially for one who had overcome an all too sensitive youth.﻿—The Little Ones were still about; they had been allowed to remain until eight o’clock, since the dance gave them such joy. The young people had accustomed themselves to their taking part; in a way and to a certain extent they “belonged.” They had separated by now: Biter was rotating all by himself in his blue velvet tunic in the centre of the carpet; Lorie was comically running behind a sliding couple and trying to hold the gentleman by his dinner-jacket. It was Max Hergesell, with his partner, the Plaichinger girl. They were doing these slidings and glidings very well; it was a pleasure to look at them. One was forced to concede that the dances of the wild new times were capable of being converted into something quite agreeable, when the right people did the converting. Young Hergesell took the lead in an admirable manner, moving freely, and yet, as it seemed, keeping within the rules. How elegantly he executed the backward steps, whenever there was room! But even in a crush he was able to maintain himself in the best taste, supported by the suppleness of a partner who had developed the astonishing grace which women of a full figure are sometimes able to command. They were talking face to face and did not appear to be observing Lorie, who was following them. Others were laughing over the persistence of the little one, and Doctor Cornelius sought to capture her as she passed and to draw her to him. But Lorie disengaged herself with a tortured expression, and wanted nothing to do with Abel for the time being. She refused to recognize him, braced her little arms against his breast, and, averting her little face, struggled to get away from him, nervous and irritated, bent on following her caprice.

			The professor experienced a sharp pang, and at that moment hated the party, which bewildered the heart of his darling and alienated it. His love, this love so strange and unconjecturable in its roots and origins, was very sensitive. He smiled mechanically, but his eyes lost their light and settled into a fixed stare upon a pattern in the carpet, between the feet of the dancing couples.

			“The Little Ones ought to go to bed!” he said to his wife. But she begged for another quarter-hour for the children. They had been promised that, because they were enjoying the turmoil so greatly. He smiled again and shook his head, remained standing there a moment longer, and then went into the cloakroom, which was overflowing with coats, scarfs, hats, and overshoes.

			He had difficulty in dragging his own things out of the confusion. And then Max Hergesell came into the cloakroom, wiping his forehead with his handkerchief.

			“Herr Professor,” he began in the tone common to all Hergesells, and with a certain youthful reverence, “I see you are going out. These pumps of mine are the limit, they pinch like the very Old Nick. They are really too small for me, as I’ve discovered, quite apart from their hardness. This presses here, so frightfully, on my big-toe-nail,” he went on, standing on one foot, while he held the other in his hand, “that I can’t stand it. I’ve made up my mind to change back into my street shoes.﻿—But wait﻿—can’t I give you a hand?”

			“Thank you,” said Cornelius. “Don’t worry about me! You must get rid of your own troubles! It’s awfully kind of you.” For Hergesell had knelt down and had fastened the clasps of the professor’s overshoes.

			The professor thanked him again, agreeably affected by so much sincere and respectful solicitude. “You must go and enjoy yourself,” he said, “after you have changed your shoes! It’s impossible that you should continue to dance in shoes that pinch. You simply must change them. Auf wiedersehen!﻿—I must get out for a breath of fresh air.”

			“I’m going now to have another dance with Lorie,” Hergesell called after him. “She’ll be a star dancer some day, when she’s old enough. You can bank on that!”

			“You think so?” Cornelius asked, standing at the house door. “Well, you are an expert, a champion. But see that you don’t get curvature of the spine bending down to her!”

			He waved his hand and went out. “Nice boy,” he thought, as he left the garden. “A student of engineering, sees his way clearly﻿—everything in order there. And then so good-looking and pleasant.” And he was once more seized by paternal envy, because of his “poor Bert”﻿—by strange perturbations which caused him to see the life of this young stranger in the rosiest light, and that of his son in the most dismal. In such a mood he began his evening walk.

			He went up the boulevard, crossed the bridge, and then walked upstream for a bit, along the river promenade to the third bridge. It was wet and cold, and now and then there was a flurry of snow. He had turned up the collar of his overcoat, and held his cane against his back, the crook hooked over one forearm, and now and again he drew deep breaths of the wintry evening air. His mind wandered to learned matters, as usual during these walks, to his lecture at the university, to the sentences that he was going to utter tomorrow in relation to Philip’s battle against the revolutionary tendency of the Germanic spirit, sentences which were to be packed with justice and melancholy. Especially with justice, he thought. Justice was the soul of scholarship, the principle of knowledge and of light, and the young people must be shown them in this relationship, not only because of the intellectual discipline, but for human and personal reasons﻿—in order not to offend them nor to antagonize their political opinions, which today, of course, were terribly split up and full of contrarieties; it had all resulted in heaping up a good deal of explosive matter. To draw down the disapproval of one side was easy, and even to cause a scandal, should one take sides in an historical matter. But taking sides, he thought, was also unhistorical; justice alone was historical. Only, to be sure, for that very reason and rightly considered﻿—justice was not hot-blooded youth nor fresh, adventurous faith and resolution; it was melancholy. But as it was melancholy by nature, it naturally and secretly sympathized with the melancholy, the hopeless part﻿—with historical power more than with what is fresh, adventurous, and resolute. Was it possible that in the last analysis this justice consisted of such sympathy and could not exist without it? And possibly, after all, justice did not exist? the professor asked himself, and was so absorbed in this thought that he threw his letters into the letter-box at the bridge almost unconsciously and began to walk back. The thought he had awakened and pursued was a thought disturbing to learning, but the thought itself was part of science, learning, and scholarship, a theme for the intellect and conscience and psychology, and he was in duty bound to accept it without prejudice, whether it disturbed him or not.﻿—It was with such musings that Doctor Cornelius returned home.

			Xavier was standing in the arch of the front entrance, apparently on the lookout for him.

			“Herr Professor,” said Xavier, in his rich Bavarian accent, moving his thick lips in the dark and giving a toss to his hair, “you’d better go right up and see Lorie. It’s terrible; she’s gone all to pieces.”

			“Whats the matter?” asked Cornelius, frightened. “Is she ill?”

			“No, not exactly,” replied Xavier. “But she’s upset all right, cryin’ her eyes out. It’s about the gent that danced with her, that one in the dinner-coat, Herr Hergesell. We couldn’t get her out of the hall, not a one of us, and she cried and cried﻿—bucketfuls. She’s all broke up﻿—it’s terrible!”

			“Nonsense,” said the professor, who had stepped into the house and tossed his things into the cloakroom. He said nothing further, opened the curtained glass door to the hall, and without even so much as a glance at the company hurried up the stairs to the right. He took the stairs two at a time and hurried across the upper hall and another small space directly into the nursery, followed by Xavier, who stayed at the door.

			The nursery was brightly illuminated. There was a gaily coloured paper frieze that ran around the walls, there was a big set of shelves filled with a confusion of toys, a rocking-horse with red-varnished nostrils braced its hoofs against its curved rockers, and other toys﻿—a small trumpet, building-blocks, railroad cars﻿—lay scattered upon the linoleum of the floor. The little white beds with their straight railings stood quite close together: Lorie’s in the corner near the window, and Biter’s a yard from it, both projecting into the room.

			Biter was sleeping. As usual he had said his prayers in a loud vibrant voice with the assistance of Blue Anna, and had then fallen instantly into that stormy, red-glowing, tremendously deep sleep from which not even a cannon-shot fired off beside his couch could wake him. His clenched fists, thrown back upon the pillow, were resting on both sides of his head, close to that little wig of his, ruffled by vehement sleep and all tangled and awry.

			Lorie’s bed was surrounded by women. There was Blue Anna and there were the Hinterhöfer ladies, standing about the railing of the bed, consulting together. They stepped aside as the professor drew near and he saw Lorie sitting against the middle of her little pillow, pale and sobbing. She cried as Doctor Cornelius had never known her to cry. Her beautiful little hands were resting on the counterpane before her; her little nightgown, trimmed with a narrow edging of lace, had slipped down from her birdlike, slight little shoulders. Her head, that sweet little head that Cornelius so loved, because with the projecting lower part of the face resting upon the thin neck it always reminded him of a flower upon its stem, was inclined to one side, so that her tearful eyes were directed at the angle of the wall and the ceiling. Her huge burden of grief seemed somehow to lie in the same direction, for she kept nodding towards it constantly. Whether as a result of deliberate and conscious expression or as a result of the convulsive movements of sobbing, her little head nodded and shook without ever stopping. Her mobile mouth, however, with its Cupid’s bow of an upper lip, was half open like that of a tiny mater dolorosa, and while the tears poured from her eyes, she uttered monotonous little sounds of woe, sounds which had nothing in common with the angry and superfluous crying of naughty children, but which originated in some real heartache. The professor, who could not bear to see Lorie weep in any circumstances, but who had never seen her weep thus, was wrung with an all but insupportable pity. This pity, however, found its first expression in a sharp and nervous volte-face towards the two Hinterhöfer sisters.

			“I am sure,” he said, with more or less feeling, “that there is plenty to do in getting dinner ready. But it seems that it’s left to the mistress to do by herself?”

			This sufficed for the finely attuned ears of persons who had once belonged to the middle classes. With a sense of genuine injury they removed themselves, being mocked at in addition by Xavier as they swept through the doorway. For Xavier happened to be born of low estate to start with, and the condition of the fallen dames was a source of perpetual amusement to him.

			“Dear, darling Lorie,” said Cornelius in a strained voice, as he folded the suffering little thing in his arms and sat down in a chair beside her small bed. “What’s the matter with my little girl?”

			Her tears were falling on his face.

			“Abel﻿—Abel,” she sobbed and stammered, “why﻿—isn’t﻿—Max﻿—my brother? Max﻿—ought﻿—to be my brother.”

			What a catastrophe, what wretchedness! All the result of the dance and its dangerous psychological possibilities! thought Cornelius, as he glanced up at Blue Anna, who, with her hands folded upon her apron, stood, the very picture of dignified limitation, at the foot of the cot.

			“It’s a case,” she said, severely and oracularly, drawing in her under lip, “of that there child having her feminine instincts so strongly developed.”

			“Hold your tongue!” answered Cornelius, greatly troubled. He was forced to be content that Lorie did not draw away from him, or thrust him from her, as she had done before in the hall, but clung to him as though seeking help, while she repeated her foolish, distraught wish that Max might be her brother, and desperately demanded to be allowed to go down to him, to the hall, that he might dance with her. But Max was dancing in the hall with the Plaichinger girl, who was a fully developed valkyrie and had legitimate rights to him﻿—whereas Lorie, to the compassionate heart of the professor, had never seemed so frail or so birdlike as just then, pressing herself against him, helpless and shaken by sobs, unaware of what had invaded her poor little soul. She knew nothing of this. It was not clear to her that the plump, full-grown, and duly authorized Plaichinger girl was the cause of her sufferings﻿—the girl that was permitted to dance with Max Hergesell, while Lorie, though incomparably the more lovely of the two, had been permitted to do so only once and that once only in sport. But it was impossible to reproach young Hergesell for that, for it would have implied an insane imputation. Lorie’s grief was incurable and without rights and should have hidden itself. But as it was a grief without understanding, it was also a grief without inhibition, and this produced a great pain. Blue Anna and Xavier were not at all concerned about this pain; they showed that they were impervious to it, either out of stupidity or a matter-of-fact naturalness. But the paternal heart of the professor was lacerated by this misery, by the humiliating terrors of this passion, without rights and without cure.

			There was no use in telling poor Lorie that she had a splendid little brother in the person of Biter, who was sleeping so strenuously close by. Through her tears she merely threw a contemptuous and painful look at the cot beside her own and called for Max. Nor was there any use in promising her an extensive “five-gentlemen” promenade round the dining-room, nor was there consolation in the glowing description he gave of the wonderful thoroughness with which the cushion game would be carried out before lunch. She refused to listen to any of this, refused to consider all admonitions to lie down and go to sleep. She did not want to go to sleep, she wanted to sit up and suffer.﻿—And then both of them, Abel as well as Lorie, suddenly caught themselves listening to something wonderful that was now happening, something that was approaching the nursery step by step, double step by double step, and which then overpoweringly put in appearance.

