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Ehrengard

An old lady told this story.

A hundred and twenty years ago, she began,
my story told itself, at greater length of time
than you or I can give to it, and with a throng
of details and particulars which we can never
hope to know. The men and women who then
gradually built it up, and to whom it was a
matter of life and death, are all long gone.
They may be, by this time and before the
throne of the Lamb, occasionally exchanging
a smile and a remark: "O yes! And do you
remember...?" The roads and paths on which
it moved are overgrown with grass, or are no
more to be found.

The very country in which it began,
developed and came to an end, may be said to
have faded out of existence. For it was, in
those good days, a fair, free and flourishing



small principality of old Germany, and its
sovereign was responsible to no one but God
in Heaven. But later on, when times and men
grew harder, it was silently and sadly
swallowed up into the great new German
Empire.

I am not going to give you the real name of
this country, nor of the ladies and gentlemen
within my tale. These latter would not have
liked me to do so. To them a name was a
sacred thing, and with both pride and
humility each of them held his or her name to
be the noblest and most important—and the
lasting—part of his or her person and
existence. Moreover, these names are all well
known, most of them appearing and
reappearing in the history of their country.
The family upon which my story turns was
indeed no mere family but a house, and its
good or bad luck, its honor and disgrace,
were no ordinary family matters, but dynastic
concerns.

So to begin with, my dearest, I shall inform
you that the stage of our little comedy or



tragedy was the lovely country and the fine
city of Babenhausen, and that you will be
devoting your attention to a chronicle of the
Grand Ducal house of Fugger-Babenhausen.
And as in the course of my narrative new
gentlemen and ladies make their appearance
in it, I shall endeavor to find a new noble
name for each of them.

The story may be said to fall into three
parts, the first of which—although I fear that
it may seem to you a bit lengthy—is in reality
only a kind of prelude to the second and third.

And so we begin.

* * * * *

The Grand Duke and Grand Duchess of
Babenhausen for a long time were childless
and grieved over their lot. Particular
circumstances made the misfortune more
fatal. For the Grand Duke was the last of his
line, and should he leave no son after him, the
ducal crown would pass to a lateral branch of
the dynasty, of doubtful legitimacy and



principles. Great disturbance in the state
might be the consequence.

It was therefore a great joy and relief to the
loyal subjects of Babenhausen as well as to
the Grand Ducal couple themselves when,
after a waiting time of fifteen years, an heir
was born. His cousins of the lateral branch bit
their fingers and now, the sweet hope before
them gone, took no trouble at all about their
reputation, but openly surrounded themselves
with the malcontents of the country.

Young Prince Lothar grew up graceful and
wise. His proud parents appointed the best
teachers in the nation for him, and took care
to keep the wickedness and vulgarity of the
world from him. For sixteen or seventeen
years things were as happy as possible. Then
a curious and unexpected anxiety began to
stir in the heart of the Grand Duchess.

Very old families will sometimes feel upon
them the shadow of annihilation. The plant
loses contact with the soil, and while it may
still put forth a single flower of exquisite



loveliness, the root withers. The Grand
Duchess came to wonder whether her son
were not all too perfect for this world.

There was in Prince Lothar's ethereal and
serene beauty a strain of aloofness which set
him alone amongst the youths of his court
and his generation. While he was devoted to
the arts, and was himself a distinguished
dilettante in music and painting and a skilled
botanist and astronomer, the actual human
world around him seemed incapable of
captivating or holding him. He was never
known of his own accord to touch any human
being, he even shrank a little from the
caresses of his mother. The time arrived when
the Grand Duchess thought it her duty to
form plans for his marriage, and she found
that to this youth, whom any princess might
be happy to call husband, the idea of
marriage was as remote as the idea of death.

All women in their heart feel that through
the toils of pregnancy and the pangs of
childbirth they have become entitled to an
everlasting life in the flesh and on the earth.



The Grand Duchess might claim this reward
before other ladies of Babenhausen inasmuch
as she had entered into matrimony with the
sole idea of maintaining an ancient noble
house, and loyally had given herself over to
her mission. She had been brought to
understand that, by law of nature, a more
ardent initiative was required by her partner
in the task, and earlier in life the fact had
vexed and upset her, and had even cost her
tears. By now she had become fully
reconciled to it. She watched the angelic face
and figure of her son and was seized by a
cruel apprehension. Had her loyalty, her
exertions and pain, served to postpone by one
generation only the extinction of the dynasty
of Fugger-Babenhausen?

Till this time the Grand Duchess had
preferred for the ducal household ladies of a
certain age and of homely appearance. Now
she gradually appointed more attractive
representatives of the sex to her staff. She
gave a number of court balls and she
encouraged her son to frequent the opera and
the ballet. The Prince danced at the balls and



came back from the theater delighted. He
admired beauty in women as he admired it in
flowers and was ever courteous to the ladies.
But la belle passion as his young companions
knew it, to him seemed to remain alien. His
mother became impatient with her ladies and
with the stars of the stage. What were they
about, she indignantly asked herself, to be
such bunglers in their métier de femme?

It so happened that at this time the Grand
Duchess was having her portrait painted by
that great artist the Geheimrat Wolfgang
Cazotte.

Herr Cazotte at the age of forty-five had
painted the portraits of most queens and
princesses of Europe and was persona grata at
a dozen courts. His fresh and pure nudes were
bought at fancy prices by the galleries. At the
same time he was on easy and friendly terms
with street hawkers, circus performers and
flower girls. He had velvety brown eyes, a
red mouth and a remarkably sweet voice.

Although more than twice the age of Prince



Lothar, Herr Cazotte for some time had been
his closest friend and most constant
companion. The young Prince felt a sincere
admiration for the artist's extraordinary gifts,
and the two had long talks together on
elevated matters.

The Grand Duchess so far had not favored
the friendship, for if Herr Cazotte was famous
as a portraitist of fair ladies, he was no less
celebrated and talked about as their conqueror
and seducer, the irresistible Don Juan of his
age.

My great-grandmother, Countess von
Gassner, was Herr Cazotte's friend. A long
time ago, when he had been a very poor
young boy of Babenhausen and she a very
great lady and a bel esprit of the city, she had
discovered his genius had seen to it that he
got a painting master and leisure for his
studies, and had even for a while adopted him
into her own house. Herr Cazotte had a gift
for gratitude, and she on her side remembered
him as the very last of the row of pretty
youths whom she had helped to a career, the



two were dear to one another's heart. Later,
when she had lost her great beauty, she had
retired out of the world to her chateau in the
country and had not wanted any of her old
friends to see her again. For many years she
and he had not met. But they had kept up a
correspondence which pleased them both,
him because it was in itself inspiring to him,
her because in his letters he addressed her as
a woman who might still be desired. Herr
Cazotte was a very discreet person and could
keep a secret with anyone, but he made an
exception with my great-grandmother and felt
free to pass on to her any knowledge of his
and even the secrets of his friends, aware that
none of it would ever get any further. Most of
my knowledge with regard to the story of
Ehrengard I owe to his letters to her.

She expostulated with him on his
fickleness, and he answered her:

Dear, adored Lady,

You call an artist a seducer and are
not aware that you are paying him



the highest of compliments. The
whole attitude of the artist towards
the Universe is that of a seducer.

For what does seduction mean but
the ability to make, with infinite
trouble, patience and perseverance,
the object upon which you
concentrate your mind give forth,
voluntarily and enraptured, its very
core and essence? Aye, and to
reach, in the process, a higher
beauty than it could ever, under any
other circumstances, have attained?
I have seduced an old earthenware
pot and two lemons into yielding
their inmost being to me, to become
mine and, at that same moment, to
become phenomena of
overwhelming loveliness and
delight.

But most of all to be seduced is the
privilege of woman, the which man
may well envy her. Where would you
be, my proud ladies, if you did not



recognize the seducer in every man
within waft of your petticoats? For
however admirable she be, the
woman who does not awaken in man
the instinct of seducer is like the
horse of the Chevalier de
Kerguelen, which had all the good
qualities in the world, but which was
dead. And what poor unworthy
creatures would we men be, did we
not endeavor to draw forth, like the
violinist with the bow upon the
strings, the full abundance and
virtue of the instrument within our
hands?

But do not imagine, wise and
sagacious Mama, that the seducer's
art must in each individual
engagement fetch him the same
trophy. There are women who give
out the fullness of their womanhood
in a smile, a side glance or a waltz,
and others who will be giving it in
their tears. I may drink off a bottle
of Rhine wine to its last drop, but I



sip only one glass of a fine, and
there be rare vintages from which I
covet nothing but the bouquet. The
honest and loyal seducer, when he
has obtained the smile, the side
glance, the waltz or the tears, will
uncover his head to the lady, his
heart filled with gratitude, and will
be dreading only one thing: that he
may ever meet her again.

It was a symptom of the Grand Duchess'
altered politics that she did now view Herr
Cazotte with a lenient eye, that during the
sittings she lent a gracious ear to his
converse, airily expressed her own opinions
on life, and in the end hinted at her
misgivings with regard to her son. The
slightest of hints was sufficient, the painter
read the Grand Ducal mind like a book, and
like an aeolian harp responded to its inaudible
sigh.

"Let me," he said, "endeavor to give words



to my sentiments. It is true that, generally
speaking, in a boy or a youth the qualities of
inexperience and intactness, and of innocence
itself, are looked upon as merely negative
traits, that is, as the absence of knowledge or
of zeal. But there are natures of such rare
nobility that with them no quality nor
condition will ever be negative. Incorporated
in such a mind anything partakes in its
soundness and purity. To the plastic unity of
an exalted spirit no conflict exists, but nature
and ideal are one. Idea and action, too, are
one, inasmuch as the idea is an action and the
action an idea. When Prince Lothar makes his
choice he will do so in an instant and with the
wholeness of his nature. Today he watches
his young friends dissipating their hearts in
petty cash, he does not judge them, but he
knows that their ways are not his way."

The Grand Duchess was comforted by Herr
Cazotte's speech, she listened to his advice,
and together they thought out a project.

For some time the Grand Duke and Grand
Duchess had been urging their son to pay a



visit to such courts of Europe as had
princesses of his own age, while on his side
Prince Lothar had longed to make a tour to
the great centers of art in the company of his
learned friend. Obviously now the two
purposes might be combined. Herr Cazotte,
acting as both worldly and spiritual attaché to
the youth, would imperceptibly lead his steps
to the desired goal. Prince Lothar at once
delightedly agreed to the arrangement and
looked forward to his aesthetic pilgrimage.
The Grand Duchess and Herr Cazotte also,
with much zeal, looked round in every
direction.

Herr Cazotte from the beginning had had
his eyes on a particular court, that of
Leuchtenstein. The principality of
Leuchtenstein was about the size of the
Grand Duchy of Babenhausen and its ruling
house in age and purity of blood vied with the
Grand Duke's own. The worthy Prince of
Leuchtenstein had unfortunately lost his
consort, but was fortunate in possessing five
fair daughters. On a former visit to the court
Herr Cazotte had painted the portraits of the



young ladies and had all the time been feeling
that for the task he needed the brush of
Master Greuze. Since then the two eldest
princesses had made pretty marriages, the
third in age, Princess Ludmilla, by now was
seventeen years old.

If the princely house of Leuchtenstein, Herr
Cazotte reasoned, were running any risk of
decline and annihilation, it was not from
withering or from losing contact with this
world. The noble family might, on the very
contrary, perish from mere exuberance of life,
like a tree through a long time blooming and
blossoming to excess. Within the cluster of
Leuchtenstein maidens the artist had scented
a quality of unconscious seductiveness, that
rose-like fullness and fragrance which
guilelessly allured the passer-by to pick the
flower. He led his steps, and those of Prince
Lothar, to Leuchtenstein.

