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Foreword


Swedish literature can boast three unique geniuses: the playwright, novelist and poet August Strindberg (1849–1912); the great poet and songwriter Carl Michael Bellman (1740–1795); and the poet, novelist and
social critic Carl Jonas Love Almqvist (1793–1866). None of the three
has any counterpart elsewhere.

An extraordinary mixture of extreme romantic and extreme realist,
Almqvist may be regarded as having achieved his undoubted masterpiece with Drottningens Juvelsmycke – here translated as The Queen’s
Tiara. It’s a fantasy story, at once ultra-romantic and strangely modern,
about a beautiful androgyne with whom everyone, men and women,
falls in love. But Tintomara, being already a complete human being and
thus in no need of an other half, can’t love anyone – with catastrophic
results. So that in the end, like a dangerous animal, precisely because of
his/her innocence, he/she has to be put down.

Almqvist dubs the whole a ‘fugue’, which a certain Richard
Furumo, ‘spinning a sky-blue yarn’, narrates to Herr Hugo and his
guests at the Hunting Lodge. And in fact it is strictly composed, its
themes being symmetrically carried through and intertwined: a romance
or ‘romaunt’ that, like Un Ballo in Maschera, is a mixture of historical
facts and sheer fantasy about the events surrounding the assassination of
the theatre-bitten king Gustaf III on the stage of his own opera house at
the fatal masked ball of 16 March 1792. The story would be merely fantastic, were it not for the perfect realism of its historical setting and the
deftness of its psychological depictions. Without in any way disturbing
the historical framework, which he closely researched – his own grandmother had been present at the fatal masquerade – Almqvist weaves real
events with the androgyne Tintomara’s story until it becomes a great
myth of innocence and guilt, imagination and crass reality, the ideal and
the real.

At first glance, the style of Almqvist’s greatest work may seem impossible to translate; especially its extraordinary mellifluousness which is
hardly compatible with syntactical accuracy. Wordy in the extreme, it is
yet so perfectly controlled and rife with nuance that on examination –
like Proust – its every least word, as in all true poetry, will be found to
be irremovable. His goal was the Allkunstwerk of the German romantics,

a genre finally realized by Wagner, which would combine drama,
prose, poetry, music and painting. Even so, Almqvist only partially
managed to realize it. But though the music and illustrations had to be
omitted, his Songes (‘dreamy songs’), strangely moving, irregularly
designed snatches of melody, are also among Sweden’s musical-lyrical
classics.

Almqvist did not always write in the mode of Drottningens
Juwelsmycke. He could also write in the trenchant style of his hundreds
of radical newspaper articles, or in the terse lucid style of his then sensational Det går an (literally ‘It Can Be Done’ – English version Sarah
Widebeck). One of the first feminist novels in any language, this was to
make him the enemy of the entire (male) Establishment. His totally heterodox views on everything rendered his material career anything but
easy. In the end, accused of poisoning a money-lender with arsenic
(‘Two things are white: innocence – and arsenic’), he had to flee the
country and spend the rest of his days in the USA, where he bigamously
married the keeper of a Philadelphia lodging house, entertaining her
guests by playing the piano, and finally dying penniless in a Bremen
slum on his way back to Sweden.

The theatre of Almqvist’s day was so utterly degenerate that serious
writers – e.g. Shelley and Keats – wrote ‘reading dramas’ instead. A
whole century would pass before Drottningens Juvelsmycke was actually
staged – but then with immense success. An operatic version,
Tintomara, composed by Lars Johan Werle, was performed at Sadler’s
Wells in 1977.

Turning his prose into English has been a considerable challenge. At
every turn of phrase Almqvist’s prose-souﬄé is in danger of collapsing
into a pancake. While omitting words which function in the original but
present no nuance in translation, my problem has been to keep up its
overall style without becoming verbose or transforming it into something else and so vitiating the whole artistic intent. Almost every page,
not to say each sentence, presents this problem. Almqvist’s punctuation,
too, is enigmatically eccentric – though not quite so eccentric as that of
that great rococo work, Tristram Shandy. Its semicolons, dashes, etc.
seem to relate less to spoken rhythms than to an inner, unspoken,
vision.

Destylized, The Queen’s Tiara, like all high-romantic poetry, would
become merely absurd. From the outset we must bear in mind that we
are in the world of the romantic imagination, of grand opera. But while

Auden says of romantic opera that if a single sensible word were uttered
the whole thing would collapse, this is not true of Almqvist’s
Allkunstwerk, where a great many sensible things are said, albeit in an
intentionally ‘circumloquacious’, not to say highfalutin style. Not only
was Almqvist thoroughly familiar with current trends in European
thought, a radical in politics and a social reformer far in advance of his
time, he was essentially an original thinker, with a fresh and innovative
sensibility derived not from sophisticated Europe but from his own
curiously naïve homeland. Rousseauesque questions of innocence or
guilt are mooted in no abstract manner, but felt with the impact of a sensibility which has perhaps never quite succeeded in exporting itself.
Romantic, too, are the various confrontations: of imagination with commonsense; of artifice with nature (Tintomara’s childhood trees are stage
props, mirroring her delight in real ones); of spontaneity with socialmoral shackles; of science with fantasy and myth. Uncannily Almqvist
was, for instance, one of the first European writers to feel the fascist
threat of depersonalization – the dictator Reuterholm is a pervert who
wants to reduce people to mere automata.

At first it seems as if Almqvist sets out to tell a romantic tale of ‘jealousies and double jealousies’ and, what’s more, to do so in the already
outmoded style of the eighteenth-century correspondence novel of
Richardson. It is even difficult, I think, to distinguish the characters of
the two amiable and highly protected young ladies and their passionate
lovers. All goes like a dance, yet ends up with a most convincing duel in
the park – come to Stockholm and I’ll show you the exact spot! At the
same time we are given whispered intimation of the regicides’ plot, in
which the men – by intention – and the girls – by misfortune or, so to
speak, contagion – are involved.

But then, suddenly (Book IV), it is as though Almqvist has been
struck by a wholly new idea, his great leitmotif: the idea of the Platonic
androgyne with whom everyone, of both sexes, must necessarily fall
hopelessly in love. Such a character cannot but immediately take over
the whole tale, and Amanda and Adolfine (who of course will take turns
at going mad!) have to ‘step aside, as so often happens when some greater character enters upon the stage’. An adrogyne? Perhaps because of
the impossibilities of language, Tintomara, it must be confessed,
remains irremediably feminine. Having never been baptised, he/she has
no civic identity and thus no ‘being’. All she has is a childlike innocent
sensibility (‘Since no one was looking when I took it, how can they know

where their diadem has gone unless I tell them?’), and is utterly bewildered by the effect she produces on everyone else, the normally sexed,
for whom she is a flesh and blood manifestation of an ardently desirable
but unattainable beauty. Tragic in herself, she is a cause of tragedy for
others, a precadensian dream of innocence corrupted by conscience, by
law, by all sorts of reasonings.

The whole book is a kind of word-ballet, and would indeed make as
effective a ballet as a play. There are some utterly memorable, larger than
life scenes, some of extreme originality. For instance, the mirror scene in
Book II Scene 2 anticipates by a whole century Sartre’s ‘the viewer
viewed’ situation, the seeing-been-seen dimension of human existence.

The Queen’s Tiara is surely one of the most highly stylized works of
poetical-historical-political-philosophical fiction ever written. None of
its oddities of expression, I assure the gentle reader, are anything but its
author’s own, transferred to the best of my ability to English. His circumlocutory manner, typical of course of his epoch, is turned to a special purpose – namely to express levels of sensibility by no means
ordinary either then or now, at times in extreme close-up and with
microscopic exactness. Almqvist can even be said to be the inventor of
slow motion. The scene in Book II, for instance, where a nocturnal visitor approaches Tintomara, who may be awake or may be dreaming, also
antecedes Strindberg’s rule for his Miss Julie: that the action take the
same amount of time on stage as it would in reality. What could be more
‘mirrored’, even I hope in translation, than the sentence in which
Almqvist describes his highly narcissistic heroine discovering her own
smiling eyes in the bedside mirror? Or again, the pedantic old footman
Fritz’s highly mannered circumstantiality of diction as he gives his endlessly prevaricating account of the counts’ duel, to the agony of his poor
listener, who only wants to know which of her and her sister’s handsome
lovers has survived! Almqvist never ceases to explore fresh possibilities
of such cinematic effects, thus coming as close to lived reality as words
possibly can, often in extraordinary close-up, long before such sensibilities were born or thought of.

There is a strong element of pastiche. After all, this is neo-rococo
aping rococo. And even if by 1796 the rococo style, even in faraway
Sweden, had already been ousted by neo-classicism, what an overwhelming odour of powdered wigs! What latent cruelty! What Sternelike tenderness of sensibility! All the time it’s the style’s conscious artificiality that enables Almqvist to hover on the fringes of naturalism, or to

throw it to the winds. The mad sisters’ antiphonal speech and behaviour
after Lazuli has abandoned them are stylized to the point of ritual, like
something in a Greek tragedy, or an opera – the formalized language of
the unconscious.

Not that the naturalistic demand for concretion of detail – e.g. the
two surgeons’ pseudo-scientific conversation on the eve of the assassination – is ignored. Adolfine, going home alone through the streets, falls
in with the regicide Ankarström, who wants her to pass her finger across
his neck ‘so that he can acquaint himself with his future acquaintance’,
namely the headsman’s axe. High melodrama, no doubt, but exceedingly memorable. Or there is a subtle hazy scene when Amanda, going
into the Old Town to buy a length of material for her fatal green sash,
sees the King come out of a house where he has been consulting a soothsayer (as Gustaf III in fact did) and how he gives a start as Ankarström
crosses his path. How saturated in immediacy is the succeeding scene: as
Amanda waits in her room and the short afternoon light slowly fades,
we are in a world of extreme immediacy and unseizable nuances of
sensation.

The Queen’s Tiara was written during a period of extreme depression
for Almqvist following the joint suicide of two of his pupils, for which
public gossip held him and his Swedenborgian ideas responsible. He
had already written many books, good, bad and indifferent, when he
embarked upon a novella called Amanda’s Sash, a pastiche-like piece of
high romanticism in old-fashioned epistolary style, about a piece of girlish silliness unleashing a duel over impassioned male honour. But then,
in March 1834, he seems to have fallen ill; and suddenly the figure of
the androgyne introduces itself. And it is on this both concrete and
‘celestial’ being, stage-name Azouras Lazuli Tintomara, that the drama
– much of it written in stage dialogue – would then hinge. The work
was written in a mere three months.
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‘Two things are white, Tintomara.
Innocence – and arsenic.’
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Times of duels and double-jealousies; yet what times of fascinating
adventures, times of tempests over locks of hair and fire in the heart?

Gone they are, at least the former. Healthy commonsense, Herr
Hugo, has triumphed over the old custom of putting a bullet through
your friend’s face for a hasty word or some imperfectly understood
action. If any chivalrous men – others, I mean – were nowadays seized
with an impulse to set upon each other so as to be punished by the
supreme authority, they would no longer feel themselves supported by
public opinion. Doubtless the episode would be talked about, and would
greatly enhance the flavour of some almond cake or biscuit, thus causing
the conversation to wag more vivaciously on tongue and palate than if
nothing at all been said about it. But the heightening of taste, which is
and should be the purpose of all our conversations, of all social intercourse, is neither more nor better exercized by questions of duels than
by any other topic. The supreme authority is but faintly praised, no
doubt, for intervening in such an escapade; yet we glance with no particular approval on combatants who have shown the greatest, the most
altruistic courage. And yet, I ask – and seriously – what more perfect
courage can be found than that which dares die for a mere nothing?
Such courage can only be considered absolute.

And yet – perhaps not always for a nothing?

Jealousy finds herself in a better state of preservation. True, we
declare her a loathsome disease, causing cheeks to pale and laying waste
every bosom she erects her temple in. And yet – though jealousy be a

grim spectre – she seldom arises unless as the guardian of a more sacred
flame. Show me a woman consumed by this monstrous demon – is it not
because she loves deeply, immortally? The flame of her essential being
shines pure as the reflection of a star in a most limpid brook. She has
sacrificed her heart, her every thought – laid her whole universe in a
warm hand. But what if the beloved’s hand grows cold before death?
Does not then a decembrous thrill, a shiver, pass through her veins!
With the sublime and refined sensibility only to be found in noble and
aetherial affections she has discerned some indifference in him who
should never take unalloyed delight in anything that is not great and
beautiful – great and beautiful, that is, to her. Her meadowlands wilt;
the moon freezes in her sky; and the very sun runs pale, trembling and
sere through her world’s chill atmosphere. We speak ill of jealousy,
Herr Hugo, and questionless she often errs in erring, fancying she discerns what does not exist. Yet all misfortune deserves our respect; and
this one, by reason of her cause, doubly so. Feel no love that isn’t presumptuous, and thereafter you’ll have no difficulty in boasting yourself
immune to night’s tearful spectre. You – why should your bosom
quail? Lose one kind of friend today, you’ve another by dinner time
tomorrow.

So you’ll forgive me, Herr Hugo (Richard Furumo went on, as he
sat in company with the whole family in the Yellow Cabinet at the
Hunting Lodge), forgive me, sir, if I do not wholly share your delight in
Calderón’s Mariamne, in what concerns the ignominy incurred by
Aristobolus, who in consequence of that play’s very structure and of his
spouse’s acid remarks falls prey to jealousy’s grim genius. Here is mirrored no inward humanity. Yet I concede, and gladly, that any creature
who undeservedly becomes the object of jealousy cannot but feel cut to
the quick to find himself suspect.

Jealousy is cruel – yet double jealousy is still worse, and even more
astounding.

Here my memory alights on a certain spot in Östergötland province
– a manor house, or castle. There was I witness to a strange sight. Two
sisters, withdrawn from the world, were living at this cha“teau, cared for
by relatives who administered their estates and nursed their persons.

These two unhappy beings passed their time on the first storey,
reserved exclusively for their needs and lacking no domestic conveniences. Except for a single maidservant who on occasion would come and
offer them her services, they spent their days alone. This had been

found to accord best with their state of mind. They were loath to set
eyes on anyone.

Has any of you ladies and gentlemen been to Ribbingsholm? A
stream, linking Lakes Roxen and Glan, forms a promontory at the point
where it flows out into the latter. So girt about is this promontory by the
stream, but even more so by Lake Glan, it seems almost to resemble an
islet, or holm, whence the castle that stands on it doubtless took its
name.

The first floor at Ribbingsholm offers a far-flung view out over the
wide lake, on whose further shore can be discerned the delightful coast
of Risinge, in Finnspång county. The cha“teau’s residents had been so
good as not merely to provide me with lodgings for the night, they even
let me see the two ... what shall I call them? I was granted access to the
young ladies’ apartment, as it was called, in the same manner as were my
hosts themselves, whenever they visited their first-floor guests. Entering
a little corner room situated at one end of the long manor house building, through a white gauze curtain whose folds must have sufficed to
conceal us, we saw without difficulty two figures walking to and fro in
the room beyond. Through the gauze the two apparitions appeared to
our eyes to be moving as if at an unfathomable remoteness and, like all
else about them, seemed fairylike. Hand in hand they were pacing the
floor – two small, erect, slender figures – the one somewhat taller than
the other. By this time their cheeks, albeit their features still bore witness to the vanished charms of a Juno or a Diana, were not merely pale
but had that chalky whiteness to be seen on busts, the kind that embellish antechambers. Their sickness – imbecility – oscillated in such a manner that for periods at a time the one would recover her wits. Then, one
could be sure, she who with utmost loving care and true understanding
had been tending and nursing her unhappy companion would in the
same moment succumb to her own inner memories; whereupon the
other sister would come to her senses and care for her unhappy companion – until her own turn came. A few weeks sufficed for either.

At the time of my arrival it was the shorter sister who was caring for
the taller. About the taller young lady’s shoulders, abandoned to its own
devices, the pale gleaming hair – once perhaps chestnut brown – fell in
uninhibited fancies and waved ceaselessly to and fro in a manner no pencil could capture, as she, albeit silent and dejected, swiftly paced the
floor. I call her the taller, yet neither was she of any great stature. The
other sister, who was caring for her, walked at her side, ever and anon

caressing her temples and seemingly diverting herself by most exquisitely arranging the pearls of her necklace, and kept adjusting a medallion attached to them but which, on account of the ceaseless motion,
never quite seemed to hang as she wished it to. Suddenly, the sick girl
came to a halt. Though at a distance, I saw her black eyes widen noticeably and begin flashing, as if to burst out from underneath their eyelids.
Falling back a step, with a toss of her head she threatened her sister.
‘Hateful destroyer!’ she cried, raising her arm against her tender nurse.

But when the turn came for the healthy one to sicken, and in the same
moment the sick one (by a providence which, whilst inscrutable, is both
good and sacred) recovered her lucidity and, with heartfelt concern, as if
drawn by some instinct of reparation, became her sister’s nurse: then she
too had to suffer remarks no less abusive, glances no less savage as they
flamed forth from her sister’s grim and plaster-white countenance.

Of all this I shall tell you what I’ve heard. Yet inasmuch as hearsay
tends not always to be wholly reliable, neither can I on all points vouch
for the reliability of all data of historical or political content. At times
my hosts, out of respect for these unhappy persons’ families, contented
themselves with telling me only their Christian names, or even, as I
believe, intentionally falsifying names and places.

Should my Ribbingsholm papers be found to have gaps in their narrative, I beg you, Herr Hugo, and you, my youthful listeners, to be so
good as to supply them out of your own reflection, and with imagination’s lively power bind up all in a beautiful and pleasing whole. Where
I present authentic documents, notes taken of conversations, and copies
I have made of letters, please be so kind as to forgive both handwriting
and punctuation; likewise their authors’ often supererogatory use of foreign words – a habit, the very hallmark of that age’s taste, but of which
I, for my part, highly disapprove, yet cannot here correct without falsifying my sources. That a foreigner in our land resorts to his own tongue
commingled with Swedish may be forgiven, and may even be patriotic;
but for a Swede to have so far accustomed himself to foreign languages
that, carried away by their daily use, he introduces them even into
Swedish conversations, is truly to be lamented.

Should it so happen that you, Herr Hugo, at first feel, as I do, a trifle
irritated with the persons now about to appear, this will please me, since
it shows we think alike.

From his breast pocket Richard took out a little package, wrapped in
soft East Indian straw paper.








THE FIRST BOOK





Tout à vous, beau Tristan!
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LETTER I


From Clas Henrik* to Mauritz*




Ulriksdal,5 March 1, 1792. Late at night


I’ve no words to express my amazement! Gone from my head, however
wrongly – indefeasibly wrongly, I admit! – are all politics, all plans and
calculations now that matters have reached the point they have. But I
can’t help it: what times are these we’re living in? Are we no longer in
Stockholm, but really living in the romantic days of King Arthur, in
Camelot’s enchanted groves, in that famed stronghold of chivalry?
Great God, how can I still jest! The adventure I’ve just witnessed concerns, as I believe, myself – and all too closely! My blood is all on fire,
yet my life’s torch, even so, is turned upside down; one more such
scene, and it’ll go out for ever.

In brief, dear comrade in arms, go to my room, take a look into my
wardrobe; but with utmost caution – and in a Tartaric silence! – make
sure my pistols’ firelocks are in a state not to misfire.

Mauritz, hear and judge, Mauritz! As I mounted my horse and left
my lodgings, dusk had already fallen. Light-heartedly I trotted up
Kungsbacken slope and out through the northern customs barrier.
Never has a lovelier evening spread its mild radiance over
Brunnsviken’s waters; spring, they’re saying, will be late this year, yet –
even so – what an evening! May it bode well for the success of the grey

cloak’s enterprise and X + X. Blending in the background with the forest groves, the creek’s waters (or ice, as I believe it was, although water
gleamed on the ice) resembled a grandiose scene at the Opera. My heart
beat ever more wildly; all my thoughts dwelt ever and anon upon you
know whom. Suddenly my lively mount pricked up his ears, jerking me
out of my dream. Yet it was nothing – yes, yes – just a lousy black mongrel which fled with a shrill howl into the woods toward Solna.
Annoyed, I pressed my hat down over my brow and sought to recover
my warm cheerful thoughts: How I’d just been promoted major: the
regiment: the nobility. All that’s great, and too great,6 I’d forgotten. Her
alone did I remember – tried to wish only to remember her, that d——d
mongrel having drawn a long black mark across my mood.

