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AM twenty-s ix i nches tall ,  shapely and well 
proportioned, my head perhaps a trifle too 

large. My ha ir  is not black l ike the others' , but 
reddish,  very st iff and th ick, drawn back from 
the temples and the broad but not especi ally lofty 
brow. My face is beardless, but otherwise j ust like 
that of other men. My eyebrows meet. My bodi ly 
strength i s  considerable ,  particularly if I am a n
noyed. When the wrestl ing match was arranged 
between J ehoshaphat and myself I forced h im onto 
his  back after twenty minutes and strangled h im. 
Since then I have been the only dwarf at  this court. 

MosT DWARFS are buffoons. They h ave to 
make jokes and play trick to make thei r masters 
and the guests laugh. I have never den1eaned my
self to anything like that.  Nobody has even sug
gested that I should. My very appearance forbids 
such a use of me. My cast of countenance is un
suited to r idiculous pranks. And I never laugh .  I 
am no buffoon. I am a dwarf and nothing but a 
dwarf. 
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On the other hand I have a sharp tongue wh ich 
may occasionally give pleasu re to some of those 
around me. That i s  not the sarne th i ng as bei ng 
thei r buffoon. 

I mentioned that  my face was exactly l ike that of 
other men. That  is not qui te accurate, fo r it is very 
l ined, covered with wrinkles. I do not look upon 
this as a blemish.  I am made that  way and I cannot 
help i t  if others are not. It shows me as I rea lly am , 
unbeautified and u ndistorted. Maybe i t  was not 
meant to be l ike that, but that  i s  exactly as I want 
to look. 

The wrinkles make me look very old. I am not, 
but I have heard tel l  that  we dwarfs are descended 
from a race older than  that wh ich now populates 
the world, and therefore we are old as soon as we 
are born. I do not know if th is  is true, but  i n  that 
case we must be the original beings. I have noth ing 
against belonging to a diffe�ent race from the pres
ent one and showing it on my person. 

I th ink that the others' faces are absolutely ex
pressionless. 

MY MASTERS a re very gracious to me, par
ticularly the Prince, who i s  a great and powerful 
man, a man of great schemes, and one who knows 
how to put  them into execu tion. He is a man of 
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action, but a t  the same time a scholar who finds 
time for everything and l ikes to discuss a l l  manner 
of subjects under heaven and on earth. He conceals 
h i s  true a ims by talking about somethi ng else. 

I t  may seem unnecessary to be so preoccupied 
by everythi ng (always supposing he really i s), but 
perhaps i t  h as to be, perhaps as a prince he i s  
obliged to  comprehend everything. He gives the 
impression of bei ng able to  understand and master 
anything, or at least of wishing to do so. U ndeni 
ably he i s  an imposing personali ty, the only one I 
h ave ever known whom I do not despise. 

He is very treacherous. 

I am wel l  acquainted with my lord, but I do 
not profess to know him ins ide and out. Hi s  is a 
complicated nature which i t  i s  not easy to under
stand. I t  would be wrong to say that he i s  fu ll of 
hidden riddles-not at a l l-but somehow or other 
he is d ifficult to know. I do not qu i te understand 
him myself ,  and I do not real ly know why I fol
low him with such doglike devotion. On the other 
h and he does not understand me ei ther. 

He does not impress me as he does the others, 
but I like to be in the service of a master who i s  
so  impressive. I w i l l  not deny that he  i s  a great 
man; but nobody is grea t  to h i s  dwarf. 

I follow h im constantly, l ike a shadow. 
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RINCESS Teodora is very dependent on 
me. I carry her secret in my heart. I have never 
breathed a word of it, and if they stretched me on 
the rack in the torture chamber with all its horrors, 
even than I should never betray anything. Why? 
I do not know. I hate her and I should like to see 
her dead, burning in the fires cf hell with her legs 
astraddle and the flames licking her foul belly. I 
hate her lascivious mode of life, the lewd missives 
which she makes me carry to her lovers, her words 
of love which burn against my heart. But I betray 
nothing. I am always risking my life for her. 

\Vhen she calls me into her chamber and whis
peringly confides her messages to me, hiding the 
love letters under my jerkin, then I shiver all over 
and the blood rushes to my head. But she notices 
nothing, she never gives a thought to the fact that 
my life is at stake. Not her life, but mine 1 She 
merely srniles her scarcely perceptible, absent
minded smile, and lets me go on my dangerous 
mission. l\1y share in her secret life counts as 
nothing with her. But she trusts me. 

I hate all her lovers. I have wanted to fling my
self upon every one of them and pierce them with 
my dagger to see their blood flo\v. Most of all I 
hate Don Riccardo; she has had him for several 
years now, and it looks as though she never in
tended to get rid of him. I find him repulsive. 
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Sometimes she lets me come in to her chamber 
before she has r i sen, and exposes herself i n  all  her 
shamelessness. She i s  no longer young, her breasts 
sag as she l ies in the bed, playing with her j ewels 
and taking them out of the casket proffered by her 
handmaid. I cannot understand how anyone can 
love her. She has  noth ing which a man could find 
desi rable. One can only see that  once upon a t ime 
she was u tterly beau ti ful .  

She asks me which jewels I th ink she should 
wear  today. She l ikes asking me that. She lets 
them fall slowly between her  narrow fingers and 
s tretches herse l f  indolently under the heavy si  I ken 
coverlet. She is a whore. A whore in the bed of a 
magnificent pr ince. Her whole l i fe i s  love wh ich ,  
l ike her j ewels, she lets tr ickle th rough her fingers ,  
whi le  she l ies smi l ing vaguely as she sees i t  run 
away between them. 

At such moment  she is often sad or pretends to 
be. Wi th a wistfu l gestu re she twi nes a gold cha in  
a round he r  neck and  lets i ts great ruby glow be
tween her breasts; then she asks i f  I th ink she 
ought to wear that  cha in. The scent  of her around 
her bed makes me retch .  I hate her, I want to see 
her bu rning i n  the fires of hell .  But I answer that 
I th ink she ought to choose that particular one, 
and she sends me a grateful glance as though I had 
partaken of her grief and brought her rueful con
solation. 
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Sometimes she calls me her only f ri end. Once 
she asked me if I loved her.  

WHAT about the Prince? Does he suspect 
nothing? Or maybe eve ryth ing? 

I t  looks as though the matter of her secret l i fe 
did not exist for h im.  B u t  one cannot tel l ,  with 
h im one can never be qui te sure of anytHing. He 

) 

consorts with her i n  the daytime, and i t  seems as  
though he h imself were daytime in person, for he 
is  so u tterly i rradi ated with the l ight  of day. I t  i s  
odd tha t  such  a person should be beyond my com
prehension-just  he! But  perhaps that is because 
I am h i s dwarf ,  and again-he does not understand 
me e i ther ! I understand the Princess better than 
I do h im,  and that  is  not  so remarkable, fo r a fter 
all  I ha te her. I t  i s  difficult  to understand those 
whom one docs not hate , for then one is unarmed, 
one has noth ing with wh ich to penetrate into their 
being. 

What i s  h i s  relationsh ip to the Princess? I s  he 
too her lover? Perhaps her only real lover? And 
is  that  why he seerns to be so unmoved by all that 
she does elsewhere? I am u pset-but not he? 

I do not understand th is impass i ve man .  Hi s  su
periori ty i s  something which i rr i tates me unceas
ingly, caus ing me a discomfort of wh ich I cannot 
be r id .  I want -h im to be l ike me. 
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THE COURT i s  abuzz  with s trange people. 
Wise men who s i t  with thei r heads in thei r hands 
trying to d i scover the meaning of l i fe ; scholars 
who bel ieve that  they can fol low the path of the 
stars with the i r  aged bleary eyes, who even bel ieve 
that the fate of mankind i s  mi rrored u p  there i n  
them. Gallows-bi rds and adventurers who read 
the i r  langui sh ing verses to the ladies of the court, 
and then a re found spewing p rone in the gutter a t  
dawn (one was  s tabbed to death as he lay there ,  
and I recall  th at another was thrashed because he 
had written a p asqui nade agai nst the Caval iere 
Moroscell i). Loose- l ivi ng arti sts who fill the 
churches wi th p ious  images; sculptors and drafts
men who are to bu i ld the new cathedral 's camp
ani le; dreamers and charlatans of every descr i  p
t ion.  They come and go l ike the vagabonds they 
are,  but some stay on for a long time as though they 
belonged here.  All abuse the Pri nce's hospital i ty. 

I t  i s  incomp rehensi ble that he should want to 
have these fut i le people here, and st i l l  more in 
comprehens ib le that  he  shou ld be  able to  s i t  and 
l i sten to them and the i r  stup id  chatter. I can un
derstand that  he may occas ionally l i s ten to poets 
rec i ti ng the i r  verses; they can be regarded as buf
foons such as a re a lways kept  a t  court. They laud 
the lofty pur i ty of the human sou l ,  great events and 
hero ic  feats, and there i s  nothing to be sa id aga inst  
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all that, part icula rly i f  thei r  songs flatter h im. Hu
man beings need flattery ; otherwise they do  not 
fulfill  thei r pu rpose, not even i n  thei r own eyes. 
And both the present and the past conta in  much 
that i s  beaut i ful and noble which ,  wi thou t due 
pra i se, wou ld have been nei ther noble nor beauti 
ful .  Above a l l ,  they s ing the pra i ses of  love, which 
is qui te as i t  should be, for noth ing else i s  i n  such 
need of transformation i nto someth i ng d ifferent. 
The ladies are filled wi th me lancholy and thei r 
breasts hca ve with s ighs ; the men gaze vaguely 
and dreami ly in to space, for they al l  know what  
i t  i s  really l ike and rea l i ze that th i s  must be an 
especi al ly beauti fu l  poem. 

I a lso understand that there must be arti sts to 
paint  re li g ious p i ctu res for the people,  so that they 
may have something to worsh ip  wh ich i s  not poor 
and d i rty l ike themselves; beau ti ful ,  unearthly p i c
tu res of martyrs who, honored after execu tion, 
have been given costly garments and a gold ring 
around the i r  pates, jus t  as they too shal l  be honored 
after they have fini shed thei r mi serable l ives. Pic
tu res which show the rabble that thei r God was 
crucified, and that it happened when He tried to 
do somethi ng here on ea rth , making them under
stand that there can be no hope down here. Those 
s imple cra ftsmen a re necessary to a pri nce, bu t I 
don't know what  business they have here i n  the 
palace. They give the peop le somewhere to dwell ,  
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a temple,  a pretti ly decked torture chamber to 
which they can reti re at any time in order to find 
peace, a pl ace where thei r God hangs a lways upon 
His cross. I understand that, for I am a Chri stia n  
myself ; I h ave been bapti zed in to the same fa i th 
as they, and i t  i s  a val id baptism, though i t  was 
done as a joke at  the wedding of D uke Gonzaga 
and Donna Elena ,  when I was carried in to the 
castle chapel as thei r first born, to whom the bride 
had given bi rth on the wedding day to the aston
i shment of al l  present. I h ave often heard it  re
lated as a very good joke, and I remember that so 
i t  was ,  for I was e ighteen years old when i t  hap
pened, and the Prince had lent me for the cere
mony. 

But  what I cannot grasp i s  how anybody can 
l isten to the people who ta lk about the meaning of 
l i fe, to the ph i losophers with thei r profound medi 
tations over l i fe and death and the eternal prob
lems,  to sophistical exposi tions of vi rtue and honor 
and chivalry. And to those who deceive themselves 
i nto th i nking that they know someth ing about the 
stars, and who believe tha t  these stars h ave some 
connection with human desti ny. They are blas
phemers, though I do not know what i t  is  they blas
pheme ; that has noth ing to do with me. They a re 
buffoons ,  though they do not know it ,  nor does 
anybody else. Nobody laughs at them,  nobody gets 
the least pleasure out of thei r fancies ,  nobody has 
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the faintest idea why they have been summoned 
here to cou rt. But the Prince l i stens to them as 
though their  words were pregnant, wi th meaning, 
and medi ta tively strokes hi s beard while he lets me 
fill thei r goblets, which are of si lver l ike h i s  own. 
The only time anybody ever laughs during the ir  
sessions i s  when they l i ft me onto their  knees in 
order to help me pour the wi ne. 

Who knows anything about the stars ? Who can 
read thei r secret?  Can these men ? They bel ieve 
that they can commune with the universe, and re
jo ice when they receive sapi ent rep l ies .  They 
spread out the ir  star-maps and read the heavens 
l ike a book. But they are the authors of the book, 
and the stars conti nue on thei r shadowy ways and 
have no inkling of  i ts contents. 

I too read in the book of the n ight, but I cannot 
in terpret it .  My wisdom shows me not only the 
writing, but also that it cannot be interpreted. 

At n ight they sit in  thei r tower, the western 
tower, wi th their  tubes and thei r quadrants ,  and 
believe that they a re consorti ng with the universe. 
And I sit in the tower opposite wh ich houses the 
old dwarfs' apartment, where I live alone si nce I 
throttled J ehoshaphat, under the low ceil i ngs su i t
able to our tribe, with windows small as arrow sl i ts .  
Once upon a t ime many dwarfs dwelt here, col lected 
from distant  lands,  even from the kingdom of the 
Moors, the gi fts of princes and popes and cardi-
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nals, o r  goods of exchange, as is  our custom. We 
dwarfs have no homeland, no parents; we a l low 
ourselves to be born of strangers ,  a nywhere, i n  se
cret, among the poorest and most wretched, so tha t  
our race should not  d ie  out. And when these 
stranger parents discover th at they have begotten 
a creature of our  tri be they sell us to powerful 
princes that we may amuse them with ou r mis
shapen bodies and be thei r j esters. Thus did my 
mother sell me, turning away from me in  disgust 
when she saw what she had borne, and not under
s tanding that I was of an  ancient race. She was 
paid twenty scudi  for me and with them she bought 
three cubits of cloth and a watchdog for her sheep. 

I sit at the dwarfs' wi ndow and gaze out i nto the 
night, exploring i t  as they do. I need no tubes nor 
telescopes, for my gaze i tself i s  deep enough. I too 
read i n  the book of the night. 

THERE i s  an explanation for the Prince's 
i nterest in all these scholars ,  a rtists, phi losophers ,  
and stargazers, and i t  i s  a very s imple one. He 
wants his cou rt to be renowned and famous, and 
h imself as  honored and i l lustrious as  possible. He 
wants to attain  someth ing which everyone can u n
derstand and which,  as far as I know, is coveted by 
al l  mankind. 

I thoroughly understand and approve. 
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The Condottiere Boccarossa has a rrived in  the 
town and i nstalled h imself and h i s  great tra in i n  
the Palazzo Geraldi ,  wh ich ha s  been uninhabited 
since that fami ly's exi le. He vis i ted the Prince and 
remained for several hours .  Nobody else was per
mitted to be present. 

He is a great and celebrated condottiere. 

Work on the campan i le has begun and we have 
been to see how far they have progressed. I t  wi l l  
tower high above the dome of the cathedral ,  and 
when once the bel ls r ing they wi l l  echo up  to 
heaven. That i s  a pretty thought, as thoughts 
should be. The bel ls wil l  hang h igher than any 
others i n  I ta ly. 

The Prince i s  much preoccupied wi th this bu i ld
ing and thi s  is qui te unders tandable. He s tudied 
the drawings aga in  and again  on the spot, and he 
was entranced by the reliefs depicting scenes from 
the l i fe of the Crucified One with which the base 
of the campani le is bei ng decorated. So far they 
have not progressed much beyond this  point. 

I t  may never be completed. Many of my lord's 
bui lding ventures a re never completed. They stand 
there, half-finished, beauti ful as the ru ins  of some 
great conception. But ru ins are a lso memorials to 
their  creator,  and I have never denied that he is a 

great prince. When he wa lks th rough the streets 
I have no obj e

,
ction to wa�king by h i s  s ide. Every-
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body looks up to h im,  nobody sees me. Nor a re 
they meant to. They s alu te h im respectfully as  
though they felt  h im to be a superior being, bu t 
that i s  because they are a pack of i ngratia ting  cow
ards, not because they love or esteen1 h im, as he 
believes. I f  I walk a lone in  the town they see me 
at  once and fl ing  taunts after me. "That's h i s  
dwarf ! If you k ick  hin1 ,  you kick h i s  master ! "  
They do  not dare do  that, bu t they th row dead rats 
and other foulnesses fron1 the muck-heaps at  me. 
When I d raw my sword in rage, they roar with 
laughter .  "What a mighty lord we have !"  they 
shout. I cannot defend myself ,  for we do not fight 
with the same weapons.  I have to run away wi th 
my cloth ing all soi led and di rty. 

A dwarf always knows more abou t everything 
than h i s  master .  

IN POINT of fact I do not mind enduring 
that for the sake of my Pri nce. I t  proves tha t  I am 
a part of h in1 and occasionally represent his noble 
person. Even the i gnorant mob understands tha t  
the master's dwarf i s  rea l ly the master hin1self ,  jus t  
a s  the castle i s  he with i ts towers and battlements, 
and the court with all i ts pon1p  and splendor, and 
the execu tioner who sends the heads rol l ing on the 
square outside, and the treasury with i ts n1easure
less wealth, and the castellan who doles ou t bread 
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to the poor i n  t ime of famine-all  that i sH e. They 
have no notion of the power which I really repre
sent. And i t  fi l ls me with sati sfaction to see that 
I am hated ! 

I dress myself as much as poss ible l ike the 
Pri nce, the same cut and the same materials .  Any 
p ieces left over from a su i t  of h i s  ordering are 
used for me. At my side I ca rry a sword as he does, 
only shorter. And if anybody pays heed to my 

deportment, i t  i s  as dignified as h i s .  
Thus I have become rather l ike the Prince, only 

a grea t deal smaller .  I f  anyone looked at me 
th rough the kind of glass with which the buffoons 
i n  the western tower study the stars, they might 
th ink that  I was he. 

There i s  a great d ifference between dwarfs and 
chi ldren. Because they a re about the same s ize, 
people th ink tha t  they a re al ike,  a nd that they sui t  
each other ; but they d o  not. Dwarfs are set to play 
with chi ldren, forced to do so, without a thought 
bei ng given to the fact that a dwarf i s  the oppos i te 
to a chi ld and that  he i s  born old. As far as I know, 
dwa rf chi ldren never play-why should they? I t  
would only look macabre,  wi th the i r  wizened old 
faces. It is  noth i ng less than tortu re to use us 
dwarfs l ike that .  But human beings know noth ing 
about us .  

My masters, have never forced me to play wi th 
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Angel ica ,  but she herself has  done so. I won't say 
that she did i t  out of sp i te ,  but when I look back 
on that  time, especi a lly when she was qu i te t i ny, 
it seems as though I had been the vict im of care
fully thought-out ma l ice. That i nfant, whom some 
people th i nk so wonderfu l wi th her round blue 
eyes and her l i ttle pursed mouth , has tormented 
me a lmost more than  anyone else at court .  Every 
morning, from the time she could sca rcely toddle, 
she would come stagger ing i nto the d\varf's apart
ment with her ki tten under her arm. " Piccol ine ,  
wi l l  you play wi th us?" I answer: " I  cannot, I 
have more important things to thi nk about, my day 
i s  not meant  for p lay." "Then what a re you going  
to do?" she asks impertinently. "One cannot ex
pla in  that to a ch i ld ," I rep ly. "But  a t  least you ' re 
going out, you aren ' t  goin g  to l i e  abed a l l  day! 
I 've been u p  such a long long ti me ! "  And I have 
to go out with her,  I dare not refuse for fear of 
my masters, though i ns ide I am raging with fury. 
She takes my hand as though I were her playmate ; 
she i s  a lways wanting to hold my hand, though 
there is noth ing I detest so much as st i cky ch i ld ish 
paws. I c lench my fist in  wrath, but she s imply 
takes hold of my fist i nstead and drags me a round 
everywhere, chatter ing all the time. \Ve vi s i t  her  
dolls which have to be fed and dressed , the pu p
pies sprawling half-bl ind outs ide the kennel, the 
rose garden where we h ave to play �;i th the kitten.  

[19]  



She takes a tiresome interest in all kinds of ani
mals, not ful l-grown ones, but their young-in 
fact, in everything small. She can sit and play with 
her kitten for ages and expect me to join in. She 
believes that I too am a child with a child's delight 
in everything. I I I delight in nothing. 

Sometimes it really seems as though a sensible 
idea were passing through her head when she 
notices how bored and bitter I am, for she looks 
surprisedly up at my furrowed old man's face. 
"Why don't you enjoy playing?" 

And when she receives no answer from my com
pressed l ips or from my cold dwarf's eyes with the 
centuries of experience in their depths, a shyness 
shadows her newborn baby eyes, and she is actually 
silent for a while. 

What is play? A meaningless dabbling with 
nothing at all .  A strange "let's pretend" way of 
dealing with things. They must not be treated as 
they really are, not seriously ; one is only pretend
ing. Astrologers play with the stars, the Prince 
plays with his building, his churches, the cruci
fixion scenes, and the campaniles, Angelica with 
her dolls-they all play, all pretend something. 
Only I despise this pretending. Only I am. 

Once I crept into her room as she lay sleeping 
with her detestable kitten beside her in bed and 
cut off its head with my dagger. Then I threw it 
out onto the d.ungheap beneath the castle window. 
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I was so furious that I hardly knew what I was 
doing. That is to say, I knew only too wel l. I was 
carrying out a plan which had long been germin
ating during those revolting playtimes in the rose 
garden. She was inconsolable when she saw that it 
was gone, and when everybody said that of course 
it must be dead, she sickened with an unknown 
fever and was i l l  for a long time, so that I,  thank 
goodness, did not have to see her. When at last 
she got up again, I was obliged to listen al l  the 
more to her woeful narrative of her darling's fate, 
of the incredible thing which had happened. No
body cared how the cat had disappeared, but the 
whole court had been upset because of some inex
plicable drops of blood on the girl's neck, which 
could be interpreted as an evi l omen. Anything 
which can possibly be taken as an omen is of tre
mendous interest to them. 

In fact, throughout her childhood she never left 
me in peace although the games gradually changed. 
She was always hanging on to me and would 
have liked to confide in me, though I did not want 
her confidences. Sometimes I wonder if her im
portunate affection for me might not have had the 
same source as her weakness for kittens, puppies, 
ducklings, and so on; if, maybe, she were not 
happy in the grownup world, perhaps feared i t, 
after some scare or other. It had nothing to do with 
me! It was no doing of mine if she wandered about 
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in loneliness. But she always wanted to cling to me 
and this did not lessen after she had left her in
fancy behind her. Her mother ceased caring about 
her as soon as she stopped being doll-like. She was 
pretending too, everybody pretends. And her 
father, of course, had his own business to attend to. 
He may have had other reasons for not being in
terested in her, but that is a matter on which I 
will not give my opinion. 

Not until she was ten or twelve did she begin to 
be silent and self-contained, and I was rid of her at 
last. Since then she has left me in peace, thank 
goodness, and keeps to herself. But I sti l l  fume 
when I think how much I have had to endure for 
her sake. 

Now she is beginning to grow up, she is fifteen 
and will soon be reckoned a woman. But she is 
sti II very chi !dish and does not conduct herself at 
a l l  like a lady of qual ity. It is impossible to guess 
who is her father. It might be the Prince, but she 
may just as wel l  be a bastard, and this treatment 
of her as though she were a princess may be quite 
superfluous. Some cal l  her beautiful. I can see 
nothing beautiful in the childish face with its half
open mouth and big blue eyes which look as if they 
understand nothing at all. 

Love is something which dies and when dead 
it rots and be,comes soil for a new love. Then the 
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dead love continues its secret life in the living one, 
and thus in reality there is no death in love. 

As far as I can understand this is the experience 
of the Princess, and on it she bases her happiness. 
For undoubtedly she is happy; she spreads happi
ness around her in her own way. For the moment 
Don Riccardo is happy. 

The Prince also, perhaps for the feeling which 
he once kindled in her, is still alive. He pretends 
that her love still lives. They both pretend that 
their love still lives. 

Once the Princess had one of her lovers tortured, 
because he had betrayed her. The Prince suspected 
nothing, and she induced him to condemn the 
other for a crime which he had never committed. 
I was the only one who knew the true circum
stances, and I was present during the torture in 
order to let her know how he bore it. He was not 
in the least heroic-about average. 

Maybe he is the girl's father. How should I 
know? 

It might just as well be the Prince, for the Prin
cess cajoled him most endearingly, and at that time 
their love had a second blooming. She embraced 
him every night, offering him her betrayed bosom 
which hungered for its lost lover. She caressed her 
Prince as though he were a man who should be 
tortured, and he returned her caresses as in their 
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first passionate nights of love. The dead love con
tinued its secret life in the living one. 

THE PRINCESS' confessor comes every Sat
urday morning at the same time. By then she is up 
and fully dressed and has knelt in prayer for two 
hours before the crucifix. She is well prepared for 
her confession. 

She has nothing to confess, but not because she 
lies or dissimulates. On the contrary, she always 
speaks freely from the fullness of her heart. She 
has no conception of sin. She does not know that 
she has done anything wrong, except perhaps been 
a little violent with her handmaid when her coif
fure was fumbled. She is like an unwritten page 
and the confessor bends smiling over her as though 
she were an unspotted virgin. 

Her eyes are brilliant and candid after her 
prayers and her submersion in the world of the 
cruci fix. The tortured little man on his toy cross 
has suffered for her sake, and all guilt, even the 
memory of i t, has been erased from her soul. She 
feels strong and rejuvenated and at the same time 
in a mood of dreamy piety and self-communion 
which suits her serious unpainted face and simple 

• 

black gown. She seats herself and writes to her 
lover, telling him ho\V she feels, a gentle sisterly 
letter without mention of love or rendezvous. 
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"\\"hen she feels like this she cannot endure the 
slightest approach to frivolity. I have to take the 
letter to the lover. 

There can be no doubt that she is profoundly 
religious. To her, religion is something essential, 
something absolutely real. She needs it and she 
uses it. It is part of her heart and soul. 

Is the Prince religious too? That is more difficult 
to say. Of course he is, in his own way, for he is 
everything, everything is within his range-but 
can that be called religious? He likes to think that 
such a thing exists, he likes listening to talk about 
it, to eloquent and learned discussion� about its 
world of ideas-but how could anything in human
ity be alien to him? He likes triptychs and madon
nas painted by famous artists, and fine handsome 
temples, particularly those he has built himself. 
I do not know if that is religion. It  is quite pos
sible. And as a prince he is of course as genuinely 
religious as she. He understands that the religious 
hunger of the people must be satisfied, and his 
door is always open for those who do so. Priests 
and all kinds of spiritual persons are familiars 
here. But is he, like her, religious in himself? That 
is something quite different, and I do not intend 
to give any opinion on it. 

But again, there can be no doubt that she is 
deeply religious. 
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Perhaps, in their  own way, they are both reli-
. 

gtous. 

�AT IS religion? I have gtven much 
thought to i t, but in vain. 

I pondered i t  especially that time a few years 
ago when I was compelled to officiate as a bishop 
in full canonicals at the carnival and give holy 
communion to the dwarfs of the Mantua court 
whom their  Prince had brought here for the festi
val. We met at a miniature sanctuary which had 
been set up in one of the castle halls, and around 
us sat all the sniggering guests: knights and nobles 
and young coxcombs in their  ·absurd apparel .  I 
raised the crucifix and all the dwarfs fell on their  
knees. "Here is your savior," I declared in a sono
rous voice, my eyes flaming with passion. "Here is 
the savior of all the dwarfs, himself a dwarf, who 
suffered under the great prince Pontius Pilate, and 
was nailed to his li ttle toy cross for the joy and ease 
of all men." I took the chalice and held it up to 
them. "This is his dwarf's blood, in which a ll in
iquities are cleansed and all di rty souls become as 
white as snow." Then I took the host and showed 
it to them and ate and drank of both in their sight, 
as is the custom, while I expounded the holy mys
teries. "I eat his body which was deformed like 
yours. I t  tastes as bitter  as gall, for i t  is full of 
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hatred. May you all eat of it. I drink his blood, 
and it burns like a fire which cannot be quenched. 
It is as though I drink my own. 

"Savior of all the dwarfs, may thy fire consume 
the whole world!" 

And I threw the wine out over those who sat 
there, staring in· gloom and amazement at our 
somber communion feast. 

I am no blasphemer. It was they who blasphemed, 
not I,  but the Prince had me clapped in irons 
for several days. The little jest had been intended 
to amuse, but I had spoiled it al l  and the guests 
had been very upset, almost scared. There were no 
chains small enough so they had to be specially 
made, and the smith thought that it was a great 
deal of trouble for such a short sentence. But the 
Prince said that it might be as well to have them 
for another time. He let me go sooner than had 
been planned, and I rather think he punished me 
merely for the sake of the guests, for as soon as they 
had left I was released. During the time that fol
lowed, however, he looked at me rather askance 
and did not seem to want to be alone with me; it 
was almost as though he were somewhat afraid of 
me. 

Of course the dwarfs understood nothing. They 
scuttled around like fri ghtened hens and squeaked 
with their miserable castrato voices. I don't know 
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where they get those ridiculous voices; my own is 
rich and deep. But they are cowed and castrated 
to the depths of their souls, and most of them are 
buffoons who shame their race by their gross jests 
about their own bodies. 

They are a contemptible clan. So that I need not 
see them, I have made the Prince sell all the 
dwarfs here, one after the other, until I am the 
only one at the court. I am glad they are gone and 
the dwarfs' apartment is empty and deserted when 
I sit there at night with my meditations. I am glad 
that J ehoshaphat is gone too, so that I am quit of 
his crumpled old woman's face and his piping 
voice. I am glad to be alo ne. 

It is my fate that I hate my own people. My 
race is detestable to me. 

But I hate myself too. I eat my own splenetic 
flesh. I drink my own poisoned blood. Every day 
I perform my solitary communion as the grim 
high priest of my people. 

AFTER THIS incident which caused so much 
offense, the Princess began to behave in a rather 
peculiar way. On the morning of my liberation 
she cal led me in to her, and when I entered the 
bedchamber she looked at me in silence with a 
thoughtful searching gaze. I had expected re-
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proaches, perhaps more pun i shn1ent ,  but when at  
last she spoke she admi tted th at  my communion 
service had made a deep i n1press ion on her ,  that  
there had been someth i ng dark and terr ible about 
i t  which had appea led to someth i ng \vi th i n  her. 
I-Iow had I been able to penetrate to her sec ret 
depths l ike that and speak to them? 

I d id  not unders tand.  I seized the opportu n i ty 
to sneer as she lay there i n  the bed gaz ing vaguely 
past me. 

She asked what I though t it felt l ike to hang on 
a cross. To be scou rged, to rtu red, to d ie? And she 
said that she rea l ized Ch rist  must hate her ,  that  
He  must be full  of  h atred wh i le suffering for her 
sake. 

I d id  not bother to reply, nor d id  she cont inue 
the conversation, but  lay staring in to space wi th 
dreaming eyes. 

Then she d istnissed me with a gestu re of her 
beau t i ful hand and ca lled to her ti re\voman to 
fetch her crimson gown because she was go ing to 
get up .  

I s t i l l  don't  unders tand what possessed her  just 
then. 

I HAVE noticed th at sometimes I fr ighten 
people ; what they real ly fear i s  themselves. They 
th i nk i t  i s  I who scare them, bu t it i s  the dwa rf 
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within them, the ape-faced manlike being who 
sticks up its head from the depths of their souls. 
They are afraid because they do not know that 
they have another being inside them. They are 
scared when anything rises to the surface, from 
their inside, out of some of the cesspools in their 
souls, something which they do not recognize and 
which is not a part of their real life. When nothing 
is visible above the surface, they are utterly fear
less. They go about, tall and unconcerned, with 
their smooth faces which express nothing at all. 
But inside them is always something else which 
they ignore and, without knowing it, they are con
stantly living many kinds of lives. They are so 
strangely secretive and incoherent. 

And they are deformed though it does not show 
on the outside. I live only my dwarf life. I never 
go around tall and smooth-featured. I am ever my
self, always the same, I live one life alone. I have 
no other being inside me. And I recognize every
thing within me, nothin� ever comes up from my 
inner depths, nothing there is shrouded in mystery. 
Therefore I do not fear the things which frighten 
them, the incoherent, the unknown, the mysterious. 
Such things do not exist for me. There is nothing 
"different)) about me. 

Fear? What is it? Is it what I feel when I lie 
alone in the dwarfs' apartment at night and see the 
ghost of J ehoshaphat nearing my bed, when he 
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comes to me, deathly pale with blue marks around 
his neck and gaping mouth? 

I feel no anguish and no regret, I am not unduly 
disturbed. When I see him I merely think that he 
is dead and that since his death I have been com
pletely alone. 

I want to be alone. I don't want there to be any
body else except me. And I can see that he is dead. 
I t  is only his ghost, and I atn absolutely alone in 
the dark as I have been ever since I strangled him. 

There is nothing frightening in that. 

A TALL man has come to the court and the 
Prince treats him \Vi th peculiar courtesy, almost 
with reverence. He has been invited here, and the 
Prince says that he has long awaited him, and now 
is very happy that the visit has been vouchsafed to 
him at last. He consorts with him as though he 
were an equal. 

Everybody does not find this ridiculous, some 
say that he really is a great man and the equal of a 

prince. But he does not dress like a prince, his 
clothes are very simple. I have not yet discovered 
what he is and why he should be so remarkable, 
but in due course I shall do so. They say he is go
ing to stay here for a long time. 

I will not deny that there is something imposing 
about him. His bearing is more naturally dignified 
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than most, his brow is lofty and what men general
ly call thoughtful, and his face with its grizzled 
beard is noble and quite handsome. There is some
thing distinguished and harmonious about him and 
h is aspect is full of calm and dignity. 

In what way is he misshapen, I wonder? 

THE NOTABLE '
guest eats at the Prince's 

table. All the time they discourse on the most 
varied topics, and while serving my lord as is his 
wish, I can hear that he is a man of education. His 
kno·wledge seems to embrace everything and every
thing seems to interest him. He tries to explain it 
all but, in contrast to the others, he is not ahvays 
convinced that his explanations are correct. After 
a long and exhaustive exposition of some problem 
or other, he can sit silent and pensive, and then 
make the reflection: "But perhaps it is· not thus." 
I don't know what to make of that. I t  can be termed 
a kind of wisdom, but it  may also mean that he 
does not really know anything for certain, and that 
the laboriously constructed train of reasoning is 
therefore devoid of meaning. And my experience 
with human thought leads me to believe that this 
may be the case. There are not many who under
stand that this can give cause for modesty. I t  is 
possible that

_ 
he does. 
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However ,  the Prince pays no attention to such 
th ings, bu t l istens as though he were s i tt ing by a 
clear spring bubbl ing with knowledge and wisdom. 
He hangs �n h i s  words like a humble s tudent 
l istening to his master ,  although at the same time 
he natu rally reta ins  h i s  pr incely d igni ty. Some
times he cal ls h im "Great M aster ." Then I wonder 
what can be the reason for all th is  i ngrati ati ng 
humil i ty. With my master there i s  always a reason . 
Generally the scholar p retends not to hear thi s  
obsequious address. I t  i s  possi ble that he  really i s  
unpretentious, but on the other hand he sometimes 
expresses himself with great decis iveness , giving 
his opinion wi th c larity and conviction and expos
i ng his reasons wi th an i ntel l igence which seems 
both sharp and penetrating. He does not always 
vac i l late. 

H is voice i s  always calm, rich and unusually 
clear.  He is friendly to me and appears to take an 
i nterest in  me. vVhy, I do not know. Sometimes he 
almost reminds me of the Prince,  though I cannot 
expla in qu i te how. 

He is not treacherous. 

THE REMARKABLE stranger h as begun h i s  
preparations for a pa int ing on  the wall of  the re
fectory of the Franciscan monastery of Santa 
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Croce. So he i s  noth ing more than a manufacturer 
of holy pictures and the like, the same as all the 
others here. That was al l  his  "remarkableness ." 

But it does not follow that he is merely com
parable with his  s imple fel low craftsmen, that he 
may not a lso be someth ing more than tha t. One 
must admit that he is more impressive than they, 
and i t  is understandable that the Pri nce should 
l i sten most to him; but that he should hearken to 
him night and day as though he were an oracle, and 
let h im eat a t  h i s  table-for that I can find no ex
planation. After a ll, he i s  nothing more than a pro
fessional craftsman; what he does i s  achieved by 
his own hands, even i f  h i s  culture and imagination 
i nclude so much-too much for him to understand l 
I do not know how ski l led h i s  hands a re .  I hope 
they know the ir  trade, si nce the Prince has en
gaged him,  but he h imself confesses that his im
agination i nvolves him in tasks beyond i ts compass. 
He must be a vis ionary standing on shi fting sands 
despi te all his bri lli ance and ingenuity, and the 
world which he pretends to create must be a mi
rage. 

But oddly enough I have not yet formed any 
definite opinion about h im ; why, I do not know. 
As a rule I have a very clear opinion of those with 
whom I am faced. Apparently his  personal i ty, 
l ike his  figure, towers above the common run of 
men, but I do not know the secret of h i s  superior-

[34] 



ity, or if he really is so superior. He must resemble 
the other people whom I have met. 

Anyhow I am convinced that the Prince has an 
exaggerated notion of his value. 

He is called Bernardo, a very ordinary name. 

HE DOES not interest the Princess; after all 
he is an old man, and the conversation of men 
with each other seen1s unfan1iliar to her. When 
she is present during their lengthy discussions she 
sits silent and remote. I don't believe she even 
hears what the remarkable man is saying. 

But he appears to be very much interested in 
her. He observes her in secret, unnoticed by the 
others. I have seen him. He seems to study her face 
with a pensive gaze which becomes more and more 
contemplative, as though seeking something there. 
What can there be about her wh1ch fascinates him 
so? 

