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260.44 Excerpt from Eloisa, or A Series Of Original Letters\fn{by Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712-1778)} Geneva,
Geneva Canton, Switzerland (M) 10
*\fn{to Eloisa}
I must fly from you, Eloisa; I feel I must. I ought not to have stayed with you so long; or rather, I ought never
to have beheld you. But now, what can I do? On what shall I determine? You have promised me your friendship;
consider my perplexity, and give me your advice.
You are sensible that I only came into the family in consequence of an invitation from your mother. Believing
me possessed of some little knowledge, the thought I might be of service in the education of her beloved daughter,
in a situation where proper masters were not to be obtained. Proud to be instrumental in adding any
embellishment to so fine a natural genius, I ventured on the perilous task, unmindful of the danger, or at least
fearless of the consequence. I will not tell you that I begin to suffer for my presumption. I hope I shall never so far
forget myself, as to say anything which you ought not to hear, or fail in that respect which is due to your virtue,
even more than to your birth or personal charms. If I must suffer, I have the consolation at least of suffering alone;
nor could I enjoy any happiness at the expense of yours.
And yet I see and converse with you daily: in the meanwhile I am but too sensible that you innocently
aggravate a misfortune which you cannot pity, and of which you ought to be ignorant. It is true, I knew what
prudence dictates in a case like this, where there is no hope and I shall certainly follow her advice, if I could
reconcile it to my notions of probity. But, how can I with decency quit a family into which I was so kindly invited,
where I have received so many obligations, and where, by the tenderest of mothers, I am thought of some utility
to a daughter whom she loves more than all the world? How can I resolve to deprive this affectionate parent of the
pleasure she proposes herself in one day surprising her husband with our improvements, which she now conceals
from his knowledge with that view? Shall I impolitely quit the house without taking leave of her? Shall I declare
to her the cause of my retreat, and would not she have reason to be offended with this confession from a man
whose inferior birth and fortune prevent his aspiring to the happiness of being yours?
There seems but one method to extricate me from this embarrassment: the hand which involved me in it must
also relieve me. As you are the cause of my offence, you must inflict my punishment: out of compassion, at least
deign to banish me from your presence. Show my letter to your parents; let your doors be shut against me: spurn
me from you in what manner you please: from you I can bear anything; but of my own accord I have no power to
fly from you.
Spurn me from you! Fly your presence! And why? Why should it be a crime to be sensible of merit, and to
love that which we cannot fail to esteem? No, charming Eloisa! Your beauty might have dazzled my eyes, but it
never would have misled my heart, had it not been animated with something yet more powerful. It is that
captivating union between a lively sensibility and invariable sweetness of disposition; it is that tender feeling for
the distress of your fellow-creatures; it is that amazing justness of sentiment, and that exquisite taste; which derive
their excellence from the purity of your soul: it is, in a word, those charms of your mind more than those of your
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person which I adore. I confess it may be possible to imagine beauties still more transcendently perfect; but more
amiable, and more deserving the heart of a wife and virtuous man—no, no Eloisa, that is impossible.
I am sometimes inclined to flatter myself, that as there is a parity in your years, and a similitude in our taste,
there is also a secret sympathy in our affections. We are both so young that our nature can hitherto have received
no false bias from anything adventitious, and all our inclinations seem to coincide. Before we have imbibed the
uniform prejudices of the world, our general perceptions seem uniform; and why may I not suppose the same
concord in our hearts, which in our judgment is so strikingly apparent? Sometimes it happens that our eyes meet;
involuntary sighs betray our feelings, tears steal from—O! my Eloisa! If this unison of soul should be a divine
impulse—if heaven should have destined us—all the power on earth—Ah, pardon me! I am bewildered; I have
mistaken a vain wish for hope: the ardor of my desires gave to their imaginary object a solidity which did not
exist. I foresee with horror the torments which my heart is preparing for itself. I do not seek to indulge my
weakness; if it were in my power I would hate it. You may judge of the purity of my sentiments by the favor I ask.
Destroy, if possible, the sources of the poison that both supports and kills me. I am determined to effect my cure
or my death, and I therefore implore your vigorous injunction, as a lover would supplicate your passion.
Yes, I promise, I swear, on my part, to do everything in my power to recover my reason; or to bury my
growing anxiety in the inmost recesses of my soul. But, for Heaven’s sake, turn me from those lovely eyes that
pierce me to the heart; suffer me no longer to gaze upon that face, that mien, those arms, those hands, those
flowing locks, that engaging gesture: disappoint the imprudent avidity of my looks; no longer let me hear that
enchanting voice, which cannot be heard without emotion: be, alas! in every respect, another woman, that my soul
may return to its former tranquility.
Shall I tell you without apology? When we are engaged in the puerile amusements of these long evenings, you
cruelly permit me, in the presence of the whole family, to increase a flame that is already but too violent. You are
not more reserved to me than to any other. Even yesterday you almost suffered me, as a forfeit, to take a kiss: you
made but a faint resistance. Happily I did not persist. I perceived, by my increasing palpitation, that I was rushing
upon my ruin, and therefore stopped in time. If I had dared to indulge my inclination, that kiss would have been
accompanied with my last sigh, and I should have died the happiest of mortals.
For Heaven’s sake let us quit those childish amusements, since they may possibly be attended with such fatal
consequences; even the most simple of them is not without its danger. I tremble as often as our hands meet, and I
know not how it happens, but they meet continually. I start the instant I feel the touch of your finger; I am seized
with a fever, or rather delirium, in these sports; my senses gradually forsake me, and when I am thus absent, what
can I say, what can I do, where hide myself, or how be answerable for my conduct?
The hours of instruction are no less dangerous than those of amusement. Your mother or your cousin no sooner
leave the room than I observe a change in your behavior. You at once assume an air so serious and cold, that my
respect and fear of offending, destroy my presence of mind and deprive me of my judgment: so that it is with
difficulty and trembling that I gabble over a lesson, which even your excellent talents are unable to pursue. This
affected change in your behavior is hurtful to us both: you confound me, and deprive yourself of instruction,
whilst I am entirely at a loss to account for this sudden alteration in a person naturally so even tempered and
reasonable. Tell me, pray, tell me, why are you so sprightly in public, and so reserved when by ourselves? I
imagined it ought to be just the contrary, and that one should be more or less upon one’s guard in proportion to the
number of spectators. But, instead of this, when we are alone you are ceremonious, and familiar when we join
company. If you deign to be more equal, probably my torment would be less.
If that compassion which is natural to elevated minds can move you in behalf to an unfortunate youth, whom
you have honored with some share in your esteem, you have it in your power, by a small change in your conduct,
to render his situation less irksome, and to enable him, with your tranquility, to support his silence, and his
sufferings: but if you find yourself not touched with his situation, and are determined to exert your power to ruin
him, he will acquiesce without murmuring: he would rather—much rather, perish by your order, than incur your
displeasure by his indiscretion. Now, though you are become mistress of my future destiny, I cannot reproach
myself with having indulged the least presumptive hope. If you have been so kind as to read my letter, you have
complied with all I should have dared to request, even though I had no refusal to fear.
*\fn{To Eloisa}
How strangely was I deceived in my first letter! Instead of alleviating my pain, I have increased my distress,
by incurring your displeasure: and, alas! that, I find, is the least supportable of all misfortunes. Your silence, your
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cold and reserved behavior, but too plainly indicate my doom. You have indeed granted one part of my petition,
but it was to punish me with the greater severity.
At distance keep from my presumptuous love,
Your fair and flowing locks no more are seen,
And every kind and tender look restrained.

You have withdrawn that innocent familiarity in public of which I foolishly complained; and in private you
become still more severe: you are so ingeniously cruel, that both your complaisance and reserve are equally
intolerable.
Were it possible for you to conceive how much your indifference affects me, you would certainly think my
punishment too rigorous. What would I not give to recall that unfortunate letter, and that I had borne my former
sufferings without complaint! So fearful am I of adding to my offence, that I should never have ventured to write
a second letter, if I did not flatter myself with the hopes of expiating the crime I committed in the first. Will you
deem it any satisfaction if I confess that I mistook my own intention? Or shall I protest that I never was in love
with you?—Oh no; I can never be guilty so such a horrid perjury! The heart which is impressed with your fair
image must not be polluted with a lie. If I am doomed to be unhappy—be it so. I cannot stoop to any thing mean
or deceitful to extenuate my fault. My pen refuses to disavow the transgression of which my heart is but too justly
accused.
Methinks I already feel the weight of your indignation, and await its final consequence as a favor which I have
some right to expect: for the passion which consumes me deserves to be punished, but not despised. For Heaven’s
sake, do not leave me to myself; condescend, at least, to determine my fate; deign to let me know your pleasure. I
will obey implicitly whatever you think proper to command. Do you impose eternal silence? I will be silent as the
grave. Do you banish me your presence? I swear that I will never see you more. Will my death appease you? That
would be of all things the least difficult. There are no terms which I am not ready to subscribe, unless that should
enjoin me not to love you; yet, even in that I would obey you—if it were possible.
A hundred times a day I am tempted to throw myself at your feet, bathe them with my tears, and to implore
your pardon, or receive my death; but a sudden terror damps my resolution; my trembling knees want power to
bend; my words expire upon my lips, and my soul finds no support against the dread of offending you.
Was ever mortal in so terrible a situation! My heart is but too sensible of its offence, yet cannot cease to
offend; my crime and my remorse conspire in its agitation, and, ignorant of my destiny, I am cruelly suspended
between the hope of your compassion and the fear of punishment.
But, no! I do not hope—I have no right to hope—I ask no indulgence, but that you will hasten my sentence.
Let your just revenge be satisfied. Do you think me sufficiently wretched, to be thus reduced to solicit vengeance
on my own head? Punish me; it is your duty: but if you retain the least degree of compassion for me, do not, I
beseech you, drive me to despair with those cold looks, and that air of reserve and discontent. When once a
criminal is condemned to die, all resentment should cease.
*\fn{To Eloisa}
Do not be impatient, madam; this is the last importunity you will receive from me. Little did I apprehend, in
the dawn of my passion, what a train of ills I was preparing for myself! I then foresaw none greater than that of a
hopeless passion, which reason, in time, might overcome; but I soon experienced one much more intolerable in
the pain which I felt at your displeasure, and now the discovery of your uneasiness is infinitely more afflicting
than all the rest. O Eloisa! I perceive it with bitterness of soul, my complaints affect your peace of mind. You
continue invincibly silent; but my heart is too attentive not to penetrate into the secret agitations of your mind.
Your eyes appear gloomy, thoughtful, and fixed upon the ground; sometimes they wander, and fall undesignedly
upon me; your bloom fades, and unusual paleness overspreads your cheeks; your gaiety forsakes you, you seem
oppressed with grief; and the unalterable sweetness of your disposition alone enables you to preserve the shadow
of your usual good humor.
Whether it be through sensibility, disdain, or even compassion for my sufferings, I see you are affected by
them. I fear, however, to augment your distress; and am more unhappy, on this account, than flattered with the
hope it might possibly occasion; for, if I know myself, your happiness is infinitely dearer to me than my own.

4

I now begin to be sensible that I judged very erroneously of the feelings of my heart, and perceive too late, that
what I at first took for a fleeting frenzy, is but too inseparably interwoven with my future destiny. It is your late
melancholy that has made the increasing progress of my malady apparent. The luster of your eyes, the delicate
glow of your complexion, your excellent understanding, and all the enchantment of your former vivacity, could
not have affected me half so much as your present manifest dejection. Be assured, divine maid, if it were possible
for you to feel the intolerable flame which your last eight pensive days of languor and discontent have kindled in
my soul, you yourself would shudder at the misery you have caused. But there is now no remedy: my despair
whispers, that nothing but the cold tomb will extinguish the raging fire within my breast.
Be it so: he that cannot command felicity may at least deserve it. You may possibly be obliged to honor with
your esteem the man whom you did not deign to answer. I am young, and may, perchance, one day, merit the
regard of which I am now unworthy. In the meantime, it is necessary that I should restore to you that repose which
I have lost forever, and of which you are, by my presence, in spite of myself, deprived. It is but just that I alone
should suffer, since I alone am guilty. Adieu, then, too charming Eloisa! Resume your tranquility, and be again
happy. Tomorrow I am gone forever. But be assured, that my violent, spotless passion for you, will end only with
my life; that my heart, full of so divine an object, will never debase itself by admitting a second impression; that it
will divide all its future homage between you and virtue, and that no other flame shall ever profane the altar at
which Eloisa was adored.
*\fn{Note 1}
Be not too positive in your opinion that your absence is become necessary. A virtuous heart would overcome
its folly, or be silent, and thus might become, perhaps, too formidable.—But you—And yet you may stay.
*\fn{Answer}
I was a long time silent; your cold indifference forced me to speak at last. Virtue may possibly get the better of
folly, but who can bear to be despised by those they love? I must be gone.
*\fn{Note 2}
No, Sir; after what you have seemed to feel; after what you have dared to tell me; a man, such as you feign
yourself, will not fly; he will do more.
*\fn{Answer}
I have feigned nothing except a moderate passion in a heart filled with despair. Tomorrow you will be satisfied;
and, notwithstanding what you may then say, I shall have done less than it would be to fly from you.
*\fn{Note 3}
Foolish youth! If my life be dear to you, attempt not your own. I am beset, and can neither speak nor write to
you till tomorrow. Wait!
*\fn{From Eolisa}
Must I then, at last, confess the fatal, the ill-disguised secret! How often have I sworn that it should never burst
from my heart but with my life! Your danger wrests it from me. It is gone, and my honor is lost forever. Alas! I
have but too religiously performed my vow: can there be a death more cruel than to survive one’s honor?
What shall I say? How shall I break the painful silence? Or rather, have I not said all, and am I not already too
well understood? Alas! You have seen too much not to divine the rest. Imperceptibly deluded into the snare of the
seducer, I see, without being able to avoid it, the horrid precipice before me. Artful man! It is not your passion,
but mine, which excites your presumption. You observe the distraction of my soul; you avail yourself of it to
accomplish my ruin; and, now you have rendered me despicable, my greatest misfortune is, that I am forced to
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behold you also in a despicable light. Ungrateful wretch! In return for my esteem, you have ruined me. Had I
supposed your heart capable of exulting, believe me, you would have never enjoyed this triumph.
I have neglected nothing to stop the progress of this fatal passion. Sensible of my own weakness, how gladly
would I have evaded the attack; but the eagerness of your pursuit has baffled my precaution. A thousand times I
have resolved to cast myself at the feet of those who gave me being; a thousand times I have determined to open
to them my guilty heart: but they can form no judgment of its condition; they would apply but common remedies
to a desperate disease; my mother is weak and without authority; I know the inflexible severity of my father; and I
should bring down ruin and dishonor upon myself, my family, and you. My friend is absent; my brother is no
more.
I have not a protector in the world to save me from the persecution of my enemy. In vain I implore the
assistance of Heaven; Heaven is deaf to the prayers of irresolution. Everything conspires to increase my anxiety—
every circumstance combines to abandon me to myself, or rather cruelly to deliver me up to you—all nature
seems your accomplice—my efforts are vain; I adore you in spite of myself. And shall that heart which, in its full
vigor, was unable to resist, shall it only half surrender? Shall a heart which knows no dissimulation attempt to
conceal the poor remains of its weakness? No; the first step was the most difficult, and the only one which I ought
never to have taken. Shall I now pretend to stop at the rest? No; that first false step plunged me into the abyss, and
now my degree of misery is entirely in your power.
Such is my horrid situation, that I am forced to turn to the author of my misfortunes, and implore his protection
against himself. I might—I know I might—have deferred this confession of my despair; I might, for some time
longer, have disguised my shameful weakness, and by yielding gradually, have imposed upon myself. Vain
dissimulation! which could only have flattered my pride, but could not save my virtue. I see but too plainly
whither my first error tends, and shall not endeavor to prepare for, but to escape, perdition.
Nevertheless, if you are not the very lowest of mankind—if the least spark of virtue lives within your soul—it
if it retain any vestige of those sentiments of honor which seemed to penetrate your heart, you can not possibly be
so vile as to take any unjust advantage of a confession forced from me by a fatal distraction of my senses. No; I
know you well: you will support my weakness; you will become my safeguard; you will defend my person
against my own heart. Your virtue is the last refuge of my innocence; my honor dares confide in yours, for you
can not preserve one without the other. Ah! Let your generous soul perceive them both, and, at least for your own
sake, be merciful.
Good God! am I thus sufficiently humbled? I write to you on my knees; I bathe my paper with my tears; I pay
to you my timorous homage; and yet you are not to believe me ignorant that it was in my power to have reversed
the scene; and that, with a little art, which would have rendered me despicable in my own eyes, I might have been
obeyed and worshipped. Take the frivolous empire, I relinquish it to my friend; but leave me, ah! leave me my
innocence. I had rather live your slave, and preserve my virtue, than purchase your obedience at the price of my
honor. Should you deign to hear me, what gratitude may you not claim from her who will owe to you the recovery
of her reason? How charming must be the tender union of two souls unacquainted with guilt! Your vanquished
passions will prove the source of happiness, and your pleasures will be worthy of Heaven itself.
I hope, no, I am confident, that the man to whom I have given my whole heart, will not belie my opinion of his
generosity; but I flatter myself also, if he is mean enough to take the least advantage of my weakness, that
contempt and indignation will restore my senses, and that I am not yet sunk so low as to fear a lover for whom I
should have reason to blush. You shall be virtuous, or be despised; I will be respected, or be myself again; it is the
only hope I have left, preferable to the hope of death.
*\fn{To Eloisa}
Celestial powers! I possessed a soul capable of affliction, O inspire me with one that can bear felicity! Divine
love! spirit of my existence, O support me! for I sink down oppressed with ecstasy. How inexpressible are the
charms of virtue! How invincible the power of a beloved object! Fortune, pleasure, transport, how poignant your
impression! O, how shall I withstand the rapid torrent of bliss which overflows my heart, and how dispel the
apprehensions of a timorous maid? Eloisa—no! my Elosia on her knees! My Eloisa weep!—Shall she to whom
the universe should bend, supplicate the man who adores her, to be careful of her honor, and to preserve his own?
Were it possible for me to be out of humor with you, I should be a little angry at your fears; they are disgraceful to
us both. Learn, you chaste and heavenly beauty, to know better the nature of your empire. If I adore your
charming person, is it not for the purity of that soul by which it is animated, and which bears such ineffable marks
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of its divine origin? You tremble with apprehension: Good God! what have you to fear, who stamps with
reverence and honor every sentiment she inspires? Is there a man upon earth who could be vile enough to offer the
least insult to such virtue? Permit, O permit me, to enjoy the unexpected happiness of being beloved—beloved by
such—Ye princes of the world, I now look down upon your grandeur. Let me read a thousand and a thousand
times that enchanting epistle, where your tender sentiments are painted in such strong and glowing colors; where I
observe with transport, notwithstanding the violent agitation of your soul, that even the most lively passions of a
noble heart never lose sight of virtue. What monster, after having read that affecting letter, could take advantage
of your generous confession, and attempt a crime which must infallibly make him wretched and despicable even
to himself? No, my dearest Eloisa, there can be nothing to fear from a friend, a lover, who must ever be incapable
of deceiving you. Though I should entirely have lost my reason, though the discomposure of my senses should
hourly increase, your person will always appear to me, not only the most beautiful, but the most sacred deposit
with which mortal was ever entrusted. My passion, like its object, is unalterably pure. The horrid idea of incest
does not shock me more than the thought of polluting your heavenly charms with a sacrilegious touch: you are not
more inviolably safe with your own parent than with your lover. If ever that happy lover should in your presence
forget himself but for a moment—O! it is impossible. When I am no longer in love with virtue, my love for Eloisa
must expire; on my first offence, withdraw your affection, and cast me off forever.
By the purity of our mutual tenderness, therefore, I conjure you, banish all suspicion. Why should your fear
exceed the passions of your lover? To what greater felicity can I aspire, when that with which I am blest, is
already more than I am well able to support! We are both young, and in love inexperienced, it is true; but is that
honor which conducts us, a deceitful guide? can that experience be needful, which is acquired only from vice? I
am strangely deceived, if the principles of rectitude, are not rooted in the bottom of my heart. In truth, my Eloisa,
I am no vile seducer, as, in your despair, you were pleased to call me; but am artless, and of great sensibility;
easily discovering my feelings, but feeling nothing at which I ought to blush. To say all in one word, my love for
Eloisa, is not greater than my abhorrence of a crime. I am even doubtful, whether the love which you inspire, be
not in its nature, incompatible with vice; and whether a corrupt heart, could possibly feel its influence. As for me,
the more I love you, the more exalted are my sentiments. Can there be any degree of virtue, however unattainable
for its own sake, to which I would not aspire to become more worthy of Eloisa.
*\fn{Eloisa to Clara}
Is my dear cousin resolved to spend her whole life in bewailing her poor Challiot, and will she forget the living
because of the dead? I sympathize in your grief, and think it just; but shall it therefore be eternal? Since the death
of your mother, she was assiduously careful of your education; she was your friend rather than your governess.
She loved you with great tenderness, and me, for your sake; her instructions were all intended to enrich our hearts
with principles of honor and virtue. All this I know, my dear, and acknowledge it with gratitude; but confess, with
me also, that, in some respects, she acted very imprudently: that she often indiscreetly told us things with which
we had no concern; that she entertained us eternally with maxims of gallantry, her own juvenile adventures, the
management of amours; and that to avoid the snares of men, though she might tell us not to give ear to their
protestations, yet she certainly instructed us in many things, with which there was no necessity for young girls to
be made acquainted. Reflect, therefore, upon her death as a misfortune, not without some consolation, to girls of
our age, her lessons grew dangerous, and who knows but Heaven may have taken her from us, the very moment in
which her removal became necessary to our future happiness. Remember the salutary advice you gave me when I
was deprived of the best of brothers. Was Challiot dearer to you? Is your loss greater than mine?
Return, my dear; she has no longer any occasion for you. Alas! While you are wasting your time in superfluous
affliction, may not your absence be productive of greater evils? Why are you not afraid, who know the beatings of
my heart, to abandon your friend to misfortunes which your preference might prevent. O, Clara! Strange things
have happened since your departure. You will tremble to hear the danger to which I have been exposed by my
imprudence. Thank heaven, I hope I have now nothing to fear; but unhappily I am as it were at the mercy of
another. You alone can restore me to myself; haste, therefore, to my assistance. So long as your attendance was of
service to poor Challiot, I was silent; I should ever have been the first to exhort you to such an act of benevolence.
But now she is no more, her family are become the objects of your charity: of this obligation we could better
acquit ourselves, if we were together, and your gratitude might be discharged without neglecting your friend.
Since my father took his leave of us, we have resumed our former manner of living. My mother leaves me less
frequently alone; not that she has any suspicion. Her visits employ more time than it would be proper for me to
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spare from my little studies, and, in her absence, Bab fills her place but negligently. Now, though I do not think
my good mother sufficiently watchful, I cannot resolve to tell her so. I would willingly provide for my own safety,
without losing her esteem; and you alone are capable of managing this matter. Return then, my dear Clara,
prithee\fn{Please; an archaic form} return. I regret every lesson at which you are not present, and am fearful of
becoming too learned. Our preceptor is not only a man of great merit, but of exemplary virtue, and therefore more
dangerous. I am too well satisfied with him to be so with myself. For with girls of our age, it is always safer to be
two than one, be the man ever so virtuous.
*\fn{Answer}
I understand, and tremble for you: not that I think your danger so great as your imagination would suggest.
Your fears make me less apprehensive for the present; but I am terrified with the thought of what may hereafter
happen: should you be unable to conquer your passion, what will become of you? Alas! poor Challiot, how often
has she foretold, that your first sigh would mark your fortune? Ah! Eloisa, so young, and your destiny already
accomplished! Much, I fear, we shall find the want of that sensible woman, whom, in your opinion, we have lost
for our advantage. Sure I am, it would be advantageous for us to fall into still safer hands; but she has made us too
knowing to be governed by another, yet not sufficiently so to govern ourselves: she only was able to shield us
from the danger to which, by her indiscretion, we are exposed: she was extremely communicative; and,
considering our ages, we ourselves seem to have thought pretty deeply. The ardent and tender friendship which
had united us, almost from our cradles, expanded our hearts, and ripened them into sensibility, perhaps a little
premature. We are not ignorant of the passions, as to their symptoms and effects; the art of suppressing them
seems to be all we want. Heaven grant, that our young philosopher may know this art better than we.
By we, you know whom I mean: for my part Challiot used always to say, that my giddiness would be my
security in the place of reason; that I should never have sense enough to be in love; and that I was too constantly
foolish to be guilty of a great folly. My dear Eloisa, be careful of yourself! The better she thought of your
understanding, the more she was apprehensive of your heart. Nevertheless, let not your courage sink. Your
prudence and your honor, I am certain, will exert their utmost, and I assure you, on my part, that friendship shall
do everything in its power. If we are too knowing for our years, yet our manners have been hitherto spotless and
irreproachable. Believe me, my dear, there are many girls, who, though they may have more simplicity, have less
virtue than ourselves; we know what virtue means, and are virtuous by choice; and that seems to me the most
secure.
And yet, from what you have told me, I shall not enjoy a moment’s repose till we meet; for if you are really
afraid, your danger is not entirely chimerical. It is true, the means of preservation are very obvious. One word to
your mother, and the thing is done: but I understand you; the expedient is too conclusive; you would willingly be
assured of not being vanquished, without losing the honor of having sustained the combat. Alas! My poor cousin
—if there was the least glimmering—Baron Etange consent to give his daughter, his only child, to the son of an
inconsiderable tradesman, without fortune! Do you presume to hope he will?—or what do you hope? What would
you have? Poor Eloisa!—Fear nothing, however, on my account. Your friend will keep your secret. Many people
might think it more honest to reveal it—perhaps they are right. For my part, whom am no great casuist,\fn { One
who uses clever but unsound reasoning, especially in relation to moral questions; or one who resolves moral problems by the application of
theoretical rules to particular instances } I have no notion of that honesty, which is incomparable with confidence, faith,