But what of it? Dusk had fallen as I rode past Hagalund at a brisk gallop – and already I’m approaching Frösunda when, in the park, to my
left, what do I hear? A violent rattling sound! You know how deeply
attached I am to lovely Frösunda! I’d not gone far up the slope when,
turning my head, I catch sight of a lady who comes flying out through
the Frösunda gates and rushes straight across the road into Haga Wood.
On her head she wore a long green veil, whose hem’s delicate gold
streaks glimmered in the dusk as it pursued the running girl. Its colour
and the gold were cause enough to astonish me – and that, Mauritz, for
easily comprehensible reasons! It was – it could be none other – the
very veil you once helped me purchase. Well then! a moment more, and
out from the same gates comes flying a young fellow who likewise hurries into Haga Park. In him I could not but recognize Ferdinand *, my
own captain. But God in heaven, in that case which of the two could
she be? And why is she fleeing from him? Why, if she’s the one she
should be?

My mind made up, I dismounted and, tying my Rodamonte to the
fence a little way off, stole into the woods. And there, in the most magnificent chiaroscuro ever conjured up by the countryside around Haga,
what did I not see – and hear? Now her dress flew in white ripples past a
bush, blinding as snowflakes, and cooled my burning imagination – now
her veil’s long green flames – flames I must call them, for they scorched
me! – here could be no mistake – this veil, interwoven with the gold of
its Chinese butterflies I myself had given to ... yes ... it was she! By and
by, at a word from the young knight who was calling after her, the slim
figure halted. Further she could not go – spruces, rising up dense and
dark before her, prevented all further flight – even if, Mauritz, she had

wished to flee. Against those spruces, Mauritz, her picturesque image
stood out in such fashion that – oh God! – And I, standing there hidden
a little way off, unable to draw another breath! The very obscurity, or
half-clarity, wherein she floated, wholly transformed her into the loveliest sylph – more tantalizing than any I’ve seen in the Duke’s picture
gallery. Rushing forward, her cavalier bent the knee before her.
‘Anything – a mere something – bestow upon me – no matter how small!’
he whispered (but no word of his died on my ears). She nodded slowly,
as if declining – yet he redoubled his prayers. ‘You must’, he said, grasping her hand. ‘You shall,’ he exclaimed, even more importunate after a
little pause. ‘I’ll take this.’ With these words, swiftly loosing a sash she
wore around her waist, he flung it over his shoulder.

‘Tout à vous, beau Tristan!’

‘Tout à vous’, he answered her (in a voice languishing for sure, for
sure, with bliss.)

‘This legend – yes – shall be our motto! Always, as long as our love
breathes, it shall be the password between us; and no one, only we two,
shall ever hear it from our lips!’

Mauritz – I can write no more – dusk was falling on the air, in my
heart, in my soul. Which of them it was who uttered what I’ve just written was more than I could make out, yet certainly both meant it. Not a
word more did I hear ... there was a flash of lightning, as if a meteor
had fallen on Brunnsviken lake; or perhaps it was Captain Ferdinand’s
kiss on the seductive hand of this witch of the wood. With my last
remaining strength I fled from the park, sought the road again and
found my horse. Only a miracle has brought me to Ulriksdal – Mauritz,
tell Adolf Ludvig, both of you must share it. If you don’t hear from me
within a few days, then you’ll understand that Clas Henrik, friend of
your youth and your comrade in arms at the barracks, is lying here in
the palace, besieged by a mob of furies from the depths of hell, such as
you’ve never seen or imagined. But Sacréloth! Dieu et mon droit! The
game shall be hotter! Truly, ’twas on another errand I rode out to
Ulriksdal – even so, give my regards to our friends, and tell them that
I’ve not forgotten what it is I’ve to do out here – Mauritz! Our business is
under way! We’ve found our man ... a note of hand has just reached me
from Huvudsta.7

Pasque-ange! I’ve written too long a letter, and yet I’m annoyed to
find I’ve no more paper. I’ve matter and enough for a thousand sheets of
post-paper, but here in my room it’s pitch dark. In my heart, indigo.



NB. My crossed pistols are hanging to the extreme left of my wardrobe, opposite the black triangular garment.

NB. Let the servant who hands you this notice nothing.

C.H.








LETTER II


From Adolfine to Amanda


Stockholm, 2 March


Amante fidille,

Charmante mais cruelle ...




Do you remember that song, with its charming ritournelle, and which
you and I, Amanda, were always going to heed? No, crazy girl, you’ve
utterly forgotten it; but thanks, even so, a thousand thousand thanks,
sweet Amanda, for your lines this morning and your description of your
indescribable yesterday evening; but believe me, seriously, without beating about the bush – you’ve been careless, sister mine. A girl who
declares her feelings is lost; her heart once exposed to the light of day
she has lost her chief charm, is no longer overcome, no longer l’être
indefinissible who is surmised and admired only en lointaine. Amanda,
for God’s sake, why did you have to go and give him the sash!! Of course
I understand you said nothing, not with the least word did you accede to
his wishes, that it was he who took, not you who gave; but that you even
paused in your flight was too much, by half! I’d like to see the pine trees
that could hinder me from running away when I’m bent on it! Dear
good Amanda, didn’t you realize you could have had Ferdinand bending
the knee to you forever, just so long as – and no longer than – you now
and then let him glimpse your fleeting approval – now and then, I say –
he could have survived quite a while on such a now and then!

Wear it forever over his shoulder like his rapier’s swordbelt! And you,
Amanda, put your trust in such charming exclamations, unhappy girl!
Already I prophesy he’s no longer thinking of you quite so ardently nor
with such enchantment; in brief, you in this respect were much to be
blamed. Oh God, if I’d been there in your place, Amanda! I’d have managed it all so much better; a girl is usually born with a talent for such
things. Truly I’m amazed at you.

But alas, why make you sad? Forgive me; believe me wholly in the

wrong, forget my words, dearest Amanda; enjoy yourselves out there
at Frösunda and be happy with those nice kind W*s. I’ll soon be coming
out to join you – if only I hadn’t so much to see to in connection with
my costume for the masquerade. Sweetest Amanda, send in to me, by
the next messenger, my green Chinese veil, but for God’s sake pack it up
well, and seal the wrapping properly, I scarce dare think of so costly a
treasure. I’m so afraid it’ll get besmirched or spoiled in some way, I’ve
half a mind to use it as part of some costume at the ball. Or what do you
say – wouldn’t it suit? The very thought of something happening to it in
such mixed company and in such a crowd almost makes me tremble.
Amanda, you know I’d never forgive myself if anything happened to
blemish so costly a gift while I was wearing it – how childish I am, don’t
give me away – simply because it’s a souvenir of C.H. – I’m so frightened,
so silly, not for the world would I wish him to know how silly I am!

Par rapport to the person I here refer to, I’ve annoying news. My
Major isn’t in town, but – can you imagine it? – his surly footman has
been to our lodgings; but, Mamma herself not being in, was loath to
come upstairs. What delicatesse! However, it’s come to my ears that my
own Major, my Clas Henrik, is lying sick at no less a place than the
royal pleasure pavilion at Ulriksdal, having ridden out there, God
knows why! Lastly, please ask your kind Lieutenant-Colonel, out there
at Frösunda, to take a little pleasure trip over to Ulriksdal and enquire
after the health of our family’s precious friend. If sick, it’ll never do: he
before all others must attend the ball. As yet, hélas, you do not know –
but adieux!





LETTER III


from Amanda to Adolfine



Frösunda, 4 March


There is little I can say to console you. We’ve all been out at Ulriksdal,
and your handsome major was touched by our attentions, to which our
visit bore witness. His pallor suited him. For your sake I busied myself a
great deal with him and it occurred to me he’s suffering from – God
knows what. Of that I’m almost certain. He was very sad you weren’t
there. After greeting us with a sombre smile, he said, ‘All the M* family
are so undeservedly polite to me as to ask after my health: Miss
Adolfine, alone, has felt no impulse to ...’


Your only reason for not coming out with us, I replied, was your
being away in Stockholm, having walked into town three days ago. I was
just about to add the true observation that this visit of ours to Ulriksdal
had really originated with you. Nothing, it seemed to me, could have
done him more good to hear. Yet in the same instant your idea – how
imperative it is not to betray oneself by giving excessive vent to one’s
inclinations – passed through my mind. Whilst not comprehending, or at
least not approving, your views – views, sister, I’d even go so far as to call
hypocritical – yet I durst not flout them, least of all in what concerned
yourself. Yet tell me even so, dear Adolfine, on your pure lovely conscience, can this idea of yours really be right? So high a degree of restraint,
or discourtesy, as I have several times heard you insist on vis-à-vis –

As Heaven is my witness, there isn’t a word, an action, I need
reproach myself with. But ... a scheme designed to captivate him all the
more – such a notion I find detestable. You’re well-read, Adolfine; know
infinitely more than I do. But one thing I’ll say: in my park, in front of
my spruces, you’d have had no – absolutely no – business at all!

You’d do well not to treat Clas Henrik too strangely. He uttered a
few stammering reflections I could not understand, anent your staying
in Stockholm; opined that, notwithstanding the hurry over your costume, even so you ought to come out to the country now and again, yes,
and had even quite recently been there. I’d have been upset on your
behalf, truly I should, by his manner of expressing himself, had I been
able to make head or tail of it. Only, I pray to God, you, for some whim
unknown to us – forgive me, Adolfine dear, now I’m going too far, forget where a sister should draw the line. Nonetheless, although Major
Clas Henrik may have his quirks, I am sure they stem from a most noble
heart. He’d thought (said he) that Captain Ferdinand, who makes so frequent a habit of staying out at Frösunda, and who thereto is his regimental comrade, could surely have done him the pleasure of coming out
to Ulriksdal with us to enquire after his health. This with an expression
which struck me as strange. I replied that had Ferdinand been staying
with us that day, he would have come too, no question about it. But that
even so, although the bond between him and myself was known to all
our friends, I’d never wish to see Ferdinand so bound hand and foot he
couldn’t be elsewhere than where I was. ‘Then where’s he to be found?’
the Major went on, a trifle indignantly. ‘I’ve something important to say
to him!’ – ‘Doubtless in Stockholm,’ I said. – ‘In Stockholm, he too?’
He threw me a look and the words were scarcely audible: ‘She speaks of

it quite calmly!’ He, the Major, seemed unable to grasp that, with matters being so settled and straightforward as they now are between myself
and Ferdinand, one had little cause for concern.

Adolfine, enclosed please find your headdress – how superb it is! –
that it’s come to no harm you may be quite sure. Look at it and see for
yourself, I’ve hardly glanced at it – well hardly – that I can say. But dear
friend, take a close look, and you’ll see it’s in perfect repair. I suppose
there’s something I should say to you about all this, and truly you
mustn’t get angry with me, for no harm has come of it. But it’ll keep
until we meet. Anyway, it’s a mere nothing – adieu, my own eighteenyear-old Adolfine! of all people closest to my thoughts – only one stands
closer, and him you’ll allow – alas! – was it strange I should be so cheerful that evening when I turned seventeen? You’ve forgotten it; but he
remembered it, he who loves

Your Amanda





LETTER IV


From Adolfine to Amanda


Stockholm, at our lodgings.

In my little chamber.


My whole heart is in ecstasy. I’ll repair the faute you’ve committed;
alas, Amanda, the grievous faux pas of declaring yourself too plainly to
your Ferdinand! I’ve a vue which, without your collaboration, perhaps
even without your permission, shall yet help you, can anything be better! As to my theory, we’ll not make an issue of it. I’m perfectly aware
how people are, and matters don’t stand so badly with the Major as you
fancy – in this way he shall be captivated with me, yes indescribably so;
oh, if you only knew, if only you could relish the bliss of seeing a proud
and handsome fellow caught, trapped, inseparably captivated, down on
one knee, welded to the floor: his head poised in adoration ... oh, what a
delightful world this is!

I have a vue; I see clearly from your letter that with him it’s thus
and so, and that he therefrom draws certain suspicions; that I’m in
town, and Ferdinand too, – can you imagine anything more ridiculous
than this annoying Major, and yet there’s nothing absurd about it either!
Amanda and I are sisters, both of us between seventeen and eighteen.
Ever since we came up to stay with the W*s at Frösunda together with

Uncle and Mamma, Ferdinand has been a friend about the house.
Ferdinand has declared for you, clearly and decisively, just as Clas
Henrik has for me. Among all our acquaintance it’s a known thing that
notwithstanding the delay in our own letters patent and my wish that
you hadn’t been so hasty, these two gentleman, each in his own way, has
done us his courtoisie. As things stand, is it so very strange that
Ferdinand, too, in the course of so many bright days, should from time
to time have cast a gracious, a really handsome sidelong glance, at his
Amanda’s poor sister? Why not? The match hasn’t been arranged;
Ferdinand might change his mind, might he not? And someone else’s,
too, change? A thousand such ideas have crossed my good Clas Henrik’s
mind and out of sheer terror at the possibility of losing me, he finds
himself behind tenfold prison doors, something he as yet doesn’t realize;
but by and by, I’m sure, he’ll see how charming it all is.

I’m so grieved you haven’t woven the same skein around your beloved
Captain who, if one truly does him justice and doesn’t look, as I do,
with preference on my Major, is so much the handsomer fellow!
Ferdinand has a superb way of sitting. His manner, his carefree manner
of holding his head when seated, is really adorable, surely you must
have noticed? That way of leaning slightly backwards, I mean, so that
his big lock of hair tumbles down, as if on a ... Consequently he needs
so much the more to be fixed. Why do you, on the contrary, and by making him feel safe, allow him so much more leeway and freedom? ... dear
silly you! but where’s the sense in unleashing a flood of commonsense
on a girl who’s as poor in circumspection as she is rich in her incomparable charms? Well well, you’ll see. Adolfine prophesies that, since that
moment, your F. has become another man, and I can tell you by way of
making a little start, he’s quite merry here in town; I, at least, never see
him other than glowing with enthusiasm. From time to time, as is only
natural, he visits us here in our lodgings to ask after your health out
there, or else to change his uniform, which from old habit he still keeps
in the room next to Uncle’s; he has taken to whiling away many an hour
in my company, talking, and as yet I’ve discovered in him not the least
sign of spleen; I’ve pointed out to him how the very best, the most amiable thing he could do, would be to go out to Frösunda, and see for himself how you are; to which, however, he, with an inclination of his head
and a sidelong glance, usually replies that matters of urgent political
importance require his presence here in Stockholm. Lovely politics!

O Amanda, had I been in your place among the trees in that

enchanted park, how inexpressibly amusing would it not all have been!
I’d have managed everything quite differently, would have put a comb
into that lock of hair, to hinder it from flying out so freely in such monstrous asides. Sash? Sash? well, a horse’s bit, rather. But milles adieux!
adieux! someone’s knocking at the door, I must close, it’s too maddening – and I who was just going to tell you of my plan to aid your own
affaire, but heaven help me, this is enough! too violent and too strong
were those fingers which could so wage war on a wretched deux-battant!
farewell, dear good, admirable Amanda! Who’s knocking? What? I do
believe –

Your Ad –





LETTER V



From Amanda to Adolfine



Frösunda


Dearest sweet sister Adolfine, never again such a letter! F— is happy,
are you surprised? he’s happy because – just because he’s so sure of you:
his love, you see, is secure. Where’s the harm in that? don’t I long for
the same peace of mind?

Mamma thinks you’ve been in Stockholm quite long enough; since
I’m sending this missive off by the W*s’ milk-carrier, who’s leaving
tonight, she has asked me to insert a word to that effect. It’s the case, is
it not, she says, that several of our own people are staying there in our
apartment on the Haymarket, and that from time to time Uncle’s in
town too? Even so, she thinks – you’re young, and – your reputation,
says Mamma. If all your innumerable arrangements permit, do come
out and join us soon. Then Mamma will look on you with most friendly
eyes. Surely we’ve many days to go before the Masquerade? Couldn’t
we go into town just before it, meanwhile working on your costume out
here? I do so dislike masquerades! Bring a little vellum paper, I must jot
down one or two scenes as an aide-mémoire. No one, I suppose, is going
to come knocking on my door, yet I close, even so; this pen is wretched,
it’s ages since anyone sharpened it for me. Do buy me a little india
rubber and bring it out with you, I must erase a few lines from my
miserable sketch.

11.30 at night

Amanda






LETTER VI


From Adolfine to Amanda



From Stockholm, in the corner
where the chiffonier is


I’m coming out, candid little creature, I’ll bow to Mamma’s and your
wish and then drive back into town again; forgive me. Seriously, I too
am longing to see you in person, this eternal letter-writing’s getting on
my nerves, though I can’t say I lack for reasonably good pens, and I’ve
persons in attendance willing to sharpen them for me; yet talking is a
thousand times better than writing, and even though God knows I write
as briefly as ever I can, yet it all runs on longer than is tolerable, and it’s
hard to keep the paper from sliding about on the corner of this chiffonier; and another reason I’m longing to see you again is that I can’t bring
myself to confide everything to paper, mum though it be, and I’d so love
to see my good kind darling Amanda’s face. Heavens! I do believe you’re
just a tiny bit annoyed with me for confessing I’d like to have been there
in your forest, alas, sister mine, don’t misunderstand me! Anyway, I’m
already on my way to repairing your own affaire for you: and have at last
managed to place a tiny little cloud on the Captain’s brow, and you can’t
imagine how well it suits him! Even so, I don’t understand the importance of whatever it is has made him knit his romantic eyebrows. All I
did was repeat the well-known line: Tout à vous, beau Tristan! from the
old twelfth-century song of chivalry, you remember. You can’t imagine
what a shower of thunderbolts he flung at me, as if no one but himself
had permission to be acquainted with the phrase?

Unfathomable mystère! but, briefly, I must mention to you whence I
got my whim to repeat so beautiful a verse for my Captain, here in my
little chamber. My Major, ailing out at Ulriksdal, what else he may be
busying himself with is more than I can conceive. My Clas Henrik, in a
word, has taken a step which pleases me more indescribably than I in my
haste can describe to you. He has made use of a right he obtained from
me a year ago, when our acquaintance took a happy turn, namely to
send me a billet from time to time, as he has now done in a most exquisite letter. His composition, though most sincere and touchingly warm
and of the subtlest intelligence (I speak seriously, Amanda), proffers
even so some reproaches; it’s some extraordinary event he alludes to
which he wishes to speak of, without speaking of it, and which I

nevertheless am expected to understand – so he seems to imply, but
which I understand no more than the evening star, which he declares I
resemble. Quite a delightful similitude, this, though he reproaches the
star for just now standing at the fringe of a dark spruce forest, wherein,
he says, she intends to set her gleaming foot, alas. Poor star, is it her
fault if she must set? Surely she too must go to bed sometimes, like
other people! His insensate, hieroglyphical letter, written on the finest
manila paper, lies here before me; he says he has witnessed something,
and God knows I don’t doubt it, for Clas Henrik has always had a pair
of the most superbly limpid eyes, such as have ever been known for their
admirable keenness and far-sightedness, so I can only suppose and hope
that something that’s afoot in the world has come to his knowledge. But
joking aside, his letter so pleases me, it sets my heart beating to find
myself so deeply loved, no matter how many bizarre majoral notions he
may entertain, I’m sure I can lay up some suspicions about him too, and
when to our mutual pleasure a cheerful year or two of this kind has
passed, then I intend, all in my own good time, to submit, and we’ll
make two of the best spouses, the happiest couple anywhere in nature.

