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Аннотация
A vivid new translation of a timeless classic: Kleist�s tense, ambiguous novella about an unexpected pregnancy
In a Northern Italian town during the Napoleonic Wars, Julietta, a young widow and mother of impeccable reputation, finds herself unexpectedly pregnant. This follows an attack on the town�s citadel, in which several Russian soldiers tried to assault her before she was rescued by Count F�, at which point she fell unconscious. Thrown out of her father�s house, Julietta publishes an announcement in the local newspaper stating that she is pregnant and would like the father of her child to make himself known so that she can marry him.
What follows is an ambiguously comic drama of sexuality and family respectability. One of Kleist�s best-loved works, The Marquise of O� is an ingenious and timeless story of the mystery of human desire, and Nicholas Jacobs�s new translation captures the full richness of its irony.


Heinrich von Kleist
THE MARQUISE OF O�
Translated from the German
and introduced by Nicholas Jacobs


INTRODUCTION

KLEIST�S STORIES
A formidable academic literature on Kleist�s stories exists in German and in English, detailed for example in Se�n Allan�s The Stories of Heinrich von Kleist (Camden House, New York, 2001), strangely subtitled �Fictions of Security�. However, the universality of these tales calls also for a lay approach, no matter how much analysis and insight academic readings have yielded and will continue to yield.
Kleist�s stories are about the menace of freedom�its arbitrariness and potentially malignant anarchy. In The Foundling, in which an adopted orphan terrorizes his charitable adoptive parents, evil becomes natural, banal (Kleist was one of Kafka�s forebears). Neither Kleist nor Kafka ever sits in judgement over his characters, because to do so would imply that they have freedom of choice, when such freedom does not exist. Kleist�s characters develop from a natural inner compulsion and are always consistent. Their compulsive behaviour follows from their circumstances. They therefore cannot be judged, let alone found guilty. This sense of moral subjectivism and relativism came from Kleist�s reading of Kant. He never recovered from it. According to that reading�or misreading�there was no such thing as objective truth, he told his fianc�e Wilhelmine von Zenge. That was Kleist�s personal coup de foudre and is a leitmotif of much of his work.
The magnetism of Kleist�s stories lies in the relation of their form to their content. The Duel, set in fourteenth-century Germany, is about the trial of a sexual crime by formal duel, through which truth was thought to be established, but is not. The story�s dense syntax suggests Early Medieval painting or tapestry, evoking claustrophobia and primitive perspective. In The Marquise of O� the obsessive, breathless syntax and tempo mimic the urgency and compulsion of the story.
Kleist�s stories are often characterized by a remorseless and bitter inconsequentiality, through which life can be switched in a half-sentence�in just a word�from ecstasy to horror (more rarely the reverse) up to the very last moment. This happens in one of his first stories, The Earthquake in Chile, where the horror of an earthquake is followed by an Edenic idyll of rescue and the happiness of restored love, returning to the horror of another restoration�brutal death by Catholic fanaticism.
Kleist�s stories are compulsive, inevitable and as unpredictable as reality. That the world is innately precarious (gebrechlich) is another leitmotif of his work. His suicide, or in German more fittingly his Freitod, and his words, written to his beloved half-sister Ulrike��Die Wahrheit ist, da� mir auf Erden nicht zu helfen war� (�The truth is that here on earth there was no help for me�)�concluded his life with the resolve and intensity with which he had lived it.
Betrothal in Santo Domingo is a typical, horror-filled, skin-tight Kleist story set on the island of Haiti in 1804, when the black General Dessalines, brutal successor to the liberator Toussaint l�Ouverture, was preparing the massacre of the white population of the island, after Napoleon had reintroduced slavery after the Revolutionary Convention had ended it. Although the relations between black and white are at the heart of the events, Kleist�s interest is in the humanity of his characters. The colour of their skin plays an inevitable part in what happens, but their feelings as human beings always dominate; no one is reduced to a racial cipher. At the heart of the story is the betrothal between Gustav von der Ried, a young Swiss, and Toni, the mestiza daughter of a white Frenchman and the mulatto Babekan.
Attempting to save herself from her brutal stepfather, Toni pretends to have captured Gustav, ties him up with ropes, fleetingly �pressed a kiss on his lips� (a typical Kleistian touch), and believes she has saved them both from discovery. However, she has only signed her own death warrant, because at the earliest opportunity the apparently captive Gustav puts a bullet through her breast, before shooting himself on discovering his tragic mistake.
The longest Kleist story, at some hundred pages, and the only one with quasi-political overtones, is Michael Kohlhaas, set in mid-sixteenth-century Saxony. The last sentence of the story�s first paragraph foretells the action: �But his sense of justice made him a robber and a murderer.� The plot cannot be summarized because every detail is an essential ingredient in a tale that demands to be read as compulsively as it appears to have been written. Michael Kohlhaas exemplifies Kleist�s belief that justice becomes injustice when it condemns a man acting under the force of circumstance and inner compulsion.
THE MARQUISE OF O�
The Marquise of O�, the exception among the stories for its unconditionally happy ending, is an operatic drama with a historical background�the War of the Second Coalition (1798�1802) against Napoleon, when the united forces of Russia and Austria won back control of Northern Italy. Evocative in its ability to thrill, like Mozart�s Don Giovanni, it is a concerto of individual voices within a varied, sometimes discordant, but containing whole. Its emotional content is such that the nearer the solution, the nearer dissolution seems to be. The story concerns the mysterious pregnancy of a young aristocratic Italian widow and mother of impeccable repute during the Napoleonic Wars in Northern Italy. It is set down in the overflowing thoughts and words of its cast of five, whose consciousness and consciences are over-excited by the intensity of the circumstances in which they find themselves. There is a simultaneity of narrative by which the virtual interior monologue of each character combines to make a rich textual palimpsest. Repeated readings disclose ever more insights into the bearing and behaviour of the characters, each under their own stress�the Marquise, her mother, father, brother and �lover�. The story begins with and culminates in passion. At its core are two bursting hearts beating simultaneously against, and only at the very end with, each other. The story is mostly written in erlebte Rede�direct speech, on the edge of monologue int�rieur, and also what might be called monologue ext�rieur: the Marquise drops her knitting when the idea occurs to her of inserting a newspaper announcement inviting the father of her child to make himself known.
RECEPTION OF THE MARQUISE OF O�
The Marquise of O�, completed in 1807, was first published in the Berlin journal Ph�bus, edited by Kleist�s friend Adam M�ller, in February 1808. When, in the course of the story, the Marquise, thinking about the illegitimate child she was to bear, feared it �would be scorned as a shameful stain on bourgeois society�, she anticipated very well the initial reception of the story. Adam M�ller was criticized by an anonymous reviewer in 1808 as soon as it was published. The reviewer could not understand how a respectable editor could publish such a thing. �Just to summarize the story was to exclude such a work from respectable society. The Marquise is pregnant and doesn�t know how and by whom. Is this a subject deserving of a place in an artistic journal?� Dora Stock, famous for her silverpoint drawing of Mozart, thought that no woman could read it without blushing, and so frequently did the story meet with public prudery that Kleist responded with the following comic epigram, also published in Ph�bus:
Dieser Roman ist nicht f�r dich, meine Tochter. In Ohnmacht! Schamlose Posse! Sie hielt, wei� ich, die Augen blo� zu.

(Not for you is this story, my daughter. In a swoon! Shameless farce! I think she just closed her eyes.)

However, writing in the 1870s, the novelist Theodor Fontane was full of admiration for the story, calling it �the most brilliant and most perfect thing he ever wrote�, and this judgement has prevailed ever since, endorsed by Kafka, who read it repeatedly to his friend Dora Dymant, and by Thomas Mann. It remains the favourite of Kleist�s stories, with some half-dozen translations into English alone, beginning in 1929, and was filmed by �ric Rohmer in 1976.
The first publication of this story was preceded by the following note: �Based on a true incident whose location has been transferred from north to south.� According to Richard Samuel (in Heinrich von Kleists Teilnahme an den politischen Bewegungen der Jahre 1805�1809�see below, p. 89), it is highly likely that the story is based on an incident that took place in 1805. Johann Heinrich Vo�, translator of Homer into German, wrote to Goethe in January 1807 about a similar case that had caused an uproar in Heidelberg. It turned out that the father of the child was a French officer and that the �happy hour� had taken place shortly after the successful French siege of Ulm.
Nicholas Jacobs


A KLEIST CHRONOLOGY

Heinrich von Kleist was born in 1777 into a Prussian military family in Frankfurt an der Oder, now near the Polish border. His father died when he was eleven and his mother five years later. By this time Heinrich, aged sixteen, was serving in a Guards regiment under the Duke of Brunswick, and took part in the successful siege and recapture of Mainz, then occupied by the French during the War of the First Coalition, and in skirmishes thereafter. Still in the army, he formed his first lifelong friendships with Otto August R�hle von Lilienstern (later head of the Prussian general staff), with whom Kleist, an accomplished clarinettist, played music, and Ernst von Pfuel (subsequently Prussian Minister of War and Prime Minister).
In 1799 Kleist left the army to study in his home town, Frankfurt an der Oder, where he met Wilhelmine von Zenge as her home tutor; she became his fianc�e. Kleist broke off his studies after three terms and undertook clerical work for ministries in Berlin.
1801 was the year of his so-called Kant Crisis, when he interpreted Kant�s philosophy as meaning the impossibility of establishing objective truth. This is considered an understandable misinterpretation, but under it he fled in despair with his half-sister Ulrike to Paris and terminated his interest in the natural sciences.
In 1802 he broke off his engagement to Wilhelmine, finished his play The Schroffenstein Family and began work on two more plays, Robert Guiskard (never to be completed) and The Broken Jug (his most popular play).