and friendship. I imagine, that every relation, every age, has its peculiar maxims, duties, and virtues; but what
might be prudence in another, in me, would be perfidy; and that to confound these things, would more probably
make us wicked than wife and happy. If your love be weak, we will overcome it; but, if it be extreme, violent
measures may produce a tragical catastrophe, and friendship will attempt nothing for which it cannot be
answerable. After all, I flatter myself that I shall have little reason to complain of your conduct, when I have you
once under my eye. You shall see what it is to have a duenna\fn{Moral guardian} of eighteen!
You know, my dear girl, that I am not absent upon pleasure; and really the country is not so agreeable in the
spring, as you imagine: one suffers, at this time, both heat and cold; for the trees afford us no shade, and in the
house it is too cold to live without fire. My father too, in the midst of his building, begins to perceive, that the
gazette comes later hither than to town; so that we all wish to return, and I hope to embrace you in a few days. But
what causes my inquietude is, that a few days make I know not what number of hours, any of which are destined
to the philosopher: to the philosopher, cousin! you understand me. Remember that the clock strikes those hours
entirely for him.
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Do not blush, my dear girl, turn down your eyes, or look grave; your features will not suffer it. You know I
never in my life could weep without laughing, and yet I have not less sensibility than other people: I do not feel
our separation less severely, nor am I less afflicted with the loss of poor Challiot. Her family I am resolved never
to abandon, and I sincerely thank my kind friend for her promise to assist me: but to let slip an opportunity of
doing good were to be no more myself. I confess the good creature was rather too talkative, free enough on
certain occasions, a little indiscreet with young girls, and that she was fond of old stories and times past: so that I
do not so much regret the qualities of her mind, though among some bad ones, many of them were excellent; that
loss which I chiefly deplore, is the goodness of her heart, and that mixture of maternal and sisterly affection which
made her inexpressibly dear to me. My mother I scarce knew; I am indeed beloved by my father, as much as it is
possible for him to love; your amiable brother is no more; and I very seldom see my own. Thus am I left alone,
almost desolate as an orphan. You are my only consolation. Yes, my Eloisa lives, and I will weep no more!
P.S. For fear of an accident I shall direct this letter to our preceptor.
*\fn{To Eloisa}
O my fair Eloisa, what a strange capricious deity is Love! My present felicity seems far to exceed my most
sanguine expectations, and yet I am discontented. You love me, you confess your passion, and yet I sigh. My
presumptuous heart dares to wish still farther, though all my wishes are gratified. I am punished with its wild
imaginations; they render me unhappy in the very bosom of felicity. Do not, however, believe that I have
forgotten the laws you have imposed, or lost the power of obedience: no, but I am displeased to find the
observance of those laws irksome to me alone; that you, who not long ago, was all imbecility, are now become so
great a heroine; and that you are so excessively careful to prevent every proof of my integrity.
How you are changed, and you alone, within these two months! Where is now your languor, your disgust, your
dejected look! The Graces have again resumed their post; your charms are all returned; the new-blown rose is not
more fresh and blooming; you have recovered your vivacity and wit; you rally, even me, as formerly; but what
hurts me more than all this, is, that you swear eternal fidelity with as much gaiety and good humor, as if it were
something droll or indifferent.
O, my fair inconstant! Is this the characteristic of an ungovernable passion? If you were, in any degree, at war
with your inclinations, would not the constraint throw a damp upon your enjoyments? O, how infinitely more
amiable you were, when less beautiful! How do I regret that pathetic paleness, that precious assurance of a lover’s
happiness, and hate that sprightly health which you have recovered at the expense of my repose! Yes, I could be
much better satisfied with your indisposition, than with that air of content, those sparkling eyes, that blooming
complexion, which conspire to insult me. Have you already forgot the time when you were glad to sue for mercy?
Oh, Eloisa! The violent tempest hath been very suddenly allayed.
But what vexes me most, is, that after having committed yourself entirely to my honor, you should seem
apprehensive and mistrustful, where there is no danger. Is it thus I am rewarded for my discretion? Does my
inviolable respect deserve to be thus affronted? Your father’s absence is so far from giving you more liberty, that it
is now almost impossible to find you alone. Your constant cousin never leaves you a moment. I find we are
insensibly returning to our former circumspection; with this difference only, what was then irksome to you, is now
become matter of amusement.
What recompense can I expect for the purity of my adoration, if not your esteem? And to what purpose have I
abstained even from the least indulgence, if it produces no gratitude? In short, I am weary of suffering
ineffectually, and of living in a state of continued self-denial, without being allowed the merit of it. I cannot bear
to be despised, whilst you are growing every day more beautiful. Why am I to gaze eternally on those delicious
fruits which my lips dare not touch? Must I relinquish all hope without the satisfaction of a voluntary sacrifice?
No; since you depend no longer upon my honor, it stands released from its vain engagements; your own
precautions are sufficient. You are ungrateful, and I am too scrupulous; but for the future I am resolved not to
reject the happiness which fortune, in spite of you, may throw in my way. Be it as it will, I find that I have taken
upon me a charge that is above my capacity. Eloisa, you are once more your own guardian. I must resign the
deposit which I cannot preserve without being tempted to a breach of faith, and which you yourself are able to
secure with less difficulty than you were pleased to imagine.
I speak seriously! Depend upon your own strength, else banish me, or, in other words, deprive me of existence.
The promise I made was rash and inconsiderate: and I am amazed how I have been able to keep it so long. I
confess it ought to remain forever inviolable; but of that I now perceive the impossibility. He who wantonly
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exposes his virtue to such severe trials, deserves to fall. Believe me, fairest among women! that you will always
be honored and respected by him who valued life only on your account; but reason may forsake me, and my
intoxicated senses may hint the perpetration of a crime, which, in my cooler hours, I should abhor. I am, however,
happy in the reflection, that I have not hitherto abused your confidence. Two whole months have I triumphed over
myself: but I am entitled to the reward due to as many ages of torment.
*\fn{From Eloisa}
I comprehend you: the pleasures of vice, and the reward of virtue, would just constitute the felicity you wish to
enjoy. Are these your morals? Truly, my good friend, your generosity was of short duration. Is it possible that it
could be entirely the effect of art—there is something ludicrous, however, in complaining of my health. Was it
that you hoped to see it entirely destroyed by my ridiculous passion, and expected to have me at your feet,
imploring your pity to save my life? Or did you treat me with respect whilst I continued frightful, with an
intention to retract your promise as soon as I should in any degree become an object of desire?—I see nothing so
vastly meritorious in such a sacrifice.
With equal justice, you are pleased to reproach me for the care I have lately taken to prevent those painful
combats with yourself, when, in reality, you ought to deem it an obligation: you then retract your engagement, on
account of its being too burdensome a duty; so that in the same breath you complain of having too much and of
not having enough to do. Recollect yourself a little, and endeavour to be more consistent, that your pretended
sufferings may have a less frivolous appearance: or perhaps it would be more advisable to put off that
dissimulation which is inconsistent with your character. Say what you will, your heart is much better satisfied
with mine, than you would have me think. Ungrateful man! you are but too well acquainted with its feelings.
Even your own letter contradicts you, by the gaiety of its style; you would not have so much wit, if you had less
tranquility. But enough of vain reproach to you: let me now reproach myself; it will, probably, be with more
reason.
The content and serenity with which I have been blessed of late, is inconsistent with my former declaration;
and I confess you have cause to be surprised at the contrast. You were then a witness to my despair, and you now
behold in me too much tranquility; hence you pronounce me inconstant and capricious. Be not, my good friend,
too severe in your judgment. This heart of mine cannot be known in one day.—Have patience, and, in time, you
may, probably, discover it to be not unworthy [of] your regard.
Unless you were sensible how much I was shocked, when I first detected my heart in its passion for you, it is
impossible to form any idea of what I suffered. The maxims I imbibed in my education were so extremely severe,
that love, however pure, seemed highly criminal. I was taught to believe, that a young girl of sensibility, was
ruined the moment she suffered a tender expression to pass her lips: my disordered imagination confounded the
crime with the confession of my love, and I had conceived so terrible an idea of the first step, that I saw little or
no interval between that and the last. An extreme diffidence of myself increased the alarm; the struggles of
modesty appeared to be those of virtue; and the uneasiness of silence seemed the importunity of desire. The
moment I had spoke, I concluded myself lost beyond redemption; and yet I must have spoken, or have parted with
you forever. Thus, unable to disguise my sentiments, I endeavored to excite your generosity, and, depending
rather upon you than on myself, I chose to engage your honor in my defense, as I could have little reliance on a
resource, of which I believe myself already deprived.
I soon discovered my error: I had scarce opened my mind, when I found myself much easier; the instant I
received your answer, I became perfectly calm; and two months experience has informed me that my too tender
heart has need of love, but that my passions can rest satisfied without a lover. Now judge, you who are a lover of
virtue, what joy I must have felt at this discovery. Emerged from the profound ignominy into which my fears had
plunged me, I now taste the delicious pleasure of a guiltless passion: it constitutes all my happiness; it has had an
influence on my temper and health; I can conceive no paradise on earth equal to the union of love and innocence.
I feared you no longer and when I endeavored to avoid being alone with you, it was rather for your sake than
my own. Your eyes, your sighs, betrayed more transport than prudence; but though you had forgotten the bounds
you yourself prescribed, I should not.
Alas! My friend, I wish I could communicate to you that tranquility of soul, which I now enjoy! Would it were
in my power to teach you to be contented and happy! What fear, what shame, can embitter our felicity? In the
bosom of love we might talk of virtue without a blush,
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And taste the pleasures innocence bestows.

And yet a strange foreboding whispers to my heart, that these are the only days of happiness allotted us by
Heaven. Our future prospect presents nothing to my view, but absence, anxiety, dangers and difficulties. The least
change in our present situation must necessarily be for the worse. Were we even united forever, I am not certain
whether our happiness would not be destroyed by its excess; the moment of possession is a dangerous crisis.
I conjure you, my kind, my only friend, to endeavor to calm the turbulence of those vain desires which are
always followed by regret, repentance and sorrow. Let us peaceably enjoy our present felicity. You have a
pleasure in giving me instruction, and you know but too well with what delight I listen to be instructed. Let your
lessons be yet more frequent, that we may be as little asunder as decency will allow. Our absent moments shall be
employed in writing to each other; and thus none of the precious time will pass in vain, which one day possibly
we might give the world to recall. Would to Heaven that our present happiness might end only with our lives! To
improve one’s understanding, to adorn one’s mind, indulge one’s heart: can there possibly be any addition to our
felicity?
*\fn{To Eloisa}
How entirely was my Eloisa in the right, when she said that I did not yet know her sufficiently! I constantly
flatter myself that I have discovered every excellence of her soul, when new beauties daily meet my observation.
What woman, but yourself, could ever unite virtue and tenderness so as to add new charms to both! In spite of
myself, I am forced to admire and approve that prudence which deprives me of all comfort; and there is
something so excessively engaging in the manner of imposing your prohibitions, that I almost receive them with
delight.
I am every day more positive, that there is no happiness equal to that of being beloved by Eloisa; and so
entirely am I of this opinion, that I would not prefer even the person of Eloisa, to the possession of her heart. But
why this bitter alternative? Can things be incompatible which are united in nature? Our time, you say, is precious;
let us enjoy our good fortune without troubling its pure stream with our impatience. Be it so: but shall we, because
we are moderately happy, reject supreme felicity? Is not all that time lost which might have been better
employed? If it were possible to live a thousand years in one quarter of an hour, what purpose would it answer to
tell over the tedious number of days as they passed?
Your opinion of our present situation is very just; I am convinced I ought to be happy, and yet I am much the
reverse. The dictates of wisdom may continue to flow from your lips, but the voice of nature is stronger than
yours: and how can we avoid listening to her, when she speaks the language of our own hearts? Of all sublunary
things, I know of nothing, except yourself, which deserves a moment’s attention. Without you, nature would have
no allurements; her empire is in your charms, and there she is irresistible.
Your heart, divine Eloisa, feels none of this. You are content to ravish our senses, and are not at war with your
own. It should seem that your soul is too sublime for human passions, and that you have not only the beauty, but
the purity of angels; a purity which murmuring I revere, and to which I would gladly aspire. But, now; I am
condemned to creep upon the earth, and to behold Eloisa a constellation in the heavens. O may you continue to be
happy, though I am wretched! Enjoy your virtues; and perdition catch the vile mortal who shall ever attempt to
tarnish one of them! Yes, my Eloisa, be happy, and I will endeavor to forget my own misery in the recollection of
your bliss. If I know my heart, my love is as spotless as its adorable object. The passions which your charms have
inflamed, are extinguished by the purity of your soul; I dare not disturb its serenity. Whenever I am tempted to
take the least liberty, I find myself restrained rather by the dread of interrupting your peace of mind, than by the
fear of offending. In my pursuit of happiness, I have considered only in what degree it might affect my Eloisa; and
finding it incompatible with hers, I can be wretched without repining.
With what inexplicable jarring sentiments you have inspired me! I am at once submissive and caring, mild and
impetuous. Your looks inflame meet heart with love; and when I hear your voice, I am captivated with the charms
of innocence. If ever I presume to indulge a wishful idea, it is in your absence. Your image in my mind is the only
object of my passionate adoration.
And yet I languish and consume away; my blood is all on fire, and every attempt to damp the flame serves but
to increase its fervor. Still I have cause to think myself very happy; and so I do. Surely I have little reason to
complain, when I would not change my situation with the greatest monarch upon earth. But yet some fiend
torments me, whose pursuits it is impossible to elude. Methinks I would not die, and yet I am daily expiring; for
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you only I wish to live, and you alone are the cause of my death. …\fn{ William Kenrick published his English translation
in 1761; it seems the very length of his effort (four volumes for this work alone in my edition) have precluded any more modern version;
but his is certainly sight-readable, and all I have really done to make the work machine-readable is (1) to eliminate two conventions of the
period: the elongated ƒ; and the ct connected by a curve from the top of the c to the top of the t; and (2) replaced his archaic constructions
dost thou, thou availest thyself, etc. with modern ones. I have corrected his your’s to yours and his unexperienced to inexperienced;
connected his any thing, every thing, etc.; and made to-day today. Yet have I retained his methinks and whilst; his passion for run-on
clauses; and his paragraphfications (though I think their length excessive). This editing should make the excerpt more comprehensible: and
this, of course, is the object. For how could one proceed without Rousseau in any collection of literature, whatever its purpose? Besides, he
says in book one of his Confessions that he loved the Romance. “Every night, after supper, we read some part of a small collection of
romances, which had been my mother's. My father's design was only to improve me in reading, and he thought these entertaining works
were calculated to give me a fondness for it; but we soon found ourselves so interested in the adventures they contained, that we alternately
read whole nights together and could not bear to give over until at the conclusion of a volume.” }

German 1 Excerpt from Amalie: Eine Wahre Geschichte In Briefen\fn{by Marianne Ehrmann (1755-1795)}
Rapperswil, St. Gallen Canton, Switzerland (F) 22