And yet, who can read this riddle? in the midst of his fiery feelings,
with which he scorches me not a little, his letter also puts out prickles,
as sharp as English needles, and several times he spices its sentences
with the expression ‘Tout à vous, beau Tristan!’. Yes, he’s forever repeating it, as if a whole royal pleasure pavilion were founded on this phrase,
or rather, I fancy he means, his love’s mausoleum reposed upon it. No
doubt you remember how last Christmas out there at Frösunda we were
all reading that old novel Herr Leopold8 was so good as to let us borrow
from the library at Drottningholm, the one that depicted Queen Isolde’s
voyage from Ireland to King Mark in Cornwall; and which also mentions the bold Sir Tristan and his adventure with the beautiful Isolde,
and where, among much else she says to encourage him, the words
quoted unquestionably occur. Tout à Vous, beau sire chevalier. And it’s
about this that silly Clas Henrik makes so much ado in his letter! – But
good Lord, it’s a bagatelle even so, compared with what I’m now going
to tell you –

As our Captain entered my room shortly after the Major’s letter had
arrived, I, in passing on his superior’s greetings, in all innocence and
among much else besides allowed those magical words to escape me, adding the true observation, that Clas Henrik now had good reason to busy
himself with them. But scarcely – admirable Dieu! – had those foreign

words escaped my rosy lips than on my tall well-built Captain’s cheeks
a flush of colour came and went, and his eyebrows flew up, as if firing off
a ... (His face contains a two-piece battery! ferocious its broadside!).
Well, of course the sunshine of his gentilesse soon scattered these clouds,
and he enquired how things now really stood with the Major. To which
I admitted the truth: that I knew little more of his illness than that you
out at Frösunda were making trips to and from Ulriksdal to look into the
matter and cure him of it, finding him above all in his indisposition
interesting (see your own letter); but then, believe me, something still
worse appeared in the fulginous depths of my handsome listener’s two
volcanoes! a spark of disquietude, I assure you, Amanda, at the foolish
triviality of these matters that have come to his notice, and that this is to
your advantage. Girl, girl, surely you’ve sense enough to thank me? if
certain matters are worked on, your whole position can be saved, and
out of sheer terror your F. will come flying back to your feet.

Though this time he was sufficiently master of himself not to give
himself away, someone who had her wits about her had seen enough;
allowing his countenance to clear, he avoided all talk of the Major, as
also of you; something so much the more transparent as, each time I
intentionally brought so costly a person as yourself on to the stage, he
sailed clear of my reefs, only, in fancying himself concealed by his evasions, to find himself among skerries. Yes, and if I’m to rehearse all he
was before leaving – excessively obliging, almost too amiable – you –
take me aright – mustn’t misunderstand me; but interpret “all” as some
kind of homage to me, that he was merely trying to shuﬄe the cards,
and hide his harlequinade, as we say, “betwixt the hussar and the
flowerpot”.

Whenever I think of it, it pains me I cannot just now find my way to
coming out to Frösunda, for this evening a friend and I must rehearse a
rôle we’re going to play at the royal Masquerade. If only you could
imagine, Amanda, what fun this masked ball will be! Long live our great
King! our precious Gustaf III. What do all those quarrels matter he got
himself involved in at that stupid parliament at Gävle9, or his having
infuriated some sulphurous noblemen? how petty! truly, I don’t
understand some of our acquaintance – and they not a few – whom I
hear from time to time grumbling and swearing so, that my heartfelt disgust hardly suffices to make them hold their tongues. King Gustaf is my
king, I love him, and this means more to me, proving as it does that on
all points he understands what’s crucial, and doesn’t trouble his head

with trifles; he has introduced gaiety into Scandinavia, and that’s
worth more than sour looks!

Amanda, you must overcome your distaste and come with us to the
Masquerade! The interior of the King’s great opera house on
Norrmalmstorg beggars description; when I saw the machinery it contains I – though not unaccustomed to remarkable sights – started back a
pace. Let me say only this: if ever I should build myself a house one day,
I’ll make it a replica of the King’s. It’s filled – can you believe it,
Amanda? – with little rooms and long angular corridors, both under and
above the stage, and on its either side. And that’s where the ball is to be
held! Having visited it in the company of someone who showed me its
ins and outs, I should feel quite at home even so.

Fie, what handwriting! Now my quill needs sharpening again. Oh
do come to an end, silly letter! Ah, how happy I am; adieux! – mille
adieux!

A—fine





LETTER VII


From Mauritz — to Clas Henrik —


Stockholm, at Liljans Inn, Gröna gatan


God be thanked your convalescence out at Ulriksdal has been so protracted we haven’t yet had need of your pistols. Yet I hear, my friend,
you’re beginning to recover, so I beg to inform you I’ve carefully examined your weapons; but albeit I cannot but approve your wounded honour, and as a faithful member of the House of Nobility I shall stand by
you in this sanguinary business, which I hope will quickly blow over,
you in your turn must forgive me if I tell you, candidly, how execrably –
yes, abominably – stupid it is of you to get involved in such a matter just
now, when our friends in rational enterprises have brought matters to a
point where X + X is beyond question, but your quarrel can put a spoke
in its wheel, at least for a few days. Clas Henrik, in the name of ten thousand devils – what are you thinking of? General P*10 was furious.

Yet I must say, devil for devil, Ferdinand is an odd one. And, for
his part, I do believe he has something against you. Yesterday evening
he took me aside and, after we’d strolled to and fro awhile outside their
little tennis court and the theatre there, suddenly confronted me with
looks so lambent that, the D—l apart, none but the d—l’s own could

gleam more grimly: ‘Tell me, Mauritz —, what kind of a fellow is Clas
Henrik?’ – Have you been asleep on the Witches’ Mountain? came my
reply, meaning: who’s been blowing scurrilous sand in the eyes of our
best, our bravest comrade? Supposing something political had been discovered, I carried him a little further off. But it was all a lot of crazed
nonsense.

Frösunda has been stricken by electricity, sparks have been flying,
emotions raging: but I’ve been unable to sort it all out. Baroness M* is
deeply worried for her younger daughter; Amanda, that seductress, is
looking pale. As always, the Forester Royal, her Uncle and ours, is the
most amiable of men; sheds tears while wiping away others’, yet to no
avail. Even their hostess, Fru W*, has been sharing her visitors’
melancholy.

From fragments of the family’s remarks I’ve snapped up, I perceive
there has been a meeting, and a sacré hot one, between Ferdinand and
Miss Amanda. He whose presence our business in other respects and at
all hours requires in town had slipped out there, compelled by some
frantic need to torment his beloved. It’s said reproaches were in the air.
The matter? some trifling words uttered, in spite of a promise, to ... the
d—l himself, presumably, seeing how such a scene could follow from it.
Missie, it seems, merely wept; but F. looked like a black knight out of
Africa, a Moor, the whole affair ending on a note ... unknown to me. It
would be strange indeed if some deep matter lay behind. If I understand
my Ferdinand aright, it’s wounded pride which has brought him to life.
Surely Amanda isn’t the first person he’s ever set eyes on? yet it seems
he’s in despair at her having glanced at another pair of lips and two rows
of handsome teeth! No one shall ever reproach me with not believing in
true, eternal, undying love; when hearts meet in true sympathy, it isn’t
quenched; there’s my credo! But here – well, I don’t know. If this world
were inhabited by crystalline creatures; I mean, ones transparent to each
other, so that we all could see into the depths of one another’s characters, then we could be sure when there is a real similarity and personal
sympathy. This I say, Major, to give you food for thought. In a better
world, I’m sure, the good will see themselves and others so purely, so
limpidly, they’ll understand each other. Then no misunderstandings
will arise to separate like from like; nor will those who are unalike desire
each other’s company. As it is, most of this world’s tragedies have their
source in that mist wherein we wander about, as little known to ourselves as to others; the which misfortune, so terribly destructive alike to

society and to individuals, will not be alleviated until we acquire greater
insight into people’s characters, thus more deeply understanding each
other and seeking our unions on a basis of true likeness, instead of such
momentary whims.

Hearing your name often implicated in Ferdinand’s and Amanda’s
explications, I’ve wished to hear from yourself whether you can lend me
enough light, here behind the scenes, to enable me to mediate between
good old friends. But quickly! soon! Time is slipping by, and mustn’t be
wasted. Devil take it, aren’t you ashamed? is this politics? Have you settled everything with those who were to go out to that place at Ulriksdal?
What did they reply?

Mauritz

Has anyone been out to Ulriksdal recently? It’s utterly important you
have a word with our man at Huvudsta.





LETTER VIII


From Clas Henrik to Mauritz


Ulriksdal


Don’t mention F*’s name to me, still less mediate! Good old friend,
yes, but turned scoundrel. What impudence, to reproach such an angel!
Amanda, reproached by Ferdinand?! But it’s monstrous, unheard of,
‘he’ being at fault! as who should know better than I? I’m going out of
my mind. All this has gone so far, I feel perfectly recovered physically;
and tomorrow will be in Stockholm. Sacré-Dieu, to accuse someone else
of something one is oneself responsible for! He must have turned into a
devil! Pistols are too good for him, I’ve changed my mind. And you,
Mauritz, need write no more, nor fear I’m wasting time. There’s something I have to tell you, by word of mouth, which you don’t know ...
‘however, things are going according to plan.’

Clas





LETTER IX


From Ferdinand — to Clas Henrik —


15 March


Herr Major, As one who likes to ‘receive’ visits, you will be so good

this evening as to meet a ‘man’, at 9 p.m. precisely, at the north-eastern
corner of Humlegården Park. Yes, just there, near Green Street, Major,
you shall be put to shame! Choose your weapons, it’s your right; a couple of pistols and a cloak were best. If you don’t come, Major, then
know this: nothing in the world shall prevent me from calling you a
cowardly vaurien, a ladies’ man – and that in the bosom of our own
people.

Senior captain

in the regiment where you are junior major





LETTER X


From Clas Henrik to Ferdinand


Captain! Friend of my youth! scoundrel! had not your letter reached
me, you’d have a similar one, from me. My seconds are at your disposal.
No, you aren’t worth gunpowder! Rapiers are my weapons, and I, being
the challenged party, have the right to choose. At our encounter, don’t
omit to wear the sash you were given by her. I shall aim at and through
it, strike at what once deserved to be called a warm heart.

In the bosom of our own people! – ha – yes, precisely, among our
own people I’ll run you through.

C. Henrik



    




THE SECOND BOOK




Still she beheld before her that mortal man who,
not fearing to enter in through prophecy’s portals,
on coming out from thence had been terror-stricken
to catch a glimpse of his own future assassin.
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In the afternoon of March 15, 1792, Miss Adolfine, accompanied at a
short distance only by a footman, was walking down one of Stockholm’s
murkier streets. More deeply perhaps than many might have guessed
from her manner, she was debating within herself how best and most
beautifully she might so implement the matter as to achieve her
intended effect and set to rights much evil that she secretly laid at the
door of her own temperament. She had just come out of a fashionable
shop where, for a purpose of great import to herself, she had bought
four ells of elegant cloth.

Plunged deep within her own musings and with her eyes fastened
upon its middlemost row of paving stones, she went tripping down the
street, and her gait, albeit light and dainty, was just then clearly not due
to any blitheness of spirit, but rather to the charms inherent in her own
nature. The street too made a grim impression, on a sensitive mind
could make no other.

Even today Västerlånggatan has something grey about it; and if nowadays we, preferably at high noon, are not affected by it, this is due to the
great numbers of pedestrians, who find mutual diversion in each others’
countenances; but the hour when this aristocratic young lady we here
describe was imprinting upon it her exquisite footsteps was chilly and
post-middiurnal, and the street itself void of people. Only a few corners
ahead of her she saw a very tall house, with forbidding ashen-hued walls
and window frames which certainly for a long time had not felt a
friendly hand repair them. Yet the inner city has many such, and the

girl, truth to tell, was less affected by the house’s repulsive aspect than
by the thought of the celebrated person she knew was its present occupant. Mademoiselle Arvedson was a kind of seeress; not of a kind to lend
herself to the mob’s curiosity, she often gratified the desires of personages of some social standing to take a hasty peep behind the dread curtain of their own fate. Rumours about her were rife, some astonishing,
some well-nigh incredible, inasmuch as certain persons, who whilst at
court they cheerfully disclaimed any belief in such ambiguous divulgences, were said nevertheless not to scorn a visit to this wise spinster; at
which times, heavily disguised and with long pale faces, they paid closest heed to what she had to say about their own futures and, furthermore, not uncommonly, would start back against their own chair-backs
when they unexpectedly heard items of information about certain features of their own past behaviour they had hoped were unknown to all
living persons. Small wonder then if many a ducat, falling out of general
circulation, was silently gathered together with others in the house of
this wise woman, in her brown percale-sleeved sateen dress. If the populace knew her by this attribute, it was because a figure clad in this
fashion was now and again seen to flit across her apartment’s windows.
And still in our own days we recall this sorceress’ name, famed in those
of King Gustaf III. A celebrated sorceress, she was the nordic
Mademoiselle Lenormand of her age.11

One day, when they had been walking down this street together,
Miss Adolfine had chanced to hear from Lieutenant-Colonel W* that
Mademoiselle Arvedson was now living there, having earlier, as everyone
knew, had rooms in the Broms family’s big house on the Haymarket,
where Miss Adolfine and her relatives also stayed when in town. No wonder, then, if Adolfine, walking down the street and seeing this corner of
Västerlånggatan come into view, momentarily halted and, recollecting
certain things said and done in the days when Mademoiselle Arvedson
had occupied part of the Broms House, was assailed by melancholy
reflections.

To shake them off, she looked up quickly, casting lively glances all
about her. And at that very moment there emerged out of the doorway
of that mysterious abode a person who, precisely because he seemed to be
trying to elude all observers, drew her attention. He was wearing a dark
brown overcoat, beneath which a singularly fine pair of silk stockings
and shoes peeped out. The pale and shapely features were on the plumpish side, yet not quite symmetrical. Although his hat seemed pressed

down as if with intent over his forehead, Miss Adolfine inferred from
its position that it hid a tall brow; his expressive blue eyes were all the
time casting swift troubled glances on every side, as if afraid to light
upon someone.

Clutching by the arm another man who had just emerged from the
doorway behind him he, at this man’s side, began walking away on tottering footsteps, as if his feet could not quite keep up with him. The two
men had not gone far when she saw a third, plunged in thought, his
head almost wholly hidden by his cloak, emerge from one of the narrow
alleys and – quite by chance – block the others’ path. At this encounter
the man in the brown overcoat halted abruptly and stood staring at the
approaching figure, who, without paying him the least attention, pursued his line of march. Yet as this third man came closer, a scarlet lappet
of his coat flew open. At the sight of it the overcoated gentleman, even
more terrified, fell back half a pace, and for a brief moment stood there
staring after the man in the cloak, who turned off northwards and, philosophically moderating his footsteps, went on down toward Greyfriars
Alley. The overcoat’s terror, even so, soon dissolved into a superior
light toss of his head; after which he grasped his companion’s arm even
more convulsively and they hurried away into one of the alleys which
lead from Västerlånggatan up to the Great Market, the Stock Exchange
and the Royal Palace.

Miss Adolfine, too, having only her newly bought piece of cloth and
her footman for company, resumed her way. Yet a thousand reflections
pursued her. Even so the third passer-by, he whose face had so largely
been concealed within his cloak and of whose features she had seen so
little, had momentarily revealed enough for her to see how handsome
they were, and an unusually swarthy chin. Though unable to account for
the feelings she had suddenly fallen prey to, her nerves were grasped by
an involuntary shudder; it occurred to her that the unknown man must
be some relative, or at least an acquaintance, of her own Clas Henrik, and
that she had once seen someone of that sort in his company.

The closer she came to Forge Street, the Mint Market, and, finally,
the North Bridge, the more of course the view widened out; but the
Stockholm sky was overcast with clouds of swiftly changing shapes, and
the afternoon was verging into evening. Although not superstitious,
Adolfine paid the scene around her its due; and, for no especial reason,
felt terrified. Passing the statue of Gustavus Adolphus, that cynosure of
a whole nation, on Norrmalmstorg, she shivered, and durst not cast so

much as a glance to her right toward her beloved Opera House.
Quickening her footsteps, she got home to the Haymarket all out of
breath, and going straight up to her apartment flung herself down in a
corner of the settee; and there, alone in her own room, gave free rein to
her thoughts. It was as if only a moment ago her presumptuous foot had
trespassed within the precincts of the Future’s dread tribunal, and that a
forbidden fold of its black veil had been lifted. Still in her imagination
beholding the brown lappets of that overcoat, the silk stockings and the
shoes as they had descended those derelict steps, she could not rid herself of the notion that what she had seen of their owner’s face was not
wholly unfamiliar. Although she tried to recall it more clearly, the rest
of his clothes flatly contradicted and annihilated her recollection, as if to
adorn that body with a much more resplendent costume. Her efforts
availed nothing, her mind could not clear the matter up, nor could she
conceive why her thoughts should find so much contradiction between
head and overcoat. And still she beheld before her that mortal man who,
not fearing to enter in through prophecy’s portals, on coming out from
thence had been terror-stricken to catch a glimpse of his own future
assassin.

‘Oh my God! ‘Assassin’! Why that? Whoever said that? What spectral
scenes are these, to seize unbidden on my imagination?’ Adolfine
exclaimed to herself, jumping up from the sofa to wrench herself free
from ... ‘His assassin? No – no – !’

Hastily she made up her mind, as is always best in such circumstances. Picking up the piece of gauze, whose purchase had been the purpose
of her walk into town, she began examining it again. At length, pleased
to find it was all it should be, and the more completely to banish her
dark thoughts from her soul, she began talking half-aloud to herself
about her work:

‘It seems to me a sash – quite a lovely sash – could be made of this,’
she murmured, passing the length of gauze to and fro under her scissors.
Meting it out to cut it, she did something else that girls often take pleasure in. Her handiwork was lying on a chest of drawers underneath a tall
mirror that filled the pilastered space between the room’s two windows,
in such a way that as she stood before it holding her work in her hands
she also had her own image before her in the mirror, into which she now
and again cast glances. Fingering the cloth and conversing with herself
in the room, she turned her head now this way, now that; but most often
toward the looking glass. By now the room must have grown so dark

that its objects no longer clearly revealed themselves; yet she was sufficiently familiar with her own appearance to know it could not be other
than the one she saw in the mirror before her. For the rest, she was waiting for the chambermaid to come in as usual and light her candles.

‘Won’t my sash – for such I intend it to be – have the intended effect?
Why not? But of course! Though I can’t deny that for once in a while
I’m acting against my own principles ... wouldn’t I wish to give Clas
Henrik a token of my favours, declare to him without further ado ... yet
why, too, these everlasting principles? One way or another I must set in
order so tangled and silky a skein, and, since I can’t deny my own part
in causing so many and fantastic suspicions, make haste to round off my
painted arabesque to perfection, then we’ll all understand one another.
Strange heart! Why do you find yourself so endlessly delighted and flattered by holding at arm’s length him you most closely ... Oh God! what
if I’ve been deceiving myself? How kind it was of Amanda to warn me
against such perilous sport! Her way is straightforward ... isn’t hers the
better course? How unspeakably refreshing to her heart that moment
must have been which she experienced in her dreamlike lovely forest?
She let him have his sash. Seraph, when have I known a moment like
yours? But I’ll follow your example; he shall have one from me, he too.
Sombre mysterious evening, why doesn’t Henriette come in with her
taper and give me some light? Here stand my candles, yet without flame.
I don’t know, I’ve never sewn so romantic a sash; nor, I fancy, can I now
see clearly to cut this one – no, I’ll have to wait. An ordinary ribbon
would be nothing, too easily fashioned; surely there must have been
something about those many folds of that long white gauze Amanda
happened to have over have her arm as she ran, or perhaps had tied
around her waist ... something fanciful, in a manner all its own, there
must have been, for Ferdinand to find it suited him as a sword belt to
hang over ... his shoulder, or else he’d have had sense enough to despise
all senseless ornaments! Even so, more or less, must I fashion mine.
Deep Sympathy, what whims, what sudden notions are not thine? Why
do they so stir us and lead us on? Why just those folds, that shape? Yet
my feeling tells me it’s even thus I must make my own. Amanda, sister
mine, teach me your gracious manner, lend me your lovely model for a
pattern; transform nature I cannot – even if it’s a half-madness – and
without it what delight would there be in passion, what mystère?’

‘Oh do hurry up, Henriette, make haste,’ Adolfine called out, interrupting herself quickly. She had heard something move in one of the

adjoining rooms, and felt an urgent need to exhort her chambermaid
to greater celerity.

At that moment however, her glance, falling on the mirror, was not
surprised to see all images within it dark grey, the room itself having
been overlaid with those same nuances. Even so, amazement flew
through her veins when the figure she was aware of in her looking glass
seemed taller than she knew herself to be and wearing a headdress not
her own! A sudden swift panic prevented her from daring to glance
again toward the mirror; shivering, she was just withdrawing to another
part of the room, when she heard the lock slowly turn in the door. A
thousand intimations struggled in her thoughts. What could it be? The
scissors and her newly purchased piece of cloth in her hand, she went
over to the door, opened it, and in the elongated room beyond seemed
to see a receding figure. Its back resembled a military greatcoat.
‘Ferdinand!’ she said half-aloud. ‘You’ve come just at the right moment!
I’ve a little favour to ask of you ...’