Many tales in the course of time have come
to surround Prince Lothar's courtship.

It was said that the youth, inspired by Herr



Cazotte's description of Princess Ludmilla,
had insisted on making his first appearance at
her father's court in disguise, in the role of a
simple young pupil of the great painter. A
serenade, composed by him, is still sung in
Leuchtenstein and Babenhausen. Of these
things I can tell you nothing with certainty,
they shall be left to the imagination of
romantic persons.

Be this as it may, the young princely
worshipper of the Muses returned to his own
court, craving nothing in the world but to
marry Princess Ludmilla of Leuchtenstein.

The ceremonial demand in marriage was
made and accepted. And on a bright October
day, when the vintage was just finished, the
city of Babenhausen welcomed its young
Princess. Fresh and pure as a peony bud,
tender and playful as a child, the bride made
the loyal Babenhauseners scatter their very
hearts with the rain of flowers upon the
pavement before her coach.

A row of brilliant balls, banquets and gala



performances ensued. The whole court was
smiling, and old chamberlains with tears in
their eyes witnessed the display of princely
matrimonial happiness.

The young couple, like two instruments of
different nature, melted together in melodious
happiness. Princess Ludmilla, delighted to
delight, led the dance, and Prince Lothar, still
wooing what he had won, followed his young
wife through all its figures. The Grand
Duchess looked on and smiled. The glory of
the house of Fugger-Babenhausen was to be
maintained.

It was and it was not. On a day shortly
before Christmas Prince Lothar came to see
his mother and calmly and candidly, as he did
everything, informed her that the Ducal heir,
on whom her mind and heart had for so long
been concentrating, was about to make his
entry in the world a full two months before
law and decency permitted.

The Grand Duchess was struck dumb, first
with amazement, for she had never imagined



the possibility of such a thing in bonne
compagnie. Then with horror, for what would
the nation think of a scandal in the ruling
house—what, in particular, would the
dubious branch of the house itself think, and
make, of it? In the end with terrible wrath
against her son. And with this last emotion
came a crushing feeling of guilt. For had she
not herself delivered her frail child into the
hands of that demonic figure, Herr Cazotte,
and had not Herr Cazotte, talking about
Lothar, pronounced the sentence: "With him
the idea is action." The Grand Duchess
trembled.

The next moment she was folded in the
arms of the miscreant himself. And in this
embrace, the first that her son had ever
offered her on his own accord, her whole
being melted. The world was changed round
her, slowly, like a landscape at sunrise, it
filled with new surprising tinges of
tenderness and rapture. And this, I may here
state, was the first triumph of the cherubic
child upon whose small figure so much of my
tale does turn.



Before she had spoken a word the Grand
Duchess had determined to side with her son
and daughter-in-law. She would keep their
secret even from her husband. She took no
further decision at the moment, but when
Prince Lothar had left her and she was again
alone, she realized that a line of action would
have to be found.

To her own surprise the Grand Duchess at
once found herself longing for Herr Cazotte.
The tail and cloven hoof of the gentleman
faded out of the picture, she recalled his
second remark about Lothar ("And with him
the action is idea") and smiled.

But Herr Cazotte was away in Rome,
painting the portrait of Cardinal Salviati. So
the Grand Duchess spent the strangest
Christmas of her life, with a dimly radiant
Christmas tree somewhere in front of her and
parcels of secrets in her drawers.

However, between Christmas and the New
Year an event took place which gave her a
kind of respite. On a sledge party in the



mountains the two panached horses before
the young princely couple's sledge shied at an
old woman carrying wood, ran away and
upset the sledge in a deep drift of snow. None
of the passengers came to any harm, Princess
Ludmilla's rosy face laughed up at her
rescuers. But her mother-in-law was alarmed,
she sent for the old physician-in-ordinary,
Professor Putziger, and told him everything.
Professor Putziger ordered his patient to stay
in bed for three weeks; for that length of time
the Grand Duchess felt a kind of safety.

A fortnight later Herr Cazotte returned from
Rome, pleased with his portrait. The Grand
Duchess at once sent for him. Although she
felt it beneath her to lay any responsibility on
him, the artist realized that he was here being
taken to task as a person at home in the land
of romance and as Prince Lothar's guide and
mentor in it.

"Madame," said Herr Cazotte, "The Lord
God, that great artist, at times paints his
pictures in such a manner as to be best
appreciated at a long distance. A hundred and



fifty years hence your present predicament
will have all the look of an idyll composed to
delight its spectators. Your difficulty at this
moment is that you are a little too close to it."

"I am very close to it, mon ami," said the
Grand Duchess.

"Each of your loyal subjects," said Herr
Cazotte, "did he know of the matter which
now vexes you, would smile in his heart, for
all the world loves a lover. At the same time
he might feel it his duty to pull a grave face.
You are feeling and behaving just like him,
Madame. Do not let your own face deceive
you."

"But what are we to do?" asked the Grand
Duchess.

"Providence," said Herr Cazotte, "has
stepped in to help us. We must not fall out of
step with it."

He developed to the Grand Duchess a plan
which, although it must have been conceived



on the spot, seemed well thought through.

The Grand Duke and the nation of
Babenhausen, he pronounced, would be
informed, quite truthfully, that a hope for the
dynasty was dawning. The date for the happy
event, in the announcement to them, would
be put down for the middle of July. They
would further be informed that upon
Professor Putziger's advice the Princess
should keep to her bed for three months, and
that even after that period she would have to
live in utmost seclusion.

During these three months a country resort
must be found, everything in it arranged as
comfortably and harmoniously as possible,
and a small trustworthy court formed. In
April the precious patient would be escorted,
with care, to the chosen residence and there,
in the middle of May, the infant would
actually be born.

It was upon the subsequent two months that
the whole matter turned. That period alone
would be really perilous, and the partisans of



the rightful Grand Ducal house were here
called upon to form as a stone wall of loyal
hearts round an exalted secret. At the end of
it, on the fifteenth of July, a cannonade—the
cannonade, it was to be hoped, of a hundred
and one guns announcing the birth of a male
heir—from the old citadel of Babenhausen
would proclaim to town and country the great
and happy news.

Certainly one would have to be careful even
after that date. The traditional pompous
baptism must be held within a few weeks.
Here it was a lucky thing that the old
Archbishop was extremely short-sighted.
After this great event the young princely
couple might quite naturally take up their
summer residence for the rest of the season.
And about the end of September the proud
Babenhauseners would be pluming
themselves on their lusty and clever little
Prince.

The Grand Duchess went through the plan
carefully and approved of it. In further
meetings between her and Herr Cazotte, at



times joined by the young father-to-be, it was
built up in detail.

The choice of the residence itself was
entrusted to Herr Cazotte. After various
expeditions this gentleman for Princess
Ludmilla's place of confinement picked out
the little chateau of Rosenbad, a rococo
hermitage, charmingly situated on a mountain
slope by a lake and among woods, and
isolated from the rest of the world. For a
month he devoted all his talents to fitting out
and furnishing the place.

Next a list of the members of the small
court was drawn up. Old Professor Putziger
as a matter of course would be staying at the
chateau in constant attention to the Princess.
A distinguished Oberhofmeisterin was found
in the Countess Poggendorff, who twenty-
five years before had been maid-of-honor to
the Grand Duchess herself. The Grand
Duchess' old maid and valet were transferred
from her service to that of her daughter-in-
law. The roll was lengthening sweetly.



The Grand Duchess, participating in an
intrigue, was rejuvenated by thirty years. She
might to the one side partake of her consort's
legitimate dynastic gratification, while to the
other she kept herself pleasantly occupied by
little tête-a-têtes with Herr Cazotte. She even
undertook two trips to Schloss Rosenbad.

A problem presented itself with the
nomination of a maid-of-honor to the
Princess. The present one was not, to the
mind of the Grand Duchess, all that could be
desired, for she had three married sisters at
court, all three notable gossips. The question
when gone into proved more difficult than
first assumed, for the young lady who was to
hold the office would have to be of such
birth, education and appearance as would to
the eyes of the world justify her election. She
would furthermore have to be young and
sweet-tempered, since the Princess in her
seclusion would want a companion of her
own age and temperament. And where does
one, these days, find a pleasant young girl of
the highest society with the elevation of
mind, the steadfastness of character and the



unwavering loyalty of heart demanded by the
situation? Tell me that, my dear Herr Cazotte!

Herr Cazotte sat for some time in silence
with a thoughtful face. Possibly he had
already made his choice, but was taking
pleasure in letting the highborn maidens of
Babenhausen pass muster before his inner
eye.

In the end he said: "Ehrengard von
Schreckenstein."

"Schreckenstein?" the Grand Duchess
asked. "The daughter of that General von
Schreckenstein who was my father-in-law's
aide-de-camp?"

"The same," said Herr Cazotte.

"But my dear Herr Cazotte," the Grand
Duchess exclaimed after a moment. "The
Schreckensteins are Lutherans!"

"They are?" said the painter, as if pleasantly
surprised.



"One of the few old Lutheran families of
the country," said the lady. "A very stern,
indeed puritan breed. All military people."

"A most fortunate coincidence," said Herr
Cazotte. "If the Roman Catholic mind has a
greater picturesqueness, the Lutheran mind
has a steelier armature—an armature,
Madame, being that iron skeleton round
which the sculptor builds up his clay."

"The General," said the Grand Duchess,
"was first married to a von Kniphausen and
by her had five sons, all in the army. Then
later in life he married a Solenhofen-Puechau
and by his second wife had this daughter.
Where have you seen the girl? I seem to
remember her now," she added. "Nothing
much to look at."

"O Madame," said Herr Cazotte. "Speak not
so. She has been presented at Court, and I
have seen her. In a white frock. A young
Walkyrie. Brought up in the sternest military
virtues, in the vast and grim castle of
Schreckenstein, the only daughter of a



warrior clan. An almost unbelievably fitting
white-hot young angel with a flaming sword
to stand sentinel before our young lovers'
paradise!"

"Gauche," said the Grand Duchess
thoughtfully.

"Young," Herr Cazotte agreed. "Long-
legged. With big hands and a forehead like a
Nike."

"I have been told, I think," the Grand
Duchess remarked, "that the Schreckenstein
girl is to marry her cousin, a von
Blittersdorff, of my guards. Or that, although
there be no official engagement, the marriage
for a long time has been agreed upon by the
families. Will not the girl blab in her letters to
her fiancé?"

"Unless the young guardsman's birthday
falls within our particular two months," Herr
Cazotte answered, "I doubt whether the
young lady will be writing him any letters at
all. The Schreckensteins are not a literary



family."

"I shall think the matter over," said the
Grand Duchess. "For mind you, this is a very
important post on our list."

"The most important of all," said Herr
Cazotte, "with the exception of one. Of that
of a gentleman with sufficient knowledge of
the world, and with sufficient deadly
devotion to the house of Fugger-
Babenhausen, to act as liaison officer and to
be moving freely between the outside world
and the enchanted castle. Him it may take us
some time and trouble to find.

"That gentleman," said the Grand Duchess,
"has already been found and already been
appointed." With these words she gracefully
gave Herr Cazotte her hand to kiss.

The great lady, after having thought the
matter over, had an interview with General
von Schreckenstein.

This gray-haired warrior, inflexible in his



military doctrines, held vaguer views on
sentimental matters, the which he took to be
mainly women's domain. He listened to the
flattering confidential princely
communication and made no questions. The
situation, he gathered, would involve no
trifling with the sacred, fundamental principle
of legitimacy. And no Schreckenstein had
ever failed in loyalty to his Sovereign. He
would, he said, inform and instruct his
daughter.

Herr Cazotte himself later paid a visit to the
castle of Schreckenstein. He was familiar
with the plan and the history of the place and
enchanted with its medieval ramparts and
dungeons. He also enjoyed General von
Schreckenstein's complete ignorance of his
own name and work.