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

93.242 The Two Friends\fn{by Fernán Caballero aka Cecilia Francisca Josefa de Arrom (1796-1877)} Morges, Vaud Canton,
Switzerland (F) 3
The sun beat down in burning rays upon a dry and barren Andalusian plain. No water flowed through its
streams or brooks, and the flowers and young spring plants lay wilted; the only green things were some thorn
bushes, mastic trees and cactus, whose harshness resists the rigors of the seasons. Clouds of dust were being
blown by a brisk breeze from the east, hot as the breath of a volcano. The blue sky and bright sunshine seemed to
mock the tortured earth. Only the cattle of the region, with their resistant hides, and the spirited Spaniard, with his
stoic scorn of all physical suffering, were able to endure that fiery blast—they by sleeping and he by singing!
There could be seen on this plain on the twentieth of August of 1782 the signs of a recent battle: dead horses,
broken weapons, plants trampled down and covered with blood. In the distance a British detachment was
marching off in good order; nearby, the commander of a Spanish cavalry unit was busy regrouping his impatient
soldiers and spirited horses in order to pursue the English who, though fewer in number, were withdrawing with
the calm of victors.\fn{From 1779-1783, the Spanish and French blockaded the English fortress of Gibraltar (which had been in
British hands since 1704), attempting to force its surrender as part of the European phase of the American War of Independence. Supply
problems became acute; but the garrison was twice relieved—in January, 1780, by Admiral Sir George Rodney, and in April, 1781, by
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Admiral George Darby. At this point, Spanish land siege batteries opened fire for the first time, inflicting serious damage on the defensive
position; but in November, a British sortie put them largely out of action. On September 14, 1782, the English defeated a combined FrancoBritish assault on the fortress, including the destruction of ten besieging Spanish and French floating gun batteries (armed with over 200
cannon); and on October 11, the garrison was once again relieved, by Admiral Richard Howe, in his capacity as Commander of the Channel
Fleet. The siege was lifted in February, 1783, when news arrived of the signing of peace preliminaries pursuant to ending the military
conflict with the emergent United States of America .}

In the field where the battle had taken place, a young man was seated on a rock at the foot of an olive tree, with
his pale face resting against its trunk; another young man, whose face revealed deep desperation, was kneeling at
his feet and trying with his handkerchief to staunch the flow of his friend’s blood, which was pouring from a great
gash in his chest.
“Ah, Felix, Felix!” he exclaimed with profound anguish, “You are going to die, and all on account of me! Your
brave breast took the blow that was destined for me. Why, my devoted friend, did you save me from a glorious
death and leave me a life of despair and grief?”
“Don’t despair, Ramiro,” his friend said in a soft voice. “I am weak because I have lost a lot of blood, but my
wound is not a fatal one. Meanwhile, Ramiro, don’t you see that our own hand, that quickly avenged me, is
wounded, too?”
“Aid,” said Ramiro without listening to him, “only prompt aid might be able to save you! but left all alone as
we are, how can I get it for you? I cannot bring myself to leave you; at least we shall die together, Felix!”
At this moment they heard the gallop of a horse. Ramiro, gripped by anxiety, turned his eyes toward the source
of the sound and spied their faithful orderly who, separated from them during the fight and deeply concerned for
their safety, was looking for them.
Felix de Arahal and Ramiro de Lérida belonged to two families that had been united by bonds of deep
friendship for a long time. Brought up together, they had been attached to the royal household and were now
serving in the same regiment, where they had risen at an early age to the rank of Captain.
Felix, somewhat older than Ramiro, and with a stronger character, greater maturity of judgment and a more
even temperament, had a certain ascendancy over his friend. This, instead of diminishing the fine quality of their
friendship, added to that feeling: in one, the consideration and gratitude that inspire the protection that is received,
and in the other the interest and attachment that engender the protection that is given. After so evident a proof of
devotion as that which Felix had just shown Ramiro by facing death to save the latter’s life, which he had risked
so imprudently, Ramiro’s strong affection for his friend was now boundless. He looked upon Felix as his guardian
angel and, extremist that he was, he would have exhausted his strength and health in helping his friend during the
long illness caused by the wound, had not Felix himself prevented it by exercising the prerogatives of his
friendship and his weakened condition.
*
Through the streets of San Roque, where they were stationed during the siege of Gibraltar, the Princess
Regiment was on parade, preceded by a military band that was playing with wild abandon. Lovely ladies had
come out on their balconies to see the soldiers who were greeting them with their lively music and their flattering
glances.
“Look up there and you’ll see what I call a beautiful woman!” said Ramiro to Felix, who was marching at his
side.
Felix, still pale, raised his head and saw on the balcony of one of the finest houses in the city a young lady of
striking beauty, half hidden behind the profusion of flower pots on her balcony, like an hour of joy preceded by
hours of hope.
“You certainly are one to ferret out pretty girls,” answered Felix, smiling.
They went by. From time to time Raimro would turn his head to look again at that girl who had attracted his
attentions so much. She in turn followed the two officers with her glances: one of them tall, pale, and of erect and
aristocratic bearing; the other, shorter but agile, well-built, haughty and high-spirited.
*
“It wasn’t very brilliant, but at least we can say that the ball last night was quite gay,” Ramiro was saying to a
group of officers who were gathered in the city’s main square.
“It must have seemed that way to you,” said a lieutenant of cavalry, who was just as indefatigable in
reconnoitering in the ballroom as on the battlefield. “Because you certainly enjoyed yourself there.”
“But enough of jokes, gentlemen,” replied Ramiro. “Unfortunately, the siege of the fortress, which drags on so
slowly, keeps us all idle, and that is what causes this foolish gossip.”
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“I can see that you’re all wrapped up in some intrigue,” Felix said to his friend when they left the others,
“because you have grown so serious. Don’t forget the old couplet, Ramiro:
I fell in love ’neath her balcony sighing:
I began by laughing and ended crying.

“Just introspection and rationalization!” Ramiro answered. “Look at those fortifications, Felix, spewing death
upon us. God only knows how many hours we have left to live! Besides, ask old folks how long their first twentyfive years lasted. Let’s enjoy life, Felix, while we can!”
*
Poor Ramiro found no enjoyment, however, when he rose from his bed without having slept all night. Leaning
upon the railing of his balcony, he blinked and hardly looked at the sun which was rising over the horizon, rousing
the world like a luminous bell. With his fiery temperament, Ramiro’s love had reached the point of desperation
due to the insuperable obstacles that were placed in his path. Quiet, timid meetings in church, a few words
through the barred window at night when he could come in disguise, and pitiful notes that contained tears rather
than words, were all he had to keep his supreme passion alive—a youthful, exuberant, Andalusian passion,
yearning for a future and without a past to sustain it by memories. Ramiro cursed the countless obstacles, and
surrendered to deep despair.
He was so absorbed in his sad thoughts that it was necessary for María, the good old woman who was Laura’s
nurse and confidante, to cough twice as she passed beneath his window before he noticed her. Ramiro hurried
down and followed the kind woman at a distance, not daring to look at anyone for fear of being recognized.
After many turns María reached a deserted street on one side of which rose the high, straight walls of a
convent and on the other the Magistrate’s garden wall. María stopped here. Ramiro came up, and she handed him
a note which he opened hurriedly. It contained these few words:
I am free this evening and can see you.

Who, without Ramiro’s impassioned heart and burning love, can appreciate his ecstasy? Fervently he kissed
the note, which this time was not stained by tears but showed by its trembling, poorly-formed letters the haste
with which it had been written. With the same fervor he kissed María’s bony hands. Then he took out a well-filled
purse and handed it to her, calling her his guardian angel, his loving mother, his kind friend. But María’s face
suddenly changed its expression; she straightened her bent body, her lusterless eyes flashed fire, and she looked at
Ramiro from head to foot with indignant pride.
“Señor,” she said, “just who do you think I am? What I have done for love of my little girl may be weakness,
but to do it for money would be infamy!”
And she disappeared through the garden gate.
Felix, when he came into his friend’s room to have breakfast, was shocked to find him plunged into a fit of the
wildest desperation. Storming and raging, he was pulling out locks of his handsome, curly hair, and was hurling
anything he could get his hands upon. He was smashing the furniture!
“What’s the matter with you, Ramiro?” Felix asked. His only reply was:
“Curse this military career! Curse this gilded servitude! Curse the Colonel, an absolute tyrant! Curse the day I
received these epaulets, and with them a chain impossible to break!”
“But my dear fellow,” Felix said to him, “I simply cannot understand why you are so upset. Have you had
some difficulty with the Colonel?”
“Ah! It’s not a question of difficulty; it’s my whole life’s happiness, that’s all! I have no secrets from you. Here
… read this!”
He handed Laura’s note to Felix, who, after reading it, said:
“Well, what about it?”
“What about it?” Ramiro relied. “Am I not the most unfortunate man alive?”
“These lines,” answered Felix, “give me exactly the opposite impression.”
“But don’t you know my name is on the duty roster to command the outpost tonight?” exclaimed Ramiro.
“And that is the reason for your despair?” said Felix. “That is what they call making a mountain out of a
molehill. I’ll go on duty for you, and you can take my place when it’s my turn.”
Ramiro clasped his friend in his arms and said:
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“Felix ... Felix, my dear fellow … you were born just to make me happy; you are my salvation; you are a
benevolent being who strews flowers upon my life’s path. How can I ever repay your tender, generous
friendship?”
“But have I done anything,” Felix replied, “that you would not have done in my place, my dear Ramiro?”
The latter made no reply, but pressed his friend to his heart, which was as full of affection and friendship as it
was of hope and gratitude.
*
The sun was rising over the horizon in all its monotonous majesty. How happy Ramiro was! His whole being
seemed to over flow with pride, gratitude and tenderness. He cherished in the innermost depths of his heart all the
emotions called forth by a truly requited love. Intoxicated with happiness, he blessed his lot. In his ecstasy he did
not notice a cavalry lieutenant who was coming up to greet him. Ramiro finally saw him and started to cross the
street, making believe he was preoccupied. But the lieutenant hastened over to him and said:
“How glad I am to see you, Lérida! I thought you were on duty at the outpost!”
“Well, what about it?”
“A nasty bit of business,” the cavalryman replied. “The British made an attack, and the commander of the
outpost was killed.”
*
One Sunday in the year 1833, many lovely ladies wearing flowers, ribbons and white mantillas, and many
elegant young men on foot and on horseback, were hurrying toward the promenade. The happy throng was
streaming toward the left, while toward the right a noteworthy contrast could be seen. A Capuchin monk, standing
on an embankment, was preaching to a great crowd of people who formed a fan-like semicircle about him. A short
distance away, an Englishman seated beneath a tree was drawing in his sketch-book the venerable face of the
Capuchin. A peasant who was looking over the Englishman’s shoulder smiled and said with the frank cordiality of
a Spaniard, for whom a glance serves as an introduction:
“Upon my life, it’s the spit and image of him! You are a great painter, señor, and if you are English, as I
believe, you are probably unaware that the peaceful, saintly man may have killed some of your forebears.”
The Englishman looked at the Spaniard with surprise, and the latter continued:
“Yes, señor, his sword was brave and mighty back in 1782. He distinguished himself at the siege of Gibraltar,
until … but it’s a long story.”
The Englishman begged him to tell it, and the good man—who wanted nothing else—recounted the tale you
have just read. And the Spaniard said in conclusion:
“Seeing so clearly the hand of God, who punished him with such a frightful calamity, and beside himself with
grief for having caused the death of his friend, Ramiro saw only two alternatives: to die, or to do penance. Thank
God he was a good Christian, and had sufficient courage to choose the latter!”
The Englishman looked at the monk with renewed interest. He now possessed the microscope, we might say,
with which he could see beneath that humble, quiet exterior. But in vain did he seek on that old face any trace of
tears a tinge of grief or a look of sad remembrance. All had disappeared from that calm and venerable countenance. And this complete change was not the work of time: a lofty virtue had freed his heart from this world and
raised it to those heights in which as the eloquent poet Lamartine\fn{ Alphonse Marie Lamartine (1790-1869), French poet}
puts it,
Even the memory faded away, leaving not a trace.