In 1803 he spent two months with Christoph Martin Wieland, the amiable and popular writer who preceded Goethe�s ascendancy in Weimar. Kleist tried unsuccessfully to complete Robert Guiskard on a trip to Switzerland with von Pfuel, went to Paris and, in desperation at his failure with his play, tried, equally unsuccessfully, to join the French Army preparing to invade England. He destroyed his play.
He returned to Berlin in 1804 and worked for the Ministry of Finance, then moved to K�nigsberg and lived for a time with Ulrike.
In 1806 he turned again to writing plays and now stories, in particular finishing The Broken Jug and starting another comedy, Amphitryon. He also began his great and longest novella, Michael Kohlhaas. Due to ill health he was given six months� leave by the ministry, during which time Prussia was defeated by Napoleon at the Battle of Jena-Auerstedt.
In 1807 Kleist travelled to Berlin, then occupied by the French, and was arrested and taken prisoner as a spy. The Marquise of O� could have been written that summer in Ch�lons-sur-Marne, when Kleist was still a prisoner of the French, but after he had been released into looser custody, spending two weeks in the prison fortress of Joux on the River Doubs in the Jura, near Pontarlier, the possible model for what is referred to as the fortress, castle or citadel in the story.
After the Treaty of Tilsit in July 1807, Kleist was released, worked on his play Penthesilea and founded the journal Ph�bus with his friend Adam M�ller, the future Prussian statesman and conservative thinker. Kleist dedicated a copy to Goethe �On the knees of my heart�. The Marquise of O� appeared in the second issue in February 1808.
In 1808 the first performance was given in Weimar of The Broken Jug. Directed by Goethe, who�against Kleist�s wishes�split the play into three parts with two intervals, it was a flop and led to their bitter estrangement.
Kleist then turned his hand to preparing a popular uprising against the French, another failed venture, involving the failure of starting a patriotic journal in Prague after the Austrian defeat by Napoleon at the Battle of Wagram (1809). In 1808 he wrote The Battle of Teutoburg Forest�Die Hermannsschlacht�depicting the defeat of the Romans by the German Arminius in the first century AD.
In 1810 Kleist moved back to Berlin and met the poets and writers Achim von Arnim and Clemens Brentano, founders of the Romantic Movement in Germany. That year the first volume of Kleist�s stories appeared, including Michael Kohlhaas, The Marquise of O� and The Earthquake in Chile.
In 1811 he finished his play The Prince of Homburg, and a second volume of his stories appeared, including The Engagement in San Domingo, The Foundling and The Duel. Increasingly isolated, and after another failure to rejoin the military, Heinrich von Kleist took his own life, with Henriette Vogel, a married woman who had terminal cancer. At her request he shot her before shooting himself. He was thirty-four.
In condemning this double suicide in her R�flexions sur le suicide in 1813�and specifically Kleist for �annexing� Henrietta Vogel�s courage to end her life in order to end his own�Madame de Sta�l blamed �a people ruled by �metaphysical passion� without specific object or useful aim. The defects of the Germans,� she continued, �are more the result of their circumstances than their character, and will be corrected when there exists a political order there able to offer careers to men worthy of being citizens.�
On Kleist�s gravestone by the Wannsee are the words, by the Berlin writer Max Ring:
Er lebte sang und litt
In tr�ber schwerer Zeit;
Er suchte hier den Tod,
Und fand Unsterblichkeit.


(He sang and suffered, both,
Then to this spot he came
In darkest days sought death,
And found immortal fame.)



The Marquise of O�

IN M�, AN IMPORTANT TOWN in Northern Italy, the widowed Marquise of O�, a woman of impeccable reputation and mother of well-brought-up children, made it known through the newspapers that she had inexplicably found herself in a certain condition, that the father of the child she would bear should make himself known, and that out of regard for her family she was resolved to marry him. The woman who under the pressure of irremediable circumstances took such a strange step, risking universal derision with such fortitude, was the daughter of Colonel G�, Commandant of the citadel outside M�. Some three years before, she had lost her husband, to whom she had been most ardently and tenderly devoted, during a journey he had made on family business to Paris. At the behest of her excellent mother, the Marquise had, after her husband�s death, left her house in the country where she had lived outside V�, and returned with both her children to her father in the Commandant�s house. The following years she spent in deep seclusion, devoted to the care of her parents and the pursuit of art, literature and the education of her children, until the � War filled the surrounding region with the soldiers of almost all the European powers, even Russians. Ordered to defend the citadel, the Commandant urged his wife and daughter to withdraw either to the Marquise�s country house or to his son�s, near V�. However, before the women could weigh up the choice between the danger of remaining and the horror of what they might be subjected to in open country, the citadel was overrun by Russian troops and called upon to surrender. The Commandant told his family that from now on he would act as if they were not there, and responded with bullets and grenades. The enemy in turn bombarded the citadel, set fire to the magazine and captured an outwork; and when the Commandant, once more challenged to surrender, hesitated to do so, orders were given for a night attack and the fortress was captured by storm.
Just as the Russian troops, covered by heavy siege artillery, forced their way into the Commandant�s house, its left wing caught fire and the women were forced to leave. His wife, hurrying after their daughter, who had gone down the steps with her children, shouted that they should keep together and take shelter in the lower vaults, but a grenade exploding on the house at that precise moment caused total confusion inside. The Marquise came with her two children to the forecourt of the castle where the shooting, now at its heaviest, was already lighting up the night, forcing her, out of her mind where she should turn next, back into the burning building. Here she was unfortunate enough to meet a band of hostile riflemen just as she was intending to slip out by the back door. At the sight of her they suddenly fell silent, slung their weapons over their shoulders and took her with them while making the most abominable gestures. Tugged and pulled this way and that by the terrifying pack fighting among themselves, the Marquise vainly shouted for help to her trembling women servants, who were escaping through the door. She was dragged into the rear courtyard of the castle where, subject to the most shameful mishandling, she was about to sink to the ground when, at the sound of her screams for help, a Russian officer appeared and with angry thrusts scattered the dogs lusting after their booty. To the Marquise he seemed like an angel from heaven. He struck the murderous beast who was embracing her slender body in the face with the hilt of his sword so that blood poured out of his mouth and he staggered back; then, politely addressing her in French, he offered her his arm and led her, rendered speechless by all she had witnessed, into the other wing of the palace not yet consumed by the flames, where she proceeded to sink to the ground completely unconscious. There � when her frightened women reappeared, he took steps to send for a doctor, made assurances as he put on his hat that she would soon recover, and returned to the fighting.
The whole area was soon completely captured and the Commandant, who only continued defending himself because he hadn�t been granted amnesty, was just retreating with diminishing strength to the entrance of his house when the Russian officer emerged looking very hot in the face and ordered him to give himself up. The Commandant replied that this demand was precisely what he had been waiting for, handed over his sword and asked permission to enter the castle and look after his family. The Russian officer, who, judging by the role he was playing seemed to be one of the leaders of the assault, granted him this freedom with guard attached, then put himself with some speed at the head of a detachment, brought the fighting to a decisive end where it seemed in doubt, and as quickly as possible posted men to the fortress�s strong points. Next, he returned to the main courtyard, ordered the raging fire to be put out, and performed wonders of energy when his orders were not followed with appropriate zeal. At one moment he would be climbing, fire-hose in hand, into the middle of burning gables to direct the water flow, the next filling his Asiatic troops with horror by entering the arsenals and rolling out powder kegs and explosives. The Commandant, who had meanwhile returned to his house, broke into utter consternation on hearing what had happened to the Marquise, who in fact had fully recovered her consciousness without the help of a doctor, as the Russian officer had predicted, and had the pleasure of seeing all of her family well, but kept to her bed to calm their excessive concern, assuring her father that she had no other wish than to be allowed to get up in order to express her thanks to her rescuer. She already knew that he was Count F�, Colonel Commander of the � Infantry Corps and knight of various orders. She begged her father most urgently to seek him out and ask him not to leave the citadel without first for a moment making an appearance in the castle. The Commandant, out of respect for his daughter�s feelings, returned immediately to the fortress, sought out the Russian officer, who was permanently under pressure from military orders, took the opportunity of talking to him on the ramparts even as he was busy reorganizing his injured troops, and conveyed the best wishes of his thankful daughter. The Count assured him that he was only waiting for the moment when he could wind up his affairs and come and express his respects. He wanted to hear how the Marquise was feeling, but the orders of several officers arrived and forced him back again into the turbulence of battle. At daybreak the commander-in-chief of the Russian soldiers appeared and inspected the fortress. He assured the Commandant of his esteem, regretted that his luck had not given his courage the support it merited, and promised him the freedom to go wherever he wished. The Commandant communicated his gratitude and expressed how indebted he was on this day to the Russians in general and to the young Count F�, Colonel of the � Infantry Corps in particular. The Russian General asked what had happened, and was utterly outraged when told of the criminal assault on the Commandant�s daughter. He called for Count F� by name. Having first pronounced a brief eulogy on the Count�s own noble behaviour, during which the Count blushed somewhat deeply, he concluded by saying that he wanted to have the odious wretches who had brought the Tsar�s name into disrepute summarily shot, and ordered the Count to say who they were. Count F� replied in some confusion that he was not in a position to give their names because it had been impossible to recognize their faces in the weak and flickering lamps of the castle forecourt. The General, who had heard that the castle by then had already been in flames, expressed his surprise; he remarked that familiar persons could be identified at night by their voices, and when the Count shrugged his shoulders in embarrassment, the General told him to investigate the matter with the utmost speed and rigour. At this moment someone pressed forward from the back of the crowd and reported that one of the culprits, wounded by the Count, had fallen in the corridor and been dragged away to a cell by the Commandant�s men and could still be found there. The General had him brought up under guard, briefly interrogated him, and had the whole pack as identified by him�five in all�shot on the spot. This done, and leaving a small garrison behind, he gave orders for the general dispersal of the rest of the soldiers; the officers returned as swiftly as possible to their regiments. In the confusion of the hurried disbandment, the Count went to the Commandant and regretted that under these circumstances he could do no more than send his regards to the Marquise as her most obedient servant, and in less than an hour the whole fortress was once again free of Russians.