Her face is not at all interesting. It  is easy to see 
that she is a harlot, though she hides it beneath a 
smooth deceitful surface. It does not need much 
observation to realize that. And then what is there 
left to study and seek after in her lascivious face? 
What fascination does it hold? 

But he is obvioQsly fascinated by everything. I 
have seen him pick up a stone from the ground 
and examine it with the deepest interest, turn and 
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twist it, and finally pocket it, as though it \vere a 

rarity. Anything and everything seems to fascinate 
him. Is  he a lunatic? 

An enviable lunatic! One for whom a pebble has 
value n1ust be surrounded by treasures wherever 
he goes. 

He is incredibly curious. He ferrets about every
where, wanting to know the why and wherefore of 
everything. He asks the workmen about their tools 
and their way of working, and criticizes and cor
rects them. He con1es back from his wanderings 
outside the town with bunches of flowers and sits 
down and pulls them to hits to see \vhat they look 
like inside. And he can stand for hours \Vatching 
the flight of the birds, as though that too were 
something extraordinary. He can even stare at the 
impaled heads of murderers and thieves outside 
the castle gate (they are so old that nobody else 
bothers to spare then1 a glance) as though they 
were strange riddles, and he sketches them in sil
verpoint. And a few days ago when Francesco was 
hanged on the square outside, he stood in the 
crowd right at the front among the children, the 
better to see everything. At night he stands and 
stares at the stars. His curiosity knows no bounds. 

Can it really be that anything and everything is 
of interest? 
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I DON'T give a fig for h i s  pokings and fer
reti ngs , but if he touches me aga in  I shal l  give him 
a taste of my dagger l My mind i s  n1ade up ,  what
ever the cost I 

Tonight  when I was pouring his  wine he  took 
my hand and wanted to look at i t , but  I drew i t  
back in  anger. Bu t  the Prince smiled and  sa id that 
I must show it to him. fie studied it closely, with 
shameless imperti nence, scrut in i zed the knuckles 
and the wri nkles a round the wri st, and even tried 
to push up my sleeve so as to see my a rm.  I pulled 
i t  back aga in in  my anger, for I was seeth ing wi th 
fury. They both smi led as I stood there with flam
Ing eyes. 

If he touches me once rnore, I shal l  have h is 
blood ! 

I cannot bear  be ing touched by anyone, I cannot 
to lerate any ki nd of  offense against my body. 

There i s  a queer rumor going around that he  has 
persuaded the Pri nce to give h im Francesco's body 
in order to cut it up and see what  a human ins ide 
looks like. I t  cannot be true .  I t  i s  too i ncredible. 
And they cannot possibly have taken down the 
body, for it i s  supposed to hang there as a warning 
to the people, and to shame the cr iminal .  Thus ran 
the sentence and why shou ld not th is scoundrel be 
pecked to pieces by the c rows as much as  the 
others ? I had the misfortune to be acquainted 
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with him and know only too well that he dese rved 
the extremest pun ishment. M any a time has he 
taunted me in the s t reets. I f  they take him down 
i t  wi ll not be qui te the same punishment as the 
other gallows-bi rds' .  

I heard i t  first th is even ing. It i s  n ight now, so 
I cannot see if the corpse i s  st i l l  h anging out there. 

I cannot bel ieve that it is true, that the Prince 
could give h i s  consent to such a thing I 

I r IS true ! The rascal i s  no longer on the 
gal lows ! And I have also discovered where he i s ; 
I surprised the sage in  the middle of his nefarious 
handiwork ! 

I had noticed that there was someth ing going on 
in the cellar ,  for a door which i s  general ly closed 
was open there. I noticed tha t  yesterday, though I 
did not give i t  a second thought. Today I went 
there to i nves tigate and found the door sti l l  ajar.  
I entered a long dark passage and came to another 
door, which was not shut e i ther,  and I sl ipped 
noi selessly in .  There i n  a la rge room stood the old 
man in  the l ight of a narrow sl i t  i n  the southern 
wall, bending over Francesco's cloven body ! At 
fi rst  I cou ld not believe my eyes, but there i t  lay 
opened up, wi th the entrails vis ible, and the heart 
and the lu ngs, looki ng l ike an animal .  I have never 
seen anything so di sgusting, I cou ld never even 
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conceive of anyth ing so revolting as the i nside of 
a human being. But he stood bent over i t , studying 
it with tense in terest, whi le he carefu lly cut around 
the region of the heart with a s lender kni fe. He  
was so  fascinated by what he  was doing that he  d id  
not even notice I was i n  the room. Noth ing else 
seemed to exist for him except his nauseating occu
pation . But at l ast he raised h i s  head and looked 
up with a contented gleam in h is eyes. H is face 
was as del ighted as though he were at a festiva l .  
I cou ld look at h im as much as I wanted, for he 
was standing in the l ight whereas I was in the deep 
shadow. Besides, he was completely entranced as 
though he were a p rophet communing with God. 
I t  real ly was repel lent. 

The peer of princes ! A pri nce who busies h im
self i nterpreting conundrums i n  the bowels of a 
cr iminal ,  who burrows into corpses ! 

ToNIGHT they sat up  unti l after midnight 
and talked and ta lked as never before. They worked 
themselves up into an ecstasy with thei r talk. 
They spoke of nature, of i ts i nexhaustible great
ness and riches. One great conti nuity, a si ngle mir
acle ! The veins which lead the blood around in 
the body as the spring water i s  led around in  the 
earth ; lungs which breathe as  the oceans breathe 
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wi th thei r ebb and flow; the skeleton which sup
ports the body as the stones support the earth and 
the soi l whi ch is i ts flesh; the fire wi th in  the earth 
wh ich i s  l ike the wa rmth of the soul and wh ich 
also has come from the sun ,  the sacred sun which 
was worsh i ped of yore and f rom which  all  sou ls 
or iginate ,  wh ich is the sou rce of all l i fe and which 
i l lumines the heavenly bodies of the un iverse wi th 
i ts l i ght. For our world is only one among the in
numerable s ta rs of the un iverse. 

They were as though possessed , and 1 had to 
l i sten to them, rega rdless of what they sai d ,  wi th
out being able to protest. I am more and more 
convi nced that he is a lunat ic and on the way to 
making my Prince one too.  I t  is incredible that  my 
lord should be so weak and mal leable i n  h i s  hands. 

How can anyone seriously bel ieve in such fan
tasi es ? How· can anybody believe in the continu i ty, 
the d ivine harmony in everything, as he also ca lled 
i t ?  How can anybody u se such fine-soundi ng, 
me-aningless words ? Mi rac les of natu re ! I thought 
of Francesco 's gu ts and nearly vomi ted. 

V\'hat bl i ss to behold the wonderfu l r i ches of na
tu re, they excl aimed. There is so much to be ex
plored. And man shal l  become r ich and powerful 
by lea rni ng to know al l  that, a l l  these secret forces, 
and how to make use of them. The elements shall 
bow before h i s  wi ll; fire shal l  se rve h im in humil
i ty, i ts tu rbu lence held i n  cu rb ; the ea rth shall  bea r  
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fruit a hundredfold, be�ause he has discovered 
the laws of fertility, the rivers shall be his obe
dient chained slaves, and the oceans shall carry his 
ships aroun� the wide world which floats in space 
like a wonderful star. Even the air shall be sub
dued, for some day he will learn to imitate the 
flight of the birds and, buoyant as they, glide with 
them and the stars toward goals which no human 
thought can encompass. 

Ah, life is wonderful and human existence un
fathomable in its greatness! 

There was no end to their jubilation. They were 
like children dreatning of toys, so many toys that 
they did not know what to do with them all. I 
looked at them with my dwarf's eyes without mov
ing a muscle of my ancient furrowed face. Dwarfs 
are not like children; they never play. I reached 
up to fill their beakers as they emptied them in the 
course of their garrulous speech. 

What do they know of the greatness of life? How 
do they know it is great? I t  is only a phrase, some
thing they enjoy saying. One might just as well 
affirm that it was small, insignificant, completely 
unimportant, an insect that one can crush on a 
fingernail. And one might add that it has no ob
jection to being crushed on a fingernail, being just 
as contented with its end as with anything else. 
And why should it not be so? Why should it be so 
anxious to exist? Why should it strive for existence 
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or  for anything else e i ther ? Why should i t  not be 
completely i ndifferent to everything?  

Look i nto the heart of nature ? Wha t  pleasure 
can there be i n  tha t ?  And i f  they really could do 
such a thing i t  would fill them with terror. They 
think that l ike everything else i t  is made for them, 
for thei r well-being and thei r happiness, so tha t  
thei r l i fe shall be  great and wonderful .  What do 
they know about i t ?  How do they know that any 
heed is paid to them and thei r s trange childish 
desi res ? 

They think that they can read i n  the book of 
nature, tha t  i t  i s  lying open before them.  They 
even believe tha t  they can look on ahead in the 
book and read the b lank pages where nothing i s  
wri tten.  Heedless, concei ted lunatics 1 There i s  no  
l imit to thei r  shameless self-sufficiency ! 

Who knows what nature carries i n  her womb ? 
Who can even guess at  i t ?  Does a mother know 
what she has conceived ? How could she ? She bides 
her time, and eventually we see the th ing to which 
she has given bi rth . A dwarf could tel l  them about 
that. 

He diffident  1 There I was wrong. On the con
trary, he is the most arrogant person I have ever 
met. His  whole spi r it  and being breathe arrogance. 
And his  mind is  so presumptuous that i t  would 
fa in  lord i t  l ike a prince over a world which i t  
does not own. 
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He may appear diffident when he sets h imself 
to i nvestigating all manner of things, saying he 
does not know thi s  or  that, but is trying to resolve 
them to the best of h i s  abi l i ty. But  he th inks that 
he knows the end and aim of everything, and the 
reason why ! H i s  humi l i ty applies to the small  
things only, not to the great. I t  i s  a strange kind of 
d iffidence. 

Everything has a meaning of i ts own, all that 
happens and preoccup ies mankind. But li fe i tsel f 
can have no meani ng. Otherwise i t  wou ld not be. 

Such is my belief .  

0 SHAME I 0 dishonor 1 Never have I en
du red such degradation as that which was infl icted 
on me that terrible day. I shall  try to wri te down 
what happened, though I would rather not remind 
mysel f of i t. 

The Pr ince had commanded me to seek out 
Maestro Bernardo who was working in the refec
tory at  Santa Croce, sayi ng he had need of me. I 
went there, though I was annoyed at  bei ng treated 
as though I were the servant  of  th i s  haughty man 
who i s  no concern of  mine.  He  received me in  the 
friendl iest fashion and said that he had always 
been greatly in terested i n  dwarfs. I wondered : 
"What has not irHerested th i s  man who wants to 
know all  about Francesco's intesti nes and the stars 
of heaven ? But," I continued to myself, "he knows 
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noth ing of me, the dwarf ."  After further amiable 
empty words he sa id th at  he wished to make a 
pi cture of me. At first I thought he meant my 
portrai t, wh ich the Pri nce pe rchance had be
spoken, and I could not help feel ing flattered . 
Nevertheless I repl ied tha t  I d id not wish to have 
my l ikeness reproduced. "Why not ?" he asked. I 
answered, as was only natural : "I wish to possess 
my O\vn face ."  He thought this  strange, smi led 
somewh at, bu t then admi tted that there was some
th ing in what I sa id .  But ,  even when unrepro
duced, one's face is the property of many, i n  fact 
of al l  who look upon i t. And here i t  was a question 
of a drawing of me wh ich shou ld show my shape, 
and therefore I must take off my clothes so that 
he cou ld make a sketch of my body. I felt mysel f  
grow l ivid  wi th wrath or  fea r (I  know not which 
preva i led), and they both shook me so th at I 
trembled al l  over. 

He noted the violent agi tation wh ich his ou tra
geousness aroused in  me and began to say that there 
was no shame in  bei ng a dwa rf and showi ng i t . He 
a lways fe lt  the same deep reverence for natu re, 
even when i ts caprice created something out of the 
ord inary. There is never any d i sgrace i n  showing 
onese l f  as one is to another person, and nobody 
real ly possesses himself. 

" Bu t  I do," I cried, bes ide myself wi th passion. 
"You don't  possess yourselves, but I do !" 
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He li stened to my outburst  with perfect calm, 
he even observed i t  with a curious interest which 
agi tated me sti ll more. Then he said that he must 
begin-and d rew nearer to me.  "I can't  bear any 
offense against my body l" I shrieked wild ly, but 
he took not the s l ightest notice, and when he rea l 
i zed that I would never strip of my own free wi ll ,  
he prepared to undress me h imself .  I managed to 
j erk my dagger f rom i ts sheath and he seemed very 
surprised to see it gleaming in my hand.  He took 
i t  away from me and la id it ca reful ly down a l i ttle 
dis tance away. "I beli eve you a re dangerous," he 
sa id ,  looking thoughtfully at me. I felt myself 
sneer at this remark. Then, placid as ever, he be
gan to take off my clothes and exposed my body 
most shamelessly. I resi sted desperately, fought 
wi th h im as for my l i fe ,  but all  in vain ,  for he was 
s tronger than I. When he had completed his v i le 
task he  li fted me onto a scaffold i n  the middle of 
the room. 

I s tood there defenseless, naked, i ncapable of 
action,  though I was foaming wi th rage. And he 
stood some distance away from me, qu i te unmoved, 
and examined me, scru tin i zing my shan1e .wi th a 
co ld and merci less gaze. I was u tterly exposed to 
tha t  outrageous gaze wh ich explored and ass imi
lated me as  though I were his  property. H aving 
to stand like that  and submit to somebody else ' s  
scrutiny was such a degradation that  I sti ll burn 
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with shame to think that I ever was forced to en
dure i t. I s ti l l  recall the sound of his s i lverpoint 
as it glided over the paper, perhaps the same 
s i lverpoint wi th which he had l imned the dried 
heads outs ide the castle gates, and all the other 
abominations. Hi s  glance remained unchanged, 
sharp as a dagger tip ,  and it seemed to pierce 
th rough me. 

I have never hated the human race so much as 
during that ghastly hour.  My hatred was so al ive 
that I almost thought I should lose consciousness, 
everythi ng \Vent black before my eyes. Is there 
anything more vile than these bei ngs, anyth ing 
more detestable ? 

On the oppos i te wall I could see h i s  great paint
i ng, whi ch is supposed to be such a masterpiece. 
At th at time it was sti l l  in i ts i ni ti al stages, but i t  
seemed to represent the Last Supper, with Christ  
and H is d iscip les at  the i r  love feast. I glared at  
them, s i tting there with thei r pure solemn faces , 
believi ng that  they were exalted above all  others ,  
grouped around the i r  heavenly Lord, the one with 
the celesti al l ight  a round Hi s  head. I rejoiced to 
th i nk that soon He  would be taken, tha t  Judas, 
si tting huddled in h i s  far corner, would soon be
tray H im. I thought : "Now He is  sti l l  loved and 
honored, now He sti l l  si ts a t  H is feast-whi le I 
stand here i n  my shame ! But Hi s  shame i s  on i ts 
way l Soon He  will  no longer be s i tti ng there wi th 
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His followers, but hanging alone on  a cross, be
trayed by them. He will hang there as naked as I 
am now, as humiliated as I ,  exposed to the stares 
of all ,  mocked and defiled. And why not ? Why 
should He not suffer the same ignominy as I ?  He 
has always been encompassed with love, nourished 
Himself on love-whi le I have been nourished on 
hate. From my bi rth I have sucked the bitte r  juice 
of hate, I have la in  at a breast fil led with gall, 
whi le He was suckled by the mild and gracious 
Madonna and drank the sweetest mother's mi lk 
that  ever was. He s i ts there all  i nnocent and kind 
and cannot beli eve that anyone should hate H im 
or want to harm Him. Why not ? Why not H e ?  
H e  believes that everybody o n  earth must love 
H im because He was begotten by h i s  heavenly 
Father.  What s implici ty ! What chi ld i sh i gno
rance l That  is just why they cherish their secret 
rancor toward Him,  just because of that  mi racle. 
Mankind does not l ike to be violated by God." 

I looked a t  H im again when at  last I had been 
l iberated f rom my unspeakable humil i at ion and 
stood at the door of tha t  diabolical room where I 
had undergone my deepest degradation. I thought : 
"Soon You are going to be sold for a few scudi to 
the noble, h igh-minded people) You as well as  I ! " 

And i n  my wrath I slammed the door on Him 
and His  great master Bernardo, who was standing 
sunk in contemplation before his exalted work, 
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already oblivious of  me, who, through h im,  had 
suffered such agony. 

I \VO U LD rather not reca ll \vhat  happened 
in  Santa Croce, I should l ike to forget i t, but I 
cannot help thinking about i t. Whi le I was d ress
i ng I could not avo id  see ing some sketches wh i ch 
were strewn about, represent i ng the oddest crea
tu res , monste rs such as never have been seen and 
wh ich do not exi s t. They were someth ing between 
men and beasts ,  women wi th bats '  wings between 
the i r  long ha i ry fingers, men with l izards' faces 
and legs and bodies l ike toads ; o thers flying about 
l ike devils wi th cruel vu ltu re faces and spread 
claws instead of hands, and bei ngs wh i ch were 
nei ther men nor women, resembl ing sea monsters 
wi th twi n ing tentacles and cold wicked human 
eyes. I was astounded by a l l  these fr ightful mon
stros i ti es and I cannot rid myself of th�m yet ; I 
s ti II see them before me. How can h i s  i magination 
dwel l upon such th ings ? \Vhy does he evoke these 
repuls ive spectral figu res ? Why does he conceive 
them ? There must be something wh i ch makes h im 
do  so, though they have no  real existence. He must 
feel the need of them, though they do not exi st. Or 
perh aps i s  i t  jus t  because of  that ?  I do not  under
stand i t. 

What can he be l ike, the being who produces 
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things l ike tha t, who revels i n  such horrors and 
lusts after  them ? 

To look a t, h is  a rrogant face i s  admi ttedly both 
subtle and dignified, and i t  is unbelievable that he 
should have created these loathsome images . But 
i t  i s  so .  It  gives me much food for thought. He 
must have these gruesome creatures i ns ide him 
like all  the other things which he creates .  

I must also recall his  appearance when he  was 
doing my portrai t, how it changed unti l  he became 
another person, with horrible sharp eyes , cold and 
unnatural ,  h i s  whole face transformed in to some
th i ng cruel ; he looked devi l ish .  

He i s  not a ll tha t  he makes himself ou t to be,  as 
li ttle, perhaps, as anybody else. 

It is  a lmost i ncredible that the same man should 
have done the Ch rist, s i tting so pu re and trans
figured at Hi s  table of love. 

ANGELICA went th rough the ha ll this eve
n ing and, as she passed by, the Prince told her to 
si t down for a moment with her embroidery. She 
was reluctant, though she dared not show i t ; she 
always avoids court li fe, nor i s  she su i ted to i t  nor 
fit  to be exhibi ted as a pri ncess. But  who knows if  
she i s  the Pri nce's daughter ?  She may jus t  as well 
be a basta rd. But  Messer Bernardo knows nothing 
of that .  He looked at  her as she sat  there with 
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downcast eyes and s i l ly parted I i  ps, looked and 
looked as though she were something extraordi
nary. But then to him everything i s  extraordinary : 
a freak of nature like myself ,  or one of h i s  wonder
ful s tones which are so rare that he picks them up  
from the ground to admi re them. He kept s i lent 
and seemed quite moved , though she s imply sat 
there wi thout uttering a s ingle word, giving every 
token of embarrassment. The sudden s top in  the 
conversation was quite awkward. 

I don ' t  know what it was that  affected him. Per
haps he pitied her for not being beautifu l ; he i s  a 
connoi sseu !" of beauty and knows i ts impor�ance. 
Perhaps tha t  is why h is gaze became so wistfu l 
and tender . .  I do not know, but nei ther do I care.  

Naturally, the girl wanted to leave as soon as 
possible. She did not stay a minute longer than 
\Vas absolutely necessary, but asked the Prince i f  
she might go. On  receiving his  permission, she got 
up  shyly and swiftly with her usual  awkwardness , 
for her movements are still  those of a child.  I t  i s  
s trange that she should be  so ungraceful. 

As usual she was s imply, almost commonly clad. 
She does not care about her dress, and neither does 
anybody else. 

THE GREAT master Bernardo finds no peace 
of mind in  h i s  work. He goes from one thing to 
another,  beginning, but never c01npleting them. 
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Why?  He ought to occupy h imself exclusively 
with that Last Supper of his, so as to get it fin ished 
someday ; but he does noth ing  of the kind. He 
must have wearied of i t. I nstead, he  has begun a 
portrai t  of the Princess. 

Apparently she does not want to be pa inted, but 
it i s  the Prince's wish. I understand her only too 
well ! One may contemplate oneself i n  a m irror, 
but on leaving it one does not wish the reflection to 
remain there so that  somebody else can take posses
s ion of i t. I understand that ,  l ike me, she does not 
wish to be portrayed . 

. No one possesses h imself 1 Detestable thought 1 
No one possesses himself 1 Thus everything  belongs 
to the others 1 Don't we own even our faces ? Do 
they belong to anybody who chooses to look at  
them ? And one's body? Can others own one's 
body? I find the noti on most repellent. 

I, and I alone, will be the sole possessor of tha t  
which i s  mine. Nobody else may sei ze i t, none 
outrage i t. It belongs to me and nobody else. And 
after my death I want to continue to own myself. 
Nobody is  going to poke about i n  my entrai ls .  I do 
not wish them to be seen by strangers, though they 
can scarcely be as revolting as those of that  scoun
drel  Francesco. 

Messer Bernardo's meddlings and his i nquisi
t ive interest i n · everything are repugnant to me. 
What i s  the use of it all ? What sensible object 
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does i t  serve ? I t  repels me to th ink that he shou ld 
have i n  h i s  possess ion a portra i t  of  me,  that he  
should own me  in  th i s  way. I t  i s  a s  though I were 
no longer sole owner of myself ,  a s  though I were 
also over there in  Santa Croce, among his detest
able monsters. 

She can ju st as wel l  be portrayed too I Why 
shou ld she not endure the same i nsul t  as I ?  I t  
gratifies me  to th ink that she a lso wi l l  be exposed 
to h i s  shameless sc ruti ny and take her turn in suf
fe r ing h i s  outrage. 

Bu t  how can that  strumpet be of any in terest to 
h im ? I ,  who know her bette r than anybody else, 
have never found anyth ing i n te rest ing abou t her. 

We shal l  see what  he wil l  produce. After al l ,  i t  
ha s  noth ing to do  wi th me. I don't th i nk he  i s  any 
judge of human nature. 

MESS ER B ERNARDO has amazed me. He has 
amazed me so much that I have lain ponderi ng it  
nearly all  n ight. 

They sat ta lki ng last n igh t  on thei r usual  lofty 
topics .  Bu t  one could see that he \Vas plunged i n  
gloom. He s a t  wi th h i s  hand o n  h i s  great bea rd , 
n1ed i tat ing and wei ghed down with thoughts 
which cannot have caused h im much pleasu re. 
Bu t  when he spoke he was fil led wi th fire and 
pass ion,  fi re which was not v i s ible from wi thout, 
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but seemed buried in  ashes. He was unl ike himself ; 
one might have been li stening to another man.  

He sa id : " I n  the end human thought accom
pl i shes so li ttle. I ts wings are strong, but not as 
strong as the desti ny which gave them to us .  It will  
not let us escape nor reach out any further than  i t  
desi res . O u r  j ou rney i s  predesti ned and,  after a 
brief roaming which fills u s  wi th joy and expecta 
ti on,  we a re drawn back again  as the falcon i s  
drawn back by the leash i n  the hand of the falcon
er.  When shall we attai n l iberty ? When wi l l  the 
leash be severed and the falcon soar in to the open 
spaces ? 

"When ? Will  i t  ever be ? Or i s  i t  not the secret 
of our being that we are and always wi ll be bound 
to the hand of  the fa lconer ?  I f  this  were cha nged 
then we should cease to be human bei ngs and our  
fate would not  longer be  th at of humani ty. 

"And yet we a re such that we a re always subject 
to the enticement of space, and bel ieve that we be
long to i t . And yet i t  is ever present over us ,  i t  re
vea ls i tse lf to us as someth ing veri table. I t  is as 
rea l as our  impri sonment." 

He asked himself : "Why th i s  l imi tless space to 
which we never can atta in ? What is the mean ing 
of  this unbounded immens i ty around us and around 
li fe, when we ar€ such helpless pri soners and when 
l i fe remains  the same, no less enclosed wi th i n  i t
self ? What then i s  the use of the great d imensions ? 
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Why should our l i ttle dest iny, our nar row vale,  be 
surrounded by such vastness ? Does i t  add to our 
happiness ? I t  does not appear so. I t  looks as though 
we were the unhappier for i t." 

I watched him closely, h i s  somber mien and the 
strange weariness in h i s  aged eyes . 

He continued : "Are we the happier because we 
seek the truth ? I know not. I merely seek i t. All 
my l i fe has been a restless search for i t, and some
times I have felt that I have apprehended i t , I 
have caught  a glimpse of i ts pure sky-but the sky 
has never opened i tse lf for me, my eyes have never 
filled themselves with i ts endless spaces, wi thout 
whi ch noth ing here can be fully understood. I t  i s  
not  vouchsafed to  us .  Therefore a l l  my efforts 
really h ave been i n  va in .  Therefore all  tha t  I have 
touched has been but partly true and partly com
pleted . I th i nk of my works wi th pa in  and so they 
wi 11 be regarded by a ll-as though i t  were a torso. 
Al l  that I have created is imperfect and unfinished. 
All  th at I leave beh i nd me is unfinished. 

"But  i s  there anyth ing strange i n  that ? It is the 
fate of mankind, the i nescapable dest iny of all 
human effort and all human achievement. I s  i t  
ever more than a n  attempt, a n  attempt at  some
th i ng which can never be achieved, wh i ch is not 
meant to be ach ieved by any of us ? All human 
cu ltu re is  but an attempt at someth ing unatta inable, 
someth i ng wh i ch far transcends our powers of 

• 
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real ization. There i t  stands, muti la ted, tragic a s  a 
torso. I s  not the human spirit  i tself a torso ? 

"What use are wings when they can never be 
spread ? They become a burden i nstead of a re
lease. They weigh us down, we trai l  them and 
finally we ha te them. 

"And it  comes as  a relief when the falconer 
wearies of h i s  cruel play and draws the hood over 
our head so that we no longer have to see any
thing." 

He sat there dark and gloomy, wi th bitter l ines 
about his  mouth ,  and i n  h is eyes a dangerous 
gleam. lJ pon my word, I was astounded. Was thi s  
the same man as he  who not  long ago stood en
tranced by the measu reless greatness of man ,  who 
proclaimed the power of man,  how man shou ld 
reign l ike a mighty potentate i n  h i s  vast ki ngdom, 
who depicted  him a lmost as  the peer of the gods ? 

I do not understand him. I understand noth ing . 

. And the Prince sat there l i s tening, fascinated 
by the words of his great master, though they were 
so unl ike a nyth ing he had ever been known to say 
before. He seemed of the same opinion. One must 
confess that he  certainly is  teachable. 

But how a re these i deas connected ? How can 
they combine such contradictions with in  them
selves and talk about  them al l  with the same pro
found conviction ? I who am a lways the s ame, who 
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am qui te ina l terable, find i t  u tterly i ncomprehen
s ible. 

I have la in  awake at night trying to u nderstand 
them, but in vain .  I t  is beyond me. 

One minute it is a chorus of  j ubi lation over the 
glory of being a human creature.  The next minute 
i t  i s  nothing but hopelessness, complete fut i l i ty, 
despai r. 

vVell ,  what  is it then ? 

HE HAS stopped working at the Pr incess' 
portra i t. He says tha t  he cannot complete i t, that 
there is somethi ng about her which he  cannot pene
trate or expla in  to h imself .  

So  i t  too wi ll  remain  unfinished, like that Last 
Supper ,  l ike everyth ing he begins .  

I happened to see i t  once i n  the Prince's room, 
and I do not see what  i s  wrong with i t. I th ink i t  
i s  admirable .  He  ha s  painted her  exactly a s  she i s ,  
l ike a middle-aged whore. I t  i s  rea lly l ike her ,  
di abol i ca l ly so. The vo luptuous face wi th the 
heavy eyel ids and the vague lustfu l smi le ,  every
th ing i s  l ike her. And he has  put  a l l  her soul i nto 
the p ictu re ; it i s  uncann i ly reveal ing. 

After all he does seem to understand Human 
nature.  

What  is  l acking ? He  thinks tha t  there i s  some
th i ng lacking. But  what ? Something without 
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which i t  i s  not really she, somethi ng essentia l ?  
What  can i t  be ? I don't understand i t  a t  all .  

Bu t  it must be ur.finished s ince he  says so. He 
has said that everything of his i s  left u nfinished. 
Everything is  but an attempt at someth ing which 
can never be realized. All human culture i s  but a n  
a ttempt, someth ing qui te impracticable .  Therefore 
everything is  rea lly quite futi le. 

Of course it i s .  What would l i fe be l ike if i t  
were not futi le ? Futi l i ty i s  the foundation upon  
which i t  rests. On what  other foundation cou ld i t  
have been based which wou ld have held and never 
given way? A great idea can be undermined by 
another great i dea and, in due cou.rse, be demol
ished by i t. But fu ti li ty i s  inaccessi ble ,  i ndestructi 
ble, immovable. I t  i s  a true foundation and tha t  
i s  why i t  has been chosen a s  such. Tha t  s o  much 
cogitation should be requi red to rea l ize that ! 

I know that by i nstinct. I t  i s  my natu re to know 
i t. 

SoMETHir\G i s  happening here, I know not 
what. I sense i t  l ike an  unrest in  the a i r-but what 
i t  is I do not know. Noth ing is  actually happening, 
but one feels as though something might .  

On the surface everything is calm. Life in  the 
palace goes on even more quietly than usual ,  be
cause there a re so few guests and no entertain 
ments of  any kind such as a re customary a t  thi s  
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time of year .  But I don't know-thi s  adds to the 
feeli ng that something special  is brewing. 

I am perpetua lly on my guard, observing every
th ing-but there is noth ing to observe. Nor can 
one see anything special  out in  the town. Every
thing is just as u sual .  But there i s  somethi ng l I am 
sure of i t. 

I must have patience and see what  the future 
will  bring. 

Boccarossa ,  the condottiere, has left and the 
Palazzo Geraldi  is empty aga in .  Nobody knows 
where he has gone ; i t  i s  as though the earth has 
swallowed him up. He may conceivably have had 
a d i spute with the Prince. Many have found i t  
s trange that the latter with h i s  great culture should 
consort so freely with such a coarse i ndivi dual .  I 
have not shared their  opinion. Certainly Bocca
rossa is unusually crude and the Prince a notably 
po

.
l ished cultivated man. But  he too i s  of condot

tiere blood though most people seem to have for
gotten i t. I t  is not even so very long s ince they were 
condottieri , only a few generations. And what a re 
a few generations ? 

I do not th ink that  they have much difficulty i n  
understanding each other. 

Noth ing happens, but the a ir  is still tense. I can 
feel i t ,  and in such matters I am never wrong. 
Something i s  goi ng to happen here. 
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The Prince i s  a lmost feverishly busy. But with 
what ? He receives a great many vis i tors and shuts 
h imself up wi th them i n  secret council . Nothing 
transpi res from these. What  can they be about ?  

Courtiers a rrive enveloped in  secrecy ; some
times they are admitted i nto the palace at n ight. 
Many people come and go, whatever thei r bus i 
ness may be, governors, councilors ,  commanders, 
the chiefta ins o f  the ancient  clans-the old warrior 
clans which once were subdued by the Prince's 
ancestors. The palace can no longer be called 
peaceful. 

M aestro Bernardo does not seem to have any
thing to do with i t. The Prince surrounds h imself 
with persons of  an enti rely different type. The old 
scholar  does not appear to be of any importance a t  
all  nowadays,  a t  least not a s  important a s  he  was 
before. 

I cannot  but approve of thi s .  H e  has taken up  
too much room at  this court. 

MY FEELING that somethi ng special  was 
abont to happen has  proved to be correct. Without 
doubt such i s  the case. 

Many details which cannot be ignored point  to 
this .  Astrologers have been summoned by the 
Prince and remained closeted with h im, both the 
court astrologer Nicodemus and the other gray-
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bea rds who batten on us here. Th is i s  an unmis
takable s ign .  Too, the Prince has had several dis 
cuss ions wi th the Ambassador of the Medici  and 
the representat ive of the Venetian shopkeepers' 
republic ,  even with the Archbishop who repre
sents the Holy See. All thi s  and a good deal more 
has been worthy of observation during the past few 
days and can have bu t one in terpretation .  

They must be planning a war .  The astrologers 
have been summoned to discover whether the stars 
are favorable to such a scheme, for no wise prince 
will neglect such an elementary precau tion.  The 
poor wretches had been set as ide in favo r of Messer 
Bernardo, who also believes in the power of the 
stars bu t is sa id to hold d ifferent opin ions on the 
subject, unorthodox notions which they regard as 
diabol ical  heresy. But  now the Prince thi nks it i s  
safest to tu rn to the true believers .  They go a round 
bubbl ing over with thei r own importance. The 
negoti ations with the envoys have taken place in  
order to  assure the support or a t  least the good wi ll  
of the ir  respective states. 

I should think that  the attitude of the Holy 
Father toward these plans was the rnost important. 
No human project can succeed wi thout the bless
ing of God. 

I hope he has vouchsa fed i t ; I long for the day 
when there will be war aga in  1 
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IT IS going to be war ! My nose, which i s  
wise in  such th ings, sniffs war everywhere, in  the 
tension, the secrecy, the faces-in the very a i r  we 
breathe which has something tantal iz ing abou t i t  
that I recognize. Now we live again after th is  
s tifl ing t ime when nothi ng happened and which 
had to be eked out with endless prattle. I t  i s  good 
that  at last people have somethi ng else to do. 

In real i ty all of them want a war. It impl ies a 
s impli fication wh ich comes as a reli ef .  Everybody 
th inks that l i fe is too compli cated , and so i t  is as 
they live i t. I n  i tself l i fe i s  not at a l l  com plica ted ; 
on the contrary i ts sal ient featu re i s  i ts great s im
pli c i ty, but they can never understand that. They 
do not reali ze that  it i s  best when it i s  left as it i s ; 
they can never leave i t  in  peace, or refra in from 
using it for a number of strange ends. Bu t  all  the 
same they th ink that it i s  wond�rfu l to be a l ive ! 

At last the Prince has roused himself  from hi s  
stupor. Hi s  face i s  full of  energy, with i ts short 
spade beard and lean pall id cheeks, the swi ft 
glance keep ing almost imperceptible vigil l ike a 
bi rd of prey over i ts chosen terri tory. He  must be 
about to hunt  h i s  favorite prey, the old archenemy 
of his  clan. 

Today I saw him hurryi ng u p  the palace steps 
c losely fol lo·wed by the Captain of the Guard.  I 
think they had come from some mi l i tary i nspec-

[61 ]  



tion. In  the hall  he threw hi s  c loak to the servitors 
and s tood there i n  h i s  scarlet su i t, strong and sup
ple as  a rapier,  wi th a reckless smile on his  th in  
l ips. He looked as though he  had jus t  flung  off a 

disgu ise, radiat ing unquenchable energy, i n  every 
way a man of  action. 

But  I have always known that he was. 

THE astrologers have declared that  the 
times are part icularly propitious to war, they cou ld 
not have been better chosen. They have cast the 
Prince's horoscope and di scovered that  he was born 
under the s ign of the Lion. That is nothing new ; 
i t  has been common knowledge from his  bi rth, 
when i t  i s  said to have greatly exercised the imagi
nation of his entou rage,  being a good and promis
i ng omen for a pri nce and causing much wonder 
and some anxiety an1ong the people .  That is why 
he is called Leone. Mars is now in  j uxtaposi tion 
to the Lion and soon the wa r god's red star wi l l  
reach the Prince's own powerful constellation. 
Other celesti al  phenomena which exercise an in 
fluence on the Prince's desti ny are absolutely fav
orable, and so a happy i ssue to the campaign can 
be guaranteed . It would be almost unforgivable 
not to make use of such an unique opportunity. 

Their  predictions have not su rpri sed me, fo r 
they always accord wi th the Prince's wishes, 
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especiaHy s ince h i s  father once had a stargazer 
thrashed for mainta in ing that a misfortune threat
ened the dynasty. H e  had  calcula ted that an  evi l 
star, tra i li ng blood and fire behind i t, had shown 
i tself in the sky just as the founder of the family 
was making h is bloodstained ascent to the throne. 
The prophecy has not come true , or  not more tha n  
i n  any other princely dynasty. 

No, I am not surprised and,  for once, I am qui te 
pleased with them. They are rea lly skilled i n  their 
science and a t  last they have been of some use, for 
i t  i s  very important that the Prince , the soldiers 
and all the people should believe that the stars are 
favorable to their plans a nd interested in  them. 
The stars now have spoken and everybody is very 
satisfied with what  they h ave said.  

I never converse with the stars, but these people 
do. 

Q NCE AGAIN M aestro Bernardo has aston
ished me. Last n ight the Prince and he had one 
of their  long confidentia l  discussions, and,  as so 
often before, sat  eagerly talking until late a t  n igh t. 
This proves to me that the sage has not lost his  
significance nor has he,  by h i s  speculative brood
ings, segregated h imself  from the restless world of 
today. Not at al l .  I was thoroughly mistaken.  

It annoys me when I make a mistake like that, 
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though nobody else can see through people and 
unmask them as I do. 