1819
53.117 Excerpt from Heidi: “In The Pasture”\fn{by Johanna Heusser Spyri (1827-1901)} “near Zürich,” Zurich
Canton, Switzerland (F) 6
… Heidi was awakened early the next morning by a loud whistle; the sun was shining through the round
window and falling in golden rays on her bed and on the large heap of hay, and as she opened her eyes everything
in the loft seemed gleaming with gold. She looked around her in astonishment and could not imagine for a while
where she was.
But her grandfather’s deep voice was now heard outside, and then Heidi began to recall all that had happened;
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how she had come away from her former home, and was now on the mountain with her grandfather instead of
with old Ursula. The latter was nearly stone deaf and always felt cold, so that she sat all day either by the hearth in
the kitchen or by the sitting-room stove, and Heidi had been obliged to stay close to her, for the old woman was so
deaf that she could not tell where the child was if out of her sight. And Heidi, shut up within the four walls, had
often longed to be out of doors.
So she felt very happy this morning as she woke up in her new home and remembered all the many new things
that she had seen the day before and which she would see again that day, and above all she thought with delight of
the two dear goats. Heidi jumped quickly out of bed and a very few minutes sufficed her to put on the clothes
which she had taken off the night before, for there were not many of them. Then she climbed down the ladder and
ran outside the hut.
There stood Peter already with his flock of goats, and the grandfather was just bringing his two out of the shed
to join the others. Heidi ran forward to wish good-morning to him and the goats.
“Do you want to go with them onto the mountain?” asked her grandfather. Nothing could have pleased Heidi
better, and she jumped for joy in answer.
“But you must first wash and make yourself tidy. The sun that shines so brightly overhead will else laugh at
you for being dirty; see, I have put everything ready for you,” and her grandfather pointed, as he spoke, to a large
tub full of water, which stood in the sun before the door.
Heidi ran to it and began splashing and rubbing, till she quite glistened with cleanliness. The grandfather
meanwhile went inside the hut, calling to Peter to follow him and bring in his wallet. Peter obeyed with
astonishment, and laid down the little bag which held his meager dinner.
“Open it,” said the old man, and inside it he put a large piece of bread and an equally large piece of cheese,
which made Peter open his eyes, for each was twice the size of the two portions which he had for his own dinner.
“There, now there is only the little bowl to add,” continued the grandfather, “for the child cannot drink her
milk as you do from the goat; she is not accustomed to that. You must milk two bowlfuls for her when she has her
dinner, for she is going with you and will remain with you till you return this evening; but take care she does not
fall over any of the rocks, do you hear?”
Heidi now came running in.
“Will the sun laugh at me now, grandfather?” she asked anxiously. Her grandfather had left a coarse towel
hanging up for her near the tub, and with this she had so thoroughly scrubbed her face, arms, and neck, for fear of
the sun, that as she stood there she was as red all over as a lobster.
He gave a little laugh.
“No, there is nothing for him to laugh at now,” he assured her. “But I tell you what—when you come home this
evening, you will have to get right into the tub, like a fish, for if you ran about like the goats you will get your feet
dirty. Now you can be off.”
She started joyfully for the mountains. During the night the wind had blown away all the clouds; the dark blue
sky was spreading overhead, and in its midst was the bright sun shining down on the green slopes of the
mountain, where the flowers opened their little blue and yellow cups, and looked up to him smiling. Heidi went
running hither and thither and shouting with delight, for here were whole patches of delicate red primroses, and
there the blue gleam of the lovely gentian, while above them all laughed and nodded the tender-leaved golden
cistus.
Enchanted with all this waving field of brightly-colored flowers, Heidi forgot even Peter and the goats. She ran
on in front and then off to the side, tempted first one way and then the other, as she caught sight of some bright
spot of glowing red or yellow. And all the while she was plucking whole handfuls of the flowers which she put
into her little apron, for she wanted to take them all home and stick them in the hay, so that she might make her
bedroom look just like the meadows outside.
Peter had therefore to be on the alert, and his round eyes, which did not move very quickly, had more work
than they could well manage, for the goats were as lively as Heidi; they ran in all directions, and Peter had to
follow whistling and calling and swinging his stick to get all the runaways together again.
“Where have you got to now, Heidi?” he called out somewhat crossly.
“Here,” called back a voice from somewhere.
Peter could see no one, for Heidi was seated on the ground at the foot of a small hill thickly overgrown with
sweet-smelling prunella; the whole air seemed filled with its fragrance, and Heidi thought she had never smelt
anything so delicious. She sat surrounded by the flowers, drawing in deep breaths of the scented air.
“Come along here!” called Peter again. “You are not to fall over the rocks, your grandfather gave orders that
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you were not to do so.”
“Where are the rocks?” asked Heidi, answering him back. But she did not move from her seat, for the scent of
the flowers seemed sweeter to her with every breath of wind that wafted it towards her.
“Up above, right up above. We have a long way to go yet, so come along! And on the topmost peak of all the
old bird of prey sits and croaks.”
That did it. Heidi immediately sprang to her feet and ran up to Peter with her apron full of flowers.
“You have got enough now,” said the boy as they began climbing up again together. “You will stay here for
ever if you go on picking, and if you gather all the flowers now there will be none for tomorrow.”
This last argument seemed a convincing one to Heidi, and moreover her apron was already so full that there
was hardly room for another flower, and it would never do to leave nothing to pick for another day. So she now
kept with Peter, and the goats also became more orderly in their behavior, for they were beginning to smell the
plants they loved that grew on the higher slopes and clambered up now without pause in their anxiety to reach
them.
The spot where Peter generally halted for his goats to pasture and where he took up his quarters for the day lay
at the foot of the high rocks, which were covered for some distance up by bushes and fir trees, beyond which rose
their bare and rugged summits. On one side of the mountain the rock was split into deep clefts, and the grandfather had reason to warn Peter of danger. Having climbed as far as the halting-place, Peter unslung his wallet and
put it carefully in a little hollow of the ground, for he knew what the wind was like up there and did not want to
see his precious belongings sent rolling down the mountain by a sudden gust. Then he threw himself at full length
on the warm ground, for he was tired after all his exertions.
Heidi meanwhile had unfastened her apron and rolling it carefully round the flowers laid it beside Peter’s
wallet inside the hollow; she then sat down beside his outstretched figure and looked about her. The valley lay far
below bathed in the morning sun. In front of her rose a broad snow-field, high against the dark-blue sky, while to
the left was a huge pile of rocks on either side of which a bare lofty peak, that seemed to pierce the blue, looked
frowningly down upon her. The child sat without moving, her eyes taking in the whole scene, and all around was
a great stillness, only broken by soft, light puffs of wind that swayed the light bells of the blue flowers, and the
shining gold heads of the cistus, and set them nodding merrily on their slender stems. Peter had fallen asleep after
his fatigue and the goats were climbing about among the bushes overhead. Heidi had never felt so happy in her
life before. She drank in the golden sunlight, the fresh air, the sweet smell of the flowers, and wished for nothing
better than to remain there for ever.
So the time went on, while to Heidi, who had so often looked up from the valley at the mountains above, these
seemed now to have faces, and to be looking down at her like old friends. Suddenly she heard a loud harsh cry
overhead and lifting her eyes she saw a bird, larger than any she had ever seen before, with great, spreading
wings, wheeling round and round in wide circles, and uttering a piercing, croaking kind of sound above her.
“Peter, Peter, wake up!” called out Heidi. “See, the great bird is there—look, look!”
Peter got up on hearing her call, and together they sat and watched the bird, which rose higher and higher in
the blue air till it disappeared behind the gray mountain-tops.
“Where has it gone to?” asked Heidi, who had followed the bird’s movements with intense interest.
“Home to its nest,” said Peter.
“Is his home right up there? Oh, how nice to be up so high! Why does he make that noise?”
“Because he can’t help it,” explained Peter.
“Let us climb up there and see where his nest is,” proposed Heidi.
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” exclaimed Peter, his disapproval of Heidi’s suggestion becoming more marked with each
ejaculation, “why, even the goats cannot climb as high as that, besides didn’t Uncle say that you were not to fall
over the rocks?”
Peter now began suddenly whistling and calling in such a loud manner that Heidi could not think what was
happening; but the goats evidently understood his voice, for one after the other they came springing down the
rocks until they were all assembled on the green plateau, some continuing to nibble at the juicy stems, others
skipping about here and there or pushing at each other with their horns for pastime.
Heidi jumped up and ran in and out among them, for it was new to her to see the goats playing together like
this and her delight was beyond words as she joined in their frolics; she made personal acquaintance with them all
in turn, for they were like separate individuals to her, each single goat having a particular way of behavior of its
own.
Meanwhile Peter had taken the wallet out of the hollow and placed the pieces of bread and cheese on the
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ground in the shape of a square, the larger two on Heidi’s side and the smaller on his own, for he knew exactly
which were hers and which his. Then he took the little bowl and milked some delicious fresh milk into it from the
white goat, and afterwards set the bowl in the middle of the square. Now he called Heidi to come, but she wanted
more calling than the goats, for the child was so excited and amused at the capers and lively games of her new
playfellows that she saw and heard nothing else. But Peter knew how to make himself heard, for he shouted till
the very rocks above echoed his voice, and at last Heidi appeared, and when she saw the inviting repast spread out
upon the ground she went skipping round it for joy.
“Leave off jumping about, it is time for dinner,” said Peter; “sit down now and begin.”
Heidi sat down.
“Is the milk for me?” she asked, giving another look of delight at the beautifully arranged square with the bowl
as a chief ornament in the center.
“Yes,” replied Peter, “and the two large pieces of bread and cheese are yours also, and when you have drunk up
that milk, you are to have another bowlful from the white goat, and then it will be my turn.”
“And which do you get your milk from?” inquired Heidi.
“From my own goat, the piebald one. But go on now with your dinner,” said Peter, again reminding her it was
time to eat.
Heidi now took up the bowl and drank her milk, and as soon as she had put it down empty Peter rose and filled
it again for her. Then she broke off a piece of her bread and held out the remainder, which was still larger than
Peter’s own piece, together with the whole big slice of cheese to her companion, saying,
“You can have that, I have plenty.”
Peter looked at Heidi, unable to speak for astonishment, for never in all his life could he have said and done
like that with anything he had. He hesitated a moment, for he could not believe that Heidi was in earnest; but the
latter kept on holding out the bread and cheese, and as Peter still did not take it, she laid it down on his knees. He
saw then that she really meant it; he seized the food, nodded his thanks and acceptance of her present, and then
made a more splendid meal than he had known ever since he was a goatherd. Heidi the while still continued to
watch the goats.
“Tell me all their names,” she said.
Peter knew these by heart, for having very little else to carry in his head he had no difficulty in remembering
them. So he began, telling Heidi the name of each goat in turn as he pointed it out to her. Heidi listened with great
attention, and it was not long before she could herself distinguish the goats from one another and could call each
by name, for every goat had its own peculiarities which could not easily be mistaken; only one had to watch them
closely, and this Heidi did. There was the great Turk with his bighorns, who was always wanting to butt the
others, so that most of them ran away when they saw him coming and would have nothing to do with their rough
companion. Only Greenfinch, the slender nimble little goat, was brave enough to face him, and would make a
rush at him, three or four times in succession, with such agility and dexterity, that the great Turk often stood still
quite astounded not venturing to attack her again, for Greenfinch was fronting him, prepared for more warlike
action, and her horns were sharp. Then there was little White Snowflake, who bleated in such a plaintive and
beseeching manner that Heidi already had several times run to it and taken its head in her hands to comfort it. Just
at this moment the pleading young cry was heard again, and Heidi jumped up running and, putting her arms round
the little creature’s neck, asked in a sympathetic voice,
“What is it, little Snowflake? Why do you call like that as if in trouble?”
The goat pressed closer to Heidi in a confiding way and left off bleating. Peter called out from where he was
sitting—for he had not yet got to the end of his bread and cheese:
“She cries like that because the old goat is not with her; she was sold at Mayenfeld the day before yesterday,
and so will not come up the mountain any more.”
“Who is the old goat?” called Heidi.
“Why, her mother, of course,” was the answer.
“Where is the grandmother?” called Heidi again.
“She has none.”
“And the grandfather?”
“She has none.”
“Oh, you poor little Snowflake!” exclaimed Heidi, clasping the animal gently to her, “but do not cry like that
any more; see now, I shall come up here with you every day, so that you will not be alone any more, and if you
want anything you have only to come home.”
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The young animal rubbed its head contentedly against Heidi’s shoulder, and no longer gave such plaintive
bleats. Peter now having finished his meal joined Heidi and the goats, Heidi having by this time found out a great
many things about them. She had decided that by far the handsomest and best-behaved of the goats were
undoubtedly the two belonging to her grandfather; they carried themselves with a certain air of distinction and
generally went their own way, and as to the great Turk they treated him with indifference and contempt.
The goats were now beginning to climb the rocks again, each seeking for the plants it liked in its own fashion,
some jumping over everything they met till they found what they wanted, others going more carefully and
cropping all the nice leaves by the way, the Turk still now and then giving the others a poke with his horns. Little
Swan and Little Bear clambered lightly up and never failed to find the best bushes, and then they would stand
gracefully poised on their pretty legs, delicately nibbling at the leaves. Heidi stood with her hands behind her
back, carefully noting all they did.
“Peter,” she said to the boy who had again thrown himself down on the ground, “the prettiest of all the goats
are Little Swan and Little Bear.”
“Yes, I know they are,” was the answer. “Alm-Uncle brushes them down and washes them and gives them salt,
and he has the nicest shed for them.”
All of a sudden Peter leaped to his feet and ran hastily after the goats. Heidi followed him as fast as she could,
for she was too eager to know what had happened to stay behind. Peter dashed through the middle of the flock
towards that side of the mountain where the rocks fell perpendicularly to a great depth below, and where any
thoughtless goat, if it went too near, might fall over and break all its legs. He had caught sight of the inquisitive
Greenfinch taking leaps in that direction, and he was only just in time, for the animal had already sprung to the
edge of the abyss. All Peter could do was to throw himself down and seize one of her hind legs. Greenfinch, thus
taken by surprise, began bleating furiously, angry at being held so fast and prevented from continuing her voyage
of discovery. She struggled to get loose, and endeavored so obstinately to leap forward that Peter shouted to Heidi
to come and help him, for he could not get up and was afraid of pulling out the goat’s leg altogether.
Heidi had already run up and she saw at once the danger both Peter and the animal were in. She quickly
gathered a bunch of sweet-smelling leaves, and then, holding them under Greenfinch’s nose, said coaxingly,
“Come, come, Greenfinch, you must not be naughty! Look, you might fall down there and break your leg, and
that would give you dreadful pain!”
The young animal turned quickly and began contentedly eating the leaves out of Heidi’s hand. Meanwhile
Peter got on to his feet again and took hold of Greenfinch by the band round her neck from which her bell was
hung and Heidi taking hold of her in the same way on the other side, they led the wanderer back to the rest of the
flock that had remained peacefully feeding. Peter, now he had his goat in safety, lifted his stick in order to give
her a good beating as punishment, and Greenfinch seeing what was coming shrank back in fear. But Heidi cried
out:
“No, no, Peter, you must not strike her; see how frightened she is!”
“She deserves it,” growled Peter, and again lifted his stick.
Then Heidi flung herself against him and cried indignantly, “You have no right to touch her, it will hurt her, let
her alone!”
Peter looked with surprise at the commanding little figure, whose dark eyes were flashing, and reluctantly he
let his stick drop.
“Well, I will let her off if you will give me some more of your cheese tomorrow,” he said, for he was
determined to have something to make up to him for his fright.
“You shall have it all, tomorrow and every day, I do not want it,” replied Heidi, giving ready consent to his
demand. “And I will give you bread as well, a large piece like you had today; but then you must promise never to
beat Greenfinch, or Snowflake, or any of the other goats.”
“All right,” said Peter, “I don’t care,” which meant that he would agree to the bargain. He now let go of
Greenfinch, who joyfully sprang to join her companions.
And thus imperceptibly the day had crept on to its close, and now the sun was on the point of sinking out of
sight behind the high mountains. Heidi was again sitting on the ground, silently gazing at the blue bell-shaped
flowers, as they glistened in the evening sun, for a golden light lay on the grass and flowers, and the rocks above
were beginning to shine and glow. All at once she sprang to her feet.
“Peter! Peter! everything is on fire! All the rocks are burning and the great snow mountain and the sky! Oh
look, look! the high rock up there is red with flame! Oh the beautiful, fiery snow! Stand up, Peter! See, the fire
has reached the great bird’s nest! Look at the rocks! Look at the fir trees! Everything, everything is on fire!”
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“It is always like that,” said Peter composedly, continuing to peel his stick; “but it is not really fire.”
“What is it then?” cried Heidi, as she ran backwards and forwards to look at first one side and then the other,
for she felt she could not have enough of such a beautiful sight.
“What is it, Peter, what is it?” she repeated..
“It gets like that of itself,” explained Peter.
“Look, look!” cried Heidi in fresh excitement, “now they have turned all rose color! Look at that one covered
with snow, and that with the high, pointed rocks! What do you call them?”
“Mountains have not any names,” he answered.
“Oh how beautiful, look at the crimson snow! And up there on the rocks there are ever so many roses! Oh!
now they are turning gray! Oh! oh! now all the color has died away! It’s all gone, Peter.”
And Heidi sat down on the ground looking as full of distress as if everything had really come to an end.
“It will come again tomorrow,” said Peter. “Get up, we must go home now.”
He whistled to his goats and together they all started on their homeward way.
“Is it like that every day, shall we see it every day when we bring the goats up here?” asked Heidi, as she
clambered down the mountain at Peter’s side; she waited eagerly for his answer, hoping that he would tell her it
was so.
“It is like that most days,” he replied.
“But will it be like that tomorrow for certain?” Heidi persisted.
“Yes, yes, tomorrow for certain,” Peter assured her in answer.
Heidi now felt quite happy again, and her little brain was so full of new impressions and new thoughts that she
did not speak any more until they had reached the hut. The grandfather was sitting under the fir-trees, where he
had also put up a seat, waiting as usual for his goats which returned down the mountain on this side.
Heidi ran up to him followed by the white and brown goats, for they knew their own master and stall. Peter
called out after her,
“Come with me again tomorrow! Good night!” For he was anxious for more than one reason that Heidi should
go with him the next day. Heidi ran back quickly and gave Peter her hand, promising to go with him, and then
making her way through the goats she once more clasped Snowflake round the neck, saying in a gentle soothing
voice:
“Sleep well, Snowflake, and remember that I shall be with you again tomorrow, so you must not bleat so sadly
any more.”
Snowflake gave her a friendly and grateful look, and then went leaping joyfully after the other goats. Heidi
returned to the fir-trees.
“Oh grandfather,” she cried, even before she had come up to him, “it was so beautiful. The fire, and the roses
on the rocks, and the blue and yellow flowers, and look what I have brought you!” And opening the apron that
held her flowers; she shook them all out at her grandfather’s feet.
But the poor flowers, how changed they were! Heidi hardly knew them again. They looked like dried bits of
hay, not a single little flower cup stood open.
“O grandfather, what is the matter with them?” exclaimed Heidi in shocked surprise, “they were not like that
this morning, why do they look so now?”
“They like to stand out there in the sun and not to be shut up in an apron,” said her grandfather,
“Then I will never gather any more, But, grandfather, why did the great bird go on croaking so?” she continued
in an eager tone of inquiry.
“Go along now and get into your bath while I go and get some milk; when we are together at supper I will tell
you all about it.”
Heidi obeyed, and when later she was sitting on her high stool before her milk bowl with her grandfather
beside her, she repeated her question:
“Why does the great bird go on croaking and screaming down at us, grandfather?”
“He is mocking at the people who live down below in the villages, because they all go huddling and gossiping
together, and encourage one another in evil talking and deeds. He calls out,
“‘If you would separate and each go your own way and come up here and live on a height as I do, it would be
better for you!’”
There was almost a wildness in the old man’s voice as he spoke, so that Heidi seemed to hear the croaking of
the bird again even more distinctly.
“Why haven’t the mountains any names?” Heidi went on.
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“They have names,” answered her grandfather, “and if you can describe one of them to me that I know I will
tell you what it is called.”
Heidi then described to him the rocky mountain with the two high peaks so exactly that the grandfather was
delighted.
“Just so, I know it,” and he told her its name. “Did you see any other?”
Then Heidi told him of the mountain with the great snow-field, and how it had been on fire, and had turned
rosy red and then all of a sudden had grown quite pale again and all the color had disappeared.
“I know that one too,” he said, giving her its name. “So you enjoyed being out with the goats?”
Then Heidi went onto give him an account of the whole day, and of how delightful it had all been, and
particularly described the fire that had burst out everywhere in the evening. And then nothing would do but her
grandfather must tell how it came, for Peter knew nothing about it.
The grandfather explained to her that it was the sun that did it.
“When he says good-night to the mountains he throws his most beautiful colors over them, so that they may
not forget him before he comes again the next day.”
Heidi was delighted with this explanation, and could hardly bear to wait for another day to come that she might
once more climb up with the goats and see how the sun bid goodnight to the mountains. But she had to go to bed
first, and all night she slept soundly on her bed of hay, dreaming of nothing but of shining mountains with roses
all over them, among which happy little Snowflake went leaping in and out. …
284.157 Excerpt from Richelieu And His Age\fn{by Carl Jacob Burckhardt (1891-1974)} Basel-Stadt Canton,
Switzerland (M) 7
Richelieu was born on September 9th at the Château Richelieu in Poitou during the reign of the last Valois,
Henry III, the freakish grandson of Francis I, who was such a strange blend of corruption, cunning, daring, and
weakness, who lived in men’s memories as the murderer of the Duke of Guise and himself was to fall by a
murderer’s hand, like the great king whom he named on his death-bed as his successor, Henry IV.\fn{ These textual
subdivisions were not provided by the author; I have inserted them in order to differentiate the life of his protagonist from the detail—
fulsome in quantity, entertaining in digestion—of France and those individuals of his immediate family with which he is surrounded, whilst
simultaneously preserving the (perhaps secondarily important) episodic nature of the narrative:H }