			It was Xavier’s work﻿—that was clear at once. Xavier had not remained standing in the doorway, after he had mocked the two expelled lady-helps. He had got under way, he had become enterprising, he had made his arrangements. He had gone down into the hall, had plucked Max Hergesell by the sleeve, whispered something to him with his thick lips, and begged him to do something. And there they both were. Xavier once more took up his station at the door, for he had done his part; but Max Hergesell came straight through the rooms towards Lorie’s bed, clad in his dinner-jacket, with his dark little sideburns by his ears, and his handsome black eyes﻿—came like one visibly conscious of his role as a bearer of happiness, a fairy prince and Lohengrin, as one who says: “Well, here I am, all trouble will now be over.” Cornelius was almost as amazed as Lorie.

			“Just look,” he said feebly, “who’s here. Isn’t it nice of Herr Hergesell?”

			“It isn’t nice of him at all!” said Hergesell. “It stands to reason, doesn’t it, that I should have another look at my partner and want to say good night to her?”

			Then he stepped up to the cot, within which the now silent Lorie sat. She smiled blissfully through her tears. A tiny, high little note, a half-suppressed sob of happiness, came from her lips, and then she gazed silently up at her noble knight-errant, gazed at him with her golden eyes, which, though red and swollen, were so incomparably more beautiful than those of the buxom Plaichinger damsel. She did not lift her arms to embrace him. Her happiness, like her sorrow, was without understanding, but that she did not do. Her pretty little hands remained quietly resting upon the counterpane, while Max Hergesell leaned his arms upon the rail of the cot, as upon the balustrade of a balcony.

			“ ‘Just so she need not,’ ” he said, “ ‘sit weeping on her lonely bed throughout the sorrow-laden nights.’ ” And he stole a glance at the professor, that he might win applause for this highly apropos quotation from Goethe. “Ah, ha, ha!” He laughed outright. “At her age! ‘Lovely maiden, don’t repine!’ You are a dear! You’ll do, little one. You need only remain as you are. Ha ha! At this age! You see, I’ve come now. You go to sleep, little Lorie. And don’t you cry any more.”

			Lorie looked at him, transfigured. Her small birdlike shoulder was bare; the professor pulled the little lace hem over it. He was forced to think of a sentimental story, of a dying child to whom a clown is brought, one she had remembered with inexpugnable ecstasy from the circus. The clown, clad in his costume, came to the child in its dying hour, a clown embroidered with silver butterflies before and behind, and the child died happy. Max Hergesell was not embroidered, and Lorie, thank God, was not about to die﻿—she had merely “gone to pieces”; but otherwise there was a certain pertinence to the story, a certain relation, and the emotions which the professor felt for young Hergesell, who stood there and gabbled idiotically, more for the father than the child﻿—something which Lorie, however, did not notice﻿—were a strange mixture of gratitude, embarrassment, hatred, and admiration.

			“Good night, my little Lorelei!” said Hergesell and held out his hand across the railing of the bed. Her tiny, pretty, white little hand vanished within his large, strong, reddish one. “Sleep well,” he said. “Pleasant dreams! But not about me! Heaven forbid! At your age! Ha, ha, ha, ha!” And thus he concluded his fairy-clown visit and was escorted by Cornelius to the door.

			“Don’t mention it,” he said. “Not another word!”﻿—such was his polite, magnanimous way of warding off the professor’s thanks on the way to the door. Xavier followed him, in order to start serving the Italian salad downstairs.

			Doctor Cornelius went back to Lorie, who had now snuggled down, resting her cheek upon her flat little pillow.

			“Well, that was nice!” he said, as he gently smoothed the coverlet over her, and she nodded with a deep half-sobbing intake of breath. He sat there for at least a quarter of an hour longer and watched her go to sleep, watched her drop off the way her little brother had gone to sleep, though so much sooner. Her silken, brown hair took on the lovely tumble of ringlets which it always fell into when she slept; the long lashes lay close upon her eyes, from which so much grief had streamed; the angelic mouth with the arched and curving upper lip was open in sweet contentment, and only an occasional tiny, half-suppressed after-sob trembled through her slow, even breathing.

			Her little hands, her rosy-white, flower-like hands﻿—how still they lay there, the one upon the blue coverlet of the bed, the other in front of her face on the pillow! The heart of Doctor Cornelius was surcharged with tenderness, as with wine.

			How fortunate, he thought, that every breath she draws in sleep lets Lethe pour into her little soul﻿—that the night of a child establishes so broad and deep an abyss between one day and the next! Tomorrow, he knew, young Hergesell would be only a pale shadow to her, powerless to cause her heart a tremor, and her joy, disembarrassed of memories, would be perfect as she played at the “five-gentlemen” promenade and the fascinating cushion game with Abel and Biter.

			Thank Heaven for that!

		
	
		
			Mario and the Magician

			The atmosphere of Torre di Venere remains unpleasant in the memory. From the first moment the air of the place made us uneasy, we felt irritable, on edge; then at the end came the shocking business of Cipolla, that dreadful being who seemed to incorporate, in so fateful and so humanly impressive a way, all the peculiar evilness of the situation as a whole. Looking back, we had the feeling that the horrible end of the affair had been preordained and lay in the nature of things; that the children had to be present at it was an added impropriety, due to the false colours in which the weird creature presented himself. Luckily for them, they did not know where the comedy left off and the tragedy began; and we let them remain in their happy belief that the whole thing had been a play up till the end.

			Torre di Venere lies some fifteen kilometres from Portoclemente, one of the most popular summer resorts on the Tyrrhenian Sea. Portoclemente is urban and elegant and full to overflowing for months on end. Its gay and busy main street of shops and hotels runs down to a wide sandy beach covered with tents and pennanted sand-castles and sunburnt humanity, where at all times a lively social bustle reigns, and much noise. But this same spacious and inviting fine-sanded beach, this same border of pine grove and near, presiding mountains, continues all the way along the coast. No wonder then that some competition of a quiet kind should have sprung up further on. Torre di Venere﻿—the tower that gave the town its name is gone long since, one looks for it in vain﻿—is an offshoot of the larger resort, and for some years remained an idyll for the few, a refuge for more unworldly spirits. But the usual history of such places repeated itself: peace has had to retire further along the coast, to Marina Petriera and dear knows where else. We all know how the world at once seeks peace and puts her to flight﻿—rushing upon her in the fond idea that they two will wed, and where she is, there it can be at home. It will even set up its Vanity Fair in a spot and be capable of thinking that peace is still by its side. Thus Torre﻿—though its atmosphere so far is more modest and contemplative than that of Portoclemente﻿—has been quite taken up, by both Italians and foreigners. It is no longer the thing to go to Portoclemente﻿—though still so much the thing that it is as noisy and crowded as ever. One goes next door, so to speak: to Torre. So much more refined, even, and cheaper to boot. And the attractiveness of these qualities persists, though the qualities themselves long ago ceased to be evident. Torre has got a Grand Hotel. Numerous pensions have sprung up, some modest, some pretentious. The people who own or rent the villas and pinetas overlooking the sea no longer have it all their own way on the beach. In July and August it looks just like the beach at Portoclemente: it swarms with a screaming, squabbling, merrymaking crowd, and the sun, blazing down like mad, peels the skin off their necks. Garish little flat-bottomed boats rock on the glittering blue, manned by children, whose mothers hover afar and fill the air with anxious cries of Nino! and Sandro! and Bice! and Maria! Pedlars step across the legs of recumbent sunbathers, selling flowers and corals, oysters, lemonade, and cornetti al burro, and crying their wares in the breathy, full-throated southern voice.

			Such was the scene that greeted our arrival in Torre: pleasant enough, but after all, we thought, we had come too soon. It was the middle of August, the Italian season was still at its height, scarcely the moment for strangers to learn to love the special charms of the place. What an afternoon crowd in the cafés on the front! For instance, in the Esquisito, where we sometimes sat and were served by Mario, that very Mario of whom I shall have presently to tell. It is well-nigh impossible to find a table; and the various orchestras contend together in the midst of one’s conversation with bewildering effect. Of course, it is in the afternoon that people come over from Portoclemente. The excursion is a favourite one for the restless denizens of that pleasure resort, and a Fiat motorbus plies to and fro, coating inch-thick with dust the oleander and laurel hedges along the high road﻿—a notable if repulsive sight.

			Yes, decidedly one should go to Torre in September, when the great public has left. Or else in May, before the water is warm enough to tempt the Southerner to bathe. Even in the before and after seasons Torre is not empty, but life is less national and more subdued. English, French, and German prevail under the tent-awnings and in the pension dining-rooms; whereas in August﻿—in the Grand Hotel, at least, where, in default of private addresses, we had engaged rooms﻿—the stranger finds the field so occupied by Florentine and Roman society that he feels quite isolated and even temporarily déclassé.

			We had, rather to our annoyance, this experience on the evening we arrived, when we went in to dinner and were shown to our table by the waiter in charge. As a table, it had nothing against it, save that we had already fixed our eyes upon those on the veranda beyond, built out over the water, where little red-shaded lamps glowed﻿—and there were still some tables empty, though it was as full as the dining-room within. The children went into raptures at the festive sight, and without more ado we announced our intention to take our meals by preference in the veranda. Our words, it appeared, were prompted by ignorance; for we were informed, with somewhat embarrassed politeness, that the cosy nook outside was reserved for the clients of the hotel: ai nostri clienti. Their clients? But we were their clients. We were not tourists or trippers, but boarders for a stay of some three or four weeks. However, we forbore to press for an explanation of the difference between the likes of us and that clientele to whom it was vouchsafed to eat out there in the glow of the red lamps, and took our dinner by the prosaic common light of the dining-room chandelier﻿—a thoroughly ordinary and monotonous hotel bill of fare, be it said. In Pensione Eleonora, a few steps landward, the table, as we were to discover, was much better.

			And thither it was that we moved, three or four days later, before we had had time to settle in properly at the Grand Hotel. Not on account of the veranda and the lamps. The children, straightway on the best of terms with waiters and pages, absorbed in the joys of life on the beach, promptly forgot those colourful seductions. But now there arose, between ourselves and the veranda clientele﻿—or perhaps more correctly with the compliant management﻿—one of those little unpleasantnesses which can quite spoil the pleasure of a holiday. Among the guests were some high Roman aristocracy, a Principe X and his family. These grand folk occupied rooms close to our own, and the Principessa, a great and a passionately maternal lady, was thrown into a panic by the vestiges of a whooping-cough which our little ones had lately got over, but which now and then still faintly troubled the unshatterable slumbers of our youngest-born. The nature of this illness is not clear, leaving some play for the imagination. So we took no offence at our elegant neighbour for clinging to the widely held view that whooping-cough is acoustically contagious and quite simply fearing lest her children yield to the bad example set by ours. In the fullness of her feminine self-confidence she protested to the management, which then, in the person of the proverbial frock-coated manager, hastened to represent to us, with many expressions of regret, that under the circumstances they were obliged to transfer us to the annex. We did our best to assure him that the disease was in its very last stages, that it was actually over, and presented no danger of infection to anybody. All that we gained was permission to bring the case before the hotel physician﻿—not one chosen by us﻿—by whose verdict we must then abide. We agreed, convinced that thus we should at once pacify the Princess and escape the trouble of moving. The doctor appeared, and behaved like a faithful and honest servant of science. He examined the child and gave his opinion: the disease was quite over, no danger of contagion was present. We drew a long breath and considered the incident closed﻿—until the manager announced that despite the doctor’s verdict it would still be necessary for us to give up our rooms and retire to the dépendance. Byzantinism like this outraged us. It is not likely that the Principessa was responsible for the wilful breach of faith. Very likely the fawning management had not even dared to tell her what the physician said. Anyhow, we made it clear to his understanding that we preferred to leave the hotel altogether and at once﻿—and packed our trunks. We could do so with a light heart, having already set up casual friendly relations with Casa Eleonora. We had noticed its pleasant exterior and formed the acquaintance of its proprietor, Signora Angiolieri, and her husband: she slender and black-haired, Tuscan in type, probably at the beginning of the thirties, with the dead ivory complexion of the southern woman, he quiet and bald and carefully dressed. They owned a larger establishment in Florence and presided only in summer and early autumn over the branch in Torre di Venere. But earlier, before her marriage, our new landlady had been companion, fellow-traveller, wardrobe mistress, yes, friend, of Eleonora Duse and manifestly regarded that period as the crown of her career. Even at our first visit she spoke of it with animation. Numerous photographs of the great actress, with affectionate inscriptions, were displayed about the drawing-room, and other souvenirs of their life together adorned the little tables and étagères. This cult of a so interesting past was calculated, of course, to heighten the advantages of the signora’s present business. Nevertheless our pleasure and interest were quite genuine as we were conducted through the house by its owner and listened to her sonorous and staccato Tuscan voice relating anecdotes of that immortal mistress, depicting her suffering saintliness, her genius, her profound delicacy of feeling.