The family now wondered how in the future they could find an opportunity somehow to express their gratitude to the Count, but how great was their shock when they learnt that on the same day he left the fortress he had been killed in a skirmish with enemy soldiers? The messenger who brought this news to M� had seen him with his own eyes shot through the chest and taken to P�, where reliable reports had it that he died just as those carrying him were ready to set him down from their shoulders. The Commandant, who himself visited the place and inquired about the further details of this incident, learnt only that on the field of battle, at the very moment the bullet hit him, the Count was said to have called out: �Julietta, this bullet is your revenge!�, after which his lips closed for ever. The Marquise was inconsolable that she had let the opportunity pass of throwing herself at his feet. She made the most extreme self-reproaches for not herself having sought him out following his refusal, out of possible modesty she thought, to appear at the castle, and pitied her unhappy sister-in-name whom he had continued to think of when dying, even trying in vain to establish her whereabouts so she could tell her about this unhappy and moving event, and several months were to pass before she could herself forget it.
The time had now come for the family to leave the Commandant�s house, to make room for the Russian commander-in-chief. Initially they wondered if they should not settle on the Commandant�s estate, of which the Marquise was especially fond; however, the Colonel did not like life in the country, so the family moved into their town house, which they made their permanent home. Everything then resumed its old order. The Marquise began again her long-interrupted teaching of her children, and in her free time looked to her easel and her books, when�goddess of good health that she was�she felt attacked by repeated feelings of sickness which made her unfit for society for weeks on end. She suffered from nausea, giddiness and fainting fits and could not think what to make of this strange situation. One morning, as the family were taking tea and her father had left the room for a moment, the Marquise came to, as it were, from a prolonged moment of vacancy and said to her mother: �If a woman told me she had the same feeling as I just had when I picked up that cup, I would think she was with child.� The Colonel�s wife said she didn�t understand her. The Marquise explained yet again that she had just experienced the same feeling she had when pregnant with her second daughter. Her mother said that perhaps she would give birth to Fantasius himself and laughed. �If not Morpheus,� corrected the Marquise, �or one of his creature�s dreams could be the father,� and she laughed in turn. However, the Colonel returned, and as the Marquise in a few days recovered, the conversation was broken off and the whole incident forgotten.
At this time the head forester, who was the Commandant�s son, joined the household, and soon afterwards the family had the strange shock of hearing Count F� announced by a servant who entered the room. �Count F�!� exclaimed father and daughter together, speechless with astonishment. The servant assured them that he had not been mistaken by eye or ear and that the Count was already waiting in the anteroom. The Commandant himself immediately sprang up to open the door for him, whereupon the Count, as beautiful as a young god, entered, a little pale in the face. After this scene of incomprehensible wonderment was over and the Count had answered the parents� accusations that he was dead by assuring them that he was alive, he turned with much emotion to the daughter and his first question was immediately how did she feel? The Marquise assured him that she was very well and wanted only to know how he had returned to life. However, keeping strictly to his subject, he replied that she wasn�t telling the truth�her face betrayed a strange weariness. Unless he was much mistaken, she was unwell and indisposed. The Marquise, pleased by his sincerity, replied, well yes, he could assume this weariness was part of an indisposition she had suffered a few weeks earlier, but that she did not fear it would be of any consequence. Thereupon he replied with utmost pleasure that he didn�t think so either and added, would she like to marry him? The Marquise didn�t know what to think of such a thing. Going increasingly red, she looked at her mother, who looked embarrassedly at her son and at his father, while the Count stepped in front of the Marquise, took her hand as if he wanted to kiss it, and repeated: had she understood him? The Commandant asked him in an obliging but rather serious way if he would like to sit down, and drew up a chair. The Colonel�s wife now spoke: �Indeed, we will regard you as a ghost unless you reveal to us how you rose from the grave into which you were laid in P�.� The Count sat down, let go of the Marquise�s hand, and said that circumstances dictated that he must be brief, that he was fatally shot in the chest and brought to P�, where for several months he himself despaired of his life, and all that time the Marquise had been his only thought; nor could he describe the pleasure and pain such a notion of her aroused in him, and how eventually after his recovery he rejoined the army, where he experienced the most extreme misery and several times reached for his pen to make a clean breast of things in a letter to the Colonel�s wife and to the Marquise, but that he was suddenly being sent to Naples with dispatches and didn�t know whether he would be ordered from there further on to Constantinople, and that he might even have to go to St Petersburg�and that meanwhile it was impossible for him to go on living without somehow cleansing his soul of a particular burden, that he hadn�t been able to resist the compulsion of taking some steps towards this aim when passing through M�; in short, that he cherished the wish of finding happiness in marriage with the Marquise, and begged her most respectfully, fervently and urgently to favour him with a positive answer. After a long pause the Commandant replied that this offer, if it was serious, and he didn�t doubt it was, was very flattering, but that on the death of her husband his daughter, the Marquise, had determined not to enter into a second marriage. However, as she had recently become so indebted to the Count, it was not impossible that her decision might undergo a change in accordance with his wishes. Meanwhile she would request his indulgence to allow her to think about it for a time. The Count declared that though such a positive announcement satisfied all his hopes and would under other circumstances have brought him happiness, and he realized the great impropriety of his not being conclusively happy with it, urgent circumstances about which he was not in a position to give further details made a more definite announcement of paramount importance, and furthermore the horses that were to take him to Naples now stood by his carriage, and he fervently asked if there was anyone in the house who could speak in his favour�at this moment he looked at the Marquise�so that he would not have to leave without a positive announcement. The Colonel, a little embarrassed by this behaviour, answered that the gratitude the Marquise felt for him might entitle him to great advantages, but not so great that, in taking a step which would affect the happiness of her life, they would not stop her behaving with appropriate prudence. It was essential that before his daughter declared herself, she should have the pleasure of knowing him better. He was therefore inviting him, after the completion of his tour of duty, to return to M� to be a guest of the house for a period. As soon as the Marquise was able to hope to be made happy by him, so he too would then, but not before, have the pleasure of learning if she would favour him with a particular answer. Blushing, the Count said that during the whole of his journey he had foreseen such a fate for his impatient desires and he now thereby saw himself thrown into the most extreme distress, so that in the difficult role he was now forced to play, closer acquaintance could be nothing but advantageous. As for his reputation, if this most ambiguous of all qualities were to be considered, he felt he could answer for it, and the only dishonourable act he had ever committed was unknown to the world and he was in the very process of correcting it. That he was, in a word, an honourable man, and this assurance should be accepted because it was true. The Commandant replied, with a faint smile free of irony, that he could endorse everything the Count said. He had never before made the acquaintance of a young man who had displayed in so short a time so many excellent qualities. He almost believed that a short period of reflection would remove the indecision that still remained. However, until he referred back to his own family as well as the Count�s, no other announcement could be made but the existing one. To this the Count replied that he was without parents and free. His uncle was General K�, whose agreement he could vouch for. He added that he was heir to a considerable fortune and would be able to make Italy his fatherland. The Commandant made him a polite bow, once again repeated his desire, and asked him to leave this matter alone until he had completed his journey. After a short pause, during which he gave every sign of acute nervousness, the Count said, turning to the Marquise�s mother, that he had done his utmost to avoid this coming tour of duty and that the steps he had dared to take vis-�-vis the General en chef and his uncle General K�were the most decisive possible. It had been believed that a journey would shake off the melancholia remaining from his illness, but he saw himself thrown thereby into the most abject misery. The family were at a loss to know what they should say to this. Rubbing his forehead, the Count said that if there were hope of attaining his wished-for aims, he would delay his journey by a day, or a little longer, to make the attempt. In saying this he looked in turn at the Commandant, the Marquise and her mother. The Commandant, displeased, stared straight ahead and said nothing. His wife said, �Come now, Count, go to Naples and when you come back give us the pleasure of your company and things will take their course.� The Count sat for a while, seeming to consider what he should do. Then, getting up and putting away his chair, he said that as he had to recognize that the hopes with which he had entered this house were over-optimistic and the family insisted on closer acquaintance, of which he didn�t disapprove, he would return his dispatches to headquarters in Z� to be delivered by others, and accept the kind invitation to be a guest of the house for some weeks. Saying this, he still had the chair in his hand, stood by the wall, stopped for a moment and looked at the Commandant. The Commandant replied that he would be extremely sorry if the passion he seemed to have conceived for his daughter were to involve him in any serious trouble with the authorities, but that he must however himself know what he should and should not do, and therefore he should send off the dispatches and occupy the room assigned him. On hearing these words the Count grew pale, respectfully kissed the Colonel�s wife�s hand, bowed to the others and left the room.