That extraordinary genius ascended the throne when Richelieu was four years old. For twenty-one years his
cheerful rule lasted, with its infallible gift for brilliant improvisation, which made a virtue of every necessity, and
created out of every glaring anomaly a workable compromise leading to some future solution.
A statesman of rare quality, Sully,\fn{ Maximilien de Béthune, first Duke of Sully (1560-1641) French right-hand man of Henry
IV, King of France} stood by him, as Richelieu was destined one day to stand by his son and successor, Louis XIII;
but if in the first generation the ruler was greater than his servant, in the second the opposite was to be the case.
“The scandalous bloodbath,” as the Emperor Maximilian called the crime of St. Bartholomew’s Night
attributed to the Italian, Catherine de Medici, showed the fearful tension that existed between Catholic and
Protestant in France. It is quite clear that in a State not yet grown to maturity and ringed round with enemies the
continuance of such a schism was bound to bring destruction: all thoughtful observers of France’s destiny always
recognized this and acted upon it, sometimes against their deepest personal convictions. Henry IV, the greatest of
them, should be mentioned first; his well-known phrase “Paris is worth a Mass” will be judged only by shallow
minds as the frivolous, insolent utterance of an irresponsible and ambitious gambler.
That brave monarch, who could estimate to a hair the slightest variation in the realities surrounding him,
carried his burden of great political aims, a full knowledge of all the forces opposed to him, and the pre monition
of a bitter and premature death, with a gallantry of bearing, acknowledged for centuries as the pattern of knightly
virtue, which had always in it something of the baffling lightness of a Saladin cutting a feather in two with his
damascened blade.
He had had a stern struggle to conquer his kingdom. The Catholic party had united against him and founded
the so-called “League.” He had experienced the bitterness of seeing the Council of Sixteen, after the Revolt of the
Barricades in Paris, invite their allies the Spaniards to set up a garrison in the capital of France. Philip II of Spain
was then within an ace of proclaiming his daughter Isabella Queen of France.
On this piece of presumption the League began to split, and that was the moment when Henry informed the
Archbishop of Bourges that he was prepared to become a Catholic in order to save the unity and independence of
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the country, to preserve France for the dynasty and the dynasty for France. On July 23, 1593, he abjured the
Protestant faith and received the sacraments, and in 1594 entered Paris as the King of France.
Philip II, who had been fighting in France merely as the ally of the League, now waged war on his own
account, but victory evaded him; the fatal hour for Spain was approaching; the objective towards which the
Spaniards had been striving ever since Charles V, since Pavia, the bringing of France to her knees, began to
recede. Henry IV struck back vigorously, and battle succeeded battle until both sides were exhausted.
But while the King of France was heading this desperate struggle his Calvinistic subjects stood aside in hostile
activity because of his conversion to the Catholic Church.
So destructive, so blindly paralyzing was the effect of religious division.
At last in 1598 the peace treaty of Vervins was signed between Spain and France. Neither had conquered. A
month before the signing of the treaty Henry had succeeded, after difficult negotiations, in winning over the
Huguenots by the Edict of Nantes. This Edict guaranteed the Protestants freedom of conscience in the entire
kingdom and freedom of worship wherever Protestant services had been customary before 1597, as well as one
church in each parish, either in a village or a suburb. Complete equality of rights with the Catholics was
guaranteed, also eligibility for any and every profession. Several justiciary courts were set up in which Protestants
were to have equal representation, involving the appointment of Protestant as well as Catholic judges.
More than that, the Edict empowered Protestants to assemble in provincial or national synods, and for the
duration of eight years Henry left some hundred fortified places at their disposal. The danger of this particular
concession was yet to be painfully demonstrated. It was not merely from a deliberate policy of compromise that
the King went so far on the road to appeasement, but because by his very nature he was genuinely tolerant.
He had great trouble in getting the law courts to register the Edict. To some delegates from the Department of
Toulouse, who stood out against it, he said: “I see you still have Spanish fanaticism in your bones,” expressing
himself, as he liked to do, with familiar bluntness.
*
When Henry’s labours were crowned in 1598 by the Edict of Nantes and the peace with Spain, Richelieu was
thirteen: at that time his father had been dead for eight years.
Who was his father? From what stock did the great Cardinal spring? Under what conditions did he spend his
youth?
The Du Plessis Richelieus were not very well-off country gentry from Poitou. The social rise of the family
resulted from the marriage of Louis du Plessis, Richelieu’s grandfather, with the last representative of one of the
greatest names in France, Françoise de Rochechouart. She is said to have been past her youth, poor and
embittered, living as a companion with a relative, Anne de Polignac.
Yet pride and assurance are powers, for good or for evil; and at that time such a family alliance was decisive
both because of its actual influence and what it stood for, not only because of the new and extensive family
connections it brought, all of them gravitating round the Court, but for its assured tradition of self-confidence
which gave it specific weight.
Louis de Richelieu du Plessis secured advancement at Court through the influence of his father-in-law; he
became chamberlain and cup-bearer to the King; he fought in many battles and died young, leaving five small
children.
Years of war followed, of impoverishment, of hardship, but the pride, the passion, the faith of the family did
not decay. Among smoking, pillaged villages, neglected fields, roads that were year in, year out a highway for
fugitives, assassins, bandits, and troops of soldiery, again and again in a state of siege, often without food, two
generations grew to manhood, that of Richelieu’s father and that of the Cardinal himself, fatherless orphans
brought up by women. But the sacred fastness of the family, that ultimate, integral cell in the general chaos, did
not give way; not one right of self-assertion or prestige was abandoned by the Richelieus.
*
The eldest son of Françoise de Rochechouart, Louis du Plessis, grew up to serve as Lieutenant in the Company
of the Duc de Montpensier. He came home on leave. Half a mile from Château Richelieu lay the strong castle of
the Maussons, who had been the Richelieus’ rivals from time immemorial, occasional marriages between the two
families having only exacerbated the situation. A dispute between Louis du Plessis and Monsieur de Mausson
concerning a question of precedence at church flamed up into a quarrel; Mausson lay in ambush for du Plessis,
surprised him, and killed him.
At this time the second son of Françoise de Rochechouart was a page at the Court of Charles IX. His mother
summoned him back to the paternal castle and fostered within him plans of revenge. As he grew to manhood, his
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neighbor began to take alarm and never left his castle except by an underground passage, which led to a ford on
the road to Chanipigny. And so young Richelieu lay in wait for him at the ford. As Mausson’s horse picked its
way through the foaming shallows Richelieu bowled a cart-wheel at its fore-legs so that it reared and fell,
bringing down its rider. At once young Richelieu and his confederates flung themselves upon the fallen man and
did by him as he had done by the other.
Then a hurried farewell to his stern mother and a flight by way of England and Germany to Poland, where the
French candidate for the Polish throne, the Duke of Anjou, later to be Henry III, had assembled many Frenchmen.
*
François de Richelieu distinguished himself in the retinue of that subtle, ingenious, and very unsatisfactory
Prince; he was employed on difficult missions; he was the first to inform Anjou of the death of Charles
IX,\fn{1574} he accompanied him on his adventurous flight from Poland, and securely in favor with the new King
reached France, where he achieved a career of increasing eminence, becoming Grand Prévôt of France and Knight
of the Order of the Holy Ghost.
This vendetta murderer seems to have retained a character of his own even in the effeminate court of Henry
VII with its serenades and its mignons; he is described as a strict and pious Catholic, a mild and respected
administrator of his estates, a man of clear and quick intellect. At the same time the deed to which he had been
incited in his youth by his mother seems to have weighed heavily upon him; his melancholy temper made him a
solitary; people called him “Tristan the Hermit.”
This man was the father of the great Cardinal.
*
To one principle he remained constant through every vicissitude: the principle of kingship. He did battle for
Henry III wherever and whenever there was need for it; he arrested Jacques Clement, the King’s murderer, and
conducted the exemplary and penetrating interrogation of the criminal which has been preserved for us.
After that, the position became somewhat difficult for Catholic paladins of the defunct monarch; were they to
serve the heretic, Henry of Navarre?
Richelieu’s father did so; he stuck to the King of France; whether Catholic or Calvinist, no matter, he was
the King. And Henry IV rewarded him; he confirmed him in his office and dignities, and made him his
companion-in-arms in the subjugation of his kingdom. Together they besieged Paris and fought the Spaniard.
Richelieu’s reputation and influence went on increasing until on July 10, 1590, a violent fever cut him off from
his forceful activities in the thirty-second year of his life.
François de Richelieu had married young, when he was eighteen, the fifteen-year-old bourgeoise daughter of a
member of the Paris Parlement, Suzanne de la Porte. His elder brother, who had to uphold the rank of the family,
was then still alive, and as the younger brother he could allow himself more freedom in the choice of a wife.
He seems to have made his choice out of inclination, but the connection opened a path for him into the influential
sphere of the Paris legislature, while the prospect of a rich inheritance must have been tempting. An apparent
prospect only—for disappointment soon followed. When François de Richelieu died his family found themselves in
such severe though temporary embarrassment that they had to sell the chain of his Order so that he might be given a
burial befitting his rank.
They were not exactly poor, but the deceased had been speculating, there were many houses to be kept up, some
of the estates were mortgaged, and the King had always to intervene with ample gifts of money when affairs grew
too complicated. The lot of the young widow was a hard one; winter and summer she had to live with her stern
mother-in-law in one of these tense and constricting relationships that are based upon mutual interest, together with
her five children, of whom the eldest, a son, was ten, and the youngest a daughter of three.
Neglected estates, deep in debt, an uncertain income, perpetual danger, and daily and hourly that haughty old
woman with the sharp, contemptuous, inquisitorial eye. A situation that recurs time and again in the works of French
writers, who have divined the intense force and toughness of passionate natures constrained by the petty
makeshifts of a narrow daily round, a force which often breaks out later to direct great affairs in the outer world.
*
Richelieu’s mother has been described for us by contemporaries as a woman of clear understanding and
tranquil but iron will, who inflexibly set her whole energies on the reclamation and increase of the family
resources and the careers of her children; yet a poet who knew her compared her to a dove, praising her gentleness, kindness, and purity, qualities for which the uncanny Cardinal deeply reverenced her all her life; indeed, his
feelings towards her always showed that deep, warm, intimate affection, betraying an inner tenderness, of which
Bismarck,\fn{Otto von Bismarck (1815-1898), the primary force behind the unification of Germany in 1871 } born in similar social
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circumstances, was later to say that only those who had been tenderest in their youth could be fashioned into real
hardness by life.
*
Richelieu was a weakly child; as an infant he was not expected to survive; he nearly cost his mother her life
and health; and during his existence he himself was never free from the fits of fever which afflicted him from
birth. Mother and son were bound to each other in a strange and secret way by life, sickness, and the peril of
death.
Illness and the sense of brief mortality were to be driving forces in nerving the Cardinal to effort, while the
constant dangers of the time were to steel him. Not a year of his early life was passed in peace; the waves of war
and plague broke right against the frowning walls of the family castle, and to the hardships of daily existence was
added the strain of the silent, implacable struggle between mother and grandmother.
Richelieu was haunted by violent headaches, and nervous disturbances of an epileptic nature appeared after
periods in which his faculties were heightened to the utmost pitch. One of his sisters died insane, one of his
brothers thought for some time that he was God the Father.
Intellectually the young Armand Richelieu was able to grasp whatever was presented to him, with effortless
and febrile rapidity. He was educated at home until he was nine; then he was sent to the College de Navarre in
Paris, that school for princes on whose benches Henry IV had sat; later he attended the Academy under the name
of Marquis de Chillon.
*
The first school was neither religious nor military in its system, the second was governed somewhat in the
spirit of the present-day English public school, with ideals of self-control and fair play, with a comprehensive
curriculum embracing all provinces of knowledge and an emphasis on sport and military science, its aim being to
train its pupils for leadership in the King’s service. A seminary at which one learned the principles of honour, of
style in living, and of elegance.
Its director, Monsieur de Pluvinel, Chief Equerry to the King, had very decided views on all forms of address,
including the gestures which were proper to a nobleman, the height of his hat, the style of his feathers, the length
of his cloak, the manner in which his ruffles should be starched. No doubt the physical courage, the natural daring
which distinguished Richelieu were developed during these years.
*
Henry III had bestowed on Richelieu’s father, as a reward for his services, the right to dispose of the Bishopric
of Luçon. Jacques du Plessis, a great-uncle of the Cardinal, had been the first member of the family to hold it. A
poor diocese, the poorest in France, some people said; still, something could always be made of a bishopric.
During his lifetime François du Plessis Richelieu received the small consistorial income; after his death it fell
to his widow. Titular representatives, men of straw set up by the family, wore the mitre in the name of M. de
Richelieu and his heirs, and for many years the diocese was simply farmed out.
The prebendaries of Luçon chafed under this state of affairs. They would rather have done without a bishop, for
the diocese had to pay all its taxes regularly without receiving even the most necessary services. So they went to
law about it.
Suzanne Richelieu, alarmed, set herself hastily to defend her rightful property; she tried to improve the
situation, and finally promised that her second son, Alphonse, should hurry through his studies and become
Bishop as soon as possible. To clinch the matter, Alphonse was expressly appointed Bishop by the King in 1595.
The boy was not yet twelve, but from that date he bore the title. Yet they had reckoned without him; his was a
serious, brooding, inwardly tormented, burdened nature, with a painful sense of responsibility; he alternated
between periods when he thought himself God the Father and periods of complete self-abnegation. On the day of
the investiture he refused to have the mitre set upon his head. He fled where no explanation could be required of
him; he became a Carthusian monk.
All Suzanne Richelieu’s precautions were nullified; the diocese, it seemed, would be lost to her.
Or should she withdraw her third son from the martial career for which his fiery spirit was suited, but not his
weakly constitution? Should he be denied worldly ambitions? Would an ecclesiastical career satisfy him? He was
adroit, quick, resolute, without sentimentality, ready for anything. In the family council the matter was debated
passionately, exhaustively, ruthlessly; Armand Richelieu himself turned the scale by signifying that he was willing
to accept.
*
He was seventeen at the time. At once he flung himself into the study of theology. To attend public courses
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would mean only a waste of his time, so all by himself he mastered the learning of the Christian Church, working
day and night. It was reported that his lamp was to be seen burning into the bright morning hours.
This stage of development, the period of acquiring learning with the avid concentration of an eager mind at full
stretch, he put behind him at an early age, like so many men of mark. An Englishman, Richard Smith, was his
tutor at that time in controversy and apologetics; he had one of the most liberal minds in contemporary theology.
Richelieu became an advocate of what was then considered modern philosophy, and demanded an opportunity to
conduct an open debate in the Sorbonne.
It was refused on the ground that there was no precedent for it. But that was precisely what had attracted him
to the idea. Although the Sorbonne refused, the College de Navarre permitted the debate, and Richelieu
distinguished himself, which was what he was really aiming at. In any case his advancement had to be rapid, for
there was no vacillation in his character and the diocese was at stake.
*
In 1603 the family’s representative in the episcopal function was ordered by Parliament to devote a third of the
income of the diocese to the repair of the cathedral and the bishop’s palace. Two of the canons had made a special
journey to Paris, and the position of the deputy, the unconsecrated bishop, became untenable. Besides, from
October 1604 all episcopal documents were being signed in the Name of N— de Riche lieu, as if the family were
still hesitating between Alphonse and Armand. Something had to be done.
At the end of 1606, without waiting for examination results or academic status, the Abbé Armand de Richelieu,
five years before attaining the canonical age, was solemnly appointed Bishop of Luçon.
Simultaneously Henry IV applied for the necessary dispensation from Rome, without which the young Bishop
could not be consecrated.
Richelieu had an influential advocate with the King in the person of his elder brother Henri, who was attached
to the Court: a lively and generous spirit, who brilliantly squandered resources where Armand, the cool and
stubborn calculator with his realization of the perils of life and the long difficult road he had to tread, husbanded
them with the utmost care. Armand never ceased to help his family, but always presciently, constructively, in
accordance with a clear plan. Later, when he had attained mature powers of judgment, the Cardinal grew faintly
contemptuous of Henri’s goodness of heart; it was too easy, too cheap to indulge one’s kindness in that manner.
*
Meanwhile, Henri Richelieu lived gaily at the gayest Court in Christendom, and he introduced his clever
young brother to the great King, who at once took the youth’s measure and was amazed at what he perceived.
Henry IV wrote to his Ambassador at the Vatican that Armand du Plessis Richelieu had not yet reached the
canonical age for the dignity of a bishopric, but he was certain that his gifts and his deserts more than
compensated for his youth; indeed that great things were to be expected of him. The monarch had a sure eye for
men of quality.
While the Ambassador at Rome was furthering the matter, Richelieu attacked his studies again and brought
them to a triumphant conclusion. Then, suddenly impatient of the slowness with which the Vatican was
proceeding, the young priest mounted into the saddle and himself set out for Rome.
*
At that time Spanish was the cosmopolitan language; people of consequence spoke Spanish everywhere just as
they spoke French in the eighteenth century and the beginning of the nineteenth century. There was an international ruling class with Spanish manners which maintained its contacts even in the most violent European crises,
and could take the real measure of any situation, unlike the bourgeoisie, which, within the confines of its national
prejudices, was prone to blind dreams of love and hatred involving cruel illusion.
In Rome Richelieu learned certain crucial things: to take the long view, to be humble, to wait silently for the
sudden, belated chance of a great achievement. He learned to contemplate and to read the face of Europe, to
understand its laughter, its anger, its thoughtful absorption; the proud countenance of the Spaniard, accustomed to
rule, with its own scale of expressiveness, ranging from the most complete indifference and distant coldness to
that uncanny contraction of the brows at the unforeseen moment when cruelty, dark and fanatical, breaks out; the
Italian, a dramatic contrast between fine proportion of feature and lack of humour, beautiful candour and sudden
reserve, a fluctuation between the lordly and the servile, the intimate and the aloof, adroit in everything except a
jest; the German, so manifold in appearance, and yet bearing the same fundamental stamp of exaggerated
assurance, a swagger arising from utter lack of sureness about one’s place in the world, quick to take offence and
quick to forgive, incomparably lofty in inspiration as if haloed in music, or else dull and pedantic as if turned out
by the dozen, without the grace of manners, of watching silently and protectively over the world of feelings,
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impelled rather to expose all feelings in the market-place and to believe that distinctions, categories, names are
merely empty wind.
*
Richelieu came into close contact with the great Cardinals of Rome. He learned to master his natural
impatience, and saw that the man who could learn from life came off victorious while the man who tried to
impose himself upon it lost. To put on a mask became his aim, and behind the mask to reach with iron concentration for whatever was deemed needful.
So he learned Spanish, and spoke nothing but that language. He astonished everyone; there was not the
slightest danger of his being overlooked. He was on the spot, and he had to be reckoned with.
A brilliant theologian, forcible in argument with instances drawn from an inexhaustible memory, and yet
hardly more than a child!
*
The Pope himself, Paul V,\fn{1552-1621, Bishop of Rome (from 1605)} so difficult of access for others, always kept
an open door for the young prelate. This Pontiff went to remarkable lengths in the confidences which he entrusted
to the tact and discretion of the young bishop; he spoke to him of his concern about the private life of Henry IV:
the man surrendered himself to every temptation of the flesh, though he was newly emerged from the gravest
spiritual errors; it was much to be feared that his lax conduct must soon make him indifferent to religion again.
Richelieu defended his King so happily that the Holy Father ended the conversation with the playful quip:
“Henricus Magnus armandus Armando.”\fn{Henry the Great, Armandus Armando}
*
There was no lack of envious enemies. Too much fuss was being made over the young Frenchman. Yet the fact
that he repeated word for word to the Pope a sermon he had heard several days previously astonished listeners less
than the improvisation which he then delivered upon the same text.
But the result he had hoped to secure from his journey was granted him before his clandestine enemies could
undermine his position.
“Aequum est ut qui supra aetatem sapis infra aetatem ordinetur.”\fn{It is fair to those who are wise beyond their years
though below the age of customary process: my freedom with the Google translator:H }
In short, Richelieu received the dispensation. The assertion of his opponents that he produced a false baptismal
certificate still remains a subject of controversy. He had not yet reached his twenty-third year.
*
As bishop he appeared in Paris before the college of examiners, answering their questions with his head
covered. His thesis bore as its arrogant motto the words of the Scripture:
“Quis erit similis mihi?”\fn{Who will like me?}
Yet he justified them. Both the examiners and the audience stood amazed before the completeness of his
knowledge, the precise force of his reasoning.
For the moment he did not leave Paris. But the unceasing strain had overtaxed something within him and
drawn too deeply on his reserves; a violent fever, the fever of his childhood, broke out again, and it seemed as if
an early death were beginning to announce itself in the frail body that was kept going only by will-power.
Severe headaches tortured him almost unceasingly, and medical treatment only worsened his condition; but as
soon as a respite set in, Richelieu turned his attention to the outside world again; he preached and filled the church
with pious worshippers; he was welcomed at Court, where he attached himself to the influential Cardinal du
Perron;\fn{1556-1618, Bishop of Evréux (from 1591)} the King prophesied a great future for him, and never referred to
him except as “My bishop.”
*
Yet from all this the young prelate suddenly fled into the provinces, into the poorest, meanest bishopric of the
whole kingdom, as everyone he knew was never tired of telling him.
He was at the end of his strength, at the end of his financial means, and what was most important of all,
nobody had any idea of it; he held out to the last as if everything were in the best of order. Borrowing a four-inhand carriage from a friend, he set out in the middle of winter, shaken with fever, guided by an infallible instinct
that now was the time to lie low, to disappear, to break off while he was at the zenith of a fresh and unflawed
reputation.
He reached Luçon in the middle of December.
*
During his stay at Luçon Richelieu never left out of his calculations the possibility of a political career. It is
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significant that until recently he was credited with the authorship of a treatise in which a busy man of affairs
considers theoretically the art of self-advancement among the great and powerful.
“Maxims on the Manner in which I should conduct myself at Court” is the title of this memorandum.
In the first year of his episcopal activity Richelieu had little time for idle speculation. His work of reorganization was comprehensive and successful. Besides administering his diocese he occupied himself with theology; he
compiled a simplified catechism, of which one passage is worth mentioning. To make clear the omnipotence of
God, he wrote:
A sovereign King in France has no peer, and everyone who approaches him is his subject; but God is the sovereign
King of the world; there is no one to be compared to Him; He is unique by His nature.

A clear and unequivocal creed, opposed to all Jesuitical casuistry, seems to have been Richelieu’s aim and
belief.
It is worth noting that during these quiet days at Luçon he kept in touch with all the great theologians of his
time.
The first worth mentioning is the Abbé of Saint-Cyran, Duvergier de Hauranne, the great Jansenist. Richelieu
often visited the Bishop of Poitiers, and it is reported that he loved to carry on weighty theological arguments with
Saint-Cyran, who was a frequent guest of the Bishop’s; the result of these discussions is contained in polemical
works of that time directed against the Protestants.
By Saint-Cyran, who was a friend of Jansenius, Richelieu was well initiated into the traditions of the antiLutheran school. But Jansenism, with its insistence on the inner life which tended to an extreme tension destructtive to the equipoise of Catholic Christianity, was not for Richelieu. He felt in it a renunciation of the world; this
was a road that led no farther.
It was quite otherwise with the great Bérulle. Not until the later years of his stay at Luçon did Richelieu meet
this man, the founder of the Oratorium, who was an impetuous and successful fisher of men as well as a strong,
unbending theological personality; we shall hear a great deal more of him. Already as a young man, Bérulle had
had influence at Court and enjoyed the confidence of Marie de Medici; and probably it was not without other
intentions that Richelieu invited him to open a seminary in his diocese.
*
Richelieu’s environment was very much in opposition to Bérulle’s ideas; these Gallican bishops on the road to
Jansenism, these English theologians and Capucin priests were no admirers of the dogmatic, clear-minded,
profoundly French priest whose ideas chimed with so much that Richelieu was to accomplish. Nevertheless it was
not Bérulle’s opponents but Richelieu who prevailed; at the end of his term of office at Luçon, after 1611, the
Oratorians were to settle there and found their second establishment in France.
Most important of all, Bérulle helped the young bishop in his rise to power; after the death of Henry IV it was
he who was to introduce Richelieu into the most intimate circle of Marie de Medici.
*
But to another of his acquaintance Richelieu remained faithful, the most curious figure in all his circle and the
most mysterious, a man whose silent influence was to help in shaping comprehensive European decisions, a
Capucin monk who became known as “Richelieu’s gray Eminence,” Father Joseph.
The name of this monk, born in Paris in 1577, was François Leclerc du Tremblay; he was some eight years
older than Richelieu. Like his great master, he had once been destined for a military career, but against the wishes
of his family had decided to enter the Church.
When Richelieu met him he was a provincial of the Capucins. A powerful imagination was united in him with
an ice-cold intellect. He was a man of action, and something of an adventurer. The most remarkable thing in him
was his knowledge of mankind; whenever he encountered anyone, even for the first time, he met his man with a
smile that was like a sudden glow of recognition and appraisal.
*
Many of these spiritual friends of Richelieu were genuinely devoted to him. But he remained cautious in
returning the feeling; courageous as he was, he was timid in friendship, fearing disappointment. In time he was to
forsake these friends of his youth, these men who had early recognized his greatness and his powers and had
founded hopes on what they knew of him. In those early days a common religious zeal united them all, yet for
Richelieu it was never more than a cloak for other ends.
These Gallicans, Jansenists and Catholics—the word “Catholic” had at that time a particular significance—
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certainly raised Richelieu to power; but once he achieved it he was to turn his back on them and ally himself with
the Protestants; whenever he found it expedient he was to deny his old friends, to betray them to exile and
imprisonment, to send them even to their deaths at the bidding of political necessity, which meant for him, too,
Destiny. …
1920
2.188 The Siege\fn{by Nicoló Tucci (1908-1999)} Lugano, Ticino Canton, Switzerland (M) 6
For three full years, from 1915 to 1918, at nine o’clock every morning, we had waited for the postman, right
before breakfast; or, if he was late, during breakfast.
At times, my sister Sonia, my brother Vieri, and I went all the way to the gate to look for him on the big road,
but then, if he was not in sight, we preferred to wait in the garden for him to “ripen” from around the corner of the
gardener’s house. This idea of his ripening was our invention; we had coined the word and it described the
situation very well. He brought news of the war, or rather of our brother Kostia, who was in it.
When the newspaper he delivered was spread open, we glanced rapidly, all of us, and in secret, and sideways,
at the casualty list. There was no reason why Kostia’s name should have appeared there before the next of kin had
been informed, but that casualty list was like a precipice into which all our hopes might fall in one, two, three or
God knows how many days. We hoped that his life would continue after that precipice was closed, that there
would be peace and him again with us after that peace. But nine o’clock was an hour from another life: in fact,
one could be seen idling around the house at that hour, which in itself was a crime, and even doing such terrible
things as scratching one’s head or putting one’s finger in his nose, and rarely a word of reproach would be spoken.
If then there was a letter from Kostia we had another half-hour of joy and vacation before going up to the library,
but if nothing arrived, then all the irregular things one had done right before nine were remembered and loudly
criticized, often with sanctions, too.
One day in November 1918, almost together with the news of the armistice, came a short letter which said:
Any day from Tuesday week you may begin to wait for me. Should my plans change, I shall get in touch with you
again.