So the name of Ehrengard von
Schreckenstein was entered into the Grand
Duchess' list of the Schloss Rosenbad
household.

* * * * *



And with this settlement, my dears, the
prelude to, or the first movement of my little
story terminates. I shall name it "Prince
Lothar." Now, entering upon the next chapter
of the tale, we are moving from the town to
the country, into the peaceful setting of big
trees, clear lakes and grassy slopes. My
second movement is a pastorale, and shall be
named "Rosenbad."

Herr Cazotte in the last week of April wrote
to my great-grandmother:

My Dearest Friend and
Benefactress,

You ask me for a description of
Schloss Rosenbad. Imagine to
yourself that you be quietly stepping
into a painting by Claude Lorrain,
and that the landscape around you
becomes alive, balsamic breezes
wafting and violets turning the
mountain sides into long gentle
waves of blue! And imagine, in the
midst of this delightful scenery, our



small scene and temple of delight.
You may mount the stairs at liberty
and walk undisturbed from room to
room: an artist and poet, you will
then admit, has gone through the
house before you and has made it
speak.

You have seldom seen me satisfied
with my own work, and often
distressed by my own worthlessness.
Do not, now, shake your head at my
outburst of triumph. The triumph is
not mine, and I take no credit for it.
I am in service, "Ich dien."

The Goddess of Love, the Lady
Venus herself, has entrusted me with
the work, and I have only followed
her instructions. In the landscape,
the light, the season and the
situation itself she has whispered to
me and ordered me to re-erect, in
the blue mountains, her ancient,
sunken and slandered residence: the
Venusberg.



How hard and happily I have
worked in her employ. I have
succeeded in preserving the charm
of remoteness, reverie and decay of
the place, and I have polished it,
upholstered it in silk and colored it
in tints of rose, making of it a nest of
classic elegance and comfort. Look
up and down, right and left, with
your most critical eye—you will not
find a single tone which be not
harmoniously tuned into the
harmony of the whole.
Voluptuousness breathes through
the rooms, stairs and corridors,
voluptuousness lingers in the folds
of the curtains and smilingly gazes
at you from the tapestries on the
walls. In these surroundings our
young Princess cannot fail to give
birth to an amorino.

I am holding a privileged post at the
Venusberg Court as mediator
between Rosenbad and
Babenhausen. And what a happy



côterie we form inside the magic
ring! A particular charm is given to
our daily life by the fact that our
circle has had to be restricted to a
minimum. We are gardeners and
milkmaids, grooms and waiters in
the service of the seaborn Goddess.
I myself, as you know, am a fairly
skilled chef and do often give a hand
to old François.

The good Babenhauseners turn their
eyes towards the Venusberg with
loyal approval and hope, discussing
the bulletins. We are silent, mentally
each of us has a finger on the lips.
But through our silence ripples of
smiles are running. At times I hear
the drops of the Venetian
chandeliers jingling with subdued
laughter and the jets of the garden
fountains joining in.

Is not your boudoir as you open this
letter filled with fragrance?



Your most deeply devoted
        Cazotte

P.S. Walking in the garden this
evening Prince Lothar said to
Princess Ludmilla: "So here is
Paradise." And with her head upon
his shoulder his young wife echoed:
"Paradise." I smiled benevolence on
them, like an archangel assisting the
Lord in laying out the garden of
Eden, and smiling on the first
human male and female. But the
great landscape architect himself,
when his work had been completed,
on looking at it and listening to the
Gloria and Hallelujah of his angelic
chorus, will have felt the craving for
a clear, unbiased eye to view it with
him, the eye of a critic, a
connoisseur and an arbiter. With
what creature, in all Paradise, will
he have found that eye, Madame?
Madame—with the Serpent!

Your obedient servant, etc.



On the first of May he again wrote:

I saw, at a court ball, a girl in a
white frock, the daughter of
warriors, in whose universe art, or
the artist, have never existed. And I
cried with Michelangelo: "My
greatest triumph hides within that
block of marble."

Since then I have at times ventured
to believe that it be this vision of
mine which has caused our entire
course of events and has, in the end,
lifted my young eaglet off her native
mountain peak to drop her in the
flower garden of Rosenbad.

What will be now, to the true artist,
the fine fleur of her being? In what
act is a nature like hers, within the
chosen moment, to give forth itself
most exhaustively? I have pictured
her in every possible situation and



posture, in itself a sweet pursuit.

And I made my decision. In the
blush.

You will not, I know, for a moment
be thinking of the blush of offended
modesty which might be called
forth, from the outside, by a coarse
and blunt assailant, if one coarse
and blunt enough could be found. To
the mind of the artist the very idea is
blasphemy, he turns away his face
from it. You will no more be
thinking of the blush of anger, the
which, from the outside, I myself—
preserve me—might bring about.
None of the two would, in any case,
be what I want. Events from outside
will, by law of nature, come to
Ehrengard and will mean nothing at
all to her. She will marry—and I do
not envy the man who is to enter
into relationship with the
Schreckensteins, personally I should
prefer to enter their dungeon—she



will bear ten soldier sons, and it will
mean nothing at all to her. What is
really to happen to this admirable,
this unique nature is to happen
within herself.

So I shall in time be drawing my
young Amazon's blood, not down
onto the ground—for I dislike the
sight of human blood outside the
human body, it is the wrong color
and mars a picture—but upwards
from the deepest, most secret and
sacred wells of her being, making it
cover her all over like a transparent
crimson veil and making it burn her
up in one single exquisite gasp of
flame.

If I have succeeded in placing her in
surroundings and in a situation
which might bring a blush to the
cheek of another virgin, I do by no
means wish her to blush in
reluctance to, or from fear of, the
perils round her. No, her blood is to



rise, in pride and amour-propre, in
unconditional surrender to those
perils, in the enraptured flinging
over of her entire being to the
powers which, till this hour, with
her entire being she has rejected
and denied, in full, triumphant
consent to her own perdition. In this
blush her past, present, and future
will be thrown before my feet. She is
to be the rose which drops every one
of her petals to one single breath of
the wind and stands bared.

In high mountains, as you will know,
there exists a phenomenon of nature
called Alpen-Glühen.

Scientists will tell us that it is caused
by a rare play of the spectral colors
in the atmosphere, to the looker-on
it is a miracle.

After the sun has set, and as the
whole majestic mountain landscape
is already withdrawing into itself,



suddenly the row of summits, all on
their own, radiate a divine fire, a
celestial, deep rose flame, as if they
were giving up a long kept secret.
After that they disappear, nothing
more dramatic can be imagined:
they have betrayed their inmost
substance and can now only
annihilate themselves. Black night
follows.

Tall white-clad mountains will
naturally be a little slow in the
uptake, but when at last they do
realize and conceive, what glow,
you heavens, and what glorification.
And what void afterwards.

I have seen the Alpen-Glühen once,
the moment is among the greatest of
my existence, and when it was over I
said to myself that I would give ten
years of my life to see this once
more. And yet after all it has been
but a presage of my adventure with
Ehrengard.



Your obedient servant, etc.
        Cazotte

Princess Ludmilla was exceedingly happy
at Schloss Rosenbad.

She was delighted to be out of bed, in the
open air and country and in the company of
people with whom she could speak openly.
She felt affectionately towards each member
of her small court.

Herr Cazotte, in the center of it, by now
was an old friend. He played the piano to her
French and Italian songs; entertained her with
gossip and anecdotes; when she had no
appetite he concocted with his own hands
marvelous cosmopolitan dishes; and from his
visits to town brought back fine old lace for
the dainty princely cradle.

Countess Poggendorff, the
Oberhofmeisterin, encompassed her young
mistress with graceful attention. From the



coquettish lace cap on her head to the tip of
her dainty shoe, the tiniest lady's shoe in
Babenhausen and a bit smaller than her foot,
she was an emotionalist, and impressionable
like a girl of fifteen. Once again within
romantic surroundings and in an atmosphere
of passion and danger she saw her own youth
revived, charmed everybody and radiated a
languissant benevolence on the household.

And as far as Princess Ludmilla's relations
with her new young maid-of-honor were
concerned, the Princess, heavy with the
sweetness of life, like a bee on its way home
to the hive, was unable to see in her
companion anything less than a sister. When
the two girls slowly made the round of the
rose garden, Ludmilla, who was the younger
and smaller, would lean on Ehrengard's
shoulder, but how infinitely wiser and more
experienced, how much the elder sister did
she not feel the while. At times she was
almost afraid to display her immense
superiority, she would then become more
tender in her manner and would only reveal
her advantage in a kind of tender raillery.



She was intrigued by Ehrengard's lonely
life at the Schreckenstein castle, asked her
questions about her five tall brothers, whom
she had seen at court, and shuddered at the
description of the blizzards in the mountains
and the ghosts in the old gray block of stones.
She was keen to learn about her friend's
handsome young fiancé and his courtship.
Ehrengard, in order to supply the information
expected from her, had to think a good deal
more about Kurt von Blittersdorff than till
now she had ever done. Kurt, she informed
the Princess, had fought several duels.

"But were you not terrified then, beside
yourself with fear and grief?" Ludmilla
asked.

"Kurt is a very good swordsman,"
Ehrengard replied. "He has taught me to
fence too."

"Have you kissed him, Ehrengard?"
Ludmilla enquired after one of her long
pauses.



"Yes, I have kissed him many times when
we were children," said Ehrengard. "He is my
cousin. While he was at school he used to
stay at Schreckenstein during his holidays."

After another pause Ludmilla asked: "Have
you two ever had a secret together?"

"Yes," Ehrengard again answered. "When
the boys had done something bad, and I
helped them to keep it from Papa."

The Princess was silent, then suddenly
exclaimed in a low voice: "Try to have a
secret with him. Something that, in the whole
world, only you and he know of. You will be
feeling, then, that he is you and you are he."

Herr Cazotte wrote:

Ehrengard—like, I believe, most
people of severely moral milieus—is
not aware that she has learned any
principles, and indeed does not
know the meaning of the word
principle. Her moral code she takes



to be a codex of laws of nature, the
which you need not explain or
uphold since they will explain and
uphold themselves.

She is a country-bred girl, and
familiar with the facts of life. She
knows at what date after the
wedding a child should be born.
With servant girls of Schreckenstein
irregularities have occurred, she
has watched the abhorrence and
wrath in faces of old housekeepers
and governesses, and to her, then,
as by the very law of gravitation, the
girl in question has been a fallen
woman. But inasmuch as the one
fundamental law of her own nature
is the loyalty of the house of
Schreckenstein to the house of
Fugger-Babenhausen, in present
circumstances the reversion of the
rule is legal and logical. A moral
volte-face of this kind might be
difficult to an old trained casuist,
but a young girl will accomplish it



with a high hand.

The paradox of our relationship is
therefore this: that while I am
making her drink in by eye, ear, and
nostril and by every pore of her
clear skin the sweet poison of the
Venusberg, it is I who am, in reality,
teaching her and impressing upon
her the nature and the necessity of
moral principle. When she has fully
appropriated the nature of
principles and the necessity to
herself of principles, then I am
victorious, then the moment of my
triumph has come.

In the meantime I am enjoying every
mien and movement of my youthful
victim. It has taken five hundred
years of isolation, discipline, and
consciousness of absolute power,
and of total abstinence from and
ignorance of the arts, to make these.
A wild animal, when it believes itself
unobserved, moves and gazes about



in that same way. Diana once
walked through the woods of Arcady
like that. At the same time she is, as
the Grand Duchess pronounced,
gauche.

