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Translator’s Introductory Note

In the first two chapters of this volume we present Hermynia Zur
Miihlen’s 1929 autobiographical memoir, The End and the Beginning (Ende
und Anfang. Ein Lebensbild), in a revised and extensively corrected version
of Frank Barnes’ translation of 1930 (New York: Jonathan Cape and
Harrison Smith), which, though readable enough, contains many errors.
A surprisingly large number of words and phrases in the 1930 translation
were simply misunderstood (e.g. ochrana [okhrana in the usual English
transcription] — the Russian secret police — translated as “the Ukraine”),
and on more than one occasion Zur Miihlen was made to say quite the
opposite in English of what she wrote in German. In addition, the original
title has been restored in the present edition, as has the original lay-out of
the text. The title of the 1930 translation, “The Runaway Countess,” was
doubtless designed to attract a particular class of readers, probably readers
of the popular romances of the time. As the present edition is directed
rather toward readers interested in the social and cultural history of the
period covered by the narrative and, in particular, in women’s writing
and women’s history, it seemed appropriate to restore Zur Miihlen’s own
title, which has a political rather than romantic resonance. The original
German title was intended to evoke the end of one social and political
order and, with the Russian Revolution of 1917, the beginning of another,
in the author’s eyes far better one, and at the same time, in her own
personal life, the end of dependency and the beginning of a new existence
as a free woman, capable of determining her own identity and her own
destiny instead of having to submit to those imposed on her by history
and tradition. Zur Miihlen also gave titles to the 77 sections of varying
length into which she divided her narrative. These were dropped from

Notes and translations © Lionel Gossman, CC BY 4.0 https://doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0140.09
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2 The Red Countess

the 1930 translation, which was divided instead into 24 untitled sections.
There seemed to be no reason to prefer that arrangement of the text to the
author’s own. The latter has therefore been reinstated.

A supplementary chapter, written by Zur Miihlen in 1950 for a post-
World War II re-publication of the 1929 German text in the Socialist
magazine Die Frau, has been translated and placed, as Chapter 2 of the
present book, at the end of Zur Miihlen’s original text, immediately
after the final section, “Zdravstvui Revolyutsia.”

It was not always possible to reproduce certain characteristic features
of Zur Miihlen’s literary style in English translation — notably the effect
of impressionistic immediacy achieved by means of punctuation and
the elision of co-ordinates like “and” — and it was virtually impossible to
convey the Viennese flavour of her language. Translation is inevitably
subject in considerable measure to conditions imposed by the target
language. Every effort was made, however, to stay as close to the
original as possible.

The attraction of Zur Miihlen’s memoir lies not only in the charming
freshness with which it narrates a young woman’s struggle to be a full,
free, and independent human being, in defiance of the conventions and
expectations of her time and social class, but in its sharply observed and
often humorous portrayal of a bygone world from the unusual angle
of the headstrong, rebellious daughter of an Austrian aristocrat and
minor diplomat. The numerous individuals and events referred to in
the memoir, some quite prominent and well known, many obscure or
now forgotten, serve as a reminder that the world that disappeared in
the fires of the First World War was full of colourful characters whose
often surprising careers can be unexpectedly revealing. In addition,
the memoir touches lightly and naively on major issues of the time,
such as the interconnected Balkan and Moroccan crises and the climate
of revolution in czarist Russia. In the hope of restoring some sense
of the author’s world, a fair number of the individuals and events
mentioned in the narrative have been identified and described, most
often quite briefly, sometimes at considerable length in Chapter 3. In
a few especially interesting cases, these notices take the form of little
essays. As much information as could be accommodated in the book
without expanding it unduly has been provided, in particular, about
Zur Miihlen’s family members and about figures little known in the
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English-speaking world, such as the poets Freiligrath and Anastasius
Griin. Where information about those figures was hard to come by, the
editor has listed some of his sources for the convenience of the reader.
Thumbnail images accompany some of the descriptive endnotes.

This revised edition of the Open Book Publishers 2010 publication
contains material not included in the earlier volume. Chapter 4 contains a
sampling of the hundreds of short narratives that Zur Miihlen wrote for
newspapers and magazines. These were selected and translated for this
edition because of the light they shed on Zur Miihlen’s principles and
practice as a politically committed writer, who also earned her living by
writing and translating. In addition, translations of two of her socialist
fairy tales for children have been included in order to give the reader an
idea of the work for which she won an international reputation in left-
wing circles in the 1920s and 1930s. Chapter 5 consists of a substantial
synopsis in English of a vigorously anti-Nazi novel written by Zur Miihlen
in 1934, suppressed in Germany and Austria, and never translated into
English. This is followed in Chapters 6 and 7 by the translator’s essay on
Zur Miihlen’s life and literary career and by a list of her works in English
translation. To close, Chapter 8 offers a sampling of illustrations by the
artists George Grosz and Heinrich Vogeler of two of Zur Miihlen’s fairy
tale collections and one of her numerous translations. This new edition of
Zur Miihlen’s memoir is supplemented by an online appendix available
at  https://www.openbookpublishers.com/product/834#resources. It
contains a short extract from the Memoirs of Sandor Madrai, in which
the celebrated Hungarian novelist gives a vivid, highly personal, and
amusing account of his association with Zur Miihlen and her partner
Stefan Klein in Frankfurt in 1919-20; a study of Zur Miihlen’s relation
to the aristocracy and to her own past by the historian Patrik von zur
Miihlen; and two short essays by the editor — one on Zur Miihlen as the
translator of Upton Sinclair into German, the other on the background of
Zur Miihlen’s widely read “socialist” fairy tales.

The English translations of three of Zur Miihlen’s novels, which are
no longer covered by copyright — We Poor Shadows, Came the Stranger, and
Guests in the House — have been posted on a women’s literature website
and may be read at http://digital library.upenn.edu/women/_generate/
authors-Z.html

Lionel Gossman, May 2018
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Ende und Anfang

Ein Lebensbuch

Bermynia Zur Mibhlen
Geheftet 4 RM, in Ganzleinen 6 RM

Diese Erinnerungen einer altisterreichischen Aristokratin haben bei ihrer Vor-
verdffentlichung in einer groBen Tageszeitung ungewdhnliches Aufsehen erregt. |
Aus allen Volkskreisen ohne Unterschied der Partei sind der Verfasserin |
AuBerungen zugegangen. die sich leidenschaftlich zu dem Werk, seinem Gehalt |
_ .amd seiner Form hekennen. )
Mit geistreicher Anmut und klugem, natiirlichen Urteil erzihlt Hermynia Zur
Miihlen; was sie im alten Osterreich, spiter in ganz Europa und Nordafrika
erlebte und beobachtete, withrend sie ithren Vater, einen hohen ésterreichischen
Diplomaten, auf seinen Reisen begleitete. Fiir die Farbigkeit und den kiinst-
lerischen Zauber der Lebenserscheinungen hat sie iiberall ein offenes und williges
Auge; aber frith entwickelt sich in ihr auch ein nachdenklicher, starker und
redlicher Sinn der Kritik. Torheit und Unrecht in den iiberlieferten Lebens-
formen sind ihr iiberall von Anbeginn unertriiglich: bis zur Unwiderstehlich-
keit regt sich ihr kdmpferischer Freiheitsdrang, als sie als Gattin eines baltischen
Adeligen in eine Holle der sozialen Stumpfheit und Roheit verbannt ist. Die
Nachfahrin einer Kaiserlichen Palast-Dame (K.P. D.) wird schliefilich zur
Anhiingerin der Kommunistischen Partei Deutschlands (K. P, D.). Wir begleiten
die Verfasserin auf ihrem kiihnen, klaren Entwicklungsgang durch ein an-
‘schaulich offenes Werk von hohem zeitgeschichtlichen Wert,

Advertisement by Samuel Fischer Verlag, Berlin, for the
newly published Ende und Anfang.



1. The End and the Beginning:
The Book of My Life"

by Hermynia Zur Miihlen

In the well tempered glass-house

When I was a small child there was a cuckoo clock in the hallway across
from my bedroom. I was very fond of it and never tired of hearing it.
One night, however, the beloved clock played me a nasty trick. I was
awakened from a deep sleep by a dull sound and started with fright as
I heard in the stillness of the night eleven terrifying cries. Screech owls,
I thought, and screech owl cries mean death. I was very frightened and
began to scream and call for help, but no one heard me. A horrible feeling
of despair surged over me: everyone in the house, in the little town, in
the whole world was dead, and I had been left all alone in a world of the
dead. Thinking back now on those childhood days, I am often reminded
of that eerie night when my friend the cuckoo prophesied the death
of a world. The world in which I grew up is dead. Even if many of its
former denizens are still alive, the old refined, high-spirited levity is
gone, as is the contempt for money and the natural, unmeditated high-
handedness with which middle-class people were treated, even when
they were millionaires.

* The note numbers refer to ‘Notes on Persons and Events Mentioned in the Memoir’
immediately following the text (Chapter 3).

Translation © Lionel Gossman, CC BY 4.0 https://doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0140.01
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The “aristocratic” diplomatic service, which in those days — such,
at least, was the conviction of the diplomats themselves — was
distinguished by a kind of aura, was among the glories, now lost, of
that bygone world. We in our family belonged to the “career,” and the
“career” meant one thing and one thing only: the diplomatic service.
For us nothing else was conceivable. This reverence for the “career,” it
should be added, did not in any way prevent Austrian diplomats from
making merry at the expense of their chiefs. The Austrian ambassador
in London, for example, was known only as “the Superlative” — “dumb,
dumber, Dehm.”" In general the diplomats took nothing in the world
seriously, including themselves. One of my uncles,* for instance, who
was himself in the service, taught me to give to the question “What is
your father?” the following fine reply: “My father is a poor devil who
wears a green monkey suit, writes stupid reports and costs the state a
lot of money.” And my father® never lost an occasion to explain that

“Austria has only one real interest: the continued piety of the Muslims.
As long as these people continue to wear the fez everything will be all
right for us.” Most fezzes were manufactured at that time in Bohemia.

Yet we ought not to have looked upon other callings with so much
scorn, for my paternal grandfather* had risen in the military to the rank
of general, been appointed First Adjutant-General of Emperor Franz
Joseph and been made a Knight of the Golden Fleece. And a great-
uncle® had been a cavalry general and governor of Mainz. His wife®
was a typical representative of her caste, a lovable, pretty, exceptionally
pious old lady who followed the teachings of the Gospel by giving away
half of her not too large income to the poor — a fact which, nevertheless,
did not prevent her from saying to me one day: “The bourgeois, you
know, are perfectly fine, and I know that before God we are all alike,
but I just can’t see them as people like ourselves.” And she used to
tell of charity balls where a ribbon was stretched across the middle
of the ballroom — the bourgeois danced on one side, the aristocrats
on the other. She was certainly a most consistent old lady; when her
niece, Sophie Chotek,” married the crown-prince, Franz Ferdinand, she
said: “That person shall never cross my threshold again. She is a wicked
young woman and has done the Kaiser a grievous wrong in depriving
him of a rightful heir.”
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I found remarks of this kind extremely amusing because I had
already, at a quite tender age, been “corrupted” by reading the Neue
Freie Presse® and other liberal newspapers. Only the Fremdenblatt® was
supposed to be read in our circles in those days, but my grandmother
was an Englishwoman with the liberal views of the English at that
time, and so it happened that, at the age of eight or nine, I considered
the editorials of Herr Benedikt" a Revelation and a new Gospel, and
an unshakable conviction crystallized in my mind: the government is
always wrong. One of my great-uncles'? was Minister of Agriculture
and belonged to the clerical party. He pushed a law through which is
called after him the Lex Falkenhayn, and the Freie Presse attacked him
vigorously. Once, when we were paying our obligatory call on his
wife in Vienna, this uncle also came into the room, and I, a little brat of
eight, was astonished that such an “infamous scoundrel” could seem so
innocent and friendly.

My republican feelings were also awakened early, though I cannot
claim that they were the product of logical thinking. They sprang from
a purely personal thirst for revenge. About thirty minutes from the
little health-resort of G.” in the Salzkammergut, a veritable eyesore of
a chateau towered over the beautiful landscape, disfiguring it horribly;
it belonged to the Duke of Wiirttemberg. The old duke had a particular
aversion to dogs, and any dog that had somehow or other crept into
his park was shot. I considered this proceeding most reprehensible
and condemned it, as one condemns a wrong which does not directly
concern one, coolly and without special anger — until one evening
my little fox-terrier Grip did not return from one of his customary
explorations of the countryside. Nor did he come back the following
day, and when a week had passed we had to conclude that poor Grip
had met his death in the Duke’s park. My condemnation, purely on
principle, now flared into raging indignation. The old Duke embodied
for me all the tyrants of history, all the murderers and criminals. Day
after day, on our walks, I would drag my poor governess to the red-
coloured castle, collecting on the way all the little stones I could find.
I then threw them amid a torrent of curses into the park. From that
moment on I was through with monarchs, princes, and dukes. And
when many years later, during the German Revolution, the throne was
taken from the house of Wiirttemberg too, I thought of poor Grip and
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felt a quiet personal satisfaction, because my little murdered dog had
been avenged.

Quite slowly and gradually the “New Age” penetrated into our little
lake-side town. The first female clerk to run a branch of the Post Office
created a sensation. Most people had the feeling that letters deposited
in this office would never arrive, and important insured letters were
generally not entrusted to the fat, friendly Friulein. I think that some
of the old ladies who lived in villas and wore gloves all day long to
protect their hands thought it improper that a woman should sit behind
a window, and considered the respectable female postal clerk a lost
creature.

But “society” had scarcely recovered from this first sensation when
it was shocked by a far worse one. On the smooth, beautiful streets
brazen creatures suddenly appeared: bicyclists, women who dared
display their limbs half-way up to the knee. In our home, we did not
see the matter in such a tragic light, since grandmother believed women
had a right to do anything they were capable of doing well, and even
my mother rode a bicycle. But the other women were less indulgent; old
Countess Szapary'* had her gardener collect flint stones and lay them
on the garden table. Then she sat behind the hedge of her garden and
watched for women cyclists. If one of the immodest creatures passed
her way, she was showered with a rain of stones, and the old Countess
would shout with all her might after the bicycle: “Hussy! Hussy!”

Yet it must be said to our credit that there was actually a woman in
our circle with bobbed hair. In those days this was called a “Titus head.”
The possessor of this Titus head was a romantic apparition in my eyes
for another reason too: she had been an actress before her marriage to
Count Prokesch-Osten and, under the name of Friederike Grossmann,’
had enjoyed great success. Herr Wiesinger, the stationer, was even then
still selling a picture of her in her most celebrated role as “The Cricket.”
I still remember the lively figure and large eyes of the “Cricket,” who
cannot but have been extremely bored in the rather ceremonious
atmosphere of our local society. Once during the Dreyfus affair, she
allowed her feelings to get the better of her and, in her capacity as head
of the Red Cross in G., sent a telegram to Madame Dreyfus in which
she expressed the sympathy of the Red Cross. Wild excitement seized
the little town; some were anti-Dreyfusards, but the others also shook
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their heads, for after all, Dreyfus, though innocent, was still a Jew, and
therefore one ought not to act so impulsively, especially when one had
been a member of the bourgeoisie before one’s marriage. I, naturally,
was an ardent Dreyfus supporter, and had constantly to be reminded by
grandmother, who moreover was also one, that a child must be polite
even to those adults who hold different views. When Zola published
his J’Accuse, a new world was opened up for me, and Zola took the
place of all my other heroes.

But the “Cricket” was not our only celebrity. Right next to the large
garden of our villa there was another garden, which belonged to
Pauline Lucca.!'® The famous singer had just retired at that time; she
was married to a Baron Walhoven and gave singing-lessons. I can no
longer recall her face; I only know that she had beautiful, merry blue
eyes and spoke with a frightful Viennese accent. Every year, towards
the end of the season, she gave plays in the little theatre installed in
her villa, and at one of these performances a young creature made her
appearance — the freshest, most attractive, most enchanting being that
one can imagine. Even the old ladies were charmed by her and her voice.
“What is the name of the little one?” they asked after the performance.
And the answer was: “Fritzi Massary.”"”

A little old white-haired man lived on the promenade and I knew
that he was the composer Goldmark,' a most remarkable personality.
You could also find Peter Altenberg' on the promenade, as well as the
painter Angeli,®® whose celebrity in England was due to his being the
best waltzer in London — so, at least, his friends maintained.

But we also had local celebrities. There was a young instructor
who was attacked by all the priests because he told the children about
Darwin’s theory of evolution. The prefect of our district, Baron A., a
wise and sensible man, took his side and informed us, often in great
anger, of their persecution of Herr Lebida. Naturally, I immediately saw
the young man with the pale face and dark hair as a hero and martyr.
Since I did not know him I began to run after his two elderly sisters,
on foot and on my bicycle — for grandmother had at last yielded to
my pleas and given me a bicycle. The moment I saw the Lebida sisters
in the distance (they always went out together) I would race after
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them, give them a look full of admiration, and hope that they would
condescend at some point to speak to me. But they never did, and it
may be that this circumstance increased my respect for their family. For
notwithstanding all one’s liberal feelings, one was accustomed, after all,
as the “little Countess,” to having the bourgeois feel honoured when
one spoke to them.

Naturally one was courteous towards everyone — but not on
account of the individuals themselves. It was a matter of self-respect.
“Don’t forget that you are a little lady.” How often have I heard that in
my childhood. But in those days “lady” did not mean a well-dressed,
idle, rich woman, but a person who was tactful and sensitive to the
feelings of others, obliging and polite in every life situation, careful to
hide her own feelings, and, however bad she might be feeling herself,
capable of not letting others notice it. It was not solely their fault that the
aristocrats considered themselves the umbilicus mundi; the bourgeoisie’s
abject veneration of them also played a part. I remember quite clearly
a doctor, otherwise a wise and very nice man, who had been called in
to see me, saying on the occasion of the big fire at the charity bazaar in
Paris: “It’s terrible to think how many aristocrats were burned to death
there!” And I recall, too, my grandmother’s quietly asking “Do you
think, doctor, that it was less horrible for the others?”

Nor have I ever forgotten the explanation of my catechist, when, to
the astonishment of the entire class, at the age of about ten, I declared:
“I don’t believe our dear Lord is just; if he were, he wouldn’t permit
there to be rich and poor.” The worthy gentleman stared at me grimly
for a moment — he was horrified, I think, every time I opened my
mouth — then he quickly found an answer. “There are rich and poor in
order that the rich may get to heaven by giving alms to the poor.”

It was likewise an unwritten law with us, moreover, that one had
to be gracious in one’s dealings with the bourgeois and even more
gracious — in a far more natural way, as though one had to do with one’s
equals — in one’s dealings with the “poor,” the common people. A little
incident seems to me to illustrate this well. In our little town the river
Traun frequently overflowed its banks, threatening to bring down the
old wooden bridge that spanned it. One day what we feared happened.
With a horrible crack the bridge broke in two. Three working men fell
into the river and were drowned. The prefect of the district (not Baron



1. The End and the Beginning: The Book of My Life 13

A.) who was in charge of the rescue work turned to his servant and said:
“Go home, Johann, and tell the Countess that only working men were
drowned.” I believe that even the working people were not as outraged
by these words as the aristocrats. Count S. would most certainly have
been boycotted from society had not some one found an excuse for him.
“What do you expect? His wife’s mother is a bourgeoise.”

Contempt for the bourgeoisie was so ingrained, even among the most
unprejudiced members of our class, that it was impossible to dislodge
it. My father was far too wise to harbour any belief in aristocratic
superiority; he required of people only that they be intelligent and
have their wits about them, and he sought these attributes mostly in
vain among the members of his own class. Yet even he took care to
use the inevitable prefix “poor” when speaking of his acquaintances
in industry. A number of years ago, when I was translating a book in
which the enormous wealth of a Rhineland industrialist was described
in great detail, I had to burst out laughing in the midst of my tiresome
task when I suddenly remembered how my father always spoke of the
founder of this gigantic fortune — he was a good friend of his and could
have bought us up, lock, stock, and barrel, a hundred times over — as

“poor H., really quite a nice fellow all the same.”

In those days, in our circles, money really counted for very little, even
if, as a child, I long believed — perhaps not altogether mistakenly — that
the “S. M. Rothschild” on the seal of the Rothschild business letters
meant “Seine Majestit Rothschild.”

Likewise, relatively little importance was attached to clothing. “One”
wore tailor-made things from Jungmann in Vienna and the inevitable
diamond buttons. It was not proper to be too elegantly dressed. That
was left to the wives of the wealthy bourgeois. The old ladies sometimes
ran around so shabbily dressed — like the women we in Austria used to
call “church wives” — that an outsider unfamiliar with our ways could
easily have felt like handing them ten kreuzers. “Church wives” were
poor women whose greatest pleasure consisted in sitting for hours on
end in church telling their beads. They attended nearly all the services
on Sunday. I had little love for them, because, when the pews were full I
had to give up my seat to them and stand. I had to do this for the elegant
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bourgeois women only when they were quite old. I also had to get up
for working men and women because they had toiled hard all week.

It was grandmother who taught me this respect for working people.
In our garden we had a day-worker, an old woman we called Héllerin,
and grandmother told me the story of her life. She was sixty years old,
and she had three grandchildren at home whom she had to raise. She
worked from morning till night, yet she was always friendly and always
ready to chat with me. She had a pig at home, for which she would collect
horsechestnuts, and when I had been good I was allowed, as a special
privilege, to gather horsechestnuts in the garden for Hollerin. I was
also allowed to give her toys for her grandchildren, and grandmother
explained to me that one should never give ugly, broken toys to the
poor. That would be an insult. One should give them the finest one
had. Somewhere inside me there was a feeling for self-castigation,
perhaps inherited from a distant ancestor, Saint Ignatius Loyola, who
was the cousin of a remote ancestress, and so I followed grandmother’s
injunction to the letter. But my asceticism seems to have been not
quite genuine, for I remember that I once gave away my beloved black
doll — her name was Bella and she said “Mama” and “Papa” when you
pulled on two strings attached to her middle — but regretted it bitterly
afterwards and for a long time could not get over my loss.

4%

We inhabitants of this old world were actually living as if in a beautiful
well-tempered glass-house, filled with the scent of flowers. Outside, all
sorts of horrible things were happening, but we saw only confusedly
through the windows, which were overgrown with greenery, and did
not let these things disturb us. To be sure, the glass-house also allowed
many good attributes to sprout: genuine love of beauty, real culture, self-
control (inseparable from good manners); but it also estranged us from
the real world and created a helplessness in practical matters that was
passed off as disdain for “business.” In our own personal green-house,
however, the wise hand of my grandmother had cleaned off one of the
panes. Through it I could look out on reality and there, even as a child,
I caught sight of the problem of problems — riches and poverty — or
what in those days was called the problem of “the poor.”
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Discoveries

There were not many “poor” in our little watering-place. Still enough,
however, to set an intellectually curious child, hungry for justice,
thinking. This was all the more inevitable as in my earliest youth I took
the Gospel literally — and would announce to horrified grown-ups:
“You are not Christians. If you were, you would not have two coats, for
whoever has two should give one of them to someone who has none.”

Why were “the poor” poor?

Children and primitive people are always inclined to displace blame
on to individuals or political classes. And so it was with me. If there
were people who did not have enough to eat, this had to be due to the
malevolence of individuals — in effect, of those individuals who held
power. But who were these individuals? Not the bourgeois, for they
also belonged in some measure to “the poor.” In those days I looked
upon anyone as poor who did not have a house of his own as well
as a carriage and at least four servants. And as we did not mix with
the wealthy bourgeois, manufacturers and financiers existed for me
only as a very vague concept. A banker was someone who took care
of one’s fortune, and reported on his activity every month in a fine
sealed letter, and a manufacturer was a sort of glorified tradesman. My
sociological investigations were advanced by a work by Hans Blum?*
on the revolution of ‘48. Later I discovered that Robert Blum’s son had
actually written a reactionary book. Yet at eleven — I was that age when
Iread the book — it appeared to me extremely revolutionary: bourgeois
heroes fell in the struggle against monarchs and aristocrats and died
in order to give the people a parliamentary constitution and freedom
of the press. I discovered three important things: the bourgeoisie,
magnanimous, virtuous, and industrious, in contrast to our idle,
frivolous, and profligate class; the parliament, which expressed the will
of the people (I was then eleven years old); and the press, which is called
on to contribute to the victory of truth and justice. I had aspired at one
time to be a circus rider or the female leader of a noble robber band,
but from now on I recognized only two really superior callings: that
of member of the House of Delegates or that of journalist. My uncle
Anton* gave me a statistical map of the House, on which the different
parties were represented by different colours. On the reverse side were
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the number and names of the members. I learned them until I could reel
them off by heart. The particular platforms of the various parties did
not interest me. I was moved only by a burning hatred of the clerical
party, because most aristocrats were in it. For [ was by then already fully
convinced of one thing: the aristocrats were to blame for all the misery in
the world. To this conviction my uncle Anton had certainly contributed
his share. He who was known at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs as the
“Red Count,” and whose career had been considerably harmed by his
liberal opinions, would call me into the drawing-room with special
pleasure when there were guests and ask: “Where do the aristocrats
belong?”? To which I was to respond with unshakable conviction:
“Strung up on the lamp-post.” Uncle Anton was altogether the highest
authority for me in intellectual matters. When he came to visit us, I
never left his side, and he often declared that he knew of nothing more
exhausting than the hours he spent with me, for no one could answer
all the questions I asked. But he did me the greatest kindness one can do
to a child: he took me seriously, tried to explain everything to me, and
if I often understood his explanations differently than he intended, that
was not his fault. Grandmother also took me seriously, and I recall long
debates with her on passive and active voting rights for women. She
was in favour of women’s having the vote in principle; however, she
thought that women were not yet ready for it, and that in Austria they
would vote almost without exception for the clerical party. I naturally
had a better opinion of the good sense of my sex; today, I have to admit
that in many of her views grandmother was right.

The “Anchor Society”

After intense study, from my eleventh to twelfth year, of the “social
question,” which for me was exclusively a question of politics and had
nothing whatsoever to do with economics, I reached the conclusion
that since the year '48, when the brave and generous bourgeoisie had
taken to the barricades, nothing had been done for the improvement of
the world. But now I had come along and would take matters in hand.
Down with the aristocrats!

And so one rainy Sunday morning I founded a Society for the
Improvement of the World — the “Anchor Society.” It was all quite
simple. I wrote to two cousins in Vienna, to a friend in Lisbon, and to
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three bourgeois acquaintances in our little town, telling them that I had
founded a society for the improvement of the world and had appointed
them members. I despotically drew up the rules myself. The first
proclaimed the abolition of the nobility; the others, as I recall, were of
a more practical nature and concerned membership dues: twenty-five
kreuzers a month for regular members and one gulden for honorary
members. With these funds the misery of the world was to be assuaged.
All members were to wear an anchor badge so that later, when the
number of members had swollen to millions, they would recognize one
another in the wide world beyond and be able to work together. (The
badge, which had a hook on the back, always tore our clothes and thus
caused us all kinds of unpleasantness — but all that was part of our
martyrdom for the Cause.) Of course, I was the head of the society, and
my youngest cousin in Vienna was treasurer.

The society issued a monthly bulletin composed by me and consisting
of six copies written out in my own hand. It “appeared” on four lined
folio pages, and was made up of one leading political editorial, in
faithful imitation of the editorials of Herr Benedikt of the Vienna “Free
Press”; an endless novel about an unbelievably noble anarchist, who
lived with his sister in a hut on the heath, manufactured bombs, and
held forth in speeches from morning to night, so that he never got
around to throwing the bombs; news of the society, of which there
was very little; and poems by Lenau,* Freiligrath,” and my special
favourite, Anastasius Griin.*® Grandmother, who was our first honorary
member — later, Uncle Anton also joined — and who with touching
patience had me read the entire paper to her each month, presented
me with a seal stamped with an anchor. Since, for some reason or other
I had at the time a deep respect for the Freemasons, I would draw a
triangle next to the seal on the back of the envelope, hoping that this
secret sign would be noticed by the police and that one fine day I should
be arrested.

A%

As a first step towards abolishing the nobility — aside from the wild
editorials of the Anchor Journal — I omitted titles on all addresses
and wrote only the names. One of my aunts whose mother had been
a commoner felt insulted and wrote to grandmother, who explained to
me that one should be considerate of the weaknesses of others; but her
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gentle, faint smile betrayed to me that she was really on my side, and
I defended my conviction with glowing words. Finally we agreed that
the half-bourgeois aunt should be allowed “Countess” on her address,
but that I could limit myself to the name only in the case of her children,
who were more “truly” aristocrats. My admiration for the bourgeoisie
received something of a jolt from this incident, but I assumed that my
aunt had been corrupted by her marriage to an aristocrat.

The cousins raised no objection to being deprived of their nobility.
(I think I was an extremely unpleasant, domineering brat, who simply
terrorized them.) But the three bourgeois girls, whom I invited every
Sunday and tried to work on “politically,” were less malleable and
harder to influence. They both wanted and did not want to acknowledge
that the old aristocracy was the cause of all the evil in the world. At
first I worked, despite my young years, with purely feminine means,
played one off against the other, favoured the one who allowed that I
was right and turned against the one who refused to see what an evil
the aristocracy was, turning up my nose and haughtily playing the
“Countess” to the hilt. If that did not succeed either, I resorted to plain
rudeness and cuffs on the ear. But the bourgeoisie proved itself the
stronger; I did not succeed in bringing a single one of the three girls
round to my view.

As we had still not been honoured by the vigilance of the police,
I decided, as a last resort, to write a play which would naturally be
accepted by every theatre company and banned by the censor. It was
a fine drama with many corpses and a tirade, in hexameters, against
the aristocrats. Children were freezing and starving, and the wicked
Count, who in the midst of a snow storm had refused to let them into
his palace, just laughed demoniacally, “Ha-ha,” until he was silenced
by his mother’s many pages-long curse on him. Quite exceptionally,
I showed my masterpiece, out of authorial vanity, to my parents.
Mother was irritated and responded with her customary: “You are
an idiot.” But father laughed and laughed and finally said: “A second
Goethe” — which filled me with satisfaction for several days until I
realized that he had been making fun of me, and in discouragement
burned my play.

3434
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Meantime, the editorials of my paper had been getting better, for I had
been diligently reading the speeches of the Social Democratic delegate
Daschynski,” who was a brilliant and powerful orator, and I had now
abandoned Herr Benedikt in order to devote myself to Herr Daschynski.
At that time I read the newspaper regularly. I had had to promise not to
read the court proceedings, but the promise was not hard to keep, since
in the court-room the government was not attacked, and nothing else
was of interest to me. Grandmother, who was also interested in politics,
catered to my passion, read articles to me, and called my attention to
this and that; Uncle Anton, too, helped to strengthen my interest in
politics. Father laughed at me, but he too would sometimes condescend
to discuss politics when he could ride his favourite hobbyhorse, the
Balkan question. While I insisted firmly that everything bad comes
from the aristocracy, father maintained just as firmly that everything
bad comes from that cursed storm-centre, the Balkans. For that reason,
for along time, the Balkans represented for me the entire field of foreign
policy.

The Anchor Society had been in existence for a year now, and yet
the nobility had not been overthrown in Austria. I began to feel slightly
discouraged. The finest editorials, the most powerful speeches of my
noble anarchist seemed to be of no avail. The number of members was
not growing. I had a vague presentiment that only a mass popular party,
with me at the head, would be able to accomplish anything, but where
were these masses to come from? Then, too, something was not quite
right with the treasury; there was always less money in the cashbox
than there should have been. In choosing a treasurer I had not taken
into consideration my little cousin’s extreme fondness for bonbons. One
day when I categorically demanded all the money in the cashbox to aid
the victims of a flood, it was found to be empty. My little cousin humbly
and woefully confessed that she had “eaten up” the money. In shame
and disgrace she was removed from her post and one of the bourgeois
girls living in G., whom I could keep an eye on, was appointed treasurer
in her place. But this incident had shown me clearly that one could not
depend on help from the aristocrats to overthrow the nobility. I still
struggled to keep the Anchor Society alive for a while, by loudly crying
out to any members I encountered as I bicycled through the little town:

“Down with the government! Down with the nobility!” But even that did



20 The Red Countess

not produce a sympathetic policeman willing to arrest me and so bring
the whole society to the attention of the public.

The last number of the paper appeared; a swansong with the wildest
of all wild editorials. It happened that just at that time Uncle Anton was
visiting us, and I read my work aloud to him. The last words of it were:

“And so we proclaim that this criminal government belongs where all
governments belong — on the gallows!”

When I ended my uncle was silent, and I thought joyfully that he was
so moved he could not speak. But he looked at me for a long time with
his big dark eyes, and then he turned, shaking his head, to grandmother:

“The child will end up on the gallows herself one day.”

Despite this prophecy I have not yet come to that point; I have
only been tried for high treason® before the supreme court in Leipzig,
because I published a little story of some thirty pages in which I
allegedly “undermined” the morale of the police. In fact, that story was
a small pacifist tract in comparison with the editorials I wrote for the
defunct Anchor Journal.

Servants

The entire little town by the lake was actually a collection of islands.
Each one of its villas, set in a beautiful garden of its own, was the retreat
of someone who wanted to lead a separate life. Most of these people
were extreme individualists, even if many of them — in true Austrian
style — would have adamantly refused to be so described. “Stop using
those horrible foreign words,” many would have said, and they would
be the very same people who would say to you reproachfully, if you
used the simple German past tense in conversation, instead of the usual
compound past: “Get along with you, don’t talk so affectedly!”

The calm and peace that reigned in those beautiful houses seems
incredible today, unreal. Was life truly so harmonious, or did good
manners simply create the illusion of harmony? The feeling of being
a community, expressed in immediate use of the familiar second
person by everyone who was part of “society” when addressing other
members of “society,” extended in some measure to the servants. They
“belonged” almost as much as family members and they often ruled
over the children even more tyrannically than the family. I stood in
real awe of our old valet Albert. He would on no account permit me
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to slide down the banisters — I think he considered it improper — and
when at table I made a spot on the cloth and hastily pushed a plate
over it, a relentless index finger came down and marked the spot and
a deep voice announced: “The Countess has already made yet another
spot!” ‘Mr. Albert” — for I was not allowed to call him simply by his first
name — owned a squirrel which he kept in a big cage in the servants’
room. If he was in a good mood, he would take out the little animal,
and I was permitted to stroke it; if he was in a bad mood, he would say:
“] haven’t time!” And woe unto me if I so much as touched the cage
without his permission. One fine day, the squirrel escaped, but that did
not diminish my interest in Herr Albert. There was a mystery attached
to him, which I would have given my life to unravel: did he wear a
wig or not? It was impossible to tell for sure. Uncle Anton spurred on
my curiosity; whenever he came to see us, he would ask: “Have you
discovered yet whether he wears a wig or not?” I would willingly have
asked Herr Albert himself, but grandmother forbade me to ask such a
tactless question, and so, to this day, I do not know whether he wore a
wig or not.

The second-tier servants never stayed very long with us, and I can
remember only one. His name was Alois, and he never missed an
opportunity of telling you that he was the only son of a widow. Alois
sported a black moustache — which was contrary to all the rules of
propriety — for in those days no servant was permitted to wear a
moustache. But he was apparently a vain young man, and besought
grandmother with tears in his eyes and allusions to his widowed mother,
whose only son he was, to permit him to keep his moustache — and he
was allowed to do so.

I remember likewise the gardener. He was a small, silent man with
two burning passions: elaborate flowerbeds and veterans’ reunions.
He would have liked to lay out the entire garden in flower-beds, and
grandmother had to fight strenuously against each one. At veterans’
reunions and funerals he wore a uniform and thus clad marched
proudly in the procession. He called them both “celebrations,” because
both made him equally happy. He was afflicted with a thin, constantly
scolding wife whom I, as a small child, took for a witch. How often,
terrified yet full of anticipation, I would creep to the gardener’s house
on dark autumn evenings, hoping to see his wife ride through the air on
a broomstick. Grandmother did not need to tell me to be polite to her.
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When I saw her I greeted her respectfully from afar, for fear of being
bewitched.

Friulein Marie, the chambermaid, was also thin, and constantly felt
offended. She had a brother who was a court councillor in Bavaria, and
to whom she referred as often as Alois referred to his widowed mother.
I received many a scolding because of her. Her presence disturbed
me in my religious exercises more than anything else. It sometimes
happened that she was there when I was saying my evening prayers
and on every one of those occasions, I refused, for reasons no one
could understand, to say the Ave Maria. I was firmly and stubbornly
convinced that Friulein Marie would assume I was referring to her
when I said: “Hail, Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee.” And as
I could not endure her, I would not have had her think for a moment
that I was praying to her.

For the cooks also I had a keen antipathy; they were always the one
discordant note in our harmonious existence. Besides, my first act of
social justice went so badly awry with one of them that my young soul
was beset by evil doubts. We had a most lovable little kitchen maid,
pretty and very young. She sometimes played with me and I was very
fond of her. One day, as I was walking in the garden, I approached the
kitchen window and heard the cook giving the girl, who was weeping
bitterly, a terrible scolding. I became very angry. Then I noticed that
directly under the window a large bowl of stewed fruit had been set
out for our lunch. Here was my chance to punish the wicked cook. I
quickly determined to scoop up some sand from the path and throw it
into the bowl. When at lunch the sand was discovered, I was delighted,
but not for long. The cook immediately announced that she suspected
me, whereupon I admitted haughtily that I had wanted to “punish”
her. I was severely reprimanded and told to beg the cook’s pardon.
But I refused because of my confused feeling that she had tormented
a weaker creature than herself. Grandmother, who was a good
pedagogue, tried to explain to me, that the eternal heat of the oven and
smell of the food made cooks nervous and irritable, and that a silly
little girl like me had no right to punish a hard-working person. I did
finally give in and apologize. But my dislike for cooks has remained
with me to this day.
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The beautiful circus rider

Sometimes a circus came to our little town, and that was glorious.
About ten minutes from our villa there was an empty plot of ground;
and it was there that the tents were set up. How splendid it was to
see the circus enter the town — the horses, the dogs, the clowns. And
then the show! The most beautiful girls, who performed the most
daring tricks; the elegant lady who demonstrated all the equestrian
arts; the ring-master with his cracking whip. And it all smelled so
strangely, of sand and horses and wild animals. It was a marvellous
world, inhabited by fortunate people who rode horseback, walked the
tightrope, and were allowed to wear brilliant clothing covered with
spangles. My admiration for the tight-rope dancers cost me many
black and blue marks, so many, that I gave up thinking of tight-rope
dancing and transferred my desires and longings to riding a horse
over a wooden plank. On one occasion an exceptionally beautiful
equestrienne arrived with the circus. She had pink cheeks, golden hair,
and a sweet smile such as one normally sees only on dolls. I admired
her infinitely and would have given almost anything to make her
acquaintance. My wish was to be fulfilled. One day someone told us
that “stupid August” had been thrown from his horse and could not
appear in public. Grandmother sent me with a bottle of French red
wine to the injured man — perhaps in order to dampen somewhat
my circus ardour. I went into a miserable little tent; on a plank bed
lay a melancholy, oldish man, the last person in the world one would
have thought capable of dashing exploits and clever repartee. Near
him, darning stockings, sat a thin, weary woman, pale, fretful, her hair
already turned grey — it was the beautiful equestrienne. My governess,
who had accompanied me, thought it was out of compassion for the
two poor devils that I almost began to weep. However, it was not pity
that brought tears to my eyes, but disappointment, perhaps also the
horror by which one is overcome when, for the first time in one’s life,
one sees behind the scenes.
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Shopping

It was an exciting adventure to go shopping in our little town. In a tiny
street near the church lived the shoe-maker who had an enormous
goiter, which even his long black beard could not cover. He would have
one place one’s foot on a sheet of paper, and would draw an outline of it
with a pencil — a procedure that tickled terribly. In the little workroom
there were two extremely interesting works of art: one was a youthful
portrait of Kaiser Franz Joseph, not in the form of a drawing, but in that
of a piece of writing that told the story of the emperor’s life. Whenever
you went to the shoe-maker’s, he would fetch this portrait and tell you
that it had been made by a school teacher who had spent a whole year
at the task. The second treasure was a little wooden flask on which was
carved the martyrdom of Christ — the scourge, the crown of thorns,
the vinegar sop, the cross, and the spear. This marvel had come from a
convict. The shoe-maker was always glad to talk at length about these
two precious objects, and I was always delighted when I got to hold
them in my own hands.

Not far from the cobbler’s was the glove-maker’s workshop. The
glove-maker was a friendly old man who always spoke with great pride
of the distinguished ladies for whom he had made gloves. The gloves
were tried on like clothes. They had to fit without a wrinkle, as though
they had been poured on.

The shopkeepers were part of the place and seemed to have grown
with it. It was as though they had always been there. It did happen
once that a young stationer opened a new shop, but as he was the son
of the old stationer, it was not an act of disloyalty to buy from him. But
then a brand-new shop opened, an elegant shop that sold blouses and
underclothing, hats and lace collars. The owners were foreigners — as
the inhabitants of G. described everyone who did not hail originally
from the town — and they were not only foreigners, they were Jews,
and their name was Sonnenschein. This first Jewish shop gave rise to all
sorts of discussions. Most of the ladies declared that they would never,
in any circumstances, buy from the Sonnenscheins, that one should not
take the trade away from the old-established Christian shopkeepers.
For a few months they held heroically to their decision, but after half a
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year the prerogative of the Christian merchants was forgotten, and all
“society” bought from the Sonnenscheins. We had gone to them from
the beginning, and grandmother had more than once held little, mobile,
dark-eyed Frau Sonnenschein up to me as an example of amiability and
kindness. I can still see the thin little woman now; she never seemed to
be still for an instant; her hands were busy, her big black eyes moved
continually, she talked incessantly, and always found the right thing to
say. Within six months she knew what all her customers were interested
in, asked this one about her roses, that one about her dogs, and chatted
about swimming, bicycling, or the latest fashions, while she pulled out
different articles in order to show them and sent Herr Sonnenschein,
who was slow and deaf, to fetch this and that. Within a year the most
Catholic ladies bought only from Frau Sonnenschein, the shop became
bigger and bigger, business got better and better, and everyone loved the
little Jewess. When she died a few years later and very soon afterwards
Herr Sonnenschein married one of his Gentile salesgirls, everyone was
in a state of righteous indignation: how upset the poor little woman
would have been had she known that her husband would marry a
Christian! The new Frau Sonnenschein was regarded with hostility, the
customers stayed away, the shop began going down, and the Christian
tradespeople got their old clients back again.

Woman in the year 1900

The woman of the year 1900 was a martyr who concealed the tortures
she had to suffer behind heroically maintained smiles. In those days
the most important thing for a woman was to have “a waist.” The ideal
waist was one that could be encompassed by two hands of normal size.
This was achieved in the following manner: a corset was put on unlaced,
one pressed one’s arms close to one’s sides, and held in one’s breath,
while the maid pulled with all her might at the corset laces. Then came
a pause, one took another breath, and the maid gathered new strength.
Then the procedure was repeated, and finally, after that, the dress,
plentifully equipped with whale-bones, was put on. At the waist there
was a strong band with hooks and eyes. Most of the time the ends of the
band did not meet, so another tug had to be given to the corset, until at
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last the dress could be fastened. It took about two hours to do one’s hair.
Countless small and large hairpins held together real and false switches
and curls. Then the enormous hat was set in place and hatpins were
stuck in. Frequently the hat was trimmed with birds and flowers only
on one side, so that all the weight pulled at one spot. After ten minutes
one had a headache; with the corset it was impossible to breathe; the
collar stays bored into one’s neck; and the monstrous balloon sleeves
hindered all free movement. So, heroically smiling, women went out
to promenade holding up their skirts with hands that were soon weary
from the weight.

The disposition of purses and handkerchiefs was a chapter in itself.
The clothes had a slit in back, a dangerous thing because it came open so
easily. Such occurrences were signalled by the phrase: “there’s lightning!”
A horrified hand would then immediately feel behind. If one wanted to
reach into the pocket, one had first to open the slit and then begin to
feel around for the pocket. I cannot explain how the pocket managed
never to be where one expected to find it — but it did. One constantly
saw women on the streets with anxious expressions, searching behind,
frantic, desperate. Once the purse was found, they would forget to close
the slit, or would be unable to locate the hooks and eyes.

Naturally, it was not admitted that one had legs. A man at that time
had to precede a woman when going upstairs so as not to fall under
suspicion of wanting to see her legs. From the moment a young girl
put on her first long dress — and how proud we were of those dresses,
and how often we tripped over them — no one was even to suspect that
she was supported on anything more than ankles and even ankles were
not supposed to be seen. On the street one wore laced boots; for some
reason open shoes were not respectable outside the house. The boots
had a long row of buttons, and if one was in a hurry, a button would
inevitably come off. The same thing happened with the gloves worn at
balls; they came almost all the way up to the shoulder, were always too
tight, pinched, and stretched, and were very expensive.

How the women of 1900, with their balloon sleeves, wasp waists,
and the flower-beds and aviaries on their heads, still managed to be
pretty is an enigma today. But they were. Yes, they even managed to
be graceful and to move elegantly. To be sure, one was in training for
it from childhood. I still remember with horror the board with two
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diverging rods, which, held in place under the armpits and stretched
across the back, was intended to develop an erect carriage. Another
exercise for the same purpose was more entertaining: one placed a
bottle full of water on one’s head and was then to walk the length of
the corridor several times without holding on to the bottle and without
spilling a drop. One also learned how to sit down, how to rise, and how
to enter a room. Young girls were never supposed to sit in easy chairs. I
still recall my father’s fury when once, weary from a long horse-ride, I
lay down on a chaise longue in his presence.

“Sit up straight! What kind of a position is that?” How often I had
to hear that. And how many angry glances were directed at my feet,
because the forbidden ankles were showing.

Childhood days

We spent the spring, summer and autumn in the little town, which I long
thought was the most beautiful place in the world. I loved our spacious
garden with the old chestnut trees. In the spring we had breakfast under
their white candles, and the hum of the bees mingled with that of the
old silver teapot that had been handed down from my beautiful English
great-grandmother. Flecks of light played on the blue Wedgwood china;
in the tall pines which shaded the gentle slope, squirrels hopped from
branch to branch, and blackbirds sang. In autumn the old chestnut trees
glowed yellow and filled the dining-room with a warm gold colour.
The big green tile stove roared happily, and I ate as slowly as possible,
because after breakfast I had to go to my lessons.