Just dry and short like that. No mention of the great event, the hard-won victory, none of the vivid tales of what
had happened to him; it was almost a letter from a stranger. But of course this meant that the written word was
abandoned for good as a means of conveyance. Words were now free again to go where they were needed: we had
no use for them; we would soon see him, touch him, know that he was there. The postman too was no longer the
sovereign of the day. This letter was his abdication.
And that was how we graduated from the calendar to the clock. Two weeks, just waiting for the right to wait.
The big clock in the dark corner of the dining room, hidden by the heavy curtains between the two windows,
would have a lot of work to do now, mincing away slices of time until two weeks were filled. But what is it for a
strong clock to do a little extra work when it has remained idle for three years, marking fictitious hours that no
one filled?
Our father was the first one to break up the joyful meeting. He had nodded to his good luck, smiled, touched
his little white beard with two nervous fingers, and that seemed enough to him.
“No sense in waiting now,” he said. “This is just another day of work. Go to the library and do your lessons, all
of you.”
He put on his shapeless old hat and we saw him walking angrily as usual down the main path of the park, to go
and find out how much damage had been done him by the peasants, the administrator, and the wind. When his
staggering form, his hat, and his white hair had disappeared behind the last tree, mother smiled at us, we smiled at
her, we did not leave, she did not tell us to leave, and we knew it was all right. She wanted to talk to someone, and
for that reason we were made grown-ups by her royal decree, just as a chair is “made” an airplane by a child. And
we knew that we would hear the secret story of what had happened to us these three years.
“You know,” she said, “the only thing one must be careful to avoid is dreams. There are little devils, microbes
of dreams, around us all the time. They know our hopes and feed on them. They always come and offer us the
things we want, and we are always fooled by them. We say, for instance, this is a dream, but he is not, because I
see him. Kostia is here. So then we start leaving the dream with him, and then”—she smiled—“I have a word for
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it. I call it landing on the deserted shores of the morning.”
She was crying now. Adrian, our younger brother, who was six, wanted to tell his own ideas about dreams,
sensing that this was a moment for great revelations, but he was stopped by Clorinda, the white-haired maid who
had exercised spanking powers on our father when he was a child, and now retained, nominally at least, the same
privileges on us. She was carrying the scaldino, a clay fire-basket which mother held in her hands all day.
“All of you: out of here,” she said. “And you,” she said to mother, “don’t sit there and cry like that. Do
something instead. You are a fine lady who knows so many things: read, keep busy, fill this time with something
else but your impatience.”
“I promise,” said mother, who in normal times would not have allowed Clorinda to address her that way.
We went upstairs, and of course did not do our lessons at all, and we could hear that mother was not doing
anything either. We knew it from the noise of her rings on the clay handle of the fire-basket.
Lunch was unpleasant that day. Father sat with his head bent over his dish as if he were reading. His bald head,
surrounded by white hair, looked like a wooden model for a face as it protruded against us. And when Vieri began
to talk about dreams again, he said,
“Don’t you have anything more intelligent to talk about? Dreams are dreams and reality is reality. It has always
been that way.”
This seemed very stupid to us, but his voice had the right of way, no matter what he said. He had taken his
option in the conversation and now he did not know what to do with it. So, without lifting his head, he fixed his
small blue eyes on us through the white curtain of his eyelashes and coughed his ill-humor into the napkin until he
became red as a lobster. Then he ate his soup until he saw the blue pattern of the arms in the middle of the dish,
cleaned it carefully with bread and gave the dish to the maid, saying:
“Away. The bread is for the cat. Don’t forget.”
The slow, heavy afternoon was again working its way up the naked hills of Spazzavento, and dragging the old
house with the peasant houses around it toward another night. At Spazzavento the sun went down at two-thirty in
November, but even in June it never stayed on the horizon later than four, because the villa was built on the north
slope of the stony Calvana, facing the Bisenzio valley and the northwester that always came down that way. Only
from the big window on top of the stairs one had a glimpse of the distant hills around Florence and of the railroad
some three miles away and the wide, dusty new road that had been built quite recently, only forty-five years
before, to link the station with the village.
Mother had not yet inaugurated her watch but she gave orders that very day to have a chair placed near the
window on top of the stairs. For the next few days the maids were forever stumbling into that chair when they
came down from their quarters at five o’clock in the morning, but they did not seem to mind. That chair had a
meaning, like the wooden platforms they used to build in the village square a week before the procession of the
patron saint. And the maids knew that the chair would stay there until after Kostia had had a chance to see it and
to understand how much his mother loved him.
The house was always silent in the afternoon, or rather, the family quarters were silent. Nobody raised his
voice in the corridors, in the bedrooms, in the library, or anywhere else. If father was at home, he either snored for
an hour in some dark corner, under a portrait of someone who had snored there before him (I still see his white
beard defiantly facing the opposite wall); or he was in the small office near the oil-mill down in the basement,
where his administrator used to receive the peasants and tell them day in day out that they were thieves.
The silence of the big house, which we called the Main Silence or the Master Silence, was cut out of the
eternal silence of death to which it belonged, and lifted on a pedestal made up of the various sounds that came
from the kitchen, the pantry, or the fields. The sad linear song of a maid surged from the cellar and went all
around that silence; out in the fields, the scissors of the peasants binding and cutting the vines for the winter broke
the air like distant gunshots, and often this noise too was underlined by stripes of shapeless chanting. But when
the wind moaned through the valley (indeed the name “Windswept” was appropriate for the place), then the Main
Silence became so high, so monumental, that it scared everyone in the house.
*
Today the wind had suddenly awakened from the air and was in one of its moods. We all felt depressed. Little
Adrian, who took orders from everybody and passed them on to his toys or to chairs or imaginary people, had
finished his daily battle against the Germans in the living room, and probably had found nobody in the kitchen to
talk to (dreary place that kitchen, with the huge smoky pot hanging from a black chain in the fireplace and
simmering all day). So he must have decided to go and see whether his beloved hero and brother, Kostia, was
coming home, as he had heard in the morning, because he climbed all the stairs, stood in front of the rattling
50

window and looked and looked. And as he saw a carriage, without thinking what he was doing, he shouted
joyfully:
“Kostia is coming!”
Doors were flung open, the maids appeared from nowhere, we came from the library, and mother advanced on
the stairs, pale, and with wide open eyes. He saw us all come toward him and began to cry:
“It wasn’t Kostia, no, no, it wasn’t!”
“To scare me like that!” shouted mother trembling.
“You have no business standing here!” shouted Clorinda, shaking him with anger. “Go downstairs and do some
work, you idle child, you.” We all gave him our part of the general indignation, and mother ordered that no one
should start waiting like that until two full weeks had passed.
But another wall had been broken down: the fact that someone had begun to look at the street had a strange
effect on her. She went downstairs, “to prepare everything.” Then twice she climbed a few steps and compelled
herself to go back to the dining room. But the third time she had another reason. She wanted to see whether the
servants quarters were in good order; a thing she had not done for years because she knew that Clorinda would
have resented this lack of confidence in her. As she reached the window, accompanied by Sonia, she said that after
all it was unnecessary because Clorinda knew better than anyone else, and besides, three flights of stairs were
already too much for her; she was no longer young.
“Let me test this chair,” she said. “What does one see from here?” She sat down and she looked. Just for one
second. And the siege of the road began. Sonia tried to protest, but she said,
“What difference does it make, whether I wait here or downstairs? Bring me my needlework and the green
book from the mantelpiece in my room.”
When Clorinda called to her not to be unwise, she answered that she was not used to carrying on a
conversation from one floor to the next. It was sheer good luck that she was able to restrain herself and not add
“especially with a maid.” She would have been sorry, because Clorinda came right upstairs and took her kindly by
the arm like a child, saying,
“Now you come with me.”
Mother answered that she was used to doing as she pleased in her own house, but could not help laughing
because she felt weak in front of this determined old woman. Finally she broke into tears and said she would go
downstairs in a little while.
But the next day she was again seated up there, this time with all her ancient pride burning in her eyes, and
Clorinda must have understood from the rhythm of her rings on the handle of the scalding that this was not the
day to speak a word. Sonia began to pay her long visits up there, but she did not want us boys near her because we
startled her with tactless questions, such as:
“Do you see that man coming down from there? Who could it be?” Or we said:
“There, a carriage slows down on the curve. It will certainly stop here.”
“Barbarians,” she used to tell us in an angry voice, just as she did when she was playing the piano and
someone dared talk aloud in the room. But Sonia knew how to behave; she let mother do the waiting, the
guessing, everything. She saw, of course, trains and carriages and people on foot, but she went on with what she
was saying, and after they had passed and nobody had accepted to bring him or to be him, she found something
interesting to say, so that mother would not have to feel ashamed of the “defeat.”
Then also Clorinda began to accept the siege. At times she stopped near mother for a second and threw a
glance into the street as one throws a glance at a canvas, trying not to disturb the painter at his work.
*
We spent our mornings in the library as usual, then, every other day, we went to the nearby town of Prato with
the carriage for our Latin and arithmetic lessons, and every time we crossed the hall we walked on tiptoes and
tried to hear whether any carriages were rolling on the road. That dark figure against the glaring light of the
window up there made us feel better. It was the only sign that a new era would begin. It was an assertion of our
right to hope, a right that everything in that old house seemed to deny. Also the absurd idea that the road was
being walked upon, that people were in the habit of coming along that road, seemed a hopeful sign: they were all
part of his return; they kept the stream running.
Thus at the end of the two weeks, when the real expectation began, we were already a little too impatient, all of
us. The first disappointment was that he did not appear in the first hour of light the first morning, a Tuesday it
was, I remember so well. And then the second hour and then the third, and fourth, and then a whole morning full
of hours, and then lunch-time too. The conversation stopped, as if by common understanding, every time the noise
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of a wheel was heard. It no longer passed on the road, it passed through the dining room, through the table,
through all of us, and we resumed our talk in a state of weakness, as if we had been tramped upon by a real
carriage.
How the entire third week managed to pass that way I can hardly recall. The fixity of our anguish, geared to
such a high note, was the only true thing; the house, the people in it, our own actions and bodies, were all way
behind. The only thing that took place in our world was mother walking up the stairs, determinedly, stepping on
each step as if that obstacle had been subdued, and then sitting majestically on her throne, fixing both eyes on the
top of the horizon from where the road flowed down to her like a dry stream. The road was hers, she was
besieging it; it must produce her son.
Nothing could happen in that empty space that did not fall into her eyes. When people crossed the road, it
bothered her, and if they stood on it for any length of time, she made impatient gestures with her hand. Because
he was to appear from there like a small point and ripen slowly into the dear figure we knew. And once he had
adopted every form we had guarded so jealously in our hearts, as a last thing he would receive his voice, and we
would all be free. No more stopping to ask ourselves: What is he really like? How does he act? Have we forgotten
him? Oh, to be able to say:
“These lines, this voice you take back now, for they are yours, and see whether we kept them well.”
We knew we must have kept them much too well, for time brings change, and time was dead in us. Our time
flew all around that point: his face, as we remembered it; that was our watch. For us it was just then and always
then, and it continued to be then all day. On the night he had left, three years before, mother had put a photograph
of him into the wooden frame of her small desk-watch. Now that the clock downstairs had done its work, this was
the new impediment: nothing had really happened since that image had been put there. But he would come and set
us free, we knew.
*
Oh, but too few of those small points came down the road in the afternoon. They always seemed to accept the
gifts at first: Kostia’s stature and way of walking; then, half-way or so, they would begin to shake them off and
show that they had nothing about them even to start pretending they were Kostia: such people as old men, even
women, all sorts of trespassers. Every single time we felt like shouting at them,
“We are going to extract him from the unknown, even without your help!”
After eight more days of this mother began to feel that we were all abandoning her. She was alone now on the
rampart. All the doors were closed, all the hearts were closed, too: the old Nothing (another of our familiar images
to describe the atmosphere of the house) was taking hold of us again like a bad winter. Now it was as if she were
trying to conjure a dream in the midst of reality and plant it there. She had unfurled the canvas of her lively
imagination with a new world painted on it, which was to cover everything—the stony countryside, the trees, the
people. If there could only be a conspiracy of hope, if people helped, if they began to hold the canvas down with
their feet, it would perhaps stick to the ground. If they could only fasten it under the houses, she could finish her
work. If only the postman would bring that decree, empowering her with the exercise of rights she had already
taken days ago, she might manage to win, but this way, all alone, it was too difficult.
We continued to work as usual in the library, and although we were too oppressed by the silence to open our
hearts to any hope again, we felt defended by her faith. God, or Whoever or Whatever there was, that stood
behind the curtains of the world, would find his, its, their match in the aspect of this mother who had the dignity
of a queen and could want things like a queen. However, we did not communicate with one another during those
days. It was all right to be crushed inside, but the air should not vibrate with dangerous words of doubt, or really
the happiness it was so hard to evoke would feel offended and not come at all. Saying anything sad was like
opening the doors to the old Nothing. So we all waited in her shadow and somewhat also in the shadow of the
house door. Every time the big hand-bell rang, there was such a sinking of hearts, and the familiar faces that
appeared were so disliked! We felt like saying:
“Did you have to come? Only one person has the right to come these days and you are not that one.”
*
Then an incident occurred which, although we understood that it meant nothing, made it even harder for us to
interrupt our anguish. One day I saw my father come home with a face that was not only angrier than usual, but
which said clearly: stay away, everybody.
I was so afraid that I ran to the library and waited there to be called downstairs for tea. I heard him go through
all the rooms. He was obviously looking for something and I knew what: something wrong, something on which
to hook his anger. He found it. A chair had been displaced. He called Clorinda three times in a voice that was
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almost desperate with anger, and in the silence that followed, Sonia asked me stupidly:
“Is there any news?” (Why oblige people to answer “No,” when they would give anything in the world to
answer “Yes”? There is a code of mutual respect in such situations.)
“You fool,” I said, “if there were any news, do you think I would wait to tell it until you asked me?”
Again father called Clorinda, and again his steps were heard, and they changed from the heavy hammering of
stairs being mounted to the lighter scuffling on the same surface. He must be in the hall now. Why didn’t he say
“Good evening” to mother up there? And then, to call Clorinda that way, Clorinda, who had brought him up,
spanked him, used strong words with him until he was fifteen! The fourth time he called, one note pierced the
volume of his voice, and came out in a falsetto tone. Finally she arrived; and it was as if she had been guilty of
everything that had ever happened in the world, when he asked:
“Have you pushed this big chair against the frame of that picture again? Can’t you see that it has left a mark?
… I … this precious painting … my orders disobeyed.”
It was so awful that Clorinda cried, and they both went downstairs together and way to the end of the corridor,
and then a door was banged and their voices died down like thunder in the hills.
And mother continued to sit there at the window, away from all this, indifferent to the loudest expressions of
reality, as if these were the threatening waters in which she did not want to drown.
Then, for three days, father was ill, and Clorinda was ill, too, and mother hardly asked about Clorinda or why
she was staying at the house of her brother, the gardener, instead of in her own room upstairs. And we hardly
asked about our father’s health, and everybody was alone in his anguish, like a dog. Then father recovered, that is,
he got up and looked so old, so terribly old, that Sonia cried one day for hours on her books, while my brother and
I insulted her by way of consolation.
*
Then another incident, meaningless of course, utterly meaningless, but there are moments in which everything
creates an atmosphere of tragedy, even though there is no reason for it. Father went up to mother’s ramparts, and
at first it seemed as if he, too, were interested in the road. He dragged a newspaper behind him as a child would
drag a piece of cloth or a toy; and he said:
“I see here in the paper that there is going to be a League of Nations to keep the world at peace. The President
of the United States of America is coming to Europe.”
Strange of him, with his cynicism, to make such a remark. Mother nodded without looking at him, then he said
(his voice was very quivery after his illness):
“Peace. Yes, peace for a great many years to come. At least our sacrifices will be rewarded, all of them.” And
this must have seemed strange to mother, because she screamed:
“What do you mean?” And then she was out of breath and screamed again:
“What sacrifices? We are beyond that and we have forgotten. Our sacrifices are being rewarded.” He was pale
and trembling and said nothing.
“But what is it?” she said. “Why do you look so disturbed?” He did not answer, and mother rose from her
chair, and asked in a terrible tone:
“Tell me, tell me right away! Why do you tremble so?” And he said:
“Why … I only thought I saw someone there, on the road.” And she sank back in the chair, crying:
“Oh, I know. I know that. It happens to me all the time.”
*
That evening I spoke to Sonia at length. Especially now that Clorinda was ill and no one dared scold our
parents, it was necessary that we do something, because it was no longer human. Waiting had become a malady, a
family epidemic, a strange fever. And we talked and talked and reached no conclusion, and the next morning she
told me that she had had a dream: the wind had been so strong against the house all night that in her dream she
had seen the house sailing toward non-existent shores; and it was mother’s fault, because her eyes had melted
down the mountains and the road, and everything had been made into a sea, and we were drifting away on it. She
was trembling as she told me that dream. She said:
“You see? Even I am all upset by these silly ideas now. Kostia will laugh at this when he comes.”
“I think that he will not have the time to laugh,” I said, “because in this state of affairs they will start quarreling
with him because he did not get here on time.”
“You are right,” she said. “And it’s so silly. Let’s do something. This spell must be broken.” And I said,
“Yes, it must be broken.”
The trouble was, however, that the house held our anguish so well, just as it held the silence, and then (it was
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about three o’clock in the afternoon), while I was having another conversation with Sonia about it, one of the
maids came and said, gasping:
“The Signora is talking.” We couldn’t help smiling at such a silly statement.
“What do you mean?” we asked.
“She is talking,” she said at last, “alone, by herself.”
Sonia began to tremble; she was afraid for mother’s health, and I felt my heart bang against my bones so that I
almost resounded from it; but Sonia, who was always courageous, said, “That’s nothing,” and began to go
upstairs. She found Adrian who was climbing step by step, slowly, in the hope that nobody would notice him, and
she had a quarrel with him. He called mother to his defense:
“Mamma, may I come upstairs?” And mother shouted with a voice full of hate:
“Quiet there! Go away!”
We all left. Doors were closed again, one in the face of the other, all along the hall, and there was silence, a
high silence, the highest silence that ever was in Spazzavento: silence mounted on a monument of roars, moans,
and cries that the wind brought from somewhere with it. Then, suddenly, we heard the voice of mother and we
slowly opened the door to the library, and she was saying, as if she had a fever:
“Go away, go away. It is not true.” And then she said:
“If you are true, then I must be your dream. You reflect my desire …” And then she said:
“Thank you. You are offering it back to me, for it must ache up in the air alone, detached and naked; it must
suffer up there as it does here.”
And we walked to the middle of the hall and I had to lean against the wall so as not to faint. Then we began to
walk downstairs, away from her, and stepped along the stairs and saw in the middle of the hall father with his red
bald head, standing, as one stands at Mass during Elevation. And then mother again spoke:
“Who makes this wind of light?” (This was one of her expressions to describe the beginning of dreams.) “Who
detaches the paper from the faces, the mountains, and the houses?”
“O, my God,” murmured Sonia, “she is ill.”
“Who puts that cup there, on a hill?” said mother again.
“Go away!' she shouted. “Go away. I know you, devils of dream. These things don’t happen here. … I know I
am waiting. You don’t have to tell me.” Then, in a tired tone:
“I know 1 have waited much too long.” And she cried quietly, like a sick child. Sonia walked up the stairs,
knelt beside her, and said:
“You are right, mother.” She said it so gently, so well, sneaking into the unreality of the situation, feigning
herself unreal too; and mother looked at her and said:
“The dreams were coming again. But don’t be afraid. Let me alone.”
Sonia came downstairs, and this time it was as if all of a sudden mother had lost her battle, because she greeted
him with so much strength in her voice:
“Oh, here you are,” she said. “And tell me now: how are you?” Then she whispered:
“Did you come from downstairs? Tell me,” she repeated, “did you? Through the garden? … Did you batter the
ground with your own feet? You are expected to do that, you know. … And did you see the maid? She must have
let you in.” After a silence, she said, a little louder:
“No, go downstairs first and ring the bell before we sit and talk.” Then she seemed scared by something and
asked with great anguish:
“Oh, but you have forgotten! How could you just be here, without a trip behind you? Kostia,” she said, “my
darling! How did you manage to avoid that? The trainman must have seen you! You must have waited, sitting in
the train, to get here slowly, with permission from them all.”
Here she laughed, and then spoke again, in a weak voice:
“That’s right; you are coming to see your mother. But we mothers are the last ones to see you. First must your
soldiers see you leave for home, then many other people … oh, so many, so many, you can never count them all.”
At this point, luckily, the dream seemed to be over, for she coughed a little, then spoke cheerfully although still in
a dreamy voice:
“Because you see, my dear,” she said, “between you and us there is this road. Yes, this road. Then that
mountain. O, yes, a high mountain. Your mountain. Then … other mountains.” She stopped to listen, as we were
all crying aloud. But she went on.
“Then,” she said, “then … the plain of Bologna. Then, Venice … And then … mountains again. That’s right.
Mountains again. And then … and then …?”—we could hear her breathe with difficulty—
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And then she screamed, oh, how she screamed:
“I know! I know!” and ran downstairs ranting so terribly that we all fled as if a wild, wounded beast were after
us.
43.112 Before The Fruit Is Ripe\fn{by Cla Biert (1920-1981)} Scuol, Graubunden Canton, Switzerland (M) 3
The forest of Cimbrian pines stood silent.
The August sun with its sultry heat sent ripeness coursing through the spiky branches; the sap brimmed over in
the cones and the needles dripped with liquid resin.
Heavens, how heady it all smelled!
They had come from over yonder, apparently, from the far slope where the Alpherd had his hut. Not that they
could be said to have slipped away stealthily, this boy and girl. No, they were old enough.
But they were not the right age!
They stopped beside the giant pine. They did not speak. They did not say a single word. Their shoe-soles sank
into the moss, and the red needles patterned the ground like a costly carpet. That dry branch, now, which poked
into them . . . it was just like a sting and seemed to say:
“Not a sound! This is a place where you do as you’re told!”
Not a breath of wind.
If even the ants had made a skittering sound … but they did not, they too were walking barefoot. Everything
walked barefoot in this spot.
Only deep inside the hard folds of the rumpled bark was there something which revealed its presence and
would tolerate no interference from anyone outside. That was why the wood stood silent.
And these two also were cowed into silence, for there was a constant and soundless outpouring of this force
deep within, which penetrated them through and through.
The whole process was so immense as to escape human hearing. They had both sunk down into the moss.
The girl pointed across to the scar left by avalanches. The new, young fir-trees were standing close together.
They sprang out of the turf or from under boulders and twisted and raised their hardened, crooked plumes. For
them the avalanche held no fears. They bowed their curved backs, they yielded and laughed to themselves. But
once the steep slopes high above had shrugged off their burden, once the green went climbing up the
mountainside, then they, too, lifted their heads and held up to the light their flowers which shed a golden mist, as
though they were so many candlesticks.
The boy took her hand and lightly caressed it with his fingertips. He sank his fingers into her black hair and
gazed at her. His lips were thirsty, thirsty for her.
The great pines, however, which overshadowed them were mounting guard. Now and again their cone-laden
heads nodded heavily. They understood the quiet answer breathed back from all around, the calm of immense
maturity. They said to themselves: those rocky cliffs over there where there is a constant battle with the sun …
they are stark naked and have to submit to gloating, brazen looks. But we are different, we are expectant. Then
they would bow to one another and say:
“This is an important matter, this fact that we are expectant! We are proud of it!” Countless hopes, testimonies
and promises went whispering away through the trees.
The girl was still looking up at the tree-tops, listening to what they were saying. She could understand them.
The old and disheveled pines raised their crooked. fingers and wagged them in warning at the young saplings:
“You there, not so fast!”
And the young trees made no answer, because they were filled with awe when their elders brandished their
stiff limbs:
“Woe betide any of you who isn’t quiet while your mothers are expectant! Have a care, anyone who is
cheeky!”
Not even a bird made a sound. No one dared. That was why she turned to the boy and said pleadingly:
“Darling, we mustn’t. We must wait; just as the trees have waited which are now proud to be expectant.”
But he did not believe all this and had not heard what the trees were saying. All he saw was her face and the
black eyebrows above her eyes and also those cheeks which made him want to eat them. And then he gazed away
at the sunbeams as they played amid the branches and enjoyed twining themselves about the bluish stems. They
cast fantastic shadows on the stony ground: animals stirred there, ha! and men smoking huge pipes, and even old
women waving their arms, and in among these, great black, slithering snakes and multi-headed dragons with
55