			Thither, then, we moved our effects, to the dismay of the staff of the Grand Hotel, who, like all Italians, were very good to children. Our new quarters were retired and pleasant, we were within easy reach of the sea through the avenue of young plane trees that ran down to the esplanade. In the clean, cool dining-room Signora Angiolieri daily served the soup with her own hands, the service was attentive and good, the table capital. We even discovered some Viennese acquaintances, and enjoyed chatting with them after luncheon, in front of the house. They, in their turn, were the means of our finding others﻿—in short, all seemed for the best, and we were heartily glad of the change we had made. Nothing was now wanting to a holiday of the most gratifying kind.

			And yet no proper gratification ensued. Perhaps the stupid occasion of our change of quarters pursued us to the new ones we had found. Personally, I admit that I do not easily forget these collisions with ordinary humanity, the naive misuse of power, the injustice, the sycophantic corruption. I dwelt upon the incident too much, it irritated me in retrospect﻿—quite futilely, of course, since such phenomena are only all too natural and all too much the rule. And we had not broken off relations with the Grand Hotel. The children were as friendly as ever there, the porter mended their toys, and we sometimes took tea in the garden. We even saw the Principessa. She would come out, with her firm and delicate tread, her lips emphatically corallined, to look after her children, playing under the supervision of their English governess. She did not dream that we were anywhere near, for so soon as she appeared in the offing we sternly forbade our little one even to clear his throat.

			The heat﻿—if I may bring it in evidence﻿—was extreme. It was African. The power of the sun, directly one left the border of the indigo-blue wave, was so frightful, so relentless, that the mere thought of the few steps between the beach, and luncheon was a burden, clad though one might be only in pyjamas. Do you care for that sort of thing? Weeks on end? Yes, of course, it is proper to the south, it is classic weather, the sun of Homer, the climate wherein human culture came to flower﻿—and all the rest of it. But after a while it is too much for me, I reach a point where I begin to find it dull. The burning void of the sky, day after day, weighs one down; the high coloration, the enormous naivete of the unrefracted light﻿—they do, I dare say, induce lightheartedness, a carefree mood born of immunity from downpours and other meteorological caprices. But slowly, slowly, there makes itself felt a lack: the deeper, more complex needs of the northern soul remain unsatisfied. You are left barren﻿—even it may be, in time, a little contemptuous. True without that stupid business of the whooping-cough I might not have been feeling these things. I was annoyed, very likely I wanted to feel them and so half-unconsciously seized upon an idea lying ready to hand to induce, or if not to induce, at least to justify and strengthen, my attitude. Up to this point, then, if you like, let us grant some ill will on our part. But the sea; and the mornings spent extended upon the fine sand in face of its eternal splendours﻿—no, the sea could not conceivably induce such feelings. Yet it was none the less true that, despite all previous experience, we were not at home on the beach, we were not happy.

			It was too soon, too soon. The beach, as I have said, was still in the hands of the middle-class native. It is a pleasing breed to look at, and among the young we saw much shapeliness and charm. Still, we were necessarily surrounded by a great deal of very average humanity﻿—a middle-class mob, which, you will admit, is not more charming under this sun than under one’s own native sky. The voices these women have! It was sometimes hard to believe that we were in the land which is the western cradle of the art of song. “Fuggièro!” I can still hear that cry, as for twenty mornings long I heard it close behind me, breathy, full-throated, hideously stressed, with a harsh open e, uttered in accents of mechanical despair. “Fuggièro! Rispondi almeno!” Answer when I call you! The sp in rispondi was pronounced like shp, as Germans pronounce it; and this, on top of what I felt already, vexed my sensitive soul. The cry was addressed to a repulsive youngster whose sunburn had made disgusting raw sores on his shoulders. He outdid anything I have ever seen for ill-breeding, refractoriness, and temper and was a great coward to boot, putting the whole beach in an uproar, one day, because of his outrageous sensitiveness to the slightest pain. A sand-crab had pinched his toe in the water, and the minute injury made him set up a cry of heroic proportions﻿—the shout of an antique hero in his agony﻿—that pierced one to the marrow and called up visions of some frightful tragedy. Evidently he considered himself not only wounded, but poisoned as well; he crawled out on the sand and lay in apparently intolerable anguish, groaning “Ohi!” and “Ohimè!” and threshing about with arms and legs to ward off his mother’s tragic appeals and the questions of the bystanders. An audience gathered round. A doctor was fetched﻿—the same who had pronounced objective judgment on our whooping-cough﻿—and here again acquitted himself like a man of science. Good-naturedly he reassured the boy, telling him that he was not hurt at all, he should simply go into the water again to relieve the smart. Instead of which, Fuggièro was borne off the beach, followed by a concourse of people. But he did not fail to appear next morning, nor did he leave off spoiling our children’s sand-castles. Of course, always by accident. In short, a perfect terror.

			And this twelve-year-old lad was prominent among the influences that, imperceptibly at first, combined to spoil our holiday and render it unwholesome. Somehow or other, there was a stiffness, a lack of innocent enjoyment. These people stood on their dignity﻿—just why, and in what spirit, it was not easy at first to tell. They displayed much self-respectingness; towards each other and towards the foreigner their bearing was that of a person newly conscious of a sense of honour. And wherefore? Gradually we realized the political implications and understood that we were in the presence of a national ideal. The beach, in fact, was alive with patriotic children﻿—a phenomenon as unnatural as it was depressing. Children are a human species and a society apart, a nation of their own, so to speak. On the basis of their common form of life, they find each other out with the greatest ease, no matter how different their small vocabularies. Ours soon played with natives and foreigners alike. Yet they were plainly both puzzled and disappointed at times. There were wounded sensibilities, displays of assertiveness﻿—or rather hardly assertiveness, for it was too self-conscious and too didactic to deserve the name. There were quarrels over flags, disputes about authority and precedence. Grownups joined in, not so much to pacify as to render judgment and enunciate principles. Phrases were dropped about the greatness and dignity of Italy, solemn phrases that spoilt the fun. We saw our two little ones retreat, puzzled and hurt, and were put to it to explain the situation. These people, we told them, were just passing through a certain stage, something rather like an illness, perhaps; not very pleasant, but probably unavoidable.

			We had only our own carelessness to thank that we came to blows in the end with this “stage”﻿—which, after all, we had seen and sized up long before now. Yes, it came to another “cross-purposes,” so evidently the earlier ones had not been sheer accident. In a word, we became an offence to the public morals. Our small daughter﻿—eight years old, but in physical development a good year younger and thin as a chicken﻿—had had a good long bathe and gone playing in the warm sun in her wet costume. We told her that she might take off her bathing-suit, which was stiff with sand, rinse it in the sea, and put it on again, after which she must take care to keep it cleaner. Off goes the costume and she runs down naked to the sea, rinses her little jersey, and comes back. Ought we to have foreseen the outburst of anger and resentment which her conduct, and thus our conduct, called forth? Without delivering a homily on the subject, I may say that in the last decade our attitude towards the nude body and our feelings regarding it have undergone, all over the world, a fundamental change. There are things we “never think about” any more, and among them is the freedom we had permitted to this by no means provocative little childish body. But in these parts it was taken as a challenge. The patriotic children hooted. Fuggièro whistled on his fingers. The sudden buzz of conversation among the grown people in our neighbourhood boded no good. A gentleman in city togs, with a not very apropos bowler hat on the back of his head, was assuring his outraged womenfolk that he proposed to take punitive measures; he stepped up to us, and a philippic descended on our unworthy heads, in which all the emotionalism of the sense-loving south spoke in the service of morality and discipline. The offence against decency of which we had been guilty was, he said, the more to be condemned because it was also a gross ingratitude and an insulting breach of his country’s hospitality. We had criminally injured not only the letter and spirit of the public bathing regulations, but also the honour of Italy; he, the gentleman in the city togs, knew how to defend that honour and proposed to see to it that our offence against the national dignity should not go unpunished.

			We did our best, bowing respectfully, to give ear to this eloquence. To contradict the man, overheated as he was, would probably be to fall from one error into another. On the tips of our tongues we had various answers: as, that the word “hospitality,” in its strictest sense, was not quite the right one, taking all the circumstances into consideration. We were not literally the guests of Italy, but of Signora Angiolieri, who had assumed the role of dispenser of hospitality some years ago on laying down that of familiar friend to Eleonora Duse. We longed to say that surely this beautiful country had not sunk so low as to be reduced to a state of hypersensitive prudishness. But we confined ourselves to assuring the gentleman that any lack of respect, any provocation on our parts, had been the furthest from our thoughts. And as a mitigating circumstance we pointed out the tender age and physical slightness of the little culprit. In vain. Our protests were waved away, he did not believe in them; our defence would not hold water. We must be made an example of. The authorities were notified, by telephone, I believe, and their representatives appeared on the beach. He said the case was “molto grave.” We had to go with him to the Municipio up in the Piazza, where a higher official confirmed the previous verdict of “molto grave,” launched into a stream of the usual didactic phrases﻿—the selfsame tune and words as the man in the bowler hat﻿—and levied a fine and ransom of fifty lire. We felt that the adventure must willy-nilly be worth to us this much of a contribution to the economy of the Italian government; paid, and left. Ought we not at this point to have left Torre as well?

			If we only had! We should thus have escaped that fatal Cipolla. But circumstances combined to prevent us from making up our minds to a change. A certain poet says that it is indolence that makes us endure uncomfortable situations. The aperçu may serve as an explanation for our inaction. Anyhow, one dislikes voiding the field immediately upon such an event. Especially if sympathy from other quarters encourages one to defy it. And in the Villa Eleonora they pronounced as with one voice upon the injustice of our punishment. Some Italian after-dinner acquaintances found that the episode put their country in a very bad light, and proposed taking the man in the bowler hat to task, as one fellow-citizen to another. But the next day he and his party had vanished from the beach. Not on our account, of course. Though it might be that the consciousness of his impending departure had added energy to his rebuke; in any case his going was a relief. And, furthermore, we stayed because our stay had by now become remarkable in our own eyes, which is worth something in itself, quite apart from the comfort or discomfort involved. Shall we strike sail, avoid a certain experience so soon as it seems not expressly calculated to increase our enjoyment or our self-esteem? Shall we go away whenever life looks like turning in the slightest uncanny, or not quite normal, or even rather painful and mortifying? No, surely not. Rather stay and look matters in the face, brave them out; perhaps precisely in so doing lies a lesson for us to learn. We stayed on and reaped as the awful reward of our constancy the unholy and staggering experience with Cipolla.

			I have not mentioned that the after season had begun, almost on the very day we were disciplined by the city authorities. The worshipful gentleman in the bowler hat, our denouncer, was not the only person to leave the resort. There was a regular exodus, on every hand you saw luggage-carts on their way to the station. The beach denationalized itself. Life in Torre, in the cafés and the pinetas, became more homelike and more European. Very likely we might even have eaten at a table in the glass veranda, but we refrained, being content at Signora Angiolieri’s﻿—as content, that is, as our evil star would let us be. But at the same time with this turn for the better came a change in the weather: almost to an hour it showed itself in harmony with the holiday calendar of the general public. The sky was overcast; not that it grew any cooler, but the unclouded heat of the entire eighteen days since our arrival, and probably long before that, gave place to a stifling sirocco air, while from time to time a little ineffectual rain sprinkled the velvety surface of the beach. Add to which, that two-thirds of our intended stay at Torre had passed. The colourless, lazy sea, with sluggish jellyfish floating in its shallows, was at least a change. And it would have been silly to feel retrospective longings after a sun that had caused us so many sighs when it burned down in all its arrogant power.

			At this juncture, then, it was that Cipolla announced himself. Cavaliere Cipolla he was called on the posters that appeared one day stuck up everywhere, even in the dining-room of Pensione Eleonora. A travelling virtuoso, an entertainer, “forzatore, illusionista, prestidigatore,” as he called himself, who proposed to wait upon the highly respectable population of Torre di Venere with a display of extraordinary phenomena of a mysterious and staggering kind. A conjuror! The bare announcement was enough to turn our children’s heads. They had never seen anything of the sort, and now our present holiday was to afford them this new excitement. From that moment on they besieged us with prayers to take tickets for the performance. We had doubts, from the first, on the score of the lateness of the hour, nine o’clock; but gave way, in the idea that we might see a little of what Cipolla had to offer, probably no great matter, and then go home. Besides, of course, the children could sleep late next day. We bought four tickets of Signora Angiolieri herself, she having taken a number of the stalls on commission to sell them to her guests. She could not vouch for the man’s performance, and we had no great expectations. But we were conscious of a need for diversion, and the children’s violent curiosity proved catching.