Iloved our mountain, too, the pride of the little town, rising up on the
opposite shore of the lake. On fine summer evenings the whole mass of
stone turned pink, like the finest marble, and then, when it was already
dusk all around, the Traunstein (as our mountain was called) shone
forth out of the shadows like an undying flame. Gradually, however, it
paled and turned cold and dead, and everything lost life and became
suddenly old and joyless. At that moment, without knowing why, I felt
a deep sadness. A day was dead, a day of childhood was irrevocably
gone. [ especially enjoyed the hour before breakfast when I would go to
grandmother’s room and sit by her while she was having her hair done.
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She always read aloud to me: Dickens, Thackeray, Trollope, Jerome
K. Jerome, Swift, Tennyson. I could not endure children’s books and
stories for young people (the “Leatherstocking” tales excepted), and
grandmother often laughed, half pleased, half worried, when I put
away Trotzkopf® and similar pearls of German literature for the young,
because they were “much too absurd.” We even read Milton’s Paradise
Lost in those wonderful morning hours, and I loved the rebel angel with
all my heart.

If winter came early I was doubly happy. The little snow-covered
town looked like a picture on the Christmas cards we received from
English cousins and friends. 1 especially liked the little church that
stood on an island in the lake and was linked to the mainland by a
long bridge. Entirely surrounded by white, it seemed to be floating in
the clouds. I gladly sacrificed the pleasure of sleeping late on a Sunday
in order to attend early mass in the island church. One stepped from
the soft white dawn into the dark building. On the pews, spiral-shaped,
faintly-smelling yellow wax lights burned with slender flickering flames,
the reddish vestments of the ministrants glowed dully, the figure of
the priest moved indistinctly in the chancel, and the little asthmatic
organ gave forth its best. It was Advent, the moment of expectancy; the
Messiah will soon be born. We all know this, and we cry to heaven that
it might open up and send down the saviour of the world: rorate coeli.
And afterwards, when we walked back across the bridge, the heavens
had truly opened, the sun streamed down, the blue sky made the
snow seem even whiter, the air was cold, and we were filled with good
resolutions — and terribly hungry.

Rules of etiquette

Sometimes we stayed over Christmas in G. If I was alone with
grandmother it was marvellous. I was allowed to prepare a
Christmas tree for the poor children, buy things for them, and order
vast quantities of chocolate and cakes from the cook. Grandmother
maintained that only the best was really good enough for the “poor
children,” because they had so little happiness. The “poor children”
enjoyed themselves royally and plundered the Christmas tree with
noisy enthusiasm; but the parents were terrible. They sat anxious and
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unsure of themselves on the edge of their seats, continually making
little bows, would neither eat nor drink chocolate, and kept saying
thank you over and over again, which annoyed and embarrassed me.
It bothered me because it had been impressed on me that my first duty
as a “lady” was to make sure that all my guests felt absolutely at their
ease. Another point of the social code required that if a person has once
been a guest in a house, the mistress of that house should remember
for all time thereafter whether or not the person takes milk in his tea
as well as how many lumps of sugar he takes. If she asks the person
on the second visit what he takes, that demonstrates a lack of interest
in the guest’s preferences and constitutes a breach of etiquette. There
was also another rule: “When you are grown up and give dinners
and parties, you must never wear your best dress, because you might
happen to have among your guests poorer and more shabbily clad
women who would feel ill at ease in their less pretty clothes.” One
was also instructed in the matter of letter writing. “When you write
a four-page letter, make sure that three and a half pages concern the
person you are writing to and his or her interests. Never take up more
than half a page at most to tell about your own affairs; more than that
would almost certainly be of no interest.” Also in conversation one
should discover as soon as possible what the other’s interests are and
talk of these exclusively — never of oneself. It was only much later that
I discovered the profound significance of this precept and found out
how easy it is to give the impression that one is extremely intelligent.
All one needs to do is listen with great interest to one’s interlocutor.
All the women whom history and literature present as uncommonly
gifted were, above all else, good listeners, which, when you think of it,
requires no special art, since in the end every human being is interesting
when speaking of what is closest to his or her heart, whether that be
politics, literature or something absolutely inconsequential. When a
gardener speaks of flowers or a tailor of clothes, his whole person is
transformed; everything good and beautiful about roses or clothing is
transferred, as it were, to him, while he in turn invests material things
with the interest that inheres in any living human being. As I have said,
however, I did not discover this truth until much later; in youth one
feels so rich that one thinks only of giving out, not of taking in.
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Relatives in Vienna

As soon as it began to get really cold we would leave G. First, there was
the traditional three-week stop in Vienna to visit the dentist and various
relatives. Going to the dentist was not entirely awful; for one thing it
provided an opportunity for heroic behaviour, something I always
enjoyed very much; in addition, that heroic behaviour was always
rewarded in one way or another. The relatives were a more difficult
matter; here one demonstrated heroism by enduring boredom, and that
was a good deal harder.

Aunt Maria®* was tiny, old, and roly-poly. She wore a faded yellow
wig, and I think that, except for her chambermaid, no one ever saw her
hands. Day and night they were encased in dirty, white, glacé leather
gloves. Her rooms were dark and smelled strangely of a mixture of rose-
leaves and medicines. Aunt Maria had only one lung (though, for all
that, she lived to be seventy); as a result, she kept out of the fresh air
and almost never allowed her windows to be opened. Every afternoon
at three, her old landau would drive up, drawn by her old horses and
with her old coachman on the box, and Aunt Maria would go for a drive
in the Prater® with both carriage windows shut tight. She had a box at
the Burgtheater and one at the Opera, the latter for tradition’s sake, for
Aunt Maria was a relative of Beethoven’s immortal beloved, Theresa
Brunsvick. She talked a great deal about music and inquired regularly
about my progress with the piano — a painful topic. She suffered
from “nerves” and so one had to speak very softly around her and sit
still on a stool, so as not to jangle those nerves. When at last one had
dutifully answered all her questions, she would ring and the old butler
would come in: “Johann, bring the sweets.” And with that I was out
of the program. Aunt Maria would talk with grandmother while I ate
bonbons. Once old Johann brought in two little plates from which I ate
alternately — with none too happy results, for on one of the plates had
been placed not bonbons but sugarcoated laxative pills.

When [ was fourteen years old Aunt Maria gave me a pearl necklace
with the admonition that I dedicate myself, with all my strength, to
music. [ was delighted with the pearls although I was not yet allowed
to wear them. My aunt’s wish that I should become a good pianist
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has never been fulfilled. But this was in no way the fault of my piano
teacher. Poor Herr Habert?? with his tired, sorrowful face went to
inconceivable pains with me — but all in vain. I loved to listen to him
when he spoke of his favourite composers, and under his guidance,
learned to recognize the places in Schumann’s works that indicated
the approaching madness of their creator, but with all that  never kept
time properly and was invariably a bit off. Still, I did learn something
else, when still quite young, from my music teacher: the tragedy of the
unsuccessful artist. Herr Habert was an extremely gifted man; he had
composed oratorios and masses, but he had never managed to establish
himself as a composer. Finally — he must have been about fifty-seven
at the time, which of course seemed utterly ancient to me — one of his
oratorios was accepted for performance. Herr Habert was so happy
that the piano lessons even became a pleasure. He played phrases
and motifs from the oratorio for me, explained them, and no longer
noticed when my timing was off. Then something happened, I don’t
know what it was, and the oratorio was not performed. Herr Habert
came a few more times to give me lessons, then excused himself saying
he was very tired, and never came back. When I went to see him, he
was lying in bed in his — to me — miserable three-room dwelling, his
face completely grey, and his body small and shrunken. He did not
complain; he only said that he was tired, very tired. A fat ugly wife
and three unattractive grown-up daughters said he had to pull himself
together. But he was too weary, and shortly after that he went to sleep
forever.

After visiting Aunt Maria we generally went to Aunt Vicky’s. If it was
necessary to speak softly at Aunt Maria’s to spare her nerves, here one
had to roar, for Aunt Vicky was stone deaf. She would look at you with a
frozen face, as though it had been carved out of wood, in which only her
little dark eyes seemed to be alive, and would bend down toward you
with her huge ear-trumpet in her ear. Walking into her old-fashioned
drawing-room with its stiff black ebony furniture was not without its
perils. As soon as the door opened four yellow pugs would spring at
you, yapping wildly and snapping at your legs. The pugs were old and
peevish. Once the servant had quieted them they would crouch down
sullenly on their cushions and glower at everything around them.
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Aunt Vicky’s deafness and frozen expression weighed like a
mountain on the whole room. Here everything was lifeless and weird;
one’s own voice sounded strange and unfamiliar when it roared into
the ear-trumpet. The chairs were unwelcoming, even the flowers on the
tables were dead. I was always happy when grandmother indicated that
it was time for us to go.

Sometimes we visited Aunt Steffi and that was much more agreeable.
She was big and strong and, though no longer young, full of life. At her
house one did not have to sit still on a stool; one could wander through
the rooms and examine the curious things she had brought back from
her distant travels. Aunt Steffi was what in those days was called an
emancipated woman; she travelled alone all over the world; and would
set off for Japan or China as fearlessly as others would go from Vienna
to Salzburg.

The wide world

Children create a strange picture of the world for themselves, finding
some small detail or other that comes to characterize cities and countries
for them for years to come. Thus Vienna to me was the city of pink
tissue paper, for the washerwomen there placed sheets of pink tissue
paper between individual garments when they returned them — which
looked very pretty and dainty. Whenever I heard the name Vienna
soft pink sheets of tissue paper immediately appeared before my eyes.
Germany, on the other hand, was closely linked to fine railway stations
and thick slices of bread and butter. The fine station was the one at
Frankfurt-am-Main. We passed through it once and, while the train was
stopped, went for a walk on the platform. Grandmother explained to
me that this was the finest railway station in Europe. It made a great
impression on me, far greater than Cologne Cathedral, which we saw
on the same trip. There it was only the mosaic on the floor that pleased
me.

As for the thick slices of bread, they were for many years my only
memory of the beautiful landscape around Lake Constance. We were
travelling from Lindau to Rorschach and on the steamer ordered bread
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and butter. It came and so completely astonished me — accustomed
as I was to paper-thin English sandwiches — that I was almost angry,
for I thought, for some unfathomable reason, that thick slices of bread,
especially when thickly spread with butter, were vulgar. Grandmother
explained to me that in Germany one always gets thick sandwiches. My
view of the German Empire was formed immediately: it was a vulgar
country with beautiful railway stations.

One of my first travel remembrances is of Venice. It is not a
beautiful memory. I was at that time separated from grandmother and
was travelling with my parents. It was winter. The lagoons were grey
and gloomy and foul-smelling. On top of it all, in an effort to educate
me — I was then seven years old — I was dragged through all the
galleries. I saw picture after picture and found them all deadly boring.
When I shyly explained that I had had enough of the innumerable
saints, I received the inevitable “what an idiot you are,” which for
a long time afterwards completely spoiled the old masters for me.
Even at a time when I had begun to take genuine delight in works by
Perugino and Luini, I refused — out of spite — to say so and it was not
until I was quite grown up and was spending two years in Florence
with my parents that I admitted to getting pleasure from painting.

Exx 3

When my father was posted to Lisbon, he had the unhappy idea, for
me at least, of taking me along with him. And so I was again obliged to
leave “home” and go to be with two people who were really complete
strangers to me. Of the trip I remember only that I was horribly seasick
in the Bay of Biscay. When the ship cast anchor in Lisbon harbour I had
a terrible fright. Out of little bobbing boats dark, bearded creatures
emerged and clambered up to our ship. I thought they were monkeys.
Later I realized that they were men. In Lisbon I saw for the first time the
reverse side of having colonies. Soldiers were coming home from the
Portuguese colony of Lourenco Marques — wounded men and men
sick with yellow fever. They were received with great ceremony; the
court and the entire diplomatic corps showed up. Well-dressed, well-
nourished, healthy people, gathered respectfully around the beautiful
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queen and the fat king, stood about the dock, but from the ship came
yellow shadows, emaciated, desiccated from the deadly climate. Many
staggered as they disembarked, others had to be carried. There were
also simple women there, weeping bitterly because their son was
not among those who had been shipped back. I remember my father
remarking scornfully on the way home: “The blessings of colonialism.”

From Lisbon my mother and I went to Madeira. The ship put out
to sea in the late afternoon. When we reached the dreaded bar where
the Tagus empties into the ocean, the sun went down. The great waves
boiled blood-red about the ship like liquid flames, and in the distance
lay the ocean, dark and infinite. On this trip I came into contact with
a person whom I have never been able to forget in the many years
that have passed since that time, and of whom I shall always think
with gratitude. The weather was bad, the trip took five days instead of
the usual three, and I was seasick the whole time. My mother stayed
up on deck: children do not know how to be seasick gracefully and
are not a particularly pleasant sight in this condition. To the misery
of seasickness would have been added the misery of loneliness had
it not been for a big English sailor with red hair and many freckles.
Perhaps he had children at home, perhaps he was simply a good
man; at any rate he took care of me, as the saying goes, as a father
takes care of his child. In the morning he came into my cabin and
dressed me. To this day I remember how gentle and careful his big
hands were. Then he carried me out on deck and helped me to combat
seasickness. To accomplish this he employed the strangest means. I
had to eat sour things, drink salt water and when none of this did any
good, he resorted to the remedy he no doubt considered a universal
cure and forced me to down a large glass of pure whisky. He was
bitterly disappointed when that too failed to help. But throughout the
entire day, he found time to come to me every little while, tuck me
into my blanket, cheer me up, and promise me good weather and a
smooth sea on the following day. In the evening he carried me back
to the cabin and undressed me. I have forgotten his name, but not the
man himself, with his big, strong, soft hands and the kindly smile on
his freckled face.
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In Madeira an old Baron W. came to meet us. We climbed into the
funny little sledge-like oxcart, and I was very anxious to sit on the
rear seat. But the old gentleman assumed a pompous expression and
said, pointing to the front seat: “Excuse me, Countess, but I know my
Gotha.” How strong the class feeling must have been in the old man
for the sight of an eight-year-old child who had turned quite yellow
from sea-sickness to make him think of the Gotha! For some reason or
other my memories of Madeira have faded. I see now only the great
camelia bushes, the thickly wooded village of Monte from which you
slid down the polished cobblestone path to Funchal in a sort of bob-
sled, as though it were a toboggan-run. I also remember a dreadful,
seemingly endless dinner which the Austrian consul gave in honour
of my mother, and at which twenty-five different vintages of Madeira
wine were brought out.

Our next stop was in Tenerife. Here it was very beautiful; the hotel
lay right by the sea, and the mighty Pic rose up snow-covered into
the blue sky. There were weird cacti that produced yellow, edible
pears and eucalyptus trees with their wonderfully strong smell. One
of the residents of the hotel was a beautiful Englishwoman who
played the guitar and showed the most friendly interest in me. My
mother forbade me to speak to her. I racked my brains for a reason
for this prohibition. What could such a lovely, charming woman have
done? And how did my mother — who was not even acquainted with
her — know that she had committed a crime? [ worried a great deal
about the beautiful woman and often, while I was playing alone on
the beach, I would think how I might help her get away in case the
police came after her.

After a month we returned to Lisbon where the Feast of Saint
Anthony of Padua, who was born in the city, was being celebrated with
much festivity. There were lights on all the hills surrounding the city,
fireworks crackled all around, and against the night sky you could see
the saint preaching his famous sermon to the fishes.

By autumn my period of exile was finally over and I was allowed to
return to grandmother.
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English encounters

We spent one summer on Lake Thun. At the hotel grandmother made
the acquaintance of an English family consisting of two tall, suntanned
men, their wives, and the daughters of the elder of the two men — one
grown-up and two still quite small. When we were alone again she
asked me: “Do you know who these people are?” “No.” “The sons of
Charles Dickens.”

The grandchildren of the great man were extremely disappointing.
They were passionate mountain climbers and seemed to have no interest
in literature. The oldest daughter did very bad water colours, and I still
have an album from that time in which under one of Shakespeare’s
sonnets she sketched an impossible tree of forget-me-nots. Only eleven-
year old Olive composed stories, which she wrote into a copybook.
But when we compared our stories at one point, I had to note, in all
modesty, that mine were not a whit worse than hers. From that moment
on Dickens” descendants had no special aura for me.

Olive and I together once had a strange experience. We went into the
woods with her big sister Enid to pick bilberries. All along the way we
had fun imagining that we would get lost and never be able to find our
way back. We thought up all sorts of frightening situations: endlessly
wandering around and searching vainly for the way back, having to go
without food or water after all the bilberries had been eaten, and finally
when winter came on, with lots of snow and ice, freezing to death. On
the way back we two young ones ran on ahead. Whether by pure chance
or because we were unconsciously led on by the thought of losing our
way, we took the wrong path.

After we had wandered down it for a few minutes we looked around
for Enid: she had disappeared. We called her name — no answer. We
laughed: “Now we really are lost.” And we ran on further. But the path
became narrower, the bushes became more dense, the trees seemed to
get taller. We continued to call vainly for Enid, and kept running on in
the hope that her form would suddenly appear at some turn in the way;
but we only got ourselves deeper and deeper into the wood.

We were not laughing any more now. Anxiety had us so tightly by
the throat that our shouts sounded muffled, strange, and frightening in
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themselves. All at once the wood had turned into something evil and
menacing. The bushes made fiendish grimaces, and the tall pines had
become dark as night and hostile. Weird noises filled the air, sounds
of scraping and crackling. I turned away, not daring to look Olive in
the face, for I had done so once and seen something horrible in her
expression — stark fear. Her contorted child’s face was so dreadful,
that I lost the last little remnant of my courage. All the visions we had
conjured up in fun now became grim reality: we would never, never get
out of the forest — we were going to perish here, miserably.

And then the miracle happened that saved us: a bend in the path
opened on to the highway, and we saw Enid, red with excitement and
anger. How good it was to hear the sound of a human voice, even
though it was scolding us roundly, how calming and comforting
was the slap in the face that Olive got from her sister. The forest was
immediately beautiful and friendly again, for there was a human being
there, someone we belonged to, someone who spoke with a human
voice and who was not alien and impenetrable like nature.

Exx 3

Many years later I again saw fear on a human face. We were crossing
the Mediterranean. The weather was bad, waves crashed on to the
deck; with every breaker the ship seemed to be pitched up to meet
the lowhanging, dark, stormy sky only to sink down again, after
shuddering violently for a second, into bottomless depths. The few first-
class passengers had gathered in the saloon after dinner. A pretty young
American sat in a corner speaking. She talked incessantly as though to
deafen herself, flirted with the men, laughed shrilly. But there was fear
in her dilated eyes, and her hands were clenched together so tightly that
the knuckles shone white. Her face was deathly pale, and her smile a
frozen grimace. She talked about her husband and little son in America,
and behind each word lurked the fear: I shall never see them again. She
talked and talked — with the passengers, with the ship’s officers, with
the stewards. Every one of her words was an entreaty: “Don’t leave me
alone. Speak, make a noise so that I don’t hear the ghastly sound of
the waves. Tell me there is no danger, that a ship has never yet gone
down.” The moment a passenger left the saloon to go to his cabin she
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cringed: one fewer to stand between her and solitude, between her and
her mortal anguish. It grew late; the young woman continued to talk,
convulsively, feverishly — only, for the love of heaven, let me keep one
other human being here so that I am not left alone. She seemed very
fond of her husband — yet on that night she would undoubtedly have
betrayed him with any man there, passenger, officer or sailor, anything
so as not to have to remain alone with her fear.

A%

I too learned how calming the presence of other human beings can be
when, as a child of nine, I got lost for the second time — in London no
less. I was with my mother visiting an English aunt and was to pay a
call on my Uncle Anton who was then at the embassy there. My mother
put me in a hansom cab and gave the driver the address. Apparently the
man misunderstood it, for when I got out and the carriage had driven
off I found myself in front of a strange house in an unfamiliar street
amid the tumult of the huge city. Strangely enough, I — who even today,
I am ashamed to confess, am fearful when crossing the street — was
not in the least afraid. There were people everywhere, so what could
happen to me? I walked happily along several streets, enjoying the
adventure and paying no attention to the fact that I was getting further
and further from my destination. When at last I became tired, I went up
to a policeman who put me in a hansom cab again and this time gave
the driver the right address.

I was shyly devoted to my English aunt. Like Aunt Maria, she too
suffered from “nerves.” But she was a beautiful woman, and from
earliest childhood I have always loved everything beautiful. This
veneration of beauty was in my blood, perhaps because her beauty
was the most important thing in the world to my beautiful mother. I
have also Aunt Agnes® to thank for my first acquaintance with a
genuine authoress. Grandmother and Aunt Agnes once arranged to
meet in Milan. Aunt Agnes had brought a travelling companion with
her. Grandmother, knowing my penchant for hero-worship, told me
that Miss May Cromelin,* my aunt’s companion, was a writer. From
that moment on I never left the unfortunate May Cromelin’s side. I was
absolutely determined to be there when inspiration came to her and
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to experience the moment with her. I never experienced it. She was a
dried-up old spinster who wrote sentimental, extremely moral love
stories. Still, I thought she was wonderful and almost expired from
adoration of her. Once when we set out on an excursion to Monza, I
was horrified when May Cromelin was seated beside me on the rear
seat. A writer, a genius by the grace of God, had by rights to be given
the place of honour! All in all, however, May Cromelin, like Dickens’
sons, was a bitter disappointment. She called my adored Jerome K.
Jerome™® “vulgar.” I was astounded. At that time I had no idea that half
of England felt the same way about Jerome K. Jerome. When I turned in
consternation to grandmother for an explanation, she smiled and said
that literary people were often jealous of each other. It was as though
I had received a blow to the head, for I had always believed that these
people were especially devoted to each other and eager to lend each
other mutual support whenever that was possible. Let it be recalled, by
way of excuse, that I was then about ten years old.

Strangely enough, though I obviously worshipped her, May
Cromelin seemed to consider me stupid. When I asked her to inscribe
something in my album, she wounded me deeply by choosing a line
that began: “Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever.” It is
unpleasant to be told to be good when one’s ambition is to be a writer
and an exceptionally clever person!

Thanks to a “Bohemian nose”

Uncle Anton was responsible for my desire to be clever. The whole
family, father, mother, grandmother had all been endowed by nature
with beautiful noses, but I had been cursed with a Bohemian nose, a
heritage from my other grandmother, my Czech grandmother. Father
used to tease me about it and said that it would rain into my nose, it
turned so steeply up to the heavens. But Uncle Anton looked at me
searchingly one day and said:

“With that nose, child, you absolutely have to become a very
cultivated and clever woman.”

No injunction to be diligent, no scolding for poor schoolwork ever
influenced me as much as that remark of my uncle’s. I gave up putting
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clothes-pins on my nose and strove only to become “a cultivated and
clever woman.”

Father too was much concerned with my education, although in
a somewhat peculiar way. Whenever he came to visit grandmother,
lunch was a torment for me, because he used that time to investigate
the state of my knowledge. Unfortunately for me, he had the idea that
a child should know everything he knew, and he was — not just for
an Austrian aristocrat, but by any standard — an exceptionally well-
educated man. To this day I detest Charles XII of Sweden, because I
got my ears boxed when I was not yet eight years old for not being
able to give an accurate account of his military campaigns. It was also
at that time that father endeavoured to instill in me his own love of
Shakespeare, and became furious when I begged him to explain the
“improper” words. Nevertheless it was a joy for me to hear him recite
the great soliloquies and especially Anthony’s speech over the body
of Caesar; despite my age I could still understand the bitterness of the
words.

Taking a walk with father was also not an unadulterated pleasure.
Every time we passed a tree I had to say what it was called in German,
French, English, and later also in Italian. It was especially terrible if
we spotted cranberries; I could never remember that they are called
airelles in French.

Father as a young man

If my answers to his questions had not been too stupid, and he was in
good humour, father would tell me of his adventures in America. He
had run away to America when he was quite a young man, and there,
without a kreuzer in his pocket, had earned his own living — first as a
waiter, which did not last long because he was so near-sighted, then as
a salesman in a dry-goods store. He had made an excellent salesman, he
claimed, and I think he was telling the truth, for no one was a greater
charmer than my father, when he wanted to be. It is not difficult to
believe that he could talk up the worst fabrics until he persuaded the
American women that they were the best. He was discharged simply
because he could never manage to roll up the bolts of cloth correctly.
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(I inherited that too from him; to this day I am incapable of making a
decent package.)

Later he went to the western states as an election speaker for the
Republican party, if I am not mistaken. One story that he used to
tell, about a poker game in Texas, was especially fine and exciting. A
man was caught cheating and by a very simple method was rendered
immediately incapable of doing further damage. One of the players
pulled out a knife and stuck it right through the cheat’s hand, thus
pinning it to the table.

The last job father found was teaching German at a finishing school
for girls. When speaking of this period of his life he made remarks to me
that at the time were vague and quite incomprehensible concerning the
early maturity and forwardness of American girls.

Afterwards he became reconciled with my grandfather and came
back to Europe. He was very proud of the fact that he, the spoiled child
of an aristocrat, had made his way so well over there, and many years
later when he was at the embassy in Washington, he was much amused
when at grand embassy receptions he got to lead in to dinner the very
ladies to whom he had once sold dry-goods.

Uncle Anton

Uncle Anton came home from Japan where he had been ambassador, the
youngest ambassador in the entire Austrian foreign service. All the places
and countries where we had relatives “in the service” seemed near and
familiar to us; in that easy way we acquired an international outlook.

It was late autumn when Uncle Anton came. We sat in the little salon
before an open fire, and he told us about Japan. He had brought back
with him many beautiful things, lacquer, porcelain, and for me his
big red Japanese visiting card. When a new ambassador had his first
audience with the Mikado, a servant went before him bearing the big
red visiting card. One ambassador had a great misfortune befall him on
such an occasion. He had not taken the necessary precaution of having
someone who knew Japanese review the card beforehand. On the great
sheet of paper, fluttering in the wind as it was borne before him were
inscribed the words:
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“Here, humbly creeping on his stomach, a European son of a dog
approaches our most high lord to beg grace for his country.”

In the eyes of most Austrians the “Japaners,” as they called them,
were funny little yellow men who had been created by Providence to
produce beautiful knick-knacks and silks, to celebrate cherry-blossom
festivals, to delight Europeans with lovely Geishas and to provide
themes for operettas.

Uncle Anton depicted for us a quite different people, the

“Japanese” — striving, industrious, smart, and ambitious, the Prussians
of the East. Many years before the Russo-Japanese War he spoke of the
inevitable conflict between the two empires, and he was convinced that
Japan would emerge victorious from the conflict. In any case, he hated
czarist Russia and often announced: “Much as I hate war, should there
be one with Russia, I would fight.”

That was how I got my first live idea of Russia. Before then, it had
been simply an infinitely vast land, with cities and rivers and lakes
whose names one could never remember. Now it had become something
dark and bad, ruled by an evil power that tortured men, banished them,
and exiled them to wildernesses of ice. Alexander III was a blood-thirsty
monster surrounded by criminals and scoundrels, and somewhere in
the dim and distant depths a martyred people groaned beneath the
scourge. At home we had an edition of the Divine Comedy illustrated
by Doré, and whenever I thought of Russia the pictures of hell in that
book appeared before my eyes.

Uncle Anton was no longer happy at home in Austria. He had never
been comfortable with the Austrians and their carefree way of living in
the moment, and now he felt doubly estranged from them. He already
had at that time the tendency toward solitude and the horror of people
that finally drove him to withdraw to an old castle in the country, where,
after years of living all alone, he died.

First encounter with the Orient

Father was tired of always having a chief over him, so he switched to
the consular service and was sent to Algiers. Thus it came about that we
did not go to Italy or the Riviera that winter, but visited my parents in
Algeria.
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This was the first piece of the Orient that I got to see. It really began in
Marseilles. We stayed there in an enormous hotel, which grandmother
dubbed a caravansary. What a magnificent word that was! It made me
think of long caravans winding across the golden desert, of endless lines
of camels trudging heavily along, and of a tiny donkey going ahead as
their leader.

This image of the donkey had been impressed on me by an anecdote,
familiar in diplomatic circles, about a young man from the high
aristocracy who was sent as attaché to a legation where the ambassador
was socially his inferior and, in addition, had the reputation of being
unusually stupid. At a dinner one evening the ambassador insisted
on giving the young man precedence, but the impudent little attaché
waived the honour with the remark: “Excellency, your place is without
question at the head of the caravan.” As the little episode took place in
the Orient, even the ambassador understood the allusion.

All cities have a characteristic smell: Dresden smells of high, layered
Baum-cakes, Munich of beer, Vienna of leather and bad tea, Lisbon of
fish and pepper trees, Berlin of benzine and casually washed people,
Frankfurt of bourgeois pride and democracy, but in Marseilles the
smells of the West mingle with those of the East. Here one already gets
that unique odour of the Orient — a mixture of attar of roses, Morocco
leather, camel dung and sun-baked filth. An exciting smell that sets the
nerves a-tingle and presages all kinds of strange adventures.

The harbour already held out this promise; it was an adventure in
itself with its multitude of large and small ships, strange figures of
Arabs in white burnouses, Algerian soldiers, and sailors from all corners
of the globe.

I had at that time been made a present of my first camera and took
the most remarkable pictures (because I always forgot to insert a new
film) — of houses upside down, ships running into each other, humans
and animals monstrously melded together. In my head too everything
was as on the pictures. For the first time I was unable to absorb the many
new impressions crowding in on me; they took me by storm, pulled
me hither and thither, so that pleasure was mixed with dizziness and
exhaustion.

The first impression of Algiers is of blinding whiteness crowned
by the glittering gold of the great church on a high hill: Notre Dame
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d’Afrique. I was enraptured. The overpowering spell of the Orient had
seized hold of me. It has never let me go. The North, for me, remains
to this day an ersatz of life, sad and colourless, with its ersatz sky, its
ersatz sun, and its ersatz flowers.

My enthusiasm cooled somewhat when my parents told me that
on the next day I would start attending the Sacré Coeur. I had secretly
been hoping for a holiday. However, father softened the blow for me by
presenting me with a little donkey, Bichette, on which I made the daily
trip to the convent. Ali, the Arab groom, trotted alongside me on foot.

The convent was situated in a big, old garden, quite shut off from the
world. Here, in the midst of the sun-drenched Orient, the old traditions
of the Sacré Coeur were maintained. The cool austerity of the convent
filled the high-ceilinged rooms, and even on the hottest days, the nuns
in their heavy black garments and veils never seemed to be warm.

It was a little difficult for me at first, being suddenly obliged to
study all my subjects in French, though I soon got used to that. I loved
the evenings most of all. My parents were of the opinion that parents
should see as little of their children as possible; besides, they had a very
active social life and had no time for me. So after I ate my solitary dinner,
I was sent to father’s study and left to myself. Here, however, there
were quantities of books, and I plunged in and indiscriminately read
everything that fell into my hands. I recall especially an almost endless
four-volume novel about the Thirty Years” War; I read it sitting in an
easychair by the window, before which stood a great orange tree. The
oranges were just ripe then, and the air was heavy with their perfume;
long afterwards whenever I read something about the Thirty Years” War
the scent of oranges would return to me.

Sometimes father came in and said: “Reading something? That’s
right.” And he would remove yellow-backed paper-bound French
novels. Often he would say: “Read something worth while,” and would
hand me works by Kiirenberger,* who was one of his favourite authors,
or by Lamartine and Chateaubriand, on account of their good French
style. I devoured with equal avidity Le Génie du Christianisme, Le Dernier
des Abencérages, René, Atala, Voyages en Orient, the novels of Walter
Scott — and the Thousand and One Nights tales.

Sundays I spent with Sybil, an English friend. She was fifteen, a year
older than myself, and it was she who introduced me to the sentimental
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side of life, of which, until then, I knew absolutely nothing. When I had
come to know her better, she suddenly said, out of the blue:

“I'd like to talk to you about something. But I don’t know whether
you might not find it shocking. Can’t you guess what it is? It begins
with L.”

As I couldn’t guess, Sybil explained, blushing all over: “Love.”

Sybil’s big sister was engaged to be married, and Sybil herself had
nothing in her head but love, love, and more love — sweet, pure, gentle
love, such as one encounters in the old triple-decker English novels. She
wanted to “play at love,” and I was to take the part of the man. At that
time I was very much occupied with social issues, and I countered Sybil’s
theme of “love” with my theme of “socialism.” But she would have none
of it. Socialism bored her to tears. Finally we compromised. I was ready
to pay court to her if I could be a socialist agitator, trying to convert a
wealthy maiden to socialism. In this way I got my money’s worth out of
the deal, for I was able to insert a long speech about socialism between
two declarations of love, which I kept as short as possible.

Many years later — I was already married — I received a letter from
Sybil, whom I had long since lost sight of and who had chanced upon
my address. At the very beginning of the letter she said: “I too am a
socialist now.” I wonder if, back in that garden sloping steeply down to
the blue sea, I did succeed in converting her after all?

Homecoming

In the spring grandmother and I went back to G. Perhaps that journey
home after all the travelling was the most beautiful part of it all. As
the train passed between two steep banks on which anemones peeked
out like white stars through the dead leaves of autumn and liverwort
gleamed blue, my heart began to thump with joy and impatience. Then
followed the ride from the station past the odd, green-covered hillocks,
shrouded in mystery because, it was said, they were mass graves from
the Peasant War, over the well-known streets of the little town, past
familiar faces, the bath-house, and the riding school, up the steep hill,
and through the big garden gate. And there stood the beloved house;
the garden was smiling in the spring; and I was once more alone with
grandmother. Life was beautiful.
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Boarding school

In the fall I went to Dresden to boarding school. The first months were
unbearable; I suffered one humiliation after another. I was used to being
called an “idiot” by my parents, but I considered it an expression of
personal hostility and did not take it to heart or give it another thought.
Here, however, people of my own age would say the same thing to
me, even if the words were different. Here for the first time I heard
the fine expression “gojischer Kopf.”¥” The words were unknown to me,
but the intonation and the scornful laughter left no doubt about their
significance.

The boarding school was divided into two cliques. One was
composed of typical well brought up middle-class girls. It sickened and
bored me. The other was made up of “intellectuals.” It consisted of only
three girls, a Berliner, a Finn and a Jewish girl from Bohemia. Naturally
I wanted to belong to this clique. The Finn, who was well disposed
toward me on account of my socialist views, and the Bohemian, who
was a good sort, would have been glad to include me, but it all came to
nothing because of the Berliner’s resistance. For some reason or other
this Kéthe Bernhard could not stand me. She was about two years older
than me, and most strangely formed, with a short fat body, on which
was placed a beautiful head with wonderful eyes and a high intelligent
forehead. When we took walks together the “clever” girls walked in a
separate group, and I was obliged to trail along behind with the “stupid”
ones. On top of everything, Kéthe, true Prussian that she was, despised
all Austrians. She is the only person who ever succeeded in awakening
a certain counteractive patriotism in me. Then too the antipathy of the

“intellectuals” was understandable, for I was the only aristocrat in the
entire school, and when parents came to look the school over the fat
old proprietress would call me and announce, with pride: “This is our
little... Her cousin is the wife of the heir to the throne, Crown Prince
Franz Ferdinand.” Whereupon, upset and embarrassed, I would make
a stupid face and curtsey.

Dutzi, whose room was next to mine, was very beautiful and newly
baptized. She reproached me bitterly for sleeping late on a Sunday
morning, instead of going to mass. Dutzi was a spoiled little creature
who related to anyone who would listen how her mother and the late
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Crown Prince Rudolf*® had well, . . . One evening as I lay in bed reading
she knocked on the connecting door and called: “Come into my room.”
I obeyed. There stood Dutzi stark naked and beautiful as God had
created her.
“Am I not beautiful?” she asked.

I was accustomed to nude pictures and statues and examined her
with the eyes of an expert. “Yes, you are very beautiful, but don’t put on
any more weight.” And I turned to go back.

Dutzi glanced at me crossly. “Aren’t you going to stay in here with
me?”

“I have an interesting book I want to read.”

And I left. I never could understand why from that time on Dutzi
was angry with me.

The “clever ones” still excluded me from their group, even though I
studied like mad and — thanks to the culture I had picked up painlessly
at home — often came out ahead of them in school work. Finally,
however, I managed to gain admittance to the intellectual clique in a
very “goyish” way. Once, when Kithe, with her insufferable superior
smile, remarked yet again: “But that’s something you can’t understand!”
my feelings of anger got the better of me and I gave her a good box on
the ears.

This obviously made a deep impression on the Berlin girl. From then
on we were good friends, and I was one of the “clever ones.”

We didn’t mind enjoying our own cleverness a little, got up an hour
earlier than the others and read books that “improve the mind.” My
old arrogance returned. I preached socialism and made the others
read Henry George’s Progress and Poverty® and, as a “socialistic” book,
Stirner’s The Ego and His Own.*® Perhaps the girls who did not have a
“goyish” head understood more of this than I did.

Kathe was still vexed; she dragged out Schopenhauer in the little
Reklam paperbacks and we all had to read The World as Will and
Representation at six o’clock in the morning on empty stomachs.

Annie, the Finnish girl, was not so heartless. She brought us Tolstoi’s
Resurrection, the conclusion of which I even then found unsatisfactory, as
well as the novels of Turgenev. As a matter of fact, as far as I personally
am concerned, everything is her fault. I read Fathers and Sons and fell in
love with Bazarov and Russia. Subsequently I discovered that Turgenev
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was at bottom a counter-revolutionary; but in those days he excited all
my rebellious feelings, and I had but one wish: to go to Russia and join
these heroic beings in bringing about the revolution.

I also owe some less agreeable hours to the Finnish girl. She gave me
Ibsen’s works to read. With one of them — entitled Nora in German — I
was already familiar. When I was with my parents in Lisbon there was a
little cupboard next to the toilet where father stored away books he had
already read. Even at that time I seem to have been true to my principle:
never waste a moment. At the age of eight, the sub-title of Nora — A
Doll’s House — tempted me and I pulled this book out from the pile. It
was a bitter disappointment, because I did not understand a word of it.
Now Annie gave me Ghosts to read, explaining with worldly wisdom:

“All men have syphilis.”

The play caused me days and nights of utter misery. It seemed to me
that I could never be clean again. I washed myself at every opportunity
and my body filled me with disgust.

And then: “All men have syphilis.” All men — then my father too
had had this disease, and I would end up like Oswald, crying for the
sun.

Kéthe eased my mind finally with one word: “Rubbish!” and as she
was the cleverest of us all, I believed her.

On Sunday mornings when the kneeling and rising faithful went
to church we “clever ones” gave talks to each other. Annie lectured
on tyranny and revolution, Kithe discoursed on the meaning of
drama — she wanted to be an actress — and I, naturally, held forth,
with the infinite confidence of the ignorant, on social issues.

Meanwhile, my position with the “clever ones” had become more
firmly established. I could do something none of them was able to bring
off: I could write. I wrote gruesome plays about the injustice of the
world and about women’s rights, which we performed on Sundays. I
always got the best part, because I was so good at “dying.”

In the spring anew girl came to the school, who could not get admitted
to either clique — a little Jewish girl from Vienna. She proclaimed to all
that there was only one poet in the world, Hofmannsthal, and gave us
his works to read. I found them boring, but held my tongue, because
Mimi was such a nice girl. There were violent literary debates, but
Mimi would not let herself be beaten down — until one day there was a
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sudden change in her. She received a letter from home, and ran around
the whole day with tear-filled eyes. That evening she said: “There are
other poets besides Hofmannsthal.”

It was not till several days later that we discovered the answer to
this puzzle. Mimi’s poet had become engaged to Mimi’s sister instead
of waiting for her.

When the holidays came I went with grandmother, who was suffering
from a heart ailment, to Nauheim.*

In August she died, in Switzerland. My youth, and everything that
stood for security and freedom from care, was gone. A hostile world lay
before me, a world of ill-intentioned strangers. I had no home any more.
At sixteen, I had to cope alone with myself and with the world.

The convent

After grandmother’s death, I asked Uncle Anton if he would take me
in to live with him. He would have done so gladly, except that the
conventions of the time formed an insurmountable obstacle. I was a
grown girl, and he was not yet an old man. The tongues would have
wagged furiously.

After this effort had failed, I announced, much to their relief, that I
would not come to live with my parents, but would begin training to
become a school teacher; and would do it right in the convent in G. In
this way, I could at least remain in the place where grandmother and
I had lived together, and I would be able to spend summer afternoons
in the villa and the garden. The house was empty, except for Fraulein
Marie who was in receipt of a pension, lived in two of the rooms, and
was very happy when I came. With her I could talk about grandmother
and reminisce about the wonderful time when the house, now so sad
and desolate, had been filled with her love and kindness.

The convent had its good points; I learned there to live a perfectly
simple life. We all wore the same hideous dark blue, beige-braided
uniform, shared the same bad food, and had to clean our own rooms. I
did, however, manage to get out of one unpleasant chore, bed-making,
by cleaning the other girls’ shoes; in return, they made my bed for me.
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The two years I spent in the convent were peaceful and quiet. The
person I loved most was dead, and I needed a heaven that held out the
promise of our meeting again in the future. I got to know the seductive
attraction of the mystical: strange nocturnal hours in the dim chapel,
lit only by the pale red glow of the altar lamps. Easter-tide came, after
the forty days of fasting, during which, with the penchant I then
had for doing everything in excess, I almost starved. On an empty
stomach and with a giddy head it is not difficult to see visions and
feel the overpowering presence of a God. The miracle of faith is the
miracle of the great union with a higher power, which is at once past,
present, and future, the complete losing of one’s own puny self in the
mighty whole of which one becomes a part. I have often had the same
feeling when at a mass demonstration the “Internationale” was sung.
Thousands upon thousands moved by the same world-embracing,
barrier-breaking struggle, by the same hope, the same present, and
the same future. And one is oneself part of that, no longer something
separate, no longer an individual, but only a tiny, evanescent part of
a great cause.

I scraped through the exam by the skin of my teeth. I got entangled
in traps in math and geometry but I had mastered the other subjects
pretty well, and so I managed to slip through.

Father brushed aside my desire to apply for a post as a school teacher:

“Nonsense. Such things aren’t done.”

And so I went to join my parents who were spending the summer in
Cernobbio on Lake Como.

Villa d’Este

The hotel, formerly the castle of an English queen, was situated on the
lake and had an enormous park. Whenever I went out laden with books
in search of an isolated spot, I invariably met a quiet man with glasses,
going the same way. This was Professor Henry Thode,* also in search of
a remote nook where he could work in peace. Although we knew each
other we never exchanged a word; but the professor always bowed to
me in the most friendly manner, and I was happy that he shared my
solitude in a way.
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Siegfried Wagner* also came to Villa d’Este. With his big nose, the
future Swastika-supporter looked quite Jewish. He whistled tunes from
operettas, and impressed one as loud and common. Later in Florence I
made the acquaintance of another, far more appealing member of the
Wagner family, a daughter of von Biilow,* who had married a Sicilian
and after her husband’s death retired to Florence. Here she lived with
her three children in rather modest surroundings. In her salon hung
innumerable Wagner pictures, and her main topic of conversation was
“Father” and “Papa.” One got a little confused until finally it became
clear that “Father” was Hans von Biilow while “Papa” was Richard
Wagner; “Papa” played by far the more important role.

The Marchesa was a pretty, somewhat faded woman, blonde and
German. In contrast, her oldest son, who was then attending the
Naval Academy, was passionately Italian. He seems to have the same
convictions — in Italian translation — as his step-uncle. Very badly
written but enthusiastic glorifications of Fascism from the pen of
Cosima’s grandchild can be read in the Corriere della Sera today.

My poor mother suffered a great deal from the proximity of a grown
daughter, and so father made the heroic decision to take me along with
him to Tangiers, where for a year he had been serving as the Austrian
envoy. Mother stayed behind in Europe.

Tangiers

We embarked at Genoa. The sea was rough, and father drove me to
despair by entering my cabin and demanding unfeelingly: “Just tell me,
how did you contrive to be seasick?” As if I had done it on purpose!

It was in fact only the short crossing from Gibraltar to Tangiers
aboard the Gebbel-Tarik that was really bad. The little ship with its
two funnels — a real one and a wooden one for show only — rolled
helplessly from side to side.

The friendly old English captain tried to cheer me up by showing me
a canary which turned somersaults on his finger. His effort was in vain.
The ship rolled and tossed, and the little yellow downy creature turned
and turned until I was quite dizzy.

At last, after hours of torment, the coast came in sight, and we were
debarked in small boats. A figure out of the Thousand and One Nights,
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but clad in European style, came to meet us: Abensur, the Austrian
vice-consul, a Moorish Jew and one of the handsomest men I have ever
seen. Also waiting for us on the wharf were the Moroccan soldiers who
accompany all the foreign representatives.

In those days there were still no paved streets in all Tangiers. During
the dry season one sank into the sand, and in the wet season the mud
came up over the ankles.

I'was still shaky from seasickness but instead of going to the hotel in
a carriage, as we usually did, I had to let myself be hoisted by a groom
on to Ali, a little brown Arab gelding, while father mounted Moghreb,
a large black Berber stallion that was a gift from the Sultan of Morocco.

We rode up a steep path to an area of swarming streets, lined on both
sides by open booths, and then reached the great city gate, which was
closed every evening at dusk.

Behind the gate was the suk, the big market-place. Here large
dromedaries stood as motionless as if they had been carved out of wood;
little grey donkeys raised their shaggy heads and brayed; and snake-
charmers crouched on the ground, surrounded by gaping throngs. As
they played monotonous melodies on primitive flutes, an enormous
snake would uncoil and wave its body in rhythm. In other parts of
the suk, people were gathered around a story-teller, who, half-singing,
half-speaking, told of wonderful things. After the market place came
an empty stretch with nothing but sand. Father spurred Moghreb into
a gallop, and Ali began to gallop also. As I was sitting on a horse for the
first time, I became extremely uncomfortable and clung without shame
to the mane of the beautiful animal. So we rode up to the front of the
Villa Valentina, the hotel at Tangiers, where we were welcomed by the
proprietress in the most beautiful Austrian dialect.

A%

To save himself and me the bother of keeping house, father had taken
five rooms in the hotel. The legation itself was just across the way, a
one-story house in the midst of a tangled garden.

Mother had sent a French maid along with me, because, now that
in some degree I also represented Austria in Morocco, my external
appearance (to which I was only too happy to pay no attention) had to
be taken care of.
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Father made me a little speech about my social duties, and cautioned
me never to go out unless I was accompanied by one of the Moroccan
soldiers, and never to go riding without Sliman, the groom.

It was about a year before the “Panther affair,”* the country was
unsettled, the tribes were in revolt, the sultan was threatened by his
one-eyed brother,* and through the streets rode, heavily armed and
surrounded by armed men, a great man of the future: Raisuli.”