razor-sharp crests. Oh! how they must be laughing, those sunbeams! And when the clouds came by, they were
away in a flash and their patterns vanished; just like the sharp little shadows, cast by the girl’s eyelashes on her
eyes, those eyes which glowed like black, sun-kissed cherries. Then suddenly, back they came again and went on
with their game. Those sunbeams were at their merriest when the wind came and moved all the twigs. At such
times, they would go wild with delight and have fun even with the stiff old trees, which could not help a slight
dancing of their stiffened limbs. The sunbeams said:
“Ah, we have seen what it is to be young and the wind has even heard, but the old are deaf.”
Then they darted down and played in her dark hair, slid over her face and bare arms and set her eyes aglow.
The boy felt them streaming right through him, making his blood pound through his veins and leaving him faint
with thirst.
Oh, how they were laughing again, those sunbeams, now that he had suddenly slipped an arm round her. Hey!
how they ran and danced with glee! Come on, nearer, nearer, still nearer! We’ll color her lips red and her teeth
white as marble, till they shine, till they cannot help but bite into her lips, till the blood flows.
*
But then, this girl who had understood the language of the trees glanced up at some cones ripening right on the
tip of the topmost branch. No, no, they would have no cause to grieve, not those.
“What are you looking at?” he asked. She pointed upwards.
“Do you want me to get them for you, then, those four at the top, eh?” She shook her head but he had
meanwhile stood up and now said:
“I’ll climb to the very top and throw them down for you, wait and see if I don’t, but then you mustn’t cry any
more, eh?”
This particular pine was unkempt, tousled by wind and storm, and with splintered stumps of bough where
lightning had struck it. Near the base, it patiently bore a misshapen bough which jutted out and up, like a child
which had lost its way. This branched into withered shoots which jutted up sideways. From a distance it looked
for all the world like the giant antler of some stag.
She hid her face in her hands:
“No, don’t go! They’re still unripe, we cannot eat them.” And she looked up fearfully, up to where the forking
branches separated and tapered upwards, up to those clusters of twigs. There the four cones hung out into space,
swaying menacingly:
“Woe to anyone who risks coming right up here!”
“Don’t go, you’ll be dashed to pieces! The pine doesn’t want you to, can’t you hear?”
He could not hear. The roots, like well fed serpents, writhed out from the trunk and snaked down round the
stones. He tried to get a grip on the bole, which was hard and gnarled like a rock and so stout that four men could
not have encompassed it. His fingertips sank into the bark, dragged away slivers and scored it like knife-cuts till
the resin ran. He lost his hold and fell to the ground. His eyes shot hatred and fury at the tree and fire at her. Like a
cat, he dug his nails into the bark, flattened his face against the trunk, twisted up and up, little by little, and
reached out his hand towards the first branch.
“Come back,” she begged, “can’t you hear what the forest is saying?”
“Wicked thief … thief.” The echo came from back up the valley, as though from a great distance:
“Thief.” Forbidding and uncanny.
Then clouds came scurrying over the mountain, the sun disappeared, dark shadows swooped over the
landscape, black patches moved and glided over the crests only to make way for others even larger, even heavier,
which blotted out the colors as they advanced up the valley. But the boy climbed on from branch to branch, from
one foothold to the next. When he arrived up where the branches divided, the clusters of twigs grew more densely
and he found it harder to keep going. With one hand he forced a way through, but the springy twigs lashed his
face again and again. Under his feet, he could feel that the branches no longer supported him safely. They were
growing whippy. The bark was wafer-thin and the sap made everything as slippery as a piece of glass.
He slipped! but quickly grabbed a branch and steadied himself: A moment’s hesitation and he would have
fallen without a chance. He was gasping and had to pause to recover.
Down below him and seemingly very far away, he could see the girl through the twigs, lying on her back in the
moss with her hands under her head. And didn’t she seem to be amused by that impudent breeze which filled her
skirt and made it flutter and lift? There was a smile on her face. She didn’t even try to stop it. She enjoyed the
wind and let it stroke her bare legs. One innocent hand moved across her blouse and bared her breast. She let the
sun kiss this rose-tinted dawn. Then she tossed back her head and her arms. High above, he gave a powerful
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heave, the twigs parted and he squeezed up and through, taking no notice of the rents the branches were tearing in
trousers and shirt. Just twice his own height now and he would have made it!
The top began to sway to and fro. With each tug he gave, the twigs shook to the very tip and so did the four
pine-cones hanging out at the end. The girl no longer dared to look up, because the wind was rising now, at first
gently and then more fiercely with sudden squalls. Through the whole forest there ran a weird sound which grew
ever louder and turned into a wild, straining roar. The trees started to heel over to one side or another and the
topmost plumes whistled in the wind.
To the girl it seemed that the trees were growing feverish, calling for help, weeping for one another, scowling
and making strange threats against this black-hearted thief perched high atop one of their number. Indeed, he was
even at that moment stretching out his hand to the twig with the four cones on it, but the tree-top bent, the
branches writhed and whirled. Gusts of wind hurled him to and fro. The whole tree fought in self-defence, waiting
only for the right moment to heave this enemy down off its back in its terrible rage. Even the black clouds
reaching out above the crags were heavy with menace as they heaped and gathered above the main valley.
The steep, grassy slopes grew dark, the bad weather was already on this side of the mountains and the cliffs
showed black in the rain; distant thunder rumbled across the sky, and the storm poured down out of the sidevalleys.
Now!
Now his hand closed round the cones!
A flash in the distance; the lightning had just struck high on the mountain ridge. With a sharp tug, he snapped
the cones one after another off the twig. Dammit! They stuck to his hand as though they would never let go, as
though they intended to grow on it.
Thump, thump, thump. The cones fell through the branches, landed with a thud on the grass, rolled over a root
and came to rest.
Dead.
In the sky, all hell was let loose. Anyone would have thought the rock-faces were splitting and shattering into a
thousand pieces. The forest was a raging sea: through the tree-tops which looked ready to crash in headlong ruin,
the disaster maddened wind shrieked like a host of barbarians rushing into battle.
Now the pelting rain rolled over their hillock and the whole valley sank into darkness. Heavy raindrops beat
down on his back and up from below rose the smell of moist earth, wet bark and newly cut wood. High above, the
lightning’s glare lit up the bare crags to be followed by another crash and rumble. The entire mountain seemed
ready to hurl itself down on him.
He felt as though he were being squeezed from all sides, squeezed so that he could hardly breathe, as though
steel clamps were gripping his chest. The wet branches were slippery and treacherous but he moved with
assurance and his sturdy arms did not fail him. If only he could shut out those voices wailing and crying through
the woods.
As soon as he set foot safely back on the ground, he saw her crying, the poor thing, huddled pitifully under the
branches of a great pine. He gathered up the cones and ducked in beside her.
They said nothing.
They just listened to the rain sheeting down outside their shelter. A feeling of grief oppressed them. The pineneedles wept.
They looked at the cones. The boy wanted to open one. With his fingernail he tried to push in under the scales
and lift them, but it was still green and full of resin. She said:
“Don’t try, they’re not ripe!” They felt cold.
They stood huddled together.
She put her arm round him. He bit into the cone. The sap squirted out. But it was bitter, sour enough to turn the
eyeballs over.
*
Crack!
Fire!
A smell of sulphur!
The sting of smoke in the nostrils.
The lightning had struck, and right beside them. Something was burning.
They were too stunned to move, terror blazed in their eyes.
Then they leapt out from under the tree. A pine had caught fire at no great distance. A breathtaking crash of
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thunder followed instantly. The sky and the earth reeled. The flames were hungrily at work, even round about the
tree. Like molten metal, resin ran in streams of fire down the trunk and out along the roots. Higher up, the twigs
were crackling, and blazing branches swished down through the air like fiery brooms.
However, as luck would have it, the rain was now cascading out of the sky. Amidst hisses and fierce
explosions, the whole tree became enshrouded in steam and smoke. Only down near the ground and close in to the
trunk were there a couple of branches still burning.
The girl darted back, picked up the pine-cones and returned to where the boy stood near the fire. Then they
threw them one at a time into the heart of the glow. The cones turned yellow, then brown. The scales, softened by
the heat, grew loose and opened out to reveal underneath the white and unripe kernels. Then the fire made the
scales lift and curl up.
Sss! how the heat made them hiss, like so many snake’s tongues!
The heart of the fire turned gray but the four cones went on glowing; red spheres, gradually devoured by the
heat.
They grew transparent, like four crystal balls purified in the flames. Then they crumbled. At last they were
only four black and smoking coals.
When the wind fanned them, there was still a brief glow, like a dying sigh. Then it was all over. Just charcoal
and falling rain, black and gray.
The two of them were soaked to the skin. How good it felt … that cool, running water, as though it were
washing them clean and lifting away the burden which so weighed them down.
Their breath came easier. What fine, clean air! The rain stopped.
They walked down the hill.
The mists were lifting. Overhead, the clouds raced by.
Then, little by little, a window opened to the sky and the tentative sun sent two bright and tremulous rays up
into the valley.
Two souls, they seemed, going in search of the light.
43.105 Excerpt from La Femme Séparée\fn{by Monique Laederach (1938Switzerland (F) 4

)}

Les Brenets, Neuchatel Canton,

… Anne.
That is her name since that day, that first day, that axis of before and after, the day of the break, not really that
day the break, but that day the one she moved out: she takes her furniture, she goes away. I leave my husband.
Jerome away somewhere in the mountains in order not to see it, and it is better that way, this upset in the
house, linen, furniture, suitcases, and how would you take leave; besides, the two cronies, Terence’s cronies of
course, Fred, Jean-Louis, who are already bringing down a mattress, the bedside-table, some boxes and:
“What else?”
The little red rug at the entrance to the lounge. Red. Anne at the edge of the red rug as in former times, ten
years ago, when they Jerome and she had put it there, ten years previously, at the same time as the settee the armchairs the pictures.
“We shall need curtains.” Jerome said. And Anne, hesitatingly:
“Green ones?” Jerome surprised, hardly that one glance, and with absolute certainty:
“Green ones? Definitely not.” Obviously. And Anne taken aback:
“Why not green?”
This overwhelming knowledge of Jerome, his certainties, and her, Anne’s, no less overwhelming ignorance,
always like a blind person, you would have said, the colors the shapes the words escaping her unceasingly,
viscous beneath her hand or her eyes, Anne floundering in doubts and may-bes, and desperately trying to guess
what Jerome was expecting; Jerome never made a mistake, but as for her …
And still now, these curtains—red ones—which she is looking at, their obvious rightness for ten years, Jerome
was right, and all of a sudden this anxiety for the other flat, over there, where she has absurdly decided to
transport her furniture, her books, her bed, her bits and pieces, this suite of three rooms, she sees them so
distinctly, but now compared with the red curtains they appear like a dark star, one of those stars which, it seems,
absorb the whole memory of centuries and give it back again each day in surprising images. But what do I give
back? I shall not have retained any certainty, even after ten years, Don’t think of it, inadequacy, there is nothing to
be done, but fortunately Fred behind her, impatient:
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“What now? What has to come down?”
The red rug, which at last Anne rolls up. Then in the kitchen some plates and dishes some pans some dishcloths, strict minimum, Jerome must not go without anything, later on I shall buy what is missing, another dizzy
spell, short-lived: what with, what money?
She is leaving like a thief. She thinks:
“Like a thief.”
And it is not a revolt, not even leaving Jerome intact. At all costs. Jerome must not notice. But when she goes
round the flat again, the empty spaces seem to her to be sharply defined, as Jerome will see them this evening, she
goes round the rooms as Jerome will this evening, she is Jerome, his sadness, the shocks, the hatred gradually for
Anne—the thief, the treacherous, how can she do such a thing? But she continues to do it, divided up like a space
marked in squares for hopscotch, but she never seems to get out of hell, and yet she keeps obstinately kicking her
stone further and higher, Heaven help you.
Tidy up a piece of paper, a handkerchief. Don’t leave any traces. The absurdity of her reflex action. The handbasin, clean out. Change the towels. The other things too heavy all at once, and her own haste all at once. Don’t
reopen the wardrobes yet again, the drawers, never mind, I shall come back. Fred and Jean-Louis are on the doorstep, their silence within her silence: “a woman who is leaving her husband,” they would like to laugh, she feels,
to act abruptly, to shake off this heaviness that has suddenly come down on to the house; but there they are, hands
in pockets, assiduously trying not to see, attentive all the same, and their bodies enveloped in the dust of the light
coming from behind them, fraternally:
“You haven’t forgotten anything? You have everything?”
“One minute,” Anne says. “Just a minute.”
Her suppliant tone of voice, which she immediately detests. Something has been forgotten, but what, but
where? She goes round the rooms again; the bedroom, the still bare tree in the window, its branches where on
clear nights she could follow the curve of the wood, her waking dreams, the dark riding of unreal horses. Her
flight. How many arguments hanging there, how many bouts of insomnia? How many faces imagined in summer
in the changing leaves? And Jerome slept, he slept alone, she lay watching alone. She was watching him, it
seemed, as if she knew the traps in which he could have been caught in the depths of his sleep.
“I am accepting responsibility again,” Anne thinks. Nothing else but that: the rejection of all rejections. This
vomiting. I cannot be angry with him because of it. But there is no vomit, only the slight weight between the ribs
that she is familiar with. And this unbearable feeling of a mistake somewhere, but she looks for it in vain: it is
precisely what she wanted. Don’t go back. She closes her eyes; in any case, whatever else is true, if there is a
chance left, it will be ahead.
She slightly opens the door of the bedroom, as usual. Nothing opening suddenly on a view of emptiness, this
evening Jerome will pass through the corridor, and the door will be as always. But she is well aware, how could
she not be, were it only because of her own tiredness, that there is no remedy against the emptiness that she is
going to leave.
“I’ll be with you in a minute,” Anne says, and the two boys go down the staircase.
She locks the flat door; drops the key in the letter-box. It is too soon, she thinks, much too soon. She isn’t
ready for this. But who is ready? Furiously:
“Nobody would ever do anything.” And accepts the sense that something has been torn apart. However, she
stays there looking at the box, its gray metal, almost derisive; their name on the letter-box. And the key right at
the bottom, scarcely visible, her key, my house. I am no longer anybody.
At her back, beyond the door, she is conscious of Fred and Jean-Louis by the van; again they appear to be
laughing; but when she looks more closely she sees a kind of gleam on their faces, the same for the two of them,
electric, strained. They have lowered their eyes.
“They are waiting for me to shed tears,” Anne thinks. “I’m not going to.” And in the lightning flash of the
breaking away, at the moment when she is crossing the threshold, another Anne is smiling, thinking:
“That’s all they know: that a woman cries at such moments.”
“Off we go,” she says.
Vivacious. Except for her voice which is as if laid bare, which is like the branch of a tree after an October
wind: rough and dark. But the boys by good luck take the words as they come, they move forward very quickly,
moving against the immobility, climb into the vehicle, with Anne behind. She repeats:
“Let’s go.” Her voice better already. But they do not look at her. Jean-Louis starts the engine, they talk to each
other in a whisper which carries nevertheless, like adolescents whose voices are breaking.
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“For sure, it’s something new to them,” Anne thinks, resignation forms part of her weariness. And in a futile
way:
“At, their age.” But the other Anne, more disenchanted:
It’s not a matter of age. You tear yourself away, or somebody tears him or herself away from you, this is
something you have known since childhood. You were asleep in a bedroom, the shutters half-open upon a green
and tender afternoon which appeared to be without treachery, and when you wake up the Presences have
disappeared, you stay lost in labyrinths of hunger and cold, and the feeding-bottle—any old feeding-bottle—
which your mouth at last discovers after the cry is only the repressed sob of perfect non-existence. And later, how
many public parks, stations, tunnels where this Person, who was there and who is no longer there, is caught away.
“A tooth,” Anne thinks. “Like pulling out a tooth,” and the pain is so violent that it anaesthetizes itself of its
own accord, and what remains? Nothing except to burrow into your own body, your own sleep, your dreams of
restoration, in which all the Presences, always, are standing there, luminous and warm, infinitely enfolding.
But however much Anne now studies the faces of the two boys in front of her nothing about them denotes that
they have known what it is to break away, on the contrary, while Jean-Louis is joking about a dead cat by the
roadside you could believe that they have always had death in them as a natural thing. As for Jean-Louis, who is a
countryman, it is possible. It is sufficient to recall what they are like with their animals, how they are fond of them
with their death already written into them since the first day of their life, and their affection (assuming that is what
it is) never overflows that exact frontier of animals-that-are-to-die.
Anne envies them, envies Jean-Louis and perhaps also Fred, who knows, for having that extra skin. At the
same time, she is well aware, she has feelings of hatred for them.
“Hang on,” Jean-Louis says, “I’m turning!”
Their futility, she thinks, exasperated. This smile of Jean-Louis in the driving mirror.
“He doesn’t know anything,” Anne thinks, and this time some unexpected tears come to her eyes, she takes out
her handkerchief angrily, and at once Jean-Louis in the mirror:
“Is anything wrong?”
“No, not at all,” Anne says, and she starts laughing. Stupidly. So childish, she sees herself, with this mouth
trembling in the middle of a smile and tears running down her face, and Jean-Louis, precisely then, from the exact
center of her own hate, plays that trick which he knows.
“Oh yes, he knows,” Anne thinks hatefully, and the two, very evidently reassured by her normality, are at once
all attention, brotherly and protective, and sorry all the same:
“You’ll see, it will be all right,” Fred says. “You’ll get by.”
“Don’t you worry,” says Jean-Louis. And suddenly, as if to a baby:
“We’ll set you up in your little house, you’ll see.”
*
If I had a child. If now, along with the cases, the furniture, the saucepans, I were taking in addition one. If I
had done that. And if I. Not even a cat. Not the smallest living thing. Myself? Nothing, practically nothing, only
this enormous, over-loose envelope that I can’t fill. The dense, glutinous liquid in the ears which keep on ringing.
Even walking is not steady. Over there those empty rooms which ought to disappear, and behind Jerome who is
not there. Who was never there, Anne thinks, and again hatred. And straight away, the other Anne who knows
Jerome’s language:
“Whose fault is it, eh! Who wanted it? Eh!” I am unjust, she knows. But there you are: envy, the need to be
unjust. A perfect wax effigy of a man, she thinks (to be sure, perfect!), serious-minded, who does not make
mistakes, who knows, who has faith, who walks straight forward, a wax effigy of a man all linearity,
disconnected, breathless, a real Giacometti\fn{ Alberto Giacometti (1901-1966), the Swiss artist known for the extreme linearity
of some of his sculptures and paintings.}—but the moment you want to strike, to implant the arrow in the figure’s heart,
pity drowns you, drowns you entirely, and the arrow comes back upon itself, destructive and devastating. To be
unjust: this time, just this time, to see only the linearity, the atrocious unpitying rectitude, and unkindly plant your
arrow in the wax. It is easier to kill than to abandon. I shall never avoid drowning, never. But now, this step that I
am taking: a step for myself. For myself alone. Already one too many. As in the past: “a mouthful for Daddy, a
mouthful for Mummy,” but today a mouthful for Anne.
“A monster of egoism.” And all that solitude left around the skeleton of Jerome/Giacometti?
“Mind the cat, Jean-Louis. If you please.” And Jean-Louis laughs, relieved.
“Don’t worry, I know how to drive.” He knows how to drive. He knows. At last, this glimmer of irony in the
act of drowning: a slow fish passes by, without fins, but he does not know this, that is why he swims without.
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“Don’t worry,” says Fred, his voice high-pitched all at once.
“No,” says Anne.
They both laugh. Then all three. So relieved, the two in front, that their faces rise up like bubbles in the cab of
the van.
“Have you heard the latest story that is going round about the people of Fribourg?”
“Bastards,” Anne says. They laugh. They move about on the seats in front.
“Once …” Fred starts. They are still laughing. Except for Anne. This village they are arriving at, almost a
hamlet, and it is here that she is going to live. For years, Anne thinks. I shall cross the bridge, then take the little
road, every day.
She can’t believe it: this picture-book. And in her head the throbbing noise starts up again; eyes shut, not to
see, to go straight ahead. But she does look, divided perfectly into two, and sees herself looking. This splitting in
two, a legitimate act of self-defence.
“To the right, after the wall,” Anne says. …
43.98 Excerpt from Ninive\fn{by Gertrud Leutenegger (1948-