Upon the receding figure not replying, but steadily approaching the
door at the far end of the long hallway, Adolfine quickened her footsteps
to catch up with him and ask if she might borrow the sash he’d once
taken from Amanda, and which she now wished to use as a pattern for
her own.

‘Ferdinand! Stay awhile, dear kind Ferdinand!’ When, with these
words, she caught up with the him who was walking away from her, and
as they both reached the other door, which because of its position in the
room lay in almost complete shadow, both disappeared through it
together.

The door led to several rooms on the other side of the house; a part
of the apartment where Captain Ferdinand, in fact, usually shed or
donned those parts of his uniform he needed when on duty. Yes, thanks
to the kindness of his uncle the Forester Royal, he could even be said to
be living there.

Just back from the country, Amanda – for it was she – had meant to
go straight to the sister she still hoped was her true friend, and on her
beloved bosom pour out her new cause for deep distress and implore her
advice. But the cruel god of dusk had so wished it, that she should hear
the last words her sister had called out after the man who was walking
away from her, and in the distance see them vanish together through the
door.

Feelings thick as snow, both antecedent and present, welled up within

her; she could scarcely breathe. Trembling, she stole across the hallway
and approached the door. It was ajar, and from it she heard ... as if
from the room’s remotest depths beyond ... deep whisperings, words
imploring and persuasive, expressing wishes yet more urgent, elusive
... and, ever less evasive ... answers.

Not without difficulty, Amanda got up from the chair she had first
sunk down on, beside the door. Within her, as when snow solidifies into
ice, had awakened a notable resolution. And although her tears, limpid,
involuntary, trickled down a lily path they had already several times
trampled underfoot and they alone gleamed in that fearful room, she,
hastily drying them, decided to leave it, to find the chambermaid and
extract from her what she needed to know about the terrible tidings that
had just reached her, and which were the real reason why she had come
in from Frösunda, if possible to avert a catastrophe. She found Henriette
in the room beside the kitchen, still (inexplicable slowness!) busy lighting a wax taper – a taper which, had it but been lit in time, would have
stemmed an ocean of darkness.

In the very instant that Amanda stepped inside the girl’s chamber
the sulphur sputtered on the match and its first spark was snapped up
by the wick. There was a spreading of blue flame. And in the same
instant the chambermaid, hearing someone’s footsteps, turned her head.
‘Ha!’ she exclaimed, alarmed. The match dropped from her hand to the
floor. Went out.

‘Henriette! What is it? Don’t you recognize me? Make haste and
strike another light!’ Amanda said, in a faint, frightened voice.

Oh who – who is it I should recognize?

A few paces away from her superstitious chambermaid stood a
white-clad form, whose tresses, more than half fallen down under her
hood, welled out in careless disarray.

‘Whom?’ she who had come in echoed. ‘Is Amanda so unrecognizable
then? Is everything and everyone here so changed?’

‘Miss, can it be you, my own Miss? And here, this evening? God-amercy!’ Henriette went on, trembling in every limb. ‘Everything here in
town’s so horrible this evening! I’m scared it mayn’t be you, Miss!’

‘For God’s sake, strike a match! Why shouldn’t it be me?’

Here in town we’ve been hearing such grievous news from
Frösunda; it’s being said your ladyship is ill in bed. Our Miss Adolfine
has told us several times Miss Amanda’s life’s in danger – and now –

‘Adolfine? So she has, has she? And may have her reasons for it ...

Well, it isn’t! Make haste, Henriette ... it’s already very late – lights,
lights! Some ice! And a glass of cold water! I’m quite exhausted –’

Half-swooning, she went quickly over to the chest of drawers and
laid her head on it, and the chambermaid, still struggling with the
notion that perhaps it might not be Miss Amanda, grasped the unhappy
girl’s hand; but, feeling its chill, instantly relinquished it.

Hurt yet enlivened by so novel a cruelty, Amanda got to her feet
again and laid the rejected hand on her heart. No need for surprise,
unhappy girl! All my blood is gathered here. A day may come when
your hand, too, feels frozen. Fumbling on the chest of drawers, Amanda
found a cut glass bowl and drank from it. ‘It’s true,’ she went on, ‘only
too true that I’ve been ill. And still am – now all the more so ... though
I fancy even death can’t feel like this. Must be more serene. Come now,
try and take my hand again, Henri ...’

At these words Henriette burst into tears; reassured that the sighs
she had heard had not come from a spectre, but really were Amanda’s,
she helped her across the little dark room to a chair.

‘Yes, I’ve a great weight under my breast; no matter what depths I
fetch my sighs from, even the very deepest. But calm! Everything else
must take second place; something terrible’s going to happen, which I
must avert! Must have strength to – isn’t this what I’ve come here for?
But tell me, and quickly: I need someone to come with me; before nine
o’clock – nine o’clock precisely – I must be in Humlegården Park! Isn’t
the Lieutenant-Colonel’s footman at home? If only I could ... tell me –
tell me quickly –’

‘Fritz? Of course he’s at home,’ said the chambermaid. ‘He’s certainly
somewhere in the house. Only a moment ago he was in my room and
was just going to help me with the lights when Miss Adolfine called for
me. But the flint was useless; it’s never been any good. Fritz has been
worried too; has been going about quietly from room to room. I’ll swear
he’d some scheme to prevent that flint from catching! But, Miss
Amanda dear, if you need someone to go with you, and at such an hour,
wouldn’t one of the young gentlemen be better? – Though they have
been looking strange this evening too!’

‘The gentlemen?’

‘Yes, the Captain and the Major, they’ve both been in the master’s
and mistress’ rooms. Perhaps they’re still there? At least one of them
must be,’ the maid went on more slowly. ‘As God’s my father, their eyes
burnt like altar candles, though whether they’ve encountered each other

I can’t say. I don’t think so, but maybe they’ve been avoiding each
other! For such a long while now everything here’s been so dreadful!’

Amanda sprung the repeater of her watch.

‘1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7 o’clock – O God! Seven or eight? That last stroke
of the hour, can it have been eight? And the minute hand’s already left it
far behind perhaps? Can I have counted wrong? Did you listen to it
striking, Henriette? Quick, bring in some candles! I must look my watch
in the face – Quickly, quickly, fetch Fritz! – We must go – Eau de
luce!’











THE THIRD BOOK





Dread powers! Shall I have no answer?
For God’s sake skip all else, all the
details, and tell me, tell me: was it
Ferdinand’s last h ... ?

























Herr Hugo, permit me to contemplate a nocturnal scene between the
15 and 16 March. The bedchamber, which habitually received into its
silence and innocent charm and embraced the two Misses M*, shall be
the subject of our poesy. Yet not the bedchamber itself; but the door to
it, which stood ajar.

Miss Adolfine comes out through this door, but pauses a moment longer on its threshold, her head still inside, to make sure all is well with
her sister, who is deeply asleep. After a moment she steps boldly out
into the cabinet outside the bedroom, while yet leaving the door sufficiently ajar for her to hear, should any of the frightening paroxysms
return which have been haunting her every thought.

At midnight the cabinet is used to seeing itself filled with blackest
darkness; and the blinds must have been drawn down; yet tonight a
large wax candle, burning on the dressing table in the innermost corner,
was shedding its pale yellow gleam on two small paintings, the room’s
sole ornament. Although the waking girl’s countenance was white,
unenlivened by the least trace of colour, her glances were expressive less
of grief than of wonderment and dread intimations; and now and then
inexplicably fell sidelong.

At this moment Fritz the footman came in from the lobby, through
the cabinet’s other door. ‘Hurry! hurry!’ Miss Adolfine urged, adressing
him in a voice urgent yet subdued.

‘Is all quiet here, and we in complete safety?’ the footman enquired,
peering attentively around him.


Miss Adolfine replied, a wrathful little frown between her eyebrows:
‘Who else should be here, except my unfortunate sister in there, who
can’t hear us? Sleep or, as I fear, something worse, has taken from her
the power of speech and seals her off from everything about her.
Quickly now! Tell me everything, every detail – and quickly!’

‘My dear young ladyship –’ Fritz began his account –

But first we cannot omit a few words about the character of a footman so important to our history. He had been so long in service with
the W* family that they hardly regarded him as more than one of the
house’s chattels – like a long loved and valued item of furniture. From
their earliest years the W* family’s children had been accustomed to
throw Fritz the same candid and unreserved glances as those with
which one contemplates some familiar table or a respected hatstand.
Who conceals himself from such an object? Who questions its trustworthiness? So by force of habit he, too, had come to respond to them no
less familiarly. Even the Lieutenant-Colonel had let his footman’s name
modulate from Fredrik to the more amiable Fritz, and thus become a
jolly memento of the King of Prussia, the hero whom he admired above
all others, and whom the Germans, too, in informal conversation, made
so bold as to give that appellation. The Lieutenant-Colonel’s Fritz had
a pair of large penetrating eyes; was short of stature; his head jutted forward so that after he had stiﬄy plaited his long stock wig and the
Lieutenant-Colonel had permitted him to keep his three-cornered hat
on, even his master and his acquaintance were amazed to see before
them a spit image of the king. Not content with calling their own
Frederick the Great, which to them seemed trivial inasmuch as the
accumulating centuries had given birth to many great men, the grateful
Prussians had given him the sobriquet der einzige. Lieutenant-Colonel
W* durst not call his Fredrik ‘the only’ for fear of it seeming an impudent and scornful parody, yet he never omitted to think it, having in
point of fact only one footman. Besides these two qualities of familiarity
and royal resemblance Fritz had a third – bookishness. Anecdotes and
little items of historical information about houses and streets were his
fondest subject of contemplation; no one found his way around
Stockholm so well as he. Ebers12 was his favourite tome; neither was he
always free, when speaking with young persons, from a certain elevated
manner of speech. As long as twenty years ago he had even seriously
considered turning student; later on he had even begun to study the
Växjö Diocesan Lists, in order to pick out the names of those livings in

his own part of the country which comprised the greatest number of
homesteads, but limiting his sphere of interest to those in the gift of the
Crown, this necessarily being, as he saw it, a question of royal grace and
favour; and how glad he was may be imagined, when told by a friend
that such Crown livings were in fact open to all true men throughout
the realm; whereupon, hastily closing the Växjö Diocesan Lists, he
looked about him toward all eight points of the compass, comprehending therein the whole kingdom of Sweden. It is further related, as an
example of his gratitude to his benefactor the Lieutenant-Colonel, that
when Fritz sometime afterward had purchased a fine pair of hunters
and branded three letters O.J.W. on their haunches, he had taken so
great a liking for everything pertaining to horsemanship (concerning
which he now also unexpectedly discovered the existence of a whole literature) that he had become enamoured of the art of driving horses and
carriages, shed all his presumptuous plans for taking holy orders, and
decided never to abandon his kind-hearted Lieutenant-Colonel. And
now, while its members had been staying with his employer, the spirit
of familiarity that had always prevailed between the aged Fritz and the
W* family had been transferred to the M* family.

‘Alas, my dear Miss Adolfine,’ he, in consequence thereof, exclaimed
there in the cabinet. ‘We had already got as far as Humlegården Park,
near that old house which formerly, in the 1640s, was Queen Christina’s
dairy – yes, and ever since then the whole of that parish and the common beyond have retained to this very day the name – as you know,
Miss – of Ladugårdslandet – the Dairy Lands – yes – and we’d almost
reached the middle of proud Humlegården itself, when the clock in the
church tower began striking nine! Terrifying strokes! Seeing how Miss
Amanda had begun to tremble in her every limb, I ceased following her
at a distance; but took her by the hand, and upon her begging me to support her still more firmly, under my arm.’

‘Fritz! Fritz! what did you see in the arbour?’ Miss Adolfine broke
in. ‘Some stammered words, uttered by her in there, have set me shuddering all over. Why haven’t I known of all this before? Inside the
arbour, Fritz?’

Well, if Miss Amanda has already told you what she saw happen in
there, why am I standing here and having to inform your other young
ladyship? If my eyes don’t fail me, it’s nearly one o’clock o’ morning,
Miss; and you too, my own dear Miss, need to lay down your head.

‘Fritz! Fritz! I command you! Make haste – to the arbour!’


Great God! What words are these that have escaped you, my own
Miss? Words the very same as first escaped Miss Amanda as, upon first
entering Humlegården’s broad expanses, we tip-toed past the Tennis
Court, or that little Theatre at the point where the great alleys converge,
leaving them on our right hand. I must confess I was not altogether
ignorant of the dangerous encounter the gentlemen had set their minds
on. So hard indeed did my heart thump that my row of buttons leapt up
and down and I’d have wished myself a king, to separate the two gentlemen with a gracious nod! As it was, I saw no other recourse than that
Miss Amanda should order them to desist, knowing as I did the –
respect, in which both young gentlemen – or at least the Major – held
her, even if it seems the Captain for some while now has – er ... permitted himself some little impertinences toward her – ah yes, yes – well,
not a word more will I say. Even so, to avert the evil thing they were set
on, I’d hinted to Miss Amanda that their rapiers would flash from their
sheaths that evening at nine o’clock; and it did my heart good to hear
her say she’d go there in person. And yet! – can you believe it, Miss? –
as I stood there in the murk of Humlegården even my bosom trembled. I
begged Miss Amanda to lay her aching head against one corner of the
theatre, while I went on ahead alone to see whether anyone had yet
arrived. Unnoticed, I crept on down the avenue that leads to the gardens’ north-east corner. And instantly the dull sound of St James’
Church’s clock made itself heard, striking nine; and shortly thereafter
that of the Great Church; then from Riddarholmen islet, then in Adolf
Fredrik Church; then in St Katarina; then on Kungsholmen island,
each ever more sombre in the distance, each more dreadful than the one
before; in each stroke of each clock I feared a dagger thrust into her poor
young ladyship’s heart, her whom I’d left behind. Alas, Miss Adolfine!
Tip-toeing up to the arbour’s sparse trees, I heard the Major’s voice,
speaking like this: “Gentlemen seconds! Take your stand! I have chosen
this hour, yet it seems we’ll be needing torches, steel and flint; see here!”
Without disclosing myself I withdrew more to one side, where a few
leaves had burgeoned, though, as I’ve already said, the black half-naked
lilac branches were sparse. Soon the torch’s new-lit flame fluttered, casting a sulphurous light over three fine cloaked greatcoats, one of which I
recognized all too well as the Major’s, but the others too, to be sure, as
officers’ cloaks. “Comrades! Faithless in love is faithless to duty,” came
someone’s words. “True,” observed the Major, “though hitherto always
punctilious in the line of his duties, the clocks in all our church towers

have done striking, and I grieve that so formerly trusty a friend should
not be found meticulous in his last piece of business. What one does last
in this life one should do to perfection!”

Miss Adolfine started. ‘Dread hour! Now it’s past one o’clock – do
you mean to say the last hour struck four hours ago for – Dread powers!
Shan’t I get my answer? For God’s sake, Fritz, skip all else, and tell me
– be brief, be briefer! – was it Ferdinand’s last hour ... ! Woe to the
tomb that is my heart, why ... why just those syllables?’ With these
words, uttered sotto voce, she went over to one side of the room, and
glanced down at her own bosom. There she saw revealed to night’s eyes
a mausoleum, most exquisite in shape, as it were with twin domes, a
monument vaulted o’er with feelings scarce born, yet already buried.
‘It’s cold, and so it should be, in a graveyard,’ came her slow whisper
from above these two vaulted tombs, as the white linen opened ever
wider to admit the hand she laid on her heart. ‘But thou, o waxen taper,
die not yet! There is still more I must hear!’ Trimming the wick, she
went back to the footman. ‘There now, Fritz, I’ve found strength to listen, speak out! How went it with the duel. Who fell? Monstrous, whichever of them, but tell me, even so. Who? From the strange, most
confused and ever-interrupted words stammered out by my unhappy
sister in there I’ve only half understood – ’

Let your noble terrified ladyship be seated – and still I cannot say
which of them it was who fell, since as yet it’s impossible to say – you’ll
never believe it! Your trembling ladyship must not stand, but be seated!
I (old Fritz went on), even I, shall stand here before you, and present
my report. In this moment it seems to me I see none other than the King
of Prussia, how after the Battle of Kollin, standing there that night in
the church, in front of one of the cherubim in its choir, he wrote – wrote
his report, yes, himself wrote about what had befallen those of his men
who had fallen. Indeed, Miss, you resemble a cherub, and I – am I not
something like the king?

‘Oh for heaven’s sake, man! Which, which of the two fell?’

It’s my duty to report to your cherubic ladyship that no sooner had
the Major uttered to his seconds the words I’ve just reported to you,
than a barking of dogs, sharp and violent, made itself heard, albeit from
afar. It so drew all three gentlemen-officers’ attention that they ventured
several paces outside the arbour. From their remarks I perceived they
were expert huntsmen, and that they recognized the sound of two
bitches, both known to them. All three gentlemen turned their heads

toward that side of Humlegården which abuts on Green Street, whence
came the ever more furious sound of the dogs’ barking. My dear young
lady, do not look so confusedly at me, nor in fresh terror; I swear it
boded no ill. A long drawn out howl from a third dog, fierce and shrill,
blended itself with the two others’; and clearly this sound, at first so
remote as to seemed to come from as far afield as Ingemarshov, was
approaching down the long bend in Green Street and was already nearing Humlegården, and – can you imagine? – so deeply were the officers
absorbed by it, they noticed nothing else, until all three dogs suddenly
fell silent, as if at the arrival of a stern master of hounds. Upon the
instant none of the gentlemen gave the dogs another thought as, from
amidst the shadows on another side of the arbour, the voice of someone
who had arrived thither was heard to say: ‘Well, and how long is our
affair to wait?’

‘My God, Ferdinand!’

The Major turned and saw, scarcely visible between two tree trunks,
a tall slender man. So deeply was his hat pressed down over his forehead
that, upon his opening his big eyes, their whites – forgive me, but they
are called the eyes’ whites, are they not? – gleamed, well, exactly as if
they were in his hat brim – and I assure you, Miss Adolfine, so wrathfully did they gleam in the torchlight, and yet so sorrowfully, that a
servant which I, even so, am knew not whether to permit himself to be
fascinated by them, or whether out of sheer amazement he shouldn’t
run for his life, as if ten thousand devils were at his heels.

‘I’ve seen the whites of those eyes – I know them – speak only of
what you must!’

Well, at once, I do declare, the Major also began speaking French,
always a sign of something evil and surreptitious afoot. However, the
gentleman between the tree trunks was wearing a Polish cloak; already
his cruel reproachful glances were murdering the Major and, drawn but
half-hidden under his cloak’s hemline, his rapier’s edge glittered. “En
garde,” the Major said. “En garde, monsieur le beau! en garde, triste a“ne!
au diable –”

‘Mysterious Tristan! So it’s you again? When shall I plumb your
depths?’

Sorrowful ass! – Alas, Miss Adolfine, tell me, is so ugly an epithet a
suitable missile to hurl at ... – the Major uttered a host of others, but
my French, of which I know a little, is not sufficiently advanced for me
to have understood the rest of it. But what I’ve just said was the heart of

the matter; for at that word the capes flew off their shoulders, and I
thought to myself – what gross behaviour people do allow themselves as
long as they’re talking a foreign language! The carters on Munkbron
Quay would hardly abuse one another by calling each other asses! A fine
pair of donkeys – though mostly unhappy and frightened – as they must
have been saying in French and all, though I translate for your better
understanding. I assure your ladyship, it was too dreadful to see the
Captain, on hearing the Major’s words, step forward from between the
tree trunks. “Triste a“ne!” he shouted back. “Whose lips have you heard
those words from?” “Beau triste a“ne, misérable triste a“ne! je suis tout à
vous, vraiment je le suis!” the Major now began, even more furiously, his
lips curling in scorn. “Je vous voyais, vilain! Entendez-vous, misérable?
J’étais present à – j’étais là, moi aussi!”

‘Oh labyrinth for the heart, this point is for me utterly dark; all I
can see is a monstrous misunderstanding – can it never be cleared up?’

Grimly, horribly, Miss, they flew at each other, with a clash of ringing
steel, their rapiers striking spark upon spark there in the arbour, as they
executed the most brilliant parries, each moment I thought they’d die –
when suddenly the Major, flinging out the point of his rapier to one side,
said: “Hold! A word, Captain, where’s the sash? It’s been my right as the
challenged party and as I wrote to you, to choose our weapons. Hang this
source of treachery over your right shoulder for me – loath though I be to
lunge at a beloved uniform – to aim my quart at!” “What do you mean?’
his enemy replied. “So, Major, you know that too, do you? But what’s
that to you, lunge me your quart, if you can!” And upon the instant the
Captain, with a bold lunge, would surely have pieced the Major through
and through, had not a spectre come between, with a wild shriek.