For the first few days I was allowed to enjoy my new surroundings
for hours on end, always accompanied by the bored, unhappy soldiers;
I could stand in the market-place and ride on the beach. But then my
social duties made their demands. We were invited to dinner by the
French minister.

“Do you know anything about Hippolyte Taine?” father asked me
before this event and laid a copy of the Origines de la France Contemporaine
before me on the table. “Madame St. R. T.*® is a niece of Taine’s, and she
never misses a chance to talk about him. Don’t disgrace me.”

“Sir Arthur Nicholson® will be there, too,” he continued. “One of the
shrewdest diplomats there is. He may even try to pump you. Don’t say
anything stupid.”

The evening came; the maid did my hair beautifully, and I put on my
first low-necked dress, in which I thought I looked quite naked. Until
dinner all went well, and then, sitting between the French and English
ministers I discovered to my horror that I had to blow my nose — and I
had no handkerchief.

What was I to do? This was a fine way for me to make my debut.
I sniffled violently and lost the thread of the conversation. Father
was not within reach. My nose began to run; I looked around at my
neighbours: which of them would be the first to understand my need?
The Frenchman was grave and solemn, like a priest celebrating mass. I
had been warned against the Englishman, but his blue eyes had a smile
in them. I whispered to him: “Can you slip me a handkerchief under
the table?” He looked at me astonished, and I began to feel dreadfully
embarrassed. Then he laughed, father cast me an approving glance,
because I was evidently not boring my dinner partner, and Sir Arthur
Nicholson passed the handkerchief to me under the table.

In his heart of hearts Sir Arthur Nicholson was no lover of Germans,
and the German minister was no match for the artful Englishman. He
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knew this and always went around with a troubled, anxious look on
his kindly face. All his other colleagues liked him. He was a good man,
always ready to help, but he was no diplomat. He was happiest when
he could be left to himself at home with his beautiful wife and many
children, or when he invited the German colony to some celebration.

Only the Germans, English, French and Spaniards had real interests
in Morocco. Representing the entirely disinterested Austrian state,
father watched with great interest the skirmishings and intrigues and
told me about them, so that I was continually au courant. The first report
received by the Austrian Ministry of Foreign Affairs concerning the
activities of Raisuli and the latter’s future significance came from my
pen. There was to be a wild boar hunt at the time, in which the boars
are speared from horses with long lances, and I did not yet ride well
enough to go on such a hunt. But as father planned to go, “You might as
well write the report,” he said. “No one will read it anyway.”

He was quite pleased with my work, and sent off the report, though
he cut out a few poetical expressions, such as “the brave son of the
mountains” and “the falcon-eyed hero.”

H3%3%

I learned Spanish and also some Arabic, rode a lot, and danced the
nights through. We had to go on horseback even to the balls. In the
whole of Tangiers there was a single, ancient, musty-smelling sedan-
chair; heaven knows from what century it dated, and what précieuses
had leaned back against its cushions. The chair-bearers were Jews: they
did not work on Saturdays and holidays, so that on those days elderly
ladies were obliged to ride on donkeys to dinners and receptions. We
young girls mounted our horses in our evening dresses, pulled the
skirts up high and wrapped our legs in plaids. If it rained we held our
umbrella in one hand and the bridle in the other. Soldiers walked in
front of the horses carrying lanterns with two candles, which only the
baschador, the ambassador, was permitted to have. Ordinary mortals
had to be content with one candle.

We would ride through the suk, the fantastic shapes of dromedaries
rising ghost-like out of the darkness, little flickering lights burning in
front of the tents, and countless rats running in front of the horses” hoofs.
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We would halt at the closed gate. One of the soldiers would knock three
times, the signal that a baschador wished to enter, then the gate would
open with a grating sound and we would pass through. It was all a
strange mixture of Orient and Occident. The members of the diplomatic
corps were the same people one might meet in the capital of any country,
and their dinners and balls could have been given in Vienna, Berlin or
any other European city. Then, out of the blue, something happened
that revealed the Orient and its barbaric cruelty in a glaring light.

Above all, no complications!

One morning I was riding with Sliman through the town. Suddenly we
heard a wild cry. An Arab dashed by us on horseback with a young girl
stretched across the saddle. She was trying to get free and screaming
desperately. Sliman, who had observed this scene quite calmly,
explained: “She is a bad girl, Seriorita. She worked at the house of some
Jews and got involved with one of the sons. Now her brothers have
come after her.”
“And what will happen to her?”

Sliman drew his hand across his throat in an unmistakable gesture
and laughed in a friendly way.

Cold chills ran down my spine; such a thing could not be allowed to
happen; the Europeans cannot permit it.

The French legation was closest; I galloped toward it. Monsieur St. R.
T received me cordially and with dignity, but became more and more
reserved as I told him my story. He could do nothing, he said, the affair
was no concern of the Europeans; if they got mixed up in it there might
be complications, and above all: no complications!

Irode on to the German legation; but I experienced the same reception
there too; the same thing once again at the American consulate. I stormed
in helpless rage; it was as though they were all standing calmly by while
a murder took place. In those days I still believed that the purpose of
diplomacy was to prevent people from being murdered.

The prison on the Marschan, a hill outside the city, was barbaric
too. It was a large building, low to the ground; the barred side was
fully visible, and behind the bars you could see the prisoners crammed
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together, standing or crouching. They were not fed by the state but
were dependent upon what friends and relatives brought them. Those
who came from the interior were often on the verge of starvation. They
pressed against the bars like wild animals, stretching out shrivelled
hands to beg a piece of bread, scuffling and beating each other bloody
over a bit of bread — and this within five hours of Gibraltar.

Trip into the Rif

Father made me a present of a beautiful brown horse called Said, and
poor Sliman complained bitterly, because I rode him so hard.

“The Seriorita is like a Semuria,” he told father, who gave me a long
lecture to the effect that, even on horseback, a young lady of good society
should not bear the least resemblance to the wildest of the Moroccan
tribes.

Sliman was a Kabyle from the Rif, a tall, lean, handsome man with a
completely shaved head except for one long lock left standing straight
up, so that the Prophet might seize him by it one day and take him into
Paradise.

He was exceptionally superstitious, and once I gave him a terrible
fright. About two hours from Tangiers there was a thick grove which
was inhabited, according to the natives, by djinns, or evil spirits. Once,
while taking a ride, we came to the grove, and Sliman urged me to ride
quickly by. Ijumped off my horse and headed straight for the wood.

Sliman besought me by his god and mine to stop; he was responsible
for me, and what would father do to him if I were to be killed by the
djinn? I laughed at him and went into the grove.

The djinn did not harm me. When I came back, there was Sliman,
who was afraid of nothing in the whole world, pale as death and
trembling, scarcely able to believe his eyes when he saw me appear
alive and unscathed.

As soon as we gothome, however, he implored my rather to forbid me
to tempt the spirits again, otherwise, he, Sliman, could not accompany
me any more when I went out riding.

One evening he said to me: “Tomorrow I am riding home into the
Rif.”

“Take me with you.”
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At first he did not want to, then he gave in.  had taken the precaution
of not saying anything to father about my plan; the environs of the town
were not supposed to be safe, and women ought not to venture too far
into the countryside.

After a five hour ride we reached Sliman’s home village, a group of
mud huts so low that one could not stand up in them.

As an unclean Christian, I was put into an empty hut by Sliman. I later
learned that the occupant of the hut had died a short time before. Sliman
advised me strongly not to venture out of the hut. Here he was the master;
I felt this and, somewhat intimidated, I obeyed. Sliman brought me bread
and water, and then the whole village came and squatted down in front
of the hut to marvel at the “infidel,” the first who had ever come there.

Sliman explained to me how shameless they all considered my
unveiled face; he did not consider it in the least improper that the
heavily veiled women exposed their naked bellies.

It was hot and damp in the low mud hut; I sat on the straw-covered
earth floor; the straw was old and mildewed and swarming with fleas.
The village had finally seen enough of me, and Sliman had disappeared
with his family. I was in a way a prisoner.

Finally Sliman came back, and we rode home. Then there was
another big scene with father.

“Really you are impossible! You go out riding all alone with Sliman
to his village! You know very well how unsafe the country is. You are a
woman, didn’t you think what might happen to you.”

No, I really had not thought of it; I had simply been charmed
and tempted by the unknown. It also seemed to me that father was
exaggerating. Not a soul had come near me, and except for the fleas
nothing unpleasant had happened to me. From that time on, however,
I always had to inform father of my destination when I went out riding.

Slave trade

Yet even when I merely went for an innocent walk about town,
accompanied by one of the soldiers, I managed to get up to “stupidities”
of one kind or another. In the marketplace there was an old Negro who
played the banjo and sang in a cracked voice. He had been in America,
spoke English and drawled a sort of song composed of the names of
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various cities in which he had lived: New York, San Francisco, Chica-
go-0-0! Beside him, squatting on the ground, was his little grandchild
Maimuna, four years old, coal-black and round as a button, with
gleaming teeth and shining bright eyes. I could never pass the two
without stopping and playing with the child. One day the old Negro,
pointing to Maimuna, asked me: “would you like to have her?”

Naturally, I was delighted: “Yes.”

“You can have her for one sovereign.”

I paid the sovereign and took Maimuna by the hand. The soldier
shook his head disapprovingly. He was used to seeing me pick up all
the stray dogs I came across and bring them back to the legation garden,
but a Negro child — that was too much!

“What will the Baschador say, sehorita?”

“He will be delighted, Mohammed.”

Maimuna, who already knew me quite well, came along willingly.
At home I undressed her and put her in the bathtub. That pleased her
less and she began to bawl with all her might. Then, wrapping her in my
bathrobe, I carried her into father’s study which was sunnier than my
room, placed her on the large round table and fed her cakes.

The door opened, father came in from his ride, and seeing the naked
black child sitting on his newspapers, stood stock still, horrified, in the
doorway.

“What is it this time?”

“Maimuna, you already know her.”

“What are you doing with her here in my room?”

“I bought her from her grandfather.”

“What? What did you say?”

“She only cost a sovereign.”

Then poor father lost all patience.

“If that isn’t you all over! Now you go out and buy a Negro child so
that people will say the Austrian legation is involved in the slave trade.
You take that child right back to the old scoundrel!”

Maimuna wept, I wept, but it was of no avail. I had to dress her and
take her back to her grandfather. The old fellow was not at all angry;
he had earned an easy sovereign. But father threatened me: “You do
another stupid thing like that and back you go to your mother. That’s

177

quite enough for one week. First my cigars and now this brat

A%
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The incident of the cigars, with which he reproached me, illustrates the
dangers of private acts of charity. Not far from the hotel there lived a
poor Jewish family with countless children. The oldest son, Abrahamito,
a little fellow of about ten, was my special friend. He wore his father’s
old trousers, which came down over his shoes and which he held up
by a rope fastened about his waist, and an old battered hat much too
large for him. If I was alone in the house — Abrahamito always seemed
to know when that was — he would come to the window and beg for
cigars. Moved by the poverty of the boy I would reach into the cigar
box and take out some of the prized Virginias which father had sent to
him from Austria, and threw them to Abrahamito; he was happy, I felt
magnanimous, and everything was just fine until one day my father
said: “If only I knew where that little Jewish scamp, Abrahamito, gets
the Virginias. Today he sold me ten more.”

I turned so red that father noticed it. Abrahamito got no more cigars
from me.

Christian customs and manners

One of our soldiers, an old man of perhaps sixty, married a second wife.
She was sixteen and extremely pretty. Old Ali seemed very much in
love with his young wife. Every time he started to accompany me on
my walks the same thing would happen without fail: he would begin to
make the most terrible faces, press his hand to his middle and moan that
he had a stomach ache. He had to go home and drink tea, he claimed.
He was too old to run around with me, I could go on alone, he would
meet me at the suk — but the Baschador must never know.

After a few weeks this stolen leave time did not suffice him, he
gave notice and was replaced by a young fellow named Mohammed,
who was fresh from the interior and had never before associated with
Europeans.

The first time he accompanied us was to a wedding. The manager of
the German postal service was marrying the daughter of the German
engineer, R. The entire European colony had gathered in the tiny
Protestant church. The soldiers from the legations waited in front of the
door. A young girl with more good will and expenditure of voice than
musical talent sang some wedding song or other. It must have sounded
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less than happy for when we came out of the church Mohammed asked
father in astonishment:

“Baschador, what do the Christians do to the bride in the church to
make her scream like that?”

But not all their encounters with Christian customs and manners
had such a harmless effect on the Arabs. Another Mohammed, the
head-waiter in the hotel, had a story to tell about that. Mohammed was
a hadji, a holy man, who had made the pilgrimage to Mecca — twice in
fact. He had been forced by Christians to make the second pilgrimage.
Mohammed had a young wife, a beautiful, marvellously developed
Negress, Fatma. Fatma had worked with the Perdicarises,” a family of
rich Greek-Americans, who owned the finest house in all Tangiers and
entertained a lot. (Old Mr. Perdicaris was later a victim of Raisuli; he
was the first to be kidnapped by the bandit and was only released after
payment of a very large ransom.)

Once at a grand ball given by the Perdicarises, Fatma, gorgeously
dressed, was supposed to distribute the cotillion favours. With true
European-American thoughtlessness the Perdicarises insisted that
on this one occasion Fatma should go unveiled. Fatma wept, refused,
pleaded to be spared this dishonour. In vain. The “master” and the

“mistress” threatened to fire her and Fatma knew that she would never
be as well paid in any other house. The economically weaker party
had to yield. On the evening of the ball Fatma stood in the hall with
an expression of shame and despair on her face, not daring to raise her
eyes from the floor. From time to time tears ran down her beautiful
dark face. Fatma knew well enough what not covering her face meant
for her, and her “master and mistress” knew too — but who would be
interested in the humiliation of a black servant girl?

From that evening on Fatma was ostracised. No decent Muslim
woman spoke to her any more, friends and relatives disowned her. Had
the wife of Mohammed, the hadji, become a woman of the streets the
shame could not have been greater.

Fatma took her misfortune very much to heart, became thin
and melancholy and fled the moment she saw anyone coming. Yet
Mohammed, who had been wounded in the depths of his honour, still
stood by his wife; he was wise enough to know where the blame lay.
And finally his love and wisdom found a means of salvation for Fatma.
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When it was time for the pilgrimage to Mecca, Mohammed and his wife
made the journey to the holy city. Fatma came back purified, cleansed
of her sin, and even more — sanctified. Now she no longer had to look
away in the presence of others; she was a hadja, a holy woman; her sins
were all forgiven and wiped away. But Mohammed never forgave the
Christians for what they had done to Fatma and to him.

A friend of the Sultan

After two months of rain and constantly howling and raging winds,
spring came. Now there were two seas, one with blue waves lapping
against the beach, and a second one inland — whole fields of blue irises,
gleaming and perfuming the air, rippling like little waves in the wind.
Everything was blue as far as the eye could see.

The “foreigners” had been frightened off by the rain. Now new
ones came in their place, among them the English writer, Cunningham
Graham,” who related with great pride that he had been arrested in
Hyde Park for having made a socialist speech and that he was descended
from the royal house of Stuart. He actually did look a great deal like
the Van Dyck portrait of Charles I. He spoke of Bernard Shaw and the
Fabians, and I became angry when father called him an unbearable
poseur. Father could not endure Cunningham Graham because he was a
friend of the Times correspondent, Walter Harris,* my father’s béte noire.
Harris owned a beautiful Arab house on the beach, which the Sultan
had given him. He was a lean, sun-burnt man, and belonged to the type
known in Austria as a Gschaftlhuber [a self-important “operator”]. He
never spoke without mentioning “my friend the Sultan.” It was said
that he had become rich by making the Sultan the most impossible gifts
of articles imported from Europe: cuckoo clocks, wax flowers, music
boxes. (At any rate, the Sultan had once proudly displayed a music
box to my father and played him his favourite tune — “The Little
Fisher Maiden” — on it.) For these worthless European trinkets Harris
received in return horses, jewelled daggers, Morocco leather, and many
other such gifts.

When things began to go badly for the Sultan and those in the know
began to anticipate the rise of his brother, he was left in the lurch by his
faithless European friend. I still recall a scene at a daytime reception one
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day at the Russian legation. The B.’s had no children and Madame von
B. asked me to serve tea at her afternoon receptions, and help her see to
the material needs of her guests. The whole diplomatic corps was there
when Harris in riding breeches, hot and dusty, strode into the salon, self-
important as always. He announced the imminent downfall of the Sultan
in a loud voice; this time he did not call the Sultan “my friend.” When
he walked over to greet father, the latter placed his hand ostentatiously
behind his back and asked in the inimitable tone of aristocratic superiority
he could adopt at will: “If things are going so badly for your friend the
Sultan, how is it that you are here, Mr. Harris? Why did you not stay with
him?” Whereupon he turned his back on him.

The Times correspondent became red as a turkeycock, stammered a
few words and walked over to the tea table. But father was already there
and said to me in a loud voice: “I forbid you to speak to that turncoat!”

If father never became an ambassador and retired as a minister, such
scenes as this were largely the cause. He let his anger get the better of
him and did not consider the consequences of such incidents. At bottom
he was cynical and believed in nothing. He had a favourite Spanish
proverb which I hated in my youth but which often came back to me
later as communicating a grim truth: mismos perros con otros collares;
in other words: nothing changes; everything stays at it always was:
it’s always the same dogs, only with different collars. But still, he did
believe in one thing: that one should stick by one’s friends when things
do not go well for them. Disloyalty, I think, was the only thing he did
not dismiss with mocking laughter.

An anarchist

One day the police in Gibraltar notified the Austrian legation that a
notorious Austrian anarchist, Siegfried N., was due to arrive in Tangiers
on the next steamer, and that he ought to be closely watched.

Father told me this at breakfast and said, smiling: “What on earth
can the fellow get up to here? Such nonsense.”

But I was deeply stirred. A real anarchist, a man who — if it was
necessary — threw bombs. I had to meet him! First I talked at great
length about anarchism — as I understood it — and then slyly veered
the conversation around to father’s open-mindedness. Finally, after a
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careful working up: “Come, father, he is certainly an interesting man.
Invite him to dinner!”

Had the “notorious” anarchist thrown a bomb at our breakfast table,
the effect could hardly have been greater. Father stared at me: “You are
really quite mad! The police warn us officially about the fellow and I,
the minister, am to invite him to dinner!”

But I insisted, begged and pleaded and — father always had a little
sympathy for crazy ideas — at last he promised: “All right. If he isn’t
altogether impossible I'll invite him, so that your poor soul may have
some peace.”

Then he went across to the legation.

I could hardly wait for the midday meal: Would father find the
anarchist possible or impossible? I went to father’s library, pulled out
books on anarchy — as there was nothing in which he was not at least
casually interested, there were books by well-known anarchists on the
shelves — and quickly “boned up” so as to be ready for any eventuality.

Father came back in good humour with the mocking smile I knew so
well on his lips.

“So?” I was so excited I could scarcely articulate my question.
“Yes, you shall have “your’ anarchist. He is coming to dinner, but
you'll be disappointed.”

In general, I was not a vain girl, my beautiful mother had made sure
of that with her repeated “Whenever I look at you I can’t believe that
you are my daughter. You look like a Czech.” But that evening I took a
long time to dress; I made myself beautiful for “my” anarchist.

What will he be like? Will he even touch the food or will he reproach
us for our frivolous life, for feasting while the poor go hungry? Perhaps
his sense of justice will be affronted by the beautiful roses which I fetched
from the Russian legation and with which I covered the whole table.
He will certainly not suspect that the daughter of the Austrian minister,
the granddaughter of one of the highest Austrian dignitaries, whose
greatest pride was that “his most gracious Lord and Emperor” had once
visited him in his villa at G. — a stone tablet in the hall proclaimed
this — would be joining him in praising anarchy. And really I ought
not have put on my low-cut white silk dress; a high-necked black one
would be more fitting. Can one take a girl seriously if she wears a white
silk dress and a string of pearls around her neck?
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But I did not possess a black dress, so all I could do was put away
the pearls.

I could already hear voices in the salon; he is there, he is there!

I knew exactly how one is supposed to behave with ministers,
dukes, arch-duchesses and normal mortals: but how do you behave
with a “notorious” anarchist? How do you address him? One can’t say

“Liberator of mankind.” And so, quite banally, just “Herr N.”? How can
that show the respect due to him?

With a violently beating heart I entered the salon. Father introduced
me: “Herr N., my daughter.”

Herr N. did not wear a red shirt. Herr N. did not appear to have a
bomb concealed in his pocket. He wore a dinner jacket and was a rather
small, still young Austrian Jew with a high forehead and bushy black hair.

He made no fiery speeches at table. He ate the food he was served
without batting an eyelid, and called us not profiteers and blood-suckers,
but most politely Count Cr. and Countess.>

Whenever father met my glance his blue eyes smiled. The two men
conversed chiefly with one another. They talked about — literature. In
vain I tried to turn the conversation toward the topic: anarchism.

Herr N. looked at me pityingly and turned again to father. He had no
idea of the timid awe with which I was waiting to hear an “anarchistic”

word. When he had gone my father said:

“You were right. I am glad I invited him. An intelligent, likeable,
interesting chap.”

To me, however, my acquaintance with my first anarchist was a
bitter disappointment.

A little while ago I heard of him through a mutual acquaintance: Herr
(or rather “Colleague”) Siegfried N. is a minister himself now, and no
longer keen to remember the dinner at the Austrian legation in Tangiers,
still less the young girl he so deeply disappointed.

Mutton chops

Spring also brought us an attaché, Herr von M., who later, during the
war, became a considerable personage in Austria: head of the press, I
think. In those days we little suspected his future greatness; he was tall,
thin, shy, and awkward, and he wore what in father’s eyes constituted
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a crime — mutton chops! He arrived on a Sunday. At dinner father
moved uneasily in his chair, cast grim looks at the attaché from time to
time, and at last could no longer contain himself.

“You are a charming young man, M. . . ., you also speak really
excellent French, but if we are going to get along together those mutton
chops will have to go!”

Herr von M. looked at my father in astonishment and made a woeful
face. I thought to myself: “He will die rather than sacrifice his mutton
chops.”

Father explained that mutton chops were the symbol of the old
Austria, reactionary ideas, stupidity. Herr von M. became sadder and
sadder, but about his mouth there was an expression of immovable
resoluteness, and I felt that those mutton chops would weather all the
storms of existence.

The next day I went dutifully to mass. As I got up to leave after the
service, a man was standing near the holy water font, who very gravely
offered me some holy water. I looked at him with astonishment and at
first did not recognize him. It was Herr von M. — minus the mutton
chops.

Such was the power of the baschador!

Arab festivities

The Sultan lived in Rabat, where he also held audiences with the foreign
diplomats.

There was no court in Tangiers itself, only two Moroccan princes,
Muley Ali and Muley Hafid, who gave parties from time to time to
which the whole diplomatic corps was invited. When Muley Ali’s first
son was born he decreed a three-day festival. The diplomats’ wives
visited the young sixteen-year-old wife in the harem, sat around in utter
boredom, listened to monotonous Arabian music, and drank green tea
with peppermint leaves. It was considered impolite to decline the cup
of tea offered one, and I did much in those days for the sake of the
good name of Austria, for I could be offered as many as twenty cups of
tea to drink — and I drank them. The music was enough to put you to
sleep, always the same five notes. The room was full of heavy oriental
perfumes, and it was difficult for the older ladies to keep their eyes open.
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Moroccan weddings also lasted three days; during this time neither
the unfortunate bridegroom nor the unfortunate bride could get a wink
of sleep by night or day. The wedding procession passed through the
city, first the bridegroom and the male relatives on horseback and then
the bride, likewise on a horse, but enclosed in a sort of cabinet hung
with rugs and open only at the top. She was carried around for hours
on end in this manner.

The most momentous of all these occasions was the Muslim New
Year celebration. In front of a mosque situated on a hill a lamb’s throat
was cut, then two men seized the dying creature and ran down the hill
with it to the nearest mosque in the town. If the lamb was still alive
when they reached the mosque, the faithful would have a good year. If
it were dead, that was a sign of coming misfortune. (Naturally it always
lived until the mosque was reached.)

“Admiral Raschid”

Ramadan came; the look of the town changed. Everything was still,
as though paralysed. The faithful, exhausted from endless fasting, sat
crouched on the ground, weary and morose; and the Europeans knew
that they must be exceptionally careful; during Ramadan, the month of
fasting, the natives were especially irritable, and it was very easy for the
so greatly feared “complications” to develop.

Raschid, father’s servant, made the most of these conditions; for
everything he forgot or did wrong he always had an excuse: “Ramadan,
Baschador.”

Raschid had been a sailor on the Sultan’s one warship. He would
recall this every time he reported for duty. The longer he remained in
father’s service, the more exalted the rank he had held became. When
father went home to Austria on leave he took Raschid with him, and
this turned out to be the Moroccan’s misfortune. He had always been
a vain fellow, and now he spent all his money on clothes in order
to please the European women. He began to drink, too. His greatest
pride was the calling cards which he had had made for himself and
which read:

Raschid ben Mohammed

Amiral de sa Majesté le Sultan du Maroc
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Now he actually himself believed that he had been an admiral, and
he recounted wild stories of naval battles, in which he, with the Sultan’s
one warship, had defeated entire enemy fleets.

In the end his vanity was his downfall. Father was at that time paying
court to a pretty woman and sent Raschid with a large bouquet of roses
for her. The next time he and Countess S. met, he wondered a little that
she did not thank him for the flowers. In the course of the conversation
he unraveled the solution of the mystery.

“Your Arab servant is the most charming fellow. Imagine, he brought
me the most wonderful bouquet of roses not long ago. Tell me, was the
man really an admiral?”

“Admiral” Raschid, who was obviously as attracted to the pretty
woman as father was, had removed the latter’s card and substituted his
own.

Father sent him back to Tangiers. We never learned what became of
our admiral.

A battle

One morning we were awakened by shots: two hostile tribes had run
up against each other on the beach, and now a sharp battle was raging.
Father ordered two horses to be saddled, forbade me to leave the house,
and as an extra precaution, himself locked the door of our stable where
my good Said stood lonely and forlorn. Then he rode down to the beach
with Sliman, who had prepared himself for any and all emergencies by
slinging a long, old-fashioned musket around his shoulder.

Naturally I had no intention of remaining at home; still, I could not
go on foot to the scene of battle. I tried to open the stable door with every
key I could lay hands on — in vain. Said neighed loudly when he heard
me fumbling about at the door, but I could not get to him. I became more
and more impatient. Then, in the door of the second stall, which was
next to ours, I caught sight of Ali, the old groom of the French attaché.
I saw that there was still one horse in the stable: Mesrur, a detestable
black stallion, constantly rearing and unmanageable. With some nice
words and a liberal tip I managed to persuade Ali that Monsieur C.
would undoubtedly allow me to ride his horse. My saddle was in the
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locked stable; but it didn’t matter; for this once I could ride in a man’s
saddle. (In those days that was considered exceedingly improper.)

Somehow I got astride the stallion. The moment we reached the
beach and he felt the hard sand beneath his hoofs he threw back his
head and gave me a big bruise on my forehead. Then the dear animal
bolted.

In the distance there was shooting and a lot of loud shouting; white
figures could be seen chasing wildly after each other. I tried to turn
Mesrur in the direction of the fighting, but he did not like the noise and
galloped off in the opposite direction, toward a rise in the dunes where
he saw other horses standing.

On one of those horses sat — of course — my father and on the second
Monsieur C, the French attaché, whose animal I had appropriated
without his permission!

In the mad ride I had lost my hat, my hair had come undone and
hung over my shoulders; I did not look in the least like “a young society
lady.”

To my astonishment, however, the thing passed off quietly. Deep
down, father was delighted by my courage and proud that I had not let
the stallion throw me. And the little attaché could not say much, either.

It’s true that I did not get to see much of the battle; Sliman took me
back home cursing all the way and giving free rein to his outrage at my
unruliness.

3434

In June father went on leave, and we travelled to Florence where
mother had rented a villa.

The antiquarian

It was strange to be transported from the colourful barbarousness and
exuberance of the orient to a city where the Middle Ages were still a
living presence. I found the old grey stone buildings oppressive; even
the Italian sky seemed pale and sad, and I felt extremely ill at ease. For
father, Florence was a city from his childhood days in which he felt
completely at home. My grandfather, as governor of Tuscany, had lived
here with his family; his third son had been born here. To me, all that
seemed such ancient history that it had already lost all reality for me,
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until one day, quite unexpectedly, a figure rose from the past to bring it
closer to the present.

I'had discovered an old illustrated edition of the Divina Commedia in
an antiquarian’s shop. I would have liked very much to have it, but the
little old white-bearded man to whom the shop belonged was asking
a price far beyond my means. In Italy in those days it was generally
possible to bargain down the price of anything by half, so I went daily
to the shop to haggle and bargain for the book. But the old gentleman
would not budge. One day I told him that I would not come again; in
case he should reconsider the matter he could let me know, and I gave
him my name and address.

The old man stared at me for a moment as though he saw a ghost
standing in front of him. Then he repeated my name in a trembling
voice:

“Is that really your name?”

“Yes.”

“Are you related to Count Cr.*® who many years ago was governor of
Tuscany?”

“He was my grandfather.”

The little old man reached for the book I wanted to buy, wrapped it
up, and handed it to me.

“Take it. It will cost you nothing, nothing at all. And if something else
in my shop pleases you, take it, take it!” As he said this, tears coursed
down his cheeks.

I was quite alarmed; had the old man suddenly gone crazy?

He came up to me, stroked my hand, and begged me repeatedly to
pick out something else in the shop and take it as a gift.

Finally he grew calmer and told me the reason for his strange conduct.

When my grandfather was governor of Tuscany a plot against
Austrian rule was uncovered. Among the conspirators were three very
young boys, the youngest of them was sixteen years old.

My grandfather was hated and feared because of his inexorable
severity; the parents of the three young men thought their sons were
lost. But on this one occasion my grandfather exercised mercy; perhaps
he felt sorry for the three lads because he himself had three sons: he let
them go.
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The youngest of them was the son of the old antiquarian dealer, to
whose shop chance had led me.

I had to promise to come again and bring father with me. The old
man remembered him and spoke of him fondly as a “bel bambino.”

Andrea del Sarto

After a few months my mother again found it unbearable to have a
grown daughter in the house, and I was sent back to G. to stay with an
aunt.

Grandmother’s villa was still empty except for Fraulein Marie who
occupied her two rooms. I went to my grandfather’s villa, a building
situated on a hill, constructed in a conglomerate of styles, and bearing
the name Bergschldssel.

There was something here that was quite to my taste — a large, cool

library filled with old and new books. I spent many hours in it. My aunt,
the wife of one of my father’s brothers,” was very kind to me, but at
first I could not get acclimated. Everything truly Austrian had become
strange to me, I had lived too intensely in another world. But I was
young, the summer was beautiful, and after a short while everything
became fun, the picnics, the dances — in summer there were no real
“balls” — and the excursions on the lake. My aunt would have been
very happy to settle me with an appropriate husband and, moved by
the most praiseworthy intentions, invited “desirable parties” over to
her house. It was not her fault that among the desirable parties there
was a single “undesirable” one and that it was that one that appealed
to me most. Perhaps it was because the young man was a painter who
wanted to accomplish something and could talk of other things besides
the usual boring “society” gossip.

When [ informed my aunt that we were engaged, there was a huge
row and father was summoned by letter to come and stop me from
doing “something foolish.”

He looked at the matter from a practical angle: “In the first place,
one doesn’t marry a baron, and in the second, he has only ten thousand
gulden a year. You can’t marry a beggar, for goodness’ sake! From me
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you won't get more than ten thousand gulden a year either. On that you
could starve.”

I knew nothing whatever about money; perhaps one really would
starve on twenty thousand gulden a year.

“Besides, it was only his grandfather who was ennobled.” It was
another one of father’s aristocratic days. “Out of the question!”

I was nineteen years old and had to yield and — that was perhaps
the hardest part — do so with grace.

“Your eyes are red with crying again. Stop making faces. You're not a
bourgeoise who doesn’t know how to hide her feelings.”

With all that, father realized that I was going through a hard time
and sometimes he forgot to be angry and tried to cheer me up. Not so
my mother. When I got back to Florence, she treated me as though I had
committed a crime. How often I took refuge, in those weeks, behind an
imaginary headache, just so as to escape the dreadful dinners and no
less dreadful hours in the drawing-room afterwards, when my mother
would make mean, mocking comments about my distress.

In front of her, father did not dare to protect me. But he brought me
his universal panacea: books. I read everything written about Florence
in the way of history and history of art, and gradually I came to feel the
magic of that wonderful city. The dead became more alive for me than
the living: Lorenzo di Medici and, above all, Savonarola. I read the story
of the latter’s life, as well as his sermons, which I combined with the
socialist ideas I had never abandoned.

I spent whole afternoons in the galleries. Sometimes father came
with me, but then everything invariably came to a disheartening
end. My taste did not please him. We would wander happily enough
through the rooms, delighting in special favourites, until we came to
some picture by Andrea del Sarto. Then it would start:

“I like him better than all the others put together.”

“Don’t you see it’s kitsch?” father would ask impatiently.

“No.”

“Sickly sweet, vacuous kitsch! Just compare him with Masaccio.”

Then we would both fly into a rage, and the end was always the
same. Father would leave me standing in front of my beloved Andrea
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and say: “You really are too stupid. It's impossible to go to a gallery with
you!”

As far as I can recall we never came out of a picture gallery, where
there were Andrea del Sartos, together; we were always too angry with
each other.

Nevertheless I owe to these arguments one of my most beautiful and
loving memories of my father. When I was in Russia, married and very
ill, he sent me a big photograph of a Madonna by Andrea del Sarto. I
can still imagine today what an effort he must have had to make to buy
a reproduction of one of those “horrible” pictures.

Chains

Life with my parents was responsible for many of the difficulties I
experienced later in life. My mother’s great principle was that everything
around her must be beautiful. And truly, from my mother’s Empire
bedroom to the bright cretonne-covered furniture in the servants’
dining-room there was not a single ugly object in the entire villa. In every
salon there were flowers that always matched the colour of the room.
Everything visible was in unbelievable harmony with everything else.
Basic material things were also important. If a new cook was engaged,
he was obliged to do some “trial cooking” and prepare the most difficult
and delicate dishes, before he was actually hired: an omelette, rice, vol-
au-vent. Likewise the food that came to the table had to be beautiful.
(Poor father had a secret fondness for “ordinary food” — sausage,
tripe and onions — but he could enjoy these dishes only in little local
restaurants; mother would not tolerate such “common” things at home.)
If we had lived sumptuously I would certainly have found that vulgar,
but this elegant simplicity — we were proud of the fact that we were
driven in a horse-drawn carriage rather than an automobile, like the rich
bourgeois — became, unnoticed, part of one’s very being, one’s flesh and
blood, and in the end made trivial things seem absolutely important and
thus distorted all values. It is impossible to wear a decolleté dress every
evening, sit down to a beautifully appointed table, and feel that, for the
moment, a well-cooked dinner is the most important thing in the world,
without becoming estranged from real life. Once red plush furniture is
seen as the epitome of horror, it becomes hard to understand people
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for whom such furniture is the object of all desire. Of all the kinds of
intolerance, aesthetic intolerance is the most difficult to free oneself
from, and perhaps the most cruel. It creates necessities without which
life is found to be unacceptable, it encourages a kind of cowardice that
lets one commit the one unpardonable sin: refusal to acknowledge
what every one knows to be true. It creates individuals who because of
their convictions are capable of carrying out a great deed, even perhaps
sacrificing their lives, but who could never under any circumstances
endure a “red-plush-furniture existence.” It is the small things in life
that are truly dangerous and really shackle us, clinging to us like chains
that will not be shaken off.

Exx 3

Morocco as a “post” was not good enough for mother. For the time
being, however, father had no prospect of getting anything else, and
so he went into “disposition,” which means that he did not give up
the career but took an unlimited leave until he could be offered a more
acceptable post.

“I got as far as ‘honourary Excellency.” That’s sufficient for me,” he
said laughing.

(An ambassador was a real “Excellency,” but a minister or an envoy
was only addressed in this way as a matter of courtesy — and that was
known in Austria as an “honourary Excellency.”)

To my sorrow my parents — especially mother — began to tire of
Florence. The villa was given up, we spent the winter in Cannes, and in
the spring went to Geneva.

Natasha

Father could never travel without his books. Wherever we went we
were inevitably followed by case upon case of them. The unpacking
and arranging of the books was entrusted to me. Sometimes we only
stayed one month in a place, but the books always had to be taken out
of the boxes and put in order; only then did father feel at home. It was
my custom in packing and unpacking the books, as a sort of reward for
my labours, to increase my own library in a rather dishonest manner.
(When, later on, father visited me in Russia, he exclaimed more than
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once as he stood before my bookshelves: “What! Did you steal that, too?
Well, now I understand your ‘socialism’: what belongs to you belongs
also to me, but it will be a long time before what belongs to me belongs
to you.”)

In Geneva my somewhat dormant socialism was awakened to new
life.® At that time the entire quarter of the city known as Carouge was
inhabited by Russian émigrés; wild-looking men and women with short
hair and skirts reaching only to their ankles.

I spent a great deal of time in Carouge, observed the strange
figures with considerable interest, but never dared speak to one of
them, however much I would have liked to. I was ashamed of my well-
groomed appearance and my pretty clothes, ashamed of my whole idle,
comfortable existence.

On the first of May I succeeded in persuading father to accompany
me to the May Day celebration in Carouge. It took place in a large vacant
lot. I made poor father march a little way in the procession behind the
red flag, but he got his revenge by dragging me to hear the speakers of
the various parties and drew my attention to the disagreements among
the speakers.

My head was in a whirl; up to that time I had thought socialism one
indissoluble whole, but here socialists were attacking one another. As
I knew nothing about economic matters, I could understand nothing
of it all. The debates were quite incomprehensible to me; the red flag
alone was something to which I could cling. Father observed me with a
mocking smile; then he discovered a likeable-looking Italian anarchist
and began to talk to him.

Weary and disillusioned I wandered over to another tribune where a
young man was speaking in Russian.

In the press my parasol was jerked from my hand. I hesitated for a
moment to pick it up, for it had a beautifully carved silver handle, and
I was embarrassed in this poor, shabby throng to acknowledge that it
belonged to me.

A dark-haired young girl of about my age bent quickly down, picked
up the parasol and handed it to me with a friendly smile. My confusion
disappeared. The young Russian girl spoke good French and we began
to talk.

When I saw father appear in the distance I hastily arranged a
rendezvous with my new acquaintance and went towards him.



1. The End and the Beginning: The Book of My Life 75

From that time on we met almost every day in a public park beside
the lake, known as Mon Repos. I went there as to a lovers’ tryst, with
beating heart and in constant fear of being caught by my mother.

The young Russian sensed in me a possible proselyte. She discoursed
aboutsocialism at great length and brought some order into my confused
thoughts; she forced me to consider social problems not simply with
my heart but with my head. She was a medical student and planned to
return to Russia after she had completed her studies.

We would sit on a bench at the edge of the lake. The waves splashed
against the stones. Elegantly dressed people promenaded by us. In the
distance the spa band played. And Natasha would speak calmly and
even joyfully of Siberia and the prison that awaited her in Russia. She
spoke of such things in the way other girls speak of balls and marriage.
Only when she pronounced the word “revolution” did her voice take
on another tone, like that of a pious Jew, when, carried away by his
devotions, he pronounces the mysterious, forbidden name of his God.

I never learned Natasha’s family name; nor did I have any desire to
know it. She was not a regular human being to me, not a young girl like
other girls, but the embodiment of an unattainable ideal: a human being
who has sacrificed everything to a Cause.

It was autumn when we met for the last time. The dry leaves rustled
on the park paths, the lake was grey and the cold wind howled and
whipped up the waves of the lake.

Natasha, who was generally very reserved, kissed me good-bye and
said: “You will join us. Promise me that you will join us.”

I promised and believed at the time that, notwithstanding everything
working against it, I would have the strength and the courage to keep
my promise. But the little things of life had me chained. It was ten years
before I kept my promise.

I never saw Natasha again.

Return to the Orient

When the first autumn mist shrouds the world in grey and the moaning
of the wind announces the approach of winter, I often think back, with
a slight feeling of envy, on the autumn days of my childhood and youth.
At that time there was no need to fear the gloomy, cold days of winter;
it was possible to escape from them.
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As soon as the weather began to turn bad, the question “Where shall
we go this winter?” was raised. The whole sunny world of the south
stood open — all that was necessary was to make a choice.

To be sure, there were always long discussions before my parents
could come to an agreement. And so this autumn, too, we bent over
maps, deliberated, debated.

The cold weather had set in early, so early that it caught the swallows
by surprise. The cruel wind drove the little creatures into our rooms.
Others, lashed by the stormy weather, lay dying miserably on the paths.

Perhaps the early winter, which had also caught us unawares,
awakened in my parents the desire to go further south this time; perhaps
they already knew Italy too well. Whatever the reason, we left Geneva
and took ship for Alexandria.

Again the Orient, but a different Orient, an Orient washed, as it were,
and neatly combed by the English.

In Cairo, European buildings, European streets and hotels, electric
trams. Alongside these, dark veiled women and fellahin riding through
the town on their donkeys: a strange mixture.

The bazaar was beautiful and enticing, with narrow lanes lined on
both sides by open stalls where you could buy the most splendid oriental
objects — some of them manufactured in Birmingham and Pforzheim.

It was a favourite trick of the Arab guides to take innocent foreigners
aside in the neighbourhood of the Pyramids and whisper mysteriously
to them: “Here is the place to dig; perhaps the Effendi will find
something ancient.” The Effendi would dig enthusiastically and in a
short while bring to light a little scarab, a beautiful, unbelievably well-
preserved little scarab — which, in truth, had not been buried in the
time of the Pharaohs, but had instead a long journey behind it from the
German factory to the Pyramids. But the Effendi did not know that, and
the clever guide received an especially large tip.

There are no more charming or adroit liars than the Egyptian guides.
That fact was already noted by old Herodotus, and his portrait of these
likeable rogues holds good today.

The first time I saw the Sphinx I was disappointed. Then one moonlit
night I went again with father and saw the real Sphinx. Before setting out
we had coffee at the Mena House, the great hotel de luxe, surrounded
by women in décolleté and men in dinner jackets; a band was playing
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and there was dancing; everything was European, everything was of
our own time.

Then we went alone across the sand, past the Pyramids, to the Sphinx.

Here everything was very still, the sand gleamed dun-coloured like
a massive lion’s mane, the moonlight illuminated the stone visage, and
the Sphinx leered at us, with a superior and malicious smirk, as if to say:
“Poor fools. I have known you and your likes for thousands of years.
You vanish, but I remain. I have known everything, seen everything,
and I know that nothing that happens in the world deserves more
than a scornful grin.” The horrible creature crouched in the sand, the
very embodiment of cynicism and mockery. The Sphinx was sinister
not because she posed riddles and demanded answers to them, like the
Sphinx of mythology; but because there were no riddles for her: she
already knew everything — and laughed at it all.

I was glad when we got back to the bright lights of the Mena House.

b3

My parents had spent a winter in Cairo once before and they were
continually visited by old and new acquaintances. Among the former
was Sir Rudolf Slatin Pasha.®® To look at him one would never have
guessed that he had become personally acquainted with “fire and
sword” in the Sudan. He was a little, lean, modest man who spoke
in a soft voice with an unadulterated Austrian accent. He hailed from
Upper Austria and had been a clerk in a bookshop until his desire for
adventure led him into far-off lands. Now he was already a great man
in Egypt. But he made nothing of that and only became a little less quiet
and more animated when the conversation turned to the Sudan.

There was also an interesting individual among the German
diplomats, a Baron Oppenheim.®® He spoke Arabic like a native, and
would frequently disappear from Cairo for months on end — no one
knew where. He lived in a beautiful house set up in the Arab manner,
and it was rumoured that he had been converted to Islam. He had no
official position in the diplomatic corps, but in fact was a propagandist
for the Kaiser. The object of his mysterious trips into the interior was
to gain the sympathy of the people for Germany — in anticipation of a
possible war one day with England.
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At that time Germany was investing a great deal of money in
spreading propaganda among the Muslim peoples. Curiously, the
latter had a certain admiration for the Kaiser. They liked the noisy,
almost oriental parades and spectacles and the grand gestures, for these
corresponded very well to the Arab “Fantasia Kebir”®' or Festival of Aid
el-Kebir, at which also there is much noise and shooting without serious
consequences. The German diplomats concluded from this that it might
be possible to excite the Muslims to Jihad® or holy war. The oriental
experts knew better, of course, but was there ever a diplomat willing to
learn from an expert?

A%

In those days the Egyptian Muslims were true fanatics. A foreigner could
safely curse them, after the custom of the country, with an Inallahbuk
(God damn your father), but woe to the European who employed
another current invective, Inalldinak (God damn your religion); he
would be killed on the spot.

Father, who had already been in Egypt before, when he was a young
man, had seen the faithful throw themselves in front of the horses of the
pilgrims returning from Mecca; if one of them chanced to be struck to
death by a hoof he went immediately to Paradise.

This custom no longer existed, but the departure of the holy carpet
for Mecca was still a beautiful and impressive ceremony.

The procession moved slowly and majestically to the great mosque,
led by the camel bearing the holy carpet. It was led by an ancient white-
haired Negro clad in green, who had already made the pilgrimage to
Mecca twenty-five times. Behind came camels laden with water skins,
above which large, newly cut palm branches waved in the breeze. From
a distance, it looked like a moving forest of palms.

The pilgrims passed the greater part of the night in prayer. In one
portion of the mosque dancing dervishes held their services. A strange
sight. They began at first to turn very slowly, calling to Allah, then the
turning and twisting became faster and faster and the crying and calling
out ever louder. At last the room was nothing but a brightly coloured,
madly whirling, wildly roaring mass, in which it had become impossible
to distinguish a single individual form. Colours blended into each other,



1. The End and the Beginning: The Book of My Life 79

voices mingled together, and the room was filled with turbaned heads
whirling around like bright little planets.

Before my eyes, too, everything began to turn around; the high
shrill hysterical voices tore at my nerves. You had the feeling that if
you did not keep a tight grip on yourself, you too would be sucked into
that human maelstrom and begin to dance and scream. It was a weird
evening. Here, seeing the frenzied dervishes and the pilgrims who next
day would set out on the endless road to the holy city, you got a sense
of the enormous power of this faith and the utterly alien character of its
followers. You understood why the natives seem so strange, so closed
off against outsiders, like the doors of their houses which blend into the
walls; and you also understood the hostile looks you were constantly
met with in the streets. Europeans did not belong in this land. They
were intruders and would always remain such.