Of an evening, while the Princess rested on
her sofa, Prince Lothar would play chess with
Ehrengard. To him the chessboard was a
deeply fascinating symbol of life and worthy
of his entire attention. Ehrengard had been
taught the game by General von
Schreckenstein who, by now cut off from
actual military exertion, still liked to practice
his strategic skill and to operate with cavalry,
artillery and infantry.

Herr Cazotte wrote:

In many ways—although without
possessing his talents or his
sentiment—she is so much like the



Prince that the two might well be
brother and sister. When I spoke to
the Grand Duchess of plastic unity
of being, I might have been
discussing the maid-of-honor. Both
are strikingly straight and well-
balanced. But while the balance of
my young lord is heaven-aspiring,
like that of a young tree striving
towards zenith, the girl is balanced
to perfection in the manner of those
little toy figures with lead at the
base of them, which cannot be
overturned.

Prince Lothar was an eager horseman as
well, and in the beginning of May, when to
all sides and in every way the landscape was
getting lovelier, he invited his wife's maid-of-
honor to accompany him on his rides. At
times Herr Cazotte would join them.



Herr Cazotte wrote:

Ehrengard has found the horses of
our Rosenbad stables too sedate for
her taste, and has asked to have her
own mount brought from
Schreckenstein. It is a fine and fiery
black horse named Wotan, hard for
anybody to manage but its young
mistress herself. When those two
lead the way, we are all making
light of hurdles or ditches. My Lord
Lothar admires Ehrengard as a
fearless horsewoman. I myself
wonder whether the reckless rides
be not unconscious attempts at
escape. She is getting uneasy in the
heavily-scented air of Rosenbad and
begins to find it difficult to draw her
breath in it. Her whole vigorous
youthful constitution cries out for
strong exercise. My gallant
Ehrengard! You would never
consent to run away from a danger.
Set your mind at rest, from your
present danger you cannot run



away.

On the eighth of May a little Prince was
born at Schloss Rosenbad.

As the first shrill, preternatural cry rang
from the Princess' room round which the
household had been listening, the chateau
trembled and was changed from cellar to
attics. A sigh of happy relief ran through all
rooms. But in the very next instant the silence
became infinitely deeper and more
momentous. Who would have the heart to
betray the tiny defenseless newcomer? Death
to each inhabitant of the house would be
preferable.

A lovelier child had never seen the light of
day in Babenhausen. Professor Putziger
himself was surprised at the faultlessness of
the infant and put on an additional pair of
glasses to examine it. The trusted midwife,
who had once helped Prince Lothar into the
world, was bound to admit that the son



outshone the father. Countess Poggendorff
cooed before the cradle: "L'on se sent plus
belle devant une telle beauté! L'on se sent
plus innocente devant une telle innocence!"
From the silky topknot to the rosy toenails the
baby was perfection.

A courier was at once dispatched to the
Grand Duchess. The poor lady, for fear of
publicity, had not dared to break off her stay
with the Grand Duke at their usual watering
place. She had passed the last weeks in a state
of great nervous excitement by the side of her
unsuspecting husband. Her sudden outburst
of tears at the apparently insignificant tidings
from Rosenbad, as a sign of unwonted
weakness in his consort, made the Grand
Duke resolve to prolong their sojourn at the
bath.

A new figure, of great importance in the
household as well as in this story, now made
her appearance in the Rosenbad circle. Her
name was Lispeth. Magnificently dressed in
the costume of the province, with
embroidered cambric and long silk ribbons,



she was a pleasant sight, big and buxom, pink
and white, with a round, gentle and genial
face. She was the daughter and granddaughter
of faithful gamekeepers to the Grand Ducal
house, and already some time ago had been
picked out by the Grand Duchess and
Professor Putziger, with the utmost regard to
physical and moral qualities, as nurse to its
small hope.

The young mother, in the satin and lace of
her four-poster, at the first sight of the young
peasant woman had shed a few tears of
jealousy. But she was soon won over to see
her rival as a kind of second self, stronger and
wiser and with more knowledge of life, for
Lispeth had got two children beside the baby
which she had left in order to give her warm
bosom and heart to the little Prince, an arbiter
and oracle in all vital matters. Her privileged
position was acknowledged in the house,
Countess Poggendorff and Herr Cazotte took
trouble to ingratiate themselves with the
country woman who spoke the strong dialect
of the province.



The problem of the baby's christening had
now to be settled. The great ceremony within
the cathedral of Babenhausen would be
taking place towards the end of July. How
then were things to be managed during the
interval of ten weeks? To have a child
christened twice is blasphemy. Yet could his
devotees consent to expose their precious
charge to any bodily or spiritual risks by
leaving him unbaptized for that length of
time? Lispeth took her place on the council as
an expert on changelings and oafs. Steel, she
declared, must always be kept in the cradle,
rats or mice must not be mentioned, yarn
must not be wound, and by no means must
the name of the Devil be as much as
whispered inside the walls of the chateau.
Herr Cazotte, himself being a son of the
people, enjoined all these precautionary
measures.

Herr Cazotte wrote:

Ehrengard undoubtedly for the first



time in her life and without knowing
it herself, as altogether she knows
very little about herself, has fallen in
love. It will serve my purpose. To
fall in love with the God of Love
himself may well be, to a mind of
her energy and collectedness, the
first step towards a deeper, final
fall. The guileless figure of Cupid,
the embodiment of love, himself
ignorant of and immune to the
passion, is the most fatal of dolls. I
have sometimes wondered at seeing
mothers placidly encouraging their
small daughters to play with dolls. A
little girl is a deep creature and may
by instinct know more about the
facts of life than the elderly maiden
governess who teaches her her
ABC's. And while the Mama is
looking to the future and reasoning
that to her daughter the moment of
supreme sacrifice will be lying a full
fifteen years ahead, the daughter
with her delicate roots in the dark
mould of the past will be aware of



that supreme moment of her
existence, lying only five or six years
back.

My young lady of Schreckenstein till
now has taken no interest in infants.
She has, she tells me, got nephews,
but she has seen little of them and
does, I understand, view them
mainly as generals-to-be. The
pathetic gracefulness of a baby to
her is a new and surprising
phenomenon. She does not smile
and sigh over the little Prince as
does our sweet Madame
Poggendorff, she stands up straight
by the cradle side, lost in
contemplation. Once, as his nurse
held him up, I saw her slowly
raising his hand to her lips and
passing the small fingers over them
one by one, thoughtfully, as if a little
alarmed by the softness and
smoothness of the skin.

Am I jealous? By no means. I take it



as a pretty compliment on the part
of the God of Love that he should
call, in the flesh, on his devoted
priest.

Now that the maid-of-honor was partly
relieved of her duty as companion to her
mistress, she did not always know what to do
with herself at Rosenbad and welcomed Herr
Cazotte's conversation. It even became
obvious to the small court that she preferred
his company to that of others and would look
round for him if she did not find him in the
room or on the terrace.

The great artist was gentle and courteous, if
a little impersonal, in his manner with the
highborn maiden. From his rich treasury of
knowledge he took out for her benefit strange
tales of ancient times, theories of art and life
and fancies of his own on the phenomena of
existence. He entertained her, too, with
narrations of his own eventful life, dwelling
on the days when he was a poor boy in



shabby clothes, or slightly touching on his
triumphs at academies and courts, and
sprinkling his talk with accounts of the life of
outcasts in dark streets or with bits of scandal
from sublime places.

He found that the girl had read little and
lent her books from his exclusive library or
read out to her in the shade of the big trees.
Poetry, new to her, puzzled and fascinated
her. Herr Cazotte had a voice made for
reciting poetry and had often been asked to
read by princesses and beaux-esprits. At
times he would lower the book with a finger
in it and go on reciting with his eyes in the
tree crowns.

On a very lovely evening he had been
reading to her in the garden and was slowly
accompanying her back to the house, when he
stopped and made her stop with him by a
fountain representing Leda and the swan and
repeated a stanza from the poem they had last
read together. He was silent for a while, the
girl was silent with him, and as he turned
toward her he found her young face very still.



"A penny for your thoughts, my Lady
Ehrengard," he said.

She looked at him, and for a moment a very
slight blush slid over her face.

"I was not," after a pause she answered him
slowly and gravely, "really thinking of
anything at all."

He had no doubt that here, as ever, she was
speaking the truth.

Herr Cazotte wrote:

You smile, dear friend, at my
complaints that Ehrengard occupies
my mind too much and is
monopolizing it to such an extent
that I am in sheer self-preservation
longing for the moment when I shall
have done with her and be free to
take up other interests in life. And
although you be the glass of



matronly virtue to all Babenhausen,
you will be asking in your heart:
"Why does not the silly fool seduce
the girl in the orthodox and old-
fashioned manner and set his mind
at rest?" My answer to your
question is: "Madame, the silly fool
is an artist."

He is at this moment an artist
absorbed in and intoxicated by the
creation of his chef d'oeuvre. Food
and rest are nothing to him, he is fed
by winged inspiration as the
Prophet Elijah was fed by his
ravens. Allow me to let you
participate in the working of an
artist's mind.

I insist on obtaining a full surrender
without any physical touch
whatever. I kiss the hands of our
married ladies and have respectfully
placed a kiss or two on Mistress
Lispeth's broad brown hand, while I
have hardly brushed with my own



Ehrengard's slender, strong fingers.
But how resolutely do not the hands
of my mind caress every part of
hers, how insistingly run over the
inmost strings of her being, tuning
them to wheel from them their
deepest sounds and vibrations.

I might, upon your friendly advice,
undertake to seduce the girl in the
orthodox and old-fashioned manner,
and the task might not be as difficult
as it looks. All marble she is not;
were she so, she would not interest
me. She has within her fire enough
for an artillery charge and warmth
enough for a cow house, the
Schreckensteins having been, for
five hundred years, both condottieri
and cattlemen. I might seduce her,
for she is impulsive and
unreflecting, in a particularly
impetuous moment of hers. And,
Madame, it would mean nothing.

For her ruin, in such a case, would



be a fact and a reality. And she
knows about facts and realities—as
the daughter of a long line of men of
action she very likely knows more
about them than your humble
servant. She might, in such a case,
save herself by some real and actual
measure. She might well, in one
single, deadly collected movement,
renounce the world and retire to
desiccate, a dumb, tall mummy on
horseback, upon her mountain. Or
she might seize upon the idea of
revenge and rouse her brothers and
her young fiancé to kill me, a very
brutal end to an artistic enterprise.

Set your mind at rest. She is safe
within my hands and will be more
thoroughly seduced than was ever
any other maiden.

Pious people tell us that our
moments of earthly delight be but
echoes of a former, heavenly
existence. I believe them. It will be



so with Ehrengard von
Schreckenstein when I have
accomplished my task. From the
moment when, in deep gratitude, I
have bared my head to her and left
her, any touch of physical delight
within her life to her will be but the
echo of my celestial embrace.

How will she, then, save herself? To
the world I have never in the least
compromised her, yet she will know
herself to be ultimately and
hopelessly compromised. The world
did not grudge sweet Gretchen—the
heroine of my gigantic namesake—
her guilt, it admitted her crime of
infanticide and her debt to the
sword of justice. To that same world
Ehrengard will still be on her
pedestal, the snow-white virgin, and
yet she will know herself just as
clearly as Gretchen to be fallen,
broken and lost. Will she not then, in
her turn, in sheer self-preservation,
be dependent on me as the one and



only confirmer of her perdition, the
unique guarantor of the loss, the
blowing up of her virginity? Will she
not for the rest of her life be
dragging herself after me, wringing
her hands, crying out my name
incessantly, regularly, with the
might of all the clocks of
Babenhausen? Alas, Madame, she
will not catch me up, for I shall be
away painting other fair ladies,
having handed her over, intact but
annihilated, to the fond cares of a
young husband who will never have
the faintest notion that he is
drinking up my remains.