‘Conscience’s spectre? I shudder!’ whispered Adolfine to herself.
‘Oh God, and at that moment Ferdinand had no sash to show, having
lent it to me as a pattern for a similar one that still isn’t ready – cruel,
unjust Clas Henrik! For what reason could you demand, insist upon a
sash – for what reason? All’s dark, dark! – go on – dark for me, and spectral this whole enigma!”

‘Forgive me,’ Fritz replied. ‘Forgive my bold similitude, the spectre
was none other than my gracious young ladyship, Miss Amanda, come
up from the Theatre. So confused, so astounded, so remiss had I been,
I’d left your sister, Miss Adolfine, resting on a garden bench, one ardent
temple leant against Dejanira’s Urn, but unable, I surmise, to wait for
me to come back to fetch her up to the arbour.’


‘But surely her arrival, the mere sight of her, must have extinguished
their ferocity? Oh Amanda, if only I’d been there in your stead, I’d have
known which words were needed to separate them.’

As a brilliant conflagration, once let loose, is only animated still further by a gentle little jet of water, even such was the effect of Miss
Amanda’s appearance on the scene. In the darkness the Captain in his
proud fury, his rapier point near to piercing the Major’s parryings, saw
a spectre, like a white mist, fling itself between him and certain victory,
and as it were enshroud the Major. Not that I believe it was him she
wished to save; simply that it was he who in the instant of her appearance on the scene was getting the worst of it. Nor could disaster, I do
believe, have been averted in any other way. I’m sure, and I say so again,
her concern for the Major wasn’t what it seemed.

‘Well – and then?’

‘“Merciful God! Amanda!” exclaimed the Captain, recognizing her
by her voice and falling back several paces. “What moment is this for
you to come and save him?” But the Major, flying forward: “Ha, you
scoundrel! Out with that sash, which you – which she, yes, which she ...
out with it! And that’s an order! I’ll not take you off guard, as you tried
to take me; but give you time to drape it across your chest: and then, in
the presence of this noble, this so cruelly insulted creature, I’ll reveal
the crime you’ve committed against her and against – yes, not merely
against me, but against the sublime laws of honour and beauty! Out with
it! My rapier shall pierce your sash, you who in the darkness that night
had the effrontery to approach and grasp a hand your mouth, pointed
and stinging like a serpent’s, had no business to kiss! Righteous spirits!
Is this Amanda – herself? How believe it, knowing her in peril of her life
out at Frösunda? What if it be her? The thought’s too much for me; and
yet” – the Major went on, lowering his rapier in the presence of her who
had just arrived, like a banner before a king or queen. “Whoever you
are, spectre, aroma or being of flesh and blood, I’ll avenge both you and
myself on this officer who’s forgotten his honour!” The Major said no
more. “Of course I’m Amanda, and as yet no spectre!” gasped her young
ladyship in a stifled voice; and upon the instant a torch, held tremblingly
aloft by one of the seconds and shedding a different light over the trees,
revealed the Captain’s wrathful features. Yet there was no tremor in his
voice as he riposted: “Infernal caprice! It’s I who’ve come here to avenge
my trampled honour, how can you claim it’s you who’ve been insulted?
The sash! – the one she and I exchanged, what d’you mean, Major?

What do you demand? As if such were not permissible between an unbetrothed girl and myself? Verily, I haven’t got the sash with me, but neither have you the right to demand that I produce it! On guard! It’s I
who have matter for vengeance!” “Alas, has he then no longer my sash,
is that the way of it?” I heard Miss Amanda whisper again in a fainting
voice; near to swooning against the nearest lilac hedge, its sharp twigs
must have hurt her most foully, if her fall hadn’t been stayed by –’

‘By the Major, I’m sure.’

‘Well, the Major was standing closest, and you mustn’t think ill of
it, Miss Adolfine, for the Captain had fallen back several paces. And said
in a deep voice. “Really, so it’s been at her demand that I should present
myself to you, Major, with a sash I obtained from her in those lovely sylvan solitudes – Good Lord! he knows even that; even this has come to
his ears, though no one was to have the least hint of our tender sensitive
secrets! Ha – rapier point, I’ve scarce reason longer to lift you from the
ground! I see much, yes, a great deal, has passed between the two of you
– though, on the contrary, just now I’ve need twice over of my rapier!
You’re shameless! Defend yourself! No longer my love, I perceive – but
my honour, my honour, trampled under your two feet – is what I must
preserve!’

The narrator paused, to recover his memory and his breath. Miss
Adolfine, deep in her own thoughts, was walking up and down near the
bedroom door.

‘Strange, amiable enigma!’ she murmured. ‘Yet hatefully enigmatic,
even so! And to me unfathomable; so many of this skein’s tangled
threads I hold in my hand – yes, and can find my way through more
than half this labyrinth – yet there’s something else that’s obscure, dark
blue-black! Why should Clas Henrik feel so warmly for Amanda, as if
defending her against Ferdinand? Why does he make so great ado about
that sash? And that triste name? And yet – I’ve not even had time yet to
speak to Clas Henrik about a sash. What is it, then, he’s been quarrelling
about, making such a fuss over all this time, being so reproachful and
getting so hot under the collar about? And all this pother about my
sister’s “high-mindedness, nobility of heart!” Bless me, of course she’s
noble-minded – though the same could be said of someone else – how
wearisome it is to have to listen to such talk all the time – what’s he
alluding to? I don’t understand – can there be, when all’s said and done,
something between him and my sist ... otherwise I don’t see whence ...
– Oh, Amanda, if – – alas, if only an exch ... in that way couldn’t all be

set to rights? Yet no – no – not exchange! Wicked thought, for God’s
sake, avaunt! An exchange? No! Tomorrow shall all in God’s name be
set to rights; we’ll see all our scutcheons cleared, and friends will be
friends again. I’ll arrange for all four of us to meet and be
reconciled ...’

Abruptly breaking off her thoughts, Adolfine came to a standstill in
front of Fritz: ‘I must be out of my wits,’ she said. ‘What is it I’m debating with myself? I who don’t even know how the duel ended. Fritz!
Fritz! Which of them fell, how did it end? For heaven’s sake, skip the
details and just tell me who fell?’

‘As I’ve said: Miss Amanda fell – none other.’

‘None other?’

‘No, your ladyship. Yet it was strange, even so, to behold. Sinking
down first against the dark lilac hedge, she was caught in her fall by his
lordship the Major. By now the barkings from Green Street had reached
us, and strangers had begun to appear in Humlegården. Grimly though
the Captain raised his rapier, our two gentlemen checked themselves,
two of their close friends, I do believe, were swearing loudly at them, and
entering the arbour and placing themselves between the two enemies,
had launched out on some other matter allegedly of much greater weight,
as if to remind them they should just now be thinking of it, instead of
running one another through.’

‘So there wasn’t a duel?’

‘No – yet the Major said to the Captain: “We’ll soon meet again, my
bullet won’t miss you!” After which a cab was obtained for –’

‘For my poor sister, to bring her home. I know all about that, and in
what a strange, lamentable condition! How odd, that neither of the gentlemen should have accompanied her, though there was something I
could have told them, a matter of importance? What can be of greater
import to them both than us both? Say, Fritz, have either of the two gentlemen yet told you what costume they’ll be wearing tomorrow evening
at the masquerade?’

‘Of the Captain I’ve heard he’ll be going in a black domino, I’ve
seen its great silk cloak. The Major – well, God knows whether he’ll
choose to attend.’

‘Has my costume arrived?’

‘I saw a parcel downstairs.’

‘Go down and get it, Fritz!’

The footman went.


‘If only I could prevail on Amanda to attend the ball; poor girl, a masquerade would divert her. But I’m changing my mind, and won’t be
wearing what I intended. I’ve been working on my costume so long that
everyone’s got wind of it and will recognize me on sight. And what fun
is there in that? No, as I say, I’ll take that actress’ costume, the particoloured one I’ve hired; we’ll see if I can’t play the part of an itinerant
prima donna in some troupe of actors! A jewel over my forehead, for
instance, like some Indian queen’s diadem – I’ll borrow that lovely one
my sister Amanda sets in her hair, the one with the big red stone in the
middle of the forehead – yes, yes, that’ll do, for sure; as for all the rest,
I’ll have to give it some thought. Fine white linen sleeves, like a peasant
girl’s from Blekinge, would be nice – a short orange-yellow skirt, red
stockings, a corset of – But what sort of a character would I be playing
then? Hardly any. Perhaps it couldn’t it be taken for a travelling prima
donna’s negligée? Never mind, it’ll come to me by and by. Isn’t the
Major going to come? How odd. But Ferdinand is, and in that handsome Spanish costume, black domino, chevaleresque cape, a broadbrimmed sombrero over his curls! Most elegant. Oh, what fun it’ll all be
– how slow that old fellow is about unpacking my parcel! – has no one
bespoken it? No one must know, I’ll have to go downstairs myself.’

Miss Adolfine went out. But in the doorway to the bedroom she
catches a hasty glimpse of a pale figure, and hears some broken words:
‘No one fell but I! It’s true – but – but – I’ll rise again – I’ll have the
strength to walk – again – tomorrow evening! She, having changed her
costume so we shan’t recognize her! He in a black domino with a great
satin cloak and broad-brimmed hat! My mind’s no longer as sick as you
fancy it – is clearing already, God be praised I awoke in time to hear –
Exchange! Exchange? Oh heaven, yes, that was the word! But how dangerous! My bullet won’t miss you! the Major said; and he, let my sister
wish for his absence as much as she will, is sure to be there too. Quick,
no more weakness, I shall, I must –’













THE FOURTH BOOK





Chimaeras, sir, learned chimaeras. That creature’s
no androgyne, but exactly like anyone else; believe
me!

























1ST SURGEON. Tell me, sir, do you think it’ll come to the torture? Police
chief Liljensparre ...13

2ND SURGEON. Of course not! ... mind that corner there ... what a horrible
dark night!

1ST SURGEON. What’s it today? Friday. Tonight it’s the old moon, tomorrow the new! That’s good, it’ll be lighter then. Such a monstrous narrow
alley! Let’s turn off toward the Burnt House.

2ND SURGEON. If only you’d lower your voice!

1ST SURGEON. Aren’t we yet sufficiently out of earshot of the police station?
What’s the world coming to, sir, when men of science like ourselves are
used for such purposes?

2ND SURGEON. Well, of course; yet it’s better, is it not, that science should
be consulted than for brute force and caprice to prevail. Besides – strictly
between ourselves, you understand – it’s my belief the whole of this investigation has been set on foot simply out of idle curiosity in high quarters.
Armfeldt,14 – yes, and perhaps even another personage, still more highly
placed – finds such matters amusing!

1ST SURGEON. But my dear sir! Several respectable families have suffered
misfortune by reason of this same creature; reason enough in itself, surely,
for the police to look into it?

2ND SURGEON. Misfortune? Fiddlesticks!

1ST SURGEON. Captain Mannerheim, for instance – the most hopeful, the
very noble, most commonsensical Captain Mannerheim – so it’s said –
surely you know, sir, what’s he’s done? In a fit of madness one evening

he snatched a bead from this siren’s hair; and swallowed it!

2ND SURGEON. What, a glass one?

1ST SURGEON. No, a pearl, so they say; and has perished in terrible agony.
And Baron Hedenskjöld – what of him?

2ND SURGEON. Is young Hedenskjöld dead? Good God, what news have
you?

1ST SURGEON. One morning, his mind utterly unhinged, he went for a
ride; and spurred his English mount till it bolted, and with whinnying
nostrils went storming in through the gates to Haga. The baron, its rider,
was thrown and ...

2ND SURGEON. How frightful ... And all for love of this unknown person?

1ST SURGEON. And Herr Nichols, from Munkbron Quay! The wealthy,
the admired Severin Nichols! It was his body they found, none other’s, on
Strömsborg islet, opposite The Red Stalls, sir. He was disguised; but I
recognized him!

2ND SURGEON. What? The Commercial Councillor’s nephew? Zacharias
Nichols’ nephew?

1ST SURGEON. Open secrets, sir. But now listen to this: Miss Josephine R*
has taken poison in a verre rose. Countess Amélie S*, a lady-in-waiting, has
long been in a state where her every move has to be watched, though that
certainly won’t be for long. Sarah N*, admired of all, has already breathed
her last, and in a manner too grievous to confide to these alleys.

2ND SURGEON. Sarah N*? And why?

1ST SURGEON. All, all for the sake of this one and the same creature. Love
– nothing else. Odious person!

2ND SURGEON. Impossible! Three young, well brought up, good-looking
men, and three wom ...

1ST SURGEON. Three certainly, perhaps four or five, young fellows; likewise
three or more pretty young girls, well brought up young girls. Such matters I’ve thought unfit to report to the chief of police; though I fancy he
knows of them, and that’s the reason for the whole enquiry. It seems the
police can’t tolerate one and the same person being loved by all sorts of
people.

2ND SURGEON. Ridiculous! Typical of a policeman!

1ST SURGEON. Even so, there must be something odd about this creature.
The beginning of the neck and bosom, as I saw it, had a most pleasing,
albeit surprising structure, such as would seem to allow the former to be
raised and the latter to contract and harden; at other times vice versa, the
latter expanding slightly, and the whole figure dwindling.


2ND SURGEON. Fancies, my friend.

1ST SURGEON. But then, the voice, sir? The clearest voice, yet with what
modulations, even so? A kind of contralto, now invading the soprano
register, now verging on a true tenor.

2ND SURGEON. I don’t understand music.

1ST SURGEON. Surely, my dear sir, you heard for yourself how this creature
tried to elude us, first pleading in the expressive tones of a suffering
nymph; then repulsing us with sudden ironical arrogance and in a voice so
pitched it could almost have been a man’s? What a pity the face was hidden! In that respect I can’t understand Liljensparre’s misplaced kindness.
What singular discoveries mightn’t we have gained for science in the transitions of the lineaments of that unquestionably extraordinary face!

2ND SURGEON. I doubt it; behind a fold in the curtain I caught a hasty
glimpse of features, fine certainly, but by no means pronounced.

1ST SURGEON. But the case of these unfortunates, both the gentlemen and
the ladies, can’t be denied.

2ND SURGEON. My advice to Liljensparre was to send this ... person
home; and I’m sure he did so at once. How humiliating, for a policeman!

1ST SURGEON. My good sir, the police have a finger in every pie. And, I
repeat: it would also be of the utmost interest to science. Surely the quickest way would be to find out from one of the parents, if this person has
any still alive, what sort of creature it is. Not but what nature, in these
cases, doesn’t often work so secretly that the mothers themselves don’t
know the real state of affairs; and as the years pass inward changes can
occur, known to none.

2ND SURGEON. I suppose you’ve read your Plato, my friend? You’re familiar
with the ancients’ view of androgynes?

1ST SURGEON. Androgy ... No, verily not, my friend; the Persian language
has not fallen to my lot.

2ND SURGEON. Are you out of your wits? Andro-gyne is pure Greek, meaning someone who belongs simultaneously to both –

1ST SURGEON. Greek? So much the better; then we’re on scientific ground.

2ND SURGEON. But androgyne – since we’ve now emerged on to
Skeppsbron Quay where I can’t see a soul stirring this evening, and we’ll
have time for a chat before we get home, and since I see you find the
ancients’ thoughts diverting – I’ll divert you. By “androgyne” was understood something strange; yes, mystical! It was believed, you see – and they
had various reasons for believing it – that the human being was originally
created as a human being, no more, no less. Neither man nor woman, but a

human being, pure and simple; do you follow me, my friend? What I
don’t grasp, even so, is whether by androgyne should be understood a
creature who is of neither sex, or of both. The former seems a most melancholy notion; to the latter the ancients gave much thought. What would
be in question in the latter case, my friend, would be a whole, uniting in
one and the same being the natures of both – yes, all, all spheres, all dispositions, and which at each instant could be whatever is desired of it, and
without need of any other. Who (to continue in the poet’s vein) could be
“hero, hunter, a friend of the storm and of the forest’s boulders”, but also
“a friend and sister, at home in a delightsome garden” – do you follow me?
– who need never sigh, pine away nor perish with longing for lack of
another; who was imprisoned neither by love’s needs nor by its joys or
anguish. Conceiving in an androgyne a being so complete, so self-sufficient
and so, in their view, god-like, the ancients added that it was due to mankind’s fall, or at least to some integral part thereof, that humanity, thus cloven in twain, had fallen asunder into two sexes, thereafter fated to pursue
each other without respite. Only as a result of this human creature’s suffering – who had originally been so whole – so that instead of one sphere it
became two hemispheres, two kinds of beings, man and woman – only out
of this, my friend, can have risen the possibility of love – Eros – but also of
a dispute – Eris. Small wonder the ancients paid so much attention to the
idea of the androgyne.

1ST SURGEON. And I, who in this matter have always imagined something
low, altogether too bestial!

2ND SURGEON. Bestial? That’s another matter altogether, has nothing to
do with it. Yet why should what is bestial, natural, be so low? The bestial,
which in most cases is beneath us, stands in one respect above us, especially in an age when we, because of our countless conflicts, are at odds
within ourselves. The animals’ way of being, the life of instinct, presents a
harmoniously captivating image of a sublime internal unity. Surely, sir,
you’ve heard tell of the mystics’ idea of an animal coeleste? Mankind’s ultimate striving, so it is alleged, being in truth none other than at the last to
become nature again, become as it were animal.

1ST SURGEON. That, sir, I must say is something I can never credit.

2ND SURGEON. Here we are, at the end of Skeppsbron. I’ve done my best
to divert you, my friend; enough of idle fancies.

1ST SURGEON. Fancies? But what you’ve just been saying about androgynes,
sir, fits in admirably with the person at the police station.

2ND SURGEON. If it weren’t just a chimaera!


1ST SURGEON. Yet it’s said the misfortune of the six unhappy gentlemen
and young ladies was due to this person’s cruelty toward them, nothing
else! What you, sir, with such scientific precision have termed his ... her
... “self-sufficiency”.

2nd surgeon.May well be so.

1ST SURGEON. Then you’ll permit me, sir, as the senior of us two, to call
that creature an androgyne in the police records? The police require our
written reports tomorrow.

2ND SURGEON. Chimaeras, dear sir, learned chimaeras. That creature’s no
androgyne, but exactly like anyone else; believe me, I know what I’m saying. All that talk about androgynes is something people have made up, to
explain what they don’t understand.

1ST SURGEON. And of which sex, then, is this person?

2ND SURGEON. Well – that’s something for you to ponder. Ah, chirurgus!
Let’s talk of our police report tomorrow – Are you going to the Opera this
evening?

1ST SURGEON. There’s to be no opera this evening; a masked ball’s being
held, in lieu of the one which should have taken place eight days ago, but
was postponed. This evening the King is coming – in person.

2ND SURGEON. The King? Well, what’s unusual about that? But yourself,
are you going?

1ST SURGEON. If I only didn’t have such an aversion to seeing people
masked!

2ND SURGEON. I’d so very much like to, if only I had a suitable costume.

1ST SURGEON. My good sir, allow me. I’ve a mask respresenting the face
of a cat.

2ND SURGEON. But no gloves, perhaps, with cat’s claws to them?

1ST SURGEON. Forgive me, sir. My suggestion certainly wasn’t meant to
upset you; my idea was to think of something ... bestial.

2ND SURGEON. Yet pleasant, even so, wasn’t that it? Good, I’m not so easily
upset. Come with me to the masquerade, I’ll invent some costume or
other, for sure: who knows, while diverting ourselves perhaps we can be of
help to others. After all, sir, we are doctors, are we not – surgeons, anatomists. As I say, where pleasure and happiness abound, who knows but
what some accident may not also occur. Do come with me.

1ST SURGEON. But my dear Herr Natherst, as a surgeon I never enjoy
pleasures.

2ND SURGEON. Well, I’m going. Who knows? It would be such a pleasure
to have with me a close colleague, a man of science.


1ST SURGEON. If you as my colleague and gracious friend so desire – and
of necessity insist – I shall of course with greatest pleasure bear you company. Though I can’t imagine what mask I’ll wear!

2ND SURGEON. You must dress up, make yourself unrecognizable.