When I was sent for, in order to wait on them 
as usual and fetch the i r  wine goblets, they were 
both bending over some mysterious drawings 
which at  first I cou ld not understand. Later I got 
a better view of them and heard them being ex
plained during the cou rse of the conversation. 
They represented the most dreadful engines of war, 
in tended to sow death and panic  among the enemy ; 
battle chariots to mow down the soldiery, furn ished 
with long blades so that the ground about them 
was strewn with human l imbs,  and other devi l ish 
wheeled inventions to be propelled by galloping 
horses i nto the midst of the enemy's ranks. No
thing, not even the greatest courage, cou ld stop 
these covered wagons filled wi th inaccessible 
marksmen whi ch ,  according to his descriptions, 
would be able to break through the strongest array, 
a fter which the i nfantry cou ld press forward and 
do the i r  part. There were i nstruments of murder 
so appalli ng that I, alas, who h ave never been able 
to dedicate myself  to the a rt of war, could not 
properly understand. Mortars,  culverins ,  and fal
conets spewi ng fire and stones and c annon balls 
which severed the heads and a rms of the soldiers 
were depicted reali stica lly and c learly, as though 
the i r  representation had been as absorbing as a l l  
the rest. He  a lso gave a detai led descri ption of the 
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terrible destruction caused by these various en
gines ,  of the havoc they wou ld wreak, and he told 
of all th is  as calmly and precisely as  i f  .he were 
dealing with any of the other matters i n  which he 
takes an interest. One reali zed that he wanted to 
see his machines in action, as was quite logical ,  
s ince they are so wonderful and his own i nventions. 

Maestro Bernardo has been planning th is  simul
taneously with his  other occupations, his nature 
studies when he examined h i s  extraordinary peb
bles and pulled his flowers apart, and h i s  ferreting 
i n  Francesco's body, which I remember him de
scribing to the Prince as one of nature's great un
fathomable masterpieces and his pi cture of the 
Last Supper i n  Santa Croce with the celesti a l  
Christ s i tt ing among His  disciples a t  their  love 
feast wi th Judas the betrayer crouched i n  h i s  far 
corner. 

I-Ie has been equally attracted and preoccupied 
by al l  these things, so why should he not be just as 
entranced by h i s  marvelous machines ? It may be 
that the human body is a most i ngenious construc
tion, though I cannot look upon i t  as  such. But so 
i s  such an instrument and, again, it i s  his very own 
discovery. 

Oddly enough the Prince was not so i nterested i n  
those terrible contrivances whi ch to m y  mind 
would be the most effective and which by their  
appearance a lone might stampede a whole army ; 
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he preferred the less impressive ones which did 
not test i fy to such a macabre and powerful imagi
nation, but which he maintained wou ld be even 
more efficacious .  He observed tha t  the ghastliest 
of all were more su i ted to the future, but any
thing which could possibly be put  i nto practice 
would be u sed. Grapnels for the investment of a 
fortress , a remarkable method of mining bastions 
and blowing them up ,  i ngenious improvements 
for catapu lts and ordnance unknown to the enemy 
-clearly all these matters a l ready had been fully 
discussed and partia lly exploi ted by them. 

All this impressive material-the incredible pro
fusion of ideas and inventions, the fertile, seem
i ngly boundless i nspiration-aroused the Prince's 
deepest admiration,  and he was enthus iast ic in h i s  
praises of the master's genius. Never before had 
he given such proof of the range of h i s  imagina
t ion and i ngenu i ty l  All that evening they plunged 
i nto the tantal iz ing realm of fantasy, exchanging 
opinions as eagerly as during one of  the most pro
fitable evenings they had spent before. And I l is
tened to them with pleasure ,  for I too for once was 
filled with delight  and admi ration. 

Now I know why the Prince summoned the 
great Messer Bernardo, and why he has always 
treated him as an equal  du ring h i s  stay and always 
shown him such deep apprec iat ion and flattering 
attention. I understand h i s  bu rning in terest in a l l  
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Bernardo's schola rly efforts, for h i s  nature studies ,  
his i ncredible knowledge which i ncludes the p rac
tica l  and the useless, and that  sens i t ive admir ing 
verdict  on the master's a rt ,  h i s  Last Supper i n  
Santa Croce, and a ll the other works o f  the lea rned 
m an.  I undertsand i t  a l i i 

He i s  a great p rince I 

LAsT NIGHT I h ad a horrible dream. I 
thought that  I saw Maestro Berna rdo standi ng on 
a h igh mountain ,  tall  and im posing with his gray 
ha i r  and his mighty brow, but the a i r about h i s  
head was  fu l l  of monsters flapping on bats '  wi ngs ,  
a l l  the foul freaks which I knew from hi s  draw
i ngs i n  Santa Croce. They flu ttered about h im like 
imps and i t  seemed as though he were thei r master. 
The i r  ghostly faces resembled those of l izards and 
toads, but his remai ned grave, stern and noble. He 
seemed jus t  the same as usual .  Then, ·by s low de
grees, h i s  body underwent a change. It became 
shrunken and misshapen, and crumpled wi ngs 
sprouted forth which jo ined to the th in ha i ry legs 
like those of a bat. Hi s  face was as  solemn as be
fore, but he began to flutte r h i s  wings and suddenly 
he rose and flew away with the other gruesome 
creatu res in to the darkness of the night .  

I do not bother about dreams ; they mean nothing 
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and make no d ifference. Real i ty i s  the only th ing 
that matters . 

Obviously he must be misshapen ; I decided tha t  
long ago. 

BoccAROSSA HAS crossed the f rontier a t  the 
head of fou r thousand men ! Already he is four 
leagues from the border and il Toro has not yet 
recovered from the su rprise attack I 

Such i s  the tremendous news which a roused the 
town today l ike a thunderclap, the unprecedented  
occu rrence wh ich preoccupies a l l  minds I 

The great condottiere had assembled his  mer
cenaries i n  deepest secrecy i n  the i naccessible 
mounta in  di stri cts at the sou thwest f rontier,  and 
p repared the successfu l i nvasion wi th di abolical  
cunni ng. Nobody suspected a th ing, not even we 
ou rselves. Only the Prince, the originator of the 
masterly plan of a ttack 1 It is almost i nconceivable l 
One sea rcely da res believe i t  I 

Now the days of the Montanzas draw to a close, 
and the detestable Lodovico, who is reported to be 
as hated by h i s  own people as by us, wil l  at l ast 
crack his bu ll neck and shut up the story of h i s  
shameless clan.  

He has been completely hoodwinked, the cun
n ing scoundrel ! Undoubtedly he suspected that the 
Prince was . planning to attack him, bu t he knew 
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that no a rmy was being set u p  here, and so he was 
lul led into securi ty. And leas t of  all d id  he expect 
an onslaught in that part of the country where the 
ground  is  so impassable and where he has no border 
fortres ses I It i s  the end of  i l  Toro I I-I i s  day of 
reckoning has come 1 

The atmosphere in  the town i s  indescribable. 
People c rowd excitedly together in the streets, ges
ticulating and talking ; or they stand in s i lence 
watching the troops march by, the Prince's own 
troops wh ich are now being concentrated , though 
no one knows where they have come from. I t  i s  as 
though they had sprung from the ea rth. One 
can see that everything was very careful ly and 
secretly prepared. All  the bells a re r inging and 
the churches a re c rammed to bu rsting. The priests 
pray ea rnestly for the war and obviously i t  has the 
bless ing of  the church .  How cou ld it be otherwise ? 
This i s  going to be a glorious war I 

All the people are rejoic ing, and here a t  court 
there i s  no l imi t to the admi ration and enthusiasm 
for the Prince. 

Q UR OWN troops a re going to another sec
tor. They will cross the border to the east in the 
broad river val ley, the old class ic road of  a ttack. 
It i s  only a day's march away, and there on the 
level, where the ground is su i ted to a regular battle 
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and the soi l watered wi th glorious blood, they wil l  
jo in up  with the condottiere's a rmy. That i s  the 
plan of campaign I I have worked it out I 

I do not know for certa in  that  that i s  the plan, 
bu t I have p i cked up bi ts here and there and come 
to that conc lusion .  I am busy finding out every
thing, keeping up  with everyth i ng, l istening at  
keyholes, h idi ng behi nd cupboards and curtains to 
hear as much as possible of the great  impending 
events. 

What  a plan of a ttack I And of course i t  must 
succeed . There a re fortresses on that section of the 
border, bu t they wil l  fa ll . Maybe they wi ll  sur
render s traightway, knowing the hopelessness of  
res istance. Maybe they wi ll be  s tormed. In  any 
case, they will  not s top us .  Nothing can stop us, 
si nce the i n i tia l  assaul t  came as such a su rprise, 
catching them unawa res. 

And the Prince-what a general ! What  a sly 
fox ! Such cunning, such foresight ! And what gran
deu r in the whole plan of  campaign ! 

I t  fills me with p ride to be the dwarf of such a 

pnnce. 

I can th ink of  one thi ng only : how can I go to 
the war ?  I m ust .  But how ? How can my dream be 
reali zed ? I have no mi l i ta ry tra in ing in the ordi 
nary sense such as is necessary to an  officer or  even 
a common soldier .  But  I can bea r  a rms 1 And fence 
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l ike a man I My rapier i s  as  good as anybody's I 
Maybe not qui te so long, bu t a short sword i s  not 
the least dangerous l The enemy will soon find that 
out ! 

Thi s  constant brooding makes me i l l , the fear of 
being left behind with the women and chi ldren,  of 
not being a llowed to go along when at last some
thing is actually happening. And the bloodiest 
s laughter may be j ust now, at the very beginning. 

I crave blood ! 

I AM GOING with them l I am going with 
them I 

This morning I plucked u p  my cou rage and 
confided in  the Pr ince, tel l ing h im my bu rning 
wish to share in the campaign. I presented my re
quest with such passion that  i t  made an  obvious 
impression on h im. Also I was fortunate enough 
to a rr ive a t  a time when he was i n  a particula rly 
f avorable mood. He passed his hand over h i s  crop
ped fr inged hair as i s  h i s  wont  when in good humor 
and his black eyes gl i ttered as  he looked at  me. 

Naturally I cou ld go to war,  he sa id .  He was 
going h imself and wou ld take me along as  a matter 
of  course. Can a prince be without h i s  dwarf ? Who 
else would pour h i s  wine, he  added, smi l ing at  "le. 

I am going with them l I am going with them l 
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AT PRESENT I am in  a tent on a mound 
wi th a few p ine trees, f rom wh ich one has an ex
cel lent view of the enemy on the level ground be
low. The tent i s  i n  the Pri nce's colors, s triped with 
red and yel low, and i ts rattl i ngs are as stimulating 
as a fanfare of trumpets. I am ful ly armed , just 
l ike the Prince, wi th breastplate and helmet, and 
my sword in  a s i lver baldr ic by my s ide .  I t  i s  near 
sunset, and for the moment I am a lone. I can hear 
the officers' voi ces plann i ng the morrow's a ttack, 
and in the d i stance the gay melodious songs of the 
soldi ers. I can glimpse i l  Taro's b lack-and-white 
tent down below and the men about i t  looking so 
small  as to be i nnocuous ; far  off to the left are un
armed knigh ts , stri pped to the waist ,  watering the i r  
horses i n  the river. 

We have been in the field for more than a week, 
and the time has been crammed with great happen
ings. The campaign has  developed exactly as I 
prophesi ed. We s tormed the border forts a fter 
bombard ing them wi th Messer Bernardo's excel
lent cu lveri ns ; the effect of thei r awe- i nspi ring 
cannonade was unsurpassed, and terrori zed the 
garri son i nto surrender. 1 1  Toro sent inadequate 
troops aga inst  us ,  taken from the forces with which 
he was  trying to  check Boccarossa's advance, a nd 
we have fought  some fierce ski rmi shes with them. 
However, they were vastly i n ferior to us ,  so the 
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victory has  always been ours. During this time 
Boccarossa's a rmy, opposed to ever weakening and 
dwindling troops, has pressed forward over the 
lowlands ,  burning and pi llaging and always bear
ing north in order to make contact with us .  Thi s  
longed-for and vi tal  objective was attai ned a t  mid
day yesterday, and now we stand together on the 
slopes between the lowland and the mountains, a 
combined host of more than fifteen thousand men, 
including two thousand horsemen. 

I was present at the meeting between the Prince 
and h i s  condottiere. I t  was a h istoric moment, 
never to be forgotten.  The Prince, who has been 
rejuvenated these days in  a manner which a rouses 
general admi ration, was clad in a suit of splendid 
a rmor, with breastp late and armpieces of s i lver 
gi lt . On h is helmet were plumes of yellow and red 
which dipped and swayed as, surrounded by hi s  
foremost capta ins, he courteously greeted his cel
ebrated brother in arms. For once there was a faint  
color on  h i s  pa le and aristocratic face and the th in  
l ips were curved i n  a candid and friendly smile 
which, l ike everything else connected with him, 
was yet reticent and somewhat  cautious.  Opposite 
him stood Boccarossa, broad and powerful,  with a 
body that, to me, seemed gigantic. I had a pecu liar 
sensation of never h aving seen him before. He had 
come straight from the battle. He wore steel armor, 
very plain i n  comparison with that  of  the Prince, 
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and i ts only adornment was a beast's head i n  bronze 
on the cu i rass, an enraged lion whose tongue pro
truded from i ts gaping jaws. His he lmet had no 
crest and no ornament of  any kind,  but fitted close 
to that head of his which seemed the most terri fy
i ng I had ever seen .  The j aw a lone of that fat pock
ma rked visage was enough to i nsp i re awe ; the 
thick blackish red l ips were pressed together in to 
a mouth wh ich seemed i ncapable of opening, and 
the expression which crouched brooding with in  
the eyes might force an adversary into submission 
wi thout ever leaving them, merely by showing that 
i t  was there. He was a fr ightening s ight, but more 
of a m a n  than anybody else whom I ever have met. 
I must admit that he made such an impression on 
me that I may never be able to rid mysel f  of i t . He 
was a revelation of something-! know not what. 
Perhaps of  humanity when i t  rea lly is capable of 
something. As though bewi tched, I stood and scru 
t ini zed h im wi th that ancient ga ze of mine which 
has a l ready wi tnessed everyth i ng, with my dwarf's 
eyes in  which al l  the centuries dwell .  

He  was tac i tu rn, said practically nothi ng. I t  was 
the others who spoke. Once he smi led at some 
utterance of the Pri nce. I do not know why I say 
that  he smi led-but i t  was an ex pression that, on 
another face, might have been cal led a smi le. 

I wonder i f ,  l ike me, he cannot smile ? 
He  is  no smooth- face like the rest and no new-
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born babe either, but of ancient race, though not 
so old as my own. 

The Prince seemed somewhat  i nsignificant be
side h im,  and I admit it, desp i te my great admi ra
tion for my lord , which I h ave often emphasi zed, 
pa rticularly of late. 

I hope that I may see h im in combat. 
For the great battle is to take place tomorrow 

morning. One might  th ink that  the attack should 
have been made at once, as soon as the two armies 
had met, and before Lodovi co had had a chance 
to take breath and assemble h i s  scattered forces, as 
now he has  been able to. I pointed th i s  out  to the 
Pri nce, but he rep lied that  the men must have a 
rest first. Besides, one n1ust be chivalrous to one's 
opponent and give h im time to get i nto battle ar
ray before sta rt ing such a momentous action. I 
expressed my doubts as to the wi sdom and ju stifica 
tion of  such a strategy. He answered : "Wise or  
not, I am a knight  and must act as such.  You do 
not have to . "  I shook my head .  There i s  no under
s tanding the cha racter of that pecu l i ar  man.  I 
wonder what Boccarossa th inks of  i t  al l .  

There can be no doubt that  i l  Toro has put his  
respi te to good account. All day we have been able 
to see i t  f rom up here. He even has been able to 
p rocu re reinforcements. 

But  we shal l win ; that  goes without saying. And 
i t  may be an  advantage if he collects as many men 
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as possible, si nce that makes all the more fo r us to 
slay. The greater the enemy, the greater the vic
tory. He ought to realize that he will  be defeated 
anyhow and that, therefore, it would be better not 
to have so many men. But he is overconfident and 
as obsti nate as a mule. 

But i t  would be wrong to th ink that he is not 
dangerous. He is  sly, cunning, and ruth less, a real
ly fine general .  He would be a terrible adversary 
if the war had not caught him unawares. The s ig
nificance of ou r su rprise attack becomes more and 
more evident and doubtless we shall be reminded 
of i t  during the whole campa ign .  

I know all the detai ls of the plan for tomorrow's 
attack. Ou r-that is  to say, the Prince's-army, 
wi ll attack their  center,  Boccarossa 's ,  the ir  left 
wing. We shall form not one but two fronts, as is 
qu i te natural ,  si nce we have two armies at our 
disposit ion. The enemy who has but one will  be 
compelled to fight on two fronts, and obviously he 
will  thereby encounter many difficu lties which we 
shall avoid .  There can be no doubt of the outcome, 
bu t we must be prepared for certa in  losses. I think 
it wi l l  be a bloody business, but nothing can be 
ach ieved without sacrifice. And th is battle is so 
vital ly important that i ts outcome will probably 
decide the future course of the war. I n  such c ir
cumstances i t  is  worth while to sacrifice a good 
deal .  
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The secrets of  warfare, once a sealed book to 
me, in terest me more and more. And the ups and 
downs of l i fe in the field appeal to me enormous ly. 
I t  i s  a marvelous life I Body and sou l feel l iberated 
when you take part in war. One becomes a new 
man. I have never felt so well .  I breathe so easi ly, 
I move so easi ly. I t  is as though my body were as  
l ight as a i r .  

Never i n  a l l  my l i fe have I been so happy. I 
even feel as though I had never been happy before. 

Tomorrow 1 Tomorrow I 
I am as  happy as  a chi ld at  the thought of the 

battle. 

· !  I jot down a few li nes i n  haste. 
We have won a victory, a glorious victory ! The 

enemy i s  retreating in  disarray and trying in  va in  
to  reassemble his  scattered troops. We are follow
ing them up  1 The road to Montanza's h i therto un
conquered ci ty l ies open before us .  

As soon as events permit I shall  give a detai led 
description of the wonderful engagement. 

Events speak for themselves, words have no fur
ther meaning. I h ave exchanged the pen for the 
sword .  

AT LAST I have lei sure to  wri te .  We have 
been fighti ng and advancing  all  the time for sev
eral days and it has been impossible to give a 
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thought to anything else. Sometimes we have not 
even had time to pi tch a tent for the n ight, but 
have camped i n  the open among the vineyards and 
the ol ive groves, wrapped in our cloaks, p i l lowing 
our  heads on stones. A wonderful l ife ! But  now it  
is  a li ttle calmer.  The Prince says we need a breath
ing space and he may be r ight. Even perpetual  
successes can be exhausti ng in  the long run.  

Now we are only a league from the town and 
can see i t  lyi ng before us with i ts towers and battle
ments, i ts churches and bel fries and Montanza 's 
old castle on a rise i n  the center with other smaller 
houses cluster ing around, the whole su rrounded by 
a h igh wall .  A veri table nest of robbers ! \Ve can 
hear the peal ing of the churrh bells ,  presumably 
call ing u pon God to save them. We shall  see to 
i t  that he has no opportuni ty of granti ng thei r 
prayers. I l  Toro has assembled the remnants of h i s  
army here, between us and the c i ty. f-Ie has round
ed up all the men he can get hold of ,  but they wi l l  
not suffice. for  he has a lready been too badly 
mauled. Once more the outcome i s  a certainty. A 
great commander l ike that ought  to reali ze the 
hopelessness of h i s  pos i tion .  Apparently he in tends 
to do his best and mobi l ize h i s  uttermost resources 
i n  the hope of cheating fate .  Th is  is his last attempt 
to  save the ci ty. 

Rather a hopeless a ttempt.  The fate of the Mon
tanzas was decided on a hi storic morning nearly a 
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week ago. Now only the final settlement remains. 
I sha ll try to give a deta i led and authentic de

scription of the great incomparable battle. 
I t  began with a jo int  a ttack from both our  

armies, exactly a s  I had predicted. Seen from the 
slopes ,  i t  was a magnificent spectac le, a feast for 
all the senses. Mart ial  music  resounded, the stand
ard was u nfu rled, the banners waved over the 
orderly and colorfu l ranks. The s i lver bugle echoed 
over  the countrysi de in the dawning, and the in 
fantry poured down the slopes. The enemy awai ted 
them ranged i n  close and somewhat  threaten i ng 
formations,  and the strongly armed adversaries 
closed in on each other. From the start i t  was a 
bloody business. There were casualti es on both 
s ides, the wounded were s tabbed or trampled to 
death as  they tried to crawl away, and the usual  
cri es and moans were heard .  The fight ing shi fted 
to and f ro ; sometimes our men seemed to have the 
upper hand, elsewhere the enemy was superior.  To 
begin with, Boccarossa pretended to take the s ame 
l ine as we, but by degrees h i s  t roops swung i n  a 
wide a rc and fell  upon the enemy's wing. This  
dangerous maneuver caught them unawares ,  and 
they had great difficu lty in defending themselves. 
Victory was wi th in  reach, or so i t  appeared to me. 
By now several  hours had passed and the sun was 
h igh in  the heavens. 

Suddenly something terrible happened. Those 
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of our  troops who were nearest the river began to 
weaken. They yielded to the pressure of i l  Taro's 
right wing and allowed themselves to be driven 
backward, making only the clumsi est and feeblest 
a ttempts to s tand.  They seemed to have lost a l l  
thei r fighting sp i rit ,  merely went on retreati ng, 
ready to face anyth ing rather than death .  I cou ld 
not believe my eyes. I could not grasp what was 
going on down there, parti cularly as  we were 
numerical ly superior,  actually about twice as many 
as the others. I fel t  my blood boi l  with shame over 
thei r incredible coward i ce. I raved and shrieked 
and s tamped, shaking my fists i n  helpless fu ry, 
showeri ng abuse on them, sc reaming my anger and 
contempt. But what was the use ? Of course they 
did not hear me and merely conti nued to withdraw. 
I thought I should go out of my mind .  And nobody 
came to reinforce them I Nobody seemed to pay 
the s l ightest attention to thei r predi cament. Not 
that they deserved i t !  

Suddenly I saw the Prince, who was command
ing the center, s ignal to some detachments to the 
rear of the center. They started to move forward 
at an angle toward the river, and wi th renewed 
vi gor began to break through the enemy's l i nes. 
S tep by s tep, with i rres is t ible s trength , they fought  
the i r  way unti l ,  wi th a wi ld bellow of j oy, they 
reached the r iver bank. They had cut  off the re
treat of between five and seven hundred men who 
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were thereby completely hedged in  wi th no pros
pect but immedia te annihilation. 

I was overcome wi th amazement. I had had no 
suspi cion of this ruse I I had taken it for cowardice. 
My heart thumped, my breast swelled with j oy. I 
felt a wonderfu l sense of relief after the terrible 
s train .  

A dramatic  scene fol lowed. Ou r troops pressed 
in from every side, forc ing the su rrounded foe to
gether and backward between the front l ine and 
the river bank. At last  they were packed so closely 
together that they cou ld scarcely move,  and we be
gan to destroy them. It was a massacre the like of 
wh ich I have never seen, and not only a massacre, 
for they were driven out i n to the r iver where they 
drowned like rats .  They fought  for dear li fe in the 
current, flai l ing the water with the i r  arms, yell ing 
for help and a l together behaving in  a most u n
soldie rly fash ion. Hardly any of them could swim ; 
i t  was as though they had never seen water before . 
Those who could crawl ashore were promptly cut 
down, and those who tr ied to reach the other bank 
were carried away by the fierce cu rrent. Scarcely 
any escaped alive. 

Our di sgrace was transformed into a splendid 
victory I 

Developments fol lowed each other at  a tremen
dous pace. Our  center s tormed down on the enemy, 
followed by the left wing, wh i le ,  on the r igh t, 
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Bocca rossa's t roops s lashed away wi th renewed 
and frenzied energy. And f rom the hi l ls  fresh 
cavalry squadrons came cha rging down wi th thei r 
lances i n  rest, and jo ined in  the melee, completely 
demora l iz ing i l  Toro's exhausted wavering army. 
Soon the i r  desperate defense was tu rned in to dis
o rderly fl ight, and we pu rsued them with the horse
men in the van, to squeeze the last drops f rom our 
match less victory. The P rince was determined to 
profit  by every opportuni ty. Pa rt of h i s  force, i n
c luding infantry and cavalry, was sent i n  a dif
ferent di rection f rom the others, and went off 
down one of the s ide val leys with the obvious pur
pose of overtaking the enemy. The mountains con
cea led their  fu rther movements so we cou ld not 
see exactly what  happened next. They disappeared 
among the vine-clad h i l ls on the other s ide of the 
level ground which had been the scene of the 
battle. 

Now \Ve began to s t i r ou rselves in the camp. 
Horses were harnessed to the wagons, and every
th ing was hasti ly p acked onto them, s tores and 
armaments of every descri pt ion ; everybody rushed 
wi ldly about,  the baggage was to be sent away. I 
sa t  at  the back of the cart on which the Pr ince's 
tent had been placed. The s ignal was given and we 
drove down the slope and on to the battlefie ld.  I t  
was deserted, save for the dead and wounded who 
lay so close together that  we cou ld hardly proceed 
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without sometimes dri ving over them. Most of 
them were a lready dead, but the others moaned 
and s ighed without ceasing. Our own men cal led 
to us to take them along, but i t  was impossible, for 
we must hasten to catch up wi th the army. In war 
one becomes hardened, inured to everyth ing, bu t I 
had never known anything l ike th is  before. I saw 
some horses among the corpses. \Ve drove past one 
that had had i ts bel ly spl i t  open so that the entra i ls 
lay on the ground. The s ight made me fee l s ick and 
I feared I might vomi t. I do not know what came 
over me ; I cal led to the dr iver to i ncrease h i s pace ; 
he cracked h i s  wh ip  and we rol led on. 

It i s  very strange. I have often noticed that in 
some respects I am pecu l i a rly sensit ive. I find 
certa in  th ings qui te unendu rable. It i s  the same 
whenever I think of Francesco's i ntes ti nes. Some 
th ings, though perhaps qu i te natural  in themselves, 
are rea l ly extraordinar i ly nauseati ng. 

The day was drawing to a close. Even a day l ike 
th i s  must  have an end. The sun  was low above the 
western h i l l s  and i ts dying rays fe ll over the field 
which had wi tnessed so much glory, heroism, and 
defeat. Twi l ight began to cover it  as I sat  there i n  
the jol ti ng wagon ,  looking backward. 

The scene was enveloped in darkness and the 
bloody drama which had been enacted there was 
already a part o f  history. 
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I HAVE had plenty of time for writi ng, be
cause it rai ns withou t stopping, pour ing down for 
days on end as though the heavens had been opened. 
We are deluged unceasi ngly. 

This ,  of course, i s  ti resome. Everything in camp 
is di rty and muddy. The tent lanes are knee-deep 
in clay, and equ ine and human excrement floats 
about i n  the mi re. Everything one touches is  wet 
and fil thy and fee ls di sgusting and if one goes out 
for a moment one i s  immediately soaked to the 
skin.  The tent roofs le ak and ins ide it is l ike a 
morass .  All  this i s  very unpleasant and not at al l  
good for morale .  Every evening we hope that to
morrow wi l l  be fine, bu t as soon as we wake up we 
hear the same pattering on the canvas. 

I do not see the point of th i s  eternal ra in .  It im
pedes a l l  warfare and puts a stop to the whole 
campaign. And j ust when we were going to garner 
the frui ts of our great successes . Why is i t  ra in ing?  

The soldiers are out o f  sorts. They spend thei r 
days sleeping or th rowing dice. Naturally there 
can be no marti al sp ir i t  under such conditions. We 
can be su re that a l l th i s  time i l  Toro i s  reinforcing 
h i s  troops,  whereas we are not getti ng any stronger. 
Not that i t  worries me, bu t the thought of i t  i s  
i r ri tati ng just the same. 

Nothing has such an in ju rious effect on an army's 
morale as ra in .  The excitement of the game fades 
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away and the glamour disappears, a l l  the gli tter 
and stimulus wh ich are part of wa rfare .  The 
power and the glory have departed . But  there 
should be a reaction agai nst th i s  pi ctu re of war as 
an un interrupted carnival .  War is not a pastime, 
it  is dead ly serious. It  is death ,  defeat, destruction.  
I t  i s  no agreeable l i fe, no joust ing wi th an oppo
nent who is perhaps perpetual ly in fer ior .  One must 
school oneself to endu re everyth ing, to i l , hardsh ip ,  
suffering of every k ind .  That i s  absolutely neces
sa ry. 

I t  can be dangerous i f  th i s  depress i on spreads 
i tself among the troops.  Much sti ll l ies ahead be
fore we can ach ieve the final  v ictory. The enemy 
i s  not qu i te routed , al though he soon wi l l  be. And 
we must admit that he made rather a ski l l fu l re
treat a fter the terri ble defeat at  the r iver,  and 
prevented us  from actual ly captu ri ng h im.  And 
now, as I have poi nted out, he is sure to be muster
ing new fo rces .  We shall  need all our  old fighti ng 
spi ri t to put an end to h im.  

But the Pri nce i s  not i n  the least d i spi r i ted. He 
i s  one of  those who rea lly love war in  a l l  i ts forms. 
He i s  calm, self-confident, and energetic ,  and h i s  
temperament i s  unchanging in  i ts sereni ty. He i s  
always filled with cou rage and absolutely su re of  
vi ctory. A marvelous wa rrior ! In  the field he  and 
I rea lly resemble one another. 

I have only one grudge aga i nst h im wh ich I can-
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not overlook and for which I constantly reproach 
h im ; that is his refusal to let me jo in  in  the fight
ing. I cannot understand why he refuses my re
quest, why he prevents me ! Before every battle I 
have begged and implored him, once I even be
sought h im on my knees, c lasping h is legs and 
bathing them with my tears .  But  he always p re
tends not to hear me or merely s rni les and says 
something about my being too p recious ,  tha t  some
th ing might happen to me. Happen ! I ask nothing 
better ! He does not  rea l ize what th i s  means to me, 
that I crave combat with al l  my sou l ,  more so than 
any of h i s  soldiers ,  with a deeper and more burni ng 
passion than they. War is no game to me, but grim 
reali ty. I want to fight, I want to kill! Not for the 
glory of i t , but for the deed a lone ! I want to see 
men fal l ,  see death and destruction a round me. He 
knows nothing about me ! And so he lets me pour 
h i s  wine and wai t  upon h im ,  and forbids me to 
leave the tent and jo in  in the f ray where I so long 
to be . I must stand abou t and look on whi le others 
perform the deeds which a re never out of  my 
thoughts, but I may never share in the battle. It is  
so unbearably humil i at ing ! Why, I have not yet 
ki l led a man,  not a s i ngle one 1 He has  no notion 
of the suffering wh i ch he causes me. 

So I am not absolutely truthfu l when I ca l l  my
self really happy. 

Others besides the Pr ince have noti ced my mar-
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t ia l  sp ir i t ,  but they do not know as he does how 
serious it is ,  how deeply rooted i n  my bei ng. They 
only see me going abou t in sword and a rmor and 
i t  catches the i r a ttent ion.  The ir  op inion of me and 
my share in the campaign i s  of no s ignificance 
whatsoever. 

Naturally, I know many of the people here ,  
courtiers and others who were always at the pa lace ,  
renowned scions of  anc ient  fami l ies famous i n  war
fare th roughout the centu r ies ,  noble lords exercis 
i ng h igh commands thanks to the i r  soc ia l  pos i t ion.  
I am well acquainted wi th al l  the superior officers 
and,  of course,  they know me too. They and the 
Prince are the real leaders and one n1ust admit  
that  he has surrounded h imself w i th a magni ficent 
collect ion of the old fighti ng nobi l i ty. 

Don Ricca rdo's share in the campaign i rr i tates 
me. He is  everywhere ,  boasti ng and swagger ing, 
p referably in  the v ic i n i ty of the Pr i nce , ful l  o f  
s i lly jests wh ich arouse the coarse laughter of h i s  
assoc ia tes . He  looks extraord inar i ly foo l i sh 'vi th 
h i s  fresh peasant complex ion wh ich i s  far too rud
dy, and his  big whi te teeth which a re constantly i n  
evidence, for h e  laughs at  everyth ing. Hi s  way of 
toss i ng his head and twisting the cu rls of his black 
beard is qu i te unbea rable. I cannot understand 
how the Pr ince can stand having him in the neigh
borhood. 

Sti l l  less can I understand how the Pr incess can 
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see any charm i n  th is  vulga rian ,  for vulgar he i s  
desp i te h i s  pedigree. S ti l l ,  that has noth ing to do 
wi th me nor with anyth ing else, for that matter ,  
and i n  point  of fact i s  of no in terest to me. 

When they call h im brave I ,  at least, do not 
unde rstand what they are talking about. He was i n  
the fighting a t  the r ive r  l ike a l l  the others, but I do 
not believe that he dist i ngu ished h imself i n  any 
way. I never caught a gl impse of h im .  Presumably 
he has  told everybody how brave he was, and as 
they a l l  l i sten whenever he opens h i s  mouth ,  he has 
gained thei r  c redence. Personally, I do not for one 
moment beli eve i n  h i s  courage. He i s  a n  i ntolerable 
braggart-that's what he i s  I 

He a hero I The mere i dea i s  r id iculous ! 
Ah ,  but the Pr ince i s  b rave. He  i s  a lways i n  the 

melee . One can see h i s  whi te charger and dist inc
t ive c rest i n  the th i ck of the battle, and the enemy 
can see them too . He i s  a lways expos i ng h imself 
to mortal danger. One can see that he loves a hand
to-hand fight for i ts own sake ; he rejo ices i n  i t. 
And, of course, Boccarossa i s  brave, i f  bravery be 
the r ight  word. I t  seems too inadequate and fa i ls to 
give a true p i cture of h im i n  action. They tel l  me 
that h i s  tactics a re enough to terr i fy the most hard
ened warrior and ,  most te rr ifying of al l ,  he does 
not seem i n  the least maddened or agi tated by the 
fighting, but  b i tes h i s  l ips  together and calmly 
purs ues h i s  trade of cold-blooded and methodica l  
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slaughter. Often he fights afoot so as to be nearer 
his victim. He seems to enjoy the carnage and re
vels in  cutting down his man. In comparison, the 
methods of the Prince and the others seem l ike 
chi ld 's p lay. I speak from hearsay, for I have al 
ways been too far away to see i t  for myself .  I can
not  describe my vexation when I th ink of what  I 
have missed. 

Men l ike the Prince and Boccarossa are brave, 
each in  h i s  own way, bu t Don Riccardo I It is gro
tesque to mention h i s  name in  the same breath . 

Boccarossa and his  men enjoy ha rrying the land  
through which they pass ,  burning and  plunderi ng 
rather more th an the Pr ince considers necessa ry. 
He too, of cou rse , reali zes that plunder is part  of 
warfare .  Where they have passed they leave prac
tically nothing l iving beh ind them, and i t  i s  sa id  
that  the Prince and h is condottiere are not  of the 
same mind on th i s  point. I must say that I incl ine 
to Boccarossa 's theory. Enemy country is  enemy 
country and must be treated as such . That is the 
law of war. It may seem c ruel ,  bu t war and cruelty 
go together ; there is  no getti ng away from i t. One 
must exterminate the people agai nst whom one i s  
fighting and ravage the land so  tha t  i t  cannot rise 
again .  I t  can be very dangerous to leave a few 
opposi tion centers in the rear ; one must know that 
one's back i s  f ree. I am sure that Boccarossa is 
right. 
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Sometimes the Prince seems to forget that he i s  
i n  the midst of the enemy. Now and then he treats 
the population in  a n1anner of which one cannot 
possi bly approve. For example, when he came to 
the di r ty mountai n  vi l lage, he s tayed to watch 
thei r rustic feast and l i s ten to thei r flute players as 
though he thought the i r  music worth hearing. I 
could not understand how he cou ld take any pleas
ure in it and how he cou ld br ing h imself to speak 
to these dolts . That sort of th ing passes my under
s tanding, nor did I understand what they were 
doing, though according to thei r own account i t  
\vas some kind of feast t o  celebrate the harvest . A 
pregnant woman poured wine and olive oi l over 
the earth on a bit of t i l led grou nd, and then they 
al l  seated themselves i n  a c i rcle around i t  and par
took of bread and wine and goats' mi lk cheese. 

The Pri nce sa t  down too and a te wi th them, 
pra is ing the ir  ol ives and the cheese which looked 
dry and nasty. When the di rty old earthen pi tcher 
of wine reached him he set i t  to h i s  l ips and drank 
l ike the others .  I t  was a d i stastefu l  s ight .  Never 
had  I seen h im behave l ike that ,  nor bel ieved that 
he could do so. He never ceases to surprise me i n  
one way o r  another. 

vVhen he asked them why the woman had done 
all that, they became very secretive and embar
rassed and did not want to answer, but smi led 
knowingly wi th thei r s i l ly peasant faces . But  at 
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last they came out  with i t : i t  was to make the earth 
bear grapes and ol ives the next year  also. I t  sound
ed too comic  for words. As though the ea rth cou ld 
know that  they had pou red wine and oil on it and 
the i r  purpose in  so doi ng ! "\Ve do this  every year  
a t  th is t ime," they sa id .  And an old man wi th a long 
tangled beard , splashed wi th wi ne, approached the 
Prince, bent h i s  head and gazed candid ly i nto h i s  
eyes . "So have ou r fathers done," he sa id ,  "and we 
do the same." 

Then they got up  and began to dance, clumsi ly 
and loutish ly, old and young, even the poor o ld 
man who was already on the bri nk  of the grave. 
And the flu te players played on thei r homemade 
pi  pes which had a few notes only wh ich were re
peated aga in  and aga in. I cou ld not understand 
how the Pr ince cou ld wish to l i s ten to th i s  a rtless 
music ,  but  both he and Don Riccardo, who \Vas 
present too (when is he not ? ) , l i ngered there for
getting tha t  a war was goi ng on and that they were 
in the midst of the enemy. And when the people' 
began to s ing thei r gloomy monotonous songs they 
could not tea r  themselves away, but remai ned unt i l  
twi l igh t  fell and they were compelled to  leave. 
Then perhaps they rea l ized tha t  it might be dan
gerous to s tay up there in the encroaching dark
ness. 