And will not then, you ask me, her
ruin be a fact and a reality? Verily,
my friend, it will be so, inasmuch as
the reality of Art be superior to that
of the material world. Inasmuch as
the artist be, everywhere and at all
times, the arbiter on reality.

I have, on a trip to town, taken the



trouble to look up our young
guardsman. He is, by the way,
shortly coming up to this
neighborhood for the big
maneuvers, but will naturally have
no chance of recalling himself to his
fiancée. I have found him to be all
that I can desire for the role of a
spiritual cuckold.

My heart kisses your hand.
        Cazotte

P.S. Why should I not confide to you
a fancy of mine which much
occupied my thoughts at the time
when I was a small lonely boy
bewildered in existence, at the time
before I met you? As you have been
aware, I have never known the name
of my father. Still, a father I will
have had, and I thank him for
contributing to giving me eyes, ears
and a nose with which to enjoy the
world. The little street Arab of
Babenhausen took in, transported,



the sights, sounds and smells round
him. He was deeply in love with
color and brilliancy and would
follow the soldiers and the dashing
officers in the streets, dwelling on
the idea that one of these were his
father. Now when in the early spring
I visited the Schreckenstein castle
this long-forgotten whim suddenly
came back to me: why should not
that imposing figure, General
Schreckenstein, be my papa? We are
alike in many ways. I, too, have got
small ears set close to the head, and
I, too, am fearless by nature. The
General as a young guardsman will
have had his amourettes in garrison
towns, and to seduce and abandon a
housemaid to him will have seemed
a matter of no consequence. Yet the
order of the Universe is sublime,
graceful and inexorable. Inside it
nothing is without a consequence,
but your first move on the board
may in the end pronounce you mate.
A thoughtless move on the first night



of July—for I was born, as all
through our acquaintance you have
been kind enough to remember, on
the first of April, a true and
guaranteed fool—may snow you
under, finally, in your gala uniform
and decorations and your towering
castle. Unwillingly the father
initiates the son into the law that
things have got consequences, that
even a case of seduction will have
them, and the initiated brother
passes on the knowledge to his
young sister.

And what lofty spiritual heavenly
court of justice will pass sentence on
my case of lofty, spiritual, heavenly
incest?

It was a kind of rite in the life of Herr
Cazotte that he should pass the first night of
July out-of-doors. Faithful to it, on that same
night, shortly after the court and the



household of Rosenbad had gone to bed, he
walked out below pale stars in a pale sky, in a
world dripping with dew and filled with
fragrance. He first walked quickly to get
away, then slowed down to gaze round him.
As he did so his heart overflowed with
gratitude. He took off his hat.

"What tremendous, unfathomable power of
imagination," he said to himself, "has formed
each of the smallest details here, and
combined them into a mighty unity. I am no
modest person, I think pretty highly of my
own talents, and I venture to believe that I
might have imagined one or the other of the
things that surround me. I might have
invented the long grass—but could I have
invented the dew? I might have invented the
dusk, but could I have invented the stars? I
know," he said to himself as he stood quite
still and listened, "that I could not have
invented the nightingale.

"The blossoms of the chestnut tree," he
went on, "hold themselves up straight like
altar candles. The blossoms of the lilac seem



to be rushing in all directions from the stem
and the branches, making of the whole bush
an exuberant bouquet, the flowers of the
laburnum drop like golden summer icicles in
the pale blue air. But the blossoms of the
hawthorn lie along the branches like light
layers of white and rosy snow. Such infinite
variance cannot possibly be necessitated by
the economy of Nature, it will needs be the
manifestation of a universal spirit—inventive,
buoyant and frolicsome to excess, incapable
of holding back is playful torrents of bliss.
Indeed, indeed: Domine, non sum dignus."

He strolled for a long time through the
woods. "I am tonight," he thought, "paying
my respects to the great god Pan."

The summer night lightened round him, the
colors began to come out, tardily, as if
reluctantly, in the grass and the trees. The
wanderer's trouser legs were soaked high
above his knees and set with burrs and thorns.
In his pocket he had a round of bread and a
slice of cheese, and he now sat down on the
grassy slope of a small clear mountain brook



to eat it, washing it down with ice-cold water
from a small tin cup. Herr Cazotte, as far as
food and drink went, was an ascetic. In his
very young days he had been so from
necessity, later, although he could value meat
and wine to a nicety, by inclination, today he
was keeping up the habit in order to preserve
his figure. His simple meal finished, he
leaned his back to a willow tree, and for a
long time sat immovable, from the depth of
his heart applauding the universe.

"And even little Johann Wolfgang Cazotte,"
he thought, "has been fitted in very prettily
and is indeed at the moment indispensable to
the mighty whole. As what?" After a pause he
answered himself: "As a small, innocent and
happy, wet and dirty satyr in the big dark
woods."

He got up and started walking back. He had
promised to assist Princess Ludmilla with the
program for a little musical soiree, a surprise
for Prince Lothar upon the anniversary of
their first meeting. He was a punctual person,
and as he walked he looked at his watch; he



had plenty of time.

His path ran along the mountain lake. From
time to time he stopped to let his eyes caress
the landscape and his nose draw in the pure
air. His walk would soon be over, and he
would once more from the melodious solitude
of the wood and the slope be back in the
company of human beings who did not
always understand him. He had sharp ears,
and now he heard voices not far off, low,
clear women's voices. He left the path and
made his way through the shrubbery to get a
view of the speakers.

Now, twenty feet away, somewhat below
him where the lake narrowed and ended up, a
couple of stone steps had been built into the
green slope; here one could land a boat. Upon
the steps were two female figures, in whom
after a minute he recognized Ehrengard and
her maid. Ehrengard was undressing, and the
maid picking up and folding her garments.
Just as he looked at her she let her shift drop
to the ground and stood for a moment all
naked, very quiet, gazing round.



Above the water sheet the haze was lifting
like delicate layers of veils being withdrawn
one by one. In the light of the coming sunrise
it was roseate and opalescent, less white than
the girl's body, the thin streamers clinging to
her foot and knee like a lastly-shed,
cobwebby garment. She stepped forth amid it,
slender, strong, her head raised, her long
tresses gathered together above it in a
crescent. The maid collected her clothes and
retired with them to the grass. The young girl
seemed to be the only human being between
the clear water and the clear sky. The trees
and rushes were all her friends and
playmates, unobserved like herself. She
hesitated for a moment with one slim foot in
the water, then went in, gently breaking its
surface as she let it rise to her knee, bosom
and shoulders. A little way out she stopped
and lifted her arms to bind her hair tighter, as
she got in deeper she filled her hands to bathe
her face. She lingered in the water, moving
slowly, a water nymph happily back in her
element.

After a while she again ascended from the



embrace of the lake. Her perfect solitude was
broken as her maid came out from the bushes
to wrap a big towel round her and, lowly
chattering and chuckling, to rub her dry.
Together they disappeared from view behind
the shrub, their voices were still heard for a
moment or two, then everything was silent
once more, they had gone away.

Herr Cazotte became very grave. While
watching the vision before him he had
thought of nothing at all, his soul had been in
his eyes. As now, slowly, he let notions and
ideas come back to him, he realized that here
he had been, as never before, elected and
favored, overwhelmed with grace.

A unique motif had been granted to a great
artist, that was one thing. He had proved
himself to be right, and more than right, in his
valuation of the girl's beauty, that was
another.

But the generosity of the Gods was more
alarming and astounding still.



For their gift to him was of a direct and
personal nature, the immortal powers had
consented to cooperate with him in the
purpose which had so long held him.
Frolicsome they were, hilarious and
magnanimous to excess. And dangerous,
dangerous for a mortal, even for an artist, to
associate with. He became still graver.

She would come back, of that he was
certain. The Gods would not cheat him.
Probably her early morning bathing in the
lake was a recurrent event and a daily
observance, which she was keeping secret to
all the world with the exception of her maid.

The picture which he had here been ordered
to paint—"Nymph bathing in a forest lake,"
or "The bath of Diana"—would be in itself a
wonder and a glory, the crowning of his
career as an artist. But more wonderful and
glorious still would be the moment in which
he was to set it before the eyes of its model.

In what possible way could he more fully
and thoroughly make the girl his own than by



capturing, fastening and fixing upon his
canvas every line and hue of her young body,
her complete, carefully hidden beauty, going
over it, patting and dubbing every item of it
with his brush, re-creating and immortalizing
it, so that nobody in the world could ever
again separate the two of them. It would be,
unmistakably and for all eternity, Ehrengard,
the maid from the mountains, and it would
be, unmistakably and for all eternity, a
Cazotte.

In the picture the face of the bather would
be turned away. By no means would he
betray or give away his maid-of-honor. He
might show his masterpiece to Princes and
Princesses, art critics and enraptured lay
lookers-on, and to the girl herself at the same
moment, and no one but he and she would
know the truth. The connoisseurs round her
would break out in delight at the beauty of
the bathing figure; in little expert remarks
they would, with their thumbs in the air,
minutely go through this latest and loveliest
nude of that great painter Cazotte. She would
be, in the midst of the brilliant crowd, alone



with him.

Her mind never worked quickly, it would
take her two or three minutes to grasp her
position. Three facts she would at the end of
them have made her own. That she was
beautiful. That she was naked—and already
in the third chapter of Genesis such a
recognition is reported to be fatal. And, lastly,
that in being thus beautiful and naked she had
given herself over to the Venusberg. And to
him.

The figure on the canvas would remain
chastely silvery before the ardent eyes of the
spectators. But the maiden by his side would
slowly become all aglow. Behind the shawl,
silk gown, embroidered petticoats and dainty
cambric, the straight, strong, pure body from
heel to forehead would blush into a deep
exquisite crimson, a mystical rose persan,
which no clear water of a mountain lake
would ever wash away. Into that Alpen-
Glühen upon which night follows!

No one in the world, and least of all she



herself, would ever find words for the relation
between her and him. But from that moment
whenever he bid her farewell, he would be
abandoning and forsaking her.

Herr Cazotte drew a deep sigh.

But indeed, indeed, he went on after a
while, the Gods are dangerous playfellows,
and he would have to be wary and watchful
to the utmost degree. He must lie in wait,
dead still, like the lion waiting for the
antelope by the water hole. The faintest
movement might ruin him forever. For had
not, from the very beginning, he himself, the
artist and arbiter, the true lover and servant of
this young womanhood decreed that she were
to blush not with indignation at an assault,
but with ecstasy at a revelation, not in protest
or self-defense, but in consent and surrender!

Herr Cazotte was of small assistance to
Princess Ludmilla in the arrangement of her
program. All through the evening he was so
silent that in the end Prince Lothar laughingly
cried to him: "Wolfgang, you are planning a



new picture!" The painter looked up, grew a
little pale, and after a moment very gravely
answered: "Yes, forgive me. But I have got
an order for a new picture."

The next day he travelled to Babenhausen
in order to buy canvas, brushes and paint.
And the following morning found him among
the bush of the bank, setting up his easel and
stretcher, and then waiting patiently for
sunrise and for the vision of three days ago.
The sunlight was on the higher slopes of the
mountains and on the treetops when once
more he caught the low, gentle women's
voices approaching. The scene was the same
as the first morning, and the whole of Herr
Cazotte was in his firm hand as he put down
his primary contours on the canvas.

Time was short, all too short, in a quarter of
an hour she was gone. The sun shone on the
lake and the landscape, but their soul had left
them, leaving him himself in a vacuum as if
he had suddenly gone blind. He took down
his easel and collected his drawing things. He
would have, every morning, this divine quart



d'heure. For the rest of the day he kept the
vision behind eyes closed to everything else.
He locked the door to his study and kept the
key in his pocket.

He worked on for a week, radiating a new
mystic happiness, but silent, humble in mien
and manner and particularly humble and
submissive towards Ehrengard when the two
were brought together by the daily life of the
chateau. Only every morning he had a heart-
rending moment when his nymph went away.