1ST SURGEON. Yes, there’s the crux of it.

2ND SURGEON. Take a complete surgeon’s outfit, bring your bleeding iron,
your scalpels and lancets, bring a water can and a towel over your arm,
yes, and water too, if possible (though that’s something we should be able
to get on the spot). Take your red woollen ribbons – in a word, speak and
behave like an army surgeon!

1ST SURGEON. But I thought I was to disguise myself!

2ND SURGEON. You’ll be unrecognizable, no one’ll believe a surgeon has
dressed up as a surgeon; that’s a truth that won’t occur to anyone. Only
hide your face behind a Moor’s mask; it’ll smack of the apothecary shop
and fit in with the rest. First, I’m going home; but meet me tonight on
Norrmalmstorg Square, at eleven o’clock sharp: meet me at the southwest corner of Archevesque’s statue.15

1ST SURGEON. Who the devil’s that?

2ND SURGEON. For goodness’ sake, sir, King Gustavus Adolphus’ statue;
south-western corner, where there’s a thistle under the horse’s fore-hoof.
At eleven o’clock precisely. Stand facing the quayside; and when you seem
to see a man coming out of the Stream, waving a little anchor in his hand,
under your very eyes, follow him. You’ll find me in the Opera House
lobby; but don’t forget to bring your lancets and bleeding iron.






THE FIFTH BOOK





O masquerade for the heart!

























The hapless evening of Friday, March 16th, so heavy with import, was
at hand; already it was almost half-past eleven at night. Pray imagine,
Herr Hugo, the Stockholm Opera House arranged for a brilliant masked
ball. Its innermost region, which during theatrical performances formed
the stage, was still flanked by scenery and its depths opened onto an
enchanting prospect – one of Desprez’16 masterpieces: a backdrop for
Œdipe, which had been performed there with such brilliance. Between
the wings, whence all kinds of passages led off to particular rooms and
apartments, masked persons kept joining or leaving the dancing. More
especially, Herr Hugo, I would ask you to bring your attention to bear
upon two of the left-hand wings, not far from the lower œil de boeuf.
They represented, I believe, the dragon’s cave in Colchis, surrounded
by a wealth of hanging foliage, among it a tall and regal cypress.
Between these pieces of stage scenery a passage gave off past the cave to
the foyer, where the most delicate refreshments stood waiting for the
dancers as soon as they should weary or the masks become over-warm
from their fascinating rôles. The other part of the pit, or ridotto,
extended up to the boxes in the dress circle; an apron stage had been
laid out over the ridotto, so anyone could come close up to the great
royal box. More especially I would wish my younger listeners’ imaginations could present to them the dazzling irridescence of a thousand
sconces and stately costumes, as lively and splendid as they were in
reality. Everywhere through the shimmer of lamps and stage sets the
dance music spread out in invisible waves; and, I may add, even Court

Trumpeter Örnberg, so celebrated on account of this terrible date in
Swedish history, was contributing to its music.

Notwithstanding all this captivating splendour, our story takes us,
not into the dance-hall, i.e. the ridotto, itself; but, obedient to the
Muses’ usual caprice, asks us rather to make ourselves at home in one of
the theatre’s many lateral corridors, in a portion of it far removed from
any dancing. This corridor goes past several small changing rooms for
actors, is rather long, and only after a while leads down to the ridotto.

Although not exactly dark, the passage is only faintly lit by sparsely
shimmering sconces. In the distance, though as yet none has come into
sight, are heard one or another wanderer’s muted footsteps.

A young person, unmasked and elegantly clad, approaches hurriedly.
And just as he is passing down the passage, a little side door opens and a
man, stately and tall, comes out – he, too, without a mask.

‘Grand Equerry, sir,’ the former addressed the latter, ‘bowing a
court bow. I come under orders, passed on to me by Rémy ...’17

That’s good, my honest friend; the King is waiting for us.

‘I’ve brought several of His Majesty’s costumes from the Palace;
they’re in the little rooms.’

For instance – ?

‘I’ve brought His Majesty’s big Venetian cape, of black taffeta; item,
His Majesty’s jacket of mingled grey silk-worsted – the one, I mean,
which is lined with grey taffeta and cotton-padded; item, His Majesty’s
sash, of the same kind of silk-worsted; item –’

Of masks and Spanish hats?

‘As between Spanish hats and masks I’ve been in a quandary which
to take, not knowing for certain how His Majesty intends to disguise
himself this evening; the less so, as someone at court has been saying –
well, Baron and Grand Equerry, sir18 – someone’s whispering that His
Majesty is troubled, and doesn’t intend to go down into the ridotto –
strange rumours – of His Majesty having received a compassionate
warning by a billet.’

No politics, my honest friend; we’ve our own business to attend to.

‘We have, sir.’

The King, Pollet, is never troubled. He’s here, and he’ll certainly be
going down into the ridotto. Costume? I fancy His Majesty will take his
black domino.

‘And yet – this billet – it’s said to hint at matters of the most perilous
nature.’


Which His Majesty has heeded so little that he’s left it behind him
on the table, for all to see; and instantly decided to attend this evening.

‘Admirable courage! It smacks of the same high-mindedness as when
His Majesty, undaunted yet easily recognized, lay down and rested in
that open field, within range of the Fredrikshamn guns, and –’

How so, remarkable? Are we not speaking of the King of Sweden?

During their conversation, the two men had been continuing on
their way and have vanished round a bend in the passage.

After a while more and more people began assembling there; masks
went and masks came. Many true physiognomies showed themselves
too, carrying their masks in their hands; drew deep breaths, inhaled
fresh air, swore, smiled, spoke their own mother tongue, and fingered
their hair and knee tassels, dusting off their gaiters and in all respects
being themselves.

Yet our imagination, excluding all these people, settles on a whiteclad female form, at a point where the passage forms an angle. Her rôle
is clearly a novice’s, or perhaps even already a nun’s. Over her head hovers a dark blue gossamer veil, like a cloud in mourning, fluttering down
like a perfume over her shoulders and bosom, and which she every now
and then lifts up, as if looking about her for worldly objects she as yet
cannot forget. As she lifts the piece of dark-blue gauze with her left
hand we become aware – whether of her mask or her face at this distance
down the dim-lit passage, is more than we can make out – yet pale, or
white, it seems almost plaster-white under the line of her hair.

Somewhere afar off in this labyrinthine building is heard a wild,
long drawn out laugh, whose dull echo finally reaches into our corridor,
like the after-swell of a wave. Whereat the nun at the corner, turning
hastily but not leaving her post, looks to her left. Several salvoes of
renewed gaiety announce themselves; after a while part of this rout
approaches, several persons come running by, eager, excited. One or
another whispers; delight and wonderment are visible in many of their
faces; in almost all, smiles and joy.

In the same instant – as if fleeing from the other’s greedy glances – a
figure comes floating swiftly forward, more like an airy cloud than a
human being. Her little saffron shoes scarce touch the passage floor. Yet
no small portion of the dark red silk stockings is visible, inasmuch as her
costume consists in part of a short skirt with orange pleats. So slenderwaisted is this figure that we on account of its convulsive motion are not
even aware of it; further down the passage, something else, elongated,

dazzling and alabaster white, free and naively glimpsed in a manner all
its own, can hardly be anything but the figure’s two arms, swathed in
finest lawn or perhaps whitest Dutch linen. Already she is gone; yet at
her neck from the tip of her comb flutters a long, transparent, green –
what shall we call it? – veil would I suppose be the right word, being
designed to fall down over head and face, though being flung backwards
by her motion it flows gracefully after her through the air as she hurries
away, like a mist. From a wall-sconce, as she passed it, a gleam of fire
leaps out through the green veil, which seems woven of gold streaks.

It is just in the niche beneath this sconce the aforementioned figure
dressed up as a nun was standing. ‘Jesus! And is it my sister again?’ she
exclaimed, as the unknown wearer of the orange skirt flew past. ‘And
how, dear God, has Adolfine become so amazingly slim? Yes, slimmer
than ever – slim though she is –’

Amanda’s reflections (it was she, as you, Herr Hugo, will long ago
have realized, who was the nun in the niche) broke off abruptly.
Noticing two figures of masked men approach with agitated gestures
from the same direction as the running fairy, she, trembling, withdrew
ever deeper into her recess. From the direction of their footsteps and the
eagerness of their gestures there could be no question but that they were
looking for her of the yellow dress. Of these two personages, one was
negligently holding the other’s arm, and meanwhile, whilst leaning on
him in a superior manner, was doing his utmost to press on. With
greedy and terrified eyes, Amanda took his measure: ‘Black cape, black
domino, the very same – yes, it’s he! – broad-brimmed Spanish hat –
but which sash – silk-worsted, of blended grey? Dear heaven – my sash
he no longer even asks my leave to wear ... and (her thoughts running
on no further) who can this tall person be that Ferdinand’s leaning on?
One of those who’re leading him astray, Ribbing,19 perhaps, or ...’

The two men had just come abreast of her.

‘Make haste, Essen,’ (said he whom Amanda’s fervent thoughts adulated as Ferdinand, her soul’s regent). ‘It was over there we glimpsed
the green veil ...’

At these words, murmured by her beloved mask, Amanda could no
longer remain in her niche, but as swiftly as her terror permitted followed after. And the same mask went on, addressing his stately companion: ‘Voilà, Essen – une comédienne de la plus parfaite ironie! ... d’une
svelte divine ... Mademoiselle Stading,20 I say, is a mere nothing compared with this figure ...’
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Amanda’s foot trembled: the Venetian cape flying out after her sodeeply-beloved mask and touching her hands, she raised it to her lips and
kissed it. Yet her tottering footsteps could but rarely keep up with the two
hurrying men. She heard her mask say confused and broken words:

‘Did you see, Essen, there, furthest away, a gleam of something red?
Par Dieu, one of the elusive sylph’s stockings. A sylph’s for Bellman’s or
Kellgren’s21 brush! – which, we shall not decide. Subtler, more airy and
graceful than Lydia herself – yet as down-to-earth as Ulla Winblad.’

I do dare believe (his masked companion broke in) those red flashes
come from her brow; never had Tartarus murkier passages than these!
No, it’s not at her feet the ruby gleams, but on her head.

‘Ah! it’s in her diadem, Essen. What a forehead! Quicker, quicker,
or she’ll vanish.’

Amanda could do no more. ‘Cruel, cruel one,’ she whispered. ‘Cruel
Adolfine, even my diadem you’ve borrowed – borrowed from me! – and
are using it to draw him on, attract him to yourself – attract ... O merciful God!’ And she who was dressed as a nun sank swooning down
against the corridor wall. Could go no further.


But the others pursued their way.

‘In vain!’ said the same mask as before. ‘We’ll stay here. For the
moment we’ve lost her; but we’ll find her again, for sure, down in the
ridotto! I’m not leaving the building tonight, Essen, until I’ve seen her
once more. Now the red has turned black, we see no more. Yet I’ve only
to close my eyes to see before me that red gleam, like a lightning flash
from hell. I’ll tell Desprez of it; he’s to depict it for Eurydice.22 Folly,
Essen, tell no one of it, we have our fancies ...’

Your Majesty!

‘Pauvre dame brune! Elle avait la mine bien douce pourtant, sans affection, sans fard, mais bien mélancholique.’

Seldom does one see eyes shine so brightly.

‘Before she fled at our first encounter, upon my quickly lifting the
veil from her face, I thought at first I beheld a mask more lovely than
Nature can emulate.’

Seldom does anything real seem so.

‘Pauvre belle dame, she’ll be a conquest for our theatre. Folly, Hans
Henrik – mention it to no one; we have a fancy.’

Sire!

‘This child is of obscure race. Her taille, her façon is gai and yet, si
vous voulez, sombre; yes, noir. Before she took fright and fled from us I
looked at her cheeks and mouth – she’s not from the better classes.’

All sorts of people gatecrash masquerades.

‘Whenever we close our eyes that red gleam still hovers before them.
Grand’chose! Yet this we would say. We would do something this evening, Essen, which Monseigneur Armfeldt would laugh at for the rest of
his days (and, we fear, would afterwards also furnish ourselves with food
for laughter for all futurity). But now, prenez garde, monseigneur –
betray us to no one, but do as we command.’

They had reached a spot where no one else was to be seen in the vicinity. The noble figure of handsome Baron Hans Henrik von Essen, the
Grand Equerry, stood bowing before King Gustaf III, as he went on:
‘Entendez bien, mon ami; this child of the mob will be sought after for
our theatre; has perhaps already been caught in its nets, though as yet I
haven’t seen her there. This you must hinder and prevent! Neither
Armfeldt, nor Debesch, nor Aminoff are to set eyes on her; I do not
wish it.’

What does Your Majesty command shall be done with her?

‘Pauvre amie, douce et jolie! What does the King wish shall be done

with her? Essen asks and the King replies: We don’t know. But what
we do not wish shall befall her, that we do know. It is our will, Essen,
that she shall never become l’enfant perdu du théa“tre, not une chose perdue, voyez vous! Enfin, c’est une affaire bien étrange d’être perdue! Aller se
perdre! Ah, c’est immense, horrible, effroyable – n’est-ce pas? Grand
Dieu!’

My king!

‘We’re alone here,’ Gustaf III went on. ‘No one is listening, no one
knows anything about it. Sauvez une fille, c’est une affaire bien ridicule
pour un roi, n’est-ce pas? Que croyez-vous en? Essen shall not betray us.
Armfeldt shan’t smile at us. Essen, give me your word of honour as a
nobleman.’

Your Majesty has my word of honour!

‘Dark destiny, what have I to do with this girl? Chose sombre et perdue,
que cette dame! Chose leste et charmante pourtant! Yes, Essen, even supposing this to be the last act of my whole reign – the proverb says a
man’s last act should be an inconséquence – even so, I shouldn’t regret it.
You are to keep your eyes open, Essen – we ourselves do not wish to –
have someone keep an eye on her, let someone from the bourgeoisie –
some reliable person see she comes to no harm, yet without it being by
our grace and favour. Point de malice, monsieur, pas de mystification.
Vraiment, c’est notre tout-de-bon, notre bon plaisir – I wish her the same
end as myself.’

Afar off, groups of strollers were heard, and from the ridotto where
the dancing was going on a fanfare of wind instruments rang out jubilantly through the whole building. ‘My good people amuse themselves;
come, Essen, I’ll go down. His people’s happiness is a king’s element –
Quelle misère, that anonymous fellow and his billet! I know how they all
love me, what danger can threaten a king like me?’

Some malcontents, only, from among the nobility, perhaps – memories from Gävle –

The king turned quickly toward his companion. ‘Essen, you are
from the nobility – such blood I love and honour. Myself I am of the
House of Vasa, and know what it implies. If the whole Swedish nobility
had been like you, Essen, I should never have crushed it; and it would
love me as you do. Come, let’s smile at the last remnants of our
Sweden’s misère. Soon it will suffer a final blow. Let’s go down.’

*

Another part of the half-lit passage. First two masks, silent, taking

each other’s measure from head to foot. Square-toed boots ... good.
The one nods to the other. Thereafter three more masks, silent, taking
the formers’ and each other’s measure, from head to foot. Square-toed
boots ... correct. Thereon five more masks, silent, taking the formers’
measure and each other’s, from head to foot. Square-toed boots ... correct! No stranger here? All of us, men of the nobility? To this general
question ten heads nod in reply. The King should be somewhere in this
passage –

We’ll surround him.

But he’s not here!

But wasn’t he to have come this way?

But he’s gone! Take a look over there, round that corner.

No – not there!

It’s his damnable everlasting royal good luck: this is the fourth time
he’s not where he ought to have been.

But the fifth we’ll confront him.

Tonight’s to be the last time he isn’t where he ought to be.

What costume is he wearing?

I know –

What’s the signal?

I’ll clap him on the shoulder.

Who has the weapon?

Our man.

What weapon?

Pistol and ball, and a barbed knife. I saw it being filed.

Where’s our man?

Should be here in this passage.

We’ll surround him in triumph.

But he isn’t here.

But he was to have come this way.

But he’s gone! Take a look over there, round that corner –

No – not there!

It’s his everlasting damnable luck; this is the second time he isn’t
where he ought to be.

But the third time we’ll confront him.

What’s our man wearing?

Chapeau rond, white mask, otherwise black from top to toe, like me.

Like me.

Like me.


Like me.

Like me.

Yet here we are, without King or man!

Can they have found each other, without us? Good!

The King found our man?

No, our man found the King!

Without us? Good.

Without us? Very good.

Without us? So much the better. Then none of us’ll see it happen,
none know of it. Yet the deed’ll bear fruit – for us to pluck.

And Sweden still have her nobility!

Yet this second thing must happen at once, as soon as the first is over.

Anything to change?

The Constitution.

Ssh! No names.

Quite so, but so that the nobility shall again have a voice in the
realm; we who know most, will most, can most. And mob shall again be
mob.

To hell with its king!

Since the Act of Security – no safety!23

That he should have threatened the First Estate – with brute force!

Drowned the realm in brandy.

Pitiful little frontier wars.

Sold livings to the clergy!

Schröderheim24 – Armfeldt – fie – fie!!

Away with them – and with him too. And then a change.

Yet that’s beyond us – that’s for the old fellow to do.

The moment he has fallen, to knife or pistol – the rest must follow
instantly. The least delay, and another will grasp the reins – the
Duke25 –

Ssh – no names.

All must succeed at once. What we need is a chirgurgus, to aggravate
the wound, make it deeper, beyond cure, lethal within a quarter of an
hour. There’s one over there.

Pah, no need – our man’s enough, knows his business.

The moment he has fallen the old man must be notified; who’ll go?

To Pechlin? I.

Ssh, ssh, no name.

I’ll go, I say.


The King – our Man – the Old Fellow, one, two, three – and there’s
our business done.

And we?

We’re the chief business.

What more to do?

Nothing.

At all?

No. Our man does his business with the King, and the old fellow
with the Constitution.

Ssh, sh!

Surely we can do something?

Let’s go down to the ridotto, watch the dancing.

*

Pursued by all her soul’s demons Amanda had sunk down against one
corner of the long whitewashed passage, hardly conscious enough to
remember her need to rejoin her friends; hardly aware of how she,
although in her hatred of dissimulation hitherto detesting masquerades,
had nevertheless had recourse to cunning – how, looking up her
acquaintance Fru Gyllencreutz, she had asked her to go with her to the
ball, where she wished to see everything and everyone, without, she
hoped, anyone so much as guessing she had overcome her scruples and
attended it. ‘Neither my mother nor my sister, nor ... must know of it,
then my eyes will be freer – to see,’ she’d thought. And, arranging matters in this way, had come. Pursued by intimations and, on the staircase,
by a man’s voice it seemed to her she recognized, she’d abruptly quit her
companions and vanished from Fru Gyllencreutz’ side into this corridor.
Beguiled by inexperience and by her inner Furies, she had taken the first
black domino she saw for the one she was looking for. O masquerade for
the heart! At the sight of him whom she mistook for Ferdinand with
lively gestures pursuing a figure which, from Adolfine’s own description
of the actress costume she meant to wear, could only be her sister, the
depths of her terror had begun to work dreadfully upon her. Seductive
nun! Wherefore hast thou come hither tonight? Why, oh why have not
thy pure feelings kept thee at home this terrible, this criminal March
16th? Little dost thou know what Fate has wrapped up for thee in that
parcel of actress’ garments. Flee! Flee, while yet there is time! Midnight
will be too late! And yet I see thou fleest not! Although thy dwindling figure has sunk down against one corner of this whitewashed corridor, yet is
thy brow even more chalky white! Forgive me, Herr Hugo, if I grieve at

the sight of this figure; so weak, so lost, so without heaven, star or
earth, stood she there against the wall, so fainting away, with closed eyes
– undoubtedly she would have fallen to the floor, exposed to the jests of
all who passed by and to the scorn of the happy, had not –

– A man, a mask, come by, wearing a round hat and a white mask,
otherwise black-clad from top to toe.26 Touched by this sight, he, with a
shake of his head, picked up the swooning girl in his arms and began
carrying her away to that region of the building where refreshments
were being served. Although I suppose her to have been somewhat taller
than Adolfine, Herr Hugo, Amanda was of no great stature and of the
same slender form as her sister. Limp hung her body over the left arm of
him who carried and thus considerately supported her. Since her body
lay almost without restraint across her saviour’s arm she must have
entirely lost consciousness; only from time to time, seemingly as her
nerves sought to regain their empire over her, she would fling out her
arms like wings, hysterical twitches gave sign of life and inward struggle,
and spasms in her feet ...