"Wha t  a beau t iful eveni ng, " they sa id to each 
other, when at l as t  we went back to camp. And 
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Don Riccardo, who must give proof of h i s  sensi
bi l i ty in and out of season, began to expatiate most 
fu lsomely on the beauty of the scenery, though 
there was noth ing particula rly pretty about i t, and 
stopped time and aga in  to l i sten to the flutes and 
songs from the vi llage wi th i ts d i rty old houses 
perched up on the mountai nside. 

That same evening he brought two harlots i nto 
the Pr ince's ten t ; he had found them i n  the camp 
whither they h ad contrived to worm thei r way 
from the town, presumably because they hoped to 
receive better pay here where there was a shortage 
of  the i r  kind.  "Also i t  i s  more fitt ing for a woman 
to l ie wi th an enemy," they said.  At first  the Prince 
seemed shocked and I was sure he would be angry 
and chase them away and punish Don Riccardo 
severely for h i s  i ncredible impudence, but to my 
i ntense astonishment he suddenly burst out laugh
i ng, took one of them on h i s  knee and ca lled for 
our rares t wine. I have not yet recovered f rom my 
amazement over the things which I was forced to 
witness that  n ight .  I wou ld give much never to 
have been there ' nd to be quit  of these revolting 
memories .  I f  I could d iscover how they came here 1 
But  women, especi al ly women of thei r kind, are 
l ike rats ; they admit of no obstac les but gnaw their 
way th rough everyth ing.  I was about to leave and 
go to bed in  the servitors' tent, but now I felt com
pelled to remain and serve not only my lord and 
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Don Riccardo, bu t a lso these painted strumpets 
who stank of Veneti an pomades and hot fat female 
flesh. I found i t  extraordinari ly  repu lsive. 

Don Riccardo descanted on the i r  beauty a nd 
had no words fa i r  enough for one-for her  eyes 
and ha i r  and her legs which he showed to the 
Prince though she tried to stop him ; bu t then he 
tu rned to the o ther and pra i sed her i n  equ ally 
flatter ing terms so that  she shou ld not feel left i n  
the cold. "All women are beaut ifu l !"  h e  cried. 
"They a re the sou rce of all  the sweetness of l i fe I 
But  sweetest of a l l  i s  the cou rtesan whose l i fe i s  
dedicated to love and who never plays i t  false." 
Hi s  behavior was so id iotic  and tasteless that even 
I, who have always rega rded h im as the stu pidest 
of vu lga rians,  would never have believed h im ca
pable of  such grotesque bu ffoonery. 

They drank a great deal o f  wine and gradually 
i t  took effect. Don Ricca rdo became s ickly senti 
mental and began to babble of  love and rec i te 
reams of appall i ng poetry, mostly love sonnets, to 
somebody whom he ca lled Lau ra, so that  the wom
en's eyes filled with tea rs . He and the Prince lay 
·wi th thei r heads on the laps of these t rollops who 
tenderly s troked thei r ha i r  and s ighed sweetly as 
they l i s tened to Don Riccardo's flummery. He had 
chosen the prettier  of  the two, and I could not 
avoid seeing the pecu l i a r  way in  which the Prince 
looked at him both then and later on du ring the 
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eveni ng, when the s tup id women seemed most be
wi tched by him and h i s  anti cs. v\lomen a lways 
prefer the s i l l iest  and most i ns ignificant men, be
cause they remind them of themselves . 

But  suddenly he sprang up and decla red that 
now they had had enough of lachrymose lyrics, 
now they were goi ng to dr ink and be merry 1 This  
marked the beginning of an orgy of wine-bibbing 
and j esti ng and laughter and i ndecent  gestu res and 
foul  s tories of a coa rseness that I cannot reproduce. 
\Vhen the carousal was at  i ts height the Prince 
ra i sed h i s  glass and toasted Don Ricca rdo : "To
morrow you shall  be my standard-bea rer i n  the 
battle 1" The other was del ighted at  this unexpected 
honor and his eyes gl i ttered. "I hope it  will  be 
dangerous 1" he excla imed, preeni ng h imself before 
the women so tha t  they should see how brave he 
was. "One never knows, it may wel l be," replied 
the Pri nce. Don Ricca rdo seized his hand and 
kissed i t  in humble grati tude l ike a squ i re before 
h i s  l iege lord.  "Beloved Pr ince, remember what 
you have promi sed me in  the midst of the fes ta l  
ga iety." "Rest assu red that  I shal l  not forget i t. "  

The courtesans found al l  th is  very impressive 
and looked on wi th eager eyes, but thei r first  glance 
was for him who should bear  the standard in the 
battle. 

After this i nte rlude they went on \Vi th the i r  dis
gusti ng o rgy and thei r behavior became more and 
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more offensive and shameless, so that I who was 
forced to witness i t  was fil led with confusion and 
nausea . They kissed and hugged each other, wi th 
flushed faces , hot and panting with lust. I t  was 
indescribably nasty. Desp i te the women's pretend
ed resistance, they pulled down the i r  dresses , ex
posing thei r naked breasts .  The prett ier  had rose 
pink n ipples with a mole bes ide one of thcn1 ,  not 
very big, but i t  was impossible to avoid notic ing i t. 
When I came forward to serve her  I was nauseated 
by the smell of her body which was j ust  the same 
as that of the Princess when she l ies in bed i n  the 
morni ng, though I have never been so close to her .  
When Don Riccardo took hold of her breasts I felt 
such a distaste and hatred for the lecher that I 
wou ld fa in have throttled him wi th my bare hands 
or ki l led h im with my dagger so as to dra in  the 
pru rient blood from h i s  body and s top h i tn from 
ever embracing a woman again .  I s tood there fil led 
with s i ck loath ing and pondered over thtt offens ive
ness of mankind. May a ll these beings end up i n  
the fires o f  hell ! 

At last  Don Riccardo had one of h i s  i d iot ic 
ideas. He had been most with the prettier, for she 
would not leave him in peace, but now he proposed 
that he and the Pr ince th row dice to see whi ch one 
should have her. Everybody approved of th i s ,  in 
cluding the Prince, and the woman shrieked wi th 
laughter and wriggled her  naked torso i n  her  de-
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l igh t  a t  being the object of  such a duel. I found 
her di sgusti ng and I could not understand how they 
could consider her beaut iful  and des i rable, or how 
they could compete for such a repuls ive p ri ze. She 
was blonde and fai r-skinned with great blue eyes 
and quanti ties of ha i r i n  her armpi ts .  I found her 
loathsome. I have never known why it  i s  people 
have ha i r  under the i r  arms, and I feel squeamish 
when I see i t , particularly if it is rnoi st . We dwarfs 
have noth ing l ike that  and we find i t  nas ty and 
offensive. If I had ha i r  there or  on any part of  my 
body except my head ,  where ha i r  is meant to grow, 
I should feel i n tensely ashamed. 

I had to fetch the di ce, and the Pr ince threw 
first and turned up a s ix and a one. She was to go 
to the one who first reached fifty. They went on 
turn and about, and the women hung over them, 
deeply i n terested in the resul t  and commenting on 
the fluctuations of the game wi th shan:eless re
marks , squeals and guffaws . The Prince won,  and 
they a l l  a rose, screeching and laugh ing a t  each 
other. 

Immediately afte rward they flung themselves 
upon the women, each on h i s  chosen one, dragged 
off thei r clothes and began to behave in  such an 
i ncredibly abhorrent fash ion that I could bear i t  
no  longer, bu t  rushed ou t  o f  the tent and  had scarce
ly passed i ts door before I vomi ted the soul out 
of my body� I was cold all over and my skin felt 
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granulated l ike that  of a plucked chicken.  Shaking 
violently, I huddled down in the hay between the 
cook and the horri ble groom who st inks of horses 
and a lways kicks me i n  the morning when he gets 
up .  I don 't know why ;  he says th at he l ikes kicking 
me just  then. 

I cannot understand the love that human be ings 
feel for each other. I t  merely revolts me. All that 
I have wi tnessed th i s  evening has revolted me. 

It may be because I am another kind of being, 
subtler ,  more sensi tive, and therefore I react 
aga ins t  many th ings wh ich do not appear to affect 
them. I do not know. I h ave no experience of 
what  they call love , nor do I wish to try i t. Once 
they offered me a female dwarf, a love ly woman 
with smal l  penetrating eyes l ike mine and a with
ered face and body l ike ancient parchment, exactly 
as  a human be ing should be. But she aroused no 
passion in  me, though I could see that  there was 
nothing repellent about her beauty, that i t  was not 
l ike thei rs .  It may have been because it was the 
Princess who offered her, wanting to bring us to
gether l ike any old procuress, for she hoped that 
we would p roduce a dwarf child for her ,  and at 
that moment she had set her heart on having one. 
I t  was before Angel ica was born and she wanted 
something to p lay with.  She sa id that she thought 
a dwarf ch i ld  wou ld be so amusing. But I had no 
wish to pander to her whims, nor would I degrade 
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our tr i be by fa l l ing i n  wi th her shameful proposal .  
Inci dental ly, she was wrong \vhen she thought 

we wou ld give her a chi ld .  We dwarfs beget no 
young, we are ster i le by vi rtue of our  own nature.  
We have noth i ng to do with the perpetuat ion of 
l i fe ; we do not even des i re i t . vVe have no need to 
be ferti le, for the human race i tself produces i ts 
own dwarfs, o f  that one may be sure. \Ve let our
selves be born o f  these haughty creatu res, with 
the same pangs as they. Ou r race i s  perpetuated 
through them, and thus and thus only can we enter 
thi s  world .  That is the i nner reason for our steri l
i ty. \Ve belong to that race and a t  the same t in1e 
we stand outs ide i t .  vVe are guests on a v i s i t .  An
c ient  wi zened guests on a vi s i t  whi ch has lasted 
for thousands of years .  

But  my reflections have carr ied me away from 
the subj ect of my present narrat ive. I did not mean 
to wri te abou t a l l  that .  

Sure enough, next morning Don Riccardo bore 
the pri ncely standard. There has been a great deal 
of talk about the events connected wi th th i s  and 
certa in  c i rcumstances i n  the battle, but, of  course, 
I have my own opin ion about all this and what  
there may be  beh ind i t . They say tha t  by an  un 
accountable o rder the Pr ince unnecessari ly j eop
ard ized Don Ricca rdo's l i fe, that at  one t ime i t  
was taken for granted that he must be ki lled when, 
wi th his corpparativeJy sma l l  troop of horses , he 
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was forced into an extremely perilous s i tuati on.  
And they say that  he  fough t \vi th the utmost gal
lantry, though I do not bel ieve a \vord of th a t. He  
i s  sa id to have assembled h is few remai n ing men 
around the s tandard and defended i t  agai nst the 
superio r  enemy forces. Bu t  when the fighting took 
such a dangerous tu rn the Pr ince rushed the re ,  
e i ther because he could not res i s t  the lure of  such 
haza rdous play, or  for some othe r reason .  Fol
lowed by a handfu l of men he p lunged in to the 
midst of the enen1y su rrou nding Don Ri ccardo as 
though to succor h in1 ,  when sudden ly h i s  horse 
received a p ike in the r ibs and fell to the ground.  
The P rince was th rown and lay there in  the th ick 
of the melee. I'h i s  i nsp i red Don Riccardo to such 
f renzy and "cou rage"  that  he and h i s  men broke 
thei r \Vay out of the ri ng and ,  with the s trength of 
despa i r  and the aid of the Pr i nce's ho rsemen, con
tr ived to hold the advers a ry in check un ti I they 
were reli eved by fresh troops .  By then Don Ric
ca rdo was covered wi th wounds .  I t  i s  i n s inuated 
tha t  he must have reali zed th at  the P ri nce wan ted 
h im to be ki l ied ,  but nevertheless he acted as he 
did and saved h i s  master 's li fe. 

That is the report wh ich I do not be l i eve. I n  
many respects, i t  seems most un l ikely, and I merely 
relate i t , because it is the ve rs ion of th i s  morn ing's 
dramat ic  events which is cu rrent here. I have a 

very d ifferent op in ion whi ch i s  p rinci p al ly ground-
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ed on my deta i led personal  knowledge of Don 
Ricca rdo. I know him better than  a nyone else ; he 
i s  not l ike that. 

The report i s  obvi ously colored by the general  
notion of Don Riccardo and h i s  own conce i t  of  
h imself. I t  has become a k ind of legend, which 
nobody troubles to investi gate, that he i s  the em
bodiment of cou rage and that a l l  his  acts are noble 
and magnificent. The sole ground for a l l  this is h is 
in imi table talent for showing off and a ttracting al l  
attention to h imself .  Hi s  absurd vani ty is  as  appar
ent i n  h i s  soldieri ng as i n  h is general  behavior, 
and the recklessness wh ich they a l l  admire i s  part 
of his s tup id i ty. They confuse foolhardiness with 
cou rage. 

If he really i s  as brave as he  says and really is 
a lways expos ing h imself  to every conceivable dan
ge r, why doesn't  he get ki lled ? One may well ask. 
Nobody would miss h im,  at  least not I .  

Now he i s  s a id  to  be  wounded i n  many places. 
One cannot tel l  i f  it i s  true, but I doubt i t . Noth ing 
very dangerous anyhow, mere scratches I shou ld  
say, but i n  any case I have been spared the s ight 
of h im s ince then. 

On the other hand, I bel ieve i t  to be true that he 
had the impudence to wear  the Princess' colors i n  
the fray, wh ich she i s  said to have chosen for h im 
before we set out ; that he flaunted them i n  h i s  helm 
that morning, fighting  i n  the s ight  of all men for 
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hi s  chosen lady. Thus, when he was warring so 
gallantly beneath the Prince's banner he was ac
tually fighting for his beloved ; when he s aved the 
Pr ince's l i fe he was s ti l l  really fighting for her .  
And shortly before he had been in the arms of 
another woman, and presumably went s tra ight  
f rom her  couch to the battle, decking h imself with 
the colors of hi s  great pass ionate love l His  true 
love blossomed l ike a wondrous flowe r above h i s  
chivalrously ra i sed visor ,  wh i le  h i s  body was  st i l l  
hot with the lust  of betrayal .  Certa inly human love 
i s  a puzzle ; i t  i s  small wonder  that one cannot un 
derstand i t. 

Another pu zzle i s  the relationsh i p  between 
these two men who a re both bou nd to the s ame 
woman. Does that form the basis of a secret u nder
stand ing ?  Sometimes it almost  looks as if i t  did .  
D i d  Don Riccardo real ly save the Prince's  l i fe, as 
they say ? I do not bel i eve i t , bu t he may have done 
so f rom sheer vani ty, thus taking knightly revenge 
on the Pri nce who wished h i s  death , and showing 
everybody what a magnanimous hero he i s .  That 
would be just l ike him. And did the Pr ince rea l ly 
mean to rescue Don Ricca rdo when he rode for
ward to help h im in h i s  mortal danger, although 
he had jus t  been hoping he wou ld d i e ?  I do not 
know. I cannot qu i te grasp it a l l .  Su rely one can
not hate and love a person at  the same time ? 

I remember h i s  expresswn that night, and i t  
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boded death. But I also recaq his moist dreaming 
eyes as he lay and listened to Don Riccardo dis
coursing on love, the great boundless love which 
fi l ls us with its fire unti l our entire body is inflamed 
and consumed. Is love merely a beautiful poetn 
contain ing nothing, at least nothi ng definite, but 
which everybody l ikes to listen to when it is wel l  
and feeli ngly recited ? I do not know, but it i s  not 
quite i tn possible. These human beings are strange 
dissemblers. 

I was also amazed at the Prince's behavior with 
the prostitute that night, for I had always held 
him to be above such things ; not that it has any
thing to do with me, I am accustomed to his sudden 
transformations i nto someone quite different from 
what I had imagi ned. I mentioned i t  tactfully to 
a cameriere the next day, expressi ng my astonish
ment over what had happened, but he did not share 
my feel ings. He said that the Prince always had 
mistresses, ladies of the court or the town, some
times famous courtesans ; just at present he favor
ed the Pri ncess' damigel la, Fiammetta. He likes 
variety, explai ned the cameriere, laughing at me 
because I did not know it. 

I cannot thi nk how this can have escaped my 
customary acuteness. My uncritical admiration for 
my lord must have bl i nded me. 

I do not care whether he has betrayed the Prin
cess, for I hate her and ask nothing better than 
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that she be betrayed. Besides, she i s  i n  love with 
Don Riccardo ; i t  i s  to him that she addresses her 
glowing love letters, the ones wh ich I have to carry 
next my heart. I s incerely hope he may be ki lled. 

Ar LAST it has s topped ra in ing. 
Today when we came out  of the tent the sun 

shone brightly and the  mounta ins rose i n  sharp 
outl ine a round us ,  dr ipp ing wi th moisture ,  of  
course, and everywhere one heard the rushing of  
f reshets wh ich had not  been there before. I t  was a 
c ri sp refresh ing day ; above, the sky was clear ,  and 
before us  lay Montanza 's old brigand c i ty on i ts 
h i ll .  We had a lmost fo rgotten what i t  looked l ike, 
but now one could d i st ingu i sh every house with in  
the walls and  every a rrow s l i t  in  the ancient keeps 
and even the small  gi lded crosses on the churches 
and belfr ies .  Everyth i ng was much more clear-cut 
a fter the ra in .  Now i t  wi l l  not be long before the 
c i ty is captured and fina lly obli terated f rom the 
face of the earth. 

Everybody is very pleased a t  being able to come 
out i nto the fresh a i r, enl ivened by the fine wea ther 
and longing for action.  All  d i scouragement and 
despondency have vani shed and they are a l l  anx
ious  to fight aga in .  I was m istaken when I thought 
that ra i n  could spoi l  an army's morale. I ts stupefy
i ng effect does not outlast  i ts own dura tion .  
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There i s  l i fe and movement i n  the tent lanes. The 
jesti ng soldiers pol i sh thei r we a pons, the squi res 
rub thei r masters '  a rmor t i l l  i t  shines, the horses 
a re groomed and ri dden to the wateri ng p laces i n  
the purl ing brooks which abound i n  the ol ive 
s lopes, everybody i s  busy p reparing for the coming 
battle. The camp i s  i tself aga in ,  and the war has  
recovered the glamour and pageantry which so be
come i t. Everyth ing gli tters in the sunl ight-the 
soldiers in thei r gay accou trements, the knights' 
a rmor and the gorgeous  si lver harness of the horses. 

I have closely studied the town, the object of 
our  campaign. It looks strong, a lmost impregnable,  
wi th i ts walls  and fortresses, bu t we shal l  captu re 
i t , thanks not least to the valuable help contributed 
by Messer Bernardo. I h ave seen h i s  new battering 
rams and catapults ,  h i s  grappl ing i rons and terr i fy
i ng u nsurpassed siege a rt i l lery : no fortress i n  the 
world can stand up aga ins t  these .  We shal l  smash 
our  way th rough, blowing up and grinding every
th ing to powder. We may even blast  holes i n  the 
wa ll ,  usi ng a subterranean passage i n  the way de
scribed tha t evening ; we shal l  fight wi th every 
conceivable weapon, with everyth ing that  h i s  great 
genius  has created for us, and sto rm the town, 
spreadi ng death and destruct ion as we pass through 
i ts s treets. I t  wi l l  be bu rned and plundered �nd 
u tterly obl i te ra ted f rom the face of the earth.  Not 
one s tone will  be left u pon  another, and i ts popula-
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tion of p irates and brigands wi l l  a t  last receive 
thei r  just punishment : they wil l  be exterminated 
or  taken away as pri soners and only smoking rui ns 
wi l l  remain as a memoria l  of Montanza's erstwh i le 
power a nd might. I am convinced that the Prince 
wil l  crush his ancestral  foes under an i ron heel ,  
and I dare not even think of how Boccarossa's men 
will conduct themselves. I t  wi ll  be our last, deci
s ive triumph. 

But first we must wipe out the forces which l ie  
between us and the town. At a glance one can see 
that the i r  number has been considerably i ncreased, 
just as I foretold. Some say that it is an immense 
a rmy, nearly as large as our own and Boccarossa's 
combined, but that i s  an exaggeration. It covers a 
much greater  area  than before, but to call  i t  im
mense i s  to my mind to let oneself be unduly im
pressed by the enemy. The Prince's brow clouded 
somewhat at the first sight of it, but then he 
changed and seemed qui te exh i larated as he  
watched i t, patently rejoic ing l ike a true soldier 
at the thought of the coming settlement of accounts 
and the long-awai ted chance of a really good tussle. 
Not for one moment does he doubt our  u lt imate 
victory, nor, as far  as I know, do any of h i s  gen
erals. 

It will be delightful to take part i n  the storming 
of a c ity. Never before have I had such an oppor
tunity. 
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I AM IN my usual  seat in  the dwarfs '  apart
ment, and there, at the desk which forms part of 
the furnishings and which fits me very wel l  and i s  
very comfortable to write at, I shal l  continue with 
my memorandum of  the strange and fateful hap
penings about me. This may sound u nexpected, 
but a very simple exp lanation i s  forthcoming. 

We won the battle. We knew i t  in advance, and 
a lso that it must involve considerable losses. The 
casualties on both s ides were heavy, but presumably 
the enemy came off worse. I n  future i t  wi l l  be very 
difficult for them to put up any effective resi stance, 
but for us  a lso it was a serious bloodletting. The 
second day i n  particu lar  was gory i n  the extreme. 
But  what are soldiers for if not to be u sed ? It was 
not nearly so bad as  some maintain.  

The reason for ou r presence here i s  that the 
Prince must return home to organize a l l  h i s  forces 
i n  o rder to bring the war to a victorious conclusion. 
And my inquir ies h ave told me that it was a lso to 
obtain the requis i te funds for the same object. 
Such an u ndertaking must consume huge sums of 
money. The Prince is sa id to be negoti ating wi th 
the Venetian Signoria with a view to procu ring 
them. Those hucksters h ave more than  enough and 
soon the business wi l l  be settled. Then we shal l  
take the field again .  

They say that Boccarossa and his  men have 
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asked for a h igher wage and that they hold that  they 
have not yet received the i r  r ights accord ing to an 
earl ier  agreement .  They a re therefore making 
trouble about  th i s .  I had hardly expected them to 
attach so much importance to th i s  aspect of the 
war, for none fight  wi th such heroism and reckless
ness as they. I thought that they loved i t  for i ts 
own sake, as I do, but perhaps one cannot expect 
such selflessness. Maybe it is qu i te natu ra l  for 
them to want to be pa id .  All r ight , they wi l l  get 
the ir  money. 

There is a lso talk of other d ifferences between 
them and the Prince-but there is so much talk. 
Some d iscontent i s  almost i nevi table when an army 
has suffered losses and everyth ing i s  not qu i te as i t  
should be. Nobody i s  satisfied with the issue and 
each blames the other. Everybody is temporari ly 
exhausted, they reckon up  the casua lties on e i ther 
s ide and so on and so fo rth . And though there can 
be no doubt th at Bocca rossa's men a re c razy ahout 
fighting, i t  i s  not because they want to fu rther the 
Prince's great schemes, they may not th ink so much 
about them.  But all  these are transient matte rs of  
no consequence. 

Besides ,  I am not sufficiently in terested in a l l  
that  and,  leas t  of a ll ,  in  the economic tr ivi al i t ies 
connected with a· th ing l ike war,  to wish to proceed 
with this subj ect. It wi l l  soon be settled. 

I t  i s  dreadful ly boring being at home again .  Li fe 
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seems so meaningless, so u tterly uneventful  when 
one comes di rect from the battlefield . Time drags 
on and one does not know what to do, a l l  one's 
energy seems paralyzed. But  it is only a matter of 
days and soon we shal l  go out again.  

Peop le here are very queer. I mean the servants 
and those who have not been a t  the war. They have 
no notion of wh at i t  i s  a ll about, i t  i s  as though they 
d id not real i ze that the country is at  war. They are 
surpri sed when they see me going about i n  armor, 
as though they d id not know that such i s  the custom 
at  the front .  Were i t  othe rwise one would be an  
easy prey to the enemy. I t  wou ld be tantamount  to 
expos ing oneself to certa in  death . They say tha t  
there i s  no danger here, but there i s  a war  going on  
j us t  the same, and soon I sha l l  be back in  the th ick 
of i t. Any moment I expect the Prince's order to 
leave, and therefore I must  be prepared for i t. 
That i s  why I go about ful ly a rmed, but they can
not understand i t. 

They cannot imagine what  the war i s  l i ke ,  j ust  
because they have not taken any personal  part i n  
i t . I f  one tries to give them a s l ight  impression o f  
marti a l  l i fe and  i ts peri ls they look id io tical ly in
credulous and fa i l to h ide the i r  secret envy. They 
try to make out  that I have not experienced as 
much as I say, and have had no active share in the 
combats which I describe. It is easy to discover 
the envy which prompts them. No active share I 
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They do not know that my sword i s  sti l l  bloody in  
i ts sheath f rom the last engagement out  yonder. I 
do not show i t  for I cannot endu re the bragging 
which i s  so p revalent among sold iers ,  as exem
pl ified by Don Ricca rdo .  I merely lay my hand on 
the h i l t of my sword and proceed calmly on my 
way. 

Now it so happened tha t  during the great  two
day battle we were compelled to occupy a h i ll be
tween our  r ight wing and the town. I t  was a costly 
business but thereby our strategi c  pos i tion was 
greatly improved. Immediately afterward the 
Prince mounted the h i l l  to reconno i ter  the possi 
bi l i ties offered by thi s  new conquest, and I fol
lowed him as  a matter of cou rse. On the summit  
was a p leasure house belonging to Lodovico, p ret
tily s i tu ated and su rrounded by cypresses and peach 
trees . Some soldiers and I searched the castle to 
see that there were no enemies ambushed there who 
might surpr i se us and threaten the person of the 
Prince, but we found only a pa i r  of old servants .  
They were so feeble that they had been left behind 
and the Prince had given orders tha t  they were 
not to be molested .  Nevertheless, I went down to 
the cella r which nobody had thought of sea rch ing, 
but which might  also have been u sed as  a h id ing 
place. There I found a dwarf who obviously be
longed to Lodovico's court, for he keeps many 
dwarfs. He had a lso been left beh ind for some 
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reason or other. The s ight of me terrified h im and 
he rushed in to a dark passage.  I cried : " Hal t ! "  
but he d id  no t  stop , so I understood that he  cou ld 
not have a clear conscience. I cou ld not tell  wheth
er he was a rmed or not, so we had rather an ex
c i ting chase down the narrow twisting passages. 
At last he s l i pped in to a room where there was an 
ex i t  which he hoped to be able to u se, but I was 
upon h im before he could open the door. He real
i zed tha t  he was caught and wai led most lament
ably. I hunted h im a long the walls like a rat, 
knowing th at  no\V he cou ld not escape me, and a t  
last  I co rnered him.  I spi t ted h im  on  my rap ier 
and i t  pierced stra ight  th rough him.  He had no 
armor nor any of the customary battle equ ipment, 
only an absurd blue velvet jerkin wi th lace and 
fal - la ls a round the neck, just l ike a chi ld. I left 
him lying th�re and retu rned to the dayl ight  and 
the battle. 

I do not rela te th is because I th ink i t  was any
thi ng extraordinary. I t  was but  a tr ifle,  such as 
may happen any day in  wa rtime, and I do not 
boast about  i t ; I s imply did my duty as a soldier .  
Nobody knows anyth ing about i t, neither the 
Prince no r anyone e lse. None suspect that  my 
rapier i s  dyed with blood and will remain so as a 
memory of my share1 up  to now, in  the campaign.  

In a way I am sorry that i t  was a dwarf I ki l led, 
for I would rather i t  had been one of the human 
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beings whom I h ate. Bes ides ,  the combat would 
h ave been even more exci ti ng. But I hate my own 
people too, my own race is detestable to me. And 
during the fight, especi a l ly when dealing the death 
blow, I felt strangely exalted, as though I were 
performing a r i te in an unfami l i a r  religion. It was 
the same \vhen I throttled J ehoshaphat,  an i rre
s ist ible desire to destroy my own tr ibe. Why? I do 
not know. I cannot understand i t . Is  i t  my destiny 
thus  to desi re to exterminate my own race ? 

He had a p ip ing castrato voi ce l ike a l l  the 
dwarfs here, and that i rr i tated me. My own voice 
i s  r ich and deep.  

I t  i s  a desp icable and d i shonored race. 
Why a re they not l ike me ? 

TonAY the P rincess tried to d i scuss love 
with me. She was very sentin1ental and l achry
mose. Why, I don't know. But she .certa inly has 
reason to be-if she only knew how much ! Then 
she suddenly switched over in her usual  u naccount
able way and began to jest  abou t i t  i nstead. S he sat  
i n  front of  the mirror  and the ti r ing \Voman  ar
ranged her ha i r  whi le she passed from j est  to 
earnest, chatting desultori ly with me i n  a manner 
which I found  both unwarranted and d i sagreeable. 
She was determined that I shou ld make a state
ment on the subject, but I was not encouraging 
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She i ns i s ted : had I never had a li ttle love affai r ?  
I scowled and den i ed i t  s toutly. She was surprised 
and incredulous and then she retu rned to the a t
tack and became more and more i nquis i tive. At 
last ,  wishing to forestal l  all fu rther a rgument, I 
decla red that  i f  ever I should love anybody i t  
wou ld  be a man.  

She  tu rned a round and looked at  me, laughing 
heart i ly and the maid echoed her  mi rth. "A man l" 
she cr ied provokin gly, as though there were any
thing funny abou t i t. "A man ? Which one ? Boc
carossa maybe ?" And they both wen t  off again into 
peals of  laughter .  I flushed, for I had been think
ing of h im,  and when they marked my blushes 
they seemed to th ink tha t  added to the humor of  
the whole th ing. 

I could see no humor in  i t, and I stared a t  them 
wi th a f rigid and con temptuous gaze. Laughter is 
unlovely and di sfigu ring. Seei ng the i r  mouths sud-

• 
denly open and uncove r the red gums affects me 
very unpleasantly. And I cannot help i t  if I cherish 
a warm admi ration,  even a ce rta in  a rdor for Bocca
rossa .  In  my eyes, he i s  a real man. 

What particu larly annoys me i s  that  tha t  s lut  of  
a ti r ing wench should have laughed a lso, and so  
much more coa rsely than d id  Madama.  I may 
tolerate the Pr incess' poking fun a t  me, though at 
any moment I cou ld tu rn the jest to deadly ea rnest 
and answer her question about love i n  the most 
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terrible way, tell ing her  what i t  really i s .  I repeat 
tha t  I can tolerate it from her, because she is my 
mistress and of princely blood, but that such a 
vulgar baggage should dare laugh at  me-that 
enrages me. The trollop always has been insolent 
to me, trying to give herself a i rs and be "witty," 
and teasing me because I cannot open some of  the 
palace doors . What has that got to do with her ? 
She i s  a pert and clumsy peasant lass who ought to 
be whi pped. 

As for Boccarossa ,  i t  is quite natu ral tha t  I 
should admire him ; I ,  too,  h ave a marti al disposi
tion. 

THE DAYS pass, and we wait, not knowing 
what to do. 

Yesterday I was sent with a message to Maestro 
Bernardo at Santa Croce. He i s  s ti l l there ,  work
ing on h i s  Last Supper. I have often wondered 
why he was not at the front, watchi ng the crushing 
power of  hi s  own strange mach ines ,  but he seems 
content to construct them. I really thought that he 
would want to see them in action.  Out there he 
could have had all  the corpses he wanted to di ssect 
and could have made great s trides in h i s  science. 

I found him deep in contemplation of h i s  noble 
creation, so preoccupied that he did not notice my 
entrance. When he ra i sed h i s  eyes they looked as 
though they were still  very far away. He did not 
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seem to pay much attention to my martia l  accou
terment, though he never before had seen me so 
equipped. He noticed i t, but  showed neither sur
prise nor any spec ia l  i nterest i n  i t. "What  do you 
want wi th me, li ttle hobgoblin ?" he asked amiably. 
I gave my message, though I was annoyed by h i s  
odd way of addressi ng me. Then I went away 
again,  having no reason to s tay. I threw a passing 
glance at  the masterpiece, and thought tha t  i t  d id 
not seem nearer completion than when las t  I had 
seen i t. He never fini shes anything. What i s  i t  that 
he broods over all the time ? 

He never sa id a word about the war, though he 
could see tha t  I had come straigh t  f rom it. I had 
the impress ion that he was utterly i ndifferent to i t. 

The S ignori a has refused to lend us any more 
money ! Their  envoy has announced that  there wil l  
be no fu rther loans. I t  i s  incredible ! Absolu tely 
i ncomprehensible ! They think that the war has 
gone badly. Badly I What impertinence ! Badly! 
When we have done noth ing but \Vin  the whole 
time ! We have penetrated far i nto enemy terr i tory, 
r ight up to h i s  capital .  Now we a re about to cap .. 
tu re that,  and harves t  the ftui ts o f  our  unique sue� 
cesses. To hinder us now ! When the c i ty lies there 
waiting to be taken, shot to pieces, burned, wiped 
off the face of the earth .  I t  is  outrageous ! U nbe
l ievable I Are those d iFtv hucksters to stand be-

" 
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tween us and our final victory ? Just  because they 
do not want to disburse thei r  filthy money ? No l I t  
i s  not possible. That would be  the lowest abomina
tion l 

The Prince must find a way out, and of course 
he wi ll .  A great and glorious war cannot be ham
pered by anythi ng so vulgar as money l I t  i s  out of 
the question. 

The palace i s  crammed with equerries ,  fore ign 
envoys, councilors and commanders , and cou riers 
spend thei r time shuttl ing between the Prince and 
the front. 

I am absolutely crazy with excitement. 

BoccAROSSA's mercenaries refuse to go on 
fighting ! They want the ir  pay, fi rst that wh ich is 
a l ready due them, and double as much afterward. 
They wil l  not sti r unti l they have received th is .  
The Prince cannot lay h i s  hands on any money and 
he tries to coax them by pointing out that the city 
i s  a rich p rize which, once captured, they wi l l  be 
free to p lunder to the i r  hearts ' content. They rep ly 
that no one knows i f  the city ever wi l l  be captured, 
it has never happened before ; first they must de
feat il Taro's a rmy and then start a long s iege, and 
they do not l ike s ieges, they find them boring. 
There is no chance of loot during a stationary 
s 1ege. Bes ides,  they have had severe losses, worse 
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than they had expected, and th is  annoys them Vf;ry 
much. They declare that, though they l ike ki ll ing, 
they have no wish to be ki l led, or at least not for 
such measly pay. There i s  no courtesy or diploma
ti c polish about thei r phraseology. 

What is goi ng to happen now ? What  wi l l  be the 
end of i t  a l l ? 

The Prince is sure to find some solution, h i s  in
genui ty i s  nothing short of devi l ish .  He enjoys 
reverses, for they give h im a chance to show his 
greatness. And our own invincible army sti l l  s tands 
outs ide the walls of Montanza's capital .  Let us  not 
forget that  l 

The war i s  coming to an  end l The troops are 
going to withdraw over the frontier and return 
home and everything is  finished ! Finished l 

I must be dreaming ! I t  must be a dream, a hor
rible n igh tmare ! I t  cannot be true. I must wake up 
and find that i t  i s  only a dreadful detestable dream. 

But  it is true. True! Bitter unbelievable truth l 
All one's being refuses to grasp i t. 

Avarice, infamy, treachery, a l l  human baseness 
combined has vanquished our heroic army and 
wrenched the weapons from i ts hands. Our glorious 
undefeated troops stand in their threatening might 
before the enemy's gates, yet  they must retreat 
wi thout exchanging a blow l They must go home, 
betrayed and abandoned, h ome, though their  sole 
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desi re i s  to conquer or die l I t  i s  an ou trageous, 
criminal  tragedy. 

Our great war, the noblest i n  a l l  ou r history, to 
end l ike thi s  l 

I am stunned wi th pa in  and anger. Never in my 
l i fe have I been so agitated nor suffered such 
shame. I am seeth ing wi th bi tterness , vexation and 
fury, and at  the same time I am stunned, I feel 
u tterly helpless. How can I influence the disgrace
fu l  course of events and how can I change i t ?  How 
can I check the progress of  this gloomy drama ? I 
can do nothing. Nothing a t  a l l .  

I t  i s  over. Everything i s  over. Over! 
When I heard the news and finally grasped i ts 

import, I crept away to the dwarfs' apartment, so 
as to be a lone wi th myself .  I was afrai d that  my 
feeli ngs might get the better of me, and tha t  I 
should not be able to exercise manly self-control .  
Scarcely had I entered my l i ttle bare cham ber 
when I began to shake a l l  over in a paroxysm of 
sobs. I confess i t : I cou ld no longer hold i t  back. 
I pressed my c lenched fists to my eyes i n  helpless 
fury and wept. Wep t! 

THE PRINCE keeps to h i s  room, nor wi l l  he 
receive any vis i tots. He eats there in sol i tude .  I 
wait  on him and am the only one to see him except 
the servant who carries i n  the food. He seems 
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qu i te calm, but i t  i s  not easy to say what may be 
h iding beh ind that pal l id mask of h i s. H is face i s  
chalk whi te, framed i n  i ts black beard, h i s  gaze 
immobile and unseei ng. He scarcely notices my 
presence, and not a word passes h i s  th i n  bloodless 
l i ps .  The wretched servant is terrified of h im, but 
then he is a m iserable coward. 

vVhen he heard of the Veneti an  refusal ,  that the 
damned shopkeepers' republ ic  i ntended to s top 
him from proceedi ng with the war, he  flew into a 
pass ion such as  I had never seen before. He l i teral
ly foamed at  the mouth with rage, a fearfu l s ight. 
I n  h i s  frenzy he sei zed h i s  dagger and drove i t  
in to the table, nearly up  to the h i lt . I f  the desp ica
ble hucksters cou ld have seen h im then, I ' l l  war
rant they would  have la id  thei r  money on the table 
without any further haggl i ng. 