			The Cavaliere’s performance was to take place in a hall where during the season there had been a cinema with a weekly programme. We had never been there. You reached it by following the main street under the wall of the “palazzo,” a ruin with a “For sale” sign, that suggested a castle and had obviously been built in lordlier days. In the same street were the chemist, the hairdresser, and all the better shops; it led, so to speak, from the feudal past the bourgeois into the proletarian, for it ended off between two rows of poor fishing-huts, where old women sat mending nets before the doors. And here, among the proletariat, was the hall, not much more, actually than a wooden shed, though a large one, with a turreted entrance, plastered on either side with layers of gay placards. Some while after dinner, then, on the appointed evening, we wended our way thither in the dark, the children dressed in their best and blissful with the sense of so much irregularity. It was sultry, as it had been for days; there was heat lightning now and then, and a little rain; we proceeded under umbrellas. It took us a quarter of an hour.

			Our tickets were collected at the entrance, our places we had to find ourselves. They were in the third row left, and as we sat down we saw that, late though the hour was for the performance, it was to be interpreted with even more laxity. Only very slowly did an audience﻿—who seemed to be relied upon to come late﻿—begin to fill the stalls. These comprised the whole auditorium; there were no boxes. This tardiness gave us some concern. The children’s cheeks were already flushed as much with fatigue as with excitement. But even when we entered, the standing-room at the back and in the side aisles was already well occupied. There stood the manhood of Torre di Venere, all and sundry, fisherfolk, rough-and-ready youths with bare forearms crossed over their striped jerseys. We were well pleased with the presence of this native assemblage, which always adds colour and animation to occasions like the present; and the children were frankly delighted. For they had friends among these people﻿—acquaintances picked up on afternoon strolls to the further ends of the beach. We would be turning homeward, at the hour when the sun dropped into the sea, spent with the huge effort it had made and gilding with reddish gold the oncoming surf; and we would come upon bare-legged fisherfolk standing in rows, bracing and hauling with long-drawn cries as they drew in the nets and harvested in dripping baskets their catch, often so scanty, of frutto di mare. The children looked on, helped to pull, brought out their little stock of Italian words, made friends. So now they exchanged nods with the “standing-room” clientele; there was Guiscardo, there Antonio, they knew them by name and waved and called across in half-whispers, getting answering nods and smiles that displayed rows of healthy white teeth. Look, there is even Mario, Mario from the Esquisito, who brings us the chocolate. He wants to see the conjuror, too, and he must have come early, for he is almost in front; but he does not see us, he is not paying attention; that is a way he has, even though he is a waiter. So we wave instead to the man who lets out the little boats on the beach; he is there too, standing at the back.

			It had got to a quarter past nine, it got to almost half past. It was natural that we should be nervous. When would the children get to bed? It had been a mistake to bring them, for now it would be very hard to suggest breaking off their enjoyment before it had got well under way. The stalls had filled in time; all Torre, apparently, was there: the guests of the Grand Hotel, the guests of Villa Eleonora, familiar faces from the beach. We heard English and German and the sort of French that Romanians speak with Italians. Madame Angiolieri herself sat two rows behind us, with her quiet, bald-headed spouse, who kept stroking his moustache with the two middle fingers of his right hand. Everybody had come late, but nobody too late. Cipolla made us wait for him.

			He made us wait. That is probably the way to put it. He heightened the suspense by his delay in appearing. And we could see the point of this, too﻿—only not when it was carried to extremes. Towards half past nine the audience began to clap﻿—an amiable way of expressing justifiable impatience, evincing as it does an eagerness to applaud. For the little ones, this was a joy in itself﻿—all children love to clap. From the popular sphere came loud cries of “Pronti!” “Cominciamo!” And lo, it seemed now as easy to begin as before it had been hard. A gong sounded, greeted by the standing rows with a many-voiced “Ah‑h!” and the curtains parted. They revealed a platform furnished more like a schoolroom than like the theatre of a conjuring performance﻿—largely because of the blackboard in the left foreground. There was a common yellow hatstand, a few ordinary straw-bottomed chairs, and further back a little round table holding a water carafe and glass, also a tray with a liqueur glass and a flask of pale yellow liquid. We had still a few seconds of time to let these things sink in. Then, with no darkening of the house, Cavaliere Cipolla made his entry.

			He came forward with a rapid step that expressed his eagerness to appear before his public and gave rise to the illusion that he had already come a long way to put himself at their service﻿—whereas, of course, he had only been standing in the wings. His costume supported the fiction. A man of an age hard to determine, but by no means young; with a sharp, ravaged face, piercing eyes, compressed lips, small black waxed moustache, and a so-called imperial in the curve between mouth and chin. He was dressed for the street with a sort of complicated evening elegance, in a wide black pelerine with velvet collar and satin lining; which, in the hampered state of his arms, he held together in front with his white-gloved hands. He had a white scarf round his neck; a top hat with a curving brim sat far back on his head. Perhaps more than anywhere else the eighteenth century is still alive in Italy, and with it the charlatan and mountebank type so characteristic of the period. Only there, at any rate, does one still encounter really well-preserved specimens. Cipolla had in his whole appearance much of the historic type; his very clothes helped to conjure up the traditional figure with its blatantly, fantastically foppish air. His pretentious costume sat upon him, or rather hung upon him, most curiously, being in one place drawn too tight, in another a mass of awkward folds. There was something not quite in order about his figure, both front and back﻿—that was plain later on. But I must emphasize the fact that there was not a trace of personal jocularity or clownishness in his pose, manner, or behaviour. On the contrary, there was complete seriousness, an absence of any humorous appeal; occasionally even a cross-grained pride, along with that curious, self-satisfied air so characteristic of the deformed. None of all this, however, prevented his appearance from being greeted with laughter from more than one quarter of the hall.

			All the eagerness had left his manner. The swift entry had been merely an expression of energy, not of zeal. Standing at the footlights he negligently drew off his gloves, to display long yellow hands, one of them adorned with a seal ring with a lapis-lazuli in a high setting. As he stood there, his small hard eyes, with flabby pouches beneath them, roved appraisingly about the hall, not quickly, rather in a considered examination, pausing here and there upon a face with his lips clipped together, not speaking a word. Then with a display of skill as surprising as it was casual, he rolled his gloves into a ball and tossed them across a considerable distance into the glass on the table. Next from an inner pocket he drew forth a packet of cigarettes; you could see by the wrapper that they were the cheapest sort the government sells. With his fingertips he pulled out a cigarette and lighted it, without looking, from a quick-firing benzine lighter. He drew the smoke deep into his lungs and let it out again, tapping his foot, with both lips drawn in an arrogant grimace and the grey smoke streaming out between broken and saw-edged teeth.

			With a keenness equal to his own his audience eyed him. The youths at the rear scowled as they peered at this cocksure creature to search out his secret weaknesses. He betrayed none. In fetching out and putting back the cigarettes his clothes got in his way. He had to turn back his pelerine, and in so doing revealed a riding-whip with a silver claw-handle that hung by a leather thong from his left forearm and looked decidedly out of place. You could see that he had on not evening clothes but a frock-coat, and under this, as he lifted it to get at his pocket, could be seen a striped sash worn about the body. Somebody behind me whispered that this sash went with his title of Cavaliere. I give the information for what it may be worth﻿—personally, I never heard that the title carried such insignia with it. Perhaps the sash was sheer pose, like the way he stood there, without a word, casually and arrogantly puffing smoke into his audience’s face.

			People laughed, as I said. The merriment had become almost general when somebody in the “standing seats,” in a loud, dry voice, remarked: “Buona sera.”

			Cipolla cocked his head. “Who was that?” asked he, as though he had been dared. “Who was that just spoke? Well? First so bold and now so modest? Paura, eh?” He spoke with a rather high, asthmatic voice, which yet had a metallic quality. He waited.

			“That was me,” a youth at the rear broke into the stillness, seeing himself thus challenged. He was not far from us, a handsome fellow in a woollen shirt, with his coat hanging over one shoulder. He wore his surly, wiry hair in a high, dishevelled mop, the style affected by the youth of the awakened Fatherland; it gave him an African appearance that rather spoiled his looks. “Bè! That was me. It was your business to say it first, but I was trying to be friendly.”

			More laughter. The chap had a tongue in his head. “Ha sciolto la scilinguágnolo,” heard near me. After all, the retort was deserved.

			“Ah, bravo!” answered Cipolla. “I like you, giovanotto. Trust me, I’ve had my eye on you for some time. People like you are just in my line. I can use them. And you are the pick of the lot, that’s plain to see. You do what you like. Or is it possible you have ever not done what you liked﻿—or even, maybe, what you didn’t like? What somebody else liked, in short? Hark ye, my friend, that might be a pleasant change for you, to divide up the willing and the doing and stop tackling both jobs at once. Division of labour, sistema americano, sa! For instance, suppose you were to show your tongue to this select and honourable audience here﻿—your whole tongue, right down to the roots?”

			“No, I won’t,” said the youth, hostilely. “Sticking out your tongue shows a bad bringing-up.”

			“Nothing of the sort,” retorted Cipolla. “You would only be doing it. With all due respect to your bringing-up, I suggest that before I count ten, you will perform a right turn and stick out your tongue at the company here further than you knew yourself that you could stick it out.”

			He gazed at the youth, and his piercing eyes seemed to sink deeper into their sockets. “Uno!” said he. He had let his riding-whip slide down his arm and made it whistle once through the air. The boy faced about and put out his tongue, so long, so extendedly, that you could see it was the very uttermost in tongue which he had to offer. Then turned back, stony-faced, to his former position.

			“That was me,” mocked Cipolla, with a jerk of his head towards the youth. “Bè! That was me.” Leaving the audience to enjoy its sensations, he turned towards the little round table, lifted the bottle, poured out a small glass of what was obviously cognac, and tipped it up with a practised hand.

			The children laughed with all their hearts. They had understood practically nothing of what had been said, but it pleased them hugely that something so funny should happen, straightaway, between that queer man up there and somebody out of the audience. They had no preconception of what an “evening” would be like and were quite ready to find this a priceless beginning. As for us, we exchanged a glance and I remember that involuntarily I made with my lips the sound that Cipolla’s whip had made when it cut the air. For the rest, it was plain that people did not know what to make of a preposterous beginning like this to a sleight-of-hand performance. They could not see why the giovanotto, who after all in a way had been their spokesman, should suddenly have turned on them to vent his incivility. They felt that he had behaved like a silly ass and withdrew their countenances from him in favour of the artist, who now came back from his refreshment table and addressed them as follows: “Ladies and gentlemen,” said he, in his wheezing, metallic voice, “you saw just now that I was rather sensitive on the score of the rebuke this hopeful young linguist saw fit to give me”﻿—questo linguista di belle speranze was what he said, and we all laughed at the pun. “I am a man who sets some store by himself, you may take it from me. And I see no point in being wished a good evening unless it is done courteously and in all seriousness. For anything else there is no occasion. When a man wishes me a good evening he wishes himself one, for the audience will have one only if I do. So this lady-killer of Torre di Venere” (another thrust) “did well to testify that I have one tonight and that I can dispense with any wishes of his in the matter. I can boast of having good evenings almost without exception. One not so good does come my way now and again, but very seldom. My calling is hard and my health not of the best. I have a little physical defect which prevented me from doing my bit in the war for the greater glory of the Fatherland. It is perforce with my mental and spiritual parts that I conquer life﻿—which after all only means conquering oneself. And I flatter myself that my achievements have aroused interest and respect among the educated public. The leading newspapers have lauded me, the Corriere della Sera did me the courtesy of calling me a phenomenon, and in Rome the brother of the Duce honoured me by his presence at one of my evenings. I should not have thought that in a relatively less important place” (laughter here, at the expense of poor little Torre) “I should have to give up the small personal habits which brilliant and elevated audiences had been ready to overlook. Nor did I think I had to stand being heckled by a person who seems to have been rather spoilt by the favours of the fair sex.” All this of course at the expense of the youth whom Cipolla never tired of presenting in the guise of donnaiuolo and rustic Don Juan. His persistent thin-skinnedness and animosity were in striking contrast to the self-confidence and the worldly success he boasted of. One might have assumed that the giovanotto was merely the chosen butt of Cipolla’s customary professional sallies, had not the very pointed witticisms betrayed a genuine antagonism. No one looking at the physical parts of the two men need have been at a loss for the explanation, even if the deformed man had not constantly played on the other’s supposed success with the fair sex. “Well,” Cipolla went on, “before beginning our entertainment this evening, perhaps you will permit me to make myself comfortable.”