Then on the last day of the week her
disappearance seemed to him more sudden
than before, indeed inexplicably sudden. A
sigh or a short subdued outcry, which could
not have come from Ehrengard but might
have been the maid's, went through the
morning landscape—then it was like
watching a doe in a wood: she was there, and
then she was there no more, the space was
empty.

He needed more tubes of paint and again
went to Babenhausen. There in the colorshop



he was struck by an instantaneous deadly
apprehension. Ehrengard or her maid, he
thought, might have spied him in the
morning, and that might have been the reason
for their supernatural disappearance. He
dismissed the idea, he knew from experience
that sooner or later in the course of a piece of
work he would be the victim of some such
terrible nervous misgiving. But he could not
free himself of it, and on his return journey
was both longing for and dreading his next
meeting with Ehrengard. Would her face tell
him without a word that there was to be no
more bathing of Diana and that the glory of
his life was never to be achieved?

He came back to Rosenbad late in the
afternoon and found the ladies of the court
assembled in the Princess' pale blue boudoir,
which was filled like an aviary with twitter
and trills of laughter.

During this last week the court had been
curiously moved and agitated. For at the end
of it the little Prince was to make his legal
and ceremonial entry in the world. On



Saturday the goal would be reached, the
danger would be over, and therefore
everybody was gay. But on Saturday, too, a
strange, a dreamlike period would come to an
end, the child would no longer be the secret
of Rosenbad, and therefore everybody was a
little sad.

The Princess today was coiffée for the first
time and dressed in a pretty white negligée.
She had watched the nurse bathing the baby,
had snatched him from her aproned lap, and
insisted on carrying him into her own room,
still all shining like a figurine in the midst of
a fountain. She was now, on the sofa, gently
rolling him about on her knees and rubbing
him in the lace of her peignoir. The
Oberhofmeisterin, in an armchair by the sofa,
repeatedly assured the mother that the child
was really smiling. Ehrengard was standing
up looking at the baby.

"O my dear friend," the Princess cried out
at the sight of the painter, "you have come at
the right moment. I feel, I am convinced, that
never again, not even tomorrow, will he be as



adorable as he is this afternoon. Do catch this
perfect moment..."

"This momentary perfection," put in
Countess Poggendorff.

"... Pin it to your canvas and preserve it for
the world to adore."

The child had grown lovelier with each of
his sixty days, his small body was firm,
smooth and dimpled, and as light as if he
might at any moment lift himself and fly off.
He was an easy and amiable baby and was
seldom heard to cry. Herr Cazotte from time
to time had been drawing up in charcoal and
pastel small portraits of him, the which in due
time, in September, would be shown in the
Babenhausen gallery as illustrations of the
infant's progress.

"Look at him, dear good Herr Cazotte," the
Princess exclaimed. "Surely you will be
needing a model for an amorino in a scene of
love. I lend him to you for the purpose."



The gardener had just brought up a very
large flat basket filled with fresh, abundant
white stocks, and the lackey had placed it on
the floor.

"Hand me the basket, sweetest
Poggendorff," said Ludmilla. "I am sure that
it is exactly like the basket in which the
Princess of Egypt found little Moses amongst
the rushes. Poor, poor Princess, how she must
have wept at the thought that he was not her
own."

As the Oberhofmeisterin lifted up the
basket, the Princess placed the baby upon the
fragrant couch. "You have not looked at him
nearly enough," she cried to Herr Cazotte.
"Take the basket, Ehrengard, and hold it up
for the Master to inspect."

At her request Ehrengard lifted the basket
and the child from the Princess' knee, and on
her strong arms presented them to Herr
Cazotte. The painter, still reluctant to look
her in the face, let his eyes rest on the baby.
But the pose of her figure recalled to him a



group by the great sculptor Thorvaldsen,
"Psyche selling amorini." For a minute he
stood quite still, his face like hers bowed over
the fairy cradle. The scent of the stocks, an
invisible cloud of Venusberg incense,
encompassed their two heads. She was calm
and happy, he felt; he might be calm and
happy with her, with full confidence in the
Gods.

"Princess," he said, "you have given me a
more than princely gift. For as the hart
panteth after the water brook, so panteth the
soul of the artist after his motif. And who
knows whether the motif does not long for
that work of art in which it is to be made its
true self."

Lispeth appeared in the doorway, anxious
about the unorthodox treatment of the baby.
The little Prince was lifted from his bed of
flowers, given back to the arms of his nurse,
where he immediately began to squall, and
carried away. Ludmilla drew Ehrengard down
to her side on the sofa and put her arm round
her waist.



"O Ehrengard," she said. "How I do wish
that Prince Lothar and I had been even more
thoughtless than we have, and that we had got
a month more at Rosenbad."

The evening of that day was the most
glorious of the summer. A golden light filled
the air as golden wine fills a glass.

The Princess went to bed early. The
Oberhofmeisterin, the maid-of-honor and the
court painter made their usual tour of the
garden. But Countess Poggendorff began to
feel the air a little cool and was the first to
return to the house, the two younger people
following her slowly on the gravel path. Herr
Cazotte wondered whether Ehrengard, as
upon an earlier evening, was thinking of
nothing at all.

As upon that earlier evening they passed the
Leda fountain. Ehrengard slowed her steps,
stopped and stood for a moment with the tips
of her fingers in the clear water of the basin
from which the breast and the proud neck of
the swan rose towards Leda's knees. As she



lifted her head, turned and faced Herr
Cazotte, she was a little pale, but she spoke in
a clear voice.

"My maid tells me," she said, "that you
want to paint a picture. Out by the east of the
house. I wish to tell you that I shall be there
every morning, at six o'clock."

Herr Cazotte wrote:

My dear good Friend,

The damnable, the dynamic, the
demonic loyalty of this girl!

Yours in fear and trembling,
        Cazotte

Here, said the old lady who told the story,
finishes that second part of my story which I
have named "Rosenbad." It has gone a little
slowly, I know—so, generally speaking, do
pastorales. Now, to make up for the lost time,
the last movement of my small sonata shall



be a rondo, which perhaps you may even find
to end up con furore.

* * * * *

It has been told in the beginning of this tale
that there existed in the Grand Duchy of
Babenhausen a lateral branch to the dynasty.
These fine people with their head, the Duke
Marbod, a gentleman who had spent most of
his life out of his own country and had
married a lady-in-waiting to the Queen of
Naples, we have been able to leave for a
while to themselves, since they had been
lying low from the time of Prince Lothar's
wedding. Some of them had even shaken the
dust of Babenhausen off their feet and taken
up their residence elsewhere. Now
unfortunately they come back into the tale as
they came back into the country, sneaking
upon a track and drawn by a scent.

For there is a strange quality about a secret:
it smells of secrecy. You may be far from
getting the true nature of the secret itself, you
might even, had it been told you, be highly



skeptical and incredulous of it—yet you will
feel certain that a secret there be.

The early misgivings of the Grand Duchess
in regard to the all too celestial nature of her
son had been vague and undefined, she
lacked knowledge of the world and of the
nature of man to put them into words. Duke
Marbod and his friends, who were of a
grosser fabric, had had no scruples in setting
up on their own a definite hypothesis of the
case. Something about the Rosenbad
establishment and the complete seclusion of
the Princess and her court, set a cantankerous
imagination running, and in the end a highly
fantastic story circulating in the gang. Young
Prince Lothar, it was declared, was incapable
of being the father of a child, and Princess
Ludmilla's pregnancy was all a farce. The
ruling house, foreseeing its doom, was quietly
preparing to hoodwink the nation, to carry
through the pretence and in the end, in order
to keep their rivals out of their rights, to
present to a loyal people a child of obscure
origin as heir to the throne. Absurd and
unseemly rumors about pads provided for the



transformation of the Young Princess' slim
figure were made up—enough of that. The
pack, as we ourselves will know, was running
on a wrong scent; all the same, as we will
also know, it was running on a scent.

Duke Marbod himself, who was never a
man of many ideas, at the utmost reflected
that it may always pay to fish in troubled
water. But his partisans let their ideas
multiply. In the end two of them, one a
former officer of the hussars, the other a man
about town, a wine merchant, took up their
abode in "The Blue Boar," the inn of a village
some five miles from Schloss Rosenbad,
awaiting a chance to pry into the stronghold.

A very small and poor fish caught in their
net was mistress Lispeth's husband, a young
peasant named Matthias. This boy by his
father-in-law, the gamekeeper, had been
suspected of poaching and had long held a
grudge against the whole of his wife's family.
Now he felt himself ill-used beyond
endurance by being robbed of his pretty wife.
The mother of a suckling baby and of two



children only a few years older had been
tempted away from her home in order to act
as chambermaid to a spoilt great young lady,
who must needs have all her whims attended
to, for, as his wife had definitely informed
him, there was no baby to nurse at Rosenbad.
The thing went against his peasant's sense of
decency, it was as if you would have a fine
milk cow cart flowers to market. On top of all
he was from the very beginning jealous of
Prince Lothar's valet.

Matthias had come up from his farm a
couple of times and had been allowed into the
lodge of the chateau to see his wife and give
her news of the children. But his
querulousness and jealousy on these visits
had upset Lispeth, after each of them the little
Prince had yelled his protest, and Professor
Putziger had had to put an end to the
meetings. Still the unhappy young husband
would or could not go home, but came
prowling round the forbidden area.

On the morning of the fourteenth of July he
waylaid his wife as she was taking the air in



the park and through the lattice of the gate
told her that, convinced of her
treacherousness, he would kill the valet or
himself. Lispeth did not take his threats
seriously, but she was terrified of a scandal at
this moment and could see no other way out
of the dilemma than to disclose part of the
truth to her husband. Yes, there was a baby at
Rosenbad. She could at the moment give him
no further information, he must take it for
what it was and might come to understand in
time. If he would solemnly swear to her that
he would go home immediately after, she
would bring down the child to the gate in the
afternoon, so that he could see it with his own
eyes. Matthias took the oath, walked back to
a small inn quite close to the chateau where
he had left his mare and cart, and there to
clear his confused mind emptied a bottle of
wine. It was at this moment that he fell into
the hands of Duke Marbod's intriguers.

The two gentlemen by this time had almost
given up the hunt. They had not been able to
get into touch with the Rosenbad household,
only at a distance had they seen Prince



Lothar, Herr Cazotte and Ehrengard riding
by, and Herr Cazotte had been right inasmuch
as that the presence of the young maid-of-
honor averted suspicions of double dealing.
They were about to return somewhat
crestfallen to Duke Marbod, but had come up
close to the gates for a last attempt. By
chance they got into conversation with
Matthias, who over his bottle babbled out the
list of his misfortunes, his wife's
shamelessness and the villainy of the whole
court in barring out her lawful husband.

The gentlemen looked at one another.

In the eleventh hour they found themselves
to have been right. Surprisingly,
mysteriously, their own fancies and
fabrications took shape before their eyes, and
proof was at hand. After a short consultation,
while pouring more wine into their informant,
they gravely initiated him into the situation: a
dangerous plot was in progress at the Schloss.
They could at the moment give him no
further information. But it was a matter of
high treason, and very likely, as he had been



suggesting, Prince Lothar's valet was at the
head of it.

This much they could promise him, that in
case he could manage to carry off the woman
and the child and deliver them into their
hands at "The Blue Boar," he would be
rendering a great service to his country, and
they would pay him out on the spot a reward
of a hundred thaler. Matthias was not so
much moved by these prospects as by the
satisfaction of long-wanted sympathy, also in
seeing his personal grievances exalted into an
affair of state he got back some of his self-
confidence.