A part icular  source of vexation is that he never 
had any real opportun i ty of ut i l iz ing Messer Ber
nardo's br i l l i ant i nventions.  He would have been 
able to put them to good use, and he is convinced 
that with the i r  a id  we shou ld have captu red the 
c i ty and that we were on the threshold of victo ry. 
But, i f  so, why did he not win  i t  then ? 

I t  was a joy to wi tness h is f renzy, but afterward 
I bethought me that perhaps he is not a very strong 
man.  Why is he so dependent on others ? Even on 
somethi ng so base and v i le as money? Why did he 
not hur l  our own unconquerable army against  the 
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c i ty and crush i t ?  Are not a rmies meant for that ? 
I merely ask. I am no strategist, maybe I do not 

understand the art of war, but my soul too i s  fi l led 
with pain an.d wonder over our incomprehensible 
fate .  

I have unbuckled my armor. In sorrow and vex
ation I have put i t  as i de in the dwarfs' apartment. 
I t  hangs there as  helplessly as a miserable jumping 
j ack on  i ts nai l .  Humil iated. D ishonored. 

� HAVE been at peace for nearly four 
weeks now. The palace, the town and the whole 
country a re wrapped in gloom. It is strange how 
depress ion and uneasiness can spread themselves 
abroad dur ing a prolonged peace. One knows ex
actly what j t  is go-ing  to feel l ike ; the a i r  begi ns 
to thicken and exude that stagnant suffocating 
vapidi ty which i s  so dep ress ing  to the senses ; the 
retu rning soldiers are discontented, noth ing su i ts 
them, and the stay-at-homes are i rr i table and snap
pish with them, perhaps because the war has not 
had the desi red result .  D ai ly l ife continues i ts 
s luggish futile a imless course. All  the hopefulness 
and gaiety of the war have been swept away. 

The court is moribund. Nobody passes through 
the main  gate , except those of us who reside here, 
and we generally use one of the other entrances. 
There are no vi s i tors from abroad, no guests are 
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announced and none are i nvi ted. The h al ls a re de
serted and even the courtiers keep i n  the back
ground.  One seldom meets a soul i n  the empty 
corridors and the stairways echo beneath one's soli-
tary feet. It is a lmost uncanny, l ike an abandoned 
castle. And with in ,  in his secluded chamber, the 
Pr ince strides up and down or s i ts brooding at  h i s  
table, where the hole from hi s  dagger blade gapes 
l ike an open wound.  He s i ts glaring ahead of him, 
pondering over God knows what. 

It i s  a gloomy depressi ng time. The day drags 
i tself pa infully a long unti l  a t  l ast i t  i s  evening 
aga1n.  

I have more than enough time to write my notes 
on my experiences and my meditations, but I h ave 
no energy at a ll .  I spend most of my time s i tt ing 
at  the window, watching the sluggish gray-yel low 
river flowing outs ide the castle wall ,  s ta in ing it a 
b i l ious green. 

The river which once upon a time witnessed 
our glorious v ictories i n  the land of i l  Toro t 

No, NO, th is  i s  monstrous t I t  i s  more upset
t ing than anyth ing e lse which has h appened dur
ing  th is  terrible time t The earth reels beneath ,my 
feet and I h ave no more fa i th i n  anythi ng u nder 
the sun l 

I s  i t  conceivable-the Prince thinks that  he and 
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the house of Montanza should make friends and 
s ign a pact never to make war on each other again I 
They are going to stop thi s  perpetual fighti ng and 
solemnly bind themselves to put an end to i t  for
ever. Never aga in  wil l  they draw their swords 
against each other ! I t  seems that, to begin with ,  
i l  Toro refused, presumably i n  annoyance because 
he had been recently a ttacked, but the Prince con
tinued even more earnestly to urge his proposition. 
Why should our two people go on destroying each 
other, what is  the use of all these meaningless 
wars ? They have been going on i ntermittently for 
two centuri es , and neither has been able defini tely 
to defeat the other, so that both have been the losers 
in this eternal warfare. It has brought  us nothing 
but famine and misery. How much better i t  would 
be if we could live in peace and mutua l  under
standing, so that our countries could flourish and 
rejoice as  they should have done from the begin
ning. Lodovico is reported to have begun to pay 
heed to the Pri nce's proposa ls and found them 
reasonable. Now he has answered that he is  of 

·
the 

same mind and has accepted an invitation to nego
tiate thi s  lasting peace and s ign the solemn treaty. 

I thi nk the world has gone mad I Lasting peace I 
No more war ! What flummery, what chi ldi shness ! 
Do they think they can change the cosmic  system ? 
What conceit  I And what i nfidelity toward the past 
and the great traditions I No more war l Is there to 
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be no more bloodshed, and a re glory and honor to 
be of no further account ? \Vi l l  the s i lver bugle 
never blow aga in  as the knights charge with thei r  
lances i n  rest ? vVi l l  the troops never clash again  
and meet thei r heroic death on the field of battle ? 
And then wil l  there be noth ing left to put  a l imit  
to the bottomless p ride and arrogance of  mankind ? 
No Boccarossa \Vi th h i s  broadsword,  pock-marked 
and close- l ipped,  to show these people the powers 
that reign over them ? Are the very foundations of 
l i fe to be d islocated ? 

Reconci l i ation ! Could anyth i ng be more shame
ful ? Reconc i l i at ion with a mortal enemy ! What 
pervers i ty ,  what warped and repuls ive a rtifice ! 
And \Vhat  degradation,  what humil iat ion, for us ,  
our army, our dead ! \Vhat  d i shonor for our fallen 
heroes whose sac rifice was i n  vain .  I t  is  nauseating
ly horr ible ! 

So that  was what he  was medi tati ng. I often 
wondered what  i t  might  be-and  tha t  i s  what i t  
was ! And now he i s  in  a better temper ,  he  h as be
gun to talk again as usual, and seems quite l ively 
and pleased with h imself. I suppose he thinks he 
has had a bri l l iant  i nsp i ration, a really great idea .  

There a re no words for my contempt. My fa i th 
i n  my lord,  the Pr ince , h as suffered a j ar from 
wh ich it cannot recover. He has sunk as deeply as 
any pr ince can. Eternal peace ! Eternal  a rmistice 1 

[122] 



No more wars in  a l l  eternity I Only peace, peace I 
Truly i t  i s  not easy to be the dwa rf of such a lord. 

L-IE \VHOLE palace is  ups ide down, thanks 
to this idiotic entertainment. One stumbles over 
brooms and pa i ls ,  there are mounds of rubbish 
everywhere, whose dust clogs one's throat when 
they are shoveled ou t of the windows . They have 
taken ancient tapes tries down from the attic and 
rolled them out  on the floor so that  one treads on 
the sheepish love scenes ; l ater they wi l l  be  sus
pended. on the walls to beautify this shameful 
" feast of peace and concord." Guest apartments 
which had not been used for years have been put 
to r ights again ,  and the servants run about l ike 
half-wits, scuttl i ng to and fro in  order to get every
thing done in  t ime. This  imbeci le scheme of the 
Prince's disp leases them al l ,  and besides, it involves 
so much toi l  and effort. They are doi ng u p  the 
Pa lazzo Geraldi , for it too wil l  be occup ied : 
Lodovico's escort i s  going to be quartered there. 
They say it looks l ike a pigsty after Boccarossa 's  
s tay. The la rders are crammed wi th food , hundreds 
of oxen,  calves and sheep, which the caste l lan has 
forced the wretched people to delive r ,  a s  wel l  a s  
gra in  and forage. They are ,  of course,  annoyed, 
and the whole country i s  seething with discoD tent. 
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I beli eve that, i f  they could, they would rebel 
against the Prince thanks to h i-s stupid  notion of 
a "peace feast. " Deer are s la in  in the parks, pheas
ants and hare are trapped and shot, and the boars 
are hunted in  the mountains. The falconers come 
to the kitchen with their  qua i ls ,  partridges, and 
herons, p igeons are s laughtered, the capons in the 
coops are tested for thei r fat, and peacocks are 
selected for the great gala banquet which i s  to take 
p lace one of these days. The tai lors are making 
costly atti re for the Prince and Princess and al l  
the patricians i n  the town ,  garments of  rare mate
ri a ls from Venice-they can be had on credi t, but 
none i s  given for the war. They fit and try on  and 
go rushing in and out of the palace. Triumphal 
arches are being erected outs ide the castle and 
down the street where Lodovico and h i s  trai n  wi l l  
pass. Baldachins are se t  u p  i n  front of the  palace 
gate and ins ide the hal l ,  and they are busy brushing 
and beating the carpets which are going to hang 
from the windows. The music ians drive one mad 
practic ing their  p ieces a l l  day long, and the court 
poets scribble some nonsense which i s  goi ng to be 
reci ted in the great throne room. Noth ing but pre
parations for th is  id iotic feast ! It is the sole topic 
of conversation, nobody gives a thought to any
th i ng else. The whole court i s  i n  a turmoil  and 
every corner i s  in disorder ; one cannot take a step 
without getti ng i n  somebody's way or stumbling 

[ 124] 



over someth ing ; everything i s  i n  an  i ndescribable 
muddle. 

I am so furious,  I could burst. 

THE ENEl\1Y has made his  solemn en try 
into our capi ta l ,  which was decorated in h i s  honor 
as  ! t  never has  been before. Lodovico Montanza 
and h i s  whippersnapper of  a son,  Giovanni ,  rode 
through the streets, p receded by th i rty mounted 
trumpeters and flutists ,  surrounded by a body
guard of green-and-black-clad cavalry wi th the ir  
partisans i n  rest, and fol lowed by a choice com
pany of knights and nobles. Last came two hun
dred a rchers, a lso on horseback. Lodovico rode a 

black stal l ion ,  saddled i n  dark green velvet with 
s i lver embroideries and s i lver harness ,  and every
where the people acclaimed h im,  as they a lways 
do at  the word of command,  i rrespective of  the 
object of the ir  cheers. Now they pretend to them
selves tha t  they a re delighted at the p rospect of 
eternal  peace. The Prince had sent three heralds 
to meet him and these proclaimed his a rriva l and 
the reason for his vis i t, and all  the church bells  
began to r ing. Our degradation could not h ave 
had a more br i l l iant  i n auguration. They even gave 
a sa lute from the moats with culverins firing u p  
i nto the empty sky, but  to m y  mind they should 
have been a imed a t  the arr ivals and loaded with 
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l ive ammunition.  The princeli ng's horse was scared 
by these or someth ing else, and i t  seen1ed as though 
he might fal l  off, but he soon resumed control of 
h i s  mount and rode on,  rather red i n  the face. He 
looks ch i ldish and cannot be more than seventeen. 
Though the mishap was avoided,  i t  made the 
people  wonder whether i t  might not be an evi 1 
omen. They a re a lways on the lookout for omens 
on these solemn occasions and th i s  \vas the only 
i ncident which gave them anything to whet thei r 
wi ts on. 

Lodovico a l ighted f rom his horse before the 
palace gate and was welcomed by the Pri nce wi th 
grandi loquent phrases . He is a l i ttle stocky man 
wi th fat smooth cheeks so sangu ine as to be streaked 
with red and a short thick bull  neck. Hi s  scanty 
bea rd grows low on h i s  cheeks and i s  scarcely an 
ornament to his  otherwise comely face.  The keen 
gray eyes try to look fr iendly, but that  is noth ing 
to go by, for we a l l  know h im to be a scoundrel 
He seems choleric and as i f  he might have a stroke 
a t  any moment. 

The day has been fil led wi th recepti on cere
monies ,  meals, and negoti ations about the pact be
tween the two states ,  d i scussing i ts wonderful 
clauses and final wording. Thi s  evening there was 
an appal l i ngly boring theatrical performance i n  
Lati n ,  o f  which I d id  not understand a word, nor 
did anybody e lse as far as  I cou ld see. But after-
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wa rd they p resented a scabrous comedy, i n  every
day language,  which everyone appreciated. They 
al l  reveled i n  i ts vulgar i ti es and numerous obscen
i ties. I found it disgusting. 

Now at last  the day has  come to an  end, and I 
s i t  alone here i n  my chamber and am gratefu l  for 
my soli tude. Nothing gives me such satisfaction as 
being a lone. Luckily the cei l ing is very low i n  the 
dwarfs'  apartment. Otherwise, they might have 
lodged some of the guests here, and that would  
have been fr ightfu l .  

That princeling i s  considered handsome, I im
agine,  bu t in  tha t  case he has not i nheri ted h i s  
looks f rom h i s  father. When he came r iding a long
s ide the latter ,  on h is horse \vi th i ts blue velvet 
trappings and dressed to match,  people declared 
that he was good- looki ng. It is poss ible, but I find 
him far  too delicate and unmanly with h i s  h ind's 
eyes, h i s  long black ha i r  and the sensitive skin 
wh ich colors u p  for no reason . I t  may be my faul t, 
but I cannot bring myself  to appreciate that  kind 
of  looks. To my mind,  a man should look l ike a 
man. They say he resembles h i s  mother ,  the fair 
and much eulogi zed Beatrice ,  who was very beau
t iful ,  and i s  sa id  to be  a l ready i n  parad ise a l though 
i t  i s  only ten years s ince she died. 

This afternoon I saw him walking wi th Angel ica 
in  the rose garden, and a l i ttle later i n  the day they 
went down to the r iver and fed the swans with 
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bread crumbs. On both occasions I could see that  
they were talking to  each other. I cannot u nder
stand what he could have to say to such a stupid  
chi ld, nor c an  he  have seen how pla in  she i s ,  o r  he  
would have avoided her company. Perhaps he  i s  
as  foolish a s  she. 

N atural ly Don Riccardo takes part in a l l  the 
ceremonies, push ing himself forward on every 
possi hie occasion. His  wounds are a l ready healed. 
What did I say ?  There i s  no s ign of them, except 
one arm is a l i ttle s tiff. So much for h i s  heroism I 

THIS IS the third day s ince the enemy came 
into the town.  The festivities i n  his honor continue 
without a break and one never has a moment's 
peace. I was too tired last n ight to make any notes 
and am writing this morning i nstead, just a few 
l ines about the happenings of the day and my im
pressions thereof. The two p rinces left the castle 

• 

before dawn and spent several hours hawking on 
the meadows to the west of the town. Lodovico i s  
very much interested in  the sport, and the Prince 
has a fi ne collection of fa lcons , including some 
rare b i rds which were p resented to h im by the 
King of France, and whose prowess he l ikes to 
demonstrate. Then they a te for hours ,  and there 
was a concert to which we were forced to l isten, 
though I know of noth ing more detestable than 
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music. Afterward, we h ad Moorish dancing and 
music and some jugglers who a roused much ad
miration and were the only thing worth seeing. 
Immediately after this they started eating again, 
and went on until late at n ight, when a shameless 
masque was p resented with men and women i n  
such c lose-fitting garments that they seemed a lmost 
naked. By that time most of them were dead drunk. 
At last the day's p rogram was completed, and I was 
able to go to bed, where I fell as leep ,  utterly ex
hausted. 

All thi s  time, the Pri nce i s  in the h ighest good 
humor, amiable and charming as never before. He 
cannot do enough for his "guests ," and truckles to 
them in the most s ickening manner. I t  revolts me 
to see him.  He and i l  Taro are l ike intimate 
f riends ; at least he seems to be a s ince re friend. At 
the beginning, Lodovico was somewhat reserved 
and perhaps a thought suspicious, but a l l  that has 
disappeared now. He came here with a s trong 
bodyguard and a force of several  hundred men. 
One wonders i f  so many warriors are necessary for 
the s igning of a l asting peace, but such is the cus
tom.  And a p rince cannot appear at  a foreign court 
without a large tra in .  I h ave all the customs a t  my 
fingertips, but I cannot bear to sit quiescent and 
see all these enemies a round me. 

I cannot understand my lord's behavior-how 
can he conduct h imself ·' so disgracefully toward 
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our archenemies ? I am utterly at a loss, but that 
i s  noth ing unusua l ; i t  i s  my destiny never to under
stand this man.  I-Iowever I do not want to dwell  
on i t  any longer, but shal l  merely repeat what I 
have said before : that my contempt for h im knows 
no bounds. 

Yesterday Giovanni and Angel ica were together 
aga in  more than once, appa rently very bored. I 
saw them si tting by the r iver in  the twi l ight, but 
thi s time they did not feed the swans nor did they 
speak to each other. They sa t s i lently s ide by s ide 
watchi ng the river flow by. They can have nothing 
more to say to each other. 

What else is there to write about ?  There was 
nothing e lse. Today the peace pact i s  going to be 
solemnly signed, and then comes the ,great banquet 
wi th i ts various pastimes which wi l l  last far i nto 
the n ight. I am very depressed and unutterably 
bored with everything. 

The Prince has confided in me-somethi ng so 
glorious that i t  makes the bra in  reel : I cannot 
breathe a word about i t ; i t  is a secret between the 
two of us. Never before have I rea l ized how c lose
ly we are bound together. 

Al l I can say i s  that I am tremendous ly happy. 
The ga la  banquet begins at s ix this evening. It is  

to be the cl imax of the festivities, and such exten
sive prepara tions have been made for i t  that it  
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cannot fa i l  to be a success. I feel as though I were 
about to exp lode. 

He is a great Prince ! 

N 0\V I SHALL relate the story of yesterday 
and, above al l ,  I shal l  describe the great feast 
which conc luded the peace ceremonies connected 
wi th the treaty between our princely house and 
that of Montanza; and what happened there. 

Fi rst we assembled in the throne room and the 
treaty of lasting peace between ou r states was read 
a loud. I ts wording was eloquent and h igh-sound
ing, and it a lso contained clauses relative to the 
aboli shment of the border fortresses and free trade 
between ou r peoples and various agreements to 
faci li tate this  trade. Then came the si gnatures. 
The princes stepped forward to the table, followed 
by thei r chief nobles, and put thei r names on the 
two large documents which lay there. It was quite 
impressive. There followed a bla r ing fanfare from 
s ixty trumpeters who stood along the fou r walls 
of the hall ,  at a distance of three paces from each 
other,  c lad a lternately i n  our own and Montanza 's 
colors. Then those present trooped i nto the great 
banqueting hall with the master of ceremoni es at 
thei r head, to the festal stra ins of specia lly com
posed music .  The mi ghty room was l ighted by fifty 
s i lver candelabra and two hundred torches held by 
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lackeys i n  gi lded l iveries and also by lads who had 
been taken stra ight from the streets ,  d ressed in  
fou l rags with the i r  bare d i rty feet on the stone 
floor .  At close quarters they smelled very di sagree
able. There were five tables in the ha l l ,  weighed 
down wi th s i lver and majol ica and vast d i shes of 
cold meats and fru i t  of every hue ,  and t\venty la rge 
groups of statuary modeled i n  sponge cake, \vh ich 
they to ld me rep res�nted var ious  scenes from Greek 
mythology, a heathen fa i th of which I kno\v l i ttle. 
All the appoi ntments in the middle of the central 
table were of gold-candelabra,  f ru i t  bowls, plates , 
wine ewers and goblets-and here sat both the 
pr inces and all the other persons of royal blood 
and our and IYlontanza's  ch iefest fo llowers .  The 
Pri nce sat opposite i l  Toro and bes ide h im \vas the 
Pri ncess in a gown of crimson \vi th slashed j eweled 
sleeves of whi te damask and heavy gold embroi
der ies over her fat bosom. On her head she wore a 
s i lver net studded with d iamonds which flattered 
her ugly chesnut ha i r  and, s ince she had  i ndubi
tably spent several hou rs pai nti ng herself ,  it \vas 
for once easy to see that her p lump flabby face 
must one ti me have been very beauti ful .  She 
smiled her own speci al smi le .  The Pr ince \vore a 

s imple close -fitt ing su i t  of bl ack velvet, the sleeves 
i nset with pleated yellow s i lk .  He \vas s l im and 
youthful and supple as  a rapier. He  was rather 
reserved, but seemed to be i n  good humor, for time 
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and again he stroked h i s  short black ha i r  as i s  his 
habit  when pleased. I felt pass ionately devoted to 
him. I I  Toro was clad in  a short, very broad
shouldered coat of dark green cloth and rare 
sables, and beneath that a scarlet su i t  with heavy 
golden chains depend ing from the collar .  In th i s  
garb he looked shorter and burl ier than ever,  and 
hi s  th ick bul l  neck protru ded from the brown 
sable fur  i n  a l l  i ts cr imson obstinacy. In  appear
ance he was wel l -bred amiabi l i ty person ified , but  
one cannot judge by peop le's faces .  I t  i s  the ir  
bodies which show them as  the kind of an ima ls 
they are. 

Of  course Don Riccardo was at  that part of  the 
table, in one of the best places, though by r ights 
he should have been s i tt ing at  one of the other 
tables. He a lways pushes himself forward and 
natura lly the Prince cannot do wi thout h im-nor 
the Princess e i ther for  that matter. He chattered 
and showed off from the very beginning, twid
dl ing contented ly at h i s  curly black beard. I gave 
h im an i cy glance, which none but myself could 
interpret. But enough of th at. 

A l i ttle apart-though how cou ld that be, s i nce 
they too were s i tting at the table l ike a l l  the others 
-were Giovanni and Angel ica ,  s ide by s ide. I t  
was natu ral  tha t  they shou ld have been pl aced 
together s ince they were of much the same age and 
both of  pri ncely blood . At least he i s ,  but she may 
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very wel l  be a bastard. They were the only you ng 
things among the many hundred guests and they 
seemed more l ike chi ldren than  adults ,  and there
fore rather  apart from the others .  I t  looked a lmost 
as though they had come there by mistake. Poor 
Angelica was making her entry i nto the great 
world and was dressed up in a whi te satin gown 
with long t ight-fitting s leeves of gold brocade and 
a coif of pearls  and th in  gold th read on her  color
less fa i r  ha i r .  Of cou rse she looked frightful ,  and 
for  those who were accustomed to  seeing her  in  
p la in  a lmost common clothes, the effect was gro
tesque and p retentious .  Her mouth was agape as 
usual  and the baby cheeks red wi th shyness. Her 
bi g blue eyes shone as though they had never seen 
so much as a wax candle before. Giovanni ,  too, 
seemed rather embarrassed among all these people 
and kept th rowing them bashfu l gl ances, but he 
was a tr ifle more sophist icated, and the bashful
ness appeared more to be a part  of h i s  nature. He  
was dressed in  blue ve lvet with a gold en1broidered 
collar and a narrow chain with an oval gold locket 
which is reported to conta in  a portra i t  of h i s  
mother, she  whom they s ay i s  i n  paradise-but 
who can tel l ? She may j ust as wel l  be  writh ing in  
purgatory. He i s  deemed handsome. I heard some 
of the guests whisper something about i t, but when 
I then heard them ta lking about a "handsome 
couple" I rea l ized that they must h ave a very 
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pecul iar  notion of  beauty. At any rate he i s  not to 
my taste .  I think  that a man  shou ld look l ike a 
man.  One cannot believe that he i s  a prince a nd a 

M ontanza .  How wi l l  he ever be able to reign over 
a people and s i t  on a throne ? Personally, I doubt 
i f  he wi l l  ever get a chance to do so. 

The chi ldren took no part i n  the conversation 
and seemed gr ievously embarrassed \Vhen anyone 
looked at  them. Nor d id  they talk very much to
gether, but I noticed how they kept looking strange
ly a t  each other, and smi l ing secretly 'vhenever 
thei r eyes met. I was su rprised to see the gi rl 
smile ,  for as far as  I remember I h ave never seen 
her do so before, at least not s i nce she was qui te 
small .  She smi led very carefully a s  though feel ing 
her way. Perha ps she knew that  her smi le was not 
beauti ful .  But then I never th i nk that human be
i ngs are beauti ful when they smi le. 

After  closely watchi ng thei r behavior I began 
to wonder more and more \vhat  m ight  be the mat
ter with them. They scarcely touched thei r food 
a nd at t imes they j ust sat there star ing down a t  
the i r  p lates. I could see tha t  the i r  h ands were 
meeting i n  secret under the table. When anybody 
near  by leaned agai nst h i s  neighbor  and observed 
them, they became bewi ldered and red in the face 
and began to talk very earnestly to each other. By 

\ 

degrees I rea l i zed that there was something spe-
c ia l  between them-that  they were i n  love with 
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each other. This di scovery had a strange effect on 
me. I scarcely know why it u pset me so much, and 
made such a disagreeable impression on me.  

Love i s  a lways d isgusting, but love between 
these two who were no more than a pa i r  of inno
cent chi ldren, seemed to me more repuls ive than 
anything I had previously known. The mere s ight 
of i t  made me bu rn with wrath and indignation. 

Bu t  more of thi s  later. I h ave dall ied far too 
long with these in fants who, after a l l ,  were not the 
principal  figures at the banquet. I sha l l  continue 
with my description of the latter .  

After the guests had eaten the cold meats of 
which there was a profusion on the tables ,  the 
major-domo appeared in the doorway, mounted on 
a whi te mare saddled in purple, and loudly an
nounced the first twe lve dishes which were then 
borne i n  by numerous camerieri  and scalch i ,  to 
the strains of a fan fare blown by two trumpeters 
who led the mare by the bridle. The smoking 
dishes spread a smell of meat,  s auces, and fat 
which impregnated the whole room, and I ,  \vho 
can hardly endu re the stink of food, was within 
an ace of vomiting. The senescha l  arched his back 
l ike a cockerel and strutted importantly to the 
Prince's table ,  where he  began to carve the roasts, 
ducks and capons, the grease dr ipping f rom the 
fingers of h i s  left hand which held the v iands.  All 
the whi le, he gest iculated with the long carving 
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kni fe which he held i n  his r ight  hand, as though 
he were a famous fencer exhibi ting his per i lous 
art. The guests stuffed themselves with food and I 
began to feel the discomfort, the vague nausea 
from which I a lways suffer  when I see people 
eating, especially when they a re gluttonous.  They 
gaped i n  the most d isgusting manner i n  order to 
make room for the too large bits and thei r j aw 
muscles champed i n  constant unison, whi le one 
cou ld see the tongue moving about the food inside 
the mouth .  I I  Toro was the unpleasantest of a l l  
those who sa t  a t  the Prince's table. He  a te l ike a 
churl ,  devou ring everything with a shocking ap
petite, and he had a nasty bright  sca rlet tongue, 
broad like that of an ox. On the other hand, the 
Pri nce did not eat voracious ly. He partook of less 
than usual that evening and scarcely drank at  al l .  
Once I saw him ra ise his  glass to h imself and, sunk 
deep in thought, gaze i nto i ts greenish depths as  
though surveying the world through them. The 
others drank tremendous ly. The servants kept run
n ing a round and filling up the goblets and beakers. 

G i lded s turgeon , carp and p ike were borne i n  
o n  immense majolica dishes, receiving grea t  ap
plause for the i r  ski l lfu l dress ing, mighty galan
tines adorned with wax ornaments so tha t  one 
could not see wha t  they really were, pasties shaped 
l ike the heads of deer and ca lves, sucking pigs 
roasted whole and gilded, and sugared and per-
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fumed dishes composed of fowls, quails ,  pheasants 
and herons. At l ast came two pages clad as hunters 
carrying an enti re wild boar, as  gi lded as  the rest, 
with flames i ssuing f rom i ts j aws whi ch had been 
filled with a burning substance that smelled most 
foul ly. Gi rls d ressed, or rather u ndressed, as 
nymphs, ran in to strew the floor with scented 
powders, i n  order to get r id of the disgusting 
stench, but the resu lt was worse than ever ,  and the 
a i r  became suffocatingly s tuffy. For a space, I 
could scarcely breathe. 

II Toro accepted a portion of the boar as though 
he h ad eaten nothing before ,  and all the others 
took huge sl ices of the dark red flesh which sti l l 
dripped blood, but was, nevertheles� regarded as 
a del icacy. It was horrible to see them start thei r 
chewing again ,  whi le the gravy trickled from the ir  
l ips  and beards ; there was someth ing shameless 
about the spectacle, and I who a lways avoid eating 
in public and never consume more than is abso
lutely necessary to maintain l i fe, was more and 
more nauseated by these red swollen oversized 
creatures who seemed to be all stomach . Then, too, 
it was horrible to see the boar being opened up by 
the senescha l  and the gory slices cut out of i ts i n
side unti l at  last only the skeleton and a few rags 
of flesh remained. 

Don Riccardo, eating left-handedly and with a 
special  servant to cut his meat for him, put  away 
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a la rge quantity and drank deeply. H i s  face was 
one wide foolish smi le, and with his good a rm he 
kept rais ing h is goblet to his  l ips .  His outfit of dark 
red velvet was meant to personi fy some kind of 
passion-he always dresses h imself for hi s  mistress. 
H is eyes were brighter and wi lder than usual  and 
every now and again he gesticu lated and reci ted 
some nonsensical poem or other, addressing any
body who would l isten to him,  except the Princess. 
High-sounding words about love and the joy of 
l ivi ng flowed out of him as soon as  the wine had 
poured down his throat. The Pri ncess' eyes glis 
tened whenever he looked at  her ,  and she smi led 
her mysterious smile at h im. Otherwise, she sat  
there as  usual  during a feast, half  present" and half  
absent. Sometimes they glanced si deways at each 
other when they thought nobody else was looking, 
and then her eyes shone with a moist, almost mor
bid,  luster. I noticed them. I never let them out of  
my s ight, though they had no notions of i t .  Nor 
did they guess what was brewing in my sou l. Who 
knows anything of that?  Who knows what I, the 
dwarf, have abrewi ng in  my i nnermost being, to 
which none has access ? Who knows anything about 
the dwarf sou l ,  the most enclosed of a ll ,  where 
thei r  fate is determined ? Who can guess my true 
identi ty?  I t  i s  well for them that they cannot, for 
if they did they would be ter rified. If they did, the 
smile would die on the ir  faces and thei r lips would 
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wi ther and fade forever .  Not a l l  the wine i n  the 
world \vou ld  make them red and moist aga i n . 

I s  there no wine i n  the world can make them 
moist again ?  \Vi l l  they never smi le aga in ?  

I also looked at the damigel la Fi ammetta who, 
though not at the Pri nce's table, was qu i te honor
ably placed, better than her posit ion warranted. 
She is  fa i rly new to the cou rt, and I had not pa id  
much attention to  her before, though I cannot 
th ink why. I n  point of fact ,  she is  sta rtingly hand
some, tal l  and straight, young and yet mature, r ipe 
for  the world. Her  face is  dark and hard and very 
p roud, with pure regular features and coal-black 
eyes wi th a deep- lying gli n t  i n  them. I noti ced that 
the Prince sometimes cast an u neasy glance in her 
d i recti on, as though trying to discover what was 
going on behi nd her immobile face, or guess at her 
thoughts or mood. She never looked at h im .  

Now nearly a l l  the l ights i n  the hal l  were ex
t inguished and a t i t i l lati ng music was heard, 
though no one knew i ts source.  Twelve Moorish 
dancers came rushi ng i nto the darkness with burn
ing  torches between their  teeth , and began to 
perform a mad breath - taking dance. Now they 
whi rled \vi th a r ing of fire around thei r black 
heads,  now they brandi �hed thei r torches in the 
a i r  or flung them high and caught them aga in  be
tween the ir  gl i tteri ng fangs . They p layed with the 
fire as though wi th someth i ng dangerous, and 
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everybody stared at  them, ha lf fascinated and half 
scared by the ir  strange demoniac appearance. They 
swarmed about the place where the princes were 
s i tt ing and when they flourished thei r torches the 
sparks showered over the table. Their  dusky faces 
were twi sted in to fierce grimaces as  they l i t  the 
torches, and they resembled spir i ts of the u nder
world whence they had brought the ir  fire. And 
why should they not have l ighted them there ? Why 
should they not have d ipped the i r  torches in the 
flames of hell ? I stood with my old dwarf's face 
h idden i n  the da rkness and watched these spir i ts 
and the i r  strange demoni ac dance which seemed 
to have h ad the devi l for teacher. 

And as though to i ndicate the i r  or igin  and recal l  
the kingdom of death to  which all  must  one day 
return, they ended by turn ing down thei r torches 
and extinguishing them on the floor ; then they 
vani shed as though the earth had opened and en
gul fed them. 

There was a grisly feel ing in the a i r before the 
l ights went up again,  and my dwarf's eyes, which 
see better  i n  the dark than  the eyes of men, ob
served that  some of the guests sat wi th the ir  hands 
on the i r  dagger h i lts ,  as  though ready for any
thing. 

Why? I t  was only a troupe of dancers which the 
Prince had h i red in Venice to enterta in  his  guests. 

The hal l  was i l luminated aga in  and immedi ately 
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the major-domo reappeared i n  the doorway on hi s  
whi te mare and,  to the shr i l l  s tra ins of a fanfare, 
announced the most exquis i te course of the eve
n ing : "Pavon i!" Whereupon fifty servito rs hasten
ed in from every s ide ,  bear ing aloft huge jeweled 
s i lver dishes on which were enthroned as many 
peacocks , gilded and with thei r  i ri descent tai ls 
outspread. Everybody mani fested the most idiotic 
delight. at  the s ight, and the depression aroused by 
the down-turned torches, presaging death , was 
swept away. These creatu res are like chi ldren, for
getti ng one game for another. But they never 
forget the game I play with them. 

H aving gaped their  fill at the monstrous dishes,  
they proceeded to devou r them, j ust as  they had 
done with al l  the other victuals .  The banquet be
gan all over again with the appearance of these 
vainglorious bi rds which I have always detested 
and which remind me of human beings,  but that 
may be the reason why men admire them so and 
regard them as a delicacy. As soon as  they had 
been gobbled up ,  new courses were brought in ,  
pheasants ,  capons, quai ls ,  and ducks again ,  stur
geon, carp, and dripping venison steaks, f resh 
quanti ties of food with which they stuffed them
se lves unt i l  my mounti ng d i sgust was turned to 
nausea.  Then came mounds of cakes, confectionery, 
and sweetmeats stinking of musk, wh ich they swal
lowed as though they had had nothing else to eat 
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throughout the evening. And at  last they flung 
themselves upon the groups of Greek mythological 
s tatuary which they had pronounced so rarely 
beaut ifu l  and cut them up and devoured them 
unt i l  only a few morsels ren1a ined, and the sta ined 
tables looked as though they had been devastated 
by a horde of barbarians .  I looked at the havoc 
and the hot sweaty creatures with the greatest 

. 

aversion. 
Now the master  of ceremonies s tepped forward 

and requested s i lence. He announced the perform
ance of a superlatively beauti ful  a l legory, com
posed at  the Prince's gracious command by his  
court poets for  the divers ion and edification of the 
honored guests. The skinny sallow scribblers who 
sat far down at the humblest table pricked up 
the i r  ears and looked stupider than ever as they 
eagerly and superci l iously awai ted the perform
ance of thei r work of genius ,  whose p rofound and 
symbolic purport was to consti tu te the cl imax of 
the feast. 

M a rs made his entrance on a stage at  one s ide 
of the hal l ,  clad i n  sh in ing a rmor, and declared 
that  he had decided to compel the two mighty 
champions Celefon and Kalixtes to a combat which 
shou ld be renowned throughout the world and 
cro\vn the i r  names \Vi th eternal glory, but above 
a l l  wou ld tell  mankind the power and the glory of 
h imself ,  the god of war,  how at  h i s  command gal-
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lant blood would flow and heroes fight each other 
at h i s  wi l l .  He concluded by saying th at as long as 
courage and ch ivalry remained on earth they wou ld 
be at the service of Mars and none other, and then 
left the scene. 

Now appeared the two champions and as soon 
as they caught  s ight of each other they began thei r 
sparri ng, so th at thei r b lades flashed through the 
a i r , and there followed a lengthy bout of fencing 
wh ich  was much appreci ated by those in the hal l  
who understood i ts subtleties .  Even I must  admit  
that they were notable swordsmen and I took great 
p leasu re in th at part of the p iece.  During the duel 
they pretended to i nflict  grievous wounds on each 
other and staggered exhausted ly under them u nti l 
they sank l i feless to the floor. 

The god of war reappeared and perorated about 
the honorable combat which had caused the i r  
heroic deaths ,  about h i s  i rres i s t ible power over 
the senses of men and about h i n1self ,  the mightiest 
on earth of a l l  the Olympic  gods. 

After his departure a gentle music was heard.  
Shortly a fterward the goddess Venus gl ided in ,  
followed by her  attendants, and found the two 
knights sadly mangled and, as she hersel f  s a id, 
bath i ng i n  the i r  blood. The attendant nymphs bent 
over them, lamenti ng  that two such fine handsome 
men shou ld have been need lessly bereft of the i r  
manhood and shou ld  have ceased to breathe. As 
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they wept over this tragic fate, their  mistress de
clared that only the cruel Mars could have incited 
thern to this senseless duel .  To this the nymphs 
agreed, but reminded her that Mars had once been 
her lover and that despi te her celesti a l  gentleness 
she had held h im in her arms. But she asserted that 
thi s  was a base slander, for how could the goddess 
of love favor the wi ld and barbaric dei ty who was 
hated and shunned by all ,  i ncluding his  own father, 
the great Jupiter ? Then she stepped forward and 
touched the fallen champions with her magic 
wand, whereupon they rose up al l  hale and hearty 
and p ressed each other's hands in  token of lasting 
peace and friendship ,  swearing that never again 
would they yjeld to the fea rsome l\1 ars and wage 
bloody war aga inst each other.  