)}

Schwyz, Schwyz Canton, Switzerland (F) 1

… The most unassuming happenings in the streets have an air of leave-taking about them. The thin glass
panels of the weather telegraph are replaced by more weather-resistant ones. The waiters of the Edelweiss Hotel
stand around in front of the hotel entrance already by noon, as if each day here could be their last.
It seems that a chambermaid has moved into one of the hotel rooms on the dark side that has been empty for
some time now; one morning, from my window I can see her waving goodbye from behind half-closed curtains.
She stands there, a slightly blurred figure, immobile, in a pale-colored nightdress; down below her lover, a waiter
from the Mediterranean, is ready to depart. He too is standing immobile, a monument in the square, and is looking
up to the window where the chambermaid is leaning against the curtains with an almost completely negligent
tiredness, like one of the guests whom she has observed and served long enough.
She raises her hand from time to time. And waves. Then the beloved down below also raises his hand and
waves. Very slowly, just a few times to and fro, as if he had to wipe away from his face the distance that was
already becoming greater, or is it the blurring in front of the chambermaid’s form. Then they both let their hands
fall again and stand motionless.
In the end the waiter has to make for the bus that is due to depart. At this moment the chambermaid lifts with
bare arms the curtain away from her face and lets it fall in a definitive manner, now yawning fleetingly as the
curtain drops.
A few days later this chambermaid also seems to have departed. The shutters of the bedroom where she had
stood waving goodbye remain closed. The high-winged doors of the ground-floor rooms are boarded up with
bulwarks of piled-up wooden slats, as if people were afraid of avalanches that might come down into the locality;
even the balcony doors of the high bedrooms are blocked with boards to prevent snow drifting in.
The breakfast rooms and dance-halls seem to have been deserted in precipitate haste. Through the windows of
the doors that are boarded up to three-quarters of their height one can still see coffee-pots and further back, in the
direction of the dance-floor, the seats disturbed from their arrangement, as if the guests had just gone to take part
in one of the dances whose repertoire still consisted of flowers in bloom and Alpine glow.
While there is increasing liveliness inside the workers’ house as the season draws to its close, in the public
rooms of the hotels I take my evening meals in growing isolation. According to an old agreement, as curator of
the museum I receive free meals in all the hotels of the mountain locality, and I do so following a particular rota
which had been made known to me in a most detailed schedule on the first day of my arrival. While the
snowflakes begin to fall again outside, I sit at my small table in the dining-room of one of the last hotels that have
not yet closed.
I am the only guest. The last one. Behind the glasses which are set out at their varying heights, the reserved
seat ticket, Curator of N—— , is still kept there for me. I have been placed against the wall of the centre of the
room, a large number of white-covered table places extends around my table. Gleaming rows of glasses. The
plates sparkle, it is only the reservation tickets that are missing and the stiff, high-standing serviettes. In spite of
that the waiter, silent and polite, hands me the complete menu card for the day. With impassive facial expression
he brings in one course after another, the Poulet de France dore is there, the Poires Emmy Oestin are there at
midday, and in the evening the Knickerbocker Glory.
The glass doors of the dining room are not used one single time. The hotel seems to have adapted itself to my
61

solitude.
Next evening, when I try to reach my place amid the white sea of tablecloths, the chandeliers which usually
lavish beaming light hang extinguished in the dark at ceiling height. It is only above my table that a chandelier has
been lowered and is still dispensing a brightness which gives emphasis to the half-light of the rest of the room.
I am kept waiting. Sometimes a course is missing. I spend less and less time with my eyes on my plate. The
supporting pillars now stand white one behind the other, more clearly than when the room is fully lit, and the
estrades extend high up against the room walls, fenced off by dainty lattice-work. From these estrade-like mural
walks there now and again appears the glazed eye of a stuffed chamois buck which is thrusting forward its horns
as if ready to leap, as if the popping of champagne corks had terrified him to death and as if at the next moment he
would come hurtling down from the height of the ceiling over the dainty estrade-balustrade and into the mountains of blancmange and lakes of vanilla.
Plate after plate is brought in to me, it all tastes the same, I now think, overcooked, the warmed-up remains of
the high season; up there the chandeliers are hanging in the dark. I should like to talk a little to the waiter, would
be glad to hear, thrusting aside the quietness of the room, his mocking laughter at my formal solitude at table, but
he withdraws.
He stands with folded arms in front of the winged door, in statuesque quiet. Everything about him expresses
superiority. He surveys the rows of glasses, the flashing formations of cutlery. It seems as if in a ghostly way the
crowds of people who used to talk here in elegant whispers and for whom the places are laid beneath the unlit
chandeliers as if for a final course are assembling once more beneath his gaze and are silently conforming to his
long held-back triumph.
My sweet\fn{Dessert.} is not available. The waiter bows. I can still hear the echoing from the opening and
shutting of the winged doors while I am hurrying down to the lake through the meadows that are intersected by
low stone walls.
The half-light over the meadowland with its rough grass seems to be the same as that in the dining-room, the
same definitive gray, light in weight, motionless like some sort of material. A gray curtain has fallen over the
world. The theatre wings are still there, the estrades in the unlit room, the mountain shadows by the lake …
281.145 1. Last Visit & Supper Prior to the Invasion Only We Knew About 2. Between Stations of the Metro 3.
The Oldest Hands in the World 4. Conversations Near San Pietro Patti, Sicily 5. 7 July 2005 (Note Found on a
London Subway Carriage) 6. And the Correspondence Among Ourselves 7. Spadafora 8. Lullaby 9. Eastern
Village With Factory 10. Eine Kleine Nachtmusik 11. Doppelgänger 12. Writing The City 13. Guinea Pig 14. Visit
After A Missed Revolution 15. Morning Walk 16. Every So Often 17. The Axiology of Taste 18. Matryoshkas 19.
Late December 20. The Stranger 21. Moving: Twenty-one Poems\fn{by Daniele Pantano (1984- )} Langenthal,
Berne Canton, Switzerland (M) 5
1
Finally. Dessert. He opened
The shutters and revealed
Everything that would cease
To matter the next day. Alleys
Where men were playing another
Round of chess—accents equally
On time and women parading
Like citrus trees in a market of dates.
Pubs. Songs. Palaces of worship.
No. Not even the orphanage
Or his pregnant wife’s glutted breasts
Would matter. My host insisted
I spend my time writing the important,
Not the beautiful. What else can we do?
He asked. Continue, I answered.
And excused myself. All of it.
Except my uncleared plate:
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Lemon wheels and spilled milk.
2
How wonderfully it all matches the black bough:
Her artificial leg she sways as flesh. Fingers forking
His beard and the thinning images he considers.
A boy’s grin held by two cheeks. Fists. Simple
And unprovoked, like our apparitions we share
Each morning, en passant,\fn{In passing} from crests of departure
To whatever we still believe possible. How silly.
How silly to think we all reemerge as petals—pulled
Loose. Bereft of what kept us from the rain.
3
On this chair, as I am every morning, waiting
For the cappuccino and brioche to arrive,
*
And the girl with the oldest hands in the world,
I sense exile is a city reared by eternal artifice.
*
All sweet violence and thought and repetition.
*
Beyond what history has left of this topography,
The cup is whiteness, the coffee brown semen.
*
My first sip makes her appear with provender
And sandals from behind the insignificant ruins.
*
But for the time being, ruins are eucalyptus trees.
And she not a girl on her way to feed chickens
*
But a face concealed by dripping nets. Dressed
In black sails and hair dyed a Roman blonde.
*
The lips of her soul are burning sages, I know.
Her name, I don’t. Only her hands matter.
*
Laden with broached scars, they remind me—
Home is where children sprout in rippled soil.
*
Where footsteps are mosaics of possibility.
*
To go on. Finish breakfast. Read the line
That ends in God’s breath. Again.
4
As for the farmer, he talks about American soldiers
With pedigreed hands who met him on the outskirts
To trade cigarettes for wine and tomatoes—the land
Scorched by poverty they had heard so much about
Back on Mulberry Street. While the British, skidding
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Past on motorcycles, heading into town, abandoned
Their promises once the tomatoes were eaten
And the bottles of wine emptied.
5
What I enjoy about chaos is the guarantee of creation
The rapid unexpected
6
Remains anonymous. We are not bothered by faces. We are
Not bothered by the smell of oranges. Only the reserved fit
Of frames. Ghosts who disregard our soul’s varnished wood.
Who rest within. Inflict tender periods of madness and exit.
Only to return unannounced. Over. And over. And over.
7
Upon crossing the crowded promenade of this fishing village,
One experiences the metamorphosis of a neighborhood—
*
With its colonies of wild, black-haired women, its faded
Architecture gutted by salt, its voices shepherded by wine
*
And lava, its parameter stretching towards mountain orchards,
And its aroma of religious perspiration, infernal passion,
*
And ancient gastronomy—by blessing the dormant boats
And pushing the sun along the dynamics of the sea.
8
Through my window.
Myths of grapes. Cacti.
*
Burning fuel. I notice
My daughter’s slumberous
*
Smile. Cough heavily
Across waters. Flames
*
Rise to devour a hill
Amidst the Sicilian night.
9
Dogs bark in untended fields. Outside, artificial light
Pools the road nobody’s died on with men sauntering
The graveyard shift, unafraid to sing alone. I stretch out
And find I married a woman who doesn’t care that they
Have picked up the ambrosial bouquet of sex—neatly
Wrapped in tissue paper—at the foot of our bed. She
Welcomes the rabid charge. Anything that reminds her
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She belongs to the faint hinterland. She keeps the doors
Unlocked. I say nothing. Men or dogs. There will be no Other end.
10
My infant son is the moon.
His face with the crescent smile.
*
Sleep’s music renders us equal.
*
Soon, we shall dance in the morning
Forest of olive trees.
11
Back. At the Luxembourg. People watching. For you. I will
Not cleave to the cardinal semblance. Passing the odd-shaped
Lake. Flagging. The remains. After all this time. We mistake
For our past. The smolder of ’68 Citröens. Our adulterous
Riots. In these beds of flowering tobacco. There is no absence
That cannot be replaced. Your favorite line. I rose against. Today.
12
I fail the city I left because its voices
Failed me. Writing hours for nothing
But a second, I thought they would
Come easy after more than a decade.
The voices that silenced mine.
*
Not the baker’s murmur as he opens
Shop at 4 a.m. Nor the garbage men’s
Clatter. My brother cussing somewhere
Climbing scaffoldings to paint another
House he’ll never own. My father’s song
Sanding my name knifed into the door
I slammed a thousand times. SchoolChildren dropping books to reach fruit
The way I did. It’s the teachers, principals,
Officials, and all who refused my immigrant’s
Voice born among them.
*
The Swiss city I left can never be written.
Perhaps the windows, shutters, each beautiful
Roof with rain. The medieval intimacy of space
Against the omnipotent alps. My voice finds
Itself in every detail of this—until it confronts
What can never be said.
13
Having accused—executed—bled—skinned—scattered them
For the beasts of Schoren Forest—we shot down the hillside
On a black sled. Scared shitless—my brother—clutching
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My boyish waist—knees bent—nose against ribs—not
Because of what we’d done—speed—or father’s finger-splitting
Belt—but because he’d forgotten his smile as the creatures’ bodies
Went as cold and flat as Grandpa’s blades used to slaughter Schweine.
December never ended without it—them—hung like pink whales
In a heavy sky—blood-soaked hay—fires readied—ground littered
With hooves. And whenever mother lugged another fatback insideGroƒsvater—gutting—would say: Remember—don’t be taking unless you’re giving—
Smile when you kill—He’ll remember when it’s your turn. Later—led
By mother’s suicide note—I hit upon those meats—tucked away—
An overcured history of infidelities—marriages—abortions—a box
Of Walker’s Pure Butter Shortbread Petticoat Tails filled with Wehrpaƒs—
Battle Map—Iron Cross—Photos: Grandpa smiling—(striking, in
uniform)—(Strained, in Leningrad)—(deadly, between my freshly slit
fingers).
14
You cannot see the famous writer. The police
Relocated him and kissed him good-bye. One
Of them kept on saying, tell us about it … tell us
About it. What did you do? I thought we might all be
Of that something. …
15
Today, let me not ponder life or love or
Who fans the flame at the center of all things
*
Today, let me simply accept the bombinating
Presence of death in everything I see
16
Remembrance appears
As a reminder: nothing
*
In our lives disappears.
It all merely lingers—
Faceless, here and there.
*
And every so often
It knocks on your door
Seeking shelter for the night.
17
I return as a man to the kitchen
Where I was taught the difference
Between cardamom and cinnamon.
*
I make a dish out of nothing.
*
Father says I still use too much salt.
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18
I’m alone. The porch. Empty.
Except for a wooden ashtray.
Still. She’s there. My neighbor.
Cancerous. Rotting. I watch.
Her. By the chain-linked fence.
In her wheelchair. Staring at.
The street between us. Awash.
In the light of Russian winters.
Do not talk to me about the moon.
She says. Again. I have not wasted
My life. I turn the ashtray. OverFlowing. Not with the usual cut
Stems. But small flower heads
Of the most delicate white flesh.
19
Clearly. Nothing much is happening. Kids continue to wish.
For snow. The rest. For something other than the possible.
Something other than the fog. Settling as thorns. Frozen.
On fences. Winter, in its subtlest arrival, barbs our barriers.
Still. No one misses the ordinary. Not even the blackbirds.
Just as no one, on either side, misses the end of the world.
20
I saw her in the mirror of the burnt hall
Her black hair spreading across Europe
21
Leaving the house
Whose cracks mimic
*
My own, I forsake
An insensible history.
*
Only one life
Can be boxed.
*
Laughter and terror
Ingrained in wood floors,
*
The other abides with impressions
Of what cannot be carried.
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Above: the partly restored amphitheater of the Roman colony of Augusta Raurica (c.44BC-c.260AD), the
first Roman settlement on the Rhine, founded in what is now the municipality of Augst in the half-canton of
Basel-Landschaft, by Lucius Munatius Plancius (a statue of whom in ceremonial dress is below displayed)

The Municipal Church, Aarau, Aargau Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The Abbey Cathedral of Sts. Gall and Otmar, St. Gall Canton, Switzerland: three views
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The Cathedral of Sts. Ursula and Victor, Solothurn, Solothurn Canton, Switzerland
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Front entrance to the Cathedral of St. Nicholas, Fribourg, Fribourg Canton, Switzerland: 3 views below
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The Basilica of Mary of the Assumption, Chur, Grisons Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of Glarier, Sion, Valais Canton, Switzerland
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The Cathedral of St. Lawrence, Lugano, Ticino Canton, Switzerland

The Cathedral of Sts. Peter and Stephen, Bellinzona, Ticino Canton, Switzerland
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The Abbey Cathedral of St. Maurice (founded 835), Einsiedeln, Schwyz Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The Abbey Cathedral of St. Maurice of Agaunum (established in 515), in Saint Maurice d’Agaune, Valais
Canton, Switzerland: two views. The remains of the original Cathedral (apparently wiped out by a 17 th
century avalanche)—which is the one connected with St. Maurice and his over 6,000 soldier companions of
the (Christian) Theban Legion, martyred en mass by Imperial decree in 286 (the original church was built
over the site of their mass grave, consecrated by their presence, for they died for their faith)—have been an
archeological site since 1945, and are sheltered in situ under the flat roof in the background.
The bell tower is from the 11th century; the present (basilica) in the foreground beside it—which has no
intimate connection with the original Cathedral and serves simply as the monastic church—is shown below
on its own in the third photograph, but is for purposes of this discussion of no further interest.

77

The Cathedral of St. Peter (the church shows up later), Geneva, Geneva Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The (Orthodox) Cathedral of the Exaltation of the Holy Cross, Geneva, Geneva Canton, Switzerland

The Church and Former Cathedral of St. Leodegar, Lucerne, Lucerne Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The Church of St. Peter, Geneva, Geneva Canton, Switzerland
80

The Cathedral of St. Vincent, Bern, Bern Canton, Switzerland: two views
81

The Cathedral of Henry II and Kunigunde, Basel, Basel-Stadt Half-Canton, Switzerland: three views
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83

The Cathedral of Sts. Felix, Regula and Exuperantius, Zürich, Zürich Canton, Switzerland: two views

84

The Church of Sts. Peter and Paul, Sarnen, Obwalden Half-Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The Cathedral and cloister of All Saints, Schaffhausen, Schaffhausen Canton, Switzerland

The Church of Sts. Peter and Paul, Stans, Nidwalden Half-Canton, Switzerland
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A church in Liestal, Basel-Landschaft Half-Canton, Switzerland

A church in Frankendorf Municipality, Liestal District, Basel-Landschaft Half-Canton, Switzerland
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The Church and Former Cathedral of Arlesheim, Basel-Landschaft Canton, Switzerland: five views
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89

The Church of St. Nicholas, Frauenfeld, Thurgau Canton, Switzerland: views of the interior and the
cathedral at night are below
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91

The Church of St. Idda, Bauen, Uri Canton, Switzerland

The Church of St. Gall, Wassen, Uri Canton, Switzerland
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The Collegiate Church of Our Lady (12th century), Neuchâtel, Neuchâtel Canton, Switzerland: two views
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A synagogue in Delémont, Jura Canton, Switzerland

The Church of St. Marcel, Delémont, Jura Canton, Switzerland
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The Church of St. Hilarius (1861), Glarus, Glarus Canton, Switzerland: two views
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The Church of St. Lawrence, Herisau, Appenzell Aussenhoden Canton, Switzerland
96

A country church in Appenzell Innerrhoden Half-Canton, Switzerland: below, three in Appenzell itself
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98

The Church of St. Michael, Zug, Zug Canton, Switzerland

A small chapel, Hünenberg Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland
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The Church of St. Oswald, Zug, Zug Canton, Switzerland

The Church of St. Joseph, Cham Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland
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The Church of St. Matthias, Steinhausen Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland

The Church of St. Martin, Baar Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland
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A church in Oberägeri Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland
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A church in Unterägeri Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland

A church in Walchwil Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland
103

Caption: “Kirche von Menzingen [Municipality], Zug [Canton], Switzerland”

The Church of St. Wendelin, Menzingen Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland

104

The church in Neuheim Municipality, Zug Canton, Switzerland

Caption: “The photo ‘Risch’ was uploaded by user blacknet.” [A—perhaps the—church of Risch, Zug
Canton, Switzerland]
▲
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