When he had left the room, the family didn�t know what to make of this. The mother said it would hardly be possible for him to want to send dispatches, with which he was on his way to Naples, back to Z�merely because, on his way through M�, he had not succeeded in obtaining a consent to marriage after a conversation lasting five minutes with a woman completely unknown to him. The head forester declared that such a foolish act should surely be punished with no less than prison! �And dishonourable discharge into the bargain,� added the Commandant, �but there is no such danger attached,� he continued. It was just a pre-battle warning shot. The Count would almost certainly come to his senses again before sending off the dispatches. When told of this possibility, the mother expressed the gravest anxiety lest he do so. She thought that the strength of his will focused on this single issue would be capable of just such an act. She asked the head forester with the utmost urgency to follow him immediately and prevent him from taking so potentially disastrous an action. The head forester replied that a step like that would bring about precisely its opposite and would only strengthen the Count�s hope of succeeding through such a move. The Marquise agreed, though she asserted that if her brother did not take this action the dispatches would certainly be sent, because the Count would rather be unhappy than reveal a weakness. All agreed that his behaviour was utterly strange and that he appeared to be used to capturing women�s hearts, like fortresses, by assault. Just at this moment the Commandant noticed the Count�s carriage ready outside the door. Astounded, he called the family to the window and asked a servant just entering if the Count was still in the house. The servant answered that he was downstairs in the servants� quarters with an adjutant, writing letters and sealing packets. The Commandant suppressed his shock, hurried downstairs with the head forester and asked the Count, seeing him doing his business at an unsuitable table, if he didn�t want to come up to his quarters instead�and if he had any other needs? Hurriedly continuing to write, the Count expressed his humblest thanks, said he had completed his business and, as he sealed a letter, asked the time and wished the adjutant, after giving him the entire portfolio, a happy journey. The Commandant, who couldn�t believe his eyes, said as the adjutant left the house, �Count, if you don�t have vital reasons�� �Decisive ones,� interrupted the Count, accompanying the adjutant to the carriage and opening the door for him. �In that case,� continued the Commandant, �I shall at least�� �Not possible,� answered the Count as he helped the adjutant into the carriage. �The dispatches are worth nothing in Naples without me. I thought of that too. Drive on!� �And your uncle�s letters?� shouted the adjutant, leaning out of the carriage door. �Will reach me,� replied the Count, �in M�.� �Drive on,� said the adjutant, and the carriage departed with him.
Turning to the Commandant, the Count now asked if he would be so kind as to show him to his room. He would have the honour of doing so immediately, answered the confused Colonel, ordered his and the Count�s servants to take up the Count�s travelling cases, and led him into that part of the house reserved for visitors, before leaving him, a frosty expression on his face. The Count changed his clothing and left the house in order to report to the local governor. Invisible for the whole of the rest of the day, he only returned shortly before the evening meal.
Meanwhile, the family were in a state of the most lively confusion. The head forester reported how categorically the Count had answered the Commandant, and said that, in his opinion, his behaviour seemed to be totally calculated, and what in all the world was the meaning of this wooing by post-horse? The Commandant said he understood nothing and asked the family not to speak about it any more in his presence. The mother kept on looking out of the window to see if the Count was coming to regret his foolish action and returning to atone for it. Lastly, as it was dark, she sat herself next to the Marquise, who was busy working at the table, seemingly avoiding the discussion. In a whisper, while the father was walking up and down, the mother asked the Marquise if she understood what was supposed to come of all this. The Marquise answered with a tentative look in the direction of the Commandant. If her father had brought it about that the Count had gone to Naples, everything would have been all right. �To Naples!� exclaimed the Commandant, who had overheard this. �Shall I send for a priest? Or should I have had the Count locked up, arrested and sent to Naples under armed guard?� �No,� answered the Marquise, �but strong measures can be effective,� and she looked down again a little reluctantly at her work. At last, towards night-time, the Count appeared. After initial polite courtesies, it was only to be expected that the subject of the dispatches would be discussed, so that they could emphatically unite against him, so that he could, if it was still possible, reverse the step he had dared to take. But in vain. Such a moment was awaited for the whole course of the evening meal. Conscientiously avoiding anything that could lead to the subject, the Count talked to the Commandant about war and to the head forester about hunting. When he mentioned the fighting at P� where he was wounded, the mother involved him in the story of his illness, asking how he had fared in that little place and if he had found the relevant creature comforts there. At this he related various interesting details arising from his passion for the Marquise: how she had constantly sat by his bedside and how in the heat of the fever caused by his wound he had always confused her image with that of a swan he had seen as a boy on his uncle�s estate, and that a particular recollection had moved him�that he had once thrown mud at this swan, whereupon it silently slid under the water only to arise from it again completely clean. He said it had always swum in dangerous waters and he had called out �Tinka�, the swan�s name, but that he wasn�t able to attract it because it took its pleasure merely in gliding about and throwing out its beautiful breast. Then he suddenly went deep red in the face and vowed that he loved the Marquise beyond measure, looked down again at his plate and fell silent. Eventually the time came to rise from the table, and the Count, after a short conversation with the mother, bowed to the rest of the company and withdrew again to his room. The remainder were left standing and didn�t know what to think. The Commandant was of the opinion that the matter had to run its course. In taking this step the Count was probably relying on relatives, otherwise dishonourable discharge from the army would follow. The Colonel�s wife then asked her daughter what she thought of him and whether she was in a position to say anything which could avert an unhappy outcome. �My dearest Mother,� answered the Marquise, �that�s not possible. I regret that my gratitude has been so harshly tested. But it was my decision not to marry again. I don�t want to risk my luck, and not with such haste, a second time.� The head forester remarked that if this was her firm intention, such a declaration could be useful to the Count, and that it seemed almost necessary to give him some kind of definite answer. The mother added that this young man was blessed with so many excellent qualities and wanted to stay for a while in Italy, and that his suit in her opinion was deserving of a well-considered decision from the Marquise. The head forester, sitting down beside her, asked her how she liked him as a person. With some embarrassment she replied that she liked and disliked him, and wondered what the others thought. The mother said, �If he returns from Naples and the reports we collect about him do not contradict the general impression you have of him, how would you respond if he repeated his suit?� �In that case,� said the Marquise, �I would�indeed his desire seems so urgent, I would���she hesitated, and her eyes shone as she spoke��for the obligation I owe him, I would fulfil his desire.� Her mother, who had always wished for a second marriage for her daughter, found it difficult to hide her pleasure at this declaration and wondered what indeed would come of it. The head forester, rising disturbed from his chair, said that if the Marquise even considered the possibility of giving the Count the pleasure of her hand, it would be necessary immediately to take steps to prevent the consequences of his wild action. The mother agreed, but maintained that the danger was not very great because on the night the fortress was taken by storm by the Russians the Count had revealed so many excellent qualities that it was hardly to be feared that the rest of the course of his life should not match them. The Marquise looked down in front of her with an expression of distinct discomfort. �You could,� continued her mother, taking her hand, �give him some kind of declaration that you wish to enter into no other engagement until his return from Naples.� The Marquise replied: �Such a declaration, dear Mother, I can give. I only fear that it will not comfort him and will bring complications to us.� �Leave that to me!� replied the mother with lively delight, and she turned round towards the Commandant. �Lorenzo,� she asked, �what do you think?� and prepared to get up from her chair. The Commandant, who had heard everything, stood by the window, looked down at the street and said nothing. The head forester insisted that after such an innocuous declaration he would make it his business to turn the Count out of the house. �So do it, do it, do it!� shouted the Commandant, turning round. �Must I surrender to this Russian a second time?� At this the mother jumped up, kissed him and his daughter and asked, the father smiling at her enthusiasm, how their daughter�s declaration could be immediately conveyed to the Count. At the head forester�s suggestion it was decided to ask him, in so far as he had not yet undressed, kindly to put himself for a moment at the family�s disposal. The Count let it be known that he would have the honour of appearing very shortly, and hardly had the servant returned with this news when he entered the room on steps winged with joy to sink with the profoundest emotion at the Marquise�s feet. The Commandant wanted to say something but, rising to his feet, the Count intervened. He knew enough! He kissed the hands of both the Commandant and the mother, embraced the brother and only asked for the favour of being helped straight away to find a coach. Though moved by this performance, the Marquise couldn�t help saying, �I�m afraid, Count, that your rash hopes will lead you too far�� �Not at all! Not at all!� he rejoined. �Nothing will have happened if the information you find out about me contradicts the feelings which brought me back to you in this room.� At this the Commandant embraced him most warmly, the head forester immediately offered him his own carriage, a groom hurried to the post to secure relay-horses at the best price; and so this departure became more joyful than any arrival. The Count said he hoped to catch up with the dispatches in B�, whence he would proceed to Naples by a shorter route than via M�. In Naples he would do his utmost to refuse the further tour of duty to Constantinople, and if the worst came to the worst he was determined to report sick so that he would unfailingly be back in M� in four to six weeks, barring unavoidable obstacles. His groom then appeared, reporting that the carriage was prepared and all was ready for departure. The Count took his hat, stepped up to the Marquise and held her hand. �So then,� he said, �Julietta, I�m relieved to some degree,� keeping his hand in hers, �though it was my most earnest wish to marry you before I left.� �Marry!� cried all the members of the family. �Marry,� repeated the Count, kissed the Marquise�s hand and said, because she asked if he had taken leave of his senses, that the day would come when she would understand him. The family were close to getting angry with him, but he immediately bade a most warm farewell to each of them, asked them not to think any more about what he had just said, and left.
Several weeks now passed, during which the family awaited the outcome of this strange situation with very varied feelings. The Commandant received a polite communication from General K�, the Count�s uncle. The Count himself wrote from Naples. The enquiries made about him spoke broadly in his favour. In short, the engagement was already considered as almost confirmed, when the Marquise�s indisposition made itself felt again more emphatically than ever. With it she noticed an unaccountable change in her own figure which she revealed to her mother with complete frankness, saying she didn�t know what to think about her condition. The mother, now made extremely anxious about her daughter�s health by such strange symptoms, demanded she seek advice from a doctor. The Marquise, who hoped that her natural health would win through, resisted. She spent several days suffering the acutest pains without following her mother�s advice, until constantly recurring pangs of such a strange nature plunged her into a state of utmost anxiety. She had a doctor fetched who enjoyed the trust of her father, asked him, as her mother was then absent, to sit down on the divan, and after brief introductory remarks jokily divulged what she believed was her condition. The doctor glanced at her with a penetrating look and, after completing a detailed examination, was silent for a while. Then he said with a very serious expression that the Marquise was quite right. When she asked what he meant by this, he told her with utmost clarity and an irrepressible smile, saying that she was absolutely healthy and didn�t require a doctor. At this the Marquise gave him a severe sideways look, pulled the bell-cord and asked him to leave. She spoke softly, as if he wasn�t worthy of being spoken to, murmuring to herself that she didn�t care to be joking with him about things of this nature. Hurt, the doctor replied, trusting that she would always be as disinclined to joke as now, picked up his hat and stick and prepared immediately to take his leave. The Marquise assured him that she would inform her father of these insults. The doctor replied that he could swear to the truth of his statement in court, opened the door, bowed and prepared to leave the room. As he bent to pick up a glove he had dropped on the floor, the Marquise asked, �But doctor, how is it possible?� He replied that he didn�t need to explain the facts of life to her, bowed once more and left.