			And he went towards the hatstand to take off his things.

			“Parla benissimo,” asserted somebody in our neighbourhood. So far, the man had done nothing; but what he had said was accepted as an achievement, by means of that he had made an impression. Among southern peoples speech is a constituent part of the pleasure of living, it enjoys far livelier social esteem than in the north. That national cement, the mother tongue, is paid symbolic honours down here, and there is something blithely symbolical in the pleasure people take in their respect for its forms and phonetics. They enjoy speaking, they enjoy listening; and they listen with discrimination. For the way a man speaks serves as a measure of his personal rank; carelessness and clumsiness are greeted with scorn, elegance and mastery are rewarded with social éclat. Wherefore the small man too, where it is a question of getting his effect, chooses his phrase nicely and turns it with care. On this count, then, at least, Cipolla had won his audience; though he by no means belonged to the class of men which the Italian, in a singular mixture of moral and aesthetic judgments, labels “simpatico.”

			After removing his hat, scarf, and mantle he came to the front of the stage, settling his coat, pulling down his cuffs with their large cuff-buttons, adjusting his absurd sash. He had very ugly hair; the top of his head, that is, was almost bald, while a narrow, black-varnished frizz of curls ran from front to back as though stuck on; the side hair, likewise blackened, was brushed forward to the corners of the eyes﻿—it was, in short, the hairdressing of an old-fashioned circus-director, fantastic, but entirely suited to his outmoded personal type and worn with so much assurance as to take the edge off the public’s sense of humour. The little physical defect of which he had warned us was now all too visible, though the nature of it was even now not very clear; the chest was too high, as is usual in such cases, but the corresponding malformation of the back did not sit between the shoulders, it took the form of a sort of hips or buttocks hump, which did not indeed hinder his movements but gave him a grotesque and dipping stride at every step he took. However, by mentioning his deformity beforehand he had broken the shock of it, and a delicate propriety of feeling appeared to reign throughout the hall.

			“At your service,” said Cipolla. “With your kind permission, we will begin the evening with some arithmetical tests.”

			Arithmetic? That did not sound much like sleight-of-hand. We began to have our suspicions that the man was sailing under a false flag, only we did not yet know which was the right one. I felt sorry on the children’s account; but for the moment they were content simply to be there.

			The numerical test which Cipolla now introduced was as simple as it was baffling. He began by fastening a piece of paper to the upper right-hand corner of the blackboard; then lifting it up, he wrote something underneath. He talked all the while, relieving the dryness of his offering by a constant flow of words, and showed himself a practised speaker, never at a loss for conversational turns of phrase. It was in keeping with the nature of his performance, and at the same time vastly entertained the children, that he went on to eliminate the gap between stage and audience, which had already been bridged over by the curious skirmish with the fisher lad; he had representatives from the audience mount the stage, and himself descended the wooden steps to seek personal contact with his public. And again, with individuals, he fell into his former taunting tone. I do not know how far that was a deliberate feature of his system; he preserved a serious, even a peevish air, but his audience, at least the more popular section, seemed convinced that that was all part of the game. So then, after he had written something and covered the writing by the paper, he desired that two persons should come up on the platform and help to perform the calculations. They would not be difficult, even for people not clever at figures. As usual, nobody volunteered, and Cipolla took care not to molest the more select portion of his audience. He kept to the populace. Turning to two sturdy young louts standing behind us, he beckoned them to the front, encouraging and scolding by turns. They should not stand there gaping, he said, unwilling to oblige the company. Actually he got them in motion; with clumsy tread they came down the middle aisle, climbed the steps, and stood in front of the blackboard, grinning sheepishly at their comrades’ shouts and applause. Cipolla joked with them for a few minutes, praised their heroic firmness of limb and the size of their hands, so well calculated to do this service for the public. Then he handed one of them the chalk and told him to write down the numbers as they were called out. But now the creature declared that he could not write! “Non so scrivere,” said he in his gruff voice, and his companion added that neither did he.

			God knows whether they told the truth or whether they wanted to make game of Cipolla. Anyhow, the latter was far from sharing the general merriment which their confession aroused. He was insulted and disgusted. He sat there on a straw-bottomed chair in the centre of the stage with his legs crossed, smoking a fresh cigarette out of his cheap packet; obviously it tasted the better for the cognac he had indulged in while the yokels were stumping up the steps. Again he inhaled the smoke and let it stream out between curling lips. Swinging his leg, with his gaze sternly averted from the two shamelessly chuckling creatures and from the audience as well, he stared into space as one who withdraws himself and his dignity from the contemplation of an utterly despicable phenomenon.

			“Scandalous,” said he, in a sort of icy snarl. “Go back to your places! In Italy everybody can write﻿—in all her greatness there is no room for ignorance and unenlightenment. To accuse her of them, in the hearing of this international company, is a cheap joke, in which you yourselves cut a very poor figure and humiliate the government and the whole country as well. If it is true that Torre di Venere is indeed the last refuge of such ignorance, then I must blush to have visited the place﻿—being, as I already was, aware of its inferiority to Rome in more than one respect﻿—”

			Here Cipolla was interrupted by the youth with the Nubian coiffure and his jacket across his shoulder. His fighting spirit, as we now saw, had only abdicated temporarily, and he now flung himself into the breach in defence of his native heath. “That will do,” said he loudly. “That’s enough jokes about Torre. We all come from the place and we won’t stand strangers making fun of it. These two chaps are our friends. Maybe they are no scholars, but even so they may be straighter than some folks in the room who are so free with their boasts about Rome, though they did not build it either.”

			That was capital. The young man had certainly cut his eyeteeth. And this sort of spectacle was good fun, even though it still further delayed the regular performance. It is always fascinating to listen to an altercation. Some people it simply amuses, they take a sort of killjoy pleasure in not being principals. Others feel upset and uneasy, and my sympathies are with these latter, although on the present occasion I was under the impression that all this was part of the show﻿—the analphabetic yokels no less than the giovanotto with the jacket. The children listened well pleased. They understood not at all, but the sound of the voices made them hold their breath. So this was a “magic evening”﻿—at least it was the kind they have in Italy. They expressly found it “lovely.”

			Cipolla had stood up and with two of his scooping strides was at the footlights.

			“Well, well, see who’s here!” said he with grim cordiality. “An old acquaintance! A young man with his heart at the end of his tongue” (he used the word linguaccia, which means a coated tongue, and gave rise to much hilarity). “That will do, my friends,” he turned to the yokels. “I do not need you now, I have business with this deserving young man here, con questo torregiano di Venere, this tower of Venus, who no doubt expects the gratitude of the fair as a reward for his prowess﻿—”

			“Ah, non scherziamo! We’re talking earnest,” cried out the youth. His eyes flashed, and he actually made as though to pull off his jacket and proceed to direct methods of settlement.

			Cipolla did not take him too seriously. We had exchanged apprehensive glances; but he was dealing with a fellow-countryman and had his native soil beneath his feet. He kept quite cool and showed complete mastery of the situation. He looked at his audience, smiled, and made a sideways motion of the head towards the young cockerel as though calling the public to witness how the man’s bumptiousness only served to betray the simplicity of his mind. And then, for the second time, something strange happened, which set Cipolla’s calm superiority in an uncanny light, and in some mysterious and irritating way turned all the explosiveness latent in the air into matter for laughter.

			Cipolla drew still nearer to the fellow, looking him in the eye with a peculiar gaze. He even came halfway down the steps that led into the auditorium on our left, so that he stood directly in front of the troublemaker, on slightly higher ground. The riding-whip hung from his arm.

			“My son, you do not feel much like joking,” he said. “It is only too natural, for anyone can see that you are not feeling too well. Even your tongue, which leaves something to be desired on the score of cleanliness, indicates acute disorder of the gastric system. An evening entertainment is no place for people in your state; you yourself, I can tell, were of several minds whether you would not do better to put on a flannel bandage and go to bed. It was not good judgment to drink so much of that very sour white wine this afternoon. Now you have such a colic you would like to double up with the pain. Go ahead, don’t be embarrassed. There is a distinct relief that comes from bending over, in cases of intestinal cramp.”

			He spoke thus, word for word, with quiet impressiveness and a kind of stern sympathy, and his eyes, plunged the while deep in the young man’s, seemed to grow very tired and at the same time burning above their enlarged tear ducts﻿—they were the strangest eyes, you could tell that not manly pride alone was preventing the young adversary from withdrawing his gaze. And presently, indeed, all trace of its former arrogance was gone from the bronzed young face. He looked open-mouthed at the Cavaliere and the open mouth was drawn in a rueful smile.

			“Double over,” repeated Cipolla. “What else can you do? With a colic like that you must bend. Surely you will not struggle against the performance of a perfectly natural action just because somebody suggests it to you?”

			Slowly the youth lifted his forearms, folded and squeezed them across his body; it turned a little sideways, then bent, lower and lower, the feet shifted, the knees turned inward, until he had become a picture of writhing pain, until he all but grovelled upon the ground. Cipolla let him stand for some seconds thus, then made a shortcut through the air with his whip and went with his scooping stride back to the little table, where he poured himself out a cognac.

			“Il boit beaucoup,” asserted a lady behind us. Was that the only thing that struck her? We could not tell how far the audience grasped the situation. The fellow was standing upright again, with a sheepish grin﻿—he looked as though he scarcely knew how it had all happened. The scene had been followed with tense interest and applauded at the end; there were shouts of “Bravo, Cipolla!” and “Bravo, giovanotto!” Apparently the issue of the duel was not looked upon as a personal defeat for the young man. Rather the audience encouraged him as one does an actor who succeeds in an unsympathetic role. Certainly his way of screwing himself up with cramp had been highly picturesque, its appeal was directly calculated to impress the gallery﻿—in short, a fine dramatic performance. But I am not sure how far the audience were moved by that natural tactfulness in which the south excels, or how far it penetrated into the nature of what was going on.

			The Cavaliere, refreshed, had lighted another cigarette. The numerical tests might now proceed. A young man was easily found in the back row who was willing to write down on the blackboard the numbers as they were dictated to him. Him too we knew; the whole entertainment had taken on an intimate character through our acquaintance with so many of the actors. This was the man who worked at the greengrocer’s in the main street; he had served us several times, with neatness and despatch. He wielded the chalk with clerkly confidence, while Cipolla descended to our level and walked with his deformed gait through the audience, collecting numbers as they were given, in two, three, and four places, and calling them out to the grocer’s assistant, who wrote them down in a column. In all this, everything on both sides was calculated to amuse, with its jokes and its oratorical asides. The artist could not fail to hit on foreigners, who were not ready with their figures, and with them he was elaborately patient and chivalrous, to the great amusement of the natives, whom he reduced to confusion in their turn, by making them translate numbers that were given in English or French. Some people gave dates concerned with great events in Italian history. Cipolla took them up at once and made patriotic comments. Somebody shouted “Number one!” The Cavaliere, incensed at this as at every attempt to make game of him, retorted over his shoulder that he could not take less than two-place figures. Whereupon another joker cried out “Number two!” and was greeted with the applause and laughter which every reference to natural functions is sure to win among southerners.

			When fifteen numbers stood in a long straggling row on the board, Cipolla called for a general adding-match. Ready reckoners might add in their heads, but pencil and paper were not forbidden. Cipolla, while the work went on, sat on his chair near the blackboard, smoked and grimaced, with the complacent, pompous air cripples so often have. The five-place addition was soon done. Somebody announced the answer, somebody else confirmed it, a third had arrived at a slightly different result, but the fourth agreed with the first and second. Cipolla got up, tapped some ash from his coat, and lifted the paper at the upper right-hand corner of the board to display the writing. The correct answer, a sum close on a million, stood there; he had written it down beforehand.