T'hen the goddess n1ade a long and 1noving 
speech about love, prais ing i t  as the strongest and 
gentlest of a l l  powers, as the source and vivifyi ng 
origin of a l l  things ; of i ts delicate might which 
imbues strength with gentleness, which dictates 
heavenly laws for earthly beings, and compels al l  
l iving creatures to obey them ; which can change 
and purify the hard coarse senses of men, the acts 
of princes and customs of the people ; of brotherly 
love and charity re igning in a devastated and 
bloodstained world with chivalry and magnanim
i ty in  their  service, bestowing other vi rtues on man
kind than those of martia l glory and feats of  a rms. 

[145] 



Rais ing her magic wand she proclaimed that her 
almi ghty d iv in i ty wou ld conquer the earth and 
transform it i nto the happy abode of love and 
eternal peace. 

I f  my face had been able to smile I should have 
done so during th i s  ingenuous epilogue, but these 
sentimenta l outpourings were most flatteringly re
ceived and caused many of those present to feel 
real ly moved and enchanted , so that the last melli
fluous words were fol lowed by an almost reveren
tia l  s i lence. The scri bblers who had achi eved this 
resu lt looked h ighly pleased and obviously appro
pr iated to themselves a l l  the credi t of thi s success
ful enterta inment, although nobody gave them a 
thought. U ndoubted ly they regarded thi s  eloquent 
and ski l lful a l legory as the only important i tem 
in a l l  the festivities which celebrated the peace 
treaty between our princely house and that of Mon
tanza .  But I wonder if what was to follow was not 
the most important of all .  

As usual  I had my place behind my princely 
lord, and from the depths of my experience could 
guess a t  his wishes before they were u ttered, some
times before he even formulated them to himself, 
thus fulfil l ing his commands as  though I were a 
part of himself .  Now he  gave me a s ign,  imper
ceptible to all others , which meant that I was to 
serve i l  Toro, h i s  son, and his  foremost men with 
the rare wine which i s  iit my sole keeping and 
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which I alone know how to prepare. I fetched my 
golden ewer and filled il Toro's goblet. He had 
thrown off hi s  fu r-trimmed coat which had become 
too warm du ring all h i s  potations ,  and there h e  s a. t  

in  h i s  scarlet garb, short and stout and sangu ine,  
his face as red as fire. The golden cha i ns round his 
bull neck were tangled together so that he looked 
as i f  he were fettered i n  them. I fi l led his  goblet to 
the brim. H is replete body exuded an odor of 
sweat, eructations and wine fumes , and i t  nearly 
made me vomit to be so near such a repulsive 
bestia l  creature. I thought : " I s  there anything  so 
vi le as a human being?" and continued down the 
table to some of his  foremost men , commanders 
and noble lords, who had been put at the Prince's 
table. Then I filled Giovanni-'s gold  beaker, whi le 
Angelica looked at me with her stup id bright blue 
eyes, as foo l i sh and wondering as in  her chi ldhood 
days when she read i n  my compressed old man's 
face that I did not want to play with her. I saw 
that she d ropped his  hand when I approached and 
I a lso saw how she paled, presumably because she 
feared that I had discovered thei r shamefu l sec ret. 
And she was quite r ight. With disgust I had ob
served thei r  growing intimacy, the more shamefu l 
s i nce they belonged to two opposing parties, and 
were themselves bu t i nnocent chi ldren who had 
a llowed themselves to be dragged down into the 
slough of love. I had observed the i r  blushes, caused 
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by the fire of love within the i r  veins ,  by concu
pi scent appeti tes whose revelation is  enough to 
make one s i ck.  I t  was with the strongest distaste 
that I had marked the combination of innocence 
and carnal desi res whi ch is parti cularly nauseating 
and whereby love between persons of that age is 
rendered even viler and more abhorrent than any 
other kind. I took pleasure i n  fill ing his  beaker 
which was only half  empty, but that i s  of no con
sequence when I add my own wine. 

Last of all I approached Don Riccardo and 
fil led his  goblet to the brim. I t  was not part of my 
mission, but I have mi ssions of my own. I give 
myself orders to fulfill .  When I saw the Prince 
looking at  1ne I met his eyes with sereni ty. They 
were strange. H u rn  an eyes are sometimes J i ke that 
-a dwarf's never. I t  was as though everything in 
h i s  sou l had  floated to the surface and was watch
ing me and my actions with mingled fear, anx
iety, and desire ; as though strange monsters had 
emerged from the depths, twisting and turning 
with thei r  s l imy bodies. An ancient be ing l ike my
self never looks l ike that. I stared stra ight  i n  his  
eyes and I hope that he noticed the steadi ness of 
my hand.  

I kno''' what he wants ,  bu t I also know that he 
is  a knight. I am no knight, but only the dwarf of 
a knight. I can guess his  desi res before they have 
been uttered, perhaps before he has formulated 
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them to h imself ,  and thu s  I perform h i s  most 
i naud ible commands ,  as though I were a part of 
h imself .  It i s  good to have a li ttle bravo l ike that 
who can render all manner of service. 

Whi le I filled Don Riccardo's goblet, wh ich 
was em pty as usual ,  he leaned back guffawing \Vi th 
laughter so that h is bea rd stood straight out and 
his  n1outh with all i ts broad whi te teeth gaped 
open l ike a crater .  I cou ld see ri ght down h i s  
th roat. I have a l ready mentioned my d i staste for 
laugh ing people, but the s ight of th i s  fool who 
"loves l i fe" and finds it so i rres ist i bly amusing, 
roaring  with vulga r laughter,  was part icula rly re
volti ng. H is gums and  l ip s  were wet and the tears 
swam in the na sty l i ttle glands in the corners of h i s  
eyes f rom wh ich radi ated small red streaks over 
the dark brown unnatura l ly br i l l i ant  eyes . H is 
la rynx bounced up  and down under the short black 
bri stles on h i s  th roat. On h i s  left hand he wore a 
ruby r ing wh ich I recogni zed as one which the 
Princess had  given h im when he was i l l and wh ich 
I had carr ied next my heart wrapped up  i n  one of 
her nauseous love letters .  Everyth ing about h im 
disgusted me. 

I do not know what he was laugh ing at, nor does 
it matte r, for I �erta in ly shou ld not have found i t  
in  the least amusing. Anyhow he never d i d  so 
aga 1n .  

My task was  done. I awa i ted further develop-

( 1 49 ]  



ments beside this  ebull ient fool of a whoremonger, 
and smelt the st ink of h im and the velvet of h i s  
dark red su i t  wh ich was meant to express pass ion. 

My lord the Pr ince ra ised h i s  greenish goblet, 
turning h i s  amiable smi le toward the honored 
guests, toward Lodovico Montanza and h i s  bril 
l i ant tra in  a round the table, but most of al l  toward 
i l  Toro who was s i tting opposi te him. His pale 
ar istocratic face was del icate and noble and very 
different from the hot and swollen countenances of 
the others . In gentle but vi r i le tones he bade them 
dr ink a toast to the last ing peace which henceforth 
should reign between the i r  two states, between the 
pri ncely houses and between the peoples. The long 
meaningless fighting was at  an end and a new era 
had started wh ich was going to br ing peace and 
p rosper i ty to us  al l .  The old saying of peace on 
ea rth was at last  to be real i zed.  Thereupon he  
dra ined h i s  glass and i n  solemn s i lence the noble 
guests emptied the i r  golden goblets. 

Afterward my lord remained s i tting with his  
glass in  h i s  hand and h i s  absent gaze seemed to be 
contemplati ng the world th rough i t. 

The r ipple of voi ces began aga in  and I do not 
know exactly how long i t  lasted ; that  kind of th ing 
i s  d ifficult to reckon ,  one loses a sense of time. I 
was fa r too strung up,  violently and indescribably 
so, and fu rious because Giovanni had not touched 
h i s  wine. Aflame wi th wrath I saw Angel ica smile 
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fa intly and pul l  i t  toward her ,  pretending that she 
wanted to dr ink it herself .  I had hoped that they 
would both do so, that i n  the ir  i nfatuation they 
wou ld want to dr ink from the san1e sou rce ; but 
neither touched i t. Perhaps the accursed gir l  sus
pected somethi ng,  perhaps in the i r  pru rient exal
tation they felt no need of w ine .  I seethed with 
bi tterness. Why should they l ive ? Devi l  take then1 ! 

Don Riccardo on the other hand gulped i t  down 
i n  a si ngle draught. He emptied this h is last goblet 
to the Princess, sa luting the "lady of h i s  heart" as 
usual .  I n  a last attempt at wi t he gesti culated 
hurrwrously with his u seless r ight arm and raised 
the excellent l ibation which I had served him 
with h i s  left  hand,  smi l ing the whi le that  much 
admired but  essentia l ly vulgar smi le of h is. And 
she smi led back at  h im,  first rather mischievous ly, 
and then with that moist des i rous glint i n  her eyes 
which I find so s ickening. I cannot u nderstand 
how anybody can have that kind of expression i n  
h i s  eyes. 

Suddenly i l  Toro gave vent to a wei rd howl and 
stared straigh t ahead of h im with stiff glar ing eyes. 
Two of h i s  men who had been s i tt ing on the same 
s ide of the Prince's table hastened to him, but 
s imultaneously began to stagger ,  sei zed the edge 
of  the table and collapsed on the i r  sea ts ,  'Yhere 
they writhed i n  agony, groan ing someth ing about 
having been poisoned. Not many heard them, but 

[151 ] 



one of the others, who was not yet so seriously 
affected , shouted to the whole room : "We are 
poisoned I "  Everybody sprang up and confusion 
reigned. Other members of i l  Toro's su i te leaped 
up with drawn daggers and other weapons and 
rushed to the central table where they a ttacked 
our men and tried to push the i r  way through to 
the Pri nce. But  h i s  followers had risen i n  thei r 
turn to defend themselves and the i r  lord , and a 
terrible tumult began. There were many ki lled 
and wounded on both s ides and blood flowed i n  
torrents .  I t  was l ike a battlefield i ndoors among 
the decked tables ,  between drunken red- faced war
r iors who after s i tt ing peacefu l ly beside each other 
suddenly found themselves fighti ng desperately 
for their l ives . Screams echoed from every s ide and 
drowned the groans and s ighs of the dying. Ap
pall ing curses summoned all the devils i n  hell  to 
this spot where the foulest of  a l l  c rimes had been 
commi tted. I cl imbed onto a chair  so as  to get a 
good view of what  was happening about me and 
s tood there, frenzied with exc i tement, surveying 
the tremendous resu lts of my work : the ext irpation 
by me of thi s  loathsome race wh ich deserves noth
i ng else. I s aw how my m ighty sword went forth 
over them, p i ti less ly destructive, demanding ven
geance and punishment for everythi ng. How I �is
patched them to burn eternally i n  the fires of hell 1 
M ay they burn forever ! All  these creatures who 
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call themselves men, and who inspi re such disgust 
and nausea ! Why shou ld they exi st ? Why shou ld 
they revel and laugh and love and overrun the 
earth ? Why should these lying di ssemblers and 
braggarts ex ist, these lustful shameless creatu res 
whose virtues are even viler than thei r s ins ? M ay 
they burn i n  the fires of hell ! I felt l ike S atan 
himself, su rrounded by al l  the i nfernal sp i r i ts 
invoked at thei r nocturnal meetings, swa rming 
around them with grinning faces, draggi ng the ir  
souls sti l l  hot  and stinking from the ir  bodies, down 
into the kingdom of death. I felt my temporal 
power wi th a joy greater than I had ever known, 
and so acute that  I nea rly lost consciousness. I fe l t  
how the world had, th rough me,  been filled with 
terror and d oom, and transformed from a bri l l i ant 
feast to a p lace of fear and destruction.  I brew 
my draught and pri nces and powerful nobles groan 
in  the ir  death pangs or wallow in thei r blood. I 
offer  my potion and the guests a t  the lavish tables 
gro·w pale and thei r smi les fade and none raises 
hi s  gl ass aga in  or prates of love and the joy of 
l iving. For after my dr ink they forget all the 
beauty and wonder of li fe and a mist enfolds 
everything and the i r  eyes fa i l  and da rkness f alls .  
I turn down the i r  to rches and extingu ish them so 
that it is dark. I assemble them with the i r  u nsee ing 
eyes a t  my somber communion feast where they 
have drunk my poisoned blood, that which my 
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heart drinks dai ly, but which for them spells death. 
I l  Toro sat motionless. His  face was blue and 

his  underj aw wi th i ts sparse beard viciously low
ered as though he wanted to bi te somebody with 
his  brownish tusks. He  was a fr ightful  sight with 
h i s  eyes bulging yellow and bloodshot from thei r  
sockets. Suddenly h e  twi sted his  hunched neck 
around as though trying to dislocate i t, and the 
clumsy head lu rched over on one s ide. At the same 
time his  short bu ll body arched i tself backward i n  
a bow, jerked convulsively a s  though stabbed
and he was dead. By now all his  men at the 
Prince's table were wri thing in i nfernal  agony, 
but i t  was not long before they too ceased to give 
any sign of l ife .  As for Don Riccardo, he died 
leaning back with half-closed eyes as though re
veli ng i n  my drink, much as he used to do when 
he had tasted a really rare wine ; suddenly he 
threw out his arms as though wanting to embrace 
the whole world,  fell backward, and died.  

During the fighting and confusion nobody had 
any t:me for those who were dying, so they had to 
expi re i n  their  own way as best they could. Only 
Giovanni ,  who had been s i tt ing on the same side 
as il Toro and who, thanks to the damned gi rl, had 
not tasted my potion, hurried forward to his  father 
and stood bending over his horrible body as 
though under the delusion that he could help him. 
But a burly man wi th fists l ike those of a black-
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smith elbowed hi s  way to him just  as  the old 
scoundrel breathed his  last, sei zed the lad as though 
he had been a feather and dragged him through 
the hall . 'fhe young coward a llowed himself  to be 
taken away and thus escaped us. Devil  take him ! 

The tables were u pset and thei r furni sh ings 
trampled underfoot by the combatants who were 
now qui te i nsane wi th bloodlust . The women had 
fled shrieking, but in the midst of a l l  the desola
tion I saw the Princess standing as  though petri 
fied, wi th r igid featu res and glassy eyes. Her 
cadaverous pallor contrasted comica lly with the 
pa int which still remained on her middle- aged 
face. Some of the serv2nts managed to lead her 
f rom that terrible room, and she fol lowed them 
listlessly, as though unaware of where she was or 
whi ther they were conducting her. 

Though inferior in  number, il  Taro's men still 
brandished the ir  inadequate weapon� as they re
treated toward the exit doors. The battle continued 
on the s ta i rs ,  and they were pu rsued down them 
and out in to the squa re.  Here the sorely pressed 
enemy was rel ieved by Montanza's bodyguard 
which had been summoned from the Palazzo 
Geraldi and, under cover of the latter ,  they con
trived to make thei r  escape from the town.  Other
wise they wou ld undoubtedly have been mowed 
down to the l ast man. 

I s tood there alone in  the abandoned hall ,  now 
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i n  semidarkness s ince al l  the candelabra had been 
thrown onto the floor. Only the ragged, apparently 
half-starved u rchins remained,  creeping around 
with their torches and h unting among the corpses 
for scraps of food and grimy delicacies ,  \vhich 
they devoured at i ncredible speed, s imultaneous ly 
grabbing as much of the s i lver as  they could h ide 
beneath their tatters .  When they j udged i t  u nsafe 
to stay any longer, they threw away their torches 
and stole out with thei r booty on padding naked 
feet, and I was left a lone i n  the room. Undis
turbed I gazed around me, sunk deep in  thought. 

The flickeri ng rays of the dying torches i l lumi
nated the muti lated corpses of friend and foe, ly
ing i n  their  blood on the stone floor among the 
trampled bloodsta ined napery and the remnants of 
the great banquet. Thei r festal garments were torn 
and dirty and thei r pal l id  faces sti l l  twisted and 
evi l ,  for  they had died fighting in  the midst  of 
thei r  mad fury. I stood there, su rveytng every
th i ng with my ancient eyes. 

B rotherly love. Eternal  peace. 
H ow these creatures love to d i scuss themselves 

and their  world i n  great and beautiful  words l 

When I waited on the Princess as usual  the next 
morning i n  her bedchamber she was lying there 
supine with empty eyes and withered l ips .  H er 
mouth was closed as though i t  would never open 
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again,  and her ha i r  was spread in a colorless tangle 
on the c rumpled pi llow. Her hands lay slack and 
motionless on the coverlet. She did not notice my 
presence though I was standing in the middle of 
the room watching her and waiti ng for her  to ex
press some behest. I cou ld examine her as much as 
I wanted .  The paint was still there but it was the 
only token of any kind of gaiety ; her skin was dry 
and faded and her neck wrinkled despite i ts fu ll
ness. Her once express ive eyes sta red blankly, a l l  
the i r  radiance gone. I t  was i ncredible that she 
could ever have been beauti ful ,  ever been loved 
and embraced by anybody. Even the thought of 
such a thing seemed grotesque .  She was just an 
ugly woman lying there in bed.  At last. 

THE COURT is in mourning for i ts j ester .  
1"'he funeral took place today. All the household, 
the knights and nobles of the town fol lowed h im,  
and so  of course d id  h i s  own subordinates who 
must genuinely regret h im, for i t  must be agreeable 
to be i n  the service of such a careless and extrav
agant master .  Crowds stood gaping i n  the streets 
as the procession went on i ts way ; the poor brutes 
are said to have liked the fr ivolous j ackanapes. 
Oddly enough, such people appeal to them. While 
starving themselves, they enjoy hearing about the 
carefree extravagant l ives of others .  They are said 
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to know al l  the stories about him, hi s  escapades 
and successfu l " jests , "  and relate them in the ir  
di rty hovels around h i s  palace. Now he was giv
ing them an additional  treat and letting them jo in 
in  hi s  magnificent funeral .  

The Prince headed the cortege, with bowed 
grief-stricken head. He is always admi rable when 
p laying a part. Yet perhaps it is not really so ad
mi rable, s ince concealment is in h i s  nature. 

Nobody dared murmur a word. What they may 
subsequently say in thei r huts and palaces i s  of no 
importance. It has been represented as a fatal mis
take ; Don Riccardo chanced to drink the poisoned 
wine which was intended for the exalted guests. 
His  unquenchable th i rst being univenally known, 
i t  i s  taken for granted that he was h imself respon
s ible for h i s  tragic end. Apart from thi s  everybody 
believes what he chooses . All  are p leased that 
Montanza and h i s  men should have been poi
soned. 

The Princess was not present at  the funeral .  She 
is sti l l  lying motion less and remote, refusing to 
eat . That i s  to say, she does not refuse, for she does 
not speak at a l i ,  bu t they cannot get anything down 
her th roat. The stup id  chambermaid  bustles about, 
red-eyed and bewi ldered , s igh ing and mopping 
her pasty fat cheeks .  

Nobody suspects me,  for nobody knows who I 
am. 
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IT MAY well be that he  real ly mourns 
h im ; for such as  he it i s  not impossible. I should 
imagine tha t  he enjoys mourning him and finds i t  
noble and "seemly. Chivalrous selfless grief i s  a l
ways an  elevating and agreeable sensation.  Be
s ides,  he was very attached to h im even i f  he did 
want h im to die ,  and now that he h as gone he 
cher ishes him more than ever. Previously there 
was a lways something which h ampered and dis
turbed h i s  feelings for hi s  fr iend, but now i t  exi sts 
no longer. Now that he has  a ttai ned h i s  desi re he 
feels fonder than ever  of h im. 

Everybody i s  talking about Don Riccardo, what  
he was  l ike, how he l ived and died, what  he sa id  
and how splendidly he acted on thi s  or that occa
s ion,  what a perfect knight  he  was,  what a gay and 
gallant man. In a way he seems to be more al ive 
than ever,  but it  i s  apt to be l ike that d irectly after 
a death. It soon passes over. Nothing is so su re as 
the final  oblivion. 

And yet they say that he will never be forgotten .  
And by falsi fying him i nto somethi ng monstrously 
charming and extraordinary they hope to be able 
to keep him al ive forever .  They have a strange 
anti pathy to death, espec ia l ly i n  reference to some 
of thei r dead. H i s  legend is i n  process of creation, 
and those who know the truth about thi s  rake, th i s  
foolish empty-headed buffoon, must be amazed a t  
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the results .  The fact that the whole thing i s  a l i e  
from start to finish does not  bother them in  the 
least ; to the i r  minds he personified ga iety and 
poetry and God knows what, and now the world 
i s  no longer the same s ince they can never hear his  
horse- laughter aga in .  His  joyous  pranks are ended, 
and they are al together overwhelmed and dis
tressed by the i r  loss and the void  he leaves beh ind 
him.  They thoroughly enjoy mou rning h im.  

The Pr ince jo ins most generously in  thi s  senti
mental entertainment. He l istens wistful ly to the 
paeans of pra ise and sometimes adds a word of h i s  
own whi ch seems a l l  the more beaut i ful  for having 
come from h im. Otherwise I cannot help thinking 
that he i s  qui te sat isfied with his l i ttle assass in ,  h i s  
l i ttle bravo ; though naturally he  does not show i t. 
He has  not sa id  a word to me on the subj ect, 
neither of p ra ise nor blame. A pri nce need not pay 
any a ttention to h i s  servants i f  he  does not wish to. 

He avoids me. He always does aftet that kind  
o f  thing. 

The Princess makes no display of her grief. I 
do not quite know how thi s  shou ld be interpreted.  
Presumably i t  means that she mourns him deeply. 
But she just l ies there star ing. 

I am the cause of her grief ; and i f  she i s  des 
perate i t  i s  for  my sake. I f  she i s  changed and 
never aga in  wi l l  be  as before, i t  i s  for  my sake. J f 
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she l ies there l ike an ugly old woman no longer 
car ing about her appearance, tha t  too i s  for my 
sake. 

I could never have believed that I had such 
power over her.  

THE MURDERS have made the Prince very 
popular .  Everybody says that he i s  a great prince. 
Never before has he triumphed so over his  enemies 
and been the object of  such admiration. We are 
proud of him and cons ider that he has shown u n
usual  cunning and energy. 

Some wonder i f  any good can come out of i t  al l .  
They say that they have evi l premoni tions, but 
somebody always has .  The majority are delighted 
and cheer whenever he shows himself. Nearly 
everyone i s  suscept.i ble to the charm of a pr ince 
who hes i tates at noth ing. 

Now the people await a really peaceful and 
happy era.  They thi nk he d id  wel l  to cut off the 
heads of the neighbors so tha t  they can no longer 
disturb their happiness. 

They th ink of nothing but the i r  happiness. 

I wonder what mighty schemes he is nursing 
now, if  he meditates attacking them aga in ,  march
ing straight  on the i r  town and taking possession of 
it and the whole country. I t  would not be d ifficult ,  
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s ince all  the i r  leaders and ch ief c i ti zens are out of 
the way. That chila Giovanni  is nothi ng to worry 
abou t, he will  not cause us any trouble-a cow
a rdly lad who runs away as soon as anything hap
pens. He ought to be captu red and taught how to 
behave l ike a man. 

It i s  obvious that he means to harvest the fruits 
of the murders. Otherwise there would be no sense 
to i t. He cannot content h imself with things as 
they a re. Of course one must reap that which one 
has sown. 

There are some foolish rumors that Montanza's  
people have taken up arms in thei r  anger and 
sworn to avenge the i r  p rince and his men. Of 
course that i s  only talk ; i t  i s  quite l ikely though 
that they feel angry about i t. They were meant to. 
But  no one can believe that they should have taken 
up a rms to avenge such a prince ; even i f  they have 
it is of no consequence. A people without a leader 
is nothing but a miserable flock of sheep. 

THEY SAY that an uncle of young Giovanni 
has taken command, and that i t  i s  he who has 
sworn revenge. That seems more credible. The 
people do not avenge the i r  pr inces, why should 
they? The i r  l i fe i s  the same under them all and 
they are thankful to be r id of at  least one of their 
tormentors. 
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He is sa id to be a man of the same kidney as 
i l  Taro, but h i therto was never al lowed to play an 
important part. Hi s  name is  Ercole Montanza and 
he is reported to be dangerous ,  but no soldier .  He 
sei zed the reins to save the country from the mortal 
per i l  which threatens it ,  according to himself ,  and 
at  the same time he tries to set aside the youthful 
heir as being too weak for a prince, whereas he 
h imself is of the true Montanza blood and there-

• 

fore considers h imself  fitter to reign. This seems 
even more credible.  It i s  just l ike most of the hap
penings in  th is world. 

My prophecy may be on the way to fulfil lment, 
tha t  the youth with his h inds' eyes and the locket 
on his breast is desti ned never to sit on a throne. 

CoNSIDERABLE forces have been assembled 
to exact this vengeance and have a lready begun to 
pour into the cou ntry through the glen bes ide the 
river. Boccarossa leads them ; together with his  
mercenaries he has undertaken to die for the new 
Montanza in exchange for a wage double that 
paid by ou r Prince. They bu rn and pi l lage and 
aim principal ly at helping others to die .  

Ou r generals have hastily col lected troops wi th 
which to check the ir  advance. Once more the town 
is ful l  of soldiers on the ir  way to the front to re
sume thei r trade.  
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The Prince i s  doing noth ing. 

Our resources arc l in1i ted ,  s i nce so many men 
were ki lled in the forn1er war. It i s  not easy to find 
sufficient men who can be used and know more or 
less what to do when under fire .  Ho\vever we a re 
scrap ing together  a l l  that i s  left , and that ought to 
be as many as 1\1ontanza can col lect, for they also 
have had  grave losses which n1ust have tapped 
the i r  best blood .  The enthusi asn1 i s  not qu i te the 
same as be fore, bu t ou r n1en submit  themselves 
wi l l i ngly, real i z ing th at i t  is i nevi table. They 
reali ze that they must accept thei r fate and that  
l i fe i s  not meant for happ iness a lone. 

The i nvaders a rc approach ing the town and all  
checks are merely tempora ry. Our troops cannot 
resi st them for long bu t must a lways end u p  by 
retreati ng. Al l  the reports a rc depress ing and 
monotonous, and mention only withdrawa ls and 
losses . 

The enemy ravages the l and th rough which he 
passes. The v i l lages arc  p lundered and burned and 
any i nhabitants i n  h i s  path arc sla in .  The cattle a re 
stolen ,  s laughtered , and roasted over the camp
fires, and what i s  over i s  taken in  the baggage 
wagons for futu re use .  The cornfields are burned.  
Now Boccarossa's legior.a ries can do as they please 
and they leave no l ivi ng th ing beh ind  them. 
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Refugees trai l i nto the town th rough the postern 
gate with the i r  carts fu l l  of the queerest posses
s ions, pots and pans, bedcovers and di rty rags, a l l  
kinds o f  o ld  rubbish laughable i n  thei r worth less
ness . Some of them lead a goat or  a miserable co\v 
by the horn, and they :1 l l  look te rrified.  Nobody 
wants them here or knows why they have come. 
They s leep in the squa res bes ide thei r beasts ,  and 
the town i s  beginning to look l ike a mucky v i l lage ; 
the s t ink i n  thei r v ic in i ty i s  appal l ing. 

Our troops do noth ing bu t \Vi thdraw. The enemy 
is sa id  to be not so very far  from the town, though 
I do not know exactly where, and the in formation 
i s  so shi ft ing that  one cannot keep track of  i t . Al
ways the same weari some reports that  our men 
res i s ted but now are on the retreat ,  tha t  now they 
are going to make a stand and then th at they are 
obl iged to retreat again .  And the flood of refugees 
goes on j ust the same, fi l l ing the town with the i r  
cattle, the i r  rags ,  and thei r jeremiads .  

A queer war l 

IN PO I :\T of  fact I qu i te understand the 
Prince's i nd ifference and his readi ness to leave 
everyth ing to h i s  staff. He is not i n terested i n  de
fensive tactics , they do not amuse h im.  He i s  l ike 
me-he l ikes to take the in i ti a tive. Ours i s  the 
sp ir i t  of attack. There i s  no p leasure in defending 
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oneself ,. only an endless monotony with no glamour 
or exci tement. And what is the use of i t ?  I t  is too 
futi le for words .  N obodv can want to bother about  
anyth ing l ike that. Th is  i s  a boring war. 

The lVIontanza - Boccarossa army can be seen 
from the c i ty walls .  Th is evening from my win
do\v up i n  the dwarfs' apartment I can see the 
l ight of thei r campfires on the pla in .  I t  i s  a fasci
nating s ight  in the darkness . 

I can almost p icture the faces of the mercenar ies 
as they s i t  around the fires discuss ing the exploits 
of the day. They th row a few ol ive roots on the 
fi re,  and thei r featu res a re hard and resolu te i n  
the l ight o f  i ts danci ng flames. These a re men who 
carry the i r  fate in the i r  hands and who do not l ive 
i n  perpetual  suspense for the futu re .  They l igh t  
the ir  campfires in  any country and  do  not care 
which people p rovi de the i r  l i velihood. I t  i s  al l  one 
to them which p rince they se rve-and in real i ty 
they serve only themselves .  \Vhen they are weary 
they stretch themselves out in the da rkness and 
rest for the morrow's slaughter .  They a re a people 
without a country, but the whole world is thei rs .  

I t  i s  a beauti ful evening. The autumn a i r  blows 
clea r and cool from the mountains ,  and the stars 
must be sh in ing. I have been s i tti ng here for a long 
time at the window, watch ing the numerous fires. 
Now I too shall go to rest. 
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It  i s  strange that I who can see the fires which 
are so far away cannot perceive the sta rs .  I have 
never been able to. My eyes are not l ike others '  but 
there i s  noth ing the tnatter with them, for I can 
distinguish everythi ng on earth very c learly. 

I OFTEN th ink about Boccarossa .  I can 
pictu re him,  huge ,  nearly gigantic ,  with his  pock
marked face, h i s  animal  j aw, and that  gaze i n  the 
depths of his eyes . And the l ion's n1ask on h i s  
breastplate ,  the  gri nning beast of prey sticking out  
i ts  tongue at everything. 

Our troops have come fleeing into the town after 
an engagement which was fought j ust outs ide the 
ramparts . It was a gory ba ttle wh ich cost us many 
hundred dead ,  not to mention the wounded who 
crawled i n  through the c i ty gates or were dragged 
i n  by women who are sa id  to have gone out to seek 
thei r sons and husbands on the ba ttlefield .  

Ou r soldiers were i n  a lamentable cond i tion 
when they final ly gave up and withdrew within 
the wal l s .  Si nce the i r  arrival there has been con
fusion in the town wh ich is c rammed to bu rs ting, 
far too ful l  of warriors ,  wounded and myriads of 
refugees from the countrysi de. Everyth ing i s  o'ne 
huge muddle ,  and the a tn1osphere i s  deplorable .  
People s leep in  the streets though the nights a re 

[ 167] 



beginning to be ch i l ly, and even i n  the daytime 
one can stumble ove r exhausted s lumberers and 
over the wounded whom nobody has any t ime to 
a ttend to, though they may h ave had the i r  hurts 
bandaged.  The whole th i ng is hope less, and the 
thoP ght of the coming s iege now that  the enemy 
has com pletely su rrounded the c i ty does not he lp 
to disperse the u tter despondency. 

Is i t  worth whi le trying to res ist somebody l ike 
Bocca rossa ? Personal ly, I never ant ic ipated any 
success in  this wa r. 

But  they say that  the c i ty i s  to be defended to 
the last drop of blood , and a lso that  it is strongly 
fortified and can ho ' d  out  for a long ti n1e ,  even 
that it i s  impregnable .  But  so are a l l c i ties unt i l  
they are taken. I have my own opinion of i ts im
pregnabi l i ty. 

The Prince has awakened and has begun to as
sume the leadersh ip  of  the defense. He is un pop
u lar  and meets with no applause when he shows 
h imse lf .  Folk think that the murder of Montanza 
and his people  was the act  of a lunatic  and can 
lead to noth ing but more war and m i se ry. 

The Pri ncess is up  and abou t again and has be
gun to eat a l i tt le ,  bu t she i s  not at a l l  he rse lf. She 
has become much th inner and the skin of her erst
wh i le pl urn p face is dry and gray. She rea l ly is 
complete ly a l tered.  Her clothes h ang on her as 
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though they had been 1nade for someone else. She 
goes dressed i n  black. When she speaks i t  i s  i n  a 
low almost whispering voice. Her  mouth i s  sti l l  
wi the red and her thinness has changed the expres
s ion of her face, the eye sockets are sunken and 
dark about the u nnatural ly burning eyes. 

She kneels for hou rs i n  prayer before the cru
cifix, u ntil her knees a re so st iff and painful that 
she can scarcely rise. I have of course no idea what 
her prayers a re about, but they cannot be answered 
s ince she goes on day after day. 

She never leaves her room. 

MAESTRO BERNARDO is sa id to be helping 
the Prince to strengthen the fortifications and in
venting all  kinds of i ngenious a rrangements for 
the defense of the town.  Report says that the work 
is  pursued wi th energy and goes on n ight and day. 

I have great confidence i n  M aestro Bernardo's 
a rt and ski l l ,  but I do not thi nk that he has much 
chance against Boccarossa .  The old master i s  a 
great spir i t, and his  thoughts and knowledge com
prehend nearly everyth ing ; indi sputably he has 
great powers a t  h i s  disposal which he has con
quered from nature and which really obey h im,  
presumably against thei r wi l l .  But  Boccarossa 
seems to me a s  though he himself were one of those 
powers, as though they served him as a matter of 
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course, and much more wil l ingly. I th ink he i s  
nearer nature. 

Bernardo is  a changed person, his haughty noble 
features always fill me wi th misgiving. 

I thi nk that i t  wil l  be an unequa l  struggle. 
If one saw them side by s ide, Bernardo with h i s  

ph i losopher's brow and Boccarossa with h i s  power
ful leonine j aw, there would be no doubt as to 
which were the stronger. 

FOOD IS begi nning to run short i n  the town. 
Of course we do not notice i t  at the cou rt, but they 
say the people are starving. Nor is that  pecu l iar,  
with al l  the superfluous inhabi tants who have no 
business to be here. The refugees are more and 
more disl iked, being regarded, and r ightly so, as 
the cause of the food shortage.  They are a bu rden 
to the cit izens. Most unpopular of all are thei r 
whining di rty chi ldren who go begging all  over 
the p lace and are even sa id to steal when they get 
the chance. Bread is doled out twice a week but 
very l ittle, for no preparations had been made for 
a s iege and the stores are small .  Soon they wil l  
come to an  end .  The refugees who had a cow or  
goat with them and l ived on the mi lk have now 
slaughtered thei r emaciated beasts who were al
ready nearly dead of  starvation, and kept them
selves al ive with the meat which they could also 
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exchange for flour and other necess i ti es .  Now they 
have nothing left and the townspeople affirm that 
they have h idden thei r meat and are better off 
than themselves, but I do not believe i t, for they 
do not look l ike that. They are th in  and seem very 
undernourished. This  does not n1ean that I have 
any sympathy for these people ; I share the town 
dwellers' aversion to them. They are stupid like all  
peasants , and spend most of thei r time s itting and 
staring. They have no i ntercourse wi th outs iders,  
but have d ivi ded themselves up according to thei r 
d ifferent vi llages and keep together in  thei r d i rty 
camps, the l i ttle b i t  of the square where they keep 
thei r old rags and which they seem to regard as a 
kind of home. I n  the evening they s i t  a round thei r 
fires, i f  they have been able to procu re any fuel ,  
and talk in the i r  imbeci le language, of which 
sca rcely a word i s  comprehensible. Nor would i t  
be worth l i sten ing to i f  i t  were. 

The filth and stench from all these people camp
ing in the squ ares and streets i s  appalli ng. All this 
fou lness i s  unbear�ble to me who am scrupu lously 
clean about my person and very sensi t ive to any 
unpleasant features i n  my su rroundings .  Many 
consider that I am unduly susceptible i n  my de
testation of human excrement and i ts smell . These 
pr imiti ve c reatures are l ike the cattle with which 
they ass'Jciate, and relieve themselves anywhere. 
It is too swinish for words. The a i r  stinks of it and 
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I find the condi tion of the streets and squares so 
disgusting that I try to avoi d going into the town. 
I do not have to carry so many messages now since 
the Princess' extraordinary change and Don Ric
cardo's timely death. 

All these homeless people sleep in the open at 
night and cannot be too snug in their  rags now 
th at an unusually hard winter has set in .  They say 
that some have been found frozen to death in the 
morning, that some scarecrow who remained prone 
when a ll the others had got up p roved on closer 
examination to be dead. But they die more of their 
privations than of the actual  cold, and then only 
the old folk who lack stamina and natural bodi ly 
warmth. Nobody minds their  dying ; they are only 
a burden to the others, and there are far too many 
people here in the town. 

Boccarossa's men lack nothing. The whole coun
try is at  their disposal for p lunder, and they make 
longer and longer forays into the interior  to pro
vide for the i r  needs . They burn the vil lages as soon 
as they have taken what they want, and one can 
often see the reflection of distant fires in the sky 
a t  n ight. The surrounding district has long been 
completely devastated. 

Oddly enough they h ave not yet attempted to 
s torm the town. This su rprises me, for i t  would 
have been an easy prey. M aybe they th ink that it  
i s  eas ier to s tarve i t  out ; they have noth ing against 

[172] 



a siege when they can simultaneously pi llage the 
countryside. 

ANGELICA wanders l istlessly about in i dle
ness. Formerly she at least used to occupy herself 
with her embroi dery. She i s  generally down by the 
river and s i ts there feed ing the swans or merely 
watching i t  glide by. Sometimes she spends the 
whole even ing at  her  window, gazing at  the en
emy's tents and bivouac fires and the p lundered 
pla in .  I suppose that remi nds her of her prince. 