The Marquise stood thunderstruck. She pulled herself together and wanted to hurry to her father, but the strange seriousness of this man, who she considered to have insulted her, paralysed her every limb, and in a highly emotional state she threw herself on the divan. Now losing trust in herself, she went through all the significant moments of the past year and considered herself insane when she recalled the most recent of these. At last her mother appeared, and at her vexing question as to why she was so unsettled, her daughter told her what the doctor had just disclosed. The mother called him shameless and despicable and supported her daughter in her decision to report this insult to her father. The Marquise insisted that the doctor had been totally earnest and seemed determined to repeat his hair-raising opinion to her father. Not a little shocked, her mother asked if she believed in the possibility of such a circumstance. �Not before,� the Marquise answered, �graves bear fruit and newborn babes are born from the wombs of corpses.� �Well now, you strange creature,� said her mother, clasping her firmly to her breast, �what is upsetting you? If your conscience is clear how can such a judgement, even if it were from a whole conclave of doctors, possibly trouble you? Whether his opinion arose from mistake or malice, is it not all the same to you? But it�s fitting that we tell your father.� �Oh, God,� said the Marquise convulsively, �how can I calm down? Are not my very own internal, all-too-familiar sensations against me? If I knew another woman was feeling what I feel, would I not make the same judgement?� �It is terrible,� said the mother. �Malice! Mistake!� continued the Marquise. �What grounds can this man, held by us in such high esteem till today, have for insulting me so wilfully and basely?�I, who never insulted him, who received him trustingly and with expectations of future gratitude. As his early words show, he came with a clear and sincere wish to help, not to cause me unparalleled, horrible pain. And if I had to choose,� she continued while her mother watched her coldly, �I would want to believe he�d made a mistake. But is it conceivable that even an ordinary doctor could make a mistake in such a case?� The mother said, a little tartly, �And yet it must have been one or the other.� �Yes,� rejoined the Marquise, �my dearest of mothers, it must,� kissing her hand with an expression of wounded dignity and glowing bright red in the face. �Although,� she added, �the circumstances are so extraordinary that I am permitted to have my doubts. I swear, because it needs such assurance, that my conscience is like that of my children. Your own, most honourable woman cannot be clearer. At the same time I�m asking you to send for a midwife, so that I can convince myself of what�s happening and calm myself as to the outcome.� �A midwife!� cried the mother, humiliated. �A clear conscience and a midwife!� She was speechless. �A midwife, my dearest Mother,� the Marquise repeated, kneeling before her, �and this instant, if I�m not to go mad.� �Oh, gladly,� said the Colonel�s wife, �only I ask that the confinement not take place in my house,� and she stood up and prepared to leave the room. The Marquise, following her with outspread arms, fell at her feet and embraced her knees. �If ever an innocent life,� she cried with the eloquence born of suffering, �based on your own model life, earned me the right to your respect, if any maternal feeling remains and speaks for me in your breast until my guilt is proven as clear as daylight, do not leave me alone at such a terrible time.� �Why are you so upset?� asked her mother. �Is it just the claims of the doctor, just your own inner feelings?� �Nothing more, my dear Mother,� said the Marquise, and laid her hand on her own breast. �Nothing more, Julietta?� continued the mother. �Only think! Such a lapse, as gravely as it would hurt me�such things happen, and I must eventually forgive it; but if you try to avoid a mother�s reproach by inventing fairy tales about upsetting the world order, and invoke blasphemous oaths to burden my all-too-trusting heart, that would be shameful. I could never be reconciled to you again.� �May the realm of redemption stand open before me now as my soul is before you,� cried the Marquise. �I kept nothing from you, Mother.� This statement, expressed with great feeling, shook her mother. �Oh, heavens!� she called out, �my dearest child! How you touch me!�, and she lifted her up and kissed her and pressed her to her breast. �Whatever in the world are you afraid of? Come, you are very ill.� And she wanted to take her to a bed, but the Marquise, so frequently reduced to tears, assured her that she was very well and that nothing was wrong with her apart from her strange and inexplicable condition. �Condition!� cried the mother once more. �What condition? If your past memory is so sure, what mad fear has got into you? Can�t a vague inner sensation deceive?� �No! No!� said the Marquise, �it didn�t deceive me. And if you send for a midwife you will hear that the terrible thing destroying me is true.� �Come, my dearest daughter,� said her mother, who began to fear for her daughter�s sanity. �Come, follow me and lie down in bed. What do you think the doctor told you? How your cheeks are glowing! And your whole body is shaking. What was it again the doctor told you?� And with that she took the Marquise, now herself incredulous about the whole course of events she had related, in her arms. Smiling through her tears, the Marquise said, �Beloved, excellent Mother! I�m master of my senses. The doctor told me I am with child. Call the midwife and as soon as she says it�s not true I will be at peace once more.� �Good, good,� replied her mother, suppressing her anxiety. �Let her come. If you want her to make fun of you, she�ll soon be here and will tell you that you�re a dreamer and not quite right in the head.� With that she pulled the bell-cord and immediately sent one of her servants to call the midwife. The Marquise was still in her mother�s arms, her breast heaving restlessly, when the woman appeared and the Colonel�s wife revealed to her the strange ideas from which her daughter was suffering. She explained that the Marquise swore that she had behaved virtuously, but at the same time considered it necessary for a professional woman to investigate her condition because of the inexplicable feeling deceiving her. Undertaking her investigation, the midwife spoke of young blood and the tricks of the world, and when she had completed her business declared that she had come across similar cases in the past. Young widows in the same situation all claimed to have lived on deserted islands. At the same time she comforted the Marquise and assured her that the jolly buccaneer who had touched land one night would eventually turn up. At these words the Marquise passed out. Her mother could not suppress her maternal feelings and revived her with the help of the midwife. When she came round, however, the mother�s outrage prevailed. �Julietta!� she cried with the liveliest pain. �Will you not reveal yourself to me and tell me who the father is?��and still seemed inclined to reconciliation. However, when the Marquise said she was going insane, her mother got up from the divan and said, �Go! Go! You are despicable! I curse the hour I bore you!� and left the room.
The Marquise, on the verge of passing out again, pulled the midwife down towards her and laid her head, which was shaking heavily, on her breast. With a broken voice she asked how nature took its course and if unconscious conception was possible. The midwife smiled, loosened the Marquise�s kerchief and said of course that could not be in her case. �No, no,� the Marquise said, she had consciously conceived. She just wanted to know in general if such a phenomenon existed in the realm of nature. To this the midwife replied that it hadn�t yet happened to any woman on earth except the Holy Virgin. The Marquise shook more and more violently. She thought she would give birth there and then and begged the midwife, turning to her in desperate anxiety, not to leave her. The midwife comforted her, assured her that confinement was still a long way off, showed her how it was possible to avoid the talk of the world in such cases and all would be well. Such grounds for comfort, however, entered the unhappy woman�s breast like the stabs of a knife, so she pulled herself together, said she felt better and asked the midwife to leave.
Hardly had the midwife left the room when the Marquise was brought a letter from her mother in which she expressed herself thus: under the prevailing conditions the Commandant wishes her to leave his house. He encloses the documents pertaining to her estate and hopes that God will spare him the misery of seeing her again. The letter had become damp with tears, and in a corner of the page the smudged word �dictated� could be read. The Marquise, crying her eyes out and weeping copiously over her parents� mistake and at the injustice by which those close to her had been misled, approached her mother�s quarters. She was told that she was with her father, so she stumbled on to his apartments. When she found the doors locked, she sank down in front of them and in the most pitiful voice called upon all the saints as witnesses to her innocence. She must have lain there for some minutes when the head forester stepped out of one of them and said to her, cheeks aglow, �You�ve surely heard that the Commandant will not see you.� �My dear brother,� cried the Marquise, sobbing heavily, pushing her way inside the room crying, �My dearest Father!� and stretching out her arms to him. As soon as he saw her, the Commandant turned his back and hurried into his bedroom. When she tried to follow him there he shouted, �Go away!� and tried to shut the door, but as his daughter, moaning and beseeching, prevented him, he suddenly gave up and hurried to the back wall of his room as she entered. Though he had turned his back on her, she threw herself at his feet and, trembling, grasped his knees. At that moment a pistol he had seized from the wall went off and the shot shattered the ceiling. �Lord of my life!� cried the Marquise, rose from her knees white as a sheet and hurried out of his quarters. �Harness the horses immediately!� she ordered while entering her own quarters, where she sat in a chair, weary to death, quickly dressed her children and saw to the packing of her belongings. She had just taken her youngest child between her knees and wrapped a scarf round her, ready to get into the carriage now that everything was prepared for departure, when the head forester entered and on the orders of the Commandant demanded that the children be left behind and their care transferred to him. �These children?� she asked, and stood up. �Tell your inhuman father that he can come and shoot me dead, but that he cannot tear my children away from me!� With that she lifted the children up with all the pride of innocence, carried them into the carriage without her brother daring to stop her, and drove off.