			Astonishment, and loud applause. The children were overwhelmed. How had he done that, they wanted to know. We told them it was a trick, not easily explainable offhand. In short, the man was a conjuror. This was what a sleight-of-hand evening was like, so now they knew. First the fisherman had cramp, and then the right answer was written down beforehand﻿—it was all simply glorious, and we saw with dismay that despite the hot eyes and the hand of the clock at almost half past ten, it would be very hard to get them away. There would be tears. And yet it was plain that this magician did not “magick”﻿—at least not in the accepted sense, of manual dexterity﻿—and that the entertainment was not at all suitable for children. Again, I do not know, either, what the audience really thought. Obviously there was grave doubt whether its answers had been given of “free choice”; here and there an individual might have answered of his own motion, but on the whole Cipolla certainly selected his people and thus kept the whole procedure in his own hands and directed it towards the given result. Even so, one had to admire the quickness of his calculations, however much one felt disinclined to admire anything else about the performance. Then his patriotism, his irritable sense of dignity﻿—the Cavaliere’s own countrymen might feel in their element with all that and continue in a laughing mood; but the combination certainly gave us outsiders food for thought.

			Cipolla himself saw to it﻿—though without giving them a name﻿—that the nature of his powers should be clear beyond a doubt to even the least-instructed person. He alluded to them, of course, in his talk﻿—and he talked without stopping﻿—but only in vague, boastful, self-advertising phrases. He went on awhile with experiments on the same lines as the first, merely making them more complicated by introducing operations in multiplying, subtracting, and dividing; then he simplified them to the last degree in order to bring out the method. He simply had numbers “guessed” which were previously written under the paper; and the guess was nearly always right. One guesser admitted that he had had in mind to give a certain number, when Cipolla’s whip went whistling through the air, and a quite different one slipped out, which proved to be the “right” one. Cipolla’s shoulders shook. He pretended admiration for the powers of the people he questioned. But in all his compliments there was something fleering and derogatory; the victims could scarcely have relished them much, although they smiled, and although they might easily have set down some part of the applause to their own credit. Moreover, I had not the impression that the artist was popular with his public. A certain ill will and reluctance were in the air, but courtesy kept such feelings in check, as did Cipolla’s competency and his stern self-confidence. Even the riding-whip, I think, did much to keep rebellion from becoming overt.

			From tricks with numbers he passed to tricks with cards. There were two packs, which he drew out of his pockets, and so much I still remember, that the basis of the tricks he played with them was as follows: from the first pack he drew three cards and thrust them without looking at them inside his coat. Another person then drew three out of the second pack, and these turned out to be the same as the first three﻿—not invariably all the three, for it did happen that only two were the same. But in the majority of cases Cipolla triumphed, showing his three cards with a little bow in acknowledgment of the applause with which his audience conceded his possession of strange powers﻿—strange whether for good or evil. A young man in the front row, to our right, an Italian, with proud, finely chiselled features, rose up and said that he intended to assert his own will in his choice and consciously to resist any influence, of whatever sort. Under these circumstances, what did Cipolla think would be the result? “You will,” answered the Cavaliere, “make my task somewhat more difficult thereby. As for the result, your resistance will not alter it in the least. Freedom exists, and also the will exists; but freedom of the will does not exist, for a will that aims at its own freedom aims at the unknown. You are free to draw or not to draw. But if you draw, you will draw the right cards﻿—the more certainly, the more wilfully obstinate your behaviour.”

			One must admit that he could not have chosen his words better, to trouble the waters and confuse the mind. The refractory youth hesitated before drawing. Then he pulled out a card and at once demanded to see if it was among the chosen three. “But why?” queried Cipolla. “Why do things by halves?” Then, as the other defiantly insisted, “E servito,” said the juggler, with a gesture of exaggerated servility; and held out the three cards fanwise, without looking at them himself. The left-hand card was the one drawn.

			Amid general applause, the apostle of freedom sat down. How far Cipolla employed small tricks and manual dexterity to help out his natural talents, the deuce only knew. But even without them the result would have been the same: the curiosity of the entire audience was unbounded and universal, everybody both enjoyed the amazing character of the entertainment and unanimously conceded the professional skill of the performer. “Lavora bene,” we heard, here and there in our neighbourhood; it signified the triumph of objective judgment over antipathy and repressed resentment.

			After his last, incomplete, yet so much the more telling success, Cipolla had at once fortified himself with another cognac. Truly he did “drink a lot,” and the fact made a bad impression. But obviously he needed the liquor and the cigarettes for the replenishment of his energy, upon which, as he himself said, heavy demands were made in all directions. Certainly in the intervals he looked very ill, exhausted and hollow-eyed. Then the little glassful would redress the balance, and the flow of lively, self-confident chatter run on, while the smoke he inhaled gushed out grey from his lungs. I clearly recall that he passed from the card-tricks to parlour games﻿—the kind based on certain powers which in human nature are higher or else lower than human reason: on intuition and “magnetic” transmission; in short, upon a low type of manifestation. What I do not remember is the precise order things came in. And I will not bore you with a description of these experiments; everybody knows them, everybody has at one time or another taken part in this finding of hidden articles, this blind carrying out of a series of acts, directed by a force that proceeds from organism to organism by unexplored paths. Everybody has had his little glimpse into the equivocal, impure, inexplicable nature of the occult, has been conscious of both curiosity and contempt, has shaken his head over the human tendency of those who deal in it to help themselves out with humbuggery, though, after all, the humbuggery is no disproof whatever of the genuineness of the other elements in the dubious amalgam. I can only say here that each single circumstance gains in weight and the whole greatly in impressiveness when it is a man like Cipolla who is the chief actor and guiding spirit in the sinister business. He sat smoking at the rear of the stage, his back to the audience while they conferred. The object passed from hand to hand which it was his task to find, with which he was to perform some action agreed upon beforehand. Then he would start to move zigzag through the hall, with his head thrown back and one hand outstretched, the other clasped in that of a guide who was in the secret but enjoined to keep himself perfectly passive, with his thoughts directed upon the agreed goal. Cipolla moved with the bearing typical in these experiments: now groping upon a false start, now with a quick forward thrust, now pausing as though to listen and by sudden inspiration correcting his course. The roles seemed reversed, the stream of influence was moving in the contrary direction, as the artist himself pointed out, in his ceaseless flow of discourse. The suffering, receptive, performing part was now his, the will he had before imposed on others was shut out, he acted in obedience to a voiceless common will which was in the air. But he made it perfectly clear that it all came to the same thing. The capacity for self-surrender, he said, for becoming a tool, for the most unconditional and utter self-abnegation, was but the reverse side of that other power to will and to command. Commanding and obeying formed together one single principle, one indissoluble unity; he who knew how to obey knew also how to command, and conversely; the one idea was comprehended in the other, as people and leader were comprehended in one another. But that which was done, the highly exacting and exhausting performance, was in every case his, the leader’s and mover’s, in whom the will became obedience, the obedience will, whose person was the cradle and womb of both, and who thus suffered enormous hardship. Repeatedly he emphasized the fact that his lot was a hard one﻿—presumably to account for his need of stimulant and his frequent recourse to the little glass.

			Thus he groped his way forward, like a blind seer, led and sustained by the mysterious common will. He drew a pin set with a stone out of its hiding-place in an Englishwoman’s shoe, carried it, halting and pressing on by turns, to another lady﻿—Signora Angiolieri﻿—and handed it to her on bended knee, with the words it had been agreed he was to utter. “I present you with this in token of my respect,” was the sentence. Their sense was obvious, but the words themselves not easy to hit upon, for the reason that they had been agreed on in French; the language complication seemed to us a little malicious, implying as it did a conflict between the audience’s natural interest in the success of the miracle, and their desire to witness the humiliation of this presumptuous man. It was a strange sight: Cipolla on his knees before the signora, wrestling, amid efforts at speech, after knowledge of the preordained words. “I must say something,” he said, “and I feel clearly what it is I must say. But I also feel that if it passed my lips it would be wrong. Be careful not to help me unintentionally!” he cried out, though very likely that was precisely what he was hoping for. “Pensez très fort,” he cried all at once, in bad French, and then burst out with the required words﻿—in Italian, indeed, but with the final substantive pronounced in the sister tongue, in which he was probably far from fluent: he said vénération instead of venerazione, with an impossible nasal. And this partial success, after the complete success before it, the finding of the pin, the presentation of it on his knees to the right person﻿—was almost more impressive than if he had got the sentence exactly right, and evoked bursts of admiring applause.

			Cipolla got up from his knees and wiped the perspiration from his brow. You understand that this experiment with the pin was a single case, which I describe because it sticks in my memory. But he changed his method several times and improvised a number of variations suggested by his contact with his audience; a good deal of time thus went by. He seemed to get particular inspiration from the person of our landlady; she drew him on to the most extraordinary displays of clairvoyance. “It does not escape me, madame,” he said to her, “that there is something unusual about you, some special and honourable distinction. He who has eyes to see descries about your lovely brow an aureola﻿—if I mistake not, it once was stronger than now﻿—a slowly paling radiance﻿ ﻿… hush, not a word! Don’t help me. Beside you sits your husband﻿—yes?” He turned towards the silent Signor Angiolieri. “You are the husband of this lady, and your happiness is complete. But in the midst of this happiness memories rise﻿ ﻿… the past, signora, so it seems to me, plays an important part in your present. You knew a king﻿ ﻿… has not a king crossed your path in bygone days?”

			“No,” breathed the dispenser of our midday soup, her golden-brown eyes gleaming in the noble pallor of her face.

			“No? No, not a king; I meant that generally, I did not mean literally a king. Not a king, not a prince, and a prince after all, a king of a loftier realm; it was a great artist, at whose side you once﻿—you would contradict me, and yet I am not wholly wrong. Well, then! It was a woman, a great, a world-renowned woman artist, whose friendship you enjoyed in your tender years, whose sacred memory overshadows and transfigures your whole existence. Her name? Need I utter it, whose fame has long been bound up with the Fatherland’s, immortal as its own? Eleonora Duse,” he finished, softly and with much solemnity.

			The little woman bowed her head, overcome. The applause was like a patriotic demonstration. Nearly everyone there knew about Signora Angiolieri’s wonderful past; they were all able to confirm the Cavaliere’s intuition﻿—not least the present guests of Casa Eleonora. But we wondered how much of the truth he had learned as the result of professional inquiries made on his arrival. Yet I see no reason at all to cast doubt, on rational grounds, upon powers which, before our very eyes, became fatal to their possessor.

			At this point there was an intermission. Our lord and master withdrew. Now I confess that almost ever since the beginning of my tale I have looked forward with dread to this moment in it. The thoughts of men are mostly not hard to read; in this case they are very easy. You are sure to ask why we did not choose this moment to go away﻿—and I must continue to owe you an answer. I do not know why. I cannot defend myself. By this time it was certainly eleven, probably later. The children were asleep. The last series of tests had been too long, nature had had her way. They were sleeping in our laps, the little one on mine, the boy on his mother’s. That was, in a way, a consolation; but at the same time it was also ground for compassion and a clear leading to take them home to bed. And I give you my word that we wanted to obey this touching admonition, we seriously wanted to. We roused the poor things and told them it was now high time to go. But they were no sooner conscious than they began to resist and implore﻿—you know how horrified children are at the thought of leaving before the end of a thing. No cajoling has any effect, you have to use force. It was so lovely, they wailed. How did we know what was coming next? Surely we could not leave until after the intermission; they liked a little nap now and again﻿—only not go home, only not go to bed, while the beautiful evening was still going on!

			We yielded, but only for the moment, of course﻿—so far as we knew﻿—only for a little while, just a few minutes longer. I cannot excuse our staying, scarcely can I even understand it. Did we think, having once said A, we had to say B﻿—having once brought the children hither we had to let them stay? No, it is not good enough. Were we ourselves so highly entertained? Yes, and no. Our feelings for Cavaliere Cipolla were of a very mixed kind, but so were the feelings of the whole audience, if I mistake not, and nobody left. Were we under the sway of a fascination which emanated from this man who took so strange a way to earn his bread; a fascination which he gave out independently of the programme and even between the tricks and which paralysed our resolve? Again, sheer curiosity may account for something. One was curious to know how such an evening turned out; Cipolla in his remarks having all along hinted that he had tricks in his bag stranger than any he had yet produced.