Thus it happened that in the afternoon of
the fourteenth of July the husband brought his
cart to the gate of the park, was shown the
child, and told his wife that he did now
believe in her innocence and was ready to
forget all. As the two were taking a final
leave, he managed to lure the unsuspecting
woman outside the gate and even to make her
put her foot on the nave of the wheel and lift
up the child in order that he might kiss it. At



that moment he seized her round the waist
with one arm and dragged her onto the seat of
his cart, while with his other arm he slashed
the mare wildly with the reins and made her
start into a mad gallop. Lispeth gave one
long, terrible scream. But a minute later they
were at the foot of the hill in a thick cloud of
dust, and once out of earshot from the
chateau and the park the unhappy woman
dared not cry for help. She clung to the child
and the seat and burst into a storm of tears.

During the whole mad drive of almost an
hour no word was exchanged between the
abductor and the victim, and no argument put
forth from either side. It would indeed have
been difficult to catch any word spoken in the
rumble and clatter which surrounded and
followed the cart like a thick swarm of angry
bees, or to think of any argument while the
small vehicle was being flung up and down
and from right to left on rough, stony roads.
All the same husband and wife, pressed
together, were in some way communicating
and acting upon one another.



Lispeth had at once realized with deadly
clearness that she was hopelessly in the
power of the blunt, silent figure beside her.
He had outwitted, lost and ruined her, and
with her the Princess and the whole circle of
people who had put their trust in her. She had
thought him a fool, and he was a fool, but he
was something else and worse, he had in him
a dreadful cruelty which she had never
suspected. She wept loudly and without
restraint.

Matthias, who had vowed that no protest on
his wife's part should move his heart, in the
course of the drive was slowly being
converted and brought into a state of
contrition by that fine thing: the righteous
fury of an honest person. Vaguely he felt the
distance between the countrywoman in his
cart, smelling from clean starched linen and
bathed in artless tears, and the new urbane
plotting friends smelling from pomade,
waiting for him in the inn, and of the
monstrousness of delivering the former into
the hands of the latter. But tossed from side to
side both bodily and spiritually he was



incapable of forming any plan, and after a
while left matters in charge of his mare.

This patient animal, possibly the most
indignant of the group, could not go on
forever at her first mad rate; as her master
lost heart she slowed down. Lispeth then sat
up a little, drew a deep breath and looked
round.

Through the mist of her tears and the
beginning dusk she saw a great many
mounted soldiers galloping in the fields to all
sides of her. She remembered the big
maneuvers going on and somehow took
courage, soldiers in uniform were decent
people and would side with a woman against
a madman and murderer. A short time later
the road ran through a village and up to an
inn which the mare knew, she stopped before
its door. Matthias gave in to her, pushed his
cap back on his head and silently, almost
humbly, climbed down and helped his wife
and the child to the ground. Dusk was coming
on, there were lights in the windows of "The
Blue Boar."



Behind them there was both high glee and
merriment, and deep anxiousness.

The maneuvers were over. The officers
were celebrating the occasion by a dinner in
the big common room, from which loud talk
and laughter rang. Here Kurt von
Blittersdorff, who had distinguished himself
in a cavalry attack, was being congratulated
by his colonel. In a smaller room behind the
hall there was silence. Duke Marbod's
followers had not been prepared for the big
gay gathering, they were afraid of being
recognized and questioned, had chosen to lie
low, and sat without words on two chairs, at
times looking at one another.

Lispeth, Matthias and the child, like a
second Holy Family of mystical inside
relationship, were met at the door with the
information that there was no room for them
in the inn. Lispeth, sore-limbed and swaying
on her feet with exhaustion, had only one
thought: to find a place where she could feed
the baby, and no words to express her need.
But a kind of desperate determination in her



mien and carriage, like that of a soldier dying
on his post, moved the heart of a little maid
of the inn, who herself had got young
brothers and sisters at home, and who
obtained for her a small room upstairs, where
she could at last sink down on a chair and
unbutton her bodice. The moment she had
laid the child to the breast both became
perfectly calm.

Matthias meanwhile slunk away to
unharness the mare in the stable of the inn,
highly nervous that his employers should
somehow appear, or send for him, and happy
when inexplicably they did not. He told the
people of the inn that he had got nothing to
do with anybody there and was going to leave
as soon as his wife had had a rest. He then
again slunk upstairs and sat down on a stool
with his back to the wall in the exact manner
of his friends down below. The little maid
after a while brought up a candle and a tray
with milk and bread and remnants from the
officers' table.

During the time when these things were



happening on the road and in the inn,
emotions of a no less volcanic nature filled
the rooms behind the silk curtains of Schloss
Rosenbad.

When the child and his nurse were found
missing, enquiries, at first only slightly
uneasy, then inspired by growing fear and in
the end by horror and dismay, were made in
all directions. The baby and the nurse, it was
said, had last been seen in the park. But a
gardener's boy reported that he had observed
Lispeth talking to a man outside the gate, and
soon it was known that a cart with a man and
a woman in it had been tearing down the road
at incredible speed. There was no mistaking
the fact that the little Prince had been
kidnapped.

How, now, was Rosenbad to take in the
truth and survive it? The cannons of the
citadel of Babenhausen were held ready to
proclaim, on the very next day, the birth of an
heir to the throne, the flags of the palace were
laid forth to be hoisted and fill the air over the
towers with gay colors. Was the roar of



triumph to be quelled in those iron throats
and the sky to be left empty? Had the
incessant watch of two months been in vain,
and was the glory of Babenhausen to prove
still-born? And oh, the child, the child—the
trusting, laughing baby, the apple of the eye
of Rosenbad—was he to be flung all alone
into a hard world, possibly never to be seen
again?

Two months ago when the very small voice
had first been heard in its rooms, the house
had been lifted off the ground to float, a
temple of happiness, in the air above the lake
and the green slopes. Now within one short
hour it was overthrown as by an earthquake
and was left roofless, open to all the winds of
heaven, a ruin.

At first neither of the unhappy parents was
informed of their misfortune. Prince Lothar
had gone to town to bring his mother Herr
Cazotte's latest miniature of the baby and
would not be back till evening. Princess
Ludmilla was studying the texts of her Italian
songs for the concert and had given



instructions that she was not to be disturbed.

But Countess Poggendorff in the garden
room actually fell on her knees with the
weight of all the falling stones of the chateau
upon her delicate shoulders. When she got
some of her strength back she rang the bell
and sent for Herr Cazotte, and when he
appeared she threw herself into his arms.

This heart-rending news, she declared in a
faint and broken voice, must by all means be
kept from the Princess, who might take her
death from it, and meanwhile rescuers would
have to be sent out to all four corners of the
earth. But O my dear Herr Cazotte, who was
wise and discreet enough to be trusted with a
mission so momentous and so delicate!

Herr Cazotte at once ordered his small gig
made ready and his cloak and hat brought
down. While he waited he stood silent, with a
thoughtful face.

As usual, he knew more than other people.
He had seen Matthias on one of the man's



vain expeditions to the chateau, he had even
talked with him and had some of the offended
husband's grudges confided to him. On one of
his trips to town, upon a hot day, he had
stopped at "The Blue Boar" to have a drink,
and there had met the two conspirators, who
were old acquaintances of his. He now put
two and two together and blamed himself for
having been so absorbed in a single work of
art as to overlook the artifice of baser minds
in the neighborhood. But the terrible news
was not unwelcome to him. After his last
walk by the Leda fountain with Ehrengard he
had passed a bad night and had left his work
untouched in the morning. Now he saw that
although they had been playing him a trick,
those dangerous playfellows of his, the Gods,
were with him still. The course of things was
inspiring, and of all things in the world Herr
Cazotte really with his whole heart wanted
only one: inspiration. From the present
situation almost any other might arise, and
Herr Cazotte was a collector and connoisseur
of situations.

The first of these presented itself when



Ehrengard came into the room, in her riding
habit and just back from her ride, and
Madame Poggendorff turned from Herr
Cazotte to fall on the neck of the girl, sobbing
as unrestrainedly as an hour before had
Lispeth in the cart and on the road. As soon
as she was enlightened upon the catastrophe
Ehrengard again pulled on her riding gloves
to go in pursuit of the criminals. Countess
Poggendorff begged her to go with Herr
Cazotte in his gig, she did not like the thought
of her facing these scoundrels all alone, and it
was getting late. No, said Ehrengard, she was
not afraid. Wotan was quite fresh, she had
been out exercising Prince Lothar's mount for
him, and she would be quicker on horseback
than in a carriage. She knew all the roads and
paths in the neighborhood, and if she were to
stay out late she was used to riding at night.

Herr Cazotte did not try to hold her back. If
she had the advantage of getting off before
him, he on his side had a surer track to go
upon. During the minutes in which he stood
watching the tearful older and the flaming
younger woman, a succession of charming



pictures passed through his mind. He would
be presenting the regained child to the girl to
give back into its mother's arms, he might
even be on his knees before her to do so. An
amorino, the Princess had called her baby, an
amorino indeed, joining, as with a garland of
roses, a human couple. Would the girl not
feel then for a vertiginous moment this
particular amorino to be, spiritually and
emotionally, her own child—and his! He
himself got her into the saddle.

Wotan was in high spirits, when Ehrengard
reined him in to question people on the road
he reared, and she was so filled with
indignation against the kidnappers on whose
track she was trotting that she beat her mount
with her riding whip. All the same she was
happy, it was as if for a long time she had
yearned to be angry. She was Ehrengard, no
one could take that away from her, and,
strangely, it was a privilege. The evening air
was getting cooler, she rode through many
spheres of fragrance: clover, flowering lime
trees, and drying strawberry fields, through
them all the ammoniac smell of the lathering



horse was the strongest. She drew in her
breath deeply, and ran on, with raised head
and distended nostrils, a young female
centaur playing along the grass fields.

She had the hunting instincts of her breed, it
was not difficult to her to run the fugitives to
earth in "The Blue Boar." The cart was still
standing outside the stable, and she learned
from an ostler of the inn that the man, the
woman and the child were in the house,
possibly, she thought, behind the lighted
window above her head. She left Wotan in
the man's care, ordering him to walk him up
and down for half an hour and then to rub
him well with a wisp of straw. There were,
she noticed, a number of soldiers about the
place, she felt happier still at this sight, they
were people of her own kind, and it was as if
she had got home.

Up in the small room behind the lighted
window a temporary peace ruled. Lispeth had
fallen into a short slumber with the child still
at her breast. But Matthias was wide awake
on his stool with his back to the wall. For a



long hour he had been trying hard to sound
the depth of his misfortune, from time to time
also wondering what his fellow conspirators
were doing, or thinking of him. The presence
of his wife, however, the familiar sight of her
suckling a baby and the familiar feeling that
she would be able, somehow, to put things
right, in the end had quieted his nerves. When
she woke up, he reflected, he would drive her
straight back to Rosenbad. And possibly all
might still be well. He was startled out of this
state of hope when the door was flung open
and Ehrengard stood on the threshold. The
girl in the ride had lost her hat, her long fair
hair streamed down and framed her face and
figure, to the guilty man those of a young
destroying angel.

Lispeth, waking up too, saw the girl in the
same light, but conscious of her innocence
she at once welcomed the angel of revenge in
a glance as expressive as an outcry. She
remained perfectly still on her chair, only in a
hardly perceptible movement of her arm she
raised the baby's head so as to show that he
was unhurt.



Ehrengard's gaze responded to Lispeth's in
a declaration of perfect trust, then she turned
to the kidnapper. The inviolable obligation of
silence controlled the girl as well as the
woman, she said not a word. But here, at the
final goal of her ride, the old feudal
consciousness of the right to punish seized
and held the daughter of the Schreckensteins.
She would have died rather than have
foregone her office of chastiser.