Coming to herself through this supreme effort, she suddenly lifted herself as if with her own two hands out of the depths into which fate had thrown her. The tumult that tore her heart apart subsided in the fresh air. She repeatedly kissed her children, her beloved prize, and considered with great satisfaction what a victory she had won over her brother through the power of her clear conscience. Her mind, strong enough not to give way in her strange situation, surrendered totally to the great, sacred and inexplicable ways of the world. She realized the impossibility of convincing her family of her innocence and understood that she would have to reconcile herself to that if she was not going to go under, and not many days passed after her arrival in V� before pain had completely given way to heroic intentions of arming herself with pride against the onslaughts of the world. She determined to retreat into her innermost self and to devote herself exclusively to the education of both her children, and to cherish the gift God had given her with the third child with all her maternal love. She made preparations in a few weeks, as soon as she had recovered from the birth, to restore her beautiful but, due to her long absence, rather neglected country estate. Now she sat in the summer house and, while knitting little caps and socks for little legs, considered how best to apportion the rooms, and which to fill with books and where her easel might best go. And so even before the Count was due back from Naples, she was already reconciled to the fate of living for ever in cloistered seclusion. The porter received orders to let no one into the house. The only thought that was unbearable to her was that the young being she had conceived in the greatest innocence and purity and whose origin, precisely because it was more secret and so seemingly more divine than that of other people, would be scorned as a shameful stain on bourgeois society. A strange means of discovering the father had occurred to her, a means which, when she first thought of it, made her drop her knitting on the floor out of sheer terror. In restless sleeplessness night after night she turned and twisted this idea, offensive to her innermost sentiments, around in her mind to try and make it seem naturally acceptable. She still resisted forming any kind of relationship with the person who had so betrayed her, justifiably concluding that such a creature must be fated, without rescue, to be expelled from the human race; wherever in the world he might have come from, he must have hailed from the lowest scum of the low. But as her feeling of independence grew ever more lively, and she considered how a precious stone keeps its value no matter how it is set, she took her heart in her hands one morning when she felt the young life stirring in her body and had that strange announcement inserted in the newspapers which can be read at the beginning of this story.
Meanwhile the Count, delayed by unavoidable duties in Naples, had written a second time to the Marquise reminding her that unforeseen circumstances might arise necessitating her to keep to her implied agreement. As soon as he had successfully declined his further tour of duty to Constantinople and as other circumstances allowed, he immediately left Naples and arrived in good time in M� only a few days after he predicted. The Commandant received him with an embarrassed look, said that pressing business meant he himself had to leave the house, and asked his son to entertain him meanwhile. The head forester drew him into his room, greeted him briefly, and asked if he knew what had happened in the Commandant�s house during his absence. The Count said no, and for a moment went pale; whereupon the head forester told him of the shame the Marquise had brought upon the family and all that our readers have just heard. The Count struck his brow with his hand. �Why are so many obstacles put in my way?� he cried, forgetting himself. �If the marriage had taken place, we would have been spared all the humiliation and unhappiness.� Staring at him, the head forester asked if he was mad enough to want to be married to such a contemptible person. The Count replied that she was worth more than the whole world which despised her, that he fully believed her declaration of innocence and that he would go to V� today to repeat his proposal. Grasping his hat, he presented his compliments to the head forester, who considered him entirely bereft of his senses, and left.
Mounting his horse, the Count galloped to V�. When he dismounted at the gate and wanted to enter the forecourt, the porter said that the Marquise was available to no one. The Count asked if this rule for strangers also applied to a friend of the house, to which the porter replied that he didn�t know of any exceptions, and then enquired rather ambiguously whether perhaps he were Count F�? After a searching look at him the Count said, �No,� turned to his servant, but so that the porter could hear, and said that in this case he would stay in an inn and contact the Marquise by letter. But as soon as he was out of the porter�s sight, he turned the corner and walked silently round the wall of the generous garden extending behind the house. He went through a door he found open into the garden, walked down the garden paths and was intending to climb up to the back terrace when, in an arbour to one side, he saw the Marquise, an endearing but mysterious figure, busily working at a little table. He approached her so that she could not see him until he was at the entrance of the arbour, three short steps from her. �Count F�!� said the Marquise, looking up, and the embarrassment of the surprise reddened her face. The Count smiled and remained standing for a time without moving from the entrance. Then he sat down next to her with such modest restraint that she had no need to be frightened, and put his arm, before she could come to any decision in her strange situation, gently round her dear body. �But where� Count? Is it possible?� asked the Marquise, and looked shyly at the ground in front of her. �From M�,� said the Count, and pressed her very gently to him, �through a back gate which I found open. I thought I could count on your forgiveness and entered.� �Didn�t they tell you in M�?� she asked, still motionless in his arms. �Everything, beloved lady,� said the Count, �but I am fully convinced of your innocence�� �What!� cried the Marquise, standing up and freeing herself from him��and you came all the same?� �In defiance of the world,� he continued, holding her firmly. �In defiance of your family and even in defiance of your present endearing appearance,� and he kissed her ardently on the breast. �Go away!� cried the Marquise. �As convinced, Julietta,� he continued, �as if I knew everything, as if my soul lived in your breast.� The Marquise exclaimed, �Leave me alone!� �I come,� he said, not letting her go, �to repeat my proposal and to receive, if you will permit, the bliss of paradise at your hands.� �Let go of me immediately!� cried the Marquise; �I order you!�, and she tore herself violently out of his arms and ran off. �Beloved! You paragon!� he said to himself, standing up again and following her. �You heard what I said!� said the Marquise, and turned to avoid him. �Just a single, secret, whispered word�� said the Count, and quickly reached for her smooth arm, which slipped from him. �I don�t want to hear anything,� exclaimed the Marquise, pushed him violently from her, hurried to the terrace steps and disappeared.
He was already halfway to the terrace to get her to listen to him at all costs when the door in front of him shut and he heard the bolt rattle heavily home in desperate haste before his very footsteps. For a moment uncertain what to do under such circumstances, he stood and considered whether to achieve his purpose he should climb in through a window which was open at the side of the house. However, as difficult as it was for him in every sense to turn back, necessity seemed to dictate that he should do so, and, furious and embittered with himself for having let her escape from his arms, he crept down the terrace steps and left the garden to look for his horses. He felt that an attempt to propose to her face to face was doomed to failure, and rode away slowly back to M�while composing the letter he was now condemned to write. That evening, finding himself in the worst possible of moods at table in a public house, he met the head forester, who immediately asked him if he had successfully delivered his proposal to V�. The Count said �No,� and was very tempted to dismiss him with a sarcastic phrase, but for politeness� sake he added after a moment that he had decided to write to her, and would soon have the letter ready. The head forester said he regretted to observe that his passion for the Marquise had made him lose his senses, but that he must meanwhile inform him that she was well on her way to making another choice. He then rang for the latest newspapers and gave the Count the one in which was inserted the Marquise�s appeal to the father of her child. The Count read through the announcement with blood flushing his face. He experienced a variety of different feelings. The head forester asked if he thought the person the Marquise was looking for would be found. �Without doubt!� said the Count, while he sat transfixed over the paper greedily absorbing its content. He briefly folded it, then went to the window and said, �Now all�s well! Now I know what I have to do,� and, immediately turning round politely to ask the head forester if he would see him again soon, bade him farewell and left, fully reconciled to his fate.
Meanwhile most dramatic scenes were taking place in the Commandant�s house. His wife was extremely angry at her husband�s destructive violence and at the weakness with which she had let herself be subjugated by him over his tyrannical exclusion of her daughter. As the shot was fired in his bedroom and the daughter burst out of it, her mother fainted, but though she soon came to, when she did so he had said nothing more than that he regretted that she had suffered this shock for nothing, and threw the discharged pistol onto a table. Afterwards, when it came to demanding the handover of the children, she dared tentatively to declare that they had no right to take such a step. She begged him, her recent swoon in mind, in faint and touching tones to avoid violent scenes in the house, but the Commandant said nothing further and, turning to the head forester, bursting with anger, ordered: �Go! And get them for me!� When the Count�s second letter came, the Commandant ordered it to be sent to the Marquise in V�, who, as he later learnt from the messenger, had put it aside with equanimity. The Colonel�s wife, to whom so much in the whole affair, especially the Marquise�s inclination to enter an entirely arbitrary marriage, was a total mystery, sought in vain to discuss the matter. The Commandant continued to call for silence as if he were issuing military orders, while taking the opportunity of removing a portrait of the Marquise from the wall where it still hung, emphasizing that he wanted to completely wipe her from his memory, maintaining that he no longer had a daughter. Then came the Marquise�s strange newspaper appeal. The Colonel�s wife, shocked to the core by it, went, holding the sheet given her by her husband, into his room, where she found him working at a table, and asked him what in the world he thought of it. Continuing to write, the Commandant said, �Oh, she�s innocent!� �What!� cried his wife, totally astonished, �Innocent?� �She did it in her sleep,� said the Commandant without looking up. �In her sleep!� his wife replied, �and wouldn�t such an outrageous thing�?� �Foolish woman!� cried the Commandant, gathering his papers, and walked away.
Next newspaper day, as both sat at breakfast, the Colonel�s wife read the following answer in a supplement which had just arrived hot and still fresh off the press:
If the Marquise of O�� will be at the Commandant�s, her father�s house, at 11 o�clock in the morning of the 3rd� the man she is looking for will throw himself at her feet.