			But all that is not it﻿—or at least it is not all of it. More correct it would be to answer the first question with another. Why had we not left Torre di Venere itself before now? To me the two questions are one and the same, and in order to get out of the impasse I might simply say that I had answered it already. For, as things had been in Torre in general: queer, uncomfortable, troublesome, tense, oppressive, so precisely they were here in this hall tonight. Yes, more than precisely. For it seemed to be the fountainhead of all the uncanniness and all the strained feelings which had oppressed the atmosphere of our holiday. This man whose return to the stage we were awaiting was the personification of all that; and, as we had not gone away in general, so to speak, it would have been inconsistent to do it in the particular case. You may call this an explanation, you may call it inertia, as you see fit. Any argument more to the purpose I simply do not know how to adduce.

			Well, there was an interval of ten minutes, which grew into nearly twenty. The children remained awake. They were enchanted by our compliance, and filled the break to their own satisfaction by renewing relations with the popular sphere, with Antonio, Guiscardo, and the canoe man. They put their hands to their mouths and called messages across, appealing to us for the Italian words. “Hope you have a good catch tomorrow, a whole netful!” They called to Mario, Esquisto Mario: “Mario, una cioccolata e biscotti!” And this time he heeded and answered with a smile: “Subito, signorini!” Later we had reason to recall this kindly, if rather absent and pensive smile.

			Thus the interval passed, the gong sounded. The audience, which had scattered in conversation, took their places again, the children sat up straight in their chairs with their hands in their laps. The curtain had not been dropped. Cipolla came forward again, with his dipping stride, and began to introduce the second half of the programme with a lecture.

			Let me state once for all that this self-confident cripple was the most powerful hypnotist I have ever seen in my life. It was pretty plain now that he threw dust in the public eye and advertised himself as a prestidigitator on account of police regulations which would have prevented him from making his living by the exercise of his powers. Perhaps this eyewash is the usual thing in Italy; it may be permitted or even connived at by the authorities. Certainly the man had from the beginning made little concealment of the actual nature of his operations; and this second half of the programme was quite frankly and exclusively devoted to one sort of experiment. While he still practised some rhetorical circumlocutions, the tests themselves were one long series of attacks upon the willpower, the loss or compulsion of volition. Comic, exciting, amazing by turns, by midnight they were still in full swing; we ran the gamut of all the phenomena this natural-unnatural field has to show, from the unimpressive at one end of the scale to the monstrous at the other. The audience laughed and applauded as they followed the grotesque details; shook their heads, clapped their knees, fell very frankly under the spell of this stern, self-assured personality. At the same time I saw signs that they were not quite complacent, not quite unconscious of the peculiar ignominy which lay, for the individual and for the general, in Cipolla’s triumphs.

			Two main features were constant in all the experiments: the liquor glass and the claw-handled riding-whip. The first was always invoked to add fuel to his demoniac fires; without it, apparently, they might have burned out. On this score we might even have felt pity for the man; but the whistle of his scourge, the insulting symbol of his domination, before which we all cowered, drowned out every sensation save a dazed and outbraved submission to his power. Did he then lay claim to our sympathy to boot? I was struck by a remark he made﻿—it suggested no less. At the climax of his experiments, by stroking and breathing upon a certain young man who had offered himself as a subject and already proved himself a particularly susceptible one, he had not only put him into the condition known as deep trance and extended his insensible body by neck and feet across the backs of two chairs, but had actually sat down on the rigid form as on a bench, without making it yield. The sight of this unholy figure in a frock-coat squatted on the stiff body was horrible and incredible; the audience, convinced that the victim of this scientific diversion must be suffering, expressed its sympathy: “Ah, poveretto!” Poor soul, poor soul! “Poor soul!” Cipolla mocked them, with some bitterness. “Ladies and gentlemen, you are barking up the wrong tree. Sono io il poveretto. I am the person who is suffering, I am the one to be pitied.” We pocketed the information. Very good. Maybe the experiment was at his expense, maybe it was he who had suffered the cramp when the giovanotto over there had made the faces. But appearances were all against it; and one does not feel like saying poveretto to a man who is suffering to bring about the humiliation of others.

			I have got ahead of my story and lost sight of the sequence of events. To this day my mind is full of the Cavaliere’s feats of endurance; only I do not recall them in their order﻿—which does not matter. So much I do know: that the longer and more circumstantial tests, which got the most applause, impressed me less than some of the small ones which passed quickly over. I remember the young man whose body Cipolla converted into a board, only because of the accompanying remarks which I have quoted. An elderly lady in a cane-seated chair was lulled by Cipolla in the delusion that she was on a voyage to India and gave a voluble account of her adventures by land and sea. But I found this phenomenon less impressive than one which followed immediately after the intermission. A tall, well-built, soldierly man was unable to lift his arm, after the hunchback had told him that he could not and given a cut through the air with his whip. I can still see the face of that stately, mustachioed colonel smiling and clenching his teeth as he struggled to regain his lost freedom of action. A staggering performance! He seemed to be exerting his will, and in vain; the trouble, however, was probably simply that he could not will. There was involved here that recoil of the will upon itself which paralyses choice﻿—as our tyrant had previously explained to the Roman gentleman.

			Still less can I forget the touching scene, at once comic and horrible, with Signora Angiolieri. The Cavaliere, probably in his first bold survey of the room, had spied out her ethereal lack of resistance to his power. For actually he bewitched her, literally drew her out of her seat, out of her row, and away with him whither he willed. And in order to enhance his effect, he bade Signor Angiolieri call upon his wife by her name, to throw, as it were, all the weight of his existence and his rights in her into the scale, to rouse by the voice of her husband everything in his spouse’s soul which could shield her virtue against the evil assaults of magic. And how vain it all was! Cipolla was standing at some distance from the couple, when he made a single cut with his whip through the air. It caused our landlady to shudder violently and turn her face towards him. “Sofronia!” cried Signor Angiolieri﻿—we had not known that Signora Angiolieri’s name was Sofronia. And he did well to call, everybody saw that there was no time to lose. His wife kept her face turned in the direction of the diabolical Cavaliere, who with his ten long yellow fingers was making passes at his victim, moving backwards as he did so, step by step. Then Signora Angiolieri, her pale face gleaming, rose up from her seat, turned right round, and began to glide after him. Fatal and forbidding sight! Her face as though moonstruck, stiff-armed, her lovely hands lifted a little at the wrists, the feet as it were together, she seemed to float slowly out of her row and after the tempter. “Call her, sir, keep on calling,” prompted the redoubtable man. And Signor Angiolieri, in a weak voice, called: “Sofronia!” Ah, again and again he called; as his wife went further off he even curved one hand round his lips and beckoned with the other as he called. But the poor voice of love and duty echoed unheard, in vain, behind the lost one’s back; the signora swayed along, moonstruck, deaf, enslaved; she glided into the middle aisle and down it towards the fingering hunchback, towards the door. We were driven to the conviction, that she would have followed her master, had he so willed it, to the ends of the earth.

			“Accidente!” cried out Signor Angiolieri, in genuine affright, springing up as the exit was reached. But at the same moment the Cavaliere put aside, as it were, the triumphal crown and broke off. “Enough, signora, I thank you,” he said, and offered his arm to lead her back to her husband. “Signor,” he greeted the latter, “here is your wife. Unharmed, with my compliments, I give her into your hands. Cherish with all the strength of your manhood a treasure which is so wholly yours, and let your zeal be quickened by knowing that there are powers stronger than reason or virtue, and not always so magnanimously ready to relinquish their prey!”

			Poor Signor Angiolieri, so quiet, so bald! He did not look as though he would know how to defend his happiness, even against powers much less demoniac than these which were now adding mockery to frightfulness. Solemnly and pompously the Cavaliere retired to the stage, amid applause to which his eloquence gave double strength. It was this particular episode, I feel sure, that set the seal upon his ascendancy. For now he made them dance, yes, literally; and the dancing lent a dissolute, abandoned, topsy-turvy air to the scene, a drunken abdication of the critical spirit which had so long resisted the spell of this man. Yes, he had had to fight to get the upper hand﻿—for instance against the animosity of the young Roman gentleman, whose rebellious spirit threatened to serve others as a rallying-point. But it was precisely upon the importance of example that the Cavaliere was so strong. He had the wit to make his attack at the weakest point and to choose as his first victim that feeble, ecstatic youth whom he had previously made into a board. The master had but to look at him, when this young man would fling himself back as though struck by lightning, place his hands rigidly at his sides, and fall into a state of military somnambulism, in which it was plain to any eye that he was open to the most absurd suggestion that might be made to him. He seemed quite content in his abject state, quite pleased to be relieved of the burden of voluntary choice. Again and again he offered himself as a subject and gloried in the model facility he had in losing consciousness. So now he mounted the platform, and a single cut of the whip was enough to make him dance to the Cavaliere’s orders, in a kind of complacent ecstasy, eyes closed, head nodding, lank limbs flying in all directions.

			It looked unmistakably like enjoyment, and other recruits were not long in coming forward: two other young men, one humbly and one well dressed, were soon jigging alongside the first. But now the gentleman from Rome bobbed up again, asking defiantly if the Cavaliere would engage to make him dance too, even against his will.

			“Even against your will,” answered Cipolla, in unforgettable accents. That frightful “anche se non vuole” still rings in my ears. The struggle began. After Cipolla had taken another little glass and lighted a fresh cigarette he stationed the Roman at a point in the middle aisle and himself took up a position some distance behind, making his whip whistle through the air as he gave the order: “Balla!” His opponent did not stir. “Balla!” repeated the Cavaliere incisively, and snapped his whip. You saw the young man move his neck round in his collar; at the same time one hand lifted slightly at the wrist, one ankle turned outward. But that was all, for the time at least; merely a tendency to twitch, now sternly repressed, now seeming about to get the upper hand. It escaped nobody that here a heroic obstinacy, a fixed resolve to resist, must needs be conquered; we were beholding a gallant effort to strike out and save the honour of the human race. He twitched but danced not; and the struggle was so prolonged that the Cavaliere had to divide his attention between it and the stage, turning now and then to make his riding-whip whistle in the direction of the dancers, as it were to keep them in leash. At the same time he advised the audience that no fatigue was involved in such activities, however long they went on, since it was not the automatons up there who danced, but himself. Then once more his eye would bore itself into the back of the Roman’s neck and lay siege to the strength of purpose which defied him.

			One saw it waver, that strength of purpose, beneath the repeated summons and whip-crackings. Saw with an objective interest which yet was not quite free from traces of sympathetic emotion﻿—from pity, even from a cruel kind of pleasure. If I understand what was going on, it was the negative character of the young man’s fighting position which was his undoing. It is likely that not willing is not a practicable state of mind; not to want to do something may be in the long run a mental content impossible to subsist on. Between not willing a certain thing and not willing at all, in other words, yielding to another person’s will, there may lie too small a space for the idea of freedom to squeeze into. Again, there were the Cavaliere’s persuasive words, woven in among the whip-crackings and commands, as he mingled effects that were his own secret with others of a bewilderingly psychological kind. “Balla!” said he. “Who wants to torture himself like that? Is forcing yourself your idea of freedom? Una ballatina! Why, your arms and legs are aching for it. What a relief to give way to them﻿—there, you are dancing already! That is no struggle any more, it is a pleasure!” And so it was. The jerking and twitching of the refractory youth’s limbs had at last got the upper hand; he lifted his arms, then his knees, his joints quite suddenly relaxed, he flung his legs and danced, and amid bursts of applause the Cavaliere led him to join the row of puppets on the stage. Up there we could see his face as he “enjoyed” himself; it was clothed in a broad grin and the eyes were half-shut. In a way, it was consoling to see that he was having a better time than he had had in the hour of his pride.