Peop le look so strangely id iotic  when they are 
in  love, and particu la rly when they love in  va in .  
The expression of  the i r  faces becomes pecu li arly 
foolish and I cannot understand how anybody can 
say that love makes them more beauti ful .  Her eyes 
are, i f  poss ible ,  blanker and s i l l ier than ever ,  and 
her cheeks are pale ,  not  at all  as they were during 
the banquet. But her  mouth seems la rger, the l ips 
fuller ,  and i t  i s  pla in tha t  she i s  no longer a ch i ld. 

Probably I am the only one who knows her  
criminal secret. 

To my astonishment the Pri ncess asked me today 
if I though t that Christ  hated her. I answered 
quite truth fu lly tha t  I knew noth ing about i t. She 
looked at me with her burning eyes and seemed 
di stressed .  But  He must hate her ,  for He never 
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a llowed her any peace, and then He must hate her 
because of  a l l  her s ins .  I found this very likely and 
said so .  The fact that I shared her opinion seemed 
to calm her and she sank into a chair ,  s igh ing 
deeply. I d id not qui te know what I was doing 
there,  for as  usual she had no task for me. After a 

moment I asked i f  I might  go, and she replied that 
she had no power to decide that, but at  the same 
time she gazed p leadingly at  me as though she 
wanted me to help her.  But I found the s i tuation 
uncomfortable and went away. When I reached 
the doorway she flung herself on her knees before 
the crucifix and began desperate ly to gabble her  
p rayers ,  c lutching the  rosa ry between her thin 
fingers. 

It made a strange perplexing impress ion on me. 
'\Vha t has happened to the old nincompoop ? 

OBVIOUSLY she genuinely bel ieves that He 
hates her .  She retu rned to the subject again today. 
She  sa id that a l l  her prayers were of no avai l ,  for 
He sti l l  refused to forgive her. He wi ll  not l isten 
to her and ignores her  exi stence, except that He 
never a llows her a moment's peace. It i s  so dread
ful that she cannot endu re i t. I sa id that I thought 
she ought to appeal  to her father confessor who has 
a lways shown such sympathy and understanding 
for her spi r itual difficu lties. She shook her head ; 
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she had already done so, but he could give her no 
help. He did not understand her at  all .  He thought 
that she was without sin. I smi led sneeringly at 
th i s  u tterance from the smug monk. 

Then she asked me what I thought of her .  I sa id 
that I considered her a voluptuous woman and that  
I was sure that she \Vas one of those who are  des
tined to burn for all etern i ty in the fires of hel l .  
At th is ,  she flung herself on her knees before me 
and wrung her clasped hands so that the knuckles 
·whi tened, moaning and s ighing and beseeching 
my me1 cy and deliverance in her great distress. I 
let her l ie wri th ing at  my feet, partly because I had 
no means of helping her  and partly because I 
thought i t  was only r ight and proper that she 
should suffer .  She sei zed my hand and moistened i t  
with her tears ,  even tried to kiss i t , but I pul led i t  
back and wou ld not let her carry o n  like that. This 
made her moan and whimper even more, and 
seemingly reduced her to a state of utter despa ir  
and agitation. "Confess thy s ins ! "  I sa id ,  aware 
that my face was very stern .  And she began to con
fess a l l  her s i ns, her lewd l i fe ,  her law less affa i rs 
with men toward whotr. the devi l had filled her 
with desi re, and her voluptuous pleasu re when she 
felt that  she was ensnared in  the devi l 's noose. I 
compelled her to describe her s ins i n  deta i l  and the 
horrible sa ti sfactions they yie lded and the names 
of those wi th whom she had had crimina l  rela-
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tions. She obeyed a l l  my commands and gave me a 
terr ible p icture o f  her revolting l i fe. But  she d id 
not  mention Don Riccardo and I commented on 
th i s .  She looked inqu i ri ngly at  me and seemed not  
to  grasp my meaning. Was that too a s in ? I i n
formed her that i t  was the most heinous of  a l l .  This 
did not seem at  al l  clear to her,  and she looked at 
me in  wonder ,  a lmost i n  doubt. I cou ld see that she 
began to ponder what I had sa id ,  this notion which 
was so fore ign to her, and that her ponderings gave 
her food for anxiety. I asked her  whether she had 
not loved him best of a l l .  "Yes ," she whispered, i n  
a scarcely aud ible voice,  and fel l  to weeping again ,  
but  not  in  the same way as  before, more as most 
people weep. She went  on for so long that I had 
no  wish to  s tay there l i s ten ing to  her ,  but  told her  
that now I mus t  go. She  looked pleadingly and 
hopelessly at me and asked i f  I cou ld  give her no 
consolat ion .  What cou ld  she do to make Christ 
h ave mercy u pon her ? I answered that i t  was pre-

• 

sumptuous of her to ask such a thing, for she was 
so fu l l  of s i n  that i t  was natural  that the Savior 
shou ld not l i s ten to her prayers. He had not been 
crucified for the redemption of such as she. She 
l i stened meekly and sa id  that  she felt  that too. 
She was not worthly tha t  He shou ld l is ten to her .  
She was aware of th is  in her i nnermost conscious
ness when she knelt  praying before h is image. She 
sat down s igh ing, but  somewhat ca lmer, and began 
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to talk a bout herself as the most depraved of a l l  
mankind, and that  she never could share i n  the 
heavenly grace. "I have loved much,"  she sa id ,  
"but I have not loved God and H is Son, and so my 
punishment is only just." 

Then she thanked me for my kindness. It  was a 
rel ief  to be able to confess, even i f , as she well 
understood, she could not hope for any absolution. 
And it was the first time she had been able to weep.  

I left  her s i tt ing there with red-rimmed eyes and 
her hair  ruffled l ike an old bi rds' nest. 

THE PRINCE spends much of h i s  t ime with 
Fi ammetta. Often they s i t  together a lone after 
supper and I have to stay and wait u pon them. At 
one time he used to li nger  there l ike that  with the 
Pri ncess, but very seldom. Fi ammetta is quite a 
d ifferent type, cold, sedate ,  and unatta inable, a rea l  
beauty. Her dark face i s  the hardest I have ever 
seen i n  a woman and i f  i t  were less lovely one 
would surely find it devoid of gentleness . There is 
an i rresi stible power about the coa l-black eyes 
with thei r si ngle spark. 

I presume that she i s  f rigid in love and not 
lavish with herself ,  but demands much and requi res 
complete submission f rom those whom she con
descends to love. Perha.ps the Prince l ikes this and 
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i s  wi l l ing to put up with i t. For a l l  I know, cold
ness in  love may be as  much rel i shed as warmth .  

Personal ly I h ave noth ing against her, unl ike 
a l l  the others. She treats the servants as  though 
they were dust, and they say that  they a re not ac
customed to such, that she is not the ir  mistress but 
only a concubine.  She does not seem to regard the 
other court ladies as  her equals ,  but I \vonder i f  
she ever d id ,  o r  i f  she ever h a s  regarded anyone 
as her equal .  It  does not look l ike ordinary super
ci l iousness, bu t more l ike an i nnate pr ide. Natural 
ly they a re furious ,  but they dare not show i t, for 
if M adama shou ld  never return here, then Fiam
metta might  well replace her .  

All  the cou rt says tha t  she h as let herself be 
"seduced" from sheer ambition, and that  she i s  as  
cold-blooded as a fish,  and th at  i t  i s  a l l  extremely 
indecent. I do not understand what they mean ,  for, 
unl ike the others who lower themselves to such 
infamies,  she does not appear immodest. 

Certa in ly the Prince is greatly charmed w i th 
her and i s  always exceedingly pol i te and witty in  
her  presence. Otherwise he seems rather restless, 
nervous and i rr itable,  and occasional ly violent 
wi th his  servants, and even with very disti ngui shed 
persons. He  was never l ike tha t  before. They s ay 
that he i s  very annoyed over the development of 
events and not least  over the people's di scontent 
with h im, for he is no longer what they ca l l  pop-
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ular. He is particularly bad-humored when the 
hungry come and shout for bread beneath the 
castle windows. 

I find i t  unworthy of a prince to pay any atten
tion to the thoughts and sayi ngs of the mob wh ich 
surrounds him. They a re a lways shouting for some
thing. One wou ld be kept very busy if one bothered 
wi th everyth ing the people shout  about. 

They say that he has had the old cou rt astrologer 
Nicodemus and the other long-beards secretly 
th rashed because of the i r  extraordi nari ly favorable 
prophecies .  I t  i s  not improba b Je .  H is father d id  
so, though then i t  was because they prophesied 
someth ing wh ich opposed his  wishes. 

It is not easy to read the sta rs, and to read them 
so tha t  men a re pleased wi th what  is wri tten there. 

JN THE town the s i tuation is getting worse 
and worse ; i t  is nothing less than sheer famine. 
Every day many die of hunger, or of cold and 
hunger combined, i t  i s  difficult  to say wh ich .  The 
streets and squares are full of folk who cannot get 
up and who seem indifferent to thei r su rroundi ngs. 
Others wander about in an  emac ia ted condi tion 
looki ng for someth ing edible, or at least some
th ing with wh ich to appease the i r  hunger. Cats, 
dogs, and rats are hu nted down and regarded as 
excellent fare .  At the beginni ng of the s iege the 
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rats were held to be a menace to the refugee camps 
whose rubbish heaps attracted them, but now they 
a re a desi rable quarry. However,  they a re becom
ing more and more of a rar i ty. They seem to have 
had some kind of disease, for their corpses are all  
over the place, thereby fai l ing the people when 
they were really needed. 

I am not su rprised that rats cannot endure l iv ing 
together with men l ike these. 

SoMETH ING i ncredible has happened. I 
shall  try to relate i t  calmly and according to the 
sequence of events. This is not so easy, s ince I took 
a l ively and important part in i t  a ll and have not 
yet got over the exci tement. Now that it is well 
and I may say successful ly over,  giving me every 
reason to feel satisfied with the result  and my own 
share i n  i t, I shal l  ded icate part of the n ight to 
the chronicl ing of i t. 

Late last n igh t  I was s i tting at  my window i n  
the dwarfs' apartment and looking ou t over Boc
carossa 's campfires as I frequently do before re
ti r ing, when I suddenly saw a figure creeping 
furtively through the trees down by the r iver, to
ward the eastern wing of the palace. I thought it  
strange that anybody shou ld be down there at  such 
an hour and wondered if i t  could be a member of 
the household .  The moon was shining, but so hazily 
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that I cou ld scarcely distinguish the figu re. He  
seemed to be wrapped i n  a wide cloak and  hastened 
toward the wing where he disappeared through 
one of the lesser doors. Presumably, he must be
long to the palace,  s ince he knew it so well .  But  
someth ing in  h i s  deportment roused my suspicions 
as d id h i s  behavior  i n  general ,  so I decided to 
clea r  up  the mystery and hurried out  i nto the 
n ight, re-entering through the same door as he. I t  
was pi tch dark on the stai rs, but I know them better 
than  any other because of the many times I was 
obliged to mount them in  the old days. They lead 
to Angelica 's room among others ; and now to hers 
a lone, s ince none of  the other apartments a re i n  
use. 

I felt my way up to her door and l istened out
s ide i t. My suspicions had paved the way for such 
a poss ibi l i ty, yet I was amazed to hear two voices 
with in. One of them was Giovanni 's ! 

They spoke in  whispers ,  bu t my keen ears hea rd 
everyth ing. I was the invisible witness of  a touch
ing and u nbou nded "happiness ." " Beloved !" pant
ed one of  them, and the other whispered in answer : 
" Beloved ! Beloved !"  aga in and aga in-noth ing 
else, and the ir  conversation was far  from interest
i ng f rom an outs ider's point of view. I f  it had  
not  been so  terribly serious I should have found 
th i s  monotonous repeti tion o f  the same word per
fectly r idiculous,  but unfortu na tely there \Vas 
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noth ing ri d i cu lous abou t i t . I felt  my enti re body 
ch i l l  to ice as I heard thei r tender and unsuspect
ing use of the word, though they wou ld  have been 
petri fied wi th horror if they had given a thought 
to i ts inner meaning and i ts s ign ificance on th eir 
l ips .  Then I heard the two crimina ls ki ssi ng each 
other, several  times, s imultaneously assu r ing each 
other of the i r  love i n  a most chi ldish stammer ing 
manner. I t  was gruesome.  

I hurr ied away. \Vhere cou ld I find the Prince ? 
\Vas he  sti l l  a t  the supper table i n  the d in ing room 
where I had left  h im wi th Fi ammetta sca rcely a n  

hour ago ? As usua l  I had wa i ted upon them unt i l  
to ld that  he had no further need of my servi ces . 

No fu rther need of my services ! The express i on 
seemed strange as I felt  my \vay hasti ly down the 
sta i rs i n  the darkness. One a lways needs the serv
i ces of one's dwarf. 

I ran over the courtyard to the a rchway which 
connects the o ld and new wings. Here too the 
stai rs and corr idors were p i tch dark,  but I con
t i nued on my way and,  a t  l ast ,  s tood breath less out
s ide the great double doors. I l i stened. Nothi ng. 
But  they might  sti l l  be there.  I shou ld have l i ked 
to make sure, but to my annoyance I could  not 
open the door, for i t  was one of those which a re 
too h igh for me to manipulate. I l i stened again 
and then had to go away \Vi thout being qui te cer
ta in .  
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I conti nued to the Prince 's bedchamber. I t  i s  not 
so far  away, but on the floor above. I approached 
h i s  door and l istened again ,  but there too i t  
was  s i lent. I could hear noth ing  indi cative of  
h i s  p resence i n  the room. Perhaps he  was  a lready 
sleep ing ? It  was not impossible. Dare I wake 
h im ? No, i t  was out of the question ,  I could never 
d ream of doing such a thing. But my e rrand was 
of  such tremendous importance. Never before had 
I h ad such a n  u rgent  one. 

I p lucked up my courage and knocked.  There 
was no answer .  I knocked a ga in ,  as ha rd as  I cou ld 
with my clenched fist. No reply. 

He could  not be there, for I know what a l ight 
s leeper he is .  Where was he ? I became more and 
more nervous. All thi s  took so long! vVhere could 
he be ? 

M aybe he  was wi th Fiammetta ? They m ight 
h ave withdrawn there so as  to be absolutely und i s 
tu rbed . I t  was  my la s t  hope.  

I rushed down the sta i rs aga in  and into the 
courtyard. F i ammetta l ives in another part of the 
palace ,  p resumably to d isgu i se her relationsh ip  
with the Pr ince. One must cross the courtyard to 
get there. 

I came in through the r igh t  a rch,  but not being 
so fami l i ar  wi th that  part of  the castle I had diffi
culty i n  findi ng my way ; I mounted the wrong 
stai rcase and had to descend and s tart a l l  over 
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again ,  and  then I had  great trouble i n  keeping my 
bear ings th rough all the dark corridors .  I kept 
getting more and more i rri tated at  the thought of 
a l l  the time I was los ing and I h urried u p  and 
down them without finding what I was looking 
for. I fe lt l ike a mole wandering about in his bur
row hunting for something.  Luckily I can see i n  
the dark l ike a mole ; my  eyes seem to be  made for 
that .  I knew the posi tion of her  window on the 
castle wall  and eventually I managed to find the 
right d irection and arrived at  her door. 

I l i stened. Was there anyone ins ide ? Yes.  
The fi rst thing I heard was Fiammetta 's cool 

laugh.  I had  never heard her  laugh before, but  I 
knew a t  once that i t  must be hers .  I t  was r ather 
ha rd and perhaps a trifle a rtificia l, yet tanta li z ing 
in i ts way. Then I heard the Prince laugh ,  b riefly 
and subduedly. I began to breathe again .  

After that  I heard thei r voices fai rly '\veil ,  
though not what they sa id ,  for they must have been 
far  i ns ide the room. B u t  they were i ndulging i n  a 

real conversation and  not merely repeating the 
same word to each other .  I do not know i f  they 
were talking about love, but I doubt it . I d idn't 
think it sounded l ike that .  Then there was a sudden 
s i lence, and, though I strained by ears to the u tter
most, I could hear nothing .  But  after a whi le I 
caught an  u npleasant snorting sound and  reali zed 
tha t  they were doing something d isgusting. I felt 
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a sl igh t  nausea. I d id  not believe that my state of 
excitement would permit me to be physica lly s ick, 
but nevertheless I went down the corridor, as far 
as I dared without risking miss ing the Prince, and 
stood waiting there. I waited as long as poss ible 
so as  to avoi d hearing that nasty sound aga in .  I 
felt as though I had been s tanding there for an 
eterni ty. 

When at last I returned to the door they were 
lying and chatting about £ometh ing, I kno\v not 
\vhat. The unexpected change astonished as much 
as it pleased me, and I hoped soon to be able to 
fulfill my mission .  However, they d id  not hurry 
themselves, but remained lying there talking no 
doubt about matters of no importance whatsoever.  
I t  i rr i tated me beyond words to hear them and 
th ink of all  the i nvaluable time tha t  was being 
lost. But I was helpless. I dared not make my 
presence known and surprise them in such a s i tua
tion. 

At last I heard the Prince get up, sti l l  discuss ing 
somethi ng with her on w� i ch they were not of the 
same mind,  and begin to dress h imself. I went far  
away from the door and stood on watch in  the 
darkness. 

When he came out he went straight toward me 
without knowing i t. "Your G race," I whispered, 
keeping at  a cautious di stance from him. He was 
furious when he  reali zed my presence and burst 
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out into the most opprobrious epithets and threats. 
"What are you doing here ? What are you spying 
on ? Foul l i ttle monster ! S l imy snake ! Where a re 
you ? Let me crush you !"  And he fumbled after me 
i n  the corridor wi th outstretched hands, but cou ld 
not catch me in the dark. "Let me speak ! Let me 
tell you what it is a ll about ! "  I sa id coldly, though 
in rea l i ty I was bes ide myself . .i\t last he let me 
do so. 

Now I told him stra ight  out that h i s  daughter 
was in process of being raped by Lodovico Mon
tanza's son who had crept into the castle to avenge 
h i s  father and bri ng eternal shame and d ishonor 
to her and all  his house. " I t's a lie !"  he shrieked. 
"What crazy invention is th is ? I t's a lie !"  "No, i t  
i s  the truth," I cried,  and  stepped fearlessly for
ward. " He is in her chamber a nd my own ears 
have wi tnessed the preparations for the cr ime. 
Now you a re too late, the deed has already been 
done, but maybe you will sti ll find him with her." 
I saw that now he believed me , for he was as 
though thunderstruck. " Impossible !"  he sa id ,  but 
a t  the same time he began to hurry toward the 
gate. " Impossible !"  he repeated. " How cou ld he 
get into the city? And the pa lace-it i s  guarded l" 
Running at full  speed to keep pace wi th him, I re
plied that I d id not understand that e i ther, but I 
had  first seen him down by the river, and he might  
have come over i t  on  a raft o r  something s imilar-
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who knows what such a foolhardy lad can think of 
-and f rom there stra ight i nto the cou rtyard . " Im
poss ible !"  he maintained.  "Nobody can come i nto 
the town over the river, between the fortresses on  
both banks with the i r  cu lver ins where a rchers keep 
watch n ight and day. I t  is absolutely unthinkable ! "  
"Yes, i t  i s  un th inkable ,"  I admitted .  " I t  i s  impos
s ible to grasp and the devi l knows how he was able 
to get here, but here he i s  al l  the same. I am qui te 
certai n  tha t  i t  was h i s  voice I heard . "  

We had  reached the cou rtyard. The Prince 
hastened towa rd the poste rn to give orders to the 
watch to keep stri ctest rei nforced guard over the 
whole castle, so that  he shou ld have no chance of 
escape. H is precautions were wise and reasonable 
-but  th ink i f  the cr iminal  had  a l ready s l i pped 
away ! Or i f  both had fled ! The horri ble sus pi cion 
sent me flyi ng over the cou rtyard as fast as my legs 
could carry me, and u p  the sta i rs to Angel ica 's 
door. 

I put my ear against i t. No sound with in ! Had 
t h ey fled? M y  own heart was beat ing so violently 
after my wild dash and with agitation at the 
thought of the i r  possi ble escape, th at it  might pre
vent  me from hearing any other sound.  I tried to 
calm myself ,  to breathe gently and regu larly-and 
l istened aga in .  No, there was no sound at al l  from 
the room. I raged, I thought I should go mad ! At 
last I could bear the suspense no longer ; gently, 
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without so much as a click, I succeeded in  open
ing the door. Through the crack I could see that 
there was a l ight with in-but  not a sound, noth ing 
to show that there was anybody there. I s l i pped 
i nside and immediately recovered n1y composure. 
To my joy I saw them sleepi ng s ide by s ide in her 
bed , by the l ight of a l i ttle oil lamp that they had 
forgotten to extingu ish. They had fa llen asleep 
l ike a pa i r  of exhausted chi ldren  a fter making 
thei r first acqua intance with the bestia l  i nsti ncts 
of love. 

I took the lamp,  went forward and let i ts l ight 
shine on them. They lay wi th thei r faces tu rned 
toward each other,  the i r  mouths half  open, blush
i ng and sti l l  excited by the terrible crime which 
they had cotnmi tted, and of wh ich ,  sleeping, they 
seemed no longer aware. Their  eyelashes were 
moist, and sma ll drops of sweat beaded thei r upper 
l ips. I regarded thei r slumber, a lmost innocent i n  
i ts foolish thoughtlessness and i ts oblivion o f  a ll 
danger and the outs ide world. I s  th is  what  human 
beings cal l  happiness ? 

Giovanni  lay on the outer edge of the bed, with 
a lock of black ha i r  across h i s  forehead and a 
fa int smile on h is l ips as though he had performed 
a noble and successful  feat. Around his  neck hung 
the na rrow gold chain wi th the medall ion conta in
ing the portra i t  of his  mother, who is  supposed to 
be i n  paradise. 
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Now I heard the Prince and h is men on the 
stai rs, and presently he came in followed by two 
sentinels ,  one of whon1 carried a to rch . The room 
was l ighted up ,  but noth ing di stu rbed the pa i r i n  
thei r deep s lumber.  He  a lmost stumbled as  he 
went forwa rd to the bed and saw his incompa rable 
shame. Livi d with wrath he snatched the sword 
from one of the senti nels and with a s ingle blow 
severed Giovanni 's head from hi s  body. A.ngelica 
woke up and stared with wi ld dilated eyes as  they 
dragged her gory lover frotn her couch and flung 
him on to the muckheap outside the window. Then 
she fell back in  a swoon and did not recover con
sciousness as long as we remained in the room. 

The Prince shook with agita ti on afte r this  well
wrought deed and I saw how he supported h imself 
with one hand on the doorpost as he \vent out of 
the room. I too quitted i t  and went back to my own 
apartment. I went slowly, for there \Vas no fu rther 
need for haste. In the courtyard I saw the to rch 
guiding the Prince on h is way ; i t  di sappea red be
neath the a rchway as though it had been extin
guished in the dark. 

ANGELICA is st i l l  unconscious ; she is s ick of 
a fever which the court physic ian docs not u nder
stand. Nobody sympath i zes with her . I t  i s  taken 
for granted that she made no real resi stance when 
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she was seduced, and therefore her rape i s  regarded 
as an unsu rpassed di sgrace for the pr i ncely house 
and the whole realm. She is being tended by an old 
woman. Nobody from the court v i s i ts her. 

The body of her i nfamous lover has been thrown 
i nto the river, s i nce i t  was not desi rable that i t  
should rema in  lyi ng outs ide the palace.  I hear tha t  
i t  was  not  submerged by the wh i rlpools but was 
borne out to sea by the cu rrent. 

A rather odd d i sease has made i ts appearance i n  
the town. The first symptoms a re said to be  ague 
and a terri ble headache, then the eyes and tongue 
swell so that speech i s  impossible, and the whole 
body reddens and impu re blood transpi res th rough 
the skin .  The s ick cry out constantly for water, be
cause they have a fire bu rning with in  them. The 
doctors are helpless-but when are they anyth ing 
else ? Nearly al l  the i nfected are sa id to have died,  
but I do not know how many that may be. 

Natura l ly there a re no cases here at the cou rt. I t  
i s  confined to the poorest and  hungriest, princ ipally 
the refugees, and i s  doubtless due to the i ncredible 
filth i n  thei r camps and everywhere in the town. I 
am not surprised that  they should d ie  of al l  the 
ordure that su rrounds them. 

Angel ica  cannot be s i ck of th i s  plague.  Her mal
ady is the same as that  which she once had as a 
chi ld.  I do not qu i te remember when, nor the exact 
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ci rcumstances. She has a lways been rather s ickly, 
for reasons which cou ld not possibly affect any
body else's health. Ah, now I remember. I t  was 
when I cut off her ki tten's head. 

THE PLAGUE i s  spread ing more and more, 
from day to day. Now not only the poor, bu t any
body can catch i t. The houses are fu ll of  moans and 
so are the s treets and squ ares, for at  least  as  many 
are l iving there. Passers-by can see the sick toss ing 
on  the i r  ragged beds on  the paving stones and giv
ing vent to loud despa iring  sh rieks .  The pa ins are 
said to be uncommonly severe and drive some of 
the sufferers nearly i nsane.  A tour  around the town 
is apparently qui te revolti ng, and the desc rip tions 
are fu ll of  repu lsive and almost unbearable de
tails .  The breath of  the smi tten is l ike an appall ing 
m iasma and the body i s  covered wi th fou l  boi ls 
which burs t  and discharge thei r di sgusting con
tents. I cannot hear these accoun ts without feel ing 
physica lly s ick .  

few hesi tate to blame the refugees fo r th i s  fea r
ful  plague, and they a re h ated worse than  ever.  
But  some mainta in  that it  i s  really a divine punish
ment for the s ins of  mankind. They say the people 
suffer th i s  i n  order tha t  the Lord may cleanse them 
of thei r wickedness, and that they must submit  
patiently to  Hi s  wi ll .  
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I am quite prepared to regard i t  a s  a punish
ment ,  but whether it  i s  thei r God who wields the 
scourge-that I know not. It may j ust as  wel l  be 
another and  darker power .  

THE PRINCESS leads a strange l i fe. She 
never leaves her room which i s  a lways in  semi
darkness because the windows are vei led with 
thick draperies .  She says that she i s  not worthy to 
rejoice i n  the sunlight  and that  i t  is not right to do 
so. The walls are bare, and there are no cha irs o r  
tables, only a prie-dieu and above i t  a crucifix. I t  
looks l ike a nun 's cell .  While the bed i s  still  there, 
she does not lie i n  i t, but on a heap of s traw on the 
floor which i s  never changed and which becomes 
more and more musty and odori ferous.  I t  is st ifling 
in there and I can scarcely breathe the s tuffy a i r. 
On first  entering, i t  i s  impossible to distinguish 
anyth ing u nti l one becomes accustomed to the ha lf 
l igh t. Then one perceives her ,  h alf d ressed, with 
rumpled ha i r, u tterly indifferent to her appear
ance. Her eyes are febri le and her cheeks thi n  and 
sunken ,  for she mortifies her flesh and eats practi
cally nothing. That stupid peasant  l ass of a tire
woman goes about complaining because she can
not persuade her mistress to eat. Sometimes the 
Princess n ibbles a morsel to make the s i l ly wench 
stop c rying. The gi r l  herself is p lump and chubby 
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cheeked and devours everything she can get hold 
of. Howling and whimpering, she wolfs the tempt
ing dishes which her mistress waves aside. 

The peni tent spends most of her time in front of 
the cruci fix, kneeli ng and repeating her fruitless 
prayers. She knows that  they are of no avai l and, 
before beginning, she puts up a speci a l  p rayer to 
the Crucified One that he may forgive her for 
turni ng once more to Him.  Sometimes she lays 
a side her rosary in  despai r and, fixing her burning 
eyes on her Savior, improvises her own prayers. 
But sti l l  He does not hear her and on aris ing she 
i s  as unredeemed as when she first started.  Often 
she has  not the strength to r i se wi thout the assi st
ance of her maid. She has  even been known to 
collapse from sheer exhaustion and remain p rone 
on the floor unti l  the gi rl found her there and had 
her dragged onto the straw. 

She believes tha t  she is the cause of all our mis
fortunes and that a l l  the suffering and the horrors 
are due to her s infu lness. I do not know how much 
she reali zes of what is going around her ; one 
would think that she had only the vaguest idea of 
it al l .  Yet she must have a fa int notion that i t  is 
full of horror.  All the same, I believe tha t  she i s  
rea lly indifferent to thi s  world and a l l  that hap
pens here and considers i t  of no importance. She 
lives in  a p rivate world with her own p roblems and 
troubles . 
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Now she knows that her greatest s in was her 
love for Don Riccardo. Because of i t , she clung to 
this l i fe and treasu red i t. She says that  she loved 
h im above everything, that  her feeli ngs for him 
filled her whole being and made her very happy. 
One shou ld not love a .  human being as much as 
that. Only God may. be loved l ike that. 

I do not know how much her degradation i s  due 
to my revelation of her cr iminal  l i fe and the hell
fire which awai ts her .  I have described the pains 
of the damned and she h as l istened meekly to my 
exposi tions. Of late she h as begun to scourge her
self. 

She i s  a lways very grateful when I come to her. 
I avoid visiting her too often. 

ANGELICA has recovered from her sickness 
and is up and about again ,  but she never appears 
a t  meals or  at the cou rt. I have seen her now and 
again  in the rose garden or s i tting down by the 
river, staring at i t. Her eyes a re, i f  poss ible, larger 
than ever and qui te glassy. They look as though 
she saw nothing with them. 

I noticed that she was wea ring Giovanni 's locket 
around her neck and that it was stai ned with 
blood. Presumably she found i t  i n  the bed and 
cherishes it  as a souveni r  of him. But she might  
have begun by washing .off the blood. 

[194]  



Now that I th ink of it ,  the mother i s  i n  paradise 
while her son languishes i n  hell-fire, havi ng died 
without prayer or  sacrament whi le s leeping the 
deep s lumber of s in .  So they can never meet. Per
haps Angelica prays for his sou l. Her prayers are 
sure to be i n  vain .  

No one knows what she is  thinking about. She 
has not uttered a word si nce she woke up that 
n ight  or ,  rather,  s ince her last  word to her lover. 
Wi th my knowledge of thei r conversation I can 
almost guess what that word was. 

THOSE W H O  consider the plague and a l l  
the rest a pun ishment from God which shou ld not 
be eluded but gratefully accepted wi th thanks to 
the Almighty, now go about the streets procla iming 
thei r bel iefs and scou rging themselves in  order to 
help the Lord redeem the i r  sou ls . They go in  
groups, hol low-eyed and so  emaci ated th at they 
cou ld not remain erect were they not in ecstacy. 
People fo llow them everywhere, and thei r beh av
ior is said to be causing a re l igious revival .  Home, 
family, occupation, even dying relations ,  a re aban
doned and the su rvivors join the peni tents .  Every 
once in  a wh ile somebody gi ves vent to a crazy 
triumphant scream, pushes hi s  way into the group 
and begins to scou rge h imself, to the accompani
ment of shri l l  desperate c ries .  Then everybody be-

( 195] 



gins to praise the Lord and the fo lk in  the street 
fa l l  on thei r knees. Earthly l i fe and i ts fami l iar  
horrors, of which they have seen too much, have 
no more i nterest nor va lue for them. They thi nk 
only of the i r  sou ls. 

The pri ests a re sa id to look askance at these 
fan atics because they tempt people a\vay from the 
chu rches and thei r own solemn processi ons which 
a re rep lete with holy images and cho i r  boys swing
i ng perfumed censers i n  the st i nki ng streets. They 
say these sel f  tormentors lack fa i th ,  and evade the 
consol ations of re l igion ,  thanks to thei r gross exag
gerati ons. God cannot rega rd this with approval 
or  pleasure. But I th ink i f  anyone i s  tru ly rel i 
gious, i t  is those who are so  much i n  earnest about 
the i r  fa i th .  The priests do not seem to l ike it i f  
the i r  teach ings are taken too serious ly. 

Bu t  there are many others on whom the horrors 
h ave h ad another effect, who now love l i fe better 
than ever before and c l ing to i t  madly i n  thei r fear 
of death . The reve lry goes on n ight and day i n  
some o f  the ci ty's pal aces, a nd  one hears of the 
wi ldest orgies taking pl ace \Vi th in  thei r \va lls .  
M any of the poo rest and meanest a re affected in 
the same way and,  as far as they are able, do l ike
wise, wal lowing in the sole vice at thei r command. 
They c l ing to thei r miserable l ives and do any
th ing not to lose them. When the smal l  portions of 
bread are doled out here at the postern gate, the 
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poor wretches can be seen fight ing for the scraps ,  
ready, if  need be,  to tea r  each other to pieces . 

But  there a re sa id  to be others who sacrifice 
themselves for thei r fel lows . They nu rse the s ick 
though there is  no point in that, si nce they merely 
expose themselves to i nfection. They disregard 
death and the rest, and so do not seem to rea l ize 
the r isks they a re runni ng. They a re akin to the 
religious maniacs though they exp ress themselves 
differently. 

If one is to believe the tales which have come to 
my ear, the people down in the town cont inue to 
l ive jus t  as before, each according to h is kind and 
nature. The only difference i s  a more exaggera ted 
and hysterical manner, and the net resul t  is qui te 
valueless from God's poi nt of view. Therefore, I 
wonder i f  i t  rea lly was He who sent them the 
plague and the other trials .  

ToDAY Fiammetta passed me. Natura lly, 
she did not deign to look at  me. But  how flawlessly 
beautiful  she i s  in her aloofness ! She is l ike a gentle 
zephyr among the fou lness and agita tion wh ich 
su rround her .  There is a coolness about her person 
and her proud i naccessible nature which inspi res 
peace and secu ri ty. She does not let herself be in
fluenced by the horrors of l i fe ,  i nstead she ru les 
over them ; she can evea make use of them. Imper-
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cep ti bly, \Vi th digni ty, and a lmost as a matter of 
course, she i s  beginning to assume the Pri ncess' 
pl ace as the mistress of the cou rt. The others rea l
i ze that  there i s  nothing to be done about i t  and 
adapt  themselves accordingly. One cannot help 
admi ring her.  

H ad i t  been anybody e lse who passed without 
deigning to th row me a glance, I shou ld  have been 
furious .  With her i t  seemed qu i te natu ral. 

I can quite understand why the Prince loves her. 
Not that I ever cou ld myself ,  but that is quite d i f
ferent. Cou ld I ever  rea l ly love anybody ? I do 
not know. I f  I cou ld love, it wou ld h ave been the 
Pri ncess. But  now I hate her instead. 

And yet I do feel that  she is the only one whom 
I cou ld ever h ave loved. Why that shou ld be is  
qui te beyond me. I do not understand it  at a l l .  

Truly love i s  someth ing of which one knows 
noth ing. 

A!\GELICA has drowned herse lf in the river. 
She must have done it yes te rday evening or l ast 

n ight ,  for nobody saw her. She left a letter behind 
wh ich leaves no doubt that she  k i l led herse lf in  
that  manner.  Throughout the  day they have been 
search ing for her body, a l l  the l ength of the r iver 
where i t  flows through the be leaguered ci ty, but i n  
vai n .  Like Giovanni 's ,  i t  must have been carried 
away by the r ipp leS'. 
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There is  a great to-do at  the court. Everybody is 
upset and cannot real i ze that she is dead. I find i t  
very understandable : her beloved i s  dead, and now 
so is she. They all moan and weep and reproach 
themselves but, above all ,  they discuss the letter, 
relati ng i ts contents to each other and reading i t  
agai n and again .  The Prince was apparently very 
d istressed when he heard of i t , and,  on the whole, 
seems upset by i t. The damigellas sob and s igh and 
melt  �nto tears over the touching phrases i n  the 
letter. I cannot understand the ir  behavior. I see 
nothi ng extraord inary about the lette r, and i t  
changes nothi ng-certa in ly not the cr ime which 
was commi tted and which everybody condemned 
unanimously. It contains  noth ing new. 

I had to hear it aga in  and aga in  unti l I know i t  
almost by heart. I t  runs someth ing l ike thi s : 

I do n o t  wan t t o  s tay with y o u  any longer. Yo u 
h ave been so kind t o  me,  b u t  I diJ n o t  u nderstan d  
y o u .  I d o  n o t  understa nd h ow y o u  c o uld take my 
beloved away fro m  me, my dear o n e  w h o  came so 
far fro m a n o th er c o u n try to  tell me that  th ere was 
a th ing called love. 

I did n o t  k n o w  that  such  a t h ing existed, b u t  as 
s o o n  as I saw Giova n n i  I k n ew that  love was the  
o n ly reality in  the  world a n d  tha t  everyth ing else 
was n o th ing. As s o o n  as I met h im, I k n ew' w hy 
life had been so strangely difficult up to  then . 

Now I do n o t  wan t  to  s tay h ere, wh ere h e  is n o t, 
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b u t  I .shall follow h im .  I have p rayed to  G{)d and 
He has p ro mised to let me m eet Giova n n i  and we 
shall always be togeth er. B u t  He wo uld n o t  .say 
wh ere He was going to take  me .  I shall just lay 
myself down to rest o n  the  river, and He will take  
me wh ere I a m  to go .  

Yo u m ust not  believe tha·t I have tak en my life, 
fo r I h ave o nly do n e  as I was told. And I am n o t  
dead. I have g o n e  t o  b e  join ed fo rever t o  my be
loved. 

I am taking the  medallion with me even th o ugh 
it does n o t  belong to m e. I h ave been told to  do so. 
I have op e n ed it and th e p ortrait inside h as filled 
me with a n  endless lo nging to leave this wo rld. 

Sh e has ask ed me to say that she  fo rgives y o u .  I, 
t o o, fo rgive you  with all my h eart. 

Angelica. 