Before she could read even halfway through this unprecedented piece the Colonel�s wife was speechless. She glanced fleetingly at the end and gave the sheet back to the Commandant. He read it three times, as if not trusting his own eyes. �Now,� cried his wife, �for heaven�s sake, Lorenzo, tell me what you think?� �Shameless girl!� said he, standing up. �Oh, the cunning hypocrite! Ten times the shamelessness of a bitch combined with the slyness of a fox to the tenth degree wouldn�t take her measure. Such a face! Two such eyes! Those of a cherub are not more faithful!��and he moaned on, unable to stop. �But what in all the world,� asked his wife, �if it�s cunning, can she be aiming at?� �What she�s aiming at? Her disgraceful trickery,� responded the Commandant: �she wants to get away with it by force. She and he have learnt it all by heart�the story she wants to pass off on us both on the 3rd at 11 o�clock in the morning. My dear little daughter, am I supposed to say, I didn�t know that, who could have thought it, forgive me, take my blessing and let�s forgive each other. But let a bullet take the man who crosses my threshold on the 3rd! It would surely be better for me to get him out of the house using the servants.� After reading the news-sheet again, his wife said that if she had to believe one of two incomprehensible things, she would choose an unprecedented turn of fate over such despicable behaviour of her otherwise so excellent daughter. But even before she had finished, the Commandant cried out: �Be so kind as to be quiet!� and left the room. �I hate even hearing about it.�
A few days later the Commandant received a letter from the Marquise about this newspaper item in which she begged him, with the deepest respect and affection, because she had lost the grace and favour of being allowed in his house, kindly to send the person, who�on the 3rd in the morning�would reveal himself to him, out to her in V�. His wife had just got up when the Commandant received this letter and noticed clearly from his face that he was in a state of total confusion, for if he was being deceived, what motive could he attribute to their daughter, as she seemed to make no request for forgiveness? Emboldened by this, she revealed a plan she had long carried in her breast, beset with such doubt as it was. While the Commandant still sat staring at the sheet with a blank look on his face, she said that she had an idea. Would he allow her to go out to V� for one or two days? In which case she would, if the Marquise already knew the unknown man who answered her through the paper, know how to put her in a situation in which she would be bound to betray herself, even if she were the most cunning deceiver. The Commandant answered with a sudden violent movement and tore up the letter. She knew he wanted nothing to do with their daughter and forbade her too from keeping any kind of society with her. He sealed the torn-up bits of the letter in an envelope, wrote out the Marquise�s address and gave it to the messenger as his answer. His wife, secretly angered by such wilful obstinacy, destroying as it did all possibilities of elucidation, now decided to carry out her plan against his wishes. She took one of her husband�s grooms and drove with him out to V� while her husband still lay in bed. When she came to the gate of the estate, the porter told her that no one would be allowed in to the Marquise. The Colonel�s wife replied that she knew about this ban, but that he may as well go and announce the Colonel�s wife to her. To this he replied that it wouldn�t help because the Marquise would speak to no one in the world. The Colonel�s wife answered that she would be spoken to by the Marquise because she was her mother and that he�d better not delay any longer and do his duty. However, hardly had he gone into the house to make this, as he saw it, vain attempt, when he saw the Marquise come out of it, hurry to the gate and throw herself on her knees in front of the Colonel�s wife�s carriage. The latter, helped by the groom, descended from it and, considerably moved, lifted the Marquise from the ground. Overwhelmed by her feelings, the Marquise bowed deeply over her mother�s hand and led her, tears flowing copiously, respectfully inside her house. �My dearest Mother,� she cried, offering her the divan, standing before her and drying her eyes, �to what happy accident do I owe the deep pleasure of your company here?� Looking at her daughter and embracing her affectionately, the Colonel�s wife could only say that she came to apologize for the cruelty with which she had been expelled from the paternal home. �Apologize!� said the daughter, interrupting her and wanting to kiss her hands. But her mother avoided this and continued: �Not only did the answer to your announcement that appeared in the latest editions convince myself and your father of your innocence, I also have to tell you that the person himself came to the house yesterday, to our great and happy surprise.� �Who has�?� asked the Marquise, and sat down next to her mother. �What person showed himself?� she asked, and expectation tensed her every muscle. �He,� said her mother, �who wrote that reply, he in person, to whom you directed your appeal.� �Well then,� said the Marquise, her breast heaving. �Who is it?� she said again and again. �That,� replied the Colonel�s wife, �I will leave you to guess. Just think, as we sat at tea yesterday actually reading that strange newspaper announcement, a person we know only too well burst into the room with despairing gestures and fell at your father�s and then at my feet. Not knowing what to make of this, we asked him to explain. His conscience left him no peace, he said. He was the shameful one who had betrayed the Marquise and knew how his crime would be judged, and if revenge was to be taken, he had come to submit to it.� �But who is it?� interrupted the Marquise, �Who? Who?� �As I said,� her mother continued, �it was a young, otherwise well-brought-up person whom we would never have associated with such low behaviour. However, you will not be shocked to learn, my daughter, that he is from a humble station and lacking all the qualities you have a right to demand from a husband.� �All the same, my excellent Mother,� said the Marquise, �he cannot be completely unworthy, because he threw himself at your feet before he did at mine. But who is it? Who? Who? Just tell me.� �Well then,� rejoined the mother, �it is the groom, Leopardo, who Father recently hired from the Tyrol and whom, if you noticed, I have brought along to introduce to you as your husband.� �Leopardo, the groom!� cried the Marquise, and pressed her hands to her brow in a gesture of desperation. �Why are you shocked?� asked her mother. �Have you reasons to doubt?� �How? Where? When?� asked the Marquise, at a complete loss. �That,� said her mother, �he will divulge only to you. His shame and his love, he says, enable him to tell no one but yourself. But if you want we can open the door to the anteroom where he is awaiting the outcome of this with a beating heart, and you will see if you can unlock his secret while I leave.� �God, heavenly Father!� cried the Marquise; �I once fell asleep in the noonday heat and when I awoke I saw him walking away from my divan!� And she put her small hands over her face, which was glowing with shame. At these words the mother sank to her knees in front of her. �Oh, my daughter!� she cried, �Oh, my excellent girl,� and she threw her arms round her. �And I, oh, worthless that I am,� she said, and buried her face in her daughter�s lap. The Marquise asked aghast, �What�s the matter with you, my dear Mother?� �You must understand,� her mother continued, �oh, you purer than the angels in heaven! You must understand that not a word of what I just told you is true, because my rotten soul could not believe in the innocence that protects you, and I had to use such a shameful trick to convince myself of it.� �My dear Mother,� cried the Marquise and bent down to her, deeply moved with happiness, and wanted to lift her up. But her mother said, �No�I�ll only rise from your feet if you can forgive my miserable behaviour. Oh you wonderful and unearthly creature!� �I forgive you, my Mother! Stand up!� cried the Marquise, �I implore you.� �You heard me,� said the Colonel�s wife. �I want to know if you can still love me and honestly respect me as before?� �My adored Mother,� cried the Marquise, and in turn went down on her knees before her. �Love and respect have never left my heart. Who could have trusted me in such extraordinary circumstances? How happy I am that you are convinced of my innocence.� �So,� said her mother, standing up with her daughter�s support, �now I will really do everything I can for you, my dearest child. You will have your child at my house and, if you were expecting to give birth to a little prince, my care for you could not be more tender and dignified. I never want to spend a day of my life without you. I defy the whole world and will accept no honour but take over your shame if only you can love me again and forget the harshness of my rejection.� The Marquise tried to comfort her with endless caresses and assurances, but evening came and midnight struck before she succeeded. Next day, when the old lady�s emotion, which had brought on a fever, had calmed down a little, mother, daughter and grandchildren returned to M� again as if in triumph. During the journey they were full of happiness, joked about the groom, Leopardo, who sat forward on the box, and the mother told the Marquise that she noticed the Marquise went red whenever she looked at his broad back. The Marquise responded with a gesture, half sigh, half smile, and wondered who would finally appear to them on the morning of the 3rd at 11 o�clock! From then on, the nearer they came to M� the more serious their mood became in anticipation of the crucial events before them. The Colonel�s wife, who didn�t reveal her plans, led her daughter, once they had descended from the carriage in front of the house, back into her old rooms, told her she should make herself comfortable and that she would be back soon, then slipped away. After an hour she returned with a rather flushed face. �No,� she said. �Such a Doubting Thomas!� and she spoke with secret satisfaction. �Such a Doubting Thomas! Did I not need one full hour to convince him? But now he just sits there and sobs.� �Who?� asked the Marquise. �He himself,� answered her mother. �Who else has the greatest cause?� �Not Father?� cried the Marquise. �Weeping like a child,� the mother replied, �so that if I hadn�t had to wipe my own tears from my eyes, I would have burst into laughter as soon as I was outside the door.� �And all because of me?� asked the Marquise, and stood up; �and I�m supposed to�� �Don�t move!� said her mother, �Why did he dictate the letter to me? He must come and look for you here if he ever wants to find me again, as long as I live.� �My dearest Mother�� the Marquise pleaded. �Pitiless man!� the mother interrupted her. �Why take to a pistol? But I implore you. You mustn�t go to him,� she continued, pushing her daughter into her seat again. �And if he�s not here before this evening, I will move elsewhere with you tomorrow.� The Marquise called this behaviour harsh and unfair, but her mother replied, �Calm down!� because she had just heard weeping coming from afar. �He�s coming!� �Where?� asked the Marquise, and listened. �This heavy breathing� Is someone outside the door?� �Of course,� said her mother. �He wants us to open it for him.� �Let me,� cried the Marquise, and tore herself from her chair. �But if you love me, Julietta,� added the mother, �stay there.� And at this moment the Commandant entered holding a handkerchief to his face. The mother shielded her daughter from him and turned her back on him. �My dearest Father!� cried the Marquise, throwing her arms out towards him. �Don�t move!� said her mother. �Listen!� The Commandant stood in the room and wept. �He should apologize to you,� she continued. �Why is he so extreme? And why so stubborn! I love him, but I love you too. I respect him, but I respect you too. And if I had to make a choice, you are better than him and I�ll stay with you.� The Commandant bent double and howled so loudly that the walls echoed. �But my God,� cried the Marquise, suddenly giving way to her mother, and took out her handkerchief to let her own tears flow. �He can�t speak!� said her mother, and moved aside a little. Then the Marquise arose, embraced the Commandant and begged him to calm down. She cried hard herself and asked him if he didn�t want to sit. She wanted to pull him down onto a chair, pushing one towards him so that he could sit, but he didn�t answer and could not be moved. He wouldn�t sit and merely stood, head bowed deeply to the ground, and wept. Holding him upright and half turned towards her mother, the Marquise said he was going to fall ill. Her mother herself, because he was on the edge of going into convulsions, appeared ready to lose her resolve. However, as at the repeated requests from his daughter the Commandant had finally sat down and she had sunk to his feet with repeated caresses, his wife began talking again, saying that it served him right and that he�d now surely come to his senses, withdrew from the room and left them alone.