An adventure

My recklessness and craving for adventure must have been inexhaustible
back in those days, for I remember one experience which, though it
ended harmlessly, could well have had a quite unpleasant outcome.

I'took the tram to the Pyramids, then took a side road and walked on
until I came to a village.

There I wandered about among the mud huts and played with the
little naked children; I was especially taken by one very young little
girl, and I took off a silver Egyptian bracelet and gave it to her, without
suspecting for a moment what the consequences would be.

The next instant I was entirely surrounded by the female population
of the village. They all wanted me to give them something, and as I did
not accede to their wishes, they rushed at me, screaming and crying.
They tore my hat from my head, pulled off my clothes and grabbed
at my silk underskirt. I already saw myself riding back on the tram to
Cairo, clad in nothing but a chemise.

Then I in turn started to scream. Some of the men came running
up. The elder of the village realized at once that this event could have
disagreeable consequences for his village.
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He roared at the women, and he roared at me; I didn’t understand
a word he said, but the mere expression of his rage was comforting.
Without offering the slightest resistance, the women gave up their booty
and crept cowed and frightened into their huts.

So I was able to ride back to Cairo, dishevelled and scratched up, but
fully clothed all the same.

Garde de la Cote

The Arab Garde de la Cote, positioned at the edge of the desert to
combat smuggling, was commanded by a Wiirttemberger, Baron
Dummreicher.®®

It was a remarkable sight, this slender, elegant man, who still kept
his Swabian dialect, at the head of a troop of Arab soldiers.

Since they often had to pursue smugglers far into the desert, the
Coast Guard rode on camels.

Here, for the first time, I saw that a camel can be a beautiful, graceful
beast. The young camels were delightful and very amusing, nothing but
long legs and an immense head.

Baron Dummreicher knew every one of his animals. They were as
tame and friendly as horses, ate out of his hand, and gently licked his
face with their huge tongues.

We rode a little way into the desert. The moment when a camel rises
to its feet is extremely disagreeable. Its long legs seem endless and one’s
stomach starts to churn. Pure-blooded, thoroughbred camels have a
fine elastic gait, but the others would shake the soul out of your body.
Riding them is never, in any circumstances, particularly pleasant. You
sit much too high up, and when a camel bolts, there is nothing you can
do. You can only hold on to the saddle as tightly as you can and hope
for the best.

The little Coast Guard station lay in a very isolated spot. For weeks at
a time its commander did not get a glimpse of a European, and he had
settled so thoroughly into the way of life of the natives that he almost
never came to Cairo. He no longer cared for Europeans.
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Pork tripe

In April it began to get hot; the foreigners who were there for the winter
departed; a pleasant inertia took over the entire city.

The Nile shimmered, greener in colour, between the tall trees lining
its banks, and in the stillness of the evenings you could hear the sighing
and moaning of the old wells as their buckets were drawn up by donkeys.

We embarked at Alexandria and sailed to Beirut. Mother left the ship
at Jaffa to go to Jerusalem. Disembarking here was a hazardous affair.
There was no harbour at Jaffa. Passengers were brought to land in boats
which bobbed up and down on the high waves and tacked between
dangerous rocks. The boats were manned exclusively by Jews. They
were the only ones who had the courage to brave the danger over and
over again.

Father and I continued on to Beirut.

Beirut was very dirty and not especially beautiful. Here the worst of
the Occident came together with the worst of the Orient. The Christian
Syrians in the city lacked the nobility of the Muslims, and as far as their
honesty is concerned, they had as bad a reputation as the Armenians.

We often looked up the Austrian consul, who had been a boyhood
friend of father’s. Count K.* had made himself “impossible” by
marrying the once beautiful daughter of a Greek pharmacist. He was
always sent to posts where there was no social life. He had been stuck
in Beirut for years with no prospect of ever being transferred to a more
desirable post.

The beautiful daughter of the Greek pharmacist had become heavy
and fat and went about in a dirty dressing gown, her hair unkempt; a
number of little, entirely Greek-looking children romped noisily about
the house.

Father had described his friend to me as an intelligent fellow, full of
joie de vivre. He himself scarcely recognized him in the silent, morose
man who no longer knew anything of the outside world and no longer
cared to. One joy alone was left to him in life, an Austrian national dish:
pork tripe. He prepared it himself in the kitchen, and if someone praised
it he seemed to come alive and would relate in great detail how pork
tripe should be cooked, and how difficult it was to prepare it correctly
in this God-forsaken hole. It was a minor tragedy: this man, who was
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once expected to have a brilliant career, had given up everything for the
love of a beautiful woman, but now the beautiful woman was old and
fat and all he had left was — pork tripe.

Legends

The Governor of Lebanon was a Pole,*® charming, elegantly dressed
as though about to take a walk in Bond Street, bored, and continually
longing for European capitals. He invited us to his castle in Lebanon
from the heights of which he could look down upon his subjects, like a
prince of olden times. The large, imposing building with its European
salons was as incongruous here on the Old Testament mountain as the
urbane Pole himself. It was beautifully located on a wooded slope, but
I searched in vain for the cedars that are inseparably linked with the
name of Lebanon. There were magnificent trees all around, but not a
single cedar. What had happened to them? Had Solomon cut them all
down when he built his temple?

Once, however, on an expedition into the countryside, I did see a
few of them. They were protected by steel railings like wild animals in a
z00. A rarity that could be looked at but not touched. Besides, they were
not especially beautiful; apparently the Christian regime had not been
conducive to their well-being.

In spite of this, however, Lebanon itself was wonderfully beautiful,
with its wild ravines and sunny slopes, its little villages nestled in narrow
valleys and its mysterious groves. The entire Old Testament came alive;
Rebecca stood slender and sunburned by the well watering the camels;
in the distance, barely distinguishable from the blue mists enveloping
them, the herds of the patriarchs grazed; and in the evening twilight,
you could distinguish, against a purple sky, like a Fata Morgana, the
black outlines of the caravans winding their way along the rim of hills
towards Damascus.

Mount Lebanon is the land of legend and saga; history and fiction
mingle here, spinning a web of enchantment over hills and valleys. This
quiet piece of earth has seen much blood flow — idyll and tragedy side
by side.

On a lonely peak which may only be reached by steep overgrown
paths lies the old half-ruined castle of the robber knight, Emir Bekir.
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From here he ruled the land with an iron hand and undertook sallies
against the infidels, to whom he was a terror. The forest has made its
way into the old castle, strong young trees rise up between fallen walls,
and creepers have covered the sad grey of weather-beaten stones with
fresh green. Behind the castle, at the edge of a gorge, through which a
mountain torrent rushes, there is a little garden. Here in this nook open
to the sun and sheltered from the wind grow the most beautiful roses,
and among the roses there is an uninscribed marble tombstone.

The same legend that is told of Stenka Razin the Cossack,® also
flourishes in the rose garden of Emir Bekir. The Emir had brought
back a Christian maiden from one of his plundering expeditions and
made her his wife, even though she remained true to her Christian faith.
However, his followers feared the influence of the Infidel woman and
threatened to leave him if he refused to part with her. She understood
the danger her presence meant for her beloved and begged him to kill
her. The Emir stabbed her with his own hand and buried her in the little
garden at the edge of the gorge. But he ordered the most beautiful roses
to be brought up from the valley in order that his beloved wife might
sleep surrounded by the flowers of her homeland.

A%

From Beirut we went on to Damascus. The little train which crosses
Mount Lebanon puffed slowly upwards through snow and cold. Then,
as though it longed to flee the desolation, it began to run down swiftly
into paradise.

A green plain, the Bekaa, nut trees and a sweet-smelling sea of pink
blossoms, apricot trees, that is the entrance to Damascus.

The Damascenes say that paradise was once located where their city
now rises. One of the streams that pass through the city, the Barrada,
also flowed through paradise. They recount a pretty legend about this
river:

When Adam and Eve were driven out of paradise they came to a
desolate and barren land. Their eyes, accustomed to the beauties of the
great garden, beheld with fear and sadness only barren country and
desolate rocks. A deathly stillness lay all about them, no bird sang, no
beast cried, no water splashed.
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They had been rejected by God and were alone in the wilderness,
threatened by death. Then suddenly they heard a sound, louder than
that of their own desperate weeping: the rushing of water. They looked
up and saw a bright stream flowing through the desolate land; it was
their old friend from paradise: the Barrada.

The river had been moved by the wretchedness of the two humans;
it did not abandon them, but flowed after them. And wherever it
passed the wasteland became green and blossomed and bore fruit. All
the domestic animals followed the river; the wilderness turned into a
second paradise and the children of the first men played with the little
waves of the generous river, to which, as to a second creator, they owed
their being.

That is why Damascus too is so beautiful; the waters of the Barrada
on which it lies, once mirrored paradise and the river has given some of
that paradisiac beauty to the city.

Bakshish

The Damascenes were truly quite right to be proud of the city they had
built. The slender minarets from which the call to prayer was sounded
were superb, as was the great bazaar, which was like a second city in
the midst of the city. Under the great dome, in a warm half-light, entire
streets were laid out and in each street there were other beautiful things.
Circles of light played on swords and daggers. The merchant selling
them would take a thin blade in his hand, bend it double and then
let it fly back with a light swishing sound. The handles of knives and
swords were ornamented with precious and semi-precious stones and
gleamed brilliantly. In another street unset gems were being offered
for sale. Tiny blue ripples of aquamarine would trickle through the
merchant’s fingers; during some fairytale night he had plucked down
the Milky Way, and now it lay delicate and brilliantly white in a casket
of moonstones. Out of a corner great red rubies glittered, full of malice,
like evil eyes, and gentle turquoises smiled blue like a bit of northern
sky that had strayed down here.

Near the street of the precious stones there was a smell of leather;
here were marvellous ornamented saddles and slippers of all colours.
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Less salutary for a European stomach was the street of sweets. The
candied fruits and coloured sweet drinks sparkled like jewels and
looked so beautiful that one constantly had to sample something.

I'was always delighted with the “free gift” you received after having
made a purchase, or the bakshish that the merchant presented to you
with such a friendly smile as his “gift”; certainly he had already made
enough profit from you. Naturally the bakshish was always some utterly
worthless little article, yet because it was a “gift” it possessed a particular
charm.

When you were invited out you dared not express great admiration
for anything, for the host would immediately say: “My whole house is
yours. Do me the honour of accepting this small trifle from me.”

Father had forgotten to inform me of this custom and, once when we
were visiting a wealthy Damascus merchant, in all innocence, I admired
a vase and was enchanted when the owner of the house made me a gift
of it. On the way home, however, father remarked with some irritation:
“That will cost me a gold cigarette case. Don’t you know these people
always expect a gift in return? It's a blessing that you didn’t admire
something more expensive!”

The first station on the Berlin-Baghdad railway

The days were not long enough for us to see everything and enjoy
everything — the beautiful Arab buildings, the large gardens of the
wealthy merchants outside the city gate. We would wander aimlessly
through the city, attracted by beautiful things on every side, take our
shoes off and put on clumsy slippers before crossing the threshold of
the mosques so as not to pollute the holy places. The slippers were
always too big and I was continually in fear of losing them and finding
myself in my stocking-feet on the sacred marble floor.

The mosque of Omar was not only beautiful but a striking illustration
of the tolerance and mutual understanding that prevailed in earlier
days. When the Crusaders captured the city they wanted to have a
church so that they could pray to their God. And so their “enemies,”
the Muslims, gave them half of the mosque. An enormous curtain was
stretched across the centre: on one side of it the Muslims held their
services and on the other the Christians celebrated mass. Allah and the
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Christian God got on perfectly well together. To this day a stone tablet
in the mosque commemorates this rare example of religious tolerance.

The Muslims despise the Christians, but, with inborn tact, they are
careful not to demean their religion. More than once I heard a Muslim,
in conversation with father, explain with great politeness that he
respects Jesus as a noble prophet, albeit a relatively minor one and in
any case not remotely comparable with Mohammed. Of the Madonna,
they would speak most respectfully, as the Sit (“Lady”) Mary.

In those days Orient and Occident met in Damascus. Through the
streets rode tall, heavily armed Circassians in their high fur hats; black-
robed nuns, always in pairs, all carrying the inevitable umbrella, glided
undisturbed through the throng; with their green turbans and shining
robes, hadjis who had made the pilgrimage to Mecca and little children
who had been born there (the greatest good fortune that could befall
a Muslim child) stood out from all others in the crowd. And a few
hours from Damascus, in a dismal, barren spot, next to the gleaming
rails, stood a little house: the first station so far completed on the fateful
Baghdad Railway line.

The men from the interior of the country were afraid of the ugly,
unprepossessing little stone building and the ugly, snorting monster,
black with soot, that could run faster than their best camels. Perhaps it
was their instinct that warned them. They would not have boarded the
train for anything in the world.

A missionary

In Lebanon we had already noticed women who veiled only half their
face. These were Druze women. They seemed less timid and frightened
than the Muslim women and the young ones sometimes used one eye
very flirtatiously. The men also made an entirely different impression
from the Syrian Christians; they were tall and well built with sharp,
energetic features.

We learned a number of things about the Druze from a man who had
spent many years among them.

We were sitting one evening in the small public room of the one
hotel in a little place not far from Damascus when the sound of horses’
hooves could be heard coming from the road. A tall, sun-burned man
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with grey hair came in; he was dressed like an Arab except for the fact
that his robe was black and not white. He was followed by a young
Arab. We were the only Europeans in the hotel; after a little while the
old gentleman came over to our table and asked in beautiful French if
he might sit with us.

He introduced himself with one of the oldest aristocratic French
names and told us he was a Jesuit and had been living for twenty years
among the Druze in Lebanon.

As soon as the conversation turned to the Druze the old Jesuit thawed
out; he spoke of them with great affection, you could almost say with
enthusiasm.

“They are the most decent people in the world,” he declared. “They
do not steal, and they do not lie.”

Father observed that the Druze were nevertheless notorious for their
cruelty, and he reminded the Jesuit father of the Christian massacres.
The latter shrugged his shoulders slightly and smiled as though it were
a question of some inconsequential trifle.

“The Druze are awaiting the return of their prophet,” he told us. “He
has already appeared twice on earth. At his third coming paradise will
begin on earth — paradise for the Druze. But for their womenfolk too, for,
unlike the Muslims, the Druze believe that women too have souls and
will be able to enter paradise. The Druze are much more tolerant than
the Muslims and the Christians; even unbelievers will not be damned
at the coming of the prophet, if they have been decent human beings;
they will only become servants of the Druze. With me” — the old Jesuit
smiled contentedly — “it will go well. My servant has promised me
that I shall be his servant in paradise, and since I am — in his view — a
decent human being, my only duty will be to black his boots.”

“And have you converted many Druze?” father asked.

The old missionary almost lost his temper.

“Converted? What are you talking about? The Druze will not allow
themselves to be converted. They are decent human beings and they
hold fast to their own faith. If one of them came to me to be converted,
I should know right away that he was not a real Druze but a rogue and
a deceiver. I studied medicine, and people come to me to be healed of
their sicknesses. I gladly take care of their bodies, but I should never
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venture to tamper with their souls.” Then the conversation turned to
France and Europe.

“Six months ago I was in Paris for the first time in many years,” said
the Jesuit father. “For appearances’” sake, one has to go back once in a
while. But I couldn’t take if for very long. I have been spoiled by living
among the Druze. I don’t like Europeans, and I don’t like Christians
either.”

The Jesuit father laughed almost defiantly as he pronounced this
heresy. Scorn played over his fine old face, which, with its high-arched
nose and deep black eyes, resembled that of an Arab.

On the following day he rode back to Lebanon — to the only decent
people he knew in the world.

Measles

On a Friday, the thirteenth, we embarked at Beirut. The steamer was
supposed to put to sea in the forenoon, but it was midnight before the
anchors rattled and the ship slowly got under way. The next day we
learned from the captain the reason for this: the sailors had refused to
sail on such an unlucky day.

The unlucky day brought misfortune on me anyway. I felt wretched,
had a high fever and a bad cough. But, in keeping with the principles of
my upbringing,  kept it to myself, secretly swallowing large quantities of
quinine which I wheedled out of the ship’s doctor. As a result, the entire
trip to Constantinople is a blank in my memory. I recall only unbearable
thirst, roaring in my ears, dizziness, and the heat. I presumed that I had
caught malaria somewhere. It will go away, I thought, provided I take
quinine regularly.

As we came into Constantinople, however, I was coughing so much
that even my parents realized something was not right. The doctor came
and diagnosed a case of measles. Of all the things to do in Constantinople,
I'had thought of nothing smarter than to get myself sent to the German
hospital with measles. I was furious, but I had to submit.

After seemingly endless burning days of high fever I was released
from the infectious diseases ward, and much thinner and with shaking
knees, permitted to walk in the wonderful gardens of the hospital which
stood on a hill overlooking the city.
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I made friends with Sister Katherine, a large, energetic woman
who was in charge of the men’s section of the hospital. That is how I
also made my way to that part of the garden where her patients lay or
strolled around in the shade of the great trees.

My interest was aroused by a young sailor, who seemed to be in
an exceptionally bad way. I went up to him and with a great deal of
sympathy asked him what he was suffering from.

To my astonishment the poor devil turned red as a beetroot,
looked around in embarrassment for Sister Katherine to help him out,
seemed to be cudgelling his brains for an answer, and finally came out,
stammering, with: “Rh . .. rheumatism.”

Afterwards Sister Katherine told me dryly that young girls were well
advised not to ask sailors about their maladies.

The diplomats” summer resort

As soon as I was able to leave the hospital we went to the island of
Prinkipo, where we spent a month, and from there to Therapia, the
diplomatic summer resort on the Bosphorus. White palaces with
marvellous gardens stretching all the way to the water, nothing but
green as far as the eye can see, thick groves where so many nightingales
sing that it is hard to sleep at night, great Turkish barges and sail-boats
passing through the Bosphorus — that was Therapia from the outside.
Inside, it was a veritable hornets’ nest filled with the malicious buzzing
and humming of mutually mistrustful and hostile people.

This was the centre of all the gossip and intrigue of Turkey. Everyone
was suspicious of everyone else and at the teas and tennis matches the
diplomats kept a sharp eye on each other: who was on especially good
terms with whom, who had talked longer than usual with some Turkish
dignitary?

One tall, heavy-set, morose-looking man was to be seen at all the
diplomatic receptions and parties, generally in conversation with
influential Turks. This was Freiherr v. d. G.,* the German ambassador,
of whom it was said that he had a hand in everything that happened
in Turkey. The Young Turks® did not like him; they spoke of him with
a strange smile and a peculiar gesture of the hand. Sometimes Count
Széchenyi® appeared, as lively and energetic as a young man. He was
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the organizer of the Turkish fire brigade, which had the reputation of
being one of the best fire brigades in the world. Certainly it never got
out of practice, for there was an extraordinary number of fires in this
part of the world. Red flames were continually leaping up into the night
sky, the air was filled with the smell of burning and the silence was
shattered again and again by the rattling of fire engines heading to the
scene of a fire. The merry old Hungarian, who generally commanded
the fire brigade himself, had — in contrast to most Europeans — not
harmed the “Asiatics” but rather helped them; he had brought them a
bit of genuine civilization.

Diplomats are like women, they cut each other up mercilessly,
and rarely and only unwillingly concede any superior knowledge or
understanding to their esteemed colleagues. It gives them much greater
happiness than it does ordinary mortals to think of everyone as “really
quite stupid.” In Therapia, however, there was one man whose superior
knowledge and understanding were universally acknowledged. He
seems to have been better and more accurately informed about Turkish
affairs than all the diplomats put together. “You must ask Paul Weitz,”
he will know for sure,” they would say, and the moment the cheerful,
somewhat overweight correspondent of the Frankfurter Zeitung
appeared he was surrounded by people who listened carefully to his
every word.

There was also a great figure in finance to be seen in Therapia,
one Herr Gutmann;”' I believe he was from the Deutsche Bank. I was
impressed by one fact only: that so young a man should understand
something about banking, which is incomprehensible to me to this day.
What Paul Weitz did not know, Herr Gutmann did — the two of them
were the oracles of the Europeans.

Father had become very friendly with one of the Young Turks, an
energetic young man who played an important role in the Young
Turk Revolution. The Young Turk never came to see us until late in
the evening; it was dangerous to have anything to do with Europeans
openly, and the Turkish espionage system was as good as that of czarist
Russia. The Young Turk always came with his collar turned up high,
and always made sure that no one was listening at the door.

His precaution was not exaggerated; the place was swarming with
secret police; servants, door-keepers, beggars on the streets — you
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could never be sure that any one of them might not be a spy. The Turks
sold and betrayed each other, and the Armenians were even worse. The
Albanians were the most trustworthy, but they in turn could make your
life miserable with their fidelity — it was impossible to get rid of them.
When father had first come to Turkey many years before, a strange little
episode with a tragic ending had taken place in Constantinople.

A European diplomat had an excellent Albanian servant whom he
prized highly and of whom he was very fond. He was deeply grieved
when the servant, an old man, became ill one day and, in spite of the
most careful treatment, died.

One morning a few days later a young Albanian appeared in the
diplomat’s bedroom. When the diplomat in astonishment asked him
what he wanted, he said:

“I am the nephew of your servant. My uncle has left you to me. From
this day on I am your servant.”

The young Albanian was a worthless and dishonest servant, but the
diplomat could not get rid of him. He tried to dismiss him, but each
time he sent the Albanian away the fellow came back and said: “You
cannot send me away. My uncle left you to me. You have to keep me.”

Finally the diplomat lost patience and had the embassy soldiers
throw the man out of the house. Two days later the diplomat was found
dead in the street with a dagger in his heart. The servant was arrested.
He did not deny the deed; it was his conviction that he was in the right.
His uncle had bequeathed the diplomat to him and the diplomat had in
a sense become his property; he could not be permitted to pass alive to
anyone else.

Father also liked to tell another characteristic story from the same
period in his life. “Wild” pashas from the interior used to appear at
diplomatic soirées in those days — barbarians little versed in social
usages but endowed with practical sense, for they believed in always

“taking away” something with them. One of them, with especially refined
tastes, after having eaten his fill at the buffet, slipped an entire lobster
into his pocket. A young attaché noticed it and in a fit of exasperation
seized the sauce bowl and poured the contents into the pasha’s pocket
with the polite remark: “Votre Excellence a oublié la sauce.”

The young attaché was not destined to go very far in the “career.”
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The Loreley

In Constantinople and on the Bosphorus whenever the conversation
turned to the subject of the warships of the various European nations,
which lay at anchor there as a reminder of the power of their respective
countries, the Austrians would become embarrassed and quickly talk of
something else. It was really impossible to cut much of a dash with the
old tub that represented Austria’s power; it was a screw steamer that
might possibly have been new fifty years before, a miserable, clumsy,
insignificant monstrosity, in the wretched appearance of which you
could read the shame if felt in the company of its ally, the beautiful little
Loreley.”

The Loreley was lean and graceful, as snow-white as a preened swan,
and spotless from the smallest screw to the guns. It was a pleasure to
view the ship and take tea or lunch on its shining white deck. Yet for
me personally the time spent on the ship was the source of various
unpleasantnesses. When I think back on these, I still experience a feeling
of aversion.

Two days after our first lunch on the Loreley father called me and
explained that the commander had asked him for my hand; as he was
a charming man and everything else was also in order, I should think
the matter over.

I was anxious to get away from home. I liked Constantinople and I
liked the Loreley — but I did not like the commander. I said no, much
to my mother’s annoyance. To my mother’s annoyance but to my own
good fortune, as well as to that of the commander, who is today one of
the leading lights of the German Nationalists.

After this episode the atmosphere at home became distinctly
uncomfortable; father, who was always eager to avoid any
unpleasantness, decided to make a trip into Asia Minor and took me
with him.

In Asia Minor

Led by two soldiers on horseback we travelled across wild stretches
of country, over the roughest roads imaginable. Out of their swampy
edges giant tortoises poked their heads. We got to Tarsus and saw the
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ruins of Paul’s house and from there we went to Eskisehir, where the
inhabitants, using primitive techniques, made all kinds of objects out of
meerschaum.

As it was summer, we travelled at night in order to avoid the heat
of the day. I remember particularly one journey by moonlight through
a lonely stretch of forest country. It was deathly still all around; only
the hoof-beats of our escort echoed through the night. There was a full
moon. Father had warned me: “Wear a thick veil, the moon burns.”

I didn’t believe him and didn’t follow his advice. The next morning
I was burned quite brown and my whole face hurt.

Once we spent the night in a little place where there was no inn.
I stayed in the mayor’s house where I was given a fine big room. In
the lower part of the door leading into the adjacent room there was an
opening about three centimeters wide. This did not bother me, for no
one was staying in that room.

In the middle of the night, however, I was awakened by a mysterious
sound: a loud sound of nibbling and scratching. My flesh began to creep.
What could it be?

I'lit a candle and saw big horrible-looking worms crawling into my
room through the opening in the door. I jumped out of bed and opened
the door leading into the next room; the floor in there was alive with
innumerable worms crawling around and nibbling noisily on mulberry
leaves. They seemed to be completely at their ease — certainly more so
than I was. The mayor, it turned out, was the biggest silk-worm grower
in the area. I was very happy that I did not have to spend a second night
in these disagreeable surroundings.

We stayed in Bursa for a short while, and I spent many hours at the
wonderful Turkish baths. In the marble halls there were pools and baths
and douches at every temperature from cold to hot. One walked around
there quite as one had been created by God — except for the Armenian
women who wore, as their single article of clothing, a cross around the
neck. The slim, brown forms of beautiful young girls were like fine
bronzes; but there were also hideous, bulbous old women — they were
not usually over thirty — who looked like caricatures. After one had
gone through all the rooms and immersed oneself in all the different
waters, one had one’s hair washed with henna by Negresses, and this
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was followed by a massage. (During this procedure I was always told:
“You will never get a man, you are much too thin.”)

After the massage one lay on a sofa, drank black coffee, smoked, and
felt very much at peace with the world.

I had my fortune told in the market-place at Bursa. I still remember
one thing from what was foretold: “You will marry shortly and go to
live in the coldest land in the world.”

I laughed; how improbable that a creature who loved the sun and
the warmth of the south above all else should move, of all places, to the
coldest land in the world.

Return to Europe

After we came back to Therapia father began to be bored. He already
knew Turkey quite well from earlier journeys, and felt a desire to return
to Europe. Good-natured as he was, he took me with him so as to spare
mother and me the unpleasantness of living together.

b3

We took passage through the Dardanelles with the Austrian Lloyd.

At a certain spot every steamer had to fire a cannon to indicate that
everything on board was in order. As an Austrian minister to foreign
countries, father was an important man on an Austrian ship, and so the
captain invited me to fire the cannon.

Before the shot was fired, I felt very important. Afterwards, however,
there was such a tremendous ringing in my ears that I thought my
eardrums would burst. I had not drawn back in time.

It was a wonderful trip. The sea was as smooth as a lake, dolphins
played in the blue water, and at night the little waves gleamed like
molten silver.

The ship put in at Piraeus, and we took the road to Athens.

I had expected to find Homeric figures, and the modern Greeks
were a great disappointment to me. On top of that father dragged me
to the Acropolis in the noonday heat and then was vexed at my lack of
enthusiasm. He was a great venerator of the Greeks and even then could
still recite whole passages in Greek from the Iliad and the Odyssey.
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Athens was too European for me, and I began to feel nostalgic for
the Orient. I was very happy when at last we left Athens and went on to
Corfu, where an uncle of mine was consul.

Here everything was still and green and beautiful. My uncle’s wife,
whom I had not met before, was charming to me. I was thoroughly at
ease and very happy.

Soon afterwards my uncle lost this beautiful post — in a very strange
manner. He was a talented, genial man who, however, from time to
time would go off the deep end or throw a fit in anger. To his great
misfortune he had one of those fits while my aunt was in Vienna, where
she went periodically to take care of her affairs. A reforming zeal was not
unconnected with my uncle’s fits. In this case the issue was the reform of
the maisons publiques. My uncle fumed with rage over conditions in the
bordellos of Athens and Corfu and the mistreatment of the prostitutes.
Unhappily his rage was not confined to spoken words — he vented his
wrath in newspapers and magazines, he was merciless in his attacks on
the proprietors of the maisons publiques and he assuredly thought that
some good would come of it all.

The result, however, was a note from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs
transferring him to a much less desirable post.

My uncle had not taken the precaution of finding out who the
proprietor of most of the brothels was. On his passage through Austria
to his new post he discovered that most of them belonged to the Greek
Minister of Foreign Affairs.

We left Corfu, took ship to Trieste, and from there went on to Vienna.

At first father was happy to see old acquaintances again, but after a
few days he began to complain that they were boring and said he could
not stand Vienna any longer.

He too missed the colours of the Orient; everything seemed to him
pale, monotonous, dead.

We took the train to Frankfurt-am-Main. Here father pointed out to
me, as a remarkable curiosity, a hotel near the station. A sign on the
door read: “No dogs and Jews admitted.”

At that time such a thing was still a curiosity in Germany.
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However we also saw something in Frankfurt that was more in
keeping with my ideas of culture — even though it came from a barely
civilized country and was foreign to the “innermost being of the German
people.” We saw Saharet™ dance.

I have seen a great many dancers since that time, including the entire
Russian ballet, but I have never again seen such completely natural
grace and charm, the expression, simultaneously, of a little wild animal
and a beautifully refined woman.

Frankfurt was the first big German city which I got to know well
as a grown woman. I liked the handsome, noble buildings and the
many oases of green — as well as the antipathy of its inhabitants to
the Prussians. Like good tourists we made pilgrimages to the original
home of the Rothschilds and to Schopenhauer’s house. We took in
Dannecker’s™ fat Ariadne, and in the Palm House celebrated seeing
tropical plants and flowers again with melancholy joy. One night when
there was a full moon we wandered about on the Romerberg. The Middle
Ages appeared before our eyes, the magnificent old houses seemed to
tell of dark secrets. Here father was able to indulge in “ordinary food”
to his heart’s content. He dragged me along to tiny restaurants and
consumed innumerable Frankfurter sausages. On one such occasion he
almost frightened a poor waiter to death. The city of wealthy merchants
seemed to have reawakened strongly aristocratic feelings in him — this
happened time and time again. True to his Austrian ways, he gave the
waiter a — by German standards — extremely large tip. “Thank you
very much, Herr Baron!” the fellow said. In the city of the Rothschilds
that was indeed the highest title of nobility by which a person could be
addressed. But father, deeply insulted, replied quickly and in a loud
voice: “Call me Victor if it will make you happy, but for God’s sake
don’t call me Baron!”

The poor waiter thought he was dealing with a madman; he gave
father a terrified look and rushed away — without having called him
Victor.

Little did I then suspect that Frankfurt would again play a role in
my life, and that, after I had finally broken with my old world, it would
become a kind of home for me.

3434
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Father had gone into “disposition” too early. As much as he had
grumbled about the “career” in the past, he now missed it. He was
pursued everywhere by an inexorable grey spectre, which he could
never get rid of for long: boredom. He tried to run away from it, but
it always caught up with him and would not let him go. How often
in the morning I would leave him content and cheerful, at peace with
the world, enthusiastic about the place where we happened to be at
the moment and then come back at lunch time to find him sitting in
his room, surrounded by newspapers, looking years older, wearing
a desolate expression, and muttering: “Really, it's too unbelievably
boring here. Even the people are dull and stupid. Pack your things, we
are leaving tomorrow.”

On the train or aboard ship he would become cheerful again; he was
blessed with indestructible optimism, always expected something good
to happen, and was always happy when he was “on the road.” He was
bored only when the destination was reached.

On the train, he used an excellent trick to get disagreeable fellow-
travellers to leave our compartment. He would sit with a lowering
expression and stare threateningly at the intruders. Then he would begin
to mutter strange sounds, wave his arms wildly and behave generally
like a lunatic. That was my cue; I had to assume a frightened expression
and whisper to the passengers that my father had just been released
from a mental hospital and had to be protected from any excitement.

If the trick worked and the fellow-travellers speedily left the
compartment, father would laugh like a schoolboy and be in a good
mood for hours.

From Frankfurt we took a trip on the Rhine. I compared it with the
Nile and longed to be back in the Orient. At first father was enthusiastic
about the “German River” — especially about the vineyards on its
banks. He tormented me with talk of the Nibelungen, scolded me
because, unlike him, I could no longer recite entire passages in middle-
high German, praised German orderliness and efficiency, and was
generally content. Then we came to the Niederwald monument” and,
as he hated everything ugly, that immediately spoiled his good humour.
All at once the Rhine with its “gingerbread castles” became a miserable
river; the wines, in the long run, were undrinkable; even the orderliness
and efficiency of the Germans left much to be desired. Now, casting
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angry looks at the patriots gathered around the monument, he recited
Musset’s “Nous l'avons eu, votre Rhin allemand””® and began loudly
and ostentatiously to lament the fate of poor Alsace, which had come
under the rule of a country capable of producing such a horror as the
Niederwald monument. I was glad when the Rhine trip at last came to
an end. We zigzagged back and forth through southern Germany and
saw all manner of beautiful things, but father became more and more
out of sorts and more and more regretted having returned to Europe.
I was also ill-humoured, for I had again found a suitor who, both on
aristocratic grounds — he was a baron — and on financial grounds,
did not please father. I had a singular talent for setting my heart on
someone my parents considered a “poor sucker.” The result: family
scenes, arguments, irritation on all sides. Then I was shipped off to
Merano” for the winter with a lady companion as chaperone.

The eight-hour working day

I came to Merano irritable and in a bad mood. The teas and balls bored
me; I now found the usual chatter about Mitzi and Baby and Putzi hard
to take. Among all the people I met, there was only one I liked — old
Herr von Pribam.” Years before he had been tutor to my father and his
brothers and had subsequently filled a rather high post in some ministry.
Now he lived with his wife and son in a pretty, tastefully furnished villa.

I was flattered that the old gentleman, who avoided all his wife’s
other guests, enjoyed chatting with me, and I was always delighted
when his son would whisper to me at one of her teas: “Papa is in his
study. You are to be sure to drop in on him.”

Surrounded by his books, the old man led a solitary existence,
writing up his memoirs. He could speak interestingly about many
aspects of the old Austria; he did not like the “new times.” He did not
agree with my reading newspapers: “They are not for young girls.” But
he encouraged my reawakening literary ambition, and patiently read
two horrendously bad novels and many equally bad short stories that I
had concocted.

That winter I appeared in print for the first time, in the Meraner
Zeitung, under a fine pseudonym. I shall never forget the friendly,
sandy-haired editor, Herr Ellmenreich. I have rarely felt so grateful
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to someone. The tiny editorial office lives on in my memory as an
impressive, awe-inspiring room and I still have warm feelings for the
Meraner Zeitung in which two feuilletons by me appeared.

I'hardly noticed that I received no honorarium. It was honour enough
simply to have been published.

After this good fortune (and after the well-intentioned editor had
sent back both my novels), I suddenly discovered that every decent
person should learn a trade, and I apprenticed myself to a book-binder.
At first the honest Tyrolean thought I was mad, but later he got used to
me and yelled at me as much as he yelled at the other apprentices when
I cut a book crooked or spoiled the gold lettering. For months I applied
myself diligently and learned everything I could in the little work-shop.
Then I decided that for one week I would try to work the eight-hour day
that was the still unattained goal of the labour movement.

After the first two days, however, I had already made the discovery
that the eight-hour day was a most remarkable ideal. My back and
shoulders ached as though they were going to break, my hands
trembled, I cut myself with every one of the knives, bruised my fingers
with the paper-mill and upset the lime-pot. After work I could not eat,
and at night I could not sleep. I could not get the smell of lime out of my
nose and it made me nauseous. But I did not give in and held out for
the entire week. Then, when, at last, on Saturday, our day off was about
to come, I startled the entire shop by falling to the floor half dead and
beginning to weep uncontrollably. I was very ashamed of myself, but I
could not help it.

That one week taught me more about social problems than a dozen
heavy tomes.

Marriage

In the meantime father had retired, and my parents had to decide where
they wanted to settle. This was not a simple matter. Father wanted to
go to Switzerland and become a naturalized Swiss. He had always had
a strong liking for Switzerland and the Swiss. But mother was against
it; she did not like “hotel places.” Finally they agreed upon Baden-
Baden where we spent a completely uneventful summer as far as I was
concerned.
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In the autumn my parents went to India, and I again went to Merano
with a lady companion.

I was now twenty-four years old and, according to Austrian law, no
longer a minor. I did not in the least enjoy living with my parents, and
I had all sorts of wild schemes to make myself independent; but what
could I actually do? In practical matters, I was as inexperienced as a
child; all my life everything had been there for me and everything had
been done for me, as though that was part of the natural order. I did
not even know how one checks baggage at the station. But I wanted to
get away from my parents at all costs. One of my aunts advised me to
become a canoness, and I spent a considerable amount of time drawing
up my family tree; for at that time anyone who aspired to become a
canoness was required to demonstrate sixteen “incontestable” ancestors
on both the paternal and the maternal sides. I could have spared myself
this tedious task, for just at the point when I had successfully collected
all my ancestors, I met a young Balt” at a ball, and three weeks later I
was engaged to be married.

Had the two of us searched the whole world over it would have
been impossible for either of us to have found anyone less suited than
we were to each other. There was nothing about which we did not
have opposing opinions. My future husband related with pride and
enthusiasm that he had spent most of his time in the previous two years
shooting revolutionaries; I, on the other hand, dreamed of an estate run
as a co-operative, in which all the workers had a share. Neither of us
made a secret of our convictions, but the young Balt, accustomed to
the submissive German women of his homeland, assumed that after
the first two or three children my “madness” would automatically
disappear, while I, for my part, was convinced that it would be an easy
matter for me to “convert” him.

For that matter, we had little time to argue; ten days after our
engagement he went back to Russia in order to be home for the
Saat — the Sowing.

I knew nothing about the Saat, could scarcely distinguish between
barley and rye, and had never lived in the real country. But everything,
as I imagined it, was very beautiful: the endless Russian steppe, the
solitude and quiet, the many animals. The Russian cold did not alarm
me in the least: “One goes south in the winter, of course.” I had occupied
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myself with social questions practically since childhood, but I could
not conceive of an existence in which one did not spend the winter in
warmer climes and in which everything was not designed to enhance
one’s comforts and satisfy one’s taste for the beautiful.

A%

When my parents returned from their Indian trip they were not exactly
enthusiastic about my engagement. Father came to Merano to meet
his future son-in-law; he found him pleasant and likeable, but — the
misalliance! First the barons and now a Herr von. A Protestant too, on
top of that.

“I will not try to dissuade you,” father said. “You are old enough to
know what you are doing. But has it occurred to you that your sons can
never become chamberlains or your daughters ladies of the Order of the
Star and Cross?”

I had not thought of it, nor did the revelation now worry me in the
least. My sons and daughters would fight for the liberation of humanity,
and for that they did not need to be either chamberlains or ladies of the
Order of the Star and Cross.

I'went with father to Baden-Baden. Mother was already there. “You'll
see how disagreeable it will be when people only call you ‘gnidige Frau’*
she said scornfully. But she was glad to get rid of me at last and with
great eagerness helped me prepare my trousseau. We were married
in June, but not in Baden-Baden: that would have brought the grown
daughter, whom my still beautiful mother preferred to keep a secret
from people, too conspicuously into the limelight. She suffered enough
from the grievous fact of my existence, even though father, in order to
make things easier for her, had found a charming way of saving her
youth. He always introduced me to strangers as: “My daughter from my
first marriage.” Thus without lying, as he always proudly insisted, he
succeeded in getting people to take me for my mother’s step-daughter.
In order to heighten the illusion, I also had to call her by her first name.

For these reasons, therefore, the wedding was not to take place
in Baden-Baden, but in Frankfurt. Two days before the ceremony we
discovered that the civil marriage had to be in Baden-Baden. We went
back in all haste and experienced an amusing scene in the city clerk’s
office. I was wearing a tailor-made dress, while father, my fiancé and
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his two brothers were in lounge suits. The clerk wrinkled his forehead
when we appeared before him and said sternly:

“Why have you come here dressed in everyday clothes? A marriage
is a festive occasion in a person’s life. Go home and put on the proper
clothes, and then I will marry you.”

Our trunks were in Frankfurt, and we had no other clothing with
us. But we were so intimidated by the clerk’s strictness that we rushed
to tailor and dressmaker to have ourselves fitted out with the “proper
clothes.” I came off easiest; my white lace dress was put together with
a few stitches and some pins, but my father and my fiancé were most
extraordinary looking in their ill-fitting frock coats. Still, they were
indeed frock coats, and the clerk was content. Father was so angry
about the makeshift coat and stared so furiously at the official during
the whole ceremony that I could scarcely keep a serious face. Also,
during the clerk’s long, unctuous speech he kept up a steady stream of
facetious remarks; it was a very jolly wedding.

The next day the church wedding took place. I do not remember now
in what church; since then I have looked for it in vain. For me, however,
the ceremonial aspect was marred by the fact that I had never been to a
Protestant wedding before and did not know how to act.

The leave-taking from my parents was not especially moving. Poor
father found my father-in-law, who had come to the wedding, an
unmitigated bore and had but one wish — to get rid of us all. By way
of farewell, mother said: “I know that you would now like to have no
more to do with us. Just remember, however, that it is very mauuvais
genre to break completely with one’s family when one gets married.
Don't forget it.”

I kissed our little fox-terrier Jack, took his sister Gilly, whom I had
begged from father, under my arm and went with my husband to Berlin,
where we planned to remain for a week.

An Austrian woman in Russia

It was a wonderfully beautiful summer, hot and dry, and I could not
believe my husband when he said that “at home” it was still freezing
on the moors at night. I did not like Berlin and was happy when one
evening we boarded the train that was to take me to Russia.
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The long trip began. At the border my heart began to beat wildly:
Russia — what experiences lay in store for me in this mysterious and
dangerous land? How would it change me?

The trains ran more slowly now, in broad, comfortable rocking
movements. The locomotive spewed big glowing sparks out into the
night.

“The trains run on wood,” explained my husband. “In our distillery
too we use only wood. It works out much cheaper than coal.”

In all the stations there were enormous hissing samovars. Even at
small whistle-stops you could get wonderful tea.

We were already at the beginning of the great plain — endless fields
and great forests which cast fantastic shadows. Night came but it did
not get dark. A pale, ghostly light gave everything an air of unreality.
The uncanny white light crept through the curtains of the compartment
and kept one from sleeping. Outside, the vast plain slipped past the
windows, cold and dead; not a village, not a house to be seen, nothing
but endless fields.

After a forty-eight hour journey we at last came to our station. A dismal
grey stone building, and behind it, in the morning light, a tiny village.

A carriage with four horses was waiting in front of the station, as
well as a cart for the luggage. I was greeted by the driver and I replied
politely but sleepily: “Terre, terre,” the only word of Estonian I knew; it
means “good day.”

I'was dead tired. The carriage had hardly begun to move before I fell
sound asleep. Whenever I was awakened by a jolt, I caught the same
view of endless fields, with the rough road stretching ahead of us. For
all I could tell, the carriage might not have moved at all while I slept.

“How far is it to the estate?” I asked, drunk with sleep.

“Seventy kilometers.”

A thought that was hardly appropriate to someone on her honeymoon
shot through my mind: Good God, seventy kilometers! How shall I ever
get away from here if I can’t stand it?

My mother had once said: “The ideal of country life for me is the Hotel
St. ... in Baden-Baden.” How far that kind of “country life” was from
that in the Baltic provinces! For miles and miles nothing but meadows,
fields, the occasional “big house” of an estate, and vast forests. (In the
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“Punishment Expedition”® that followed the 1905-1906 Revolution the
villages were all destroyed and their inhabitants sent to Siberia.)

Siberia — the word weighed on the whole land like a nightmare.
Article §1 in the Russian legal code proclaimed that anyone was
subject to punishment who by deed, word or thought came too close
to the person of the Czar. You were sent to Siberia if you were caught
reading a forbidden book, sent to Siberia if you taught peasant children
without the government’s permission, sent to Siberia if you belonged to
a temperance society; for in the eyes of the authorities every sports club,
every temperance society was a potential band of conspirators. Every
great estate had its own uriadnik,® or country gendarme, and evidence
brought by any one of these was sufficient to get you sent on the long
journey.

And what did not threaten the sacrosanct person of the Czar and the
no less sacrosanct regime! The Neue Freie Presse, to which I subscribed
came to me so blacked out by the censor that almost nothing remained
except the “Court and Society News”; most of the time nothing at all
was left of Harden’s® Zukunft. Even in my encyclopedia, which was
sent after me along with other books, whole sections of “Russia: history”
had been blacked out.

The Baltic barons, German to the core and wildly antagonistic to
everything Russian, found this regime very much to their liking; they
were not harmed, and with its assistance they could get workmen for
almost nothing.

They were absolute masters on their own estates; it was up to them
whether their workers’ children could go to school or not (there was no
obligatory school law in Russia). And woe to the worker who subscribed
to the one progressive newspaper published in Estonian; as the workers’
mail was delivered in big black sacks first to the proprietor of the estate,
the worker never got his paper, and was categorically forbidden ever to
subscribe to it again.

Theattitude of thelocal people to the Balticbarons was understandably
not especially cordial. Whenever one encountered a little farm cart on a
country road the peasant would shout angrily: “Kurrati-sax!” (German
devil!), and my husband impressed on me that I should never go for
a long walk without my revolver; there was no knowing what “these
animals” might do. As I was far more afraid of the little Browning®
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he had given me as a “suitable” wedding present than of the entire
population of “animals,” I did not follow his advice. Besides, despite
my ignorance of the language, I was soon on good terms with all our
workers. They said: “The master has married a blonde gypsy; she is
crazy, but a good sort.”

Exx 3

In Austria I had been familiar with the amiable arrogance of the
aristocrats, which became disagreeable only when it was directed at the
“bourgeois,” and which, in any case, did not exclude a grain of good-
humored doubt about the aristocrats” own godlike superiority. Here in
Estonia there was no doubt; the smallest baron’s child was convinced
that he had been created by a Protestant God, who was particularly
well disposed toward him, of quite different material from that of the
Estonian “animals.” The bourgeois, whatever their profession, were
termed “literati,” and, so long as they spoke German, were treated with
condescending politeness.