‘Major! Major! Let go my feet! It’s easiest here!’ the hapless girl, her
eyes closed, was heard to murmur dully. ‘Yes, I tell you, it’s easiest here,
Ferdinand is very slender about the waist, snip him off, ’twere best to
snip him off, and let his feet stray whithersoever they will. O my God –
my God – my God – cut him in two – it’s his feet are faithless – his feet,
they walk – they – go – to ... to her – Ferdinand, she has stolen my diadem, if only you’d known! Yes, let her feet walk away, cut him off at the
waist, then at least his heart will remain here with his head – so handsome a head! – and the heart – thanks be to God – likewise! Cut it off, I
say, quick; cut it off. Can’t it be done – not with a fine sharp ... sharp
pair of scissors – or isn’t that a sharpened knife you have upon you? No
– don’t use a bullet! Oh save him! Save him! Don’t – don’t shoot him –
you mustn’t! You mustn’t! Don’t shoot, I say! Ugh, assassin! Your face
is white, but your hands are black as soot – oh! –’

The effort required by this last exclamation brought Amanda round.
She felt how two very hard hands were grasping her, and staring down
at her, she saw a paper-white face with holes for eyes. ‘Fru Gyllencreutz!
Fru Gyllencreutz! Where are you?’ she called out, wrenching herself out
of the grasp of him who was supporting her, and which, to her, seemed
to belong to death itself.

Without a word, the stranger halted, his arms still trembling a little
from their erstwhile burden, or perhaps from ...



‘Where are my friends? Where’s the ridotto? Sofie Gyllencreutz and
Frédrique must be there! O God, how can you abandon me here, like
this? Avaunt, avaunt, grim horrible phantoms!’

Yet the white mask made so bold to as to take her hand most gently,
made her his bow, and said in a low voice, ‘Nun, you’ve lost your way.
If you wish to rejoin Fru Gyllencreutz in the ridotto, do not scorn one
who would show you how to get there; we are not as wicked as we
appear.’

Looking up, Amanda realized that the face that had so terrified her
as she had come to was merely cardboard, and that beneath it there
might very well be the face of a real human being. Stuck in his chapeau
rond she saw a short ostrich feather. And though I can only suppose she
said not another word, she let him take her arm under his and lead her
on. Perhaps it was only imagination, but so cold did her companion’s
arm seem that the chill of it struck into her own body, penetrating it so
that her teeth began to chatter.

They went up several stairs, and then down several others. The
sound of dance music becoming audible closer at hand, she realized they
were approaching the ridotto.

Suddenly her companion halted. ‘No, this ostrich plume in my hat
won’t do. It might be the only one of its kind in there, give me away ...’
Muttering these words, but without taking off his hat, he ripped out its
ostrich plume and, bending down, ground it to pieces with his foot. As
he bent down, Amanda thought she saw something gleam in his breast
pocket; something like the small lock of a pistol.

Entering the ridotto between the two wings that represented a cave,
they saw before them a most brilliant assemblage, over whose every hue
played a dazzling lamplight.

‘It must be half past eleven,’ she heard a tall masked man say to
another; and at these words she felt a violent tremor pass through her
companion’s arm as he half-turned toward the speaker. After which,
bending down, he whispered in her ear, ‘I’ll be staying here. But just
walk straight across the dance floor, over to Box Number Five, over
there – and you’ll find your friends.’ And indeed, upon looking in that
direction, Amanda made out Fru Gyllencreutz’ costume; and with a
grateful nod – due (she thought) to even the worst of men, if he has
helped you – she left her companion and guide, and soon, beneath Box
Number Five, had rejoined the friends in whose company she’d come to
the Opera House.



‘Has anyone seen my sister yet, here in the salon?’ Amanda asked
Fru Gyllencreutz.

‘Adolfine? No. Wasn’t she to have come with Lieutenant-Colonel
W*’s party?

‘Yes; but hasn’t anyone down here seen a fluttering green veil, two
tripping yellow shoes – a provocatively short orange skirt?’

‘No.’

‘Do you wish to meet Adolfine incognito?’ enquired a female voice,
coming up to Fru Gyllencreutz’ group. Amanda, though unable to identify the voice, appreciated that its slightly affected way of rolling its r’s
and its intentional disguise were all part of the pleasure of a masquerade,
and that the speaker belonged to the company and was someone she
knew.

‘It would divert me,’ Amanda replied.

I fancy we can find the W*s. But surely you recognize me, Amanda
dear?

‘Yes, Rosalie,’ answered Amanda, after some hesitation, after running
her eyes up and down the unusually genteel fancy dress. ‘Your way of
rolling your r’s is a trifle odd, yet I can’t mistake you. You’re Fru
Gyllencreutz’ cousin Rosalie, are you not?’ Saying this, Amanda sought
to confirm her guess by glancing at Fru Gyllencreutz; but since that
lady’s features were masked, so were her thoughts.

Nodding assent, the stranger said: ‘If you take a good look at my
fancy dress you’ll see it calls for a foreign accent. Italian – I hope – or
Spanish, though Cousin Frédrique has been so nasty as to say I sound
like some little miss from Finland!’

‘Well, Finnish, Italian – they’re all one, at least in their intonation,
though God be praised I know neither,’ observed Fru Gyllencreutz.

‘But what are you dressed up as, Amanda dear?’ said she whom
she’d taken to be Rosalie. ‘A nun, I do believe; though not of La
Trappe! Thank God for that, the Trappist habit is unconscionable; and
anyway you look like a mere novice.’

‘As you prefer; I’m nothing – alas – nothing at all.’

‘But Amanda dear, even if you, unlike me, aren’t trying to hide
behind a foreign accent, at least you can do so by speaking more cheerfully. Can you say what I’m supposed to be?’

Amanda contemplated the lithe person, a shade shorter than herself,
clad in green taffeta. Set at a jaunty angle on her head, she was wearing a
broad-brimmed Florentine straw hat of finest quality, and under one

arm was holding a fruit basket. ‘I can only suppose, Rosalie, you must
be a fruitseller from Tuscany; but do drop the dialect, at least entre nous.
Wherever I turn there’s dissimulation! It torments me more than I can
say. If you must, speak Italian, purely and simply. But at least employ
your own lovely tongue without blemish.’

‘Signora nunna!’ replied the slim stranger, bowing in the most genteel
fashion to Amanda. ‘I deal in Tuscan fruit. And you, bella donzella,
should it still remain for you to choose some particular nunnery, then
enter that of San Paolina de Clarissimi. Its abbess has unguents for
every wound! But – ah ha! look over there, right underneath the King’s
great box, I can see the W*s’ costumes; and there you have your sister,
have you not? Shall we stroll over to them?’

Amanda, with burning eyes, turned them in that direction. ‘My sister
isn’t there; I see no green veil, no yellow skirt!’

‘Who knows?’ the Florentine girl objected. ‘Take my arm, cara mia.’

‘Yes, girls, do take a stroll over to the Royal Box,’ Fru Gyllencreutz
said. ‘And be sure to come to an understanding as you do so! Over there
I see someone who, if I don’t deceive myself, is Count Horn of
Huvudsta – ah, and look! Adolf Ludvig too – Ribbing27 himself. Now
run along, girls, I’m staying here.’

‘An understanding? Yes, I hope and assume we shall,’ the fruitseller
replied; and, taking the nun’s arm and asking, ‘How shall you recognize
your sister, Amanda?’, opened a path through the groups of masks and
the throng, across to the Royal Box.

‘By a prima donna’s travelling dress: short yellow satin skirt, red
stockings, white arms; on her head, alas –’

With a gesture of surprise Amanda’s unknown companion halted
abruptly and turned to her, as the words ‘And how do you know that?’
escaped her. But she at once added aloud, ‘Can you be so sure, Amanda?
Surely your sister may have changed her mind? Haven’t you seen her
down here yet?’

‘No. Change her mind? Do you think she has? If she’s come in any
other costume I’ll kiss her hands, yes, I’d kiss her feet.’

‘Perhaps – but also perhaps not. Try one of my lemons, cara nun;
their scent cures giddiness.’

‘Is this the great Royal Box?’

Yes; but where are the W*s? I don’t see the lovely Misses W*. Yet,
stay, Amanda; look around you. Only a moment ago the King himself
was standing here.’



‘What? His Majesty – ?’

‘ – was standing here beside Baron Essen, the handsomest man in
Sweden. And I, not far off, heard what the King was saying. What a
king! I adore him!

‘And his words, Rosalie?’

‘King Gustaf said: “Look around you, Essen! Here I stand in my kingdom. Maligned though I be in Sweden, this building shall be my mausoleum; and as long as joy isn’t forgotten in Sweden, neither shall I!”’

‘Ha! my joy’s forgotten!’

‘As he uttered these prophetic words, His Majesty was recognized
by all, and loud shouts of acclamation rang out from the masked dancers
all around him. Though now, I see, he’s left the ridotto again, and gone
out.’

‘Where shall we find her we’re looking for?’

‘Let’s take a walk though the wings.’

‘How do you think we’ll recognize my sister unless she’s wearing
her yellow costume, her green veil?’

‘I’ll question the masks, and so make trial of them,’ said the
fruitseller.

‘Question Adolfine?’

‘And so compel her to disclose herself. Listen – I’ll turn to one of
these figures, as I’m turning to you, Amanda, and ask: Did you sleep last
night?’

‘Last night, O God –’

‘Next I ask: How did the early morning meeting turn out between
the four?’

‘Rosalie! So – you know!’

‘Belle masque! Next I ask: was all set satisfactorily to rights between
l’amica sorella and Signor Fernandez?’

‘O God in heaven! – what words! Who are you? If you aren’t
Rosalie, who are you?’

‘Patience: even by such questions Adolfine shall make herself
known. How did not Ferdinand’s eyes shine again for his Amanda?’

‘Oh – dagger-thrust! Oh – horrors! Oh God, you – you can be none
other than Adolfine – herself!’

‘Did not Ferdinand take Amanda’s hand again, bend the knee – nor
was grieved, nor was his ardour in the least cooled, by her reproaches?’

‘How can you be so cruel! No, he neither bent the knee, nor did he
take my hand – oh!’


‘And did not Ferdinand most exquisitely kiss his Amanda’s hand, in
token of their reconciliation?’

‘For mercy’s sake – no more!’

‘Surely, their meeting over, he didn’t kiss anyone else’s hand? Or
kiss ...

‘Loathsome creature, be silent! Not a word more! No, in his heart of
hearts he was eternally faithful – but, alas – also distrait – and – loathsome creature, let me go – let go of my hand! You’ve plunged a thousand daggers into my heart, doesn’t that suffice? Adolfine – you’re cruel,
cruel! And, before you’ve done, you mean to murder him – my heavenly
one, my beloved – by forcing your lover, who’s abandoned you, into
such a frenzy of violence that he’ll murder mine. Ugh! Let me go,
destroyer; let me go, let go of my hand!’

Suddenly everything inside the theatre became tense. The various
groups of strollers came to a halt and took up their stations. ‘He’s coming!’ came shouts from several directions, ‘He’s coming back! His
Majesty has the Grand Equerry in attendance and is coming back to us
here in the ridotto!’

Little heed could Amanda, in her dreadful turmoil of mind, pay to
this buzz of words, even if it had held much interest for her. By now she
was standing in front of the wings through which she had entered a few
moments ago: the dragon’s dark cave, under its wealth of foliage and
flanked by a regal cypress, the whole dazzlingly illumined by the limpid
gleaming of innumerable lamps. In that instant she saw the two masks
she had earlier followed down the passage enter between the two wings.
Hardly able to control herself, she cried out: ‘See – O my heart – see
there thy black domino!’

Between the wings a pistol shot rang out. She saw her beloved fall
into the arms of his companion; and behind him, from the Venetian
cape which had caught fire, a tall flame arising. And herself fell senseless
to the floor.

‘They’ve shot the King! Close all the doors! Everyone unmask!’

These shouts the unhappy girl did not hear.





THE SIXTH BOOK





One becomes lighter of heart if one reconciles
oneself with one’s acquaintance, with one’s future
acquaintance.

























Over Sweden’s capital hovered the foul genius of regicide. Above, its
wings were black as a midnight in March; beneath, red as the flames
bursting out in a theatre at a masquerade.

‘Fire! Fire!’ shouted some masked men near the wings. But the flames
in the king’s cape were quickly extinguished, and his entourage began to
suspect the outcry might be no more than a pretext for causing a panic
and hiding the culprit. On the floor Lieutenant Pollet’s foot struck a
knife, sharpened, with a barb; not far away lay a pistol, and further off
across the floor toward the boxes another pistol. The king was not dead,
but was being carried up, wounded, from the ridotto to his rooms.

The confusion in the auditorium carried groups of unmasked persons
hither and thither like scattered clouds, now parted, now in horrid clusters. Caught up by such a group, Adolfine was violently snatched away
from her unhappy sister’s side. Obeying the order, like everyone else,
she had thrown away her mask, whilst retaining her large Florentine
fruitseller’s hat, which became her still better now her true face shone
out from beneath it. At first she had been amazed to see the king fall.
When she heard the order given to close all the doors her heart had
missed a beat, for like a dreadful ghost had arisen the horrible surmise
that it was at this point her friends’ thoughts and secretive actions had
long been aiming their hatred, and fear strove for the mastery of her soul
– fear of seeing one of those of all closest to herself tracked down, arrested,
cross-examined, perhaps tortured, condemned, brought forth and – oh
monstrous notion! – broken on the wheel, his head thrust on a stake – !


So swiftly did these phantoms flit through Adolfine’s lively imagination, that she just at this moment hardly gave a thought to her sister.
She was afraid of being arrested, of being forced to give evidence – oh
horrible! a betrothed girl, before a court, against her heart’s inclination – oh
soul, soul, let it go, the monstrous idea –! Hurrying hither and thither,
she everywhere sought a way out. Nowhere could she find LieutenantColonel W*’s family. Stepping up onto a bench to gain a wider view,
she saw at a distance Fru Gyllencreutz talking to Amanda, and at their
side one or two figures, apparently surgeons, whom she recalled seeing
near the king just after the shot had gone off, ready and eager to help
with their implements and bandages, yet sent away by Essen – why,
unless thought unecessary? Now she saw them again, this time with her
sister, but could not make out whether a vein had been opened or any
blood had flowed; all she saw was that Amanda did not get up but, carried over to a door, vanished through it.

‘So, even so, one of the exit doors is being opened?’ Adolfine asked
an unmasked character, standing close to her.

‘Why certainly, Florentine adventuress. Magistrate Liljensparre himself is standing at the exit; anyone wishing to leave gives him his name,
and he writes it down in his list for the morrow. It’s his list of candidates
for regicide.’

The thought of seeing her own name on Liljensparre’s sheet of
paper made Adolfine shudder. Anything, she decided, rather than run
the gauntlet of the police!

Mask in hand, she went over to the opposite side of the auditorium,
where the number of persons present was beginning to thin out, and
pushed herself in as deeply between the wings as she possibly could.
On the back of the one that had been the backdrop of a pleasure pavilion she saw four horizontal struts nailed one above the other. The
litheness of her slender figure stood her in good stead as she climbed
up them, like stairs. She found one lath after another to climb onto;
more often took a hold with her hands than safely rested on those steps
made for her feet, and finally reached the top edge of the piece of scenery – a splendid ceiling frieze of the Doric order! – but now rotted, so
that a piece of it broke beneath her foot. Adolfine looked death in the
face and was about to fall when she deftly grasped a cloud, whose pale
grey edge floated above a tree. Happily, she found her cloud to be of
such good sound timber it could be stepped upon. Clinging with
hands and feet to the cloud’s bizarre contours, she found it in all

respects more reliable than earthly objects.

‘This cloud, since it still holds together, must form part of some
wholly new heaven. Poor King Gustaf – can it be part of your Orphée,
which I witnessed not long ago with such delight from the amphitheatre? Yes, I recall clouds here to the right, how I admired them at a
distance for their airy charm as they floated above the stage – little did I
fancy I myself would so soon be straying among them! And you too,
good king (O God, can the unbelievable nightmare be true – that you’ve
been shot?) – yes, you yourself shall soon make essay of your clouds’
strength, whether they’ll stay up when you walk on them.’

Her concern to mount still higher distracted her from further reflections. Now, reaching the end of a ledge amidst the operatic machinery,
she saw, a little to her right, a narrow stairway that hung almost suspended in the air. With great caution and in truly great danger, she
nevertheless successfully set her feet upon painted cliffs, crowns of forest trees and cloudbanks, and soon found herself so near the staircase
that only one step of her ladder remained. But if she was to reach it she
still had no recourse but to place her foot on a figure that in her eyes
resembled a lighting flash, sharp and jagged in shape, and which, spitting fiery colour, projected from her cloud. Trembling with terror she
looked about her, began to feel giddy above these precipices. Wherever
she turned were soaring hoists! And in the depths of the abyss wheels
innumerable and other terrifying machines resembling a Gehenna set
with instruments of torture. ‘All this,’ she thought, ‘is but the work or
tools of poesy. Yet the perils are far from imaginary! Will the structure
of this lighting flash hold? I’d rather a flash of real lightning ...’
Adolfine did not think this audacious conjecture through to its conclusion; but amid a world of fictions cheerfully and blindly confiding her
salvation to providence, she made the point of her left foot as light as it
had ever been, and ventured to step on to the perilous lighting flash.
Then she took a swift skip forward, for her hands to grasp the pendant
staircase. And well it was she did so! The lighting bolt broke underfoot
and its red zigzag, in that instant in which her hands grabbed the lowest
rung of the stair, plunged downwards into the operatic abyss while she,
hoisting herself up, gained a foothold on the steps and rose upwards like
one of Diana’s nymphs who, from chasms and steeps, triumphantly reaches the very peak of Parnassus.

At the top of the stair she found a more convenient passage, the
breadth of two planks, projecting from the scenery’s topmost edge; and

was now standing in one of the theatre’s attics.1 In her bosom, a religious
feeling of gratitude for her happy salvation, a sense of deep reverence,
flew heavenwards – she thought of God: yet in the same instant a pang
passed through her bosom, as at not having behaved quite as she should
this evening. Her eyes fell, confused; she looked around her, discovered a
side passage in the attic, and came to a door. Where she might be now
amidst the scenery’s innumerable labyrinths she had no idea. She hoped
to light upon one or other of the building’s larger staircases, and so emerge
onto Norrmalmstorg or Jakobstorg. The door yielding to gentle pressure
from her fingers, she came out into a faintly lit vestibule; found a spacious
stone staircase, and went on down it, happy at the thought of having
evaded the terrible Liljensparre and able again to breathe fresh air without
knowing her name featured in the regicide’s monstrous register.

In vain. The stairs did not lead out of the building; only down to a
lower storey, where a tall locked door threatened to hinder her progress.
Not that you let it daunt you, merry Florentine! You gave several turns to
its key, the high door opened, and in front of you you saw a great hall, illumined by two chandeliers, their candles still burning! But where were
you?

Though Adolfine saw no living person, all the hall’s objects and furniture lived together on the most intimate footing: brilliant costumes of
every hue, sabres, pikes, javelins, arrows blunt or sharp, silvery shields,
gilded helmets, all lay playfully scattered on top of one another on chairs
and tables which, far from standing symmetrically along the walls, stood
out arrogantly on the floor, according to the dictates of some cheerful
whim. Without the least embarrassment an elongated canapé, upholstered in satin, stood in front of a tiled stove, tall and broad, from whose




brass doors a mass of fresh embers cast a shimmer, and the room was filled
with smoke agreeably scented with the dried lavender that had been
sprinkled over them. Though charming and disorderly in the extreme,
there was in the whole of this theatrical armoury not a single piece of furniture that did not witness to beauty of shape, did not glimmer, was not
well fashioned and handsome. Any number of broken discarded objects
there were, yet each fragment was delightsome. Adolfine looked about her
– where should she turn? Well, to one of these big wall mirrors, wherein
she soon enjoyed the pleasure of contemplating a lissom image. Taking
off her Florentine straw hat, she arranged her hair, drew the ribbon under
her chin, cast many a cheerful glance at the expression on her own face,
which, the longer she contemplated it, nevertheless assumed an air of
coquetry instead of naivety; whereupon she promptly decided to look at it
no longer. Turning away, she became aware on the instant of something
hastily vanishing through a little side door. Adolfine followed.