As soon as she was outside, she wiped her own tears, wondered if the profound state of shock she had caused her husband might not be dangerous and if it might be advisable to call a doctor? For the evening she cooked for him everything she could assemble in the kitchen which was strengthening and calming, made up and warmed his bed so that she could lay him in it just as soon as their daughter would lead him in by the hand, then crept, because he still hadn�t come and the table was already laid, to the Marquise�s room so that she could hear what was happening there. As she listened, her ear pressed gently against the door, she could hear a light but audible whisper which seemed to her to come from the Marquise, and when she looked through the keyhole she saw her sitting in the Commandant�s lap, something he had never allowed before. At that she finally opened the door and saw�her heart now leaping with joy�her daughter, her head bent backwards, eyes tight shut, lying in her father�s arms, while he sat in an armchair and pressed long, hot and hungry kisses on her mouth, his wide-open eyes wet with tears�just like a lover! The daughter was silent; he was silent. His face bowed over her as over his first love, his mouth near hers, and he kissed her. The mother felt blessed like a saint as, standing unseen behind his chair, she hesitated to interrupt the joy of this heaven-sent reconciliation her house was once again enjoying. Finally, she approached the father and, bending round from her chair, watched him from the side again hovering over the mouth of his daughter with fingers and lips in inexpressible bliss. On seeing his wife, the Commandant looked down angrily and wanted to say something, but she cried, �What sort of a look is that!� and kissed him herself to resume the natural order and made light of all the emotion. She invited and led both of them like a bridal couple to the evening meal, at which the Commandant, despite being very jolly, wept now and then, ate and spoke little, looked down at his plate and played with his daughter�s hand.
The question was who in the world would reveal himself at 11 o�clock the next day, for the next day was the dreaded 3rd. Father, mother and also the brother, who had arrived to share in the general reconciliation, were all unconditionally in favour of marriage as long as the person was acceptable within reason. Everything possible should be arranged to make the Marquise�s situation a happy one. However, if the man�s circumstances were such that, even if helped by being considered favourably, he was still beneath the standing of the Marquise, the parents opposed the marriage. As previously, they determined to keep the Marquise with them and adopt the child. On the other hand, the Marquise seemed, whatever the case, to be in favour of giving her word in marriage as long as the person was not a villain, and thereby secure her child a father whatever the cost. In the evening the mother asked how they were going to receive the person. The Commandant thought it would be best to leave the Marquise on her own at 11 o�clock. The Marquise, however, insisted that both parents and her brother, too, should be there, because she didn�t want to share any secrets with that person. She also thought that this wish was implied in the person�s answer in suggesting the Commandant�s house as the place of meeting, a proposal which she freely admitted very much pleased her. The mother pointed out the awkwardness of the roles the father and brother would have to play, and asked her daughter to exclude the men, whereas she agreed to her wish that she herself be present when the person was received. After brief consideration by the daughter this last suggestion was finally accepted. Following a night of the tensest possible expectations, the morning of the dreaded 3rd now dawned. As the clock struck eleven, both women sat ceremoniously in the reception room, as if dressed for a betrothal. Their hearts beat loudly enough to have been audible had the day�s bustle been silenced. The eleventh chime was still reverberating when the groom Leopardo, whom the father had retained from the Tyrol, entered. On seeing him the women went pale. �Count F� has arrived and wishes to be announced.� �Count F�!� they exclaimed together, thrown from one kind of shock into another. The Marquise cried, �Shut the doors! We are not at home to him,� stood up ready to bolt the locks of the room herself and wanted to push the groom out of the way, when the Count came into the room towards her wearing exactly the same uniform, with medals and arms, as he had worn at the capture of the fortress. The Marquise thought she would sink into the earth with confusion. She reached for a handkerchief she had left on the chair and wanted to escape into a side room, but her mother, seizing her hand, cried, �Julietta�!� and, as if stifled by her thoughts, lost the power of speech. She stared hard at the Count and repeated, �I ask you, Julietta!�, pulling her after her, �who else are we waiting for?� Suddenly turning round, the Marquise exclaimed, �Who? But surely not him?� and flashed a look at him like a thunderbolt, while a deadly pallor came over her own face. The Count had gone down on one knee before her, his right hand on his heart, his head gently bowed to his chest. There he knelt, blushing deeply, looking down in front of him, silent. �Who else,� cried the Colonel�s wife in a faltering voice, �who else�did we lose our senses�but him?� The Marquise stood rigidly over him and said, �I�m going to go mad, dear Mother!� �Silly girl,� replied her mother, pulled her towards her and whispered something in her ear. The Marquise turned round and fell onto the divan, her hands to her face. Her mother cried, �Unhappy girl! What�s wrong? What has happened that you were not prepared for?� The Count did not stir from the mother�s side. Still kneeling, he took hold of the outer seam of her dress and kissed it. �Dearest lady! Merciful, honourable lady!� he whispered, and a tear rolled down his cheek. The Colonel�s wife said, �Get up, Count, get up! Comfort her, then we will all be reconciled and all will be forgiven and forgotten.� The Count got to his feet in tears. He knelt again before the Marquise, gently took her hand as if it were made of gold and the heat of his own might tarnish it. But the Marquise stood up and cried, �Go away! Go away! Go away! I was prepared for a villain, but not for a devil!�, and she opened the door of the room, avoided him as if he were a verminous pest and shouted, �Call the Colonel!� �Julietta!� cried her astonished mother. In deadly rage the Marquise looked now at the Count, now at her mother. Her heart was thumping, her face blazing. No Fury was more terrible. The Commandant and the head forester came. �I cannot marry this man, Father,� the Marquise said when the two men were still in the entrance, and she plunged her hand into a stoup of holy water fixed to the outer door, splashed with one big scoop father, mother and brother, and disappeared.
Struck by this strange behaviour, the Commandant asked what had happened and blenched when he saw Count F� in the room at such a decisive moment. The mother took the Count by the hand and said, �Don�t ask questions. This young man regrets from his heart everything that happened. Give him your blessing. Give it! Give it! And everything will end happily.� The Count looked devastated. The Commandant put his hand on him; his eyelids quivered and his lips went as white as chalk. �May heaven�s curse be gone from this head!� the Commandant exclaimed: �When do you intend getting married?� �Tomorrow,� the mother answered for the Count, for he couldn�t get a word out of his mouth. �Tomorrow or today, as you wish. For the Count, who has shown much laudable haste in making amends for his misdeed, no time will be too soon.� �So I will have the pleasure of your company at 11 o�clock tomorrow in St Augustine�s Church,� said the Commandant, bowing to the Count, calling his wife and son to enter the Marquise�s room, and leaving him to himself.
In vain were attempts made to learn the reason for the Marquise�s strange behaviour. She had the heaviest of fevers, didn�t want to know anything about the betrothal and asked to be left alone. To the question as to why she had suddenly changed her mind, and what made the Count seem more repellent to her than any other, she looked, distracted and with wide eyes, at her father and said nothing. The Colonel�s wife spoke up; had she forgotten she was herself a mother, to which she answered that in that case she must think more about herself than the child, and assured her once again, calling on all the angels and saints in heaven as witness, that she would not marry. Her father, who evidently saw her as being in an overexcited state of mind, declared that she must keep her word, then left her and gave orders for everything to do with the marriage after careful and written consultation with the Count. The Commandant then presented the latter with a marriage contract in which the Count would forgo all conjugal rights, binding him on the other hand to all the duties demanded of him. The Count sent the document back, drenched in tears, with his signature. When next morning the Commandant gave this document to the Marquise, her spirits had calmed down a little. Still sitting in bed, she read it through several times, gathered it thoughtfully together, opened and read it again and thereupon declared that she would be present at 11 o�clock at St Augustine�s Church. She got up, dressed without saying a word, climbed into her carriage with all her family as the clock struck, and drove off towards the church.
The Count was only allowed to join the family in the church porch. During the ceremony the Marquise stared rigidly at the altarpiece; she didn�t bestow one fleeting glance on the man with whom she exchanged rings. When the betrothal was over, the Count offered her his arm, but as soon as they were out of the church again the Countess bowed and took leave of him. The Commandant asked him if he would have the honour of seeing him sometimes in his daughter�s quarters. The Count muttered something nobody understood, raised his hat to the assembled company and disappeared. He moved into a house in M� in which he spent several months without even putting a foot in the Commandant�s house, where the Countess remained. It was only his gentle, dignified and absolutely exemplary behaviour whenever in any kind of contact with the family that he had to thank for being invited to the baptism after the Countess was delivered of a young son. She, with embroidered coverlets on her childbed, saw him only for a moment as he entered the door and greeted her from a respectful distance. Among the presents with which guests welcomed the newborn, he threw two sheets of paper into its cradle, one of which, it transpired after examination, was a gift of 20,000 roubles to the boy. The other was a will, which in the event of the Count�s death named the Countess as heir to his entire fortune. From that day on, at the instigation of the Colonel�s wife, he was frequently invited. The house was open to him and soon hardly an evening passed without him being there. As he had a feeling that he had been forgiven on all sides because of the world�s precarious nature, he resumed his wooing of the Countess�his wife�and after a year had elapsed received a second acceptance from her. A second marriage was also celebrated, happier than the first, after which the whole family moved out to V�. A whole row of little Russians now followed the first, and when the Count one day asked his wife in a happy moment why, on that dreaded 3rd, when she seemed ready to receive any villain of a man, she had fled from him as from a devil, she threw her arms round his neck and told him that he wouldn�t have seemed like a devil to her then if he hadn�t appeared like an angel to her when she first saw him.
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