”Literati,” God knows, the Baltic barons were not. When I arrived at
the big house on my husband’s estate, where he had lived for six years, I
found, after a thorough search, two books: the Bible and a pornographic
work, The Memoirs of a Singer.** And when I went to Dorpat® for the first
time and bought four hundred rubles worth of books and subscribed,
on top of that, to magazines in various languages, my husband was
genuinely dumbfounded, and my mother-in-law asked in astonishment:

“What do you need all those books for? A good house-wife has so much
to do taking care of the house that she hardly has time to read.”

The “Austrian woman” quickly came to be regarded with horror
by the good “Baltic housewives.” When at my first breakfast at home
I asked in surprise: “Where is the jam?” my husband stared at me in
even greater surprise and then announced: “Only whores eat jam.” And
my poor mother-in-law, horrified, asked: “You bathe twice a day? No
decent woman does that!”

My clothes, and especially my underwear, which my mother had
boughtin Paris, alsoscandalized the family. Onedid nothavelaceonone’s
underclothing, and one did not wear transparent nightgowns! The only
thing that would have reconciled them to my sinful underwear — the
coronet marking our aristocratic status — was missing. Coronets were
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much favored in the Baltic provinces, and at my parents-in-law’s there
was a beautiful chamber pot with a magnificent five-pointed coronet on
the bottom. (I always asked for it whenever I visited them, but that had
nothing whatsoever to do with aristocratic feelings.)

I'would not do an injustice to the people among whom I lived for six
years. They truly believed in aristocracy and in their own place among
the elect. It never occurred to them, at any moment in their lives, that
other people were also human. And the “literati” — doctors, teachers,
and pastors — encouraged them in this belief.
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I sought in vain for the culture of these German “bearers of culture’
in “barbaric” Russia. On our own estate I found miserable workers’
huts without floors, where from seven to twelve people lived crowded
together in one room. My husband once came home with his cane
broken and when I asked him in astonishment what had happened, he
replied: “I broke it over the back of one of the labourers.”

He could not understand when I cried, half weeping, half in anger:
“Have the carriage hitched. I am leaving. I am getting a divorce!”

b3

He was equally dumbfounded by my response when once, coming up
from the farm, he exclaimed in triumph: “I've given that fellow Tonnies
the hiding of his life. The rascal dared to whistle the Marseillaise.”® I
went to the piano, which was by the open window, and played the
Marseillaise over and over again the whole day long. The workers
laughed: “The master can’t handle that gypsy.”

When my husband was out at farms several hours away, they came
directly to me, partly because I gave them French cognac when they
complained to me of suddenly feeling faint — and it was remarkable
how often these great strong men seemed to suffer from this — and
partly because, having taken out a subscription for several copies of the
prohibited Estonian newspaper, of which I understood not a word, I
used to distribute those copies among them. The servant girls too were
astonished because I did not beat them but was polite to them. We paid
calls on other landowners; the “Austrian woman” had to be introduced.
You drove for hours in the carriage and four and arrived dead tired.
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And then you had to talk for more hours with the good women of the
house. They would chat about their children and their servants — like
characters in a novel of small town life. After the meal the sexes would
separate, the men going into the smoking-room, while the women
remained in the salon. There would then be more talk of the children
and the servants; it was desperately boring. The women would give
me advice about housekeeping; little good it did. The men would ask
me questions about farming to which I would give the most fantastic
replies. On the way home my curiosity would be aroused: “What did
your friends say about me?”

My husband would laugh: “A charming woman but not very useful
for breeding purposes. Much too delicate. How will you ever get
children from her?”

That was the general view of women in a country in which a family
of under five was called “childless.” Here in the Protestant north, in a
strange way, the oriental and the Baltic world views merged. A married
woman was still nothing but a mother. She was not to dress in bright
colours any more, was not to wear décolleté dresses, and was not to look
pretty. She had attained her goal — a husband.

“Why don’t you wear black instead?” my mother-in-law asked me
when I appeared in one of my prettiest Paris dresses. “You are a married
woman now, for goodness’ sake.”

And every Sunday, which we always spent at my husband’s parents’
house, I was asked the same question: “What, not yet? You should ride
less and above all not bathe so much.” And a disapproving glance
would be directed at my narrow hips.

Exx 3

In spite of everything the first summer was beautiful. I loved the birch
woods and the broad moors where one could wander for hours. At
sundown the brown heath glowed rust-red all the way to the far-off
horizon. It was glorious to ride across the estate in the early morning, to
stop and play with the colts in the paddock, to go to the kennels where
the English hunting dogs belled. Along the river that flowed through
the park there were lovely secluded spots. Silvery willows trailed their
branches in the water and shone pale in the midday sun. Sometimes I
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would drift along in the canoe and jump into the water, warily keeping
out of the way of the big old crayfish with their threatening claws.

Autumn came, the maples flamed red, and the rowanberries glowed.
Grey mists rose up from the river towards the house and swathed it in
an impenetrable veil. Huge oak logs crackled in the fireplace, and the oil
lamps spread their friendly light. A great silence settled over everything,
except for the distant whirring of the threshing-machine, like some
monstrous purring cat.

Now came days of solitude. My husband went hunting on
neighbouring estates; I had become ill and had to remain at home. In
addition, I had to “watch over the farm.” I was not a good manager.
When I was in the threshing-room I let the people steal as much as they
wanted; heaven knows their pay was miserable enough. Once only,
when one of them dragged a whole sack away right under my eyes, I
asked him politely to please do it in a less obvious manner.

H3%34

The stables for the work horses were located about five minutes from
the house, and my husband had asked me to keep an eye on the head
stableman, because, my husband said, he was quite untrustworthy. One
evening when it was already quite dark, I felt a sudden dutiful urge
and went to the stalls. I found the stableman lying on the cold ground
groaning in a frightful fashion. I was horrified, ran back to the house and
returned with the universal panacea: cognac. I raised the sick man as
well as I could and poured the cognac down his throat. It seemed to do
him good, and I was much pleased with my medical knowledge, when
suddenly our estate manager appeared, took in the touching scene, and
quite dumbfounded asked: “What are you doing there, gnidige Frau.
The fellow is dead drunk already!”

L

The nearest doctor lived in a little village about three hours away; so
even in the most favourable conditions, it was six hours before he could
be at the estate. Hence the workers, their wives, and their children came
to me with all their little ailments. In Florence I had worked for several
months at the infirmary of the Sisters of Mercy and was therefore able
to deal with minor illnesses.
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One day one of the old workers came running up to me and said,
rather unemotionally: “I think my wife is dying. She has been in labour
for six hours. Please, will you come and take a look at her.”

I sent the coachman at once for the doctor and ran to the hut. There
lay the woman in labour, groaning on the filthy floor, surrounded by
loudly jabbering old women, each one giving a different piece of advice.

“Why isn’t the woman in bed?” I asked in horror.

“She will dirty the bed-clothes.”

“I will give you some more.”

“Will you give us a new mattress, too?”

“You can have a whole new bed as far as I am concerned; only don't
let her lie any longer on the dirty ground.”

They shook their heads at my mad ideas, but they did what I said.
The woman herself was the most vociferous in her objections; she had
given birth to six children on the floor, why should she be put in a bed
for the seventh?

The woman was forty-four years old; she should have left it at six
children. The hours that went by before the doctor arrived were like
a horrible dream. My experience at the infirmary was completely
inadequate here; the only thing I could do was drive away the old
women who kept wanting to touch the woman in labour with their dirty
hands. It was hot and stuffy in the small space. The animal-like cries of
the woman filled the entire room. The pale half-light of late afternoon
fell on her pain-racked face. Death lurked in the corners. Children came
running up and gaped at the woman, unmoved, with astonished eyes.
The old women did not understand why I became angry and chased
the children away. “We all have to go through this,” they said. “Why
shouldn’t the children see it?”

Finally the doctor came. He approached the bed and with a look of
indifference on his face drew a pair of forceps from his bag. He glanced
at me questioningly. “Do you think you can stand to stay here? It won’t
make you faint?” He seemed far more concerned about the “gnidige
Frau” than about the woman screaming and writhing in pain on the bed.

When finally, after an eternity of pain and anxiety, the child was
born, the doctor came up with me to the house and ate his supper,
contentedly and with a good appetite.



110 The Red Countess

He was a remarkable type, that Doctor Hasenjager [hare-hunter]. He
fully lived up to his name, for his main interest in life was hunting. How
often was he called to see a patient only to quite overlook the object of
his visit the moment he heard my husband say: “Wouldn’t you like to
take a gun and come into the woods first, doctor?” Sometimes he would
forget to bring his instruments, but he always brought his shot-gun. He
was more feudal than the most feudal baron, and his poor patients did
not interest him in the least. He always approached the sick bed with a
lighted cigar in his mouth, until one day, when he had been called to see
a child with a pulmonary inflammation and did it again, I lost patience.

“But it smells so bad in the huts,” he said. “Why shouldn’t I smoke?”
“It is not good for the child.”

He shrugged his shoulders: “There are so many of them. If one dies
there is always a new one next year.”

I saw red: “All right, you can go into the huts like that, but on one
condition. If you are ever called to see me you shall come into my room
also with a lighted cigar in your mouth.”

The little hard blue eyes in his weather-beaten face stared at me
uncomprehendingly. I was trembling with anger. “You'll soon get
over your sentimentality with this pack, my dear lady,” said Doctor
Hasenjager and with a sigh of regret threw away his cigar.

That evening my husband asked me: “What on earth went on
between you and the doctor? He told me you were extraordinarily
nervous and that it would be a good idea if you had a child soon.”

The doctor was not the only one with whom I had serious spats. One
day while my husband was away a friend of his, whom I did not know
as yet, came to see him. We chatted about all sorts of things, and finally
got around to politics. The guest became extremely lively, praised the
Russian regime, and finally said: “We have a wonderful method for
treating political prisoners. It works better than any rack. For a week
they get nothing to eat but herring and not a drop of water to drink.”
He grinned. “Believe me, gnidige Frau, after a week of this diet they all
come around.”

The good man was most astonished when without a word I rang for
the servant and said: “Have the Baron’s horses hitched at once. And if
he comes back again he is not to be received.” He never came back again.
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Family gathering

In the late autumn a family gathering took place in Dorpat. It was to
be a most festive occasion. Two new members of the family were to
be “displayed” — I, the Austrian woman, and a young man from St.
Petersburg who had become “Russianized” and was visiting the Baltic
province for the first time. In addition, judgment was to be passed on a
black sheep of the family.

The gathering took place at Aunt Lilly’s house. Aunt Lilly was a widow
and very rich. (Strangely enough, money made a great impression on
the Baltic aristocracy, and my husband was most astonished when I
explained that that was “bourgeois” and that money was something of
quite secondary importance.)

Aunt Lilly was famous because she had a blue salon; a genuine
“period” salon. To the solid housekeeping women of the family with
their plain tastes this seemed almost immoral.

The “blue salon” and the adjoining rooms were full of people. My
first thought was: “How on earth did a family that seems to be mostly
made up of old maids get so many children?” The women wore black
jet-trimmed silk dresses, cut high but very full about the bosom and hips.
At first glance they all looked exactly alike; it was impossible to tell one
from another. That is how I came to say nice things about their children
to the real old maids among them, which affected them painfully. Aunt
Lilly held court on a big blue sofa to a circle of people surrounding her.
In a corner, anxious and bored, sat Grischa, the “Russianized” cousin
who only spoke French and Russian; which seemed as outrageous to
the assembled family members as the décolleté Empire dress and high-
heeled gold shoes of “the Austrian.”

I was presented to one old lady after another. And each one asked:
“How do you like our dear Baltic land? Do you find running a house
with our terrible servants very difficult?”

Smoking was not permitted in the blue salon, as a married woman
I was not supposed to sit with the younger members of the family, and
everyone looked disapprovingly at me. It was deadly. However, there
was one other person there who felt as I did. That was Uncle Max,*
my father-in-law’s brother. Because he was poor and had scientific
interests — 1 discovered later that the dear old gentleman was a
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well-known ichthyologist — he was treated with condescension by
the rest of the family. For me, however, he was soon the best and most
tolerant friend I had in all the Baltic provinces. He came up to me with
his kindly smile and rescued me from a bunch of old ladies.

“Come, you poor child, you must be bored to death. Sit down by
Grischa. He will be so happy to have someone to talk French to.”

And so we, the prime exhibits at this family gathering, who of all the
people there could at least speak French, sat down together and quietly
made malicious comments.

The gathering had begun at three o’clock. It was now six; Grischa
and I were surprised that there was nothing to eat.

“What are we waiting for now?” we asked Uncle Max.

“Bruno.”

Bruno was the black sheep upon whom judgment was to be passed
today.

“What did he actually do?”

“He stole a forest.”

“Stole a forest?”

Uncle Max laughed at my astonishment — the thing seemed less
incomprehensible to Grischa — and enlightened me. Bruno had been
the manager of some Russian prince or other’s estate, had sold a forest
belonging to the prince and pocketed the money. The prince did not
seem to make too much of it, for he did not bring suit — but the family,
on the other hand, did not want the dishonour to fall on it.

At about half past six the servant opened the door; everyone
immediately became stiff and solemn, and the whole blue salon breathed
severity and pitilessness. Bruno entered, followed by his mother and
sister whose black clothes, because of their grief and shame, seemed
even blacker than those of the rest of the family.

Bruno was a disappointment. He did not look in the least like a
brazen thief who had stolen a whole forest, but was an ugly, frightened
little man who pressed his fingers together in embarrassment and did
not lift his eyes from the floor.

No one shook hands with him. Only a stiff, formal nod of heads
greeted him.

The men came out of the smoking-room. Then Aunt Lilly rose
majestically, and everyone followed her into the dining-room and sat
down at the big table.
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Bruno sat at the end of the table between his mother and his sister,
who cast beseeching glances at the others and wiped their eyes.

The oldest male member of the family stood up and made a long
speech in which a great deal was said about the family honour and about
Bruno, the “shameful blot” on it. After that the accused defended himself
as best he could, but a Russian forest is too big an object to be gainsaid,
and as most of the members of the family themselves possessed forests
which might have been stolen from them, they could appreciate the
enormity of the crime. The head of the family rose again and announced
that Bruno was to be cast out of the family for “dishonourable conduct,”
that he was no longer part of it, and that he could no longer count on it
for help and support of any kind.

As Bruno and his family withdrew like a pack of whipped dogs, three
of those present shook hands with him: Uncle Max out of kindness of
heart, I out of contrariness, and Grischa because he thought that far too
much fuss had been made about a trivial matter. Grischa did not own
any forests and was a Russian fchinovnik® (civil servant).

The sentence had been pronounced, but there was still nothing to eat,
and the boredom became more acute. It was impossible to continue to
be indignant for hours over the unfortunate Bruno. Finally Grischa and
I discovered two bridge partners and withdrew to the smoking-room
to play cards.

The old ladies observed this with strong disapproval and said to
my husband: “Your dear wife has much to learn before she becomes a
proper Balt wife.” And my poor husband offered the by now standard
excuse for my shortcomings: “My wife is an Austrian and doesn’t
understand all that.”

Winter silence

The first snow fell, and darkness hung down over the land. The petrol
lamps burned until eleven o’clock in the morning and had to be lighted
again at three in the afternoon. The paths in the park were covered with
snow, and you sank in over your knees the moment you left one that
had been shovelled out. Our little river was frozen over with ice — it
no longer gurgled; and everything else fell silent along with it. Nothing
moved; the snow deadened every sound. The silence surrounded the
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house like a wall... and the sun had disappeared. Grey sky, grey silence,
grey solitude.

Dreadful evenings and dreadful nights followed. My husband was
away a great deal elk hunting, and because of my health I was obliged
to remain alone at home. Until dinner time it was still bearable. I could
hear the servants moving about the house; foremen came by; I had to
telephone my husband about this and that; from time to time you could
hear the soft but audible sound of a sleigh passing. Somewhere, there
was still life in the world.

At nine o’clock the samovar was brought into my little salon. “Does
the gnddige Frau need anything?” “No, thank you.” “Good night.”

“Good night.” The servants betook themselves to the lower floor; I called
all the dogs to me — six dachshunds, two setters, and my Gilly, and
then the endless night began.

Silence, oppressive, nerve-wracking silence. The hissing of the
samovar gradually ceased. The dogs, sated with cakes, fell asleep. The
world had disappeared; there was only the snow-bound house, in which
I was alone, alone with the deathly silence. From the fireplace came the
gentle ticking of the little Empire-style clock — very faint. Sometimes
I could hardly hear the ticking. My God, if it stops, I shall forget my
upbringing, I shall forget that one is not a bourgeois woman and that
one must exercise self-control. I stare at the clock; if it stops, if its ticking
ceases to be the only thing between me and dead silence, I shall begin to
scream like a madwoman!

Dear, good little clock, with your blue medallions reflecting the
yellow light of the standard lamp, you never did stop. You never struck
terror into me like your rival, the dining-room clock, when one eerie
night it struck thirteen. I could have hugged you when your fine silver
chimes sounded eleven, twelve, one, two o’clock, and gave me comfort.

“I am alive,” they said. “My little clock-heart is beating next to yours.
You are not all alone.”

I surrounded myself with books, read, did needlework, shook the
dogs to wake them up. They would wag their tails in a friendly and
reassuring way and then go back to sleep. The big standard lamp would
begin to hiss and flicker — the oil had been used up. Quickly, light the
other lamp before that one goes out, just don’t let yourself be left in the
darkness, alone with the silence that has its claws at your throat.
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Steps in front of the window. God be praised, the night-watchman
is on his rounds and is checking the house. The good old man. Quickly,
pour a glass of cognac for him and open the window. “Good evening,
nightwatchman. Won’t you have a schnapps to warm you up?”

Icy air swept into the room. I shivered in my teagown but scarcely
noticed it. There was a human being out there, speaking with a human
voice; I was no longer alone.

The old night-watchman was pleased to get the cognac and quite
willing to chat with me a little.

He had only one topic of conversation: the depravity of the younger
generation. I listened enthusiastically, agreed with him on everything,
no matter how much he ranted and raved about the immorality of
the old cabinetmaker on the estate who in a state of drunkenness had
fathered a son by his own daughter — naturally the girl was to blame.
Let him say the most terrible things about the young workgirls; just so
long as he stays there and doesn’t go away; just so long as his hoarse,
boozy voice saves me from the silence.

But after three glasses of cognac, swallowed down very slowly, the
old man had had enough: “Otherwise I'd fall asleep while walking on
my rounds.”

“Come back again, night-watchman. It is so cold. You must drink
something or you'll freeze.”
“I have to make the big round now, gndidige Frau.”

The window was lowered. The steps faded away in the distance.
Roughly and without mercy I shook the dachshunds from their sleep.
“Schnauz, wake up. Little Kutz, big Kutz! Gilly, come here! Jacko, you've
slept enough. Can’t you bark, just once?”

Sleepy dog eyes, yawning dog muzzles. I crouched down on the
floor next to Jacko, the black-haired Gordon setter, and laid my head
against his soft fur. How warm he was, how alive. Give me your paw,
Jacko, or I'll go out of my mind.

Little Empire clock, you are crazy. It has to be more than two o’clock.
I've been sitting here an eternity. Look how many oak logs have been
burned in the fire-place. What, only two? Are you sure? Shall I go into
the dining-room and make certain? No, the big salon and the study are
so dark, and in the darkness the silence feels even worse. I believe you,
I'shan’t go.”
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Sometimes the silence was broken, but not agreeably. One of the
hounds in the pack would wake up and find his surroundings so
gloomy that he would begin to howl. Then the whole pack would join
in. The black night was filled with howling and whining. It was as
though the end of the world had come and lost souls were crying out in
anguish to an avenging heaven. Then I too, holding fast to Jacko, who
was a philosopher and let nothing upset him, would begin to weep in
helplessness and despair.

As soon as dawn began to break I would chase all the dogs into my
bedroom, entice them on to the bed and then lie down myself, dead
tired but with my nerves all unstrung. No wonder I grew pale and thin
during those winter months. My husband did not understand why, and
I was ashamed to tell him of my fear of the lonely nights, for when he
came into my bedroom one evening and, finding me crying my eyes
out, asked what was wrong, and I replied: “There is no more sun, no
sun anywhere,” he only laughed at me and said, “Of course the sun
doesn’t shine at night, you little sheep!” He would never have been able
to understand my fear of the silence.

Neighbours

The winter was endless. On both sides of the road, which had been
shovelled out, stood walls of snow as high as a man. Everything was
covered with ice, and if I went in the open sleigh my hairpins got so
cold that they burnt my head like flames. I sat by the fire-place the
whole day long. When we went to pay our usual week-end visit to my
parents-in-law my husband would have a reggi (hay-sled) hitched up. I
would wrap myself up in furs and crawl under the straw, leaving only
the tip of my nose outside so as to breathe. I made the entire journey in
that condition. Whenever we took the ordinary sleigh, I would curl up
under the fur covers and squat on the floor. Forty below, along with
a bitter wind, was no light matter for someone who had spent every
winter of her life in the warm south.

My husband was a justice of the peace and had to travel to the little
town of Fellin, about five hours away, to carry out his duties. On the eve
of one of his trips, a neighbouring landowner came to see him.

“I have a problem with a peasant,” the neighbour said in the course
of the conversation. “It's about a piece of land I have got to have. The
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peasant says it belongs to him. You'll make a judgment in my favor of
course?”

Both men were disagreeably startled when I said in my most
“aristocratic” tone of voice: “How much are you offering as a bribe,
Baron Taube?”

Even the excuse that, being an Austrian woman, I had no
understanding of such matters failed to appease the old baron. Yet
strangely enough — it must have been extremely awkward to have a
wife like me — the peasant won his case.

In Fellin we were visited by an elderly landowner whom everybody
in the whole district made a fool of. He was an ill-kempt, thoroughly
dirty old gentleman, with a long grey beard. By this time I had got used
to the way the “neighbours” spoke of nothing but farming matters, and
I did not expect anything else. But, quite abruptly, the old gentleman
asked, as if he were talking about potatoes: “Have you read Anatole
France’s new book?”

As a result of this question, a warm friendship developed between
the old gentleman and myself. He would come to the estate for a three-
day hunt, bringing only a toothbrush with him, and generally stayed
three weeks. We went out hunting together but we never brought
anything home. We chatted about books and other countries and let the
deer get away. The old gentleman had, in the eyes of the Baltic barons,
a dark past. As a young man he had made the customary “educational
tour” and had gone to Naples where he fell in love with a fisher girl.
The Neapolitan beauty would not listen to him, and to the horror of
his family the young Balt stayed ten years in Naples, ceaselessly trying
to win the girl over. Finally, his parents stopped sending him money,
his beautiful fisher maid married a Neapolitan, and he returned home,
sad and constantly yearning for the south. His family married him to a
“capable” woman who ran his estate for him. He, however, took refuge in
books, where he found something of the life he had been robbed of. The
good landowners looked on him with contempt, and it was touching to
see this somewhat bungling, morose man awaken to new life on finding
someone who knew Naples and modern literature.

There was also a reading group: each estate contributed two books,
which could be kept for one month. I aroused great indignation when I
contributed Sombart® and Frangois Coppée.” Sombart was condemned
as revolutionary and Coppée as — indecent. The others brought to
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the circle, as modern writers — Stratz”’ and Rudolph Herzog.”> One
“intellectual” woman, who was said to have had an affair twenty years
before with the revolutionary tutor of her son, dared to contribute
Gerhart Hauptmann’s® works, but no one ever read them: “So depraved
we are not!”

Hunt

Yesterday it had still been winter, but today a real sun was shining, the
ice was melting on the river, the big ice blocks were banging against
each other and cracking, the snow was vanishing as if by magic, the
winter wheat was putting out its green shoots, and, in front of the
house, an overpowering scent was coming from the black alders. The
northern spring arrives overnight; it comes with a gentle, warm wind
that smilingly drives away all the misery of winter, with fragrance and
blossoms and tender new leaves on the slender silver birches.

Everything awakens from its winter sleep, kissed back to life by the
blessed sun. The cows become restless in their stalls, the young colts
frisk wildly in the paddock, the sheep bleat joyfully, and work begins
in the fields. The earth gives off a wonderful smell, a promise of fertility
and triumphant Life.

In the fields, the cries of peewits filled the air — their eggs, so
expensive in the cities, rotted here; the bright blue spring sky suddenly
darkened as a flock of cranes passed over. In the dense grove near the
house the moor hens sounded their mating calls; you could hear them
from the house.

As dusk fell, it was a special treat to wander through clearings in the
woods, following the flight of the woodsnipes. Through the trees the
sun could be seen sinking slowly below the fields; gradually the wood
fell asleep and no more birdsounds were heard. Evening wrapped
itself around the world; the cries of screech owls pierced the air. Then a
lightning-like flash, a sudden rush, a flight of feathers, and a snipe fell
to the ground.

It was no pleasure for my poor husband to go hunting with me. He
was a good huntsman, and I became sentimental over every deer or
hare he brought down and called him a murderer (which never kept me
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from eating roast venison or hare). Once he wounded a roebuck, and
the dogs leapt upon the beautiful dying animal.

“Shoot it dead, for God’s sake, shoot it dead!”

“I can’t. I'd hit the dogs! Stay where you are. Watch out!”

But I ran up and pulled one of the dogs away. Only “little” Kutz had
gotten such a hold that I couldn’t get him loose.

“Shoot!” I cried: “It’s too awful, shoot!”

My husband fired, the roebuck was dead, little Kutz fell to the ground,
stunned. And now I was angry because something had happened to
him. I carried him home in my arms; on the way he revived and bit my
hand. That was the last deer hunt I ever took part in. For a long time
afterwards I was haunted by the tortured look in the eyes of the dying
buck.

St. Petersburg

In the summer my husband was obliged to report for military duty and
I insisted on going with him. One year of country life was enough; the
prospect of going to St. Petersburg was extremely enticing.

There was a good deal of tension and excitement at the time. Austria
had annexed Bosnia and Herzegovina, and the Russian capital was in
an uproar about it.

We arrived just as dawn was breaking; the Neva gleamed silver-grey;
as we passed over the bridge, a dark gloomy building with towers and
ramparts loomed up before us — the Peter and Paul Fortress, the prison
for political offenders. The Nevsky Prospect stretched into the distance,
with the Admiralty Tower at one end of it. Little droshkies tore along the
streets. If a man and a woman were in one together, he would hold her
about the waist, without any arriére-pensée, but simply to keep her from
being thrown out.

On the first evening we dined in the big Myedvyed restaurant.** Two
days before a very exciting scene had taken place here. A grand-duke
had had dinner with a little actress and had offered her a thousand
rubles if she would take off her clothes and walk through the big
room naked. A thousand rubles was a lot of money, and besides it was
dangerous to displease a grand-duke. The little actress slipped behind
a screen, removed her clothing and began to walk naked through the
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restaurant. The guests were outraged, but they dared not say anything;
they knew that the instigator of the affair was a grand-duke. The actress
walked embarrassed among the tables, until a waiter had the presence
of mind to throw a table cloth over her and get her to withdraw behind
the screen again. The little actress fled from the restaurant; not so the
grand-duke.

H3%3%

At that time a terrible epidemic of cholera was raging in St. Petersburg,
there were kettles of disinfectant in all the streets, innumerable hearses
rattled by, and huge posters forbade, in the name of the Czar, the
drinking of water from the Neva. At first it felt very uncanny, but one
quickly got used to it. It was more difficult to get used to the tense
atmosphere which enveloped the whole city. The revolution of 1905
had been suppressed with much bloodshed, but even the most dyed-
in-the-wool reactionaries knew well that they had only won a breathing
spell. The universal feeling was that “In ten or twelve years it will
break out again.” These people already foresaw their downfall even
then; their ferocity sprang from deadly fear. Everything was dangerous.
Every book, every word, even colours. An Austrian vaudeville troupe
was playing at the Summer Theatre; their last number was the then new
Apache dance. When the dancers, a man and a woman, appeared on the
stage a chill swept over the house, you could almost hear the people
hold their breath: both dancers were dressed in flaming red. All chatter
stopped. You were no longer aware of the strong perfume Russian
women wear — there was a smell of horror. Wide-eyed, the audience
stared at the stage, and although it was summer, the women drew their
cloaks closer about their shoulders.

“That’s the revolution dancing on your heads,” I whispered to my
husband, and he replied: “Will you be still!” But his eyes, too, were
fastened spellbound on the red figures dancing wildly on the stage.

When the dancers went off there was a deathlike silence. Not a hand
moved. Then the high society of St. Petersburg drew a deep breath, and
returned, its limbs still quaking slightly, to its usual elegant life.

b3
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In other European capitals wealth and poverty, the well-to-do parts of
town and the working class sections are kept strictly separate from one
another; in St. Petersburg, in contrast, everything was thrown together.
Next to an elegant palace there was often a wretched low wooden hut,
next to a de luxe restaurant a dirty pub.

Summer was not the best season in St. Petersburg. “Society”
had for the most part gone off to country estates or summer resorts.
Nevertheless at the big restaurant on the “Islands” the display of luxury,
of women in décolleté almost to the navel, of quantities of priceless
jewels was astounding. Mixed in among all that were traders from
Nizhny Novgorod and other cities inland, big, burly, bearded, dirty
men who came into the restaurant in high boots and riding breeches,
drank heavily, made a lot of noise, shouted a lot, spat with abandon
on the floor, and left the waiter a hundred ruble tip. In the evenings on
the “Islands” a band of Russian Gypsies played music that is even more
furious and rousing than that of the Hungarian Gypsies. And here too
the white nights lent to the scene an air of unreality — the whole thing
felt like a dress rehearsal in a theatre lit by daylight, not like the last act
of a tragedy advancing slowly but surely toward its end.

It was not only countless hearses that rolled over the wood-paved
streets of St. Petersburg; a far more sinister impression was created by
police wagons escorted by mounted soldiers, or in the midst of a crowd
two men handcuffed together, accompanied by policemen on either
side.

“Political types,” said my husband as I stopped in the street to stare
at two very young boys being led away in this manner. No one showed
any concern. It would have been too dangerous to utter a word of pity.

Just as the conversation at teas and dinners in other cities is about
tennis matches and who is getting engaged to whom, here it was about

“conspiracies.” Here one had been uncovered, there a whole nest of
conspirators had been eliminated. In Krasnoye Syelo,” in Peterhof* the
police had “suspicious” characters under observation. The breeding
ground of all evil was Finland, and the Secret Police was not doing
a very good job any more; the Duma®” was a disaster for the country.
The ground was already quaking in Russia at that time, but the foreign
diplomats did not notice it. They encountered the same affable, well-
bred men here as in Paris or Rome; at most they thought that the



122 The Red Countess

Minister of Foreign Affairs was too clever by half and that the Nowvoye
Vremya®® was a despicable nationalist propaganda rag.

“You haven’t the slightest idea of the way things really are and
the mood of the people,” I remarked — with my then customary
arrogance — to Count Berchtold,” the Austrian ambassador, next to
whom I was seated at a dinner. “Why do you only frequent drawing
rooms? I advise you to visit the districts where the workers live.”

“Oh, but please, dear Baroness — that wouldn’t do at all. That would
be taken very badly here. Anyway, I have no interest in the internal
politics of this country. I have a hard enough time of it as it is.” He
complained about the hostility with which Austria was regarded, about
the heavy responsibilities he bore.

“Every day I read Bismarck’s Thoughts and Reminiscences. That is my
Bible. One always learns something new from it.”

But the wife of a Russian minister said to me with a fine ironical
smile: “A charming man, the Austrian ambassador. An excellent causeur.
And he knows so much about the Pre-Raphaelites!”
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The ambassador gave a dinner in my honour, as a former compatriot.

“I am inviting the Germans for you. They are nice people. And the
Englishman who was once at the same post you were. He would like to
see you. A likeable fellow, Nicholson.”

Sir Arthur Nicholson had changed very little. He was still the good
diplomat to whom no one was too insignificant to be pumped for
information. After dinner he led me into a corner and began a regular
cross-examination about the Germans in the Baltic provinces. Were
they loyal subjects of the Czar or were their sympathies entirely with
Germany? In case of war should Russia fear treachery in the Baltic
provinces? What were the relations between the population and the
barons?

A strange feeling of uneasiness came over me. When one is subjected
to questioning like that, one is obliged to lie. Something odd now
happened to me: I firmly believed I was lying when I told him of the
absolute loyalty of the Baltic barons to the Czar — but what I told him
was in fact the pure truth. It had been too long since I had stopped
moving in diplomatic circles.
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It was unbearably hot in St. Petersburg, and my husband sent me to
Peterhof, an old residence of the Czars. The great park, laid out in the
manner of Versailles, with many fountains, sloped down to the sea.
There were pretty villas in all the most beautiful parts of the place.
Everything was well tended, clean, un-Russian.

We were frequent guests in the house of General Keller,'™ and when
the great smotr (parade) was about to be held, he said to me: “Bring
your Austrian friends along with you. The ambassador also, if you like.”
The blond Russian giant looked at me with a smile — of the kind we
in Austria call a Malefizlicheln [a malicious smile]; but I did not notice
anything and thought only that he was most obliging.

Count Berchtold came to the smotr; he saw regiment after regiment
march and ride by. The Cossacks performed equestrian feats; their
shaggy little horses were trained like dogs, they could be made to do
anything. Artillery exercises followed. The Austrian ambassador was
standing near me; he grew more and more wide-eyed, and there was a
tense look on his face. Finally he whispered to me with a sigh: “My God,
how those Russians can shoot! I never would have thought it of them!
No — how those Russians can shoot!”

The whole smotr seemed to make a deep impression on him. He
became silent and meditative.

A few years later, however, that day on the great dusty plain had
apparently faded from his memory; he had forgotten “how those
Russians can shoot.”

Visit

That autumn my father, who had been in Japan and China, crossed
with the Trans-Siberian into Russia to visit us. For the first few days he
thought everything was wonderful. He went about the estate with my
husband, offered him bits of “good” advice, which fortunately for the
estate were not followed, and declared that a simple healthy life in the
country had always been his ideal.

On the third day he was already very discontented because there
was no mail. (The mail had to be fetched from the station, and when
my husband did not expect any important business letters we often
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went five or six days without mail.) Furthermore he wanted to go to a
barber’s for a shave and was horrified to learn that the nearest one was
three hours away.

“One shouldn’t exaggerate the benefits of country life,” he remarked
somewhat mournfully.

He had planned to stay three weeks, and he did; but he was probably
never in his entire life as utterly bored as during those three weeks.

We took him to visit other estates, but that did not turn out to be of
much help.

“Tell me,” he asked angrily after one of those visits, “are there no
pretty women at all in this damned country? How can the men stand it?”

Every dinner was a catastrophe. My father would try a bit of the food
and become more and more depressed.

“You always were a barbarian in culinary matters, dear child — but
how can one eat such awful stuff!”

He declared that he would starve to death here and walked gloomily
about the vegetable garden, digging up onions, which, according to
him, were the only edible thing we had to offer. Then he had the groom
bring him cookies from the nearest village. Whenever I went into his
room I found him sitting there, bored to death, behind a five-days-old
newspaper, nibbling cookies.

He also found himself in an annoying dilemma. Without my having
said a word to him, he noticed how hard life in the Baltics was for me.
So, not wanting to excite longings in me, he decided not to talk to me
about the real wide world outside. If, on occasion, he let himself go
and spoke disparagingly about our way of life, he would stop all of a
sudden, horrified, and change his tune: “You always wanted to live in
the country. All this is great for you. Just see to it that there is an heir
soon. Then you'll be completely happy.”

Everyday matters

My husband was as little aware as the other great landowners of an
enormous contradiction in their lives.

On the one hand, luxury: innumerable servants, riding and carriage
horses, vast sums spent on hunting, old wines, and food. And on the
other, a total lack of all the little things that make life attractive. Drawing-
rooms in which the truly quite beautiful old furniture was covered with
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dark rep — so that the dirt would not show so much, bathrooms with
no windows and no running water. (In any case, the custom was to take
only one “general bath” a week.) No books, no magazines — or at most:
Sport im Bild"® and, once in a while, Die Woche.'™*

Their passionate devotion to all things German made these people
look on foreign cultures with disdain. Young girls, out of patriotism, did
not learn Russian, and being able to speak good French or English was
almost immoral. In general, it was not good form to be educated — that
was left to the “literati.”

All this was easier to accept in the old than in the young people. A
few of the old gentlemen were — in a primitive way — grands seigneurs,
who had been transplanted from another century into the age of the
telephone and the telegraph. The telephone and the telegraph were in
any case used mainly for the entertainment of the landowners’ wives.
Telegrams were received at the county seat by fat Fraulein Paulson, who
would telephone the message to the estate; the same method was used
to send a telegram. If a telegram contained an interesting item of news
Fraulein Paulson telephoned the various estates: “Did you know that
Fraulein v. Y. has become engaged?” or “Baron X. has become a father.”
Once I sent my mother a telegram to Japan for her birthday. It was in
English, which Fraulein Paulson did not understand, and half an hour
later my mother-in-law rang me: “Is someone ill at your place? Did you
send a telegram to Japan?”

There were two railway stations near us — that is to say, one was
thirty, the other seventy kilometers away. The little train that stopped at
the closest one made fifteen kilometers an hour and in winter regularly
got stuck in the snow. According to one story, it once ran off the rails,
but neither the engineer nor the passengers noticed the difference. Still,
speed itself is a relative matter. Once we went to a cattle market and
took our head drover with us. He was a man of about forty, and he
had never been on a train before. As we boarded the train, he already
looked dubious, and when the train stopped at the first station, he came
to our compartment, pale, his knees trembling, and said, almost in
tears: “ won't go any further, gnidiger Herr. Not even if you fire me this
minute. The little devil runs like a mad thing, and there’s bound to be
an accident. One ought not to tempt God like this.”

In spite of all our assurances he got out and walked the whole of the
long way back.
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Even my father-in-law preferred driving twenty hours in a carriage
to riding in the train, albeit for a different reason. “I will not travel in
the same conveyance with the common herd.” Nor would he drive with
fewer than four horses, and in general he preferred six. His carriage
raced along; Jan, the coachman, continually threatened with the
prospect of being dismissed because he was thin (and a “gentleman’s
coachman” should be fat), drove like the very devil.

Gradually automobiles appeared, but they could not move very fast
on the bad roads and continually had to stop to allow frightened horses
and scarcely less frightened peasants to pass.

A charming story was told about one of the old landowners. His
nephew had bought an automobile, and the old gentleman let himself
be talked into taking a drive in it. The speed pleased him, and when he
got out he went up to the driver with a friendly smile and in the palm of
his hand offered him a lump of sugar. It was his custom to do this with
his horses when they made good time.

A%

A trip to town was always an exciting affair, for the train ran only
every twenty-four hours. If you missed it, you had to take the post
coach, which almost broke your bones. The Balts, who would let their
coachmen wait for hours in the bitterest winter cold — the horses were
always well covered — could not get used to the idea that they had to be
punctual. When we went to town it was always the same story: “Hurry
up. We'll miss the train.”

“I still have to shave.”

“There isn’t time. Come along.”

Then my husband would go to the telephone and ring the station-
master: “Herr Wilms, I am taking the train. We shall be a little late.
Please see to it that we don’t miss it.”

“Certainly, Herr Baron.”

And so indeed, when we arrived at the station half an hour late, there
was the train patiently waiting for us, and Herr Wilms received us with
a broad smile. Each year my husband made him a present of a cow.

b3
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Cows played an important role on the estate. They lived far better than
the workers, and if anything went wrong with them, the weather was
never too bad to fetch the vet. I was a little afraid of the cows and kept
out of their way; only the yard where the calves were raised appealed
to me. The little creatures were soft and gentle and came to know one.
But that too had its dark side; if one of the calves with which I had made
friends was slaughtered, I would eat no meat for days. This greatly
irritated my husband to whom it was “stupid sentimentality.”

Twice a year Herr Meischtke, the cattle dealer, a little red-headed
Jew, came to the estate. Sometimes he came in a carriage and four,
sometimes with two horses, now and then with one, and once, indeed,
on foot. But he recovered from every one of his business failures, and
managed to swim up to the surface again. As soon as he had enquired
about our health and asked if there was still no son and heir, the
trading and haggling would begin. Herr Meischtke had nothing to
teach my husband in this regard; the one was as crafty as the other.
My love of truth was outraged — how can one, as an aristocrat, try to
pass off inferior goods on a poor man who has to struggle so hard to
earn his living? I made a face and then finally burst out: “Don’t buy
that cow, Herr Meischtke. It has been sick for months and will not get
any fatter!”

From that day on, the moment Herr Meischtke arrived at the farm
he always asked: “Where is the gnidige Frau Baroness? The gnidige Frau
Baroness is a good business woman; she should be here when we strike
our deal.”

My husband had his revenge when I tried to sell my gelding,
Charmant, to one of his friends for a very good price. The deal was
almost closed when he asked in a friendly way: “Did my wife tell you
that the gelding limps as soon as it strikes pavement?”

When the visitor had gone, without having bought Charmant, I
reproached my husband bitterly.

“The fellow has so much money! And when I think of the way you
always try to get the better of poor Herr Meischtke!”
“One does not cheat one’s equals,” he replied sternly.
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The “Russian soul”

An Austrian relative went home after spending two weeks with us and
raved in all the salons about the “unfathomable soul of the Russian
people.” She had met two Russians: the excise officer who came at
regular intervals to check on the brewery, and the judge from the closest
county seat. For us, neither the excise officer, Alexander Tichonovitch,
nor Judge Vladimir Stepanovitch was in the least unfathomable; nor
in the matter of their souls was there much to remark. Alexander
Tichonovitch always announced his arrival the day before — it would
have been unpleasant for all if he had had to discover an irregularity in
the brewery.

“Is there enough Astchistchinoye (vodka)?” asked my husband
hanging up the telephone receiver. “Alexander Tichonovitch is coming
tomorrow.”

He drove up in the forenoon. Hearty greetings all around; I sputtered
a few words in broken Russian and led him to breakfast in the dining-
room. His little eyes shone as they glanced over the table. He sat down
and drank clear, colourless spirits out of a water glass. As far as the
effect was concerned, he might just as well have drunk water. He spent
two hours in this way. Then he went with me to the paddock; he was a
great horse fancier.

At luncheon he again drank quantities, and over coffee poured down
one liqueur after another. His grey face did not become in the least
flushed; he only talked a little more volubly, and his little grey eyes had
a moist gleam. At last, at about five o’clock he said lazily: “Really I must
go to the brewery now, but I'll be back for tea.”

I'looked at him affectionately. “Alexander Tichonovitch, I should so
like to make schnapps, but I haven’t any alcohol.”

“Ah, what a good Hausfrau!” he cried enthusiastically. “What a dear,
noble soul, always thinking of her guests! She shall make schnapps, the
dear Baroness, she shall indeed.”

And so, although it was strictly forbidden to take alcohol from
the brewery, he came back from his inspection with three enormous
bottles of “ninety degrees.” Sometimes he came back from the brewery
with a wrinkled brow and a troubled expression on his face. On such
occasions, my husband would tell me in the evening: “Poor Alexander
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Tichonovitch, he again has so many worries. His wife is not well, and
his son’s education costs so much. He told me all about his troubles.”

In our brewery everything was always in order.

Vladimir Stepanovitch was a different type, tall and thin with the
face of a hungry wolf. He came every year for a week to go hunting; it
was advisable, in order to be prepared for any eventuality, to be sure
to stay on good terms with him. As a passionate Russian he actually
hated Germans, but he loved hunting more than anything. He was an
exceptionally fine shot, and no wonder, for he was invited to hunt on all
the estates in the neighbourhood.

It was not altogether impossible to touch his judicial heart; you
had only to find the right “words.” How my rather taciturn husband
managed to do this, I once saw for myself. We were at the horse fair at
Fellin and were just about to have dinner when my husband was called
to the telephone. He came back half laughing; yet at the same time
irritated: “Can you imagine, Kubias Tonnison (the foreman) is being
sent to Siberia!”

“What? Why?”

“Yes, our estate manager just telephoned. The uriadnik has reported
Tonnison. Yesterday when they were weeding in the potato field
Tonnison said to the workers: ‘Do your work well. There will be war
next year with the Germans, and then we’ll have a revolution, and the
land will belong to us.” Today the gendarmes came and took Kubias to
O. Tomorrow morning he will be sent on.”

“The uriadnik only did that because Tonnison stole his girlfriend from
him. What are you going to do?”

“Nothing.”

“But poor Tonnison!”

“Poor Tonnison is a rotten apple, and if he says things like that he has
it coming to him.”

There was no getting around my husband with sentimental
arguments; the only way to reach him was through his feudal feelings
and his strong sense of being German.

“But you are not going to let that miserable uriadnik take away one
of your best workers! It was an impudence on his part to go ahead with
this without first informing you.”

“That is true.”



130 The Red Countess

“And surely youre not going to let a miserable Russian judge tell
you how to manage the estate. All this is a lot less about Ténnison than
about your authority.”

My husband got up. “I am going to telephone Vladimir Stepanovitch.”

He was angry when he came back. “Impossible to get anywhere with
that stupid fool. He says we can’t talk about such serious matters over
the telephone.”

“You see how that Russian is snapping his fingers at you.”

My husband laughed: “I know very well what your aim is. I don’t
care about Kubias, but I won’t let Vladimir Stepanovitch get the better
of me. Tonnison is to be taken away at four in the morning. We just have
time. Get changed, quickly. We are going to O.”

The last train had left long before; we made the first part of the trip
with our own horses, the last by post-coach. It was pouring cats and
dogs, a howling autumn wind was blowing. The post-coach rocked
from side to side on the road like a ship in rough seas, but I was too
worked up to notice it.

“Tell him we won't invite him to hunt again if he doesn’t release
Kubias.”

“That won’t be enough.”

“I'll chip in two hundred rubles myself.”

“It will cost five.”

“All right. I'll pay half.”

At four o’clock in the morning we arrived in O. Vladimir Stepanovitch
was awakened, and disappeared into his study with my husband.

Half an hour later the two men emerged, looking very pleased.

“An unfortunate error, Germinia Viktorovna,” said the judge amiably.

“I'm so sorry you have had to make this long journey in the middle of
the night. The uriadnik lied to me shamefully. He shall hear from me; it’s
unpardonable to arrest an innocent man.”

He turned to my husband.

“Tonnison can go back with you, if you like.” We shook hands with
the judge.

“Come to our place next week for some hunting, Vladimir
Stepanovitch,” I said affably. “We haven’t seen you in such a long time.”

“Thank you. With pleasure.”
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When the carriage at last got under way with the liberated Ténnison
on the box, my husband made a face: “These fellows are getting to be
absolutely shameless. That little joke cost me seven hundred. But I'll be
taking Tonnison in hand myself now.”