She had left her riding whip with the horse
and was barehanded for the execution, she
gripped Matthias by his long hair and three
times knocked his head against the wall
behind him till the room darkened and swam
before his eyes. He gave out a row of low
wails which, however, far from frightening
his tormentor, infuriated her into striking him
in the face with her fist, so that the blood
spouted from his nose. In actual fear of his
life, of being knocked to pieces by the strong
young hands that held him, he made his cries
for help ring through the house.

Down at the officers' dinner table the talk



happened to have turned upon ghosts. One of
the party had been recounting an old tale of
"The Blue Boar" itself. A hundred years ago a
jealous husband had followed his runaway
wife and her lover to the inn, had found them
together in a room upstairs and had dealt the
seducer the treatment of Abelard. At certain
times at night the gruesome scene was
repeated in the room. At this moment
Matthias let out his screams.

These were indeed pitiful enough to have
moved the hearts of the dinner party, who
probably feared the lot of the victim in the
tale more than anything else in life. At the
same time they were so far from being
connected with any idea of romance that the
short alarmed silence round the table was
immediately swallowed up in laughter.

"You go up, Kurt," the colonel cried to that
young officer, "and find out if it be ghosts or
people. And come back whole yourself."

The tall young man pushed back his chair
and left the room, followed by various loud



and gay remarks. As he ran up the stairs, the
screams from above were repeated.

He opened a door, and in a dimly lit small
room caught sight of a deadly pale man
pressed up against the wall by a slender
young woman in a riding coat with long
waves of golden hair flowing down her back.
From a chair by the window a woman with a
baby on her lap, with wide-open eyes but
without a word, watched the scene.

When she heard the door open behind her,
the Amazon let go her hold of the man and
turned round.

"Ehrengard!" Kurt von Blittersdorff cried
out in the highest amazement.

The girl's cheeks as she tossed back her hair
were all aflame and her eyes shining. She
opened her lips as if to cry his own name
back, then stiffened, like a child caught red-
handed.

The whole absurd situation was so much



like one of their childhood romps that the
young man almost burst out laughing. At the
same time he felt uneasy about the girl's
presence in the inn, with his fellow officers
waiting for him downstairs.

"Ehrengard! What on earth are you doing
here?" he asked.

The released sufferer profited by the respite
to wriggle himself out of reach of his
assaulter. He fumblingly ran his fingers
through his hair, making it stand up straight
like the quills of a hedgehog, and whimpered
a couple of times. Although he was at the
moment safe from molestation, he realized
his position to be graver than before. Here
was a gentleman, an officer, obviously a
friend of his enemy and welcomed by her,
unexpectedly on the stage. With three judges
upon him what hope had he? Still, as a
silence followed on the officer's exclamation
he blindly groped for a way out and started
on a harangue of defense.

"So God help me, Sir," he said, "I am a



perfectly innocent man, and this is a very
unfair attack on the part of the lady. That," he
went on, pointing at the woman with the
baby, "is my lawful wife. You ask her
yourself, Sir, she will not deny it. Has the
lady, has the lodge-keeper, has the Prince's
valet, or has he himself, then, got any right to
keep her away from me? They have not, Sir,
and they know so themselves. For what God
has joined together," he cried in a stroke of
inspiration, "let man not put asunder."

He stopped for a moment, but his nerves
could not bear the continued silence of the
others in the room.

"So God help me, Sir," he started again, "it
is I who am wronged. I want my lawful wife
back, that is all I want. She tells me she
cannot leave the child. Well, then let her take
the child with her. I have not tried to stop her
from taking the child with her. Only ask her if
I have done so."

The lasting silence, Ehrengard's fury a little
while ago, his wife's despair in the cart, and



the persuasion and promise of the two
gentlemen from town, if Matthias had been
able to see these things as a whole, by now
might have made the entire pattern dawn
upon him. It was not so, his sore head reeled,
anything might have thrown him in any
direction. But hares, when the hounds are
after them, in their wildest side leaps will
show a kind of genius. Something in the
atmosphere of the room suddenly told him
where his chance of escape lay. It was with
the child.

The child, who after the strenuous journey
was now firmly asleep on Lispeth's bosom,
was the mystery which his wife and the angry
lady did by no means want solved. If he let
out that he could do so if he wished, they
might think more highly of him, they might
even consent to buy his silence. As he spoke
on he felt that he was on the right track.

"My wife, Sir," he said, "will tell you that I
have got no claim on the child, for it is not
mine. If that is what the lady is going to tell
you as well, let them tell you whose child it



is."

Kurt gave Lispeth a short glance, then
looked back at Ehrengard. Both women
seemed to have been struck dumb by the
man's speech. The situation, till now merely
inexplicable, began to take on a different, a
more momentous aspect. He must, he felt, put
an end to a scene obviously beneath the
dignity of his fiancée.

"Come," he said, "you cannot stay here.
What have you got to do with these peasants?
Why do you not leave them to settle their
quarrels between themselves? I shall arrange
at once for some convenience to take you
back to Rosenbad."

He had not succeeded in getting one word
out of her, neither did he do so now.

"There you see, Sir," cried Matthias
triumphantly. "Neither of them will tell you."

There was a short pause.



"Well," Kurt asked in a steady voice. "Do
tell me, Ehrengard. What child is it?"

At this moment they heard light steps
coming up the stairs. It was Herr Cazotte who
had arrived in his gig and who now entered
the room.

He took in the situation in one glance. But
he felt that at the moment and under the
circumstances it did not fall to him to
interfere. He placed his hat on the bed and
after a minute sat down on the bed himself.
There he remained, like some highly
intelligent looker-on in a fauteuil d'orchestre,
keenly interested in the drama on the stage
and in full understanding with the fact that
none of the dramatis personae took any
interest whatever in him himself.

"You see, Sir," Matthias repeated in the
same way. "They will not even answer you,
neither of them."

Kurt, moved by a new strange, deep
concern, again followed Matthias' lead.



"What child is it?" he asked.

Ehrengard still met his eyes and still did not
answer.

"But if you will not answer me," Kurt said
lowly, "I cannot help this woman or interfere
with her husband."

She stood up straight, as if pondering his
words.

"If you will not answer me," he said, "How
am I to understand that you be here at all?"

Ehrengard said: "It is my child."

The young man had drunk a good deal
during dinner, but up in this room he had
believed the effect of the wine to have left
him. Now at her declaration his head failed
him, he must, he realized, have drunk more
than he had been aware of. He laughed.

"Say that again," he cried. But as he would
by no means have her say it again he went on:
"Are you all mad up here? Come away with



me."

"I shall say it again," said Ehrengard, and
after a moment: "It is my child.

"You may ask Lispeth," she went on, "she
will bear me up. This man, who is really, as
he tells you, her husband, has kidnapped both
the child and his nurse. I have gone after
them and have found them here."

There was a long pause.

"It will," said Ehrengard, "as you say, be
the best thing to get a carriage and go back. It
is good of you to offer to help me. But I
cannot accept your help unless you will give
me your word that when you have brought
me back to Rosenbad you will leave me
forever."

Slowly and solemnly she once more
announced, "For it is my child."

Kurt had grown very pale, his mind ran
wildly through the time in which he had not



seen her. His instinct of self-preservation
cried out to him that she had gone mad.
Again he laughed, a short pathetic laugh. But
he could not go on laughing in front of her
deadly earnest face, in a little while he
became as grave as she.

"You will have to believe me," Ehrengard
said. "I have never in my life lied to you."

He stood on looking at her. There had been,
he now saw, a change in her since their last
meeting six months ago. With the candle
behind her and her mass of hair hanging
down, she seemed to float in a mist of gold,
much lovelier than he had ever seen her,
much lovelier than any woman he had ever
seen, a goddess or a demon. How was it that
he had known her so long, had played with
her, ridden with her, wrestled with her, had
known that some day he was to marry her,
and that until this hour he had not known that
she was the most lovely thing on earth, and
the one thing necessary to his happiness?
This state of mind of his lasted for about a
minute, then he knew for certain that he had



always known.

It took him some time to form an answer.
His faith in her, of so many years, together
with his new need of her, contracted his
throat and made it impossible for him to get
out his voice.

"You will help me, then," said she, "and
take me home. Then we must part. You must
never speak of me. You must never think of
me."

To Ehrengard, too, something was
happening as here she stood up straight, face
to face with Kurt's straight figure. She too
felt, in a new way, the depth of life. There
was a sweetness in it which till now she had
never known of, there was a terrible sadness
as well. She would never have believed, had
anybody told her, that to meet and to part
with Kurt von Blittersdorff could mean so
much. The recognition at this moment was,
she felt, the outcome of her stay at Rosenbad.

"Yes," Kurt said at last. "I shall do as you



ask me. I shall go now and get the carriage to
drive you back. I shall then leave you forever.
I shall not speak of you more than I
absolutely need. I shall try, as you say, not to
think of you."

There was another pause.

"But," he went on slowly and lowly, "there
is one question to which I must have an
answer from you. I have no right to ask you.
But neither have you any right to ask me
never to think of you again. And that cannot
be done, I cannot possibly leave off thinking
of you, unless you answer it. Who is the
father of the child?"

A silence. Neither the young man nor the
girl could have told whether it lasted for a
minute or an hour. The other people in the
room sank through the floor, he and she were
alone as on a mountain peak.

"It will be, Ehrengard," he said, "a secret
between you and me, a thing which, in the
whole world, only you and I know of."



Ehrengard had grown as pale as he. So
colorless did her face become that her light
eyes seemed dark in it, like two cavities.
Then she turned and looked straight at Herr
Cazotte. Under her glance the gentleman rose
from the bed.

The girl's glance was strong and direct, like
an arrow's course from the bowstring to the
target. In it she flung her past, present and
future at his feet.

She lifted her arm, like a young officer at
his baptism of fire indicating to his men the
entrenchment to be taken, and pointed at him.

"It is he," she said. "Herr Cazotte is the
father of my child."

At these words Herr Cazotte's blood was
drawn upwards, as from the profoundest
wells of his being, till it colored him all over
like a transparent crimson veil. His brow and
cheeks, all on their own, radiated a divine
fire, a celestial, deep rose flame, as if they
were giving away a long kept secret.



And it was a strange thing that he should
blush. For normally an onlooker in a fauteuil
d'orchestre would grow pale at seeing the
irate hero of the stage suddenly turn upon
him. The actual situation held very grave
possibilities to Herr Cazotte. A duel might be
the immediate consequence of it, and Herr
Cazotte, as it is known, disliked the sight of
human blood outside the human body. Any
gallant warrior of Babenhausen, knowing
Kurt von Blittersdorff's reputation with a
sword or a pistol, might have gone white,
even white as death.

But Herr Cazotte, who was an artist,
blushed.

Here ends the story of Ehrengard.

* * * * *

But as I gave you a prelude to my story,
said the old lady who told it, I shall give you
an epilogue.

No duel took place. By the mediation of



Prince Lothar and Princess Ludmilla a full
understanding was obtained. A week later the
betrothed couple Kurt and Ehrengard were
present at the baptism of the new-born Prince
in the Dom of Babenhausen.

Upon this occasion the girl wore, across the
bodice of her white satin frock, the light blue
ribbon of the Order of St. Stephan, the which
is a distinction given to noble ladies for
merits in the service of the house of Fugger-
Babenhausen.

Herr Cazotte to the surprise of the court was
not present at the ceremony. He had been
called back to Rome to paint a portrait of the
Pope.

It was here, now, that he had that famous
liaison with a cantatrice of the Opera which
caused much talk and made his acquaintances
smilingly alter his name to that of Casanova.

When the Grand Duchess heard of it she
was upset.



"I had really," she said, "during that time at
Rosenbad, come to have such faith in
Geheimrat Cazotte."

[The end of Ehrengard by Karen Blixen (as
Isak Dinesen)]
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