			His “fall” was, I may say, an epoch. The ice was completely broken, Cipolla’s triumph had reached its height. The Circe’s wand, that whistling leather whip with the claw-handle, held absolute sway. At one time﻿—it must have been well after midnight﻿—not only were there eight or ten persons dancing on the little stage, but in the hall below a varied animation reigned, and a long-toothed Anglo-Saxoness in a pince-nez left her seat of her own motion to perform a tarantella in the centre aisle. Cipolla was lounging in a cane-seated chair at the left of the stage, gulping down the smoke of a cigarette and breathing it impudently out through his bad teeth. He tapped his foot and shrugged his shoulders, looking down upon the abandoned scene in the hall; now and then he snapped his whip backwards at a laggard upon the stage. The children were awake at the moment. With shame I speak of them. For it was not good to be here, least of all for them; that we had not taken them away can only be explained by saying that we had caught the general devil-may-careness of the hour. By that time it was all one. Anyhow, thank goodness, they lacked understanding for the disreputable side of the entertainment, and in their innocence were perpetually charmed by the unheard-of indulgence which permitted them to be present at such a thing as a magician’s “evening.” Whole quarter-hours at a time they drowsed on our laps, waking refreshed and rosy-cheeked, with sleep-drunken eyes, to laugh to bursting at the leaps and jumps the magician made those people up there make. They had not thought it would be so jolly; they joined with their clumsy little hands in every round of applause. And jumped for joy upon their chairs, as was their wont, when Cipolla beckoned to their friend Mario from Esquisito, beckoned to him just like a picture in a book, holding his hand in front of his nose and bending and straightening the forefinger by turns.

			Mario obeyed. I can see him now going up the stairs to Cipolla, who continued to beckon him, in that droll, picture-book sort of way. He hesitated for a moment at first; that, too, I recall quite clearly. During the whole evening he had lounged against a wooden pillar at the side entrance, with his arms folded, or else with his hands thrust into his jacket pockets. He was on our left, near the youth with the militant hair, and had followed the performance attentively, so far as we had seen, if with no particular animation and God knows how much comprehension. He could not much relish being summoned thus, at the end of the evening. But it was only too easy to see why he obeyed. After all, obedience was his calling in life; and then, how should a simple lad like him find it within his human capacity to refuse compliance to a man so throned and crowned as Cipolla at that hour? Willy-nilly he left his column and with a word of thanks to those making way for him he mounted the steps with a doubtful smile on his full lips.

			Picture a thickset youth of twenty years, with clipped hair, a low forehead, and heavy-lidded eyes of an indefinite grey, shot with green and yellow. These things I knew from having spoken with him, as we often had. There was a saddle of freckles on the flat nose, the whole upper half of the face retreated behind the lower, and that again was dominated by thick lips that parted to show the salivated teeth. These thick lips and the veiled look of the eyes lent the whole face a primitive melancholy﻿—it was that which had drawn us to him from the first. In it was not the faintest trace of brutality﻿—indeed, his hands would have given the lie to such an idea, being unusually slender and delicate even for a southerner. They were hands by which one liked being served.

			We knew him humanly without knowing him personally, if I may make that distinction. We saw him nearly every day, and felt a certain kindness for his dreamy ways, which might at times be actual inattentiveness, suddenly transformed into a redeeming zeal to serve. His mien was serious, only the children could bring a smile to his face. It was not sulky, but uningratiating, without intentional effort to please﻿—or, rather, it seemed to give up being pleasant in the conviction that it could not succeed. We should have remembered Mario in any case, as one of those homely recollections of travel which often stick in the mind better than more important ones. But of his circumstances we knew no more than that his father was a petty clerk in the Municipio and his mother took in washing.

			His white waiter’s-coat became him better than the faded striped suit he wore, with a gay coloured scarf instead of a collar, the ends tucked into his jacket. He neared Cipolla, who however did not leave off that motion of his finger before his nose, so that Mario had to come still closer, right up to the chair-seat and the master’s legs. Whereupon the latter spread out his elbows and seized the lad, turning him so that we had a view of his face. Then gazed him briskly up and down, with a careless, commanding eye.

			“Well, ragazzo mio, how comes it we make acquaintance so late in the day? But believe me, I made yours long ago. Yes, yes, I’ve had you in my eye this long while and known what good stuff you were made of. How could I go and forget you again? Well, I’ve had a good deal to think about.﻿ ﻿… Now tell me, what is your name? The first name, that’s all I want.”

			“My name is Mario,” the young man answered, in a low voice.

			“Ah, Mario. Very good. Yes, yes, there is such a name, quite a common name, a classic name too, one of those which preserve the heroic traditions of the Fatherland. Bravo! Salve!” And he flung up his arm slantingly above his crooked shoulder, palm outward, in the Roman salute. He may have been slightly tipsy by now, and no wonder; but he spoke as before, clearly, fluently, and with emphasis. Though about this time there had crept into his voice a gross, autocratic note, and a kind of arrogance was in his sprawl.

			“Well, now, Mario mio,” he went on, “it’s a good thing you came this evening, and that’s a pretty scarf you’ve got on; it is becoming to your style of beauty. It must stand you in good stead with the girls, the pretty pretty girls of Torre﻿—”

			From the row of youths, close by the place where Mario had been standing, sounded a laugh. It came from the youth with the militant hair. He stood there, his jacket over his shoulder, and laughed outright, rudely and scornfully.

			Mario gave a start. I think it was a shrug, but he may have started and then hastened to cover the movement by shrugging his shoulders, as much as to say that the neckerchief and the fair sex were matters of equal indifference to him.

			The Cavaliere gave a downward glance.

			“We needn’t trouble about him,” he said. “He is jealous, because your scarf is so popular with the girls, maybe partly because you and I are so friendly up here. Perhaps he’d like me to put him in mind of his colic﻿—I could do it free of charge. Tell me, Mario. You’ve come here this evening for a bit of fun﻿—and in the daytime you work in an ironmonger’s shop?”

			“In a café,” corrected the youth.

			“Oh, in a café. That’s where Cipolla nearly came a cropper! What you are is a cupbearer, a Ganymede﻿—I like that, it is another classical allusion﻿—Salvietta!” Again the Cavaliere saluted, to the huge gratification of his audience.

			Mario smiled too. “But before that,” he interpolated, in the interest of accuracy, “I worked for a while in a shop in Portoclemente.” He seemed visited by a natural desire to assist the prophecy by dredging out its essential features.

			“There, didn’t I say so? In an ironmonger’s shop?”

			“They kept combs and brushes,” Mario got round it.

			“Didn’t I say that you were not always a Ganymede? Not always at the sign of the serviette? Even when Cipolla makes a mistake, it is a kind that makes you believe in him. Now tell me: Do you believe in me?”

			An indefinite gesture.

			“A halfway answer,” commented the Cavaliere. “Probably it is not easy to win your confidence. Even for me, I can see, it is not so easy. I see in your features a reserve, a sadness, un tratto di malinconia﻿ ﻿… tell me” (he seized Mario’s hand persuasively) “have you troubles?”

			“Nossignore,” answered Mario, promptly and decidedly.

			“You have troubles,” insisted the Cavaliere, bearing down the denial by the weight of his authority. “Can’t I see? Trying to pull the wool over Cipolla’s eyes, are you? Of course, about the girls﻿—it is a girl, isn’t it? You have love troubles?”

			Mario gave a vigorous head-shake. And again the giovanotto’s brutal laugh rang out. The Cavaliere gave heed. His eyes were roving about somewhere in the airs but he cocked an ear to the sound, then swung his whip backwards, as he had once or twice before in his conversation with Mario, that none of his puppets might flag in their zeal. The gesture had nearly cost him his new prey: Mario gave a sudden start in the direction of the steps. But Cipolla had him in his clutch.

			“Not so fast,” said he. “That would be fine, wouldn’t it? So you want to skip, do you, Ganymede, right in the middle of the fun, or, rather, when it is just beginning? Stay with me, I’ll show you something nice. I’ll convince you. You have no reason to worry, I promise you. This girl﻿—you know her and others know her too﻿—what’s her name? Wait! I read the name in your eyes, it is on the tip of my tongue and yours too﻿—”

			“Silvestra!” shouted the giovanotto from below.

			The Cavaliere’s face did not change.

			“Aren’t there the forward people?” he asked, not looking down, more as in undisturbed converse with Mario. “Aren’t there the young fighting-cocks that crow in season and out? Takes the word out of your mouth, the conceited fool, and seems to think he has some special right to it. Let him be. But Silvestra, your Silvestra﻿—ah, what a girl that is! What a prize! Brings your heart into your mouth to see her walk or laugh or breathe, she is so lovely. And her round arms when she washes, and tosses her head back to get the hair out of her eyes! An angel from paradise!”

			Mario started at him, his head thrust forward. He seemed to have forgotten the audience, forgotten where he was. The red rings round his eyes had got larger, they looked as though they were painted on. His thick lips parted.

			“And she makes you suffer, this angel,” went on Cipolla, “or, rather, you make yourself suffer for her﻿—there is a difference, my lad, a most important difference, let me tell you. There are misunderstandings in love, maybe nowhere else in the world are there so many. I know what you are thinking: what does this Cipolla, with his little physical defect, know about love? Wrong, all wrong, he knows a lot. He has a wide and powerful understanding of its workings, and it pays to listen to his advice. But let’s leave Cipolla out, cut him out altogether and think only of Silvestra, your peerless Silvestra! What! Is she to give any young gamecock the preference, so that he can laugh while you cry? To prefer him to a chap like you, so full of feeling and so sympathetic? Not very likely, is it? It is impossible﻿—we know better, Cipolla and she. If I were to put myself in her place and choose between the two of you, a tarry lout like that﻿—a codfish, a sea-urchin﻿—and a Mario, a knight of the serviette, who moves among gentlefolk and hands round refreshments with an air﻿—my word, but my heart would speak in no uncertain tones﻿—it knows to whom I gave it long ago. It is time that he should see and understand, my chosen one! It is time that you see me and recognize me, Mario, my beloved! Tell me, who am I?”

			It was grisly, the way the betrayer made himself irresistible, wreathed and coquetted with his crooked shoulder, languished with the puffy eyes, and showed his splintered teeth in a sickly smile. And alas, at his beguiling words, what was come of our Mario? It is hard for me to tell, hard as it was for me to see; for here was nothing less than an utter abandonment of the inmost soul, a public exposure of timid and deluded passion and rapture. He put his hands across his mouth, his shoulders rose and fell with his pantings. He could not, it was plain, trust his eyes and ears for joy, and the one thing he forgot was precisely that he could not trust them. “Silvestra!” he breathed, from the very depths of his vanquished heart.

			“Kiss me!” said the hunchback. “Trust me, I love thee. Kiss me here.” And with the tip of his index finger, hand, arm, and little finger outspread, he pointed to his cheek, near the mouth. And Mario bent and kissed him.

			It had grown very still in the room. That was a monstrous moment, grotesque and thrilling, the moment of Mario’s bliss. In that evil span of time, crowded with a sense of the illusiveness of all joy, one sound became audible, and that not quite at once, but on the instant of the melancholy and ribald meeting between Mario’s lips and the repulsive flesh which thrust itself forward for his caress. It was the sound of a laugh, from the giovanotto on our left. It broke into the dramatic suspense of the moment, coarse, mocking, and yet﻿—or I must have been grossly mistaken﻿—with an undertone of compassion for the poor bewildered, victimized creature. It had a faint ring of that “Poveretto” which Cipolla had declared was wasted on the wrong person, when he claimed the pity for his own.

			The laugh still rang in the air when the recipient of the caress gave his whip a little swish, low down, close to his chair-leg, and Mario started up and flung himself back. He stood in that posture staring, his hands one over the other on those desecrated lips. Then he beat his temples with his clenched fists, over and over; turned and staggered down the steps, while the audience applauded, and Cipolla sat there with his hands in his lap, his shoulders shaking. Once below, and even while in full retreat, Mario hurled himself round with legs flung wide apart; one arm flew up, and two flat shattering detonations crashed through applause and laughter.

			There was instant silence. Even the dancers came to a full stop and stared about, struck dumb. Cipolla bounded from his seat. He stood with his arms spread out, slanting as though to ward everybody off, as though next moment he would cry out: “Stop! Keep back! Silence! What was that?” Then, in that instant, he sank back in his seat, his head rolling on his chest; in the next he had fallen sideways to the floor, where he lay motionless, a huddled heap of clothing, with limbs awry.

			The commotion was indescribable. Ladies hid their faces, shuddering, on the breasts of their escorts. There were shouts for a doctor, for the police. People flung themselves on Mario in a mob, to disarm him, to take away the weapon that hung from his fingers﻿—that small, dull-metal, scarcely pistol-shaped tool with hardly any barrel﻿—in how strange and unexpected a direction had fate levelled it!

			And now﻿—now finally, at last﻿—we took the children and led them towards the exit, past the pair of carabinieri just entering. Was that the end, they wanted to know, that they might go in peace? Yes, we assured them, that was the end. An end of horror, a fatal end. And yet a liberation﻿—for I could not, and I cannot, but find it so!
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