The one who came off worst in the whole affair was the uriadnik.
Three days later, as punishment for his bare-faced lie he was transferred
to a less desirable post. In his place came a fat friendly man whose
age was a safeguard against any mix-up with women, and who was
interested only in crimes against property.

Not all functionaries made as high demands as Vladimir
Stepanovitch — sometimes one got off for very little. Once, coming
home from Reval, I sat alone smoking in a “non-smoking” compartment.
A conductor appeared, called my attention to the “no smoking” sign
and went away.

After a little while, assuming that he would not come back, I lighted
another cigarette, only to be caught again by the conductor. This time he
spoke more sternly and said something about a fine.

He came back a third time and found me again with a lighted
cigarette. Very dignified, raising himself to his full height, every inch
the inexorable tchinovnik, he closed the door behind him and came over
to me. “It is forbidden...”

The devil got into me. I held out my cigarette case to him: “Do you
smoke?”

The conductor was speechless. Words stuck in his throat. But a
moment later he was sitting opposite me, grinning, and praising the
quality of my cigarettes. In the course of the ten-hour train ride, he came
many times to my compartment and smoked my cigarettes. “So long
as I am here,” he declared, “you will not get into trouble for smoking.”

“Crazy” ideas

I had now been three years in the Baltic provinces. My husband’s friends
and acquaintances shared, to a certain extent, the view of our workers:
the woman is not only an Austrian; she is totally mad. It was so easy to
come by a reputation for madness; it was enough to ask a guest: “At what
time would you like to take your bath?” A look of astonishment; then



132 The Red Countess

the outraged response: “Do you find me so dirty that you have to offer
me a bath?” Finally, a slight shaking of the head. I had been forgiven
similar faux-pas: the décolleté dress at dinner, the little silk candle-shades
on the dining-table lights, even the Paris skirts which came down only
to my ankles. But my political position, my conviction, bordering on
insanity, that an Estonian worker deserves the same respect as a Baltic
baron was unpardonable. And who would ever have dreamed of asking
a Baltic nobleman to sit down to dinner with an Estonian veterinarian?

One of our most frequent guests was a Baron Wolff; he was a wild
fellow, the type of the born lansquenet. He had served six months
for firing a load of buckshot into the behind of a postillion who was
not driving fast enough. Before that, he had fought on the side of the
Boers in the Transvaal. He was an even more accomplished drinker
than Alexander Tichonovitch, and in his hip-pocket he carried a loaded
Browning which he whipped out on the slightest provocation. Along
with that he was uncannily, almost pathologically arrogant. On one
occasion, he had come to us again to go hunting on the estate, when by
a stroke of misfortune we were obliged to call in the veterinarian in the
morning to attend to a thoroughbred dam in labour.

“The veterinarian can’t eat with us today,” my husband declared.
“Wolff would get up and leave the table if you expected that much of
him.”

“The veterinarian is better educated and far nicer than all of you put
together. If he doesn’t eat with you then I won't either.”

“Be reasonable, for goodness” sake. You know that at the very best
Wolff would only be rude to the man.”

“But if I get him to be polite?”

“Your speeches about the people won’t go down well with him.”

“I shan’t make any speeches,” I promised.

“Do as you like, but I won’t have any scenes at the table, do you
understand? And my guest is not to be offended.”

I went to our guest.

“Baron Wolff, is it true that you will not sit down to eat at the same
table with the veterinarian?”

“Naturally, with that filthy Estonian, certainly not!”
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I gave the “Baltic nobleman” a searching look. “You come to see us
almost every month, Baron Wolff. Have I ever refused to sit down to
table with you?”

The Baltic baron was speechless.

“Don’t you think,” I said smiling amiably, “that if I condescend to sit
down to table with a lowly baron, you might be happy sitting with the
veterinarian?”

Strangely enough this argument seemed to hit home. The luncheon
passed off peacefully and merrily, in spite of the veterinarian’s presence.
It is true that Baron Wolff later said to my husband: “If I had a wife like
yours, I would see to it that she got shipped off to Siberia as soon as
possible.”

Later I lost the Baron’s friendship for good, and his visits became
more infrequent. He was a wild anti-Semite, and could spend hours
badmouthing the Jews. That irritated me. My father had brought me the
first edition of the Semi-Gotha'!® in order to show me that I had a Jewish
relative — Saint Ignatius Loyola,'™ whose cousin was an ancestress of
mine on my mother’s side. (This edition was subsequently suppressed
because the Romanoffs were in it too.) To my great delight, I discovered
that the great-grandmother of the Jew-hating Baron Wolff was a Jewish
woman. So the next time the Baron came to visit us I placed the Semi-
Gotha, with the section about his family underlined in red, on the night
table in the guest room. From that day on, he absolutely could not stand
me.

“On the gentle art of making enemies”

My father sent me Whistler’s book, On the Gentle Art of Making Enemies'®
and wrote: “Actually you have no need of this. Still, you might just
discover a way of making yourself disliked in it that you hadn’t thought
of before.”

I don’t want to boast, but in this art — for as long as I lived in the
Baltic provinces — I was more than a match for Whistler.

What was one to do, after all, when small-pox broke out among
the workers on my father-in-law’s estate and not a thing was done to
combat the epidemic?
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“The seventh child died today in one of the families,” my mother-in-
law telephoned to tell me. She was a pious Protestant and an exemplary
mother.

“Have you had your people vaccinated?”

“No, Doctor Hasenjdger is away and father will not call another
doctor, but God will help.”

My mother-in-law had once asked me, “Do you Catholics also have
the commandments: thou shalt not steal, thou shalt not kill, thou shalt
not commit adultery?” and I had answered: “On the contrary: our faith
exhorts us to do all those things.” Consequently, she was not in the
least surprised that the Catholic woman had more faith in vaccination
than in God. What was more surprising was that the Catholic woman
translated her faith into action by ringing up Vladimir Stepanovitch.

“Vladimir Stepanovitch, people are dying like flies of small-pox on
the W. estate. This is criminal. See to it that a doctor is sent out there at
once to vaccinate the workers. Otherwise, I shall telegraph the Governor.
Yes, certainly, you should feel free to say who demanded this.”

The Governor was like God to these people, and the crazy Austrian
woman was capable of anything. The doctor appeared on my father-
in-law’s estate, accompanied by two gendarmes, and the workers were
vaccinated along with their wives and children.

To tell the truth, mass vaccination of this kind was not such a simple
matter, as | had to learn for myself when I insisted that it be done on our
estate. All our people were summoned, I bared my arm, and the doctor
approached with his needle, so that everyone might see that there
was absolutely nothing to be afraid of. Yet in spite of this, the women
were terror-stricken and started to weep, and one of the workers, a
fellow as strong as an ox, fell down in a dead faint after witnessing the
“operation.” He collapsed right into my arms, and almost bowled me
over. The blacksmith’s wife took her three children, fled into the forest,
and was not seen again until five days later.

My husband was triumphant: “Now you see that it's impossible to
get anywhere with this herd.”

“Because no one teaches them anything. Let me build a school, then
you'll see soon enough. We have about a hundred children here. Please
let me set up a school; I will pay the teacher.”
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I was pregnant at the time; at last there was the prospect of an heir;
and my husband was in a gentle mood.

“Very well, but on one condition — the wealthy peasants in the
neighbourhood must pay a part of the cost. See if you can persuade
them.”

Did anyone ever succeed in persuading a wealthy peasant to do
anything? I did not, at any rate. They scratched behind their ears and
announced unanimously: “We don’t want a school. When children get
a bit of education, they go off to the city and don’t want to work on the
land any more. No, we won’t pay anything.”

That was the end of the school project. It was the last public
improvement plan my husband showed at least some willingness to
co-operate on. A few months later his hopes for a son were dashed for
the second time; and after a serious operation, I was nothing more than
a fragile woman with eccentric ideas, in need of constant care, good for
nothing.

Marriage and politics

Things had now come to such a pass that my husband and I were no
longer good-humouredly scornful of each other’s opinions or hopeful
of bringing the other around to our own position. When the mail bag
arrived whoever opened it handed the other his newspaper with the
fire-tongs so as not to dirty his hands on it.

More and more frequently I heard the words: “I will not allow such
a thing to be said in my house!”

“Where am I to speak the truth, then? Among strangers? I must have
a neutral spot somewhere where I can speak as I wish.”

I became obsessed by the idea of a “neutral” spot. Finally I bought a
wood near the house from my husband with the intention of being “the
master” there at least. Yet even this fell short of achieving my goals. If
my husband was out riding, he would give it a wide berth whenever
he knew I was there, and even when he did enter it on one occasion,
I was more preoccupied with the threat of the venomous snakes that
inhabited it than with starting a discussion.

Had it not been for politics we might have got along quite well
together; I had become so attached to country life that I loved even the
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silence and solitude of the winters. My husband for his part forgave my

“eternal reading” and “stupid obsession with culture” and no longer
hoped to make “a real Baltic housewife” out of me. But the conversation
always veered towards politics, and scarcely a day passed without our
getting into a “purely political” row.

I experienced the worst of all of these on the way home from my
parents-in-law’s estate. The newspapers had arrived during dinner,
bearing news of a failed attempt on the life of the king of Italy.'* All
evening I had listened patiently to repeated expressions of indignation at
the “villainous” anarchists and had held my tongue. But family dinners
rarely put one in a good mood. When at last we were in the sleigh
going home and my husband began to speak again of the assassination
attempt, I lost patience: “Stop, please, I implore you. I prefer the man
who tried to do that to all of you. He risked something for the sake of
his convictions.”

“Be quiet!”

“I can say what I like. I am truly sorry that the attempt failed.” (I was
in no way a supporter of individual acts of “terror”; equally, I was not
going to allow myself to be terrorized.)

“] will not permit you to say such things in my presence, do you
understand?”

“I am more than sorry that the attempt failed.”

“Joseph!” my husband called out to the driver. “Stop!”

The coachman obeyed. My husband took me gently in his arms and
carefully lifted me out of the sleigh.

“Drive on.”

There I was with my convictions and my anger, standing in the deep
snow in low, open shoes and an evening dress with a long train under
my fur coat, with nothing to do but walk the still considerable distance
home in the darkness. Such incidents did not make me more favorably
disposed toward reactionaries and autocrats.

The “business” with Sviderski

There were hours when we stared at one another like two mistrustful
animals, each one of us thinking, in despair: “The other means well
enough. If I only treated him with more understanding, he would



1. The End and the Beginning: The Book of My Life 137

really be a very good person. But it’s impossible to penetrate the wall of
prejudices he has built up around himself.”

My husband discovered a curious explanation for my convictions.
“You only side with the mob out of cowardice. You believe it will soon
come to power, and you think that by siding with it now you will be all
right when that happens. Strange, because you are not a coward in any
other respect.”

I justified myself. “You know I am not afraid. Just remember the
affair with Sviderski.”

The “affair with Sviderski” was one of the high spots of my life
and had earned me high praise from the male members of the family.
Sviderski, the new manager of the estate, was an unbearable, brutal East
Prussian who beat the workers and was always telling everyone that
his sister was married to a baron. Between us there was bitter enmity;
I dubbed him Sigasax (German swine), and soon that is what all the
workers called him. One afternoon when I was alone in the house, I
heard a shot, and a moment later the cook came running in to me. “Oh
my God, Sviderski is blind drunk; he is standing in the kitchen shooting
with his Browning.”

Crack — a second shot, and then a third.

The cook was weeping: “What shall we do, gnidige Frau, for God's
sake, what shall we do?”

“No one is to go into the kitchen. I shall go down to him myself.”

“No, no, he will shoot the gnidige Frau dead.”

I was much too furious with Sigasax to feel any dread. In the hall I
took down a riding whip — what I expected to do with a whip against
arevolver, I do not know — and ran to the kitchen. There stood Sigasax
near the door, grinning idiotically. He raised his big Browning and
aimed at me.

I shall probably be dead in a moment, I said to myself, but then a
saving thought flashed through my brain: the fellow is a Prussian, has
seen service, has the military in his bones, and he is too drunk to know
who is standing in front of him. In as military a tone as possible I yelled:
“Right about face! Forward, March!”

He was a Prussian of the true Wilhelminian school. His body stiffened,
and he came to attention. Then he marched past me, as though I were
a sergeant-major, through the other kitchen door into the open. With
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military commands I drove him across the court into his room where I
locked him up. My husband laughed so much over my clever idea that
he quite forgot to send Sigasax away. It was only months later that I
managed to get rid of him.

Freedom from care

A great deal of alcohol was consumed in the Baltic provinces. In winter
the work days were short, and the workers drowned out the boredom of
their dreary homes with schnapps. The steward in charge of our dairy-
farm, a responsible, hardworking man, got drunk four times a year. On
those occasions he filled the milk-wagon with empty cans, hitched up
two horses, and galloped over the whole estate. The cans rattled about
making an infernal din, while the steward sat on the box with a blissful
expression on his face, singing at the top of his voice, and driving the
horses as hard as he could. The god of drunkards was good to him.
Nothing ever happened either to him or to his horses; only milk cans
strewn along the road marked the path taken by the cart.

The Estonian peasants were not satisfied with schnapps; they were
drawntoamoredeadlydrink:ether. Atthe pharmacyinthecountyseatyou
could get anything you wanted — ether, cocaine, morphine — without
a prescription. The estates purchased medicaments in large, wholesale
quantities. In our huge medicine cabinet there was enough poison to
send the whole estate to a better world. There were dreary days when I
would stand in front of the shelf where the morphine and hypodermic
needles were stored and have to call on every ounce of willpower I
possessed, in order to resist the temptation to make my life easier with
the help of these dangerous remedies. The ether-drinkers one ran into
did not shout and stagger about like the brandy-drinkers. They had
fixed expressions and seemed totally oblivious of their surroundings;
this made a far more disturbing impression than ordinary drunkenness.
It was heart-rending to see human beings destroying themselves in this
manner.

The Baltic barons drank quite as much as their “vassals,” but — with
the exception of certain notorious drinkers — only on special occasions.
On many of the estates there was only milk on the table when the family
was alone. (The water was undrinkable.) At dinners and hunts, however,
most of the “bearers of culture” got roaring drunk. The next day the
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salons looked like the scene of a battle. In the mahogany table-leaves
there were huge holes burnt by cigars, sofa cushions with their stomachs
ripped open lay all around, broken glass was everywhere. My piano was
completely out of tune, one of the guests having poured a whole bottle
of wine on the strings. In the circles in which I had formerly lived it was
unheard of for men to get drunk in the presence of women — the worst
that ever happened was that a Hungarian diplomat became sentimental
and paid court more passionately than decorum allowed to some pretty
woman or other, or sadly announced that nobody loved him. But here
the men were frequently blind drunk, and their ever so moral wives
thought nothing of it. “Our poor menfolk, they have so many worries
with the farms. They have to relax once in a while.”

When they went into “town” they amused themselves in the same
primitive and uncivilized manner as the merchants from Nizhny
Novgorod, for whom they had such disdain. The women stayed
irreproachably with relatives and saw to it that there was herring and
mineral water to deal with the inevitable hangover of their menfolk. I
was the first respectable woman in Livland'” to get the men to take her
along with them to a honky-tonk.

The superflous bunch of keys

The Estonian peasant and worker was a good sort, intelligent, industrious,
upright, a good friend and an equally good enemy. The dishonesty of
the people was not an inborn trait; they were poorly paid, their working
conditions were harsh — they were obliged to steal.

“I tell you, dear child,” my mother-in-law often said to me, “that will
not do. You must lock up the sugar and marmalade. You know well
enough that the servants steal like ravens.”

“Not at my house.”

And that was not an exaggeration. After having made life miserable
for myself during the first few months by continually leaving the
enormous bunch of keys around, I tried another method. I called the
servants together and in bad Estonian but with much emotion made
them a fine speech, in which I told them that they were to feel at home
in my house and that they should live as well as I did. If they wanted
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something they were to tell me, and as good friends do not secretly take
things from each other, I begged them not to either.

The people looked at me in astonishment, and then there was general
hand-shaking. So I was able to rest easy, lay aside forever the hated keys,
and proudly tell my neighbours: “At my house nothing is stolen.”

Hatred in the land

There was something even more exciting in Dorpat than the honky-
tonk — a visit to the book-seller. Old Herr Kriiger, a German from
Germany proper, had taken me straight to his heart; the fact that I was his
best customer may well have strengthened his affection for me. I spent
long hours browsing among his books, generally in the forenoon when
the shop was empty. As soon as the clerks had gone to lunch, he would
give me a knowing smile and then roll down the iron shutter in front
of the shop. A candle was lighted, and like two conspirators we tiptoed
down into the cellar, one part of which was separated from the rest by
an iron door. Herr Kriiger looked around nervously, then pulled away
the boxes piled before the iron door, took a key out of his pocket, opened
the door without making a sound, and led me into the dangerous space
where “forbidden” books were kept. A strange assortment. Stepniak,'®
Kropotkin,'” Kennan’s work on Siberia,'° Riitten & Loening’s series
on “Society”,"! works by Sombart and Bebel.!"? Any one of these books
would have been sufficient to send Herr Kriiger to Siberia. Down here in
the cellar, in the infectious atmosphere of forbidden writings, a change
came over the old man. He no longer spoke in the third person; he did
not say: “Here is a book which might interest the Baroness,” but: “Look
at this, this is an interesting work, but the people here don’t understand
anything. They are barbarians.” Then, to his heart’s content, he would
vent his contempt for the barons, the reactionaries, the whole country. In
his damp, musty book catacomb the respectable little old man became
a revolutionary. Here all his hatred of the arrogant aristocracy, all the
anger he had had to keep bottled up for months, spilled out. For a brief
moment, down there in the cellar of his book shop, he was a free man.
Such sudden transformations were not unusual. I studied Russian
with a young Estonian girl who had graduated from the Russian
Gymnasium. Her brother had been exiled to Siberia after the 1905
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Revolution, and her father, a small farmer, was still being subjected by
the police to repeated house searches and other forms of harassment. At
first Linda Must was distant and reserved. She gave me my hour and
never spoke a word that did not pertain to the Russian lesson. Slowly I
managed to gain her confidence and later even her friendship. She let
herself be persuaded to stay for tea after the lesson was over. I was happy
to have some one with whom I could talk openly. Linda was a pretty
girl, lively and clever. Once we were chatting happily of a hundred
different things, when in astonishment I noticed that a change had
come over my little friend. She was again sitting up stiffly, her face quite
expressionless, as though she had put on a mask, and her eyes were cold
and hard. In the doorway of the salon stood my husband — the enemy,
the aristocrat. For as long as he was there, not a word was to be got out
of her. An oppressive, icy atmosphere of hatred filled the entire room.

Friends

This hatred of the landlords smouldered throughout the whole land,
suppressed, but ready to break out at any moment. The Baltic barons,
unabashed fighting men and rowdies, did not mind at all being
surrounded by enemies; it added zest to their primitive joie de vivre.
Besides, they despised their opponents and were convinced that they
would always be able to handle them. I, in contrast, was depressed by
my awareness of the general hostility, though I personally was never
an object of it. The workers on our estate felt that for some reason or
other the “foreign baroness” was on their side; they liked me, and they
were good to me. The herdsmen neglected the other animals so as to
take special care of my sheep. When I let the cook persuade me that it
was possible to cross a hen with a pheasant the forester caught me a
beautiful pheasant cock and the foreman planted a whole wood in the
chicken run so that the pheasant would feel at home. The crossing did
not work out, for although the hens were willing the pheasant refused
to perform his marital functions. The wood, however, flourished in the
chicken run and was a source of much happiness to me, as a sign that
the people of whom I was genuinely fond did not look upon me too as
an enemy.
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The workers, male and female alike, never lost an opportunity of
demonstrating their friendship for me. I remember a certain potato
harvest; my husband had gone off to hunt and I was to see to it that none
of the potatoes were stolen. I was ashamed to stand idly in the fields
among all the people working, and so I worked along with them as best
I could. Now and again a worker came up to me and, using the familiar

“du” form they used among themselves, said: “Don’t tire yourself out.
The basket is too heavy for you, don’t lift it.” And when it began to get
cool, one of the workers suddenly stepped up holding my leather jacket;
without a word he had run to the house, half an hour away, to fetch the
jacket for me.” Our lady is not to catch cold.” The good fellow was most
bewildered when I suddenly began to cry because I was so touched by
his goodness.

I also think back upon one gloomy winter evening, when after a
nasty scene with my husband I lost my head and ran wildly out into the
snow. I had no idea where I was going, I only wanted to get away, far
away — perhaps I would freeze to death, and then everything would
be all right.

My husband, who knew how much I feared the cold, thought: “She
will come back as soon as she gets cold,” and sat down calmly at his
desk. The house servants were of another opinion, however. They set
out with lanterns to hunt for me.

I'ran into the forest, where the snow was very deep. I was dead tired;
I sat down on the ground and tried to go to sleep — that was the easiest
way to freeze to death. In the distance I heard voices calling: “Praua!
Praua! (Lady!) Where are you?” But I let them call; I did not want to go
back. I was beginning to be overcome by a pleasant weariness. How
good it would be to go to sleep, to forget everything, and never be sad
again. I felt my eyes closing.

Someone shook me awake. Standing above me, a lantern in her hand,
was Kaje, the washerwoman, who could hold her own with any man
when it came to drinking and fighting. Her face, hard as if carved out of
wood, beamed with joy because she had at last found me.

“Come back at once.”

“I don’t want to, Kaje. Go away and let me die.”

She laughed. “Nonsense!” Then she picked me up like a child, placed
me on her shoulders, and carried me back to the house, scolding me all
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the way, but now and again interjecting gently in her hoarse, boozy
voice:

“You poor child! You poor child!”

I had dreamed of helping these people to a better, easier life, and
now I was for them a “poor child” who needed to be helped and cared
for.

A worker’s holiday

There came a broiling hot summer. The fields dried up, clover and grass
turned yellow. The sky was a relentless blue. Sometimes a little cloud
would pass overhead and all eyes would be turned upward: Will it
bring rain? The land was dying of thirst: the cows dragged themselves
feebly around the parched meadows; all night long you could hear the
mournful sound of an accordion; the fear of a crop failure lay heavy in
the air. Now and again a hot breeze rose and drove clouds of smoke
up as far as the house. A forest was on fire! Anyone driving through
the country would come across veritable oceans of flame. The forests
burned like match-wood, giant trees fell crashing to the ground, and
for miles around there was a smell of smoke and soot. The horses were
afraid and raced like mad past the flaming torches that had once been
trees.

On St. John's Eve, the summer solstice, other fires burned. This one
night was the workers’ lupanar — in an honourable sense. On this one
night in the entire year all class distinctions were erased. The festivities
took place in a large clearing not far from the house. There were rivers
of schnapps and beer. No one could refuse to drink when invited. A
worker came up with his glass: “Drink, Praua, to your health and mine
and to the harvest!” Before the celebration of St. John’s Eve [ used to take
lots of aspirin for I had discovered that this was a way of forestalling
the effects of the alcohol. St. John’s Eve was the only time when I did
not take pleasure in the friendship of the workers. At one of the fires a
certain Kubias was reciting a long poem of his own composition about
an Estonian who left his home and went to a foreign land. There were
thirty stanzas to the poem, and Kubias stopped at the end of each one
to ask me if I liked it. At other fires, the game was to leap over them.
The women laughed: “Our lady is not a real woman, she can leap like
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a young girl.” They came up to me. “What about that son, dear lady? It
is really time now. But you are a gypsy, and gallop about the fields on
a horse. You are a good woman; we would like you to give us a son for
the estate.”

I glanced nervously at my husband. He too wanted a son; I had
gradually become in his sight the most useless creature in the world — a
woman who cannot have children.

At another spot I was seized by the workers, lifted up high and tossed
through the air to another group. This was a most respectful act, a proof
of their friendship, but it was not particularly pleasant. The people
were accustomed to their own hefty women and did not reckon with
my lightness; they threw me much higher than they expected, and I was
happy when I landed in the arms of the second group without mishap.

Still, it was a beautiful night; people forgot their enmity; the red
moon lit up happy faces; and the workers, masters for one night, were
friendly and full of good will.

Female harvesters and colonists

At harvest time female workers came over from the Island of Moon."?
They wore red kerchiefs on their heads and were strong-willed women,
who did not let themselves be pushed around. But each one of them
could do the work of two men.

The Moon girls had a house to themselves and set great store by
cleanliness and neatness. They were always dissatisfied with everything,
but the most tyrannical landlords yielded to their demands in all matters.
These girls were extremely chaste, and no man was allowed into their
house. In the evenings they walked about in pairs, like wandering
poppies with dark red heads.

In the autumn Russian women were brought in for the potato harvest.
The moment they saw me, they would again ask: “Have you a son now?
What, not yet? Well, why haven’t you a son?” They would scold me, sit
down on the ground near me, and give me all sorts of good tips to help
me finally have a child.

The Russian women were the despair of the manager and the
foremen. They would work very industriously for a certain time and
then all sit down in the field and sing songs. No amount of scolding or
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threats affected them. Not until they had had their fill of singing would
they return to work.

The German colonists who were being hired on many of the estates
were dangerous competition for the Estonian workers. One autumn my
father-in-law too decided to employ German colonists. Stocky, sturdy
peasant types with long blond and red beards, they arrived with their
whole kit and caboodle. Strangely enough these Swabian peasants, who
for generations had only married among themselves and still spoke in
Swabian dialect, were very Jewish in appearance. The colonists were
not packed together in some hole like the Estonian “herd of animals.”
They were given decent, clean accommodations; they also got better pay
and more allowances.

“It is a real pleasure all the same,” my father-in-law opined, “to
deal with people who speak our own language and who have honesty
written all over their faces.”

And my mother-in-law chimed in enthusiastically: “They are so God-
fearing, they have asked me to read a sermon to them every Sunday and
sing hymns with them.”

“Isn’t the service for the ‘common herd” good enough for them?” I
asked spitefully.

In the various Lutheran churches scattered widely over the
countryside there were in fact two services on Sunday — one, very
early in the morning, for the “people” and one, later in the morning, for

“gentlefolk.” No “common” person was permitted to attend the latter.
I myself once saw the sexton shut the door of the church in the face
of an old peasant woman who had the audacity to want to attend the
“gentlefolk’s” service.

On Sundays the colonists streamed into the big salon. They asked for
a “nice, long sermon” and could not get enough of hymns; they always
had to sing “just one more.”

“There is something really touching about the piety of these simple
people,” said my father-in-law, who was not easily touched.

“What about their work?” I inquired somewhat indelicately. I did not
like these cunning peasant types with their nauseating religious zeal.

“They haven’t got used to things yet. But you'll see — as soon as they
feel more at home they’ll get twice as much done as the Estonians.”
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The labour contracts were, as a rule, for one year. For that entire
period, a worker did not have the right to leave the job and equally
the landlord did not really have the right to fire a worker, though that
stipulation was not taken too seriously. As wages were paid half-yearly
in cash, it was impossible for a worker to leave. The German colonists
were craftier than the Estonians; they insisted on being paid monthly.
When winter came all those good people, except for one tall, thin, red-
haired fellow, cleared out without saying a word, in the dead of night.
The following morning their houses stood empty, and my father-in-law
was left to manage as best he could. I was triumphant, for with much
effort I had kept my husband from hiring colonists and so taking the
bread out of the mouths of our Estonian workers, and he had finally
agreed to wait and see “how the folk at W. turn out”

The “one faithful colonist,” tall red-haired Ulrich, now became an
important person on the W. estate. My father-in-law made him assistant
manager and trusted him blindly; my mother-in-law gave a long sermon
every Sunday for him alone, and then all the other members of the
family had to come and sing hymns with him. Being of “another faith,”
I was generally excused from this domestic religious service, though
I “went along” with it when my two youngest brothers-in-law were
at home. With them it was always possible to get something amusing
going. We agreed to come to the service if we were permitted to select
the hymns. So one fine day, to the horror of the God-fearing Ulrich, we
sang a Moravian hymn which I had discovered in an old scrap book,
and which — among other beautiful verses — contained the following:

I am an evil carrion, A wicked child of sin, Whose sins like Jewish usuries
Consume themselves within. Lord take this sinful dog to You, Throw
out the bone of grace, And bring this poor benighted one Unto Your
Heavenly place.

As it turned out, red-haired Ulrich was indeed himself, in the depths
of his heart, a child of sin. Just before the half-yearly pay-day my
father-in-law sent him to the nearest town to pick up the money for the
wages — a very considerable sum — at the bank. Ulrich disappeared
with the money, leaving no trace. My mother-in-law warned me over
the telephone: “When you come to see us on Sunday, dear child, please
don’t ask father about the ‘last of the Mohicans’; he is certain to fly into
arage.”

No more German colonists were given employment on the W. estate.
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A father-in-law’s ways

My father-in-law held fast to the old German principle: “I am master
in my own house.” The whole family, even his grown sons, trembled
before him. He was a handsome, unbelievably young-looking man,
a first-rate horseman and hunter, and thoroughly convinced of his
likeness to God. If anyone contradicted him he flew into a rage. Since
his twenty-first year when he had married and come into possession of
the estate, his will had been law.

As a child I had been so afraid of my mother that merely hearing
her step was enough to make my knees shake; I understood a child’s
fear. But that grown men should tremble before another man I could
not comprehend. So it happened that in his fifty-second year, for the
first time in his life, the universally feared and detested master of W.
encountered an individual who dared to contradict him, who would not
allow herself to be roared at, and who — when it came to the “explosion”
so much feared by all the others — was capable of being every bit as
disagreeable as himself. At first his astonishment was boundless. He
would stare at me as though he thought I had lost my mind, then he
would roar louder than ever: “If I were your husband I should beat you
to a pulp.”

“If you were my husband I should either have murdered you a
long time ago, or else you would have learned how to behave like a
gentleman.”

“You forget that I am your husband'’s father.”

“The poor fellow can’t be blamed for that.”

“When I speak, you are to hold your tongue!”

“Can you explain to me why I should?”

The “explosion” would drag on. My poor mother-in-law would sit
trembling in the next room. There would be an anxious expression on
my husband’s face, but my small sisters-in-law would have a hard time
concealing their glee.

The battle would end mostly with my father-in-law’s saying, “It’s
impossible to get anywhere with you” and leaving the room.

Strangely enough, in spite of everything, he felt a certain fondness
for me, mixed with fear. He was the only one who did not reproach me
continually for being childless. In the two last years we almost never
quarelled, and in a weak moment he once admitted, “It is impossible to
get the better of that thin little woman.”
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A weary summer

The all-powerful tyrant did not know that at that very time I had come
to a point at which the Baltic provinces and life itself had just about
done with me. I was ill a lot of the time, could no longer ride or swim
or take long walks, spent half the day lying on a chaise-longue, and had
ample time to think about things.

The thoughts that went through my mind were not particularly
happy ones. I knew very well that my whole life was a betrayal of the
cause in which I believed — in which, in fact, I believed more strongly
the more I observed the injustice and oppression all around me. As a
decent, self-respecting human being, I had to go away, begin a new life,
work, serve the movement. But I was so tired that I longed only for rest,
and I was afraid of the difficulties and the cares of an independent life,
for which I felt I was quite unprepared.

My mother came on a visit and said: “I really don’t see how you can
live in such primitive, inelegant surroundings.” But when I compared
my existence and my surroundings with those of our workers I was
ashamed and could not understand how it was possible for me to act so
much against my conscience.

My little friend Linda had gone to St. Petersburg; everyone I came in
contact with had different convictions from mine. What could I hope to
achieve all alone against all of them?

Somewhere far away, there was a larger world where people were
fighting for justice, but here I lay in the garden under the tall pines,
reading, knitting warm clothes for the workers’ children, and thinking
as the sun went down behind the mournful silver willows: the end of
another useless day. Will there ever be anything but useless days in my
life?

My poor husband was pleased that | had become “quiet and gentle”;
but he could not understand why my buoyant good spirits had so
completely disappeared. Still, a gentle, boring wife was better than a
merry, loud-mouthed one.

What I remember of these last two summers is above all the great
silence. The little flower garden that I had laid out on the model of an
old Italian convent garden was filled with the scent of roses; through the
silver leaves of the willows the vast wheat fields were visible, bathed
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in a golden glow; the house gleamed white in the sunlight; and the
dogs lay in the shade near my deckchair snapping lazily at the flies.
Never before had I loved the house, the garden, the whole wonderfully
beautiful estate as I did now that I was telling myself: I have to give it up,
I can’t allow myself to live off the labour of others any longer. But my
cowardice was always finding a way out, a reason to delay: I was ill, I
was tired, I would be incapable of doing anything constructive. Not yet.
Just a few more months, another year of ease and security.

A murder

As summer drew to a close, a great anxiety came over the entire
countryside. All sorts of strange things had been happening. One
peasant’s barn was burned down, another found his cows dead in
the meadow one morning. “Revolutionary” activities were clearly not
involved, because the big landlords were unscathed; the mysterious evil
had not touched them. Those affected were certain peasants who had a
“bad reputation,” and who were said to have belonged, years ago, to a
band of house burglars.

One beautiful summer night there was loud knocking at the heavy
house door, which was locked. My husband opened it, and on the
steps stood a woman weeping, the wife of a tenant who lived about
ten minutes away from us: “My husband has been murdered! A half an
hour ago. Some one knocked at the door, and when he went to open it
he was shot in the head with a bullet. It killed him at once.”

Murder, a murder in the still of the summer night, and only a short
distance from us. My husband took his revolver.

“Telephone at once to Vladimir Stepanovitch, and have him send the
gendarmes. And telephone to Fellin for the police bloodhound. Have
the groom saddle the horses at once and get the peasants out to help
with the man-hunt. Are you afraid?”

“No.”

“Then go down to the river. He might have tried to escape that way.
Is your revolver loaded?”

“Yes.”

“If you catch sight of the fellow down there, try to hit him in the leg.
Don’t aim too high. I'll be along in a few minutes.”
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Standing at my post by the river was not exactly reassuring. In the
bright moonlight the bushes cast strange shadows which moved like
living beings, and the branches cracked and creaked. I drew Jacko, the
setter, close to me. We stood there motionless. Let the man please not
come this way. He is a murderer, that’s true, but to shoot at a human
being! And anyway, I'm such a bad shot, I'm bound to hit him in the
stomach instead of the leg.

At last one of the foremen, armed with a shot-gun, took over from
me. The entire farm was awake now; figures rose up everywhere out
of the shadows. The men were furious, totally intent on capturing the
murderer, while the women moaned, frightened to death. The last to
show up was the fat uriadnik who came over from the next farm. Half
asleep, he declared that it was a mean trick to commit a murder in the
middle of the night and frighten people out of their sleep. My husband
distributed guns to the men and sent them out in different directions.
Then the horrific gave way to the prosaic.

“Have the cook make coffee and butter some bread so that the
peasants can have something to eat. And put some schnapps on ice for
the captain of the gendarmerie.”

Gradually silence again settled over the farm. Down in the little
hut, which was visible from the upper stories of the house, lay a dead
man, and somewhere not very far from us, the murderer was trying
to get away. The moon leered mockingly, and in the east the sky was
beginning to be coloured pink.

Clip, clop — the sound of hoofs on the highway. Strange hard
knockings like the approach of a threatening fate. The pack in the kennels
began to howl. A command shouted in Russian, and the gendarmes
came to a halt in front of the house.

The captain declared that he could do nothing until the police dog
arrived, and sat down to eat his breakfast in comfort. In the yard the
horses champed at the bit, and the young workgirls joked around with
the gendarmes until the big bell sounded the call to work.

A loud murmur of voices, the sound of heavy steps; the peasants
are coming. I looked out of the window; it is a scene from the Peasant
War. That is how “Poor Konrad”'* might have marched his men out.
At their head an old white-haired peasant with a scythe in his hand;
following him, peasants armed with ancient flint-locks, axes and flails,
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sickles, and heavy oak clubs. Faces twisted in anger, raised, threatening
fists: “We'll tear the fellow to bits.”

Breakfast calmed them slightly, but they would not wait for the
police dog. They divided up into four troops and marched off again.

At last the police captain had his fill of coffee and bread and butter;
he began to drink schnapps and eat herring. Then the sound of rolling
wheels; the Doberman arrived in a little peasant cart, escorted on both
sides by mounted gendarmes, like a prisoner.

The other gendarmes came out; the dog was led away ahead of them
all to the hut of the murdered man. (As in a detective story, the murderer
had dropped his leather belt in front of the hut.)

The dog sniffed about for a while, then picked up the scent. He raced
like mad across a great swampy meadow and plunged into the pine
wood that lay along the highway. The gendarmes, my husband, and
some armed men from the estate followed him.

It was as though a a pack of hounds had been set loose on the trail of
a hare. Somewhere a human being was trying to get away, creeping low
behind bushes, anxiously avoiding every open space, wading across
brooks to wipe out his tracks. Behind him the dog, the gendarmes, the
furious peasants — a man hunt.

About noontime a peasant from the neighbourhood rode up and
asked to speak to me alone.

“I have just received a threatening letter. Probably from the murderer.
He is threatening to set fire to my farm. Phone the police in O. for me,
and tell them to send me two gendarmes.”

“You can phone yourself.”

“No chance. He also threatens to shoot me or anyone else who
informs the police. You phone.”

I gathered that the peasant would rather have me be shot than
himself, and so I phoned.

In the afternoon the Russian examining magistrate arrived, an
innocent-looking, still quite young man with a round face and round
eyes behind spectacles. There was nothing about him that corresponded
in the least to my idea of an examining magistrate; he chatted away
innocently and amiably and drank unbelievable quantities of tea.

Slowly the peasants came home; they had not found the murderer.
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The hearing

Darkness began to fall and the endless day gradually drew towards
evening. A gendarme rode up to the house and announced to the
magistrate in a military manner: “We have him. He was about four
hours from the estate. We found him in a pasture. He was running
around a hay-stack like a madman.”

The expression on the magistrate’s face changed. His round eyes lit
up behind the glasses. He wet his lips with his tongue and took on the
look of a cat that has just spied a mouse.

“When will he be here?” he asked.

“In about an hour.”

“Have him sent in to me at once.”

“At your service, your honour.”

The magistrate smiled amiably at me. “Now you will soon see me at
work, Germinia Viktorovna.”

He walked through all the rooms to choose the one best suited to
his “work.”

“The Baron’s study will be best.” He arranged the table lamp. “I shall
sit here, and we'll put the fellow over there in the light.”

The posse returned; chained between two gendarmes was a pale
frightened little man who seemed anything but a murderer. The
gendarmes had found no weapons on him. The magistrate did not give
him time to draw a breath. The prisoner was taken immediately into
the study and seated on a stool directly in the brilliant light of the desk
lamp. The magistrate leaned back in his arm-chair. Nothing was to be
seen of his entire face except the lenses of his spectacles, which reflected
the light from the lamp.

Then the hearing began.

At first the prisoner protested his innocence; he had indeed heard the
shot; but he had been on the scene by accident. The murderer had met
him and forced him to go with him. Yes, he knew who the murderer
was, but he did not dare tell his name.

Questions rained on him like hail-stones. Every statement he made
was dissected, torn to pieces, twisted this way and that. A plump,
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threatening finger shot out of the shadow. The magistrate’s voice was
sharp as a knife and cold as ice. From time to time he asked in an almost
friendly tone: “Ah, so that was how it happened, eh? I see — ee — ee.”

Then suddenly his round head seemed to roll out of the dark like a
ball straight towards the accused man, the spectacles flashed, and the
dreadful cold voice drawled: “You are lying.”

Somewhere behind the drawn curtains silence and peace lay over the
fields, somewhere people fought honourably with the same weapons,
but here one man was boring a screw into the brain of another, boring
deeper and deeper and smiling as he did it.

The prisoner became entangled in contradictions; he began to
stammer; sweat ran down his face; his hands trembled. Once he pleaded:

“Water.”

I got up at once, but a gesture from the judge kept me back. “Not
now, Germinia Viktorovna. Later, after he has confessed, he may have
anything he likes.”

My hands were trembling too, and there was perspiration on my
forehead. Vainly I tried to tell myself: “The man is a nasty murderer.
He shot some one who had been one of his friends; he doesn’t deserve
better.” Yet I wanted to hurl myself at that perfectly functioning machine,
the examining magistrate, and force it to shut up.

After a two-hour hearing the little Estonian peasant confessed to a
murder — which, as it afterwards turned out, he had not committed. He
could no longer stand the torture. If that judge had questioned me in the
same way I would also have confessed to the murder.

At last the prisoner was allowed to eat and drink. Then he was put in
the cart and taken by the gendarmes to O.

The investigating magistrate was a well-bred gentleman. As we left
the study he asked with an amiable smile: “May I brush up a little before
dinner, Germinia Viktorovna? This kind of work is pretty exhausting.”

As the police cart with the prisoner in it was being driven out of
the yard, the magistrate, combed, washed, and smelling of Russian
eau de Cologne, sat down to table with a good appetite and spoke
enthusiastically about St. Petersburg.
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Traitors

The eerie atmosphere surrounding the tenant’s hut since the murder
had not yet begun to wear off when there was a murder in St. Petersburg
that sent shock waves through the whole country.

It was early autumn. We were having dinner at the estate of the Czar’s
Grand Master of the Horse. The master of the manor himself was in
St. Petersburg, but his American wife and two pretty daughters were
spending the summer on the estate.

Dinners in the autumn were always jollier than at other times;
the harvest, including the potatoes, was in, the hunting season was
approaching, and the estate owners were contented and good-
humoured. During this particular dinner the lady of the house was
called to the telephone — a telegram from St. Petersburg.

She came back pale and extremely upset: “Stolypin''® has been
assassinated!”

For a moment a deep silence fell upon the table. People looked at
each other; their faces pale and strained. No one uttered a word, but
everyone had the same thought: “The first sign. It's breaking out again!”

Then one of the old estate owners laughed loudly. The sound of his
voice had a strange ring as it broke the complete silence.

“We will defend ourselves as we did the first time!” he cried out
resolutely. “We will soon bring the herd to order!”

I glanced at the men sitting around the table — yes, they will defend
themselves, they will fight to the last, they are not afraid, they are
almost glad to engage their enemy. They are men who have somehow
been transported from the time of the robber barons to our present age,
fighting is their element. And they will fight well because they have
an unshakable belief in their cause, and because there are no “traitors”
among them. In the first revolution there had been two “traitors,” two
elderly sisters who had always sympathized with the workers on the
land. When the revolution broke out they raised the red flag over their
castle and supplied the revolutionaries with guns. The Baltic barons
seized the castle in “self-defence,” and the two women were brought
to the nearest village. Here, on the village square, in front of everybody,
their clothes were torn off and they were whipped with riding whips
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on their bare behinds. These were “social equals”; one can imagine how
the other prisoners fared, those who were not social equals.

While the others at the table were again beginning to engage in
conversation, I kept thinking of the two “traitresses.” They had been
typical Baltic women, modest and prudish. For as long as they did not
know what was going to happen to them they had kept their courage up;
but then they had broken down and, weeping, implored their captors:

“Shoot us, but do not inflict this shame on us!”

My husband who was sitting across from me, gave me a long,
searching glance; he knew on which side I would stand if it “broke out
again.”

After dinner the men divided up into small groups. They spoke of

v o

“arming,” “self-defence,” “headquarters” and of how at the first sign of
insurrection the women and children would be sent abroad, so that they,
the men, “could have a free hand.”

But the assassination of the minister was only a flash of summer
lightning. The land became quiet once more, and routine existence

again took its course.

b3

The following autumn the doctor ordered me to Davos. For months I
had been running a fever and coughing. The climate was now too much
for me.

I wept desperately when I bade farewell to the familiar house and all
the dogs; I knew that I should never see them again, I knew that fate had
at last come to my aid by tearing me away from my life of comfort and
security. The first step had been taken for me; if I did not go on now it
would be sheer cowardice.

Manoeuvers

As the train approached the Russian border, lots of soldiers were to
be seen, nothing but soldiers, on foot, on horseback, with artillery.
Uniforms everywhere. It created an uncanny feeling in the autumn
peacefulness, caused a tightness around the heart. My God, what are all
those soldiers doing so close to the border? The country is at peace after
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all. Can the rumour that the Czar has decided to avert the imminent
danger of a new revolution by starting a war be true?

The sun sank beneath the horizon, the fields were bathed in red,
blood seemed to be streaming over them, and in the distance — the
soldiers. Was it war? “

“Manoeuvers” said a fellow traveller reassuringly, and in Berlin,
when I ran across a friend, who was the German Empress’s head
chamberlain, and asked: “For God’s sake, tell me the truth, will there
be a war?”, he too laughed reassuringly: “Of course not. Don’t get all
worked up. Germany doesn’t want war. And Russia knows very well
that she can’t get the better of us.”

He spent his entire life at court, he certainly had to know. But for
months [ was pursued by that vision of Russian uniforms near the
frontier.

When the Austrian crown prince was assassinated I saw these
uniforms again, and the sunset and the plain with the blood streaming
over it, the blood of innocent men who, on both sides, did not know
what they were dying for.

When the war broke out, I was still in Davos. It was not difficult for
me to be “unpatriotic.” I knew the various peoples engaged in the war
too well — there was hardly one of them of which I did not have some
blood in my veins — to give any one of them preference over the others.
All T could see was poor devils being driven pointlessly and uselessly
to death; I also saw the one thing that is capable of putting an end to
imperialist wars.

Being a “Russian” woman in Austria

I was to have one more glimpse of my old world before I took the leap
into the new one.

In 1915 my parents were in Karlsbad, and my father who had not
been able to recover from a heart attack was very eager to see me. But
how was I, the citizen of an “enemy” country,"'® to travel to Austria?

“Write to Count Berchtold,” my father wrote me. “He will give you
an entry permit for sure.”

In the old Austria everything was possible. I received the permit, and
now I 'had the experience of being the “Russian woman” in Austria after
having been for so long the “Austrian woman” in Russia.
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“Just be sure not to make pacifist speeches,” acquaintances in Davos
warned me, and my father also wrote: “For God’s sake don’t talk about
bomb-throwing, and don’t say that all governments should be hanged.”

Thus provided with good advice I entered “enemy territory.”

On the border the first “incident” occurred. Among other books I
had brought a volume of Shakespeare and Plato’s Republic. The two
books aroused the suspicion of the customs officers.

“That’s an Englishman,” said one of them eyeing the Shakespeare
fiercely. “You can’t take that over the border with you.”

I remarked demurely that the author had been dead for several
hundred years.

“He is an Englishman all the same. You can’t take the book with you.”