The Pri ncess is convi nced that  she is the cause 
of Angel i ca 's death . This  i s  the firs t  t ime I have 
ever known her to take any in terest in her ch i ld.  
She scou rges herself more than ever to efface this 
s in ,  eats noth ing at  al l ,  and prays to the Crucified 
One for forgiveness. 

The Crucified One does not answer. 

TH IS 1'viORN ING the Pri nce sent me with a 
letter to Maestro Bernardo in  Santa Croce. I t  i s  a 
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long time since he was seen a t  court and of late I 
have almost forgotten his  existence. 

Much against my wi ll ,  I went out into the town, 
for I have not been there s ince the plague began to 
rage. Not that I fear the di sease. But certain th ings 
have a disagreeable effect on me, I am a lmost 
afraid of having to see them. My reluctance was 
qui te jus tified, for the s ights which I was com
pelled to witness were really quite appall ing. At 
the same time it was a rema rkable experience 
which fil led me wi th a kind of somber savagery 
and an  awareness of the vani ty and ru in  of every
thing. My path was l ined with the sick and dying. 
Those who were a l ready dead were being co] lected 
by the funeral B rothers in thei r  black hoods wi th 
the terrifying eyeholes. They appeared every
where, giving a spectral touch to the scene. I felt  
as though I were wandering in  the kingdom of the 
dead. Even the unta inted were branded by death. 
They crept about the s treets hol low-eyed and ema
c ia ted, like phantoms from the time when the 
world was still a l ive. It was gruesome to see the 
somnambulistic accuracy with which they avoided 
freading on the bundles which lay everywhere i n  
thei r path and which might b e  e i ther dead o r  alive .  
One could not rea l ly see. It  i s  impossible to con
ceive anything more lamentable than these victims 
of the plague, and I was obliged f requently to turn 
aside to prevent myself from vomi ting. Some were 
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clad i n  the poorest rags th rough which one could 
see the most loathsome boi ls on the bluish-ti nted 
skin which indicated that the end was near. Others 
screamed madly to show that thei r bodies sti l l  
l ived, whi le others lay u nconscious ,  thei r  uncon
trolled l imbs twi tch ing unceas ingly. Never before 
have I seen such a spectacle of human degradation. 
The eyes of some shone with the bottomless gl int 
of madness and they rushed forward, despite the ir  
weakness, toward those who had fetched water 
f rom the wells for the sick, snatchi ng so violently 
at  the ladle that  nearly a l l  the water was spi l led 
on the ground.  Others crawled a long the street l ike 
animals to reach the much longed-for wells which 
seemed to be the goa l  for al l  these wretches. 

They were creatures who had ceased to behave 
l ike human beings and had lost every sentiment of 
human digni ty i n  an effort to c l ing to their u tterly 
worthless l ives. I cannot even talk of the stink of 
a l l  th is  misery ; the mere thought of i t  makes me 
retch. There were bonfires i n  the squares where 
stacks of corpses were being bu rned, and the ir  
pungent odor was felt everywhere. A th in  smoke 
hung over the whole town and, a l l  the whi le, the 
chu rch bells to l led thei r never ceas ing knell .  

As so often before, I found l\:1 aestro Bernardo 
deep in contemplation before his Holy Commun
ion. He sat with his  grizzled head somewhat 
bowed and he looked much o lder. His Christ sat 

[202] 



at the supper table, breaking bread and hand ing i t  
to al l  who were gathered there ; H is hair  and brow 
were haloed by the same celestia l  l ight as before. 
The wine chalice was being passed around the 
table which was covered by a pure wh ite cloth. 
There were no hungry or th i rsty there. But the 
old man seemed pensive and heavy-hearted among 
his  paintbrushes. 

He did not reply when I said that I had a letter 
for h im from the Pri nce, but gestu red to show that 
I cou ld put i t  down somewhere. He wou ld not let 
h imself be snatched from his world.  What kind of 
world ? 

I left Santa Croce full  of thought. 
On my way home I passed the campani le, the 

one that i s  going to be loftier than  any other. Work 
has, of course, been stopped on i t  duri ng the war 
and it  has been quite forgotten. There i t  stands half  
fini shed and the top layer of stones i s  uneven be
cause the bu i lding was stopped i n  the middle. I t  i s  
l ike a ruin .  But the bronze rel iefs a t  the base repre
senting scenes from the l i fe of the Crucified One 
are quite finished and very successfu l .  

I t  has a l l  turned out exactly as I sa id. 

TH E  WHOLE palace i s  decked in black. The 
walls and furni ture are covered with black cloth 
and the inmates tread softly and speak in whispers. 
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The damigel las have black sat in gowns and the 
courtiers black vel vet su i ts and black gloves. 

Angeli ca's death has given rise to al l  this ; her 
l i fe gave r ise to noth ing at a ll .  But the people here 
l i tera lly enjoy mourning. Thei r grief for Don Ric
cardo has been succeeded by the mourning for her, 
and so a t  last he is rea lly dead. But now they do 
not discuss the deceased, for there is nothing to dis
cuss. She \vas so utterly devoid of interest. Besides, 
nobody knew what she was really l ike. They mere
ly mourn for her. Everywhere one hears s ighs not 
on ly over the young Princess' fa te, but even over 
the fate of Giovanni ,  he who belonged to the en
emy, the most h ated of all  the princely famil ies ; 
s ighs over their  love, of which there is no longer 
the sl ightest doubt, and over thei r death for the 
sake of thei r love. Death and love being the ir  pet 
subjects, they think it is delightful  to weep over 
them, especia l ly when the two happen to be un i ted 
i nto one. 

The Prince seems rather overcome. I imagine 
that: i s  why he i s  so reserved and uncommunicative. 
At least he is so with me, and yet I h ave sometimes 
had the pleasu re of receiving h i s  confidences , but 
that was on very different occasions. Now it seems 
as though he avoids me, I do not th i nk he makes 
use of me qui te as often as before. For i nstance, he 
did not personal ly give me the letter to Bernardo, 
but sent it by one of the courtiers .  
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Sometimes I think that he i s  a lmost beginning 
to fear me. 

That red-cheeked peasant wench of the Prin
cess� i s  s ick.  At last she has lost some of her rubi
cundity. I wonder what  can be the matter with 
her ?  

I t  i s  odd, but  I do not fear the p lague a t  a l l . I 
have a feeling  that  I shall  never catch i t ,  tha t  i t  
cannot  affect me. Why ?  I j u s t  feel l ike that about 
i t. 

I t  i s  for human beings, for these creatures 
a round me. Not for me. 

The Princess s inks lower and lower. I t  i s  a lmost 
painfu l to witness her decl ine, the d issolution tak
i ng p lace with in  her, the neglect, i ndifference, and 
d i rt which su rround her.  The sole trace of her 
bi rth and former personal i ty l ies  in  the obsti nacy 
and fortitude with which she fu lfills her destiny 
and p revents those a round her from exerci s ing any 
i nfluence upon i t. 

S ince the chamberwoman's s ickness , nobody is  
a llowed to come near her and the room i s  in a 
worse state than ever. Now she eats noth ing at  a l l  
and i s  so  emaciated that  I can scarcely u nderstand 
how she keeps al ive .  

I am her only visitor. She begs me to come and 
help her in her great need, to let  her confess her 
sins to me. 
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I AM rather agitated. I have come straight  
from her and am terri fyingly conscious of  the 
power which I sometimes exercise over human 
beings. I shal l  describe th is  visit .  

As usua l ,  I could see nothi ng at firs t. Then the 
windows outlined themselves,  despite the i r  thick 
curta ins ,  as l ighter  parts of the wall ,  and I saw her 
crouching there by the crucifix ,  busy with her  
e terna l  praying. She  was so  absorbed in  her orisons 
tha t  she did not hear  me open the door. 

The room was so stifling that I could scarcely 
breathe. It was revolting. Everything nauseated 
me : the smell ,  the half- l ight ,  her sh runken body, 
the th i n  i ndecently exposed shoulders, the s inews 
r idging her neck, the untidy ha i r  l ike a n  old bi rds' 
nest, all that once had been worthy of love. A kind 
of fury convulsed me.  I may h ate human beings, 
but I do not l ike to see thei r degradation.  

Suddenly I heard myself shouting furiously i n  
the da rkness, before she had  noticed me  or  become 
aware of my presence. 

"Why are you praying ? Have I not told you 
that you may not pray? That  I do not want your 
p raye rs ?" 

S he turned a round, not in fear but moaning 
softly like a flogged bi tch with her eyes fixed 
humbly on me. That  kind of thing does noth ing to 
mi tigate a man's anger. 
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I went on merci lessly : "Do you th ink He cares 
about your prayers, that  He forgives you because 
you kneel there, begging and p raying and perpe
tually confessing your s ins ? I t  i s  easy enough to 
confess s i ns. Do you th ink He lets h imself be fool
ed by that?  Do you think He doesn't see through 
you ? 

" I t  i s  Don Riccardo whom you love, not Him I 
Do you think I don't know that?  Do you th ink you 
can cheat me, deceive me v1i th you r devilish a rts, 
with your penances, you r scourgings of your lasciv
ious body ? You a re longing for you r lover though 
you say that you long for the One on the wall 
there ! I t  i s  he whom you love l" 

She looked at me in  terror and her bloodless 
l ips  trembled . Then she flung herself at my feet 
groaning : "I t  is true l It is true ! Save me l S ave 
me !" 

Her confession moved me powerfully. 

"Voluptuous whore !" I exc laimed. "Feigning 
love for your  S avior whi le i n  secret you l ie with a 
lecher from hell ! Betrayi ng your God with one 
whom He has cast i nto the depths of hell ! Diabol
ical  woman, fixing your eyes on the Crucified One 
and proclaiming your  burning love for H im, whi le 
all your soul rejoices i n  the embraces of another l 
Don't you rea lize that He  h ates you ? Don't you 
rea l ize i t ?" 
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"Yes, yes ," she moaned and writhed l ike a trod
den worm at my feet. It revolted me to see her 
cringing l ike that ,  i t  i rr itated me and oddly enough 
her behavior gave me no pleasure. She stretched 
out her hands to me. "Punish me, punish me, thou 
scourge of God !" she whimpered . She groped for 
the scou rge on the floor and handed i t  to me and 
huddled up l ike a dog in f ront of me. I seized 
i t, ha lf-fu rious and half-nauseated, it whistled 
through the a i r  over her loathsome body, and all 
the t ime I heard myself shrieking : "It  i s  the Cru
c ified One ! He who hangs on the wall i s  scourging 
you now, He whom you have kissed so often with 
your glowing lying l ips ,  whom you have professed 
to love ! Do you know what love is ? Do you know 
what He requi res of you ? 

"I  have suffered for you , but you have never  
cared about that l Now you shal l  know what  it feels 
like to suffer l" 

I was bes ide myself ,  I scarcely knew what  I was 
doing. Knew ? Of course I knew ! I was taking re
venge, retribution for everything ! I was dispensing 
justice ! I was exerci s ing my terrible power over 
mankind ! Yet I took no real p leasure i n  i t. 

She made no ccmplaint whi le i t  was going on. 
On the contrary, she was very quiet and sti ll ,  and 
when it was over she lay there as though I had re
l ieved her of her sorrow and unrest. 

"Burn forever in the fires of the damned l May 
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the flames eternally l ick the foul  belly which has 
rejoiced in  the horri ble s in  of  love !" 

With th is  judgment I left  her, lying there on 
the floor as  though in a swoon. 

I went home. Wi th thudding heart I mounted 
the sta i rs to the dwarfs ' apartment and shut the 
door behind me. 

Whi le wri ti ng thi s ,  my agitation has subs ided, 
and I experience nothing but an endless void and 
boredom. My heart thuds no longer ,  I cannot feel 
it  at al l .  I stare in front of me and my lonely coun
tenance is dark and joyless. 

M aybe she was r ight when she said that I was 
a scourge of God. 

IT IS the evening of  the same day and I am 
sitting here looking out over the town below. I t  is 
twi l ight  and the bells have ceased thei r  toll ing and 
the domes and houses are beginning to fade away. 
I n  the half- l ight I can see the smoke from the 
funeral pyres coi l ing between them and the pun
gent smell reaches up  to my nostri ls. A th ick vei l 
shrouds everything, soon i t  wil l  be quite dark.  

Life ! What is the point of  i t?  vVhat  i s  i ts mean
ing, i ts use ? Why does it go on, so gloomy and so 
absolutely empty ? 

I turn i ts torch downward and extinguish it 
against the dark earth, and it  i s  n ight. 
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The peasant gi rl  is dead. Her red cheeks cou ld 
not s top her from dyi ng. The p lague took her,  
though for a long time nobody would believe i t  
because she d id  not suffer the same pains a s  the 
others. 

Fi amn1etta i s  dead too. She si ckened th is  morn
i ng and after a couple of hours she was gone. I 
saw her  when the phantoms from the Brotherhood 
came to fetch her. She \vas a horrible s ight : her 
face was swol len and misshapen and presumably 
her body l ikewise. She was no longer a th ing of 
beauty, but merely a disgusting corpse. They la id 
a cloth over her monstrous features and went away. 

Here at the court they a re terrified of the plague 
and \vant  to get the dead out of the way as qui ckly 
as poss ible. But the order h as been given that she 
i s  to be buried tonight \Vi th spec ia l  honors .  I t  does 
not rea l ly matter much, s ince she is dead. 

Nobody mourns her. 

PERHAPS the Prince mourns her, in fact he 
surely does. Or perhaps he feels s l ightly relieved. 
Perhaps both . 

Nobody knows , for he speaks to no one. He goes 
about pale and worn and is no longer himself. Hi s  
forehead is  furrowed beneath the black fringe and 
he i s  a l i ttle bent .  His  dark eyes gleam strangely 
and a re full of  unrest. 
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I caught a glimpse of h im today and i t  was then  
I noticed i t. I have seen h im very seldom of  late .  
I do not serve at his table. 

I have not visi ted the Princess S i nce that last 
time. I hear she is in a coma. Now that Fiammetta 
i s  dead, they say the Prince vis i ts her frequently, 
s i tt ing by her bed and wa tch ing over her .  

Human bei ngs a re so strange , I can never under
stand thei r love for each other. 

THE ENEMY raised the S tege and went 
away as -soon as the plague began to spread among 
them. Boccarossa 's mercenaries h ave no des i re to 
fight such a foe. 

And so, the plague has put an end to the war as 
nothing else could have done. Both countr ies are 
pi l laged, pa rticu larly ou r own. The popu lations 
a re probably too exhausted after two wars to be 
able to go on. Montanza has achieved noth ing and 
maybe h i s  troops wi ll  take the pest home with 
them. 

More and more peop le are dying here i n  the 
palace. The black hangings i n  honor of Angelica  
are sti l l  up and match the somber a tmosphe re. 

I am quite excluded from the service of the 
court. Nobody summons me any longer,  nobody 
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has any orders for me. Least of a l l  the Prince ; I 
never set eyes on him at al l .  

I can see on everybody's faces that there i s  some
thing i n  the wind ,  but  I do not know what i t  can 
be. 

H as somebody maligned me ? 

I have wi thdrawn al together to the dwarfs ' 
apartment where I l ive qui te a lone. I do not even 
go down to eat, but keep myself a l ive on a l i ttle old 
bread which I have up here. I t  is quite sufficient, 
I have never wanted much. 

I sit here a lone under the low cei l ing, deep in  
thought. 

I l ike this u tter soli tude more and more. 

IT IS a long t ime si nce l ast I wrote any
thing i n  this book of mine. That i s  because th ings 
have happened which strongly affected my l i fe and 
made i t  impossible for me to continue with my 
notes. I could not even get hold of them, and only 
now have I had them brought to me here. 

I am s i tti ng chained to the wall i n  one of the 
castle dungeons. Unti l  recently, my hands were 
a lso manacled, though tha t  was qui te superfluous. 
I could not possibly escape. But it was meant to 
aggravate my puni shment. Now at last I have been 
freed f rom them. I do not know why. I have not 
asked for i t, I have asked for noth ing. Thus i t  is a 
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l i ttle more bearable now, though my condition has 
not changed. I have persuaded Anse lmo my j ai ler 
to fetch my writing materi als and notes from the 
dwa rfs' apartment so that I may have some s l ight 
recreation by occu pying myself with them. He 
may have ri sked something by getti ng them for 
me, for though my hands have been freed it  is  not 
at al l  certa in that they do not grudge me th is  l i ttle 
pastime. As he sa id ,  he has no ri ght  to grant me 
anything, however much he may wish i t. But he i s  
an obliging and very s imple fellow, so  at  last I 
managed to persuade h im to do i t. 

I have read through my notes from the begin
ni ng, a li ttle every day. I t  has been a certa in satis
faction thus to reli ve my own and several others' 
l ives and once again medi tate over everything in  
the s i lent hours .  I shall now try to continue from 
where I left off and thus provi de myself wi th a 
l i ttle variety i n  my somewhat monotonous exist
ence. 

I do not really know how long I have been here. 
My time in prison has been so utterly uneventful ,  
each day precisely l ike all the others, that  I have 
stopped reckon ing them and take no further in 
terest i n  the passage of time. But I clearly recal l  
the c i rcumstances which led me  to th is  dungeon and 
chained me to i ts wall .  

One morning I was s i tting  peacefu lly in my 

dwarfs' chamber when one of the assistant torturers 
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sudden ly came in  th rough the door and command
ed me to follow h im.  l-Ie gave no explanation  and 
I asked h im no questions, considering that i t  was 
beneath my dignity to address h im.  He took me 
down to the to rtu re chamber where stood the ex
ecutioner, big and ruddy and stri pped to the waist. 
There was a lawyer there too, and after I had been 
shown the i nstruments of tortu re he exhorted me 
to make a full  confess ion of a l l  that had happened 
du ring my vis i ts to the Pr incess, which,  they sa id ,  
had been the cause of her p resent deplorable con
dition.  N aturally I refused to do any such th ing. 
Twice he exhorted me to confess, but i n  vain .  
Then the execu tioner sei zed me and la id  me on 
the rack to tortu re me. But the rack proved to have 
been made for bodies of a s i ze d ifferent from mine ,  
so I had to scramble down aga in  and stand and 
wait  whi le they altered i t  so that i t  cou ld be used 
fo r a dwarf. I had to l i sten to thei r obsceni ties and 
fool ish jests and the i r  assu rances that they were 
going to make a fine tall fe llow of  me. Then I was 
put back on the rack and they began to torment me 
in the most horr ible way. Despite the pa in  I did 
not utter a sound but gazed scornfu lly at them as 
they performed thei r desp icable trade. The man 
of  law bent over me, trying to extract my sec ret 
from me, but not a word passed my l ips. I did not 
betray her. I d id  not want her debasement to be 
known. 
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\Vhy did I behave thus ? I do not know. But  I 
preferred to endure the worst rather than  reveal 
anything which might degrade her. I compressed 
my li ps and let them plague me for the sake of 
that detestable woman. Why? Perhaps I l iked suf
fering for her sake. 

At last they had to give up .  They loosened the 
ropes, swearing vi lely all  the whi le. I was taken 
to a dungeon and loaded wi th the chains which 
had been made that t ime when I gave communion 
to my oppressed people and which,  therefore, now 
came i n  very usefu l. That was a less i nhospi table 
p rison than my p resent  one. A couple of days later 
I was brought up aga in and went  through the same 
treatment. But  agai n  i t  was all  i n  va in .  Noth ing 
could make me speak. I sti l l  carry her secret i n  
my heart. 

After a time I was confronted by a kind of court 
of j ustice where I lea rned that I was accused of a l l  
manner of crimes, among others th at of having 
caused the death of the Princess. I did not know 
that she was dead, bu t I am sure tha t  on hearing i t  
not a muscle o f  m y  face betrayed my emotion. She 
had died without ever awaking from her coma .  

They asked me i f  I had anyth ing to say  i n  my 
defense. I did not deign to answer.  Then came the 
verdict. For all my wicked deeds and as  the qtuse 
of so many misfortunes, I was condemned to be 
welded to the wall  in the darkest dungeon under  
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the fo rtress and to remain there in  chains for a ll 
eternity. I was a viper and the evi l genius  of h i s  
Most Princely Grace, and i t  was  his  expressed 
wish that I should be rendered harmless for a l l  
time. 

I li stened unmoved to the sentence. My ancient 
dwarf face showed only scorn and mockery and I 
noticed that the s ight  of i t  filled them with fear. 
I was taken away from the court and si nce then I 
have seen none of  these despicable bei ngs except 
Anselmo who is  so pueri le that he i s  beneath my 
contempt. 

Viper I 
I t  i s  true that I mixed the poison, but on whose 

orders ? It is true that I was the death of Don 
Riccardo,  but who was i t  wished hi s  death ? I t  i s  
true that I scou rged the Princess ,  but who begged 
and prayed me to do so ? 

Human beings a re too feeble and exalted to 
shape thei r own destiny. 

One might have thought that I should have been 
condemned to death for al l  these atrocious crimes, 
but only the heedless and those who do not know 
my noble lord can be su rprised that this was not so. 
I knew him far too well ever to fear anything l ike 
that ; nor has he really so much power over me. 

Power over me I What  does it matter if I s i t  
here in the dungeon ? What good does i t  do i f  \hey 
clap me in i rons ? I sti l l  belong to the castle just as 
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much as before I To prove i t  they have even welded 
me to i t l We are forged together, it and I I  We 
cannot escape from each other, my master and I I 
I f  I am impri soned , then he i s  imprisoned too ! I f  
I am linked to h im,  then he  too i s  l i nked to me 1 

Here I am i n  my hole, l iving my obscure mole 
l ife, while he goes about in h i s  fine handsome h alls. 
But my li fe is also his ,  and h i s  noble h ighly re
spectable l i fe up there really belongs to me. 

IT HAS taken me several days to put th is  
down. I can only write duri ng the short time when 
a ray of sunl ight  from the narrow slit falls on the 
paper : then I must sei ze the opportuni ty. The ray 
moves along the dungeon floor for an hour, but I 
cannot follow i t, owing to the chain which fastens 
me to the wall. I can only move a ti ny bit. There
fore, it also took me a long time to read through 
what I had written .  But that was an advantage, for 
thereby the di straction lasted that much longer.  

I have noth ing to do the rest of the day, and re
main seated as  before. By three o'clock it gets dark, 
and I have to spend the greater part of the time in  
complete darkness. Then the rats come out and 
creep a round, thei r eyes sh in ing. I see them at 
once for I too can see i n  the dark and, l ike them, 
I have become more and more of an underground 
creatu re. I hate those di rty ugly beasts and hunt 
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them by s i tt ing qui te sti l l  until  they come near 
enough for me to trample them to death. That i s  
one of the few manifestations of vita l i ty left  to me. 
I n  the morning I order Anselmo to throw them 
away. I cannot think where they come from : i t  
must be the door wh ich does not shut properly. 

Moi sture drips down the wa l l  and the cell has a 
musty smel l  which i rri tates me more than anything 
else ,  I th i nk, for I am very sensi tive to such th i ngs . 
The floor i s  of earth ,  hardened by the feet of those 
who have langu ished here. They cannot have been 
chained to the wall  as I am, at least not a l l  of 
them, fo r the whole floor seems to be l ike stone. At 
night I rest on a heap of straw, as she did .  But i t  is 
not fou l  and stinking l ike hers ,  fo r I make Anselmo 
change i t  once a week. I am no penitent. I am a 
free man. I do not degrade myself .  

Such i s  my existence in  this dungeon .  I sit here 
setti ng my j aw and thi nking my thoughts about l i fe 
and human beings as I have a lways done, and I do 
not change i n  the least. 

If they th ink they can subdue me they are 
wrong ! 

I HAVE had some contact with the outer 
world,  thanks to the good man who is my ja i ler.  
When he comes with my food he te l l s  me in his 
gui leless way of what has happened, adding 
lengthy commentaries of his own. He is very much 
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interes ted i n  everythi ng and likes to voice the specu
lations wh ich have caused him such travai l .  I n  h i s  
mouth everythi ng becomes utterly fatuous : above 
al l  he wonders what  can be God's reasons for al l  
that  has happened. But  my wider knowledge and 
experience help me to gain an approximate notion 
of what really took place, of all the ci rcumstances 
attendant on the decline and death of the Princess 
and various other occu rrences which fol lowed my 
imprisonment. The Pri nce sat faithfully by her 
bed al l  day long watchi ng her face become more 
a nd more transparent and what the cou rt descr ibed 
as  spi rituali zed. As though he had seen her h im
self, Anselmo maintained that she became as lovely 
as a madonna. I who rea lly did see her knew how 
much truth there was in that. But  I can qu i te be
l ieve that the Prince sat there and devoted h imself 
enti rely to the wi fe who was about to leave h im. 
Perhaps he relived the ir  youthful  love . If so, he 
had to do i t  a lone, for she was al ready far  from al l  
earth ly t ies .  I know what  he is  l ike and undoubtedly 
he found someth i ng very moving i n  her u nearth
l iness and remoteness. At the same t ime he must 
have been bewi ldered by her conversion, i n  which 
he had had no pa rt, and probably wanted to call  
her back to l i fe aga in .  But  she sl i pped th rough h i s  
hands, imperceptibly and without any explanations. 
Doubtless that i ncreased his love ; i t  generally seems 
to. 
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I t  was i n  such a mood that he had me j a i led and 
tortu red. He  loved her because she was so unat
tainable and, because of that, he let me suffer. I t  
does not surpri se me, bu t  then noth i ng su rp rises me. 

Bernardo was there wi th some others ,  and saw 
her. The old master is sa id to have observed that 
her face was wonderful to look upon and that now 
he was beginning to u nderstand i t , and to compre
hend why h i s  portra i t  of her had been a fa i lure. I t  
i s  not a l l  certa in  tha t  i t  was  a fai lure,  though she 
no longer resembled i t. I thi nk he ought to have 
real i zed that and pondered on i t. 

Then the pr iests put i n  thei r appea rance, run
n ing i n  and out, declar ing her entry i nto the eternal 
l i fe to be a beau tifu l and elevating s igh t. Her own 
confessor must a lso have been there, tel l i ng every
body who wou ld l i sten tha t she was wi thout s in . 
When she was very near the end, the archbishop 
gave her communion and the last r i tes with his own 
hands and the whole room was ful l  of prelates and 
sp ir i tual  dign i tar ies in full  canonicals. But she died 
al l  a lone, without knowing that anybody was there. 

After her death they found a d i rty crumpled 
paper on which she had wri tten that she wished to 
have her despicable body burned l ike that of the 
plague vi ctims, and the ashes strewn on the street 
so that a l l  might  tread on them. These words, 
though undoubtedly they were s i ncerely meant, 
\vere looked upon as i ncoherent wanderings and 
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nobody paid any heed to her last  wishes. Instead, 
they took a middle cou rse, embalmed her corpse 
and then placed it in a simple i ron coffin which was 
borne u nadorned through the streets to the pri ncely 
crypt in the cathedral .  The procession was as mea
ger as was possible where a princess was concerned, 
and the commonest people walked very devoutly in  
i t, the miserable sta rved wretches who sti l l  su r
vived . Anselmo descr ibed th i s  cortege th rough the 
plague-smi tten c i ty as someth ing very moving and 
pathetic .  It i s  qu i te possible that i t  was. 

The people believed that  now they knew every
thing about her and her last days . They took posses
sion of her as thei r own r ightful p roperty, changing 
what they had heard according to the i r  own fancy, 
as happens i n  such cases. Their  imagination was 
sti rred by the pla in  ugly coffin in  the crypt among 
all the other magnificent pri nce ly coffins of s i lver 
and ski l l ful ly ca rved marble. Lying there, she 
seemed somehow to have become one of them. And 
her penances and scou rgi ngs, wh ich the t ir ing 
wench had had time to rel ate to a l l  and sund ry, 
transformed her i nto one of the elect who, be ing an 
exalted personage desp i te her  humi l iation, had 
suffered more than a l l  the others . Inasmuch as He 
was  God's son, Jesus  too suffered more than any
body e lse even though many others have been cruci
fied, some head downward, a nd had been ki l led and 
martyr ized far more painfully than He. By degrees 
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she became a sai ntly bei ng who had despi sed and 
denied th is l i fe to such an extent that she had tor
tu red her body to death of her own accord. Thus 
the legend was going on qu i te unaffected by reali ty, 
and they continued to work at i t  unti l i t  corre
sponded to thei r des i res. God knows i f  there were 
not mi racles by the black ugly i ron coffin which 
contained her remai ns. At leas t Anselmo beli eved 
that there were. He declared that  a l ight shone 
about i t  a t  n ight. This i s  possi ble. The cathedral  is  
closed a t  tha t  t ime so nobody can au thentically 
deny or affirm i t, and when believers h ave the choice 
between that  which i s  t rue and that  wh ich i s  not, 
they a lways choose that  whi ch i s  not. Lies a re far  
rarer and more impress ive th an the tru th , and so 
they prefer them. 

\Vhen I heard all th i s  I was obliged to te ll  my
self that, qu i te unsuspecti ngly, I had been the crea
tor of th i s  sa in tly ha lo, or a t  least contribu ted 
la rgely to i ts sheen. And because of that ,  I was 
now manacled to the wall  down here. Of cou rse 
they knew noth ing about that ,  and had they done 
so they certainly wou ld have taken no in terest i n  
my m artyrdom. Nor did I desi re anyth ing o f  that  
k ind .  But  I was  surprised tha t  anyone so unholy as  
I shou ld be i nstrumental i n  bri ngi ng abou t any
th ing l ike that .  

In due time, I do not qu i te remember when, 
Anselmo began to relate how Bernardo was paint-
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ing a Madonna with the features of the Pri ncess. 
The Prince and the whole cou rt were very absorbed 
i n  the work and greatly pleased with i t. The old 
master expla i ned that he wanted to reproduce her 
i nnermost self and al l  that he had been able to ap
prehend only vaguely before he s aw her on her 
deathbed. I do not know i f  he succeeded, not having 
seen the resul t  but merely having heard i t  spoken of 
as  an extraordinary masterpiece-however, they say 
the same of a l l  h i s  work. He took a long time over i t  
but in  the end h e  d i d  finish i t. H i s  Holy Commun
ion with Chris t  breaking bread for those around 
the table is  st i l l  i ncomplete and wil l  remain so, but 
he rea lly did complete this  p ictu re.  M aybe that 
kind of th ing i s  easier .  It has been hung i n  the 
cathedral at an altar on the left of the nave and 
Anselmo was full of chi ldi sh admiration when he 
saw i t. He descr ibed it in his s imple way and sa id 
that  everybody felt that  such a madonna, such a 
gracious and celesti a l  Mother of God h.ad never 
been depicted before. Most entrancing of al l  was 
the enigmatic smi le which hovered a round her l ips ,  
which affected everyone as  be ing something qui te 
heavenly, inexplicable and ful l  of d ivine mysti
cism. I understood that the artist had  taken tha t  
smile from h i s  earl ier  portrai t, the one i n  \vhich 
she resembled a whore. 

It was not easy to get any notion of the pictu re 
from the fool ish Anselmo's descr iptions, but as  far 
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as I cou ld u nderstand, the master rea lly had suc
ceeded in  creating something which must  appeal to 
the devou t. He h imself can scarcely believe i n  the 
Mother of God , yet he had been able to impregnate 
her portrait  with a s incere rel igious feeling and 
thereby fil l  the onlooker wi th pious emotion. 
Crowds came to the heavenly new M adonna and i t  
was not long before they were kneeling before her 
wi th candles in  thei r hands. There were more wor
shipers there than at any other altar,  and so many 
tapers in the candlesti cks before the portrait of the 
deceased Princess that thei r flames \Vere the first 
th ing one saw on entering the cathedral .  The poor 
espec ia l ly, all those who were u nhappy and op
p ressed in these troublous times, assembled there to 
p ray and seek consolation in their plight. She be
came the ir  favorite M adonna, patiently l i stening to 
thei r troubles and sorrows and giving them help 
and solace, though as far as I know she never gave 
a thought to the poor. Thus Bernardo, with h i s  
great art, roused the deep and re ligious feeli ngs of  
the people, j ust as I do. 

Whi le relati ng th is ,  I cannot refra i n  from pon
dering over the strangeness of it a l l .  Who could 
bel ieve that  this woman would hang i n  the cathe
dral ,  as a gentle consolatory Madonna,  a shrine for 
the love and adoration of a l l  the people ? That she 
should reign pure and celes ti al  in the l igh t  of 
innumerable candles dedi cated to her pur i ty and 
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kindness ? Her other portra i t  i s  i n  the pa lace , 
for the Pri nce had it  framed and hung, though 
M aestro Bernardo i s  dissati sfied wi th i t. That i s  
the one i n  wh ich she looks l ike a whore. And yet 
both pictures, despi te the i r  great diss imi lari ty, may 
speak the truth each in i ts own way ; both show the 
same vague smi le ,  which the worsh ipers i n  the 
cathedral thi nk so heavenly. 

Human beings l ike to see themselves reflected 
in clouded mi rrors. 

SI�CE describing a l l  th i s ,  that  is to say 
everyth ing that has happened from the time I was 
imprisoned, I find that  I have noth ing left to write 
about. Anse lmo sti l l  comes here and tells me what 
i s  ha ppening in  the town and at  the cou rt, bu t the re 
has been noth ing very speci a l .  The plague subsided 
at last afte r hav i ng accounted for a la rge part  of 
the popu lation ; it disappea red of i ts own accord 
as it had come, and cases became fewer and fewer 
unti l  a t  last they ceased a l together.  By degrees l i fe 
resumed i ts old ways and,  desp i te eve ryth ing, the 
town became i tself aga in .  The peasa nts returned to 
the i r  bu rned-out farms and bui l t  them up again ,  
and s lowly the land began to recover ,  though i t  was 
st i l l  impoverished.  The war debts were tremendous 
and the state coffers empty. Therefore, as Anselmo 
explained to me, the people were weighed down 
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with heavy taxation .  But  anyhow there was peace, 
as he exp ressed i t, and something \vould a lways 
tu rn up. Then everythi ng would be a l l  r ight.  "They 
are feel ing cheerful  now i n  the country, " he sa id 
and h i s  si l ly face glowed with satisfaction. 

He entertains me with his perpetual chatter on 
a l l  subj ects and I li sten to h im,  s ince I have no one 
else to ta lk to ,  though sometimes he can be very ex
hausting. The other day he came and said that the 
great debt to Ven ice at last had been paid and the 
land was f ree from this heavy burden. "Things a re 
improvi ng and better times a re coming after the 
great tr ials ,  one can see i t  all over the p lace," he 
sa id .  "They have even begun work on the campa
ni le agai n ,  after a l l  these years, and hope to have i t  
ready before too long."  I mention this though ac
tual ly i t  i s  sea rcely worth writ ing down. 

Nothing very interesti ng happens nowadays. 

I s i t  here i n  my dungeon after wait ing for what 
seems l ike an ete rnity for the ray of  sunl ight ,  and 
now, when it has come, I h ave noth i ng to put on 
the paper wh i ch i t  i l luminates. The pen l ies i d le i n  
m y  hand,  I cannot br ing mysel f to use i t. 

'Vri t ing becomes more and more boring because 
my existence i s  so utterly uneventfu l .  

Tomorrow the campanile i s  going to be conse
crated, and i ts bells wi l l  r ing for the first  time. They 
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a re made partly of s i lver ,  the result  of a col lection 
among all the people .  They beli eve that  thi s  wi l l  
add to the beauty of the timbre. 

The Pr ince and the whole cou rt wi l l  of course 
be present. 

THE CONSECRATION has taken place and 
Anselmo has had a great deal to tel l  wh ich he 
heard from those who were present. He dec lares 
tha t  i t  was a notable and unforgettable event ,  i n  
wh ich nearly the whole populat ion shared. The 
Prince went on foot through the town a t  the head 
of h i s  cou rt , and the streets were bordered by people 
who wanted to see h i rn and be present at  the solemn 
moment which impended. H e  looked grave bu t 
erect and supple as o f  old,  and obviously happy on 
th is great day. He and h i s  fol lowers \vere clad in  
the most gorgeous habi l iments .  On reachi ng the 
p iazza  outs ide the cathed ral ,  he entered the church 
and knelt first by the Pri ncess' coffin an,d then be
fore the a l tar  with her pictu re ,  and all the others 
knelt there wi th h in1 .  Thei r devotions concluded,  
they went out  agai n to the cathedral square and the 
bells in the campani le began to r ing.  They sounded 
so beaut ifu l that  everybody was deeply affected and 
l istened in  s i lence to the i ndesc ribable peal which 
seen1ed to come from heaven. I t  echoed over the 
town and all felt happier  for having heard i t . The 
people who were assembled on the square around 
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the Prinee thought that  they had never experienced 
anything l ike th i s  before. That i s  how Anselmo 
described it . 

To his disappointment, he could not be present 
at the consecration  as it occurred at the time when 
the pri soners were fed, but he h ad to content him· 
self l i s tening to the bells f rom here. When they be· 
gan to toll he came scu rrying to me and said that 
now it had begun.  He  was so upset that he had to 
open the door so that I too could hear .  I th i nk there 
were tears in the worthy man's eyes and he declared 
that no human ear had ever heard such bel l s  before. 
I n  point of fact, they sounded much as most bells 
do, there was nothing spec ia l  about them. I was 
glad when he shut the door aga in  and left me in  
peace. 

I sit here in my chains and the days go by and 
noth ing ever happens .  I t  i s  an empty joyless l i fe ,  
but I accept i t  wi thout complaint .  I awai t  other 
times and they wi l l  surely come, for I am not des· 
tined to s i t  here for a l l  eterni ty. I shall  have an  
opportuni ty of  continu ing my chronicle by  the 
l igh t of day as  before ,  and my servi ces wi l l  be re· 
qui red again .  I f  I know anyth ing of my lord, he 
cannot spare his dwarf for long. I tnuse on this in  
my dungeon and  am of good cheer. I reflect on  the 
day when they wil l  come and loosen my chains ,  be· 
cause he has sent for me again .  
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