Plato was examined from every angle; the officials were not sure
about him. Finally one of them discovered the publisher’s name: Georg
Miiller, Munich. He turned to his assistant: “The writer is a Bavarian.
She can take that book with her.”

The volume of Shakespeare was left on the Swiss side of the frontier;
the “Bavarian” Plato was allowed to accompany me into Austria.

Shortly after we had passed the border a detective came into the
compartment. “Which of you is the Russian woman?”

I revealed my identity. He made me a long but friendly speech about
what my conduct should be and then explained comfortingly: “I shall
keep an eye on you, Countess.” (Good-hearted, as Austrians can’t help
being, they immediately gave me back my old title.)

At the next station a Turk got on the train. The detective immediately
approached the “ally,” who, however, knew only Turkish and French,
and so the two were unable to communicate. Then a brilliant idea came
to the simple detective: the “Russian woman” certainly knew French.
So the “enemy woman” acted as interpreter for the two “allies,” while
our fellow passengers eyed the Turk just as suspiciously as they did me.

Russian prisoners were working along the railway track. I gave them
my cigarettes and spoke to them in their own language. It was moving
to see the joy on their faces at hearing a few words of Russian. The
friendly detective did not interfere. “I take it youre not going to do
any spying,” he said in a relaxed tone. “The Russians are good people,
they don’t give us any trouble. Did they really have to declare war on
us?” The other passengers remained neutral, except for one German, a
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citizen of the Reich, who declared rudely: “I'll have you know, Friulein,
that martial law is in effect here.”

There was a stirring of the old Austrian in me: “So what about it!”

From that moment on, the German punished me with his contempt.
In Linz the train pulled out right under my nose; there would not be
another for seven hours. The detective turned me over to an old police
officer: “You’'ve got a Russian here, but she’s not dangerous.”

An uncle of mine was governor of the city; I asked the police officer
if I might be allowed to go and spend the hours I had to wait with him.

“So,” he said good-humouredly, “Count Ch. is your uncle? Don’t you
see that anyone could say that? You stay right here.”

“And if I go into town anyway?”

“Then we’ll shoot.”

“And will you also hit me?”

“What do you think? We have a reputation as good marksmen. You
had better not put us to the test.”

“May I at least phone my uncle?”

“No.”

The old fellow was adamant; I had to stay at the station.

I had caught cold in the train and had exhausted my supply of
handkerchiefs. I turned to the police officer for help. He called a porter:

“Go into town and buy the lady a dozen handkerchiefs, but bring them
to me first.”

When the porter came back he took each one of the hideous, bright-
bordered handkerchiefs separately and shook it. Not until this operation
was completed did I finally get them. The old officer was a friendly
man and a strong opponent of the war. “The whole thing is a piece of
madness,” he declared. With him I could comfortably “talk pacifism.”
But when I said that I wanted to spend the night in Pilsen, he stiffened:

“I imagine you would find the Skoda works interesting. No, you'll go
only as far as Budweis. And report at once to the station master there.”

I'was dead tired when at about three o’clock in the morning I reached
Budweis and knocked on the door of the officer on duty. A sleepy voice
answered: “What is it now? Can’t one have any rest at all?”

“I have to report to the station master.”

“Why so?”

“I am a Russian citizen.”
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“What did you say you are?”

“A Russian citizen.”

A very sleepy, half-dressed man came out of the door.

“What are you?”

“A Russian citizen,” I repeated patiently, and held out the document
signed by the Minister of Foreign Affairs.

“What are you doing here then, if you are a Russian citizen?”

I explained the object of my trip.

He grabbed the document.

“Well, why are you a Russian citizen?”

“Because I am married to a Russian.”

“So? But why did you marry a Russian?”

He studied the document. “I see, Berchtold. Well then, if you were
formerly an Austrian citizen... It’s all right. You can go. But tomorrow
you must report to the district prefect.” He heaved a deep sigh, “There’s
not a minute’s peace here. Now it's a Russian woman coming in the
middle of the night. You can go now. Have a pleasant journey.”

The porter I had blindly entrusted myself to in my weariness led me
to a terrible inn where the wash-basins were chained to the wall and the
people spoke only Czech. I wanted just one thing: a cup of tea, but the
owners refused to understand me. I decided to speak Russian: either I
will be arrested or I will get my tea. I had scarcely uttered the word tchai
when the expression on the faces of the proprietor and his wife changed.
I immediately became an honoured guest. I was given tea and cake and
even a jug of hot water to wash with — something which certainly no
other guest in that inn ever requested. The innkeeper and his wife could
not do enough to show how well disposed they were towards me.

When I reported to the prefect he wrinkled his forehead: “You will
have to stay here twenty-four hours, Countess. I must make inquiries at
the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.”

“Look, tomorrow is my father’s birthday, and I do so want to be there
in time for it.”

He was an Austrian; and so he let me travel on without making
inquiries.

A%
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I had been a little fearful of the patriotism of the Austrians, but in
1915 it had already faded away completely. I encountered only two
patriots. One, a Frau H., the wife of the biggest candy manufacturer in
Austria, came to see my mother about an “entertainment” that had been
organized for the benefit of wounded soldiers. A pretty, very elegant
young woman with a wonderful string of pearls about her neck. “We
shall stick it out,” she said enthusiastically.

After her visit my mother asked me in astonishment: “You say you're
a socialist, so why were you so high and mighty with Frau H.? The poor
woman was quite disconcerted.”

I said nothing; mother would not have understood my explanation.

The second was a woman of the aristocracy. From her came this
beautiful phrase: “And when I think of all the dead whose names are in
the Gotha'”...!”

3434

On the way back to Switzerland I got into a difficult situation. A hotel-
keeper in Innsbruck — he must have been an excellent judge of people’s

character — asked me to take a check made out to someone in Italy with

me to Switzerland and from there send it on to a bank. He had to make a

payment to an Italian business associate; the war could not last forever;

and he would lose a considerable sum of money if he did not make the

payment now.

I had no interest in either the hotel-keeper or his business associate,
but the adventure was tempting.

“I must tell you, Countess, that you will be interned if the check is
found on you,” the honest hotel-keeper warned me.

“So be it. Ill take it with me.” When our train reached the frontier
only three people got out besides me. We had a two hour wait.

“This could turn out pretty interesting,” I thought. The dangerous
check was in my handbag. “With all that time for customs’ examination
the check is bound to be found.”

A great, shaggy sheep-dog lay on the station platform. I had always
been passionately fond of dogs, and so even now I forgot the danger
I was in and bent down to play with the dog. He saved me from an
Austrian internment camp. The officer in charge identified himself as the
owner of the dog; he had brought it from Serbia. A point of connection
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had been found, and so I talked and talked and talked for two hours,
without stopping, about dogs, war, Serbia, Russia — until at long last
the train came in and we four passengers were able to board, without
ever having been examined.

The old Imperial Austria disappeared into the shadows of the night,
and I never saw it again.

“Zdravstvui Revolyutsia!”

Moissi''® was giving a guest performance of The Living Corpse in Davos.
At the end of the first act a telegram came that provoked great agitation
all around: “Revolution in Russia!” The citizens of the Central Powers
pricked up their ears, and the Russians fell upon each other madly.
“Zdravstvui Revolyutsia!” (Hail to the Revolution!) In the second act
Moissi’s art was completely wasted. What did a corpse matter, alive
or not, when over there in the East there was resurrection, new life!
A nightmare had been lifted from the people; in the East a light had
blazed up, promising peace, bread, and freedom. Revolution in Russia!

Women are child-like; I took my wedding ring from my finger and
bought myself a new plain gold band to mark my marriage to the
Russian Revolution. But behind the childish gesture there was a serious
intent: I have remained faithful to the Revolution.

Now it was easy to take the final step, to sever the last link binding
me to that useless, comfortable life. I broke with my old world and
dared to leap into the new. I learned to work, to stand on my own
two feet. (My husband made this easier for me by refusing, on various
pretexts, to part with my dowry and my jewels even after our divorce.
I had become a “class enemy” and, as a Baltic nobleman, he was not
only entitled but obligated to cause me harm.) I was no longer a single
individual struggling senselessly against overpowering opponents, but
a tiny part of a great whole which I could serve, in however modest
measure, to the best of my ability.

It had been along road from the carefree life of a diplomat’s daughter
to where I stood now. Others might perhaps have covered the ground
more quickly.

Behind me lay a dying world of privilege, before me a new, vital
world, still, as yet, in the throes of birth.
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My path had been unwittingly predicted in the Gotha. After the
name of my great-grandmother in the Gotha stand three magic letters:
K.P.D."meaning Kaiserliche Palast-Dame, Lady-in-Waiting to the
Empress. I can also attach these three letters to my name, but they now
stand for something very different from what they meant in the case of
Empress Marie Louise’s playmate.

The End.

No, the Beginning,.

R
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Editor’s note: For a serialized republication of her memoir in the socialist
women’s magazine “Die Frau” (October 6, 1949 — April 20, 1950") Hermynia
Zur Miihlen removed the final chapter entitled “Zdravstvui Revolyutsia”in
the original and substituted the following pages after “The old Imperial Austria
disappeared into the shadows of the night, and I never saw it again.”

This book was written twenty-two years ago. It has thus reached a
respectable age — one by which many of its contemporaries have already
vanished from the scene. Had it been a product of the “good old days”
(which, whatever century we ascribe them to, were in all likelihood held
by those who actually lived in them to be the most terrible and most
dangerous of times), it would have been easy, with the help of a little
make-up, to restore a certain youthfulness to it. But the history of the
last two decades has made any such innocent swindle impossible.

A woman friend advised me to write a continuation of the book
and I went along with her suggestion without giving the matter much
thought. In order to find out whether the book still had some life in it
and was more or less deserving of being sent out into the world again, I
reread it for the first time since correcting the publisher’s proofs. With
mixed feelings, pleasure being still the strongest of them, I was able to
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ascertain that, like most of my books, it had little prospect of finding a
publisher, and that it was, therefore, still very much alive. I realized with
far less pleasure, however, that I could no longer write a continuation of
it in the same vein as that in which the final chapter had originally been
written. That could be due, among other things, to the fact that until
1917 everything in my life was a personal experience and was therefore
easy to portray. In contrast, the second half of my life has not been rich
in purely personal experiences. The world of the impersonal has left
almost no space for these, and such personal experiences as there are
seem quite insignificant.

After I had made several unsuccessful attempts to earn my living
by sewing, language teaching, and typing, someone suggested that I
should take advantage of the knowledge of foreign languages I had
acquired painlessly in my youth and use it to translate books into
German. I would never have hit on this idea by myself. I had always
disliked translations, and besides I did not know that translators were
paid. Still, aside from my distaste for reading books in anything but their
original language, the idea appealed to me. I could not remember any
time when books had not been the most important and satisfying thing
in my life. Add to that the fact that I had come to know the other side of
life chiefly through books and that these, especially the New Testament
and the novels of Turgenev, had had a very strong influence on my
development. As a result, I overestimated the effectiveness of books and
was thoroughly convinced that through the work of translation I might
help to make the world a better place. The desire to do so seems to have
been always very strong in me. I still recall the childlike megalomania
that inspired me, on the eve of my fifteenth birthday, to write in my
diary: “Tomorrow I shall be fifteen and I have still done nothing to
improve the world.” Today I must unfortunately acknowledge that a
good part of my passion for improving the world has to be attributed to
a very strong and still lively contrariness.

My father — I still cannot make up my mind whether he was a
disillusioned idealist or a hopeless cynic — used to reduce me to despair
in my youth when he would counter my admittedly excessive optimism
with a bitter Spanish saying about dogs that change only their collars
but otherwise remain the same. Unfortunately, having developed a
passion for history books at an early age, I often had to concede that
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he was right, for indeed much of what I read confirmed the view he
held: it was always so and, with certain modifications, will always be so.
Nevertheless, with the impatient and insufferable assurance of youthful
converts I believed that in a not too distant future a peaceful, better,
and more just world would come about. In this unshakable conviction,
I began my work as a writer.

My first substantial piece of work was a translation of the Russian
anti-war novel, The Yoke of War, by Leonid Andreyev.** This appeared
in 1917, first in the feature pages of the Neue Ziircher Zeitung and then
with the Rascher publishing firm in Zurich. At the time, this publisher
was bringing out a series of anti-war books — by Andreas Latzko,'!
Leonhard Frank,'?> Henri Barbusse,'”® Rudolf Jeremias Kreutz,'** and
others. After this first translation there followed further translations of
books by Upton Sinclair, Galsworthy, Zangwill and then, as the first
major work of my own, the fairy-tale collection Was Peterchens Freunde
erziihlen. This work was written in Frankfurt am Main, where by 1919
my second husband and I were living.

On our arrival at the Frankfurt Railway Station, with two dogs and
very little money, the red flag was flying over it, heartwarming and full
of promise. When we left the same station again on April 1, 1933, once
more with two dogs and very little money, the flag flying over it was
the Swastika.

I knew Frankfurt well from an earlier time in my life. It had been
one of my father’s favourite cities. But how different the city I was now
living in was from that of the past. Not only because the city itself and
its inhabitants had changed so fundamentally, but because in the past
we used to stop off here in order to break a journey and stayed only
a few days, naturally in a good hotel. We visited the sights of the city
and were in the pleasant position of going round the then famous fine
stores of Frankfurt and making purchases without having first to ask
anxiously: “How much does it cost?” Now, however, I was simply a
tolerated individual whose bobbed hair provoked disapproval in
many. Now, I belonged in that class of persons who are told, in a not
particularly friendly tone of voice: “Wait” or “I don’t have time today.
Come back tomorrow.” I had to learn, here and later on in other places
too, that cities and people are quite different according as one drives
through the streets or goes on foot (not by choice but of necessity).
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They are not less interesting or worse, but one does get to know them
better, and that does not always redound to their advantage. But that
is also how it is in our relations to other people, especially in politically
uncertain times, when you so often have to hear the excuse: “What can
be done? We are going through a time of transition.” Or, “You have to
get on with your life.”

And the years after 1919 were indeed, as can be seen now with the
wisdom of hindsight, a time of transition. Looking back on them, we
can now discern the signs that foretold the horrors to come — and we
can see how easily the latter could have been avoided. But how many
really wanted to recognize the signs? It was a time of slogan phrases
and, if I may coin an expression, slogan thoughts — one of the most
dangerous things that exist. There were those who explained that one
had to let Hitler have his head and that after him would come... About
what would come afterwards there was no agreement. A large part of
the German people held the view, as I just said, that “one has to get
on with life” and above all that “Auch Hitler wird mit Wasser kochen”
[“Even Hitler will cook with water” — i.e. will have to acknowledge
reality and act pragmatically — L.G.] Later the excuses were far less
innocuous, and Hitler did not cook with water but with blood, and
millions who had let everything happen because, after all, one needs to
get on with one’s life, had to die.

As I had no intention of making any concessions and as my husband,
who was Jewish, was in particular danger, we seized the first opportunity
to cross the frontier, with two dogs, yet again. Even if one lives a rather
secluded life, after fourteen years one has acquired many friends, like-
minded companions, and acquaintances, albeit their number had been
shrinking noticeably, in the last years, with every passing week. At the
station, where drunken hooligans were rampaging around, only two
people showed up to take leave of us: a young (Christian) worker, who
was later slaughtered in a concentration camp, and a young (Jewish)
actor, who disappeared without trace after the Germans occupied
Belgium.

I often see the troubled faces of these two young men in my mind’s
eye. I feel I share responsibility for their death and reproach myself
with the dullness of my feelings at the time. Everything else, the entire
fourteen years spent in Germany, is now shrouded for me in thick mist.
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Every railway station in Germany had been hit by a snowstorm of
pamphlets urging boycott of Jewish stores, and it was a relief when we
finally crossed the bridge with the two crazy-looking Bavarian lions
and got to the other side of the border. We continued to travel through
the same countryside, but it looked quite different. The sky seemed
more blue and the sun more golden. The first leaves were sprouting
on the trees, fresh, delicate, and green. The conductor did not bark at
one — not, at that time, yet — but encouraged us to go and get ourselves
some coffee and cake.

In Vienna, which I had not seen for twenty-seven years, I received the
same welcome as in Frankfurt. From the station we drove in a rickety
taxi with an ancient driver, not to the charming little town palace, in
which almost half a century before I had come into the world, but to
a flea-ridden boarding-house on Alserstrasse. Still, even though I hate
fleas and they love me, not even they could destroy the feelings of hope
we experienced after crossing the border. (My husband was convinced
that it was only thanks to the dogs that we had crossed so easily, for who
could have suspected that a couple with two dogs were refugees?) Now
we were driving through a city where there were no swastika banners,
past people who did not have the fixed expression of the Germans on
their faces but had the appearance of being real people. We had seen
so many horrific things on the other side of the border that everything
on this side made a deep impression on us and I immediately got the
idea that the people here had to be warned. We had to write the truth
about National Socialism. We had to do it day and night, when it was
convenient and when it was inconvenient. Somehow we had to get
the indifferent to open their eyes to the frightful truth — and to the
terrible danger threatening Austria. But I was not very successful in
this enterprise. Only very few newspapers — among them the Arbeiter-
Zeitung'® —agreed from time to time to publish an anti-Nazi short
story. Most wanted humorous stories. When one features-page editor
explained that he did not want anti-Nazi things and that I should bring
him entertaining little sketches that would make readers split their
sides laughing, I flew into such a rage, that I went home, sat down at
my desk and in three weeks wrote my anti-Nazi novel Unsere Téchter die
Nazinen. It took a good deal longer to find a publisher for it. This novel
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had a strange fate: every publisher who was given a copy to consider,
declared he was willing to publish it — on condition that certain
passages were altered or eliminated. Each one of them was bothered by
something different. But I was unwilling to make the equired changes,
since I believed they would give a false representation of the way things
truly were. Then I took the novel to the Socialist Schiller Marmorek,'?
who with his infinite helpfulness and genuine friendship did much to
make our lives easier. (In my first youthful enthusiasm for socialism, I
had imagined all Socialists to be like him.) I shall always think of him
with love and gratitude. He read the novel and recommended it to
Julius Braunthal.’” Braunthal did not let himself be put out by certain
esthetic shortcomings, which must have marred the book from his point
of view, and he agreed to publish it. Naturally, I was delighted, but our
correspondence took place at the end of January 1934. February came,'*®
and the manuscript disappeared without a trace. After the assassination
of Dolfuss, the book was finally put out by the publishing house of
Gsur,'” without any changes, only to be banned two weeks later at the
behest of Von Papen. Proceedings were taken against me, the only effect
of which was that from that time on I received a monthly visit from a
detective, who inquired in a friendly manner how I was getting along,
said: “You haven’t gotten up to anything, have you?”, politely kissed
my hand, and left. The good man must have been very well informed,
moreover; about a month before the Anschluff he advised us to move
to Czechoslovakia where the climate, he said, might well be healthier
for us. Even after the Liberation the unfortunate little book still could
not find a publisher. Although the spirit of National Socialism is by no
means dead, publishers once again prefer humorous novels.

I'had always loved the city of Vienna: the gentle light that somehow
was able to make even ugly buildings seem beautiful, St. Stephen’s
Cathedral and the Church of Maria am Gestade, the Danube (when you
could catch a glimpse of it), the lilacs, which bloom more beautifully here
than anywhere. If I think back on it now, however, I see only strange
figures and scenes — the feature-pages editor who, when the whole
land already lay under the shadow of the swastika, asked me to provide
him with humorous sketches that would make readers split their sides
laughing; February 1934; community halls that had been destroyed; a
man being carried on a stretcher to be executed; I hear a voice on the
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radio: “And now, ladies and gentlemen, we will play the Horst-Wessel
song”; I see the first episodes of looting in the Mariahilf district of the
city, but also the old driver who made the sign of the cross every time
we passed a church and shook his fist at every swastika banner. He
was taking us to the railway station, once again with the two dogs, on
the day marked for Hitler’s entry into Vienna. Perhaps it was thanks to
them that we were able to drive unimpeded on the same street along
which, an hour later, Hitler's grand entry parade was to pass. I can still
hear the cries of “Sieg Heil” that poisoned the air. Now the swastika
flag was flying over the Vienna railway station too and a frenzied, no
longer human mass of people — the women were the most feral — was
behaving even worse than the crowd in Frankfurt-am-Main.

Once again, for me, as for countless others, a world had collapsed.
The personal was no longer of any interest whatsoever. I remember only
a grey landscape and a grey train travelling through it, without hope,
into a grey world.

A%

It was late at night when we arrived in Bratislava. The town was already
overflowing with refugees and we were told at the train station that there
was not a room to be had anywhere. We called several acquaintances,
but they were all so alarmed and suspicious that they pretended not
to know us. There was nothing for it but to wait, with the two dogs,
in the miserable railway station. For what exactly, we ourselves did
not know. But, as always, I was convinced that something would
turn up. The something soon appeared in the form of an anything but
confidence-inspiring man who, for an appropriate payment, offered to
find us a room. He took us to a quite remarkable hotel. The following
morning, when I opened the door to the hallway a young woman came
by wearing only a cross and boots and singing merrily. The detective
who appeared shortly afterwards could not get over his surprise at our
staying in that hotel.

He did not disclose the reasons for his surprise, but found a room
for us a few days later, albeit in a hotel opposite the railway station
which, rumor had it, would be immediately bombed and shelled
if war were to break out. On a small hill opposite, stood a lone tree,
which I immediately considered my friend. It stood quite alone there,
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vulnerable, helpless, destined to be struck by the first bombs. For the
moment, however, it was being struck only by the first rays of the sun
and by a wind out of the North. Whenever I hear the name Bratislava, I
immediately see that lonely tree on the hill.

The more threatening the situation became, the more the hotel
became transformed into a kind of barracks and the more the entire
city took on the air of a besieged fortress. All those who could leave left
and as most of the inhabitants, even the poorest, had relatives in the
country, almost nobody remained behind. A city suddenly deserted has
something uncanny about it, something ghostly, as though the plague
has swept through it and destroyed every living thing. The stores were
all closed, in the better parts of town at least; the trams were no longer
running. Trenches were dug in the fields beyond, and on the Danube
embankment there was no sign of life except here and there poor,
frightened-looking women pushing prams and abandoned dogs with
labels round their necks saying that the owner had been drafted and
could someone please take care of them. The only heartening thing in
those days was that most Slovaks were ready to fight against National
Socialism, partly in all likelihood out of nationalist sentiment, but still,
they were ready to fight. But then there was Munich, and demoralization
set in.

I'fellill and the doctor insisted that I not remain in the city. We moved
to Piestany, where, as luck would have it, our lodging was directly
opposite the “Brown House.” Piestany and its neighborhood had
always been a focal point for the Hlinka movement™ and at that very
moment — Hacha'' had already taken over the Czech government — an
armed Slovak uprising broke out and was spreading rapidly. Moreover
the Hlinka leader Tuka'®” had settled in Piestany, after his release from
prison, as the guest of the Jewish operator of the spa, who, incidentally,
had also provided accommodation free of charge for Tuka’s wife while
Tuka was in prison.

The villages lying within three or four kilometers of the Austrian
border were occupied by the Germans. As the soldiers came in, some
of the officers ostentatiously carried copies of the Deutsche Allgemeine
Zeitung,'"® clearly intending to demonstrate that they were not Nazis.
As most Slovaks still refused to speak German at that time, you could
see how the Germans, time and time again, turned for help to Jews. The
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SA, however, crossed over from Vienna and in broad daylight stopped
Jews on the street and dragged them away. Some were able to buy their
release, others disappeared without trace. At first the Slovaks would not
allow Jewish women to be forced into sweeping and cleaning the streets,
on the grounds that the Mother of God had been a Jewish woman, and
when an old Jewish woman, who had been a Socialist, died, half the
place lined up behind the coffin and the red flag. Jewish businesses
were protected from looters and in the church the priest delivered a
sermon against National Socialism. In contrast, dark and sinister like
an embodiment of evil, the priest in the neighboring community went
about only in the uniform of the Hlinka Guards, delivered wild, rabble-
rousing, anti-Semitic sermons, and had Jews shut up in the cellars of his
vineyard. They were released by other Slovaks. In those terrible times
there were always exemplary demonstrations of simple humanity. But
the border was too close and the resistance to evil, even of the good, was
too weak. Within a few months, Slovakia too was a lost land, dragged
into the witches’ cauldron in which the Germans were brewing the
ruination of a world. I tried to portray all this in my novel Came the
Stranger. That book is really a piece of reporting and almost all the
characters that appear in it are people I knew or at least observed, like
the priest in SS boots and the true heroine of my novel, Marianka.'*
The events recounted in it were in part witnessed by me personally, in
part told me by eyewitnesses. Let me emphasize that I tried to portray
all this. My literary talent is not sufficient to make the reader feel the
horror or to communicate the indescribable coarseness and meanness
fascism unleashed in people. If it was hard for me to do so in a novel,
how should I be able to do it here, in a few pages.

Friends who were more worried about our fate than we were
ourselves arranged for us to get an entry permit for England. This
time the journey was longer; it took us by way of Hungary, Yugoslavia,
Italy, Switzerland, and France. In these incredibly beautiful summer
days, the countries through which we travelled by train gave an
impression of peacefulness. The corn was ripening and would soon
be ready for harvesting. What kind of harvest would it be, we asked
ourselves anxiously. The whole journey was a farewell to a world that
was condemned to death. Our awareness of this cast a shadow over
everything and made the most beautiful landscapes nightmarish. There



172 The Red Countess

was a quality of unreality about everything. The brilliant, flower-
bedecked pastures of Yugoslavia seemed to belong to a fairy tale:
everything in them was still in bloom, but within a moment a curse
could fall on them and the flowers would all wither. And there was
something else besides, something that concerned us personally. There
was a time when we would simply get off the train whenever a village
or a little town seemed especially charming and spend a few hours or
even days there. Now everything was subordinated to the need for
haste. “Keep going, keep going, keep going,” the wheels seemed to say.
The only purpose of the journey was to get to the next frontier, for today
it was still open, but who was to say what would be tomorrow. And we
had only transit visas, we could not stop anywhere.

We stopped off for a while — two weeks — only in Paris. The dog’s
papers — alas, there was only one dog now — were not in order. For
me, certainly, each day that we were able to spend there was a gift. The
sky arched so high over the city that one could breathe again. Wherever
we went, we came upon something especially beautiful, and everything
had its own particular charm. It seemed amazing that anything like this
still existed. We also met up with old friends and acquaintances, who
had been in Paris for some time and were already completely at home
there. But then the papers came and we had to get on the road again.

After having had to hoof it in many cities where once I had been able
to drive or take taxis, I had real anxiety about finding myself in London
again. Hadn’t I always been told by my parents that it is impossible to
live in London unless you have a lot of money and that we, for instance,
were not rich enough! In addition, my memory of a winter’s stay in
that city was of stone, stone, and more stone. For some reason I had
apparently forgotten about all the beautiful parks. But when we finally
arrived in London, it wasn’t so bad after all. With few exceptions, the
people we had to deal with were friendly and helpful; neither the police
nor the authorities gave us any trouble; and we had the same rights
as every Englishman. Almost nobody seemed to assume that refugee
meant the same thing as thief or robber and murderer. And in the British
Museum, that wonderful island of calm, that treasure-house of the
mind, one was entrusted unquestioningly with the most precious books.
There was also so much here that strengthened one in the conviction
not, to be sure, that man is good by nature, as youthful idealists since
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Rousseau’s time have maintained, but that he can be good. The basic
decency of people, unmarred by arrogance, unimpaired by cowardice,
together with humor and good manners, which even the war failed to
alter, seemed like a miracle. There were so many examples of it. I was
most impressed by the fact that German airmen who had been shot
down — and who only a few moments before had been trying to set
cities on fire and destroy them — were treated no differently from their
injured victims. Here they were not mistreated or murdered. In the
country the farmer’s wife would bring them the inevitable comforting
English cup of tea and arrange for medical help even if her husband
or son had to travel a long way to get hold of the nearest doctor. In a
gesture that is infinitely characteristic of this land, the downed airmen
would also be given cigarettes. In the city too, of course, the enemy
airmen were treated like human beings. (We spent the entire period of
the war in London, including the eight months when the city was being
bombed virtually day and night.)

When I think back on the war years, I can barely understand those
people who, as long as they were here, did their best to outdo each
other in loud expressions of admiration for England and the English,
but as soon as they returned to their homeland completely forgot that
Hitler and his henchmen would be lords of all Europe had England not
resolved, without a moment’s hesitation, to continue the fight after the
collapse of France. It goes without saying that they were also fighting
for their own freedom and their own very existence, but because of that,
they saved Europe and made amends for much of what they may have
done wrong. That ought not to be so easily forgotten.

Our last stop, for now, is a small English village, odd and charming
at the same time, as only English villages can be. Fourteen miles from
London, it is truly the country. I could not ask for a better place to spend
the time that remains to me. For years now, I have no longer been seeing
the world through the eyes of some one who walks around in it, but
only through my window. Still, in the country, this is not so bad. I have
always been moved by the desire to see what lies on the other side of
things and now, in our modest quarters it has been vouchsafed to me to
do that. On the one side, through the window of my study, I see a large
meadow in the middle of which there is a little cluster of holm-oaks.
Three horses graze and take their rest there. A stream, which with the
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spring rains becomes a river and announces that fact loudly and with
much beating of waves, flows by in front of the window. In spring it is
alive with waterfowl of one kind and another, in summer with lovable
little English rascals who wade in it and dirty their clothes to their
heart’s content. A steep bank rises on the other side of the stream. Many
trees grow on it and in these are the nests of those strange English birds,
which have something to sing about all winter long and are so tame that
they come right into your room, or would do were it not for the cat.

On the other side of the house stands the monument to the fallen of
the First World War. Many names are inscribed on it, heartbreakingly
many names. On our way here we saw similar monuments in every
village. One does not like to think how many such monuments there
are in the entire country, for there are only thirty small villages in
all England with no dead to mourn from the First World War. The
monuments to those who fell in the Second World War will carry even
more names. And the monuments to the fallen of the Third...

On moonlit nights, the monument gleams white and ghostly, a silent
warning, a silent reproach. What have we done, what are we doing to
combat the criminal madness that is already, once again, talking of war,
provoking war? What have we done, what are we doing to awaken,
finally, respect for humanity in people, to make it clear to all that other
human beings are not there to be dragged off, tortured, humiliated,
deprived of their freedom in every possible way — no matter what the
cause in the name of which these things are done?

In this struggle, every person of good will will be needed. And it
will end in victory, if all Europe, indeed the entire world is not to be
enslaved.

As I write these words, a wild storm is raging, the trees are swaying
and groaning, the stream is roaring louder than ever. And the clouds are
scurrying across the sky. A storm of ruin swept over the world, but there
are also spring storms that announce new growth and development. In
these I place my hope and faith as ardently in my old age as I did in
my youth. Everything can be different, everything can be made good, if
only we truly will it.

And then it will not be the end that comes, but the beginning.

Radlett, early February 1950



3. Notes on Persons and Events
Mentioned in the Memoir

by Lionel Gossman

1 Dehm

Properly Deym. Franz de Paula, Graf Deym von Stitez
(1838-1903), a large landowner in Bohemia, was Austro-
Hungarian Ambassador in London, 1883-1903. At an
early stage in his own diplomatic career, Zur Miihlen’s
“Onkel Anton” (Christoph Anton Maria, Graf von
Wydenbruck) served under him in the Legation in
London, where Wydenbruck’s daughter, the writer
Nora Wydenbruck, was born in 1894. The family
mockery of Deym suggests that the young diplomat did
not get on with his chief.

He was apparently not the only one. Another
diplomat, Franz, Graf Liitzow, who had also served
under Deym in London and had since retired from the
service, had married a lady reputed to have once been
the mistress of Prince Batthyany, a Hungarian residing in England, where
he bred horses. To get his new wife accepted in good society, Liitzow asked
Deym if, as a favor, he would arrange for the ambassadress to introduce the
lady in question at one of her receptions. Deym refused point blank, probably
in disrespectful terms, for Liitzow immediately challenged him to a duel.
Apparently it did not have a fatal outcome for either party. The fall-out from the
affair did not enhance Deym’s reputation as a diplomat, however, since Liitzow
was soon writing and speaking out in England in favor of independence for the
Czechs and in terms very unfavorable to the dual monarchy.

(Source: Edwin Marsch, ed., November 1918 auf dem Ballhausplatz. Erinnerungen
Ludwigs Freiherrn von Flotow [Vienna/ Cologne/ Graz: Hermann Béhlau Nachf.,
1982], p. 363).
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The Uncle in question, who asks the provocative
question about his niece’s father (i.e. his brother-in-law),
is Onkel Anton (Christoph Anton Maria), the eldest son
of Ferdinand, Graf (Count) von Wydenbruck, and the
latter’'s wife — Zur Miihlen’s beloved grandmother
Isabella Blacker. A diplomat like his father and like
Zur Miihlen’s own father, Christoph Anton “first went
to school in America,” during the two years when
Ferdinand von Wydenbruck was Emperor Franz
Joseph’s Envoy Extraordinary in Washington, D.C.
(1865-1867) — a circumstance that resulted, in the view
of his daughter, the writer Nora Wydenbruck, in his
“democratic predilections” and “violent disapproval of Austrian society and its
Byzantine class distinctions.” (See Chapter 6 below, “Remembering Hemynia
Zur Miihlen.”) His diplomatic career, according to one modern scholar, was
that of “a mediocrity who made little mark on his contemporaries.” After
stints in a subaltern position in London, as ambassador to Japan from 1893
until 1899 (not, probably a much desired or prestigious posting at the time),
and as head of the Austro-Hungarian legation first in Denmark (1899-1907),
then in the Netherlands (1908-1911), his “comfortably mediocre career ended
as ambassador in Spain” (1911-1913). This was not his wish, however, nor is
the judgment of his career a fair one, in the view of his daughter. He had been
promised the post of ambassador to Washington, she recounts, and “he would
have been eminently fitted for this appointment: not only had he spent part of
his schooldays in the United States, he had democratic sympathies, a realistic
outlook and a grasp of world politics which must have been almost unique

among Austrian career diplomats.” For instance, “his dispatches from Tokyo
had been such that when the Russo-Japanese war broke out and an astonished
world realized that the country of geishas and cherry-blossom had produced
a nation to be reckoned with from a military point of view, it was murmured
on the Ballhausplatz [where the Austrian Foreign Office was situated] that
“Wydenbrook had been right after all,” though previously everyone had made
fun of his alarmist reports.”

On his return from Madrid Onkel Anton found himself less and less at
home in his native Austria. “He already had at that time a liking for solitude
and a certain timidity with people,” according to Zur Miihlen, “and he was
finally driven to live all alone in an old castle in the country,” where he died in
1917. In addition, Nora Wydenbruck writes, “in his loneliness he [had become]
a sad and solitary drinker” whose “main weapons against the outside world
were irony and sarcasm.” Just as Zur Miihlen’s paternal grandfather, Franz de
Crenneville, was probably a distant model for the figure of the young heroine’s
great-uncle Franz in the novel Reise durch ein Leben, a solitary who has devoted
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his retirement to writing a book against the death penalty in order to make
amends for the many death sentences he signed while governor of one of the
provinces of the Empire, Onkel Anton was probably the model for the same
heroine’s great-uncle Emanuel, who, we are told, was sometimes referred to
as “der rote Graf’ [the red Count] — a solitary who likes to talk down his own
class and its prejudices but who does not expect rule by the bourgeoisie or the
popular masses to be any better and who thus remains socially and politically
isolated and ineffectual.

(Sources: William D. Godsey, Jr., Aristocratic Redoubt: The Austro-Hungarian
Foreign Office on the Eve of the First World War [West Lafayette, Indiana: Purdue
University Press, 1999; Nora Wydenbruck, My Two Worlds: An Autobiography
[London: Longmans, Green, 1956], quotations from pp. 3, 39-40; http://
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_diplomatic_missions_of_Austria-Hungary).

3 Father

Victor, Count Folliot de Crenneville-Poutet (1847-1920), Zur Miihlen’s father,
was the oldest of the three sons of Franz, Count Folliot de Crenneville-Poutet
(on whom see below under “Paternal Grandfather”). He had a less distinguished
career than his father. After being appointed Secretary of the Austrian Legation
in Washington, D.C. in 1889, he served in the consular corps as Consul-General
in Tunis and in various other positions. He was the author of a small book on the
island of Cyprus, Die Insel Cypern in ihrer heutigen Gestalt, ihren ethnographischen
und wirtschaftlichen Verhiltnissen (Vienna: Faesy und Frick, 1879). He married
Isabella, Countess von Wydenbruck in 1882. In addition to the portrait she
presents of her father in her memoir, Zur Miihlen drew a fictionalized portrait
of him as the father of the young heroine of her 1932 novel Das Riesenrad [The
Wheel of Life]; see “Remembering Hermynia Zur Miihlen: A Tribute” in the
present volume, Chapter 6, note 8.

4  Paternal grandfather

Franz Maria Johann, Count Folliot de Crenneville-
Poutet (1815-1888), Hermynia Zur Miihlen’s paternal
grandfather, had a distinguished career, first as a
general in the Imperial Austrian army, and then, later
in life, at the court of Emperor Franz Joseph, where as
First Chamberlain (Oberstkimmerer), he oversaw the
Imperial art collections.

“With the benefit of a cosmopolitan education
and wide interests,” he started out at age 25 as
a gentleman-in-waiting (Dienstkdmmerer) to the
epileptic and severely handicapped Emperor
Ferdinand I, but soon followed in the footsteps of his
father, Ludwig Folliot de Crenneville — an émigré
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French aristocrat who had become a cavalry general in the service of the Austrian
Emperor — and embarked on a military career. He quickly rose to the rank
of colonel and aide-de-camp of the Emperor. After Ferdinand’s abdication in
favor of his nephew Franz Joseph (December 1848), Crenneville took part in the
Austrian campaign to quell nationalist revolts in Italy and in 1850 was appointed
Governor of Livorno and commander of the Imperial forces in Tuscany. His zeal
in combatting revolutionaries and supporters of Garibaldi was remarked upon
in a communication from Carl von Hiigel, a seasoned diplomat then serving
as Austrian chargé d'affaires in Florence, to Foreign Minister Schwarzenberg (15
January 1850): “Livourne est la seule ville de la Toscane ou la population des
basses classes est animée d’un esprit d’insubordination et de révolte. Le colonel
comte de Crenneville y est parfaitement a sa place et il se sert admirablement
de la force que lui donne I’état de siege pour maintenir et punir les mauvaises
passions et actions qui s’y montrent continuellement.”

By July 1850 Crenneville had been promoted to the rank of general. During
the Crimean War he was sent on a special mission to Napoleon III; in 1854 he
played a leading part in putting down revolutionary unrest in Parma after the
assassination of Duke Carlo III; and at the battle of Solferino (1859), at which
the French and Sardinian armies under Napoleon III and Vittorio Emmanuele
II defeated the Austrian army under Franz Joseph I, his horse was killed under
him and he himself was wounded. For his bravery in battle, he was awarded the
Cross of the Order of Leopold and soon afterwards made Privy Councillor and
First Adjutant-General of the Emperor. In this capacity, he helped to carry out
important reforms in the army. His strong military bearing and his forceful way
of expressing his opinions, both in public and in conversation with individuals,
made him enemies, however, and probably led to his being held responsible
in some quarters for the army’s failures in the 1866 war with Prussia. Further
honours were heaped upon him. He was promoted to the rank of Field
Commander (Feldzugmeister) and in 1867 appointed First Chamberlain. In 1876,
Franz Joseph charged him with the design and execution of what has been called
“an elaborate program” intended to “enhance the Emperor’s prestige through
glorification of Habsburg cultural achievements.”

Himself the owner of anotablelibrary and collection of medals, Crenneville set
aboutreorganizing the Imperial collections. He had them thoroughly inventoried,
oversaw their transfer to the new museum on the Ringstrasse, recruited first-
rate staff for the new museum, and arranged for the preparation of catalogues
and guides. One of these, Die hervorragensten Kunstwerke der Schatzkammer des
dsterreichischen Kaiserhauses, received a long and glowing review in the French
Gazette des Beaux-Arts (16eme année, 2eme période, vol. XI, pp. 209-32), in which
special praise was reserved for “M. le comte Folliot de Crenneville, dont aucun
des exposants frangais de 1873 [at the Vienna International Exhibition] n’a oublié
la courtoise obligeance.” In 1880-82 a two-volume facsimile edition of Freydal:
des Kaisers Maximilian I Turniere und Mummereien, edited by Quirin von Leitner,
with over 250 heliogravures, was published by Holzhausen in Vienna “unter
der Leitung des K.K. Oberstkdammerers, Feldzugmeister Franz Grafen Folliot de
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Crenneville.” Finally, the Count initiated and supervised the publication of the
Jahrbuch der kunsthistorischen Sammlungen des allerhochsten Kaiserhauses (Vienna:
A. Holzhausen), the first volume of which, dated 1883, was immediately hailed
as a major event in the art and museum world. This annual publication has
continued to appear for well over a century, albeit with a few interruptions
during wartime, and to enjoy the reputation for impeccable scholarship that had
been a key objective of its founder. In 1884, however, depressed by the death of
his wife and of his best friend, Count Bigot de St. Quentin, Crenneville asked the
Emperor for permission to retire and spent the last four years of his life working
on the history and art treasures of the little lakeside city of Gmunden, where in
1867 he had acquired a villa known as “Bergschlossl.”

Though we can only surmise from the published evidence that Hermynia Zur
Miihlen’s paternal grandfather, with all his talents, held extremely conservative
political views, we do know what those of his “best friend,” Karl, Count Bigot de
St. Quentin, were, since Bigot chose to make them public. Like Creneville, Bigot
(1805-1884) was the son of a French aristocrat who had emigrated to Austria
at the time of the French Revolution. The author of several works, including
the frequently republished Von einem deutschen Soldate (1843), he “had a highly
conservative conviction of the domestic stabilizing function of the army,”
according to one recent scholar, and had nothing but contempt for the lower
classes (der Pibel) “which,” he declared, “lust only after well-paid idleness, acts
of violence, nights spent at the barricades, and that sanctioned debauchery that
comes with the erosion of the bonds of order.” Nor was the bourgeoisie spared.
He scorned the self-interest allegedly motivating it as much as he scorned the
greediness of the revolutionary masses. “The ideas of the people should never
be permitted to follow a path that diverges from that of the upper classes,”
he asserted. “It should be emancipated only to the extent that is necessary at
any given time, and it should never be allowed to get to the point that it itself
loosens its iron collar, because, like a raging tiger, it will not stop until it is
completely unfettered.” The paternal grandfather of the so-called “rote Grifin”
[red Countess] has given posterity no reason to believe that his opinions were
different from those of his “best friend.”

She, however, made an attempt to redeem him, from her point of view, in
her fiction. Though she could not have known him well personally (she was
five years old when he died), she used him, in all likelihood, as the model for
the figure referred to in the novel Reise durch ein Leben as “Exzellenz” — the
heroine’s great-uncle Franz, who, as governor of one of the provinces of the
Habsburg Empire had had to signh many death sentences, and is now, in his
solitary retirement, making amends for his actions by writing a massive scholarly
critique of the death penalty. Zur Miihlen also attributes to this figure an old,
exalted idea of what it means to be an aristocrat: “The young people today, like
your father,” he tells Erika, the heroine of the novel, “do not understand that
they have more obligations than others. They only enjoy the privileges of rank.
And that is why they are headed for ruin. For them, being a member of the
aristocracy is only something that provides comfort and ease, not something
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that obligates them to live an honest, simple, honourable life.” (Reise durch ein
Leben [Bern and Leipzig: Gotthelf, 1933], p. 73)

(Sources: Oscar Griste in Allgemeine deutsche Biogaphie, 48, pp. 614-16; Erwin
M. Auer in Neue deutsche Biographie, 5, p. 287; Fonti per la Storia d’Italia pubblicate
dall’Istituto Storico Italiano; Le Relazione diplomatiche fra I’ Austria e il Granducato di
Toscana, I1I Serie 1848-1860, ed. Angelo Filipuzzi [Rome: Istituto Storico Italiano
per I'Eta Moderna e Contemporanea, 1967], vol. 2, pp. 47-48, 216, 366, 411;
Erika Esau, “Imperial Cultural Policy and the Jahrbuch der kunshistorischen
Sammlungen in Wien,” Journal of the History of Collections, 8 [1996], pp. 193-200;
Giinther Kronenbitter, “Krieg im Frieden.” Die Fiihrung der k.u.k. Armee und die
Grofimachtpolitik Osterreich-Ungarns 19061914 [Munich: Oldenbourg, 2003], p.
125; Karl August, Graf Bigot de Saint Quentin, Cancan eines deutschen Edelmanns
[Leipzig: F.A. Brockhaus, 1842-1845], 3 vols., vol. 1, p. 256).

5 Great-uncle

Ludwig, Count Folliot de Crenneville (1813-1876), brother of the better known
Franz. He was a cavalry general, commander of the fortress in Mainz, and at one
point (1861-1867) Governor of Transylvania, just before it was incorporated into
Hungary. In a letter to his daughter Leontine (11 September, 1848), Metternich
tells of having lunch “chez les Crenneville, a Mayence.” (Mémoires, documents
et écrits divers laissés par le Prince de Metternich, 8 vols, [Paris: Plon, 1880-1884],
vol. 8, p. 294; the originals of Metternich’s letters to his daughter are in French).

6 His wife

Ernestine, Gréfin (Countess) Kinsky zu Wchinitz und Tettau (b. 1827). She
married Ludwig Folliot de Crenneville in 1852. Like both her brother-in-law
Franz and Countess von Wydenbruck, Zur Miihlen’s grandmother, she settled
in the small lakeside city of Gmunden.

7  Sophie Chotek

Daughter of Bohuslav, Count Chotek von Chotkova, chief
equerry at the Imperial Court, onetime Austrian envoy
to Russia and Spain, and his wife Wilhelmine, Countess
Kinsky zu Wchinitz und Tettau, sister of Zur Miihlen’s
great-aunt, Ernestine, Countess Kinsky zu Wchinitz
und Tettau. As a young woman Sophie became lady-in-
waiting to Archduchess Isabella of Pressburg. She met
Franz Ferdinand, the heir to the Imperial throne, at a ball
in Prague in 1888 and the two fell in love. When Franz
Ferdinand began paying frequent visits to the Archduke
and Archduchess of Pressburg, it was assumed that he
was interested in one of their daughters, Marie Christine. After it finally became
known that he was pursuing not Marie Christine but her mother’s lady-in-waiting,
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Countess Sophie was dismissed and the affair created a public scandal. The
Emperor made it clear to his heir that he would not be permitted to marry Sophie.
An eligible partner for a member of the royal family had to be descended from
the House of Hapsburg or from one of the ruling dynasties of Europe. Archduke
Franz Ferdinand, however, insisted that he would not marry anyone other
than Countess Sophie. After various European monarchs intervened on Franz
Ferdinand’s behalf, Franz Joseph agreed in 1899 to a morganatic marriage (which
meant that no child of Sophie’s could succeed to the throne). He himself did not
attend the wedding. Nor did Franz Ferdinand’s brothers or their families. The
judgment of Sophie by her aunt — Zur Miihlen’s great-aunt — thus reflects the
view of Sophie generally held in conservative circles. At the time about which Zur
Miihlen is writing here, Countess Ernestine could not, of course, know the tragic
events that were to ensue some fifteen years later.

In June 1914 the Governor of Austrian-ruled Bosnia-Herzegovina, invited
Archduke Franz Ferdinand and Sophie to observe his troops on manoeuvers.
Immediately after the royal couple arrived in Sarajevo a carefully planned
attempt was made by a nationalist, pro-Serbian group to assassinate the
Archduke. The attempt failed, but two occupants of the car behind that in which
Franz Ferdinand and Sophie were travelling were seriously wounded. Later
the same day, after the official welcome at the Town Hall, Franz Ferdinand
expressed a desire to visit the wounded men in the hospital. It was generally
agreed that such a visit was dangerous and that Sophie should stay behind,
but she refused. This time, due to a driver’s error, the assassination succeeded.
Franz Ferdinand and Sophie were both hit and died from their wounds soon
after. The stage was now set for the First World War.

These events were, of course, known to Zur Miihlen herself, writing in 1929.

8 Neue Freie Presse

The successor to and for a time rival of Die Presse (founded in the so-called Year
of Revolutions, 1848), the Neue Freie Presse, launched in 1864 by two editors
who had seceded from the older newspaper, represented the political and
economic liberalism of the educated and cultivated upper bourgeoisie in the
Austro-Hungarian Empire. Despite the early deaths (1872 and 1879) of the
two founding editors, the paper continued to flourish under a new editor,
Eduard Bacher, and his brilliant lead article writer, Moritz Benedikt — both
from liberal Jewish families in the Czech provinces of Bohemia and Moravia.
Known throughout Europe as the Austrian Times, the paper had a staff of over
500, including 80 foreign correspondents. It was stylish in the upper bourgeoisie
to be a subscriber and the paper was often critical of the aristocracy. “In
contrast to London where (even before our time) the Iron Duke bowed before
Peel who was a weaver’s son, the aristocracy here is sterile and sequestered,”
the paper declared in December 1888. “Forty years ago, Mrs. Trollope spent
a winter in Vienna and was quite astonished by the caste-like separations of
the various social levels. She had never met more graceful ladies than those in
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bankers’ houses, yet these were not admitted to aristocratic circles.” Though
some members of the bourgeoisie “try to deny their origins,” the article
continued, and “are indolent in all questions of bourgeois freedom, we are not.
The bourgeoisie must contend with the aristocrats, but it is sure of victory.”
(Quoted in Frederic Morton, A Nevous Splendor: Vienna 1888/1889 [Boston and
Toronto: Little, Brown and Company, 1979], p. 167) Nevertheless, the paper was
supportive of the multi-ethnic Empire and opposed to nationalist movements in
its constituent parts, though not to some increased local autonomy. At the same
time it sometimes sounded a note of elegiac pessimism about the viability of the
Empire in a continent overwhelmed by vehement nationalism.

9  Fremdenblatt

A daily paper published in Vienna from 1847 until 1919. From about 1852, it
was virtually a mouthpiece of the government and especially of the Ministry of
Foreign Affairs.

10 Grandmother

Isabella Luisa, Countess von Wydenbruck (1829-1900) was one of two daughters
of St. John Blacker of Merrion Square in Dublin, a member of the Anglo-Irish
gentry, a sometime British Envoy to the Court of Persia, and a lieutenant-colonel
in the First Regiment of the Madras Native Army. Her mother was Welsh and
her grandmother half Scottish. She and Ferdinand von Wydenbruck (1816-
1878), an Austrian diplomat, were married in London in 1854. She bore him
three children: Christoph Anton (b. 1856), August Wilhelm (b. 1857) and Isabella
Luisa Alexandrina Maria (b. 1862), Zur Miihlen’s mother. For more information
about her, see Chapter 6, “Remembering Hermynia Zur Miihlen,” in the present
volume.

11 Moritz Benedikt

A baptized Jew from Moravia, Benedikt (1849-1920) %
joined the staff of the Vienna Neue Freie Presse as a

journalist at the age of twenty-three. In 1880 he became
editor-in-chief of the paper as well as its co-publisher.
His lead articles were celebrated for their intelligence
and wit. His liberalism was not incompatible with @
strong support for the multi-ethnic Empire and
opposition to minority nationalist movements,
including Zionism — which led in 1896 to a falling-out
with Theodor Herzl, then one of the journalists who
worked for him. Benedikt and his paper later became a
favourite target of Karl Kraus in Die Fackel.
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12  Great-uncle

This was Julius, Graf von Falkenhayn (1829-1899), who in 1857 married Zur
Miihlen’s great-aunt, Viktoria Eugenia, Countess Crenneville (1816-1900),
fourth child of the original French émigré and cavalry general Ludwig Folliot de
Crenneville and widow of Johann, Graf Keglevich von Buzin, her first husband.
Falkenhayn was himself the son of a cavalry general and began his career in
the military but then turned to managing his estates in Upper Austria. He was
elected to the Upper Austrian Landtag or regional parliament as a representative
of the conservative federalist and ultramontane party. His interest in financial
questions led to the publication of two books on the finances of the Austrian
state in the 1870s. In 1879 Franz Joseph appointed him Minister of Agriculture,
in which capacity he served for sixteen years. He was known as an extreme
conservative in politics.

13 G.

G. is the town of Gmunden on the Traunsee, a lake in the Salzkammergut, a
hundred and some miles west of Vienna where Zur Miihlen’s grandmother
had a villa, and where other members of her family also lived or had summer
homes. It is where the author of The End and the Beginning claims she spent the
happiest years of her childhood and it is also evoked in at least two of her main
fictional writings, Das Riesenrad and Reise durch ein Leben.

It was a resort much favored by the titled nobility of the German-speaking
lands. Albrecht, Duke of Wiirttenberg, had an estate there, mentioned on p. 9 of
Zur Miihlen’s memoir, and George V of Hanover, expelled from his kingdom,
after it had been annexed by Prussia for having sided with Austria in the
Austro-Prussian War of 1866, settled there with his family. Hubertus, Prinz
zu Loewenstein, a Bavarian nobleman of about the same age as Zur Miihlen
and subsequently a friend and ally in the fight against National Socialism, was
another resident of Gmunden in his youth. “Gmunden in Upper Austria,” he
wrote in his Memoirs, “... a little town of about six thousand inhabitants, on the
banks of a wonderful lake... was looked upon as the refuge of impoverished
Austrian and German aristocrats. It used to be said that if you accidentally trod
on the toe of an unknown man in the street, it was perfectly safe to say, ‘I beg
your pardon, my dear Count,” for you would be sure to be right.” (Conquest of
the Past: An Autobiography [Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1938], p. 33)

Neither Zur Miihlen’s grandfather, Count Franz de Crenneville, who
acquired the villa known as “Bergschldssl” in Gmunden as early as 1867, nor her
grandmother, Countess Isabella Luisa von Wydenbruck, who, in 1888, bought
the Villa Elisabeth (so called after its previous owner, Elisabeth Franziska
Maria, Archduchess of Austria, Princess of Hungary and Bohemia), appears to
have been in the least impoverished before World War I, though Countess von
Wydenbruck may well have lived more modestly than other members of the
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family. Sigmund Freud spent his first vacation in the little town in the year of
Zur Miihlen’s birth and wrote glowingly of it to his fiancée Martha Bernays.
Artists, apparently, were as drawn to it as aristocrats — Moritz von Schwind
earlier in the century and, as Zur Miihlen herself tells us, the composer Karl
Goldmark, the painter Heinrich von Angeli, and the writer Peter Altenberg in
the 1890s and early 1900s. Altenberg in particular wrote often and affectionately
about the town, beginning with a piece about the deposed Queen Maria, the
wife of George V of Hanover, in the celebrated art nouveau journal Jugend (16
April, 1900). The most famous historical event in the history of Gmunden — the
defeat and massacre, in 1626, of “hundreds of peasants fighting for their rights
and their daily bread” by the forces of Maximilian I — is adroitly evoked in Zur
Miihlen’s novel Reise durch ein Leben (the chapter entitled “Das heilige Brot,” pp.
118-19; “Holy Bread” in the English translation, A Life’s Journey, pp. 98-99]) as a
social and political learning experience for the heroine.

14 Countess Szapary

Widow of the Hungarian-born Laszl6é Szapary of Muraszombath (1831-1883), a
decorated cavalry general in the Imperial Army who had fought with Radetzky’s
army in Italy. A favourite of both Franz Joseph and Empress Elisabeth, Szapary
died of a stroke at age 51. His widow, born Marianne, Countess Griinne in 1835,
was the daughter of Carl, Count Griinne, First Adjutant-General of Franz Joseph
from 1848 to 1859. She died in Gmunden in 1906.

15 Friedericke Grossmann

A popular actress of the time, Grossmann is listed among the leading living
actors and actresses of Germany in Albert Ellery Berg, The Drama, Painting,
Poetry, and Song (New York: P.F. Collier, 1884), p. 256. In her biography of her
brother, Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche tells of the philosopher’s enthusiasm for
the theatre and for Friederike Grossmann in particular: “He took advantage of
his stay in Bonn to attend as many theatres and concerts there and in Cologne as
he could possibly afford. And he was very lucky, for he heard the most famous
singers and actresses of the period... He saw Seebach in a series of her most
beautiful parts, and finally Friederike Grossmann in several little comedies.
“We Franconians, he writes, “‘were naturally in love with her to a man, shouted
her songs of an evening at the beer table, and would drink general toasts in
her honour.” (The Life of Nietzsche by Frau Forster-Nietzsche, transl. Anthony M.
Ludovici, vol. 1: The Young Nietzsche [New York: Sturgis and Walton, 1912], p.
130) Die Grille or The Cricket was a popular German adaptation for the stage of
George Sand’s La petite Fadette.

Anton Prokesch von Osten, to whom Friedericke Grossmann was married,
was the son of the internationally celebrated soldier, diplomat, scholar and
writer of the same name (1795-1876).
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16 Pauline Lucca

Born in modest circumstances in Vienna in 1841, Pauline
Lucca, “the greatest singer that Germany has produced
in recent times” (Albert Ellery Berg, The Drama, Painting,
Poetry, and Song [New York: P.F. Collier, 1884], p.
256), made her debut as the Second Boy in Mozart’s
Zauberflote at the Komische Oper. Her first major role
was as Elvira in Verdi’s Ernani in the provincial city
of Olmiitz in Moravia. She came to the attention of
Meyerbeer who brought her to Berlin to sing Selica in
L’Africaine, a role she repeated in London, where she
enjoyed great success, returning regularly in 1863-68
and 1870-72, with a brief interruption in 1871 when she
came back to Germany to nurse her husband, Baron von Rahden, who had been
injured in the Franco-Prussian war. In 1868-69 she performed in Russia, and in
1872, to great acclaim, in America. From 1874 until 1889 she was a member of
the Vienna Opera. Meyerbeer and Auber considered her unequalled, and the
latter was so struck by her interpretation of the part of Zerline in Fra Diavolo that
he made her a present of the pen with which he had written the opera. Her most
celebrated roles were Carmen, Selica in L’Africaine, Zerlina in Don Giovanni, and
Leonora in Verdi’s Trovatore. Her Carmen, in particular, is said to have caused a
sensation — “as did her appearances offstage with Bismarck: Cosima Wagner,
lamenting their public familiarity, wrote: ‘Such things do no honour to the
Crown or to art.” (Oxford Dictionary of Opera, 1992, p. 420) In 1889, she retired to
Gmunden, where she gave voice lessons. She was a potential purchaser of the
Villa Elisabeth just before it was acquired by Zur Miihlen’s grandmother.

17  Fritzi Massary

Born in Vienna to Jewish parents, who encouraged her to
take singing lessons, Friederike Massarik (1882-1969) got
her first engagement, under her new stage name Fritzi
Massary, in a minor role at the Landestheater in Linz in
1899/1900. After another similar engagementin Hamburg,
she returned to Vienna to a stint, lasting until 1904, at
Danzer’s Orpheum, a summer theatre. Meantime she gave
birth to a daughter — the father was Karl-Kuno Rollo,
Graf von Coudenhove, whose family threatened to have
him shut up in a mental institution if he dared to marry
an actress — and was baptised a Protestant. While performing at the Orpheum,
she was discovered by a Berlin theatre director and brought to the Geman capital,
where she mostly performed in revues. Soon the cheeky soubrette, “the Massary,”
had become the idol of a generation. A major breakthrough in her career occurred
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in 1911, when she appeared as guest artist in Jacques Offenbach’s La Belle Héléne at
Max Reinhardt’s Kiinstlertheater. In 1917 she married Max Pallenberg (1877-1934),
the leading comic actor of the German stage.

Among the works created especially for her was the operetta Die Kaiserin
(The Empress) by Leo Fall (1915). She sang the title role in Franz Lehar’s The
Merry Widow and that of Adele in Johann Strauss’s Die Fledermaus under Bruno
Walter. She had a close association with Oscar Straus, creating roles in six
of his operettas, notably Der letzte Walzer (1920). Massary first nights were a
highlight of every season in Berlin. According to her friend and mentor Alma
Mahler-Werfel, the intelligence she brought to the stupidest operettas “made
the impossible credible.” Her recordings include excerpts from Oscar Straus’s
Eine Frau, die weifS, was sie will (A Woman Who Knows What She Wants), in the
premiere of which she starred in 1932, and from Madame Pompadour by Leo Fall.

Being non-Aryan, neither she nor Pallenberg had opportunities to perform
in Berlin after 1933. The couple returned to Vienna, then moved to Switzerland.
Pallenberg was killed in a plane crash shortly afterwards. Finally, after a brief
guest appearance in London, where she was befriended by Noel Coward and
played the role of Liesl Haren, the fading Viennese operetta star, in his not
very successful musical play Operette (1938), Massary moved to the United
States. Along with her daughter and her son-in-law, the author Bruno Frank,
she settled, like other exiles, such as Elisabeth Bergner and Max Reinhardt,
in Beverly Hills, California, in what was known as the “New Weimar” on the
Pacific. Once idolized, she lived a quiet, withdrawn life. “The Massary of the
stage no longer exists,” she said. “Some people can remember her, if they wish,
but I don’t want to any more.” She died in Los Angeles on January 30, 1969.

In a little book dedicated to her art as a stage performer in 1920, Oscar Bie — the
author of a classic study of the piano — emphasized both her many-sidedness and
the diligence with which she worked to make the most of her talents as actress,
singer, and dancer. “It is almost as though I had never seen her in a work that was
worthy of her,” he wrote of her career as an operetta star. “She remains, while
the works she plays in vanish. [...] Her art makes me dream of the possibilities a
future operetta might open up, an operetta different from anything yet written,
an operetta that would fully realize the essence of the genre. Every time I saw
her in the imperfect works to which her art provides support, that dream was
transformed for me into a living and complete image that bore her name.” (Oscar
Bie, Fritzi Massary [Berlin: Erich Reif8 Verlag, n.d.], p. 33)

18 Goldmark

The composer Karl or Karoly Goldmark, one of the many children of a Jewish
cantor, was born in Hungary in 1830. He entered the Vienna Conservatoire in
1867, played in various theaters as a violinist, and had his first major success
as a composer with the opera Die Konigin von Saba (The Queen of Sheba). First
performed at the Vienna Opera in 1875, it remained in the repertoire until 1938.
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Other operas followed: Merlin (1886, revised in 1904),
Die Kriegsgefangene (1890), Gotz von Berlichingen (1902),
Ein Wintermdrchen (1908). Goldmark also composed
symphonies, symphonic poems, concert overtures, a
violin concerto, chamber music, piano music, choral
music and Lieder. Much influenced by Wagner, he is
generally considered a late Romantic. He died in Vienna
in 1915 and was clearly at a mature, productive stage in
his life when the young Zur Miihlen would run into him
on the lakeside promenade in Gmunden.

19 Peter Altenberg

Pseudonym of Richard Englander (1859-1919). Born into
a middle-class Jewish family in Vienna, he first studied
law, then medicine. When both proved uncongenial, his
kindly and understanding father provided him with an
allowance, thanks to which he set himself up (for life, as
it turned out) in a room at the Hotel Graben in the heart
of Vienna, took up writing, assumed a new name, and
quickly became part of Jung Wien, the lively fin-de-siecle
avant-garde artistic movement that had put Vienna

on the map in music, literature, and design. A fldneur,
he did most of his writing on scraps of paper or on the backs of postcards
in cafés, nightspots, and bars. His first publication, a volume of extremely
short, fragmentary sketches and poems entitled Wie ich es sehe (1896), with an
emphasis on the moment and on everyday, seemingly insignificant characters,
conversations, gestures, and events, created a sensation in Germany as well as
Austria. Twelve collections of sketches, aphorisms and poems followed. (The
little town of Gmunden figures in several of these and was clearly a place to
which he was strongly attached.) All were published, with one exception, by the
highly respected S. Fischer Verlag in Berlin and all went through several — up
to twenty — editions. Hugo von Hofmannsthal admired the young writer’s
ability to make the ordinary into something special and to discern magic in the
quotidian. Always eager to be enchanted, Hofmannsthal explained, Altenberg
saw the world as a scene of enchantment. To Thomas Mann, the young
Viennese combined the childlike, magical vision of Hans Christian Andersen
with the talent and penchant for the short form and for aphorism of Nietzsche.
Among Altenberg’s admirers, in addition to Hofmannsthal and Thomas Mann,
were Karl Kraus, the sharp-tongued Viennese commentator and satirist, the
playwrights Gerhart Hauptmann and Arthur Schnitzler, the critic Hermann
Bahr, and the novelists Heinrich Mann and Robert Musil, to say nothing of his
close friends, the noted architect and designer Adolf Loos and the composer
Alban Berg, who set some of his work to music. (The first performance of Berg’s



188 The Red Countess

Five songs on picture postcard texts by Peter Altenberg in 1913 caused an uproar and
had to be halted — a complete performance was not given until 1952! — but the
unfavorable reception was most probably due to the music rather than to the
text.) Another friend, the well-known cultural historian Egon Friedell, devoted
a book to him (Ecce Poeta [1912]), the aim of which was to present him, with his
disdain of conventional rhyme, meter, and subject-matter, and his choice of the
fragmentary in place of sustained, elaborated forms like the epic and the novel
(about which he sometimes wrote disparagingly), as the prototype of the modern
writer. After Altenberg’s death Friedell again produced a book in his praise:
Das Altenbergbuch (Leipzig, Vienna, Zurich: Verlag der Wiener graphischen
Werkstatte, 1921) with selections from his work, numerous photographs and
caricatures, a moving tribute from Adolf Loos, and testimonies from Heinrich
Mann, Thomas Mann, Hugo von Hofmannsthal, Georg Kaiser, and others. “If
one may speak of ‘love at first hearing,” that is what happened to me,” Thomas
Mann wrote in this book (p. 72), “when, early on, I came across this poet in
prose.”

In an age of violence, oppression, and injustice, Brecht once said, it becomes
almost a crime to write about trees. Peter Altenberg wrote almost exclusively
about “trees.” It might be argued that, though he was not politically active
or engaged, his emphasis on the moment (carpe horam became his motto),
on spontaneity, on immediate experience, on the everyday and seemingly
insignificant, his contempt for convention, social prejudice, cliché ideas and
feelings, everything that blurs or distorts the purity and immediacy of perception
and experience, and his Diogenes-like advocacy of the simple life, together
with his constant critique of what he saw as a culturally implanted desire for
luxury and excess, were in themselves subversive in an age of hypocrisy, class
and ethnic prejudice, exploitation, and dangerous jingoism. The limitations of
Altenberg’s form of protest and celebration became clear, however, with the
outbreak of the First World War. He became despondent; his writing began to
flag; and after breaking both wrists in a fall at his hotel, he was bedridden for
months and began to slowly poison himself by taking vast quantities of sleeping
pills. “I find myself completely abandoned, isolated, put away into a corner”
[Ich finde mich vollkommen verlassen, vereinsamt, in die Ecke gestellt], he
noted on August 3, 1918. When he died in 1919 — Karl Kraus spoke the eulogy
at his graveside — he was already, in a sense, passé. As a contributor to Das
Altenbergbuch wrote, “A poet who understood, loved, and revered the world,
died because he could not survive the folly and evil of the World War.” (Dr.
Genia Schwarzwald, p. 383)

There has been a strong revival of interest in Altenberg and in his fragmentary
writing in the last twenty years or so, both in the German-speaking world and
in the English-speaking world. Most of his work has been republished; several
books have been written about him in both English and German; and hitherto
untranslated works have been translated into English.
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20 Angeli

The son of an innkeeper in Hungary of Venetian origin, Heinrich von Angeli
(1840-1925) studied art at the academies of Vienna, Diisseldorf, and Munich.
Though he painted genre scenes in his early years, by the early 1870s he was
well launched on a highly successful career as a court painter in Vienna, London,
Berlin, and St. Petersburg. There are numerous portraits by him of members
of the European royal and princely families, including Emperor Franz Joseph,
Frederick III of Prussia as Crown Prince, as well as his wife Princess Victoria,
Queen Victoria’s daughter. He was a great favourite of Queen Victoria herself, as
well as of Prince Albert. He made portraits of her for the various royal residences.
She also had him make portraits of other members of the royal family and, as a
mark of her special regard for Slatin Pasha (see below) and her Indian servant
Abdul Karim (the “Munshi”), had Angeli make her portraits of them. In addition,
Angeli was much in demand in English and German aristocratic circles.

21 Hans Blum

Hans Blum (1841-1910) was the son of Robert Blum (1804-1848), a combatant
in the 1848 Revolution in Vienna, whither he had gone to bring a message of
solidarity with the Viennese revolutionaries from the left wing of the Frankfurt
Parliament — in which he represented Leipzig. When the revolutionaries
were defeated by the Imperial troops, Robert Blum was taken prisoner. On
November 8, he was tried and condemned to death and, a day later, executed.
He immediately became a hero and martyr in the cause of freedom for the entire
German democratic movement. Ferdinand Freiligrath, the popular poet of the
Revolution (see note below), published a poetic tribute to him as a proletarian
hero. His son Hans Blum, however, was no revolutionary but an ardent German
nationalist. In 1867-70 he was a representative from the National Liberal party,
Bismarck’s chief parliamentary support, in the North German Confederation
Reichstag and its expanded version, the so-called “Zollparlament,” to which
the South German states were pressured by Bismarck to send representatives
after Prussia’s victory in the Austro-Prussian War of 1866. A war correspondent
in the Franco-Prussian War of 1870, he continued his career in journalism by
serving as editor of Der Grenzbote from 1871 to 1878. All his historical writing
was directed to the German Volk and to German youth and aimed to promote
patriotism and national pride in both. In the richly illustrated book on the 1848
Revolution referred to here by Zur Miihlen (Die Deutsche Revolution 1848—49. Ein
Jubildumsausgabe fiir das deutsche Volk [Florence and Leipzig: Eugen Diederichs,
1898], Blum gave a clear hint where his political sympathies lay when he wrote
that the work he is undertaking is one for which he is ill equipped, since he is
“not at all in full sympathy” with the political tendencies he has to discuss.

Zur Miihlen might have discovered that “Blum’s son had actually written
a reactionary book” sooner than she did had she also read Blum’s biography
of his father, written thirty years after 1848, when Germany was basking in



190 The Red Countess

the glory of Prussia’s victory over France and the establishment of the Second
German Empire. In it Blum relates that on May 23, 1870, “after a session of
the Reichstag in which I was attacked by ‘die Herrn Socialisten” because, by
my vote, the criminal code [Strafgesetzbuch] had come into existence, Count
Bismarck, then Bundeskanzler, invited me into his study. He stretched out his
hand and said, ‘Let us make an alliance at this hour, which I regard as one
fraught with blessings for Germany.” I was startled. ‘An alliance,” he continued,
with a subtle smile [feinem Licheln], ‘not for the benefit of either one of us, or
of any living man, but of the dead. Do you understand what I mean? Should
Messieurs les Socialistes entertain the idea of degrading your father by claiming
him as one of themselves, then you are at liberty to make use of my power, in
the press, to keep that picture clean. Your father was very advanced [sehr liberal].
Even to-day he would be regarded as very “liberal.” But he was also a good
patriot [gut national] — that is, a supporter of the government.”” After quoting
this passage in his massive, four-volume History of the German Struggle for Liberty
(New York and London: Harper and Brothers, 1896-1905), Poultney Bigelow
comments: “Thus we see, as in 1864 with Lassalle [founder of the Allgemeiner
deutscher Arbeiterverein, the forerunner of the German Social Democratic Party],
for the sake of weakening the Socialists, the strongest single party in the state,
Bismarck claimed Blum as his fellow-partisan — and the son capitulated to
Bismarck” (vol. 3, p. 306). In 1903, to cap his career, Hans Blum published a book
celebrating the statesmanship of Bismarck (Bismarck: ein Buch fiir Deutschlands
Jugend und Volk [Heidelberg: C. Winter, 1903]).

22  Uncle Anton
See Note 2, ‘Uncle.”

23 “Where do the aristocrats belong?”

The reference is to the famous French Revolutionary song, the Ca ira:

Les aristocrates a la lanterne!
Ahl! ¢aira, ca ira, ¢a ira.

Les aristocrates, on les pendra.
Le despotisme expirera.

La liberté triomphera.

Ah! ¢aira, caira, ¢aira...

24 Lenau

Hungarian-born Nikolaus Franz Niembsch, Edler von Strehlenau (1807-
1850), studied law, then medicine, but after receiving an inheritance on
his grandmother’s death was able to devote himself to writing, under the
pseudonym Nikolaus Lenau. A major figure in German Romantic literature,
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his reputation as the author of a body of lyric poetry
suffused with melancholy has remained high. His
first volume of Gedichte appeared in 1832. Lenau also
wrote verse epics and dramas (Faust, 1836, Savonarola,
1837, Die Albigensier, 1842, Don Juan — begun in 1844
and published posthumously). His melancholy was no
doubt partly due to a dark vision of human existence
in general but it was also not unrelated to a negative
judgment of the society and culture of his time, which
led him, in 1832, to set sail for the New World in the hope
of finding more congenial conditions in what he took to

be an unspoiled wilderness. He landed in Baltimore and settled briefly on a
farm, then in the community known as Economy (now Ambridge) on the Ohio
River, about 16 miles North-West of Pittsburgh, which had been founded by
the mystically inclined Wiirttemberger Georg Rapp and his chiliastic followers.
Duke Bernhard of Saxe-Weimar, who visited “das freundliche und werktitige
[friendly and hardworking] Economy,” reported that while “Rapp’s intention
is almost the same as Mr. Owen’s [Robert Owen, the early British socialist, who
purchased Rapp’s settlement of New Harmony, Indiana in 1825 and reformed it
according to his own principles] — i.e. communal ownership and co-operation
of each member of the community for the good of all — Herr Rapp also holds
his community together by the bonds of religion, which is totally absent from
Mr. Owen’s community.” Lenau did not stay long in Economy. Disillusioned
by America and what he judged to be its materialist culture, he returned to
Europe after a year. The experience led him to distance himself radically
from his earlier political liberalism and to identify with the downtrodden and
oppressed, represented by American Indians and Gypsies. Never very stable
emotionally, Lenau had a severe nervous breakdown in 1844 when he jumped
out of a window and ran down the street shouting “Revolt! Freedom! Help!
Fire!” He spent the last years of his life in a mental asylum on the outskirts of
Vienna. The young Zur Miihlen'’s attraction to him is understandable in light of
her own outlook at the time.

(Source for information on Lenau’s American journey, commonly and
erroneously said to have included a stay at New Harmony, Indiana: Roman
Rocek, Dimonie des Biedermeier: Nikolaus Lenaus Lebenstragddie [Vienna, Cologne,
Weimar: Bohlau, 2005, pp. 135-241]).

25 Freiligrath

Ferdinand Freiligrath (1810-1876) had a successful career as a popular poet and
journalist, interrupted by stints of activity in the world of commerce. His first
volume of poems, Gedichte (1839), was such a success that he was able to give
up his job as a bookkeeper in Barmen. On the recommendation of Alexander
von Humboldt, he was awarded a pension by Friedrich Wilhelm IV of Prussia
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in 1842, which he renounced, however, in 1844 when
he aligned himself unequivocally with the democratic
opposition to the established order. His next collection,
Glaubensbekenntnis (1844), established him as the poet of
the struggle for freedom and social justice of the middle
years of the nineteenth century and was an even greater
success than the 1839 volume. The revolutionary content
was unmistakable. The following are some sample lines
from the poem “Mit raschen Pferden jagt die Zeit”:

Mit raschen Pferden jagt die Zeit

Ein heifses Weib, nach Freiheit lechzend...
Ein Gottweib! Ernst verehr’ ich sie,

Und geh’ ihr nach mit Schwert und Schilde,
Und jauchz’ ihr zu; - doch nun und nie
Entweih’ ich sie zum Go6tzenbilde!

[On speedy steeds, Time, a woman hot with passion and thirsty for
freedom, leads the hunt... A divine woman! I adore her with all my
being and follow her with sword and shield, and sing her hymns of
praise — but neither now nor ever will I turn her into a sacred idol!]

Feeling that he was no longer safe from arrest in Germany, Freiligrath moved to
Belgium, where he came into contact with Karl Marx. In 1845 the provocatively
titled Ca ira! Sechs Gedichte appeared. The verse was marked by even stronger,
almost military rhythms and clear, memorable rhymes. The tone was now
outspokenly revolutionary. Two samples, the first from “Von unten auf,” the
second from “Wie man’s macht”:

“Du bist viel weniger ein Zeus, als ich, O Konig, ein Titan!

Beherrsch’ ich nicht, auf dem Du gehst, den allzeit kochenden Vulkan?
Es liegt an mir; - Ein Ruck von mir, Ein Schlag von mir zu dieser Frist,
und siehe, das Gebadude stiirzt, von welchem Du die Spitze bist!”

[“You are far less a Zeus, O King, than I am a Titan! Do I not control the
ever rumbling volcano on which you walk? It is up to me; One push from
me, one blow from me at this point in time, and behold, the whole edifice
of which you are the summit collapses!”]

So wird es kommen, eh’ ihr denkt: — Das Volk hat Nichts zu beifsen mehr!
Durch seine Lumpen pfeift der Wind! Wo nimmt es Brot und Kleider her?
Da tritt ein kecker Bursche vor; der spricht: “Die Kleider wiifst’ ich schon!
Mir nach, wer Rock und Hosen will! Zeug fiir ein ganzes Bataillon!”

[And so it will come before you think: — The common people have
nothing more to chew! The wind whistles through their rags. Where
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are they to get bread and clothes? A bold young fellow steps forward
and says: “I know where to get clothes. Let whoever wants a coat and
stockings follow me! There is stuff for a whole battalion!”]

“Von unten auf” continues with the people storming an army storehouse and
taking not only clothes but weapons.

In 1848 Freiligrath returned to Germany to take part in the Revolution, was
quickly arrested, released shortly afterwards, and accepted Marx’s invitation to
join the staff of the Neue Rheinische Zeitung, of which Marx was general editor.
When the paper was banned in 1849, however, Freiligrath was again out of a job.
With a warrant out for his arrest, he moved from one city to another until in 1851
he again left Germany, this time for London. After working for a few years for
a commercial firm he was appointed director of the London branch of a Swiss
bank. In 1865 the branch was closed and two years later, after the announcement
of an amnesty for everyone charged with political crimes, Freiligrath returned
to Germany. Like several others, who had once been revolutionaries of the Left,
he rallied to the nationalist cause and on the outbreak of war with France, on 25
July 1870, produced the jingoist poem “Hurra, Germania!” which won general

applause and was immediately set to folksong-like music:

Hurra, du stolzes, schones Weib,
Hurra, Germania!

Wie kiihn mit vorgebeugtem Leib
Am Rheine stehst du da!

Im vollen Brand der Juliglut,

Wie ziehst du frisch dein Schwert!
Wie trittst du zornig frohgemut
Zum Schutz vor deinen Herd!
Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

Du dachtest nicht an Kampf und Streit:

In Fried” und Freud” und Ruh’

Auf deinen Feldern, weit und breit,
Die Ernte schnittest du.

Bei Sichelklang im Ahrenkranz

Die Garben fuhrst du ein:

Da plétzlich, horch, ein andrer Tanz!
Das Kriegshorn iiberm Rhein!
Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

[Hurrah! thou lady proud and fair,
Hurrah! Germania mine!

What fire is in thine eye as there
Thou bendest o’er the Rhine!

How in July’s full blaze dost thou
Flash forth thy sword, and go,
With heart elate and knitted brow,
To strike the invader low!

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!

No thought hadst thou, so calm and light,
Of war or battle plain,

But on thy broad fields, waving bright,
Didst mow the golden grain,

With clashing sickles, wreaths of corn
Thy sheaves didst garner in,

When, hark! across the Rhine War’s horn
Breaks through the merry din!

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!
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Da warfst die Sichel du ins Korn,

Den Ahrenkranz dazu;

Da fuhrst du auf in hellem Zorn

Tief atmend auf im Nu;

Schlugst jauchzend in die Hande dann:
Willst du’s, so mag es sein!

Auf, meine Kinder, alle Mann!

Zum Rhein! zum Rhein! zum Rhein!
Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

Da rauscht das Haff, da rauscht der Belt,
Da rauscht das deutsche Meer;

Da riickt die Oder dreist ins Feld,

Die Elbe greift zur Wehr.

Neckar und Weser stiirmen an,

Sogar die Flut des Mains!

Vergessen ist der alte Span:

Das deutsche Volk ist eins!

Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

Schwaben und Preufien Hand in Hand,
Der Nord, der Siid ein Heer!

Was ist des Deutschen Vaterland--

Wir fragen’s heut nicht mehr!

Ein Geist, ein Arm, ein einz’ger Leib,
Ein Wille sind wir heut!

Hurra, Germania, stolzes Weib!

Hurra, du grofie Zeit!

Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

Mag kommen nun, was kommen mag;:
Fest steht Germania!

Dies ist All-Deutschlands Ehrentag;:
Nun weh dir, Gallia!

Weh, daf3 ein Rauber dir das Schwert
Frech in die Hand gedriickt!

Fluch ihm! Und nun fiir Heim und Herd
Das deutsche Schwert geziickt!

Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

Down sickle then and wreath of wheat
Amidst the corn were cast,

And, starting fiercely to thy feet,

Thy heart beat loud and fast;

Then with a shout I heard thee call.
Well, since you will, you may!

Up, up, my children, one and all,

On to the Rhine! Away!

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!

From port to port the summons flew,
Rang o’er our German wave,

The Oder on her harness drew,

The Elbe girt on her glaive;

Neckar and Weser swell the tide,
Main flashes to the sun,

Old feuds, old hates are dash’d aside,
All German men are one!

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!

Swabian and Prussian, hand in hand,
North, South, one host, one vow!

“What is the German’s Fatherland?”
Who asks that question now?

One soul, one arm, one close-knit frame,
One will are we to-day;

Hurrah, Germania! thou proud dame,
Oh, glorious time, hurrah!

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!

Germania now, let come what may,
Will stand unshook through all;
This is our country’s festal day;
Now woe betide thee, Gaul!

Woe worth the hour a robber thrust
Thy sword into thy hand!

A curse upon him that we must
Unsheathe our German brand!
Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!
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Fiir Heim und Herd, fiir Weib und Kind,
Fiir jedes teure Gut,

Dem wir bestellt zu Hiitern sind

Vor fremdem Frevelmut!

Fiir deutsches Recht, fiir deutsches Wort
Fiir deutsche Sitt und Art-

Fiir jeden heil gen deutschen Hort!
Hurra! zur Kriegesfahrt!

Hurra, hurra, hurra!

Hurra, Germania!

Auf, Deutschland, auf, und Gott mit dir!
Ins Feld! der Wiirfel klirrt!

Wohl schniirt die Brust uns, denken wir
Des Bluts, das flieSen wird!

Dennoch das Auge kithn empor!

Denn siegen wirst du ja:

Grof3, herrlich, frei, wie nie zuvor!

For home and hearth, for wife and child,
For all loved things that we

Are bound to keep all undefiled

From foreign ruffianry!

For German right, for German speech,
For German household ways,

For German homesteads, all and each,
Strike home through battle’s blaze!
Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Germania!

Up, Germans, up, with God! The die
Clicks loud, — we wait the throw!
Oh, who may think without a sigh,
What blood is doom’d to flow?

Yet, look thou up, with fearless heart!
Thou must, thou shalt prevail!

Great, glorious, free as ne’er thou wert,

Hurra, Germania!
Hurra, Viktoria!
Hurra, Germania!

All hail, Germania, hail!
Hurrah! Victoria!

Hurrah! Germania!]

(Source of English translation: Theodore S. Hamerow, ed., The Age of Bismarck:
Documents and Interpretations. New York: Harper & Row, 1973, pp. 96-97).

Itis a fair bet that the poems by Freiligrath “published” in the Anchor Society’s
monthly bulletin were not those of this later period in the poet’s career.

26 Anastasius Griin

Anastasius Griin was the pseudonym of Anton
Alexander, Graf von Auersperg (1806-1876). He
achieved celebrity in the Vormirz, the period leading
up to the 1848 Revolution, as an aristocratic supporter
of liberal ideals and demands. Born into a noble
German-speaking family in Laibach (present-day
Ljubljana, Slovenia), then the capital of a province of
the Austrian Empire known as the Duchy of Carniola
(Krain in German), he studied law at the Universities
of Graz and Vienna and in 1830 published a volume
of harmless lyric poems, Blitter der Liebe. Another
collection, Der letzte Ritter, published later the same

year, while celebrating the chivalry and bravery of Kaiser Maximilian I in verses
of the same form as the Nibelungenlied, already showed signs of the rhetoric of
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freedom which was to characterise the poems of the succeeding years and on
which the poet’s reputation as a champion of liberal principles was based. One
of the poems in the collection, for instance, the lively ballad entitled “Ritter und
Freie” [Knights and Free Men], is an eighty-stanza paean to Switzerland as the
land of the free.

Was treibt euch wohl, ihr Fiirsten, stets in die Schweizergaun?
Wollt einmal doch im Leben ein freies Land ihr schaun?
Wollt ihr das Zepter tauschen um einen Hirtenstab?

Ha, oder wollt ihr finden in freier Erd” ein Grab?

Seht auf das Land hernieder von hoher Alpenwand!

Da liegt’s, gleich einem Buche, geschrieben von Gotteshand,
Die Berge sind die Lettern, das Blatt die griine Trift,

Sankt Gotthard ist ein Punkt nur in dieser Riesenschrift.

Wifst ihr, was drin geschrieben? O seht, es strahlt so licht!
Freiheit! steht drin, ihr Herren; die Schrift kennt ihr wohl nicht,
Es schrieb sie ja kein Kanzler, es ist kein Pergament,

Drauf eines Volkes Herzblut als rothes Siegel brennt.

[What drives you constantly, you Princes, to invade the Swiss lands? Do
you want, for once in your life, to see a free country? Do you want to
exchange the sceptre for a shepherd’s staff? Or do you want to find a
grave in free soil? Look down on this land from the high wall of the Alps!
There it lies, like a book written by the hand of God. The mountains are
the letters, the green pastures are the page. The Saint Gotthard is but a
period in this gigantic text. Do you know what is written in it? Oh, look,
it shines out so clearly! Freedom! is what it says, my lords. You do not
know this script. No chancellor wrote it; it is not written on parchment.
The red seal burned on it is the blood of a people’s heart.]

The two heroes of the ballad, a brave and faithful knight on King Max’s side
and an equally brave free Swiss, are both killed in battle. The narrator laments
their death, then asks rhetorically in whose place the living would rather sleep
the eternal sleep.

Schlaft sanft, ihr Zwei! Ihr aber, die ihr noch jetzo wacht:
An wessen Stelle lieber schlieft ihr die ew’ge Nacht?

(Sleep softly, you two! But you who are still awake, in whose place
would you rather sleep the eternal sleep?)

Two further collections, Spaziergiinge eines Wiener Poeten (1831) and Schutt (1835),
created something of a sensation on account of their criticisms of political
conditions in Germany and Austria (then still led by Metternich). In subsequent
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works — Nibelungen im Frack (1843) and Pfaff vom Kahlenberg (1850), criticism
was expressed by means of ironic humor. Auersberg also translated Slovenian
folk poems into German and wrote a series of ballads on the theme of Robin
Hood.

In the meantime, he had succeeded to his ancestral estate and two years later,
in 1832, became a member of the upper house of the Landtag, or assembly, of the
Duchy of Carniola. Here too he made a name for himself by criticising political
conditions in Austria and leading local opposition to the exactions of the central
government in Vienna. After the 1848 Revolution he represented the district of
Laibach in the Frankfurt Parliament but failed to persuade the Slavic Slovenians,
who desired independence, to send representatives to the German parliament.
Within a year the violent turn taken by the Revolution led him to resign his
seat and withdraw into private life. In 1860, however, he was summoned to the
remodeled Reichsrat by Franz Joseph and the following year was appointed a life
member of the Austrian upper house (Herrenhaus). His evolution from idealistic
champion of freedom to a moderate position within the political establishment
is not untypical, but to the young editor of the “Anchor Society” bulletin, he
doubtless stood out as a model aristocrat who rose above the prejudices of his
class and used his literary talent to advance the cause of progress.

27 Daschynski

Ignacy Daszynski (1866-1936), born in a Polish province of the Habsburg
Empire, was one of the founders of the Polish Republic after the defeat of the
Central Powers in 1918. Having helped to organize the Social Democratic Party
of Galicia (1890), the forerunner of the Polish Social Democratic Party, he entered
the lower house of the Reichsrat (the parliament established by Emperor Franz
Joseph in 1861) as a deputy from Galicia in 1897 and quickly made a name for
himself as a brilliant public orator. It was in this role that he made an impression
on the young Hermynia Zur Miihlen. Much later, on the night of November
6, 1918, after the occupying Austrian army had withdrawn, he led a group of
Galician socialists in forming a Provisional People’s Government of the Polish
Republic in the city of Lublin, south-west of Warsaw, with himself at the head
of it as Prime Minister. On November 18 General Josef Pilsudksi, also a socialist
and a founder, in 1892, of the Polish Socialist Party (with which the Social
Democratic Party merged in 1919), but above all a Polish nationalist and long-
time fighter for Polish independence, entered Warsaw and entrusted Daszynski
with the task of forming a new cabinet. The Polish Right objected so strongly,
however, that Daszynski was replaced by a more moderate socialist before he
ever got to serve. In 1926, when Pilsudski, who had retired as chief of state four
years earlier in accordance with the constitution, staged a coup that returned
him to power, Daszynski at first supported him, along with the Socialist Party,
but soon led the opposition to him. To Pilsudski’s annoyance, the Sejm or Diet,
elected not his candidate for the position of marshal or speaker, but Daszynski.
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In 1929, Daszynski had his moment of glory — of which Zur Miihlen cannot
have been aware since it occurred after her memoir had appeared. In an attempt
to intimidate the Sejm, Pilsudksi sent a large group of army officers to take
up positions in the vestibule and hallways on the day of the opening session.
Ushers asked the officers to leave, but they refused. In his office Daszynski had
a violent interview with his one-time friend and fellow-combattant, Pilsudski;
it ended with Daszynski refusing to open the session. “Is that your last word?”
Pilsudski is said to have demanded. “Yes,” Daszynski replied. “I refuse to open
the session under the threat of swords, bayonets, carbines, and revolvers.” This
reply became famous. In his autobiography Trotsky quotes a similar dramatic
retort of Daszyniski’s on the same occasion: “To this day I remember the phrase
which Daszynski flung in the face of the police when they entered the house of
parliament. ‘I represent thirty thousand workers and peasants of Galicia — who
will dare touch me?” We pictured the Galician revolutionist as a titanic figure.
The theatrical stage of parliamentarism, alas, cruelly deceived us.” To Trotsky, in
the end, the fiery Daszynski turned out to be just another ineffectual socialist in
the Social Democratic ranks, a man with the gift of the gab, but no revolutionary
commitment.

28 Tried for high treason

Zur Miihlen was charged with high treason in Germany, where she was then
living, after the publication of her novella Schupomann Karl Miiller (1924), in
which the policeman hero breaks ranks and sides with the revolutionaries he
is supposed to defend “society” against. The charges were dropped for lack of
evidence.

29 Trotzkopf

Der Trotzkopf was a celebrated, widely read German girls’ story by Emmy
von Rhoden (pseudonym of Emilie Friedrich) that first appeared in 1885. Its
lesson was essentially that marriage is a girl’s main aim in life, and that she
cannot therefore be headstrong or wilful, but must learn to be meek, pliant, and
amiable; she should also acquire appropriate domestic skills like sewing and
cooking. This is the lesson that the unruly 15-year old heroine of the story, Ilse
Macket — the “Trotzkopf” or contrary spirit — has to be taught in the course
of von Rhoden’s novel. The penalty for not getting a husband and remaining a
spinster is having to work. Marriage and work are thus opposites, the former
the reward of good behaviour, the latter the punishment for bad behaviour.
In general, pursuing a career of any kind is viewed in the novel as a sign of a
woman’s failure in the most important business of her life. The novel spawned
several sequels, three of them by von Rhoden’s daughter, Else Wildhagen, in
the 1890s and early 1900s. It is still in print and has also been made into a movie
and a TV series. Der Trotzkopf is a classic of the so-called Backfischroman, novels
for young girls, the aim of which was to prepare their readers for a place in the
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conservative social order ot the Wilhelminian age. Zur Miihlen’s hatred of the
Backfischroman was deep and enduring. Several of her own fictions can be read
as anti-Backfisch novels (as can her memoir, which, even though it purports to
be non-fiction, still has the form of a Bildungsroman) and she also criticized these
novels directly in an article of 1919, “Junge-Madchen-Literatur,” published in
the leftwing Die Erde. See the article ““Fairy Tales for Workers” Children’: Zur
Miihlen and the socialist fairy tale” in the online supplement to this volume.

30 Aunt Maria, aunt Vicky, aunt Steffi

Aunt Maria m