Opening the little door, not without some trepidation, she entered a
small rectangular room, illumined, yet not brightly. All around were
shadowy bars reaching from floor to ceiling, producing the effect of a
fenced field or espalier and giving the room the appearance of a big birdcage. Looking up at its ceiling, she realized that the cause of this singular
shadowplay around the walls was the chandelier whose source of light,
being placed at its centre, caused the crystals dangling all around to cast
shadowy lines over all the room’s walls, its floor and ceiling.

Furthest in stood a red damask corner settee, and on it a figure lay
nonchalantly, or, if seated, sat in a posture so free and easy and so idiosyncratic it might have been said to recline.

But upon this person getting up and, still standing beside the settee,
going on with her toilet, Adolfine’s thoughts broke off.

‘Great God!’ thought Adolfine. ‘Is this myself that here confronts
me? Red silk stockings of the very finest? Yellow shoes, short orange
sateen skirt? A green gauze falling from the neck? Isn’t this almost the
self-same costume I meant to wear, but which I never received?’

Hearing Adolfine’s footstep, the unknown person by the sofa turned
about and, cocking her head a little to one side, raised it – a graceful gesture, exactly as a young horse may be seen to make when shying at the
least sound. A comparison with this animal comes most pat to our purpose, since every limb has a wonderful charm, and in its every movement
is a refinement more characteristic and inscrutable than nature can show
in any other species. On her brow Adolfine, astounded, beheld a diadem

of huge flashing gems with a ruby in its centre; a seemingly princely
piece of jewellery, its stones – of the first water and of incalculable value
– flashing in the light. With a nod the girl beside the sofa asked: ‘Are
you in the ballet?’

‘I?’ said Adolfine, blushing.

‘An actress perhaps? – alas? –’ (The stranger’s voice as she put her
question was more like song than speech, and she did so with a brilliant
sidelong glance, half sad, half smiling, as if at some distant hope.) ‘Help
me with this buckle, will you?’

Secretly smiling at so intimate a request, Adolfine came closer,
unclasped the dress. She experienced a strange feeling and felt strangely
moved – we’re both women, she thought, yet it doesn’t matter! – when,
as a result of lovely swift movements, not merely the sash, but the whole
orange dress (leaving the laced bodice in place right up to the neck), the
lawn sleeves, the shoes and purple stockings all slipped down from her
figure who, with a slight shake of her head, flung aside the many-coloured costume onto the settee, contemplated it, and said slowly:
‘Decoy? – h’m – no.’

Quickly pulling out a bundle from underneath the settee, she took
from it and unfolded another costume. Again Adolfine helped her.
Gradually a fine but thickly knitted costume, black, quite black, began
to enclose limbs Adolfine gazed upon with quite special eyes. Within
herself she could detect no trace of envy, and yet she saw how everything this figure disclosed to her was beyond all comparison with what
she knew of herself or her acquaintance. Did she not feel in the least
annoyed? Envious? On the contrary, she felt herself drawn by a feeling
of most inward friendship, yes, of wonderful sympathy, toward this person she’d never seen before, and to help her change was a great pleasure.
After all, such sisterly services are not unusual among well brought up
persons.

Suddenly a voice called out from another room: ‘Donna Zouras!
Don Azouras!’ (Adolfine could not be sure whether it should be donna
Zouras or don Azouras). ‘Not changed yet? Ha!’

At which the person thus called for made the same sideways movement of neck and head Adolfine had seen a moment earlier.

‘Donna Zouras! On va commencer! Depêchez bien vite!’

Now the girl, clad from head to feet in black as she stood there in
front of Adolfine, was ready; only her arms were bare from the shoulders, where the costume ended in white sleeves, yet no whiter than her

arms. The outfit as a whole sat very tight at the waist; only the black
skirt was a little looser, rather short, scarcely falling below the knees.

‘Thanks!’ she said, briefly patting Adolfine’s hand for a moment.
‘Are you only a pupil? Still only a pupil here at the theatre?’

Adolfine had opened her mouth to reply, when in the same instant violins and wind instruments struck up nearby in so lively a fashion that the
young lady gave a start; and before Adolfine knew what was happening, she
saw a faint black shadow glide across the wall. In the recesses of the cabinet
a door creaked, and she found herself alone. The stranger had vanished.

After a moment’s reflection Adolfine made up her mind to follow.
‘As yet no one here knows the King’s been shot,’ she thought. ‘And I’d
like to be cheerful as long as I can. Perhaps I can get out this way?’ The
door opened under her hand, and she found herself on the threshold of
a sizeable hall, quite charmingly adorned but only sparsely illumined,
whose floor no scrubbing brush had ever troubled.

‘Come late? Bah!Ça ne fait rien – ah, ça!’

These sounds Miss Adolfine heard came from an agile gentleman
with powdered hair who, walking with lively gestures about the room
amidst a lot of young people – poorly, yes, even raggedly dressed, but
all sprightly of limb – was holding in his hand a gadget not unlike a slender carbash or rope’s end. Nowhere could Adolfine see her black-garbed
friend, she of the diadem, who had vanished from the cabinet. At a wave
of the powdered gentleman’s hand the instruments fell silent.

‘Diable! – tous les diables! Il ny’a rien de si triste, que voir mal danser,
quant it faut danser bien. Hé donc – ma foi, il faut danser comme Albronini!
Na – na – na – it’s not good enough comme ça – damnable. Sa, sa, sa,
begin again now – gentlemen of the orchestra, play!’

Adolfine turned to an older person who was standing a little way
away from her and seemed to be a dancer of the serious sort. ‘Good sir!
Can it be I deceive myself? Is this not the opera’s rehearsal room? Or the
pupils’ school? Or the magazine? Excuse my ignorance ... isn’t that the
Herr Balletmaster himself, Monsieur Terrade from France, the one over
there, he who –’

‘Tintomara! Tintomara! la fosca Tintomara!’ At this loud call from
the hall’s furthest end Adolfine’s questions broke off, and the eyes of the
gentleman she’d turned to lit up suddenly. ‘God be thanked,’ he said.
‘Now the real pantomime begins.’ Showing his feelings by opening the
oval lid of a silver snuffbox, he took a pinch of snuff. ‘It’s the masterpiece! Of all pantomime ballets the chef d’œuvre!’


The Herr Balletmaster, over there in the hall, gaily swung his little
switch and in evident ecstasy whipped himself about the calves. ‘Ici, mes
gens! Look lively now, jeunes gens; le roi must be surpris – l’opéra can’t
begin without us – tomorrow evening our début – now, to work!’

In the hall a mime was being performed. The gentleman with the
snuffbox must have realized how impolite he’d been in leaving unanswered the questions of the lady who had just come in; so, turning to
Adolfine, he said, ‘You must know, demoiselle, that a masterpiece is here
being performed by pupils, many of whom the King has not yet seen
but who’ll amaze him, king though he be! It’s a new pantomime, composed on a theme that’s à la mode. The King knows nothing about it;
we’ve been working in secret – yes, at nights – for it to come to him as a
surprise and make him as happy as a father allowed to see a child he
hasn’t even known he possesses.’

‘A new composition? And its theme?’

‘Une prise havannah, demoiselle?’

Adolfine declined with a curtsey. ‘Monsieur, I don’t take snuff. Nor
am I sure I’ve time to linger. How, from this hall, shall I come down to
the grand staircase? But before I leave, tell me: that cry of Tintomara –
what did it mean?’

‘How shall you know, demoiselle, unless you stay?’

‘But sir, can’t you be brief?’

‘Well, to be brief: American themes go down well and are in good
taste. Wasn’t Cora and Alonzo of admirable effect? Its success has
spurred us on to compose an American pantomime, La Sauvage Sauvée,
or in plain prose: The Savage Girl Rescued. A fine subject, is it not? So I
believe.’

‘Perhaps, perhaps not.’

‘The King’ll be delighted! Yet listen! The Americans have a cruel
custom of torturing their prisoners to death. Surely, demoiselle, you
must have heard of it? Their torments are prolonged, as everyone
knows. Now to our theme. A casique’s daughter is captured and
imprisoned during a whole night. And to prevent her escape they lay
the victim devoted to the sacrifice on the ground, pinioning her all
night long with ropes, four long ropes – one to each foot, one to each
hand – tied to four trees. Her guards lie on the ropes in such a fashion
that, even if they should drop off to sleep during the night, the unhappy creature’s least movement or attempt to flee must awaken them.
Her torments are to begin at dawn, and to continue slowly, until at last

a protracted, a cruel, and lingering death puts an end –’

‘Loathsome theme – for a pantomime!’

‘Not at all. All that’s just the crude American reality. In our ballet
everything’s improved, made more pleasant. Believe me, demoiselle, it
will be most effective. The casique’s daughter, Tint-om’-Hara, the sacrificial victim, a prisoner of most exquisite beauty, is not brought in or
laid on the ground until the music has fallen silent: and in lieu of ropes,
we cause four persons to seat themselves around her, one young male
savage on each outstretched hand, and one young female savage on
either foot. See for yourself what a fine group it makes. Look –’ From
his pocket he took a five of spades – ‘this is the idea, just like these five.
The chief personage is the spade in the middle, the four others in the
corners are her guards. Thanks to a strength and litheness only savages
possess the spade in the middle frees herself from the four seated on her
hands and feet in the corners. But see – she’s caught. Now for the torture section. What happens instead? The victor, overcome by his prisoner’s inexplicable charms, decides to transmute her pains to his own most
cruel torture. He commands a dance to be danced – une dance étincellante de l’amour sauvage – or, in plain prose, ‘the glittering dance of savage love’. In this way the pantomime ends with the savage girl becoming
her own conqueror’s blissful mistress. Ah, I fancy they’ve already
begun! The music, by Kraus, is superb.28 But where do I see the chief
personage? Where’s our savage – isn’t she here yet? Entre nous, her rôle
is to be played by a young pupil, apple of the Herr Balletmaster’s very
eye. Demoiselle will see for herself.’

Adolfine looked away across the hall to where a warlike pantomime
was being danced in a manner most vivid, artistic, and well-composed.
From warlike uproar the music gradually assumed a tone all its own
(Peruvian, thought Adolfine); it was an allegro vivace, slowing to an
andante, yes even an adagio that finally resolved into a tristamoroso
sprung from the darkest yet most smiling wells of natural feeling
(That’s Kraus all over! Adolfine thought).

Both pantomime and music ended abruptly; the savage girl who was
to be captured – wasn’t there.

Worried, the balletmaster fluttered about hither and thither: ‘Gentil
animal, où es-tu, venez-donc! Grand Dieu! Animal capricieux, impertinent, voluptueux  – where are you hiding? Taille merveilleuse et charmante
– coquine, hé donc!’

And still no savage.


The balletmaster raised his voice, this time carefully avoiding all
reproaches and bad language: ‘Douce Tintomara, where are you? Not got
your shoes off yet? Complaisante créature, we’re waiting – truly, mais
c’est curieux.’

Finally his impatience reached such a pitch that he several times
struck the wall with his kanchu, and, placing himself in the middle of
the floor, spun round on his heel.

‘Ah! Zouras Lazuli Tintomara! Now I see you! Step forward! No
bashfulness, no objections! Chez les musiciens? Chez messieurs la musique?
Malicieuse figure! Mais ce n’est pas beau, ça.’

Now, from the far end of the hall, a slim black-clad figure was fetched
out from the musicians’ bench and led into the pantomime. Adolfine
recognized the girl whose acquaintance she had made in the little room
and whom she had helped to dress. Her drooping head was no longer
crowned by a diadem, but by many a curl of hair falling loosely down
over the white shoulder sleeves to the white arms (all part of the play,
thought Adolfine). The expression on her face admirably suited a prisoner and delighted the ballet master. And now what Adolfine had just
heard would happen, happened. Around Tintomara, laid out on the
floor in the midst of her enemies, four guards, select pupils, were placed
in a square. Adolfine, viewing the group at a distance from a bench
she’d climbed up on, couldn’t help smiling at the design, so expressive
of a five of spades; for in truth the whole – the savage herself in the
centre, two young men seated on her outstretched hands and the two
girls at her feet, all on a white carpet spread beneath them – bore a striking resemblance to that ominous card.

The music began, and at a sharp fortissimo Tintomara twitched her
arms and feet in a movement so elastic yet so strong that her four guards
were flung far from her across the floor. In a trice she was on her legs,
had fled.

Soon she was recaptured. The mime cruelly showed how twelve savages threatened the poor lost girl with instruments of torture. Now the
chieftain himself steps forward. And his wrath, upon closer contemplation of his prisoner, subsides. Gives place to an ‘amour sauvage étincelant
et profond’.

Now the love dance is to begin; and indeed it is most cleverly
performed, on the basis of information supplied by travellers to America
as to these expressive popular feasts. The chieftain, all afire, danced
extraordinarily well –


‘Eh bien, Tintomara! don’t forget that turn! Noble badine – mais
comment, ma chère? – comment? – Naissance divine! your turn to the left
is too wide. Ah, Tournerose, que faites-vous là?’

Like a rose that does not wish to come into bloom, the savage girl
had indeed gone noticeably outside the turn. Is that also part of the
play? Adolfine wondered, her astonishment growing as she saw that
Tintomara, instead of turning as if à moitié amoureuse toward the mime’s
chieftain, visibly averted her face from him, avoided him and moved
away to her left. A movement clearly due neither to forgetfulness nor
ineptitude.

‘Mais diable! Tournerose! Que faites-vous là? Tintomare? Comment
coquine?’

The savage girl’s movements were so exquisite, so charming, that
only quite exceptional art or simple nature, whilst transgressing the
whole sense of the dance, could yet excite the balletmaster in so strange
a fashion that he, delighted to see it, was unable to intervene and hinder
her from committing so gross a breach of the pantomime’s design.

And all the while she was evading the enamoured chieftain, who
came dancing after her; until, at a certain point in the turns, she flew
straight as an arrow down the whole length of the hall and vanished
through the door to the cabinet.

Adolfine, sure there must be more than jest in all this, hurried after
her into the same little room where she had been before. And saw
Tintomara had leapt up onto the red damask sofa.

‘Bolt the door!’

Without knowing what it was that had so suddenly startled her,
Adolfine did so.

From the rehearsal room came a great stir and laughter at the savage
girl’s whimsical flight, French oaths mingling with the hum of Swedish
voices. And amid it all an alien, wholly unexpected voice asserting itself,
of someone who had just come in. The instruments trailed away, fell
silent as a grave. Only cries of frenchified anguish could be heard.

‘What’s this?’ said Adolfine.

‘I heard it as it came upstairs,’ the savage girl said, from the settee.

At the door Adolfine, hearing beyond it the same mixture of tongues
stemming from the Herr Balletmaster’s mouth, listened acutely.

‘Affreux! Horrible, monsieur! Roi se meurt? shot? Fi donc –’

‘Shot, my friend.’

‘Ballet finished! No more opera, no more tragédie! No plays, no

spectacles! Grand Dieu – fin totale! House shut for all futurity!’

‘Yes, my dear Terrade, here has been played out such a tragedy as
means no tragedy more shall be played’.

‘Comment? No one being let out unlisted? Fi donc.’

I’ve my orders – your names, my friends –

‘Good; no one else here?’

‘Pas du tout; only my Azouras Lazuli, but she fled into that room
over there, la folle Tournerose! And with her some stranger, who – who –
je ne sais –’

‘A stranger?’

‘Inconnue, sans nom –’

‘What’s this? A suspect? Acquainted with the regicides, perhaps?
Admit me, at once.’

No question but that Adolfine, by the cabinet door, turned very
pale; for the black-clad girl on the sofa nodded to her: ‘I can see it; you
know what’s happened!’

Astounded, Adolfine scarcely knew what to reply; shaken, she looked
round the room on whose walls the shadowy lines had earlier seemed
to her to resemble a birdcage, and where she now felt caught like a
bird.

The noises approached the door ‘Open up then, la maliciosa! Open
up, Tintomara! Tournerose, ouvrez! gentille maudite! Capricious rose,
who only turn your back on anyone who loves you! Ouvrez, ouvrez la
porte! I’ll smash la serrure – casserai – par Dieu –!’

‘Hurry!’ Tintomara said. Standing a-tiptoe on the sofa she stretched
out one hand to a picture on the wall, rapped sharply on a leafy oaktree,
whereupon a little secret hatch inside the picture opened, and she took
out a key. The hatch snapped shut again, and again the oak’s foliage
seemed to hang there, as before. ‘Come!’

Adolfine made haste to follow. Hurrying out through the cabinet’s
other door – the one Adolfine had first come in by – they slipped swiftly
past all the armoury’s theatrical splendours, its lavender-scented stove.
And, in the same moment as they emerged into the hallway, they heard
the lock of the door behind them give way and people come rushing in.
But the girls didn’t dally. Adolfine’s guide ran up the same stair as she
herself had recently descended, and in no time she was back in the attics.
To follow in the stranger’s footsteps almost surpassed her powers.
There was little light up there.

Finally she of the black costume, having a head start on her, came

to so dark a region of the attics that Miss Adolfine, stumbling after
her, could only with difficulty keep her image in view. Only the white
arms, bare to the shoulders, and the even whiter face, now and then
glancing back, left sure traces of the running figure; though the black
knitted sateen of her body also shimmered intermittently in the attic’s
guttering lamplight, not unlike the phosphoric gleam from the fur of
certain animals. Now they reach a spiral staircase; and so swiftly did
Lazuli twist and turn as she swung herself down it, and with movements so unsophisticated, that it seemed to Adolfine she was following a
cat.

God knows what ways they followed, along which passages.

Now a locked door confronts them. Miss Adolfine, all out of breath,
has a moment to look at her guide. Though Azouras Lazuli pressed
against it, the door would not yield. So she took out a spare key, the lock
creaked, the hinge whimpered, and they came out into a very dark cold
night, whose breath was hard on them.

Fearful of the darkness, and also because of the chill all about her,
Adolfine pressed herself close to the figure who’d been showing her the
way and put a sisterly arm around her black waist; and when Azouras,
too, did not scorn to lay her white arm across Adolfine’s shoulders, it
seemed to afford them both warmth and protection. Some sympathies
are secret, inexplicable.

After a while Adolfine noticed that though there were no steps in
the stone paving they were walking on, it led downwards. ‘What can
that mean?’ she whispered. ‘How deep will it lead us into this pitchy
darkness?’

‘To Norrström.’29

Miss Adolfine shuddered. And through her veins, swiftly suffusing
them, ran the notion that all she’d seen and been through this evening
since the firing of the dread shot was no more than a dream, and that
this person was a phantom she was now following to her own undoing.
Her every limb trembled.

What she had failed to grasp, quite simply, was that she had emerged
onto the Opera House’s horse ramp, nor yet her good fortune in having
come out on the building’s south side. Since it was as impossible to turn
back as it was to flee, she pursued her way, clinging still more closely to
this figure whose seemingly strong arm supported her; a feeling passed
through her of sheer trust, of the gayest self-abandonment and the most
captivating intimacy, and she forgot her terrors.
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Now they were standing in the little south doorway at the end of the
horse ramp.

Now indeed she saw the North Stream, where it lay broad and
murky before her gaze. In the street, though the night sky was overcast,
she could make out such objects as were close at hand.

‘Adieu,’ said Azouras.

‘Are you leaving me here?’

‘Have you friends to betray?’ the other went on. ‘Liljensparre has
tongs – throw yourself, rather, into the Stream!’

At first Adolfine, still clutching the white hand, had some difficulty
in finding words. ‘From the shoulder down to the fingertips – white –
quite white,’ she said. ‘Yes, I do believe much about you is lovable –
whoever you may be, listen to my advice. Up there you’re in queer company; I mean – ugly habits – a girl like you – you feel – you should feel
it no less than I – avoid those people’s gestures, when they talk about ...
about love – beware of love –’

Adolfine, herself not knowing how she had come to speak of such
matters, leaned her head against her companion.

‘Love?’ the stranger asked, as in a whisper. ‘You use a word I don’t
understand.’

‘Yet there are those who would like to force you to – to know what
it is. Beware.’

‘Young lady, (alas, I see you’re no poor pupil and don’t belong to
the theatre), hurry on home now. This is no place for you to linger.’

With these words the stranger vanished down the left-hand street.
At the same time Miss Adolfine fancied she saw her slip into a nearby
doorway, in the direction of the de la Gardie palace.30

*

A street.



ADOLFINE. Cold! How horribly cold it is out here tonight! And I’m all
alone! Which way shall I turn? For a girl to go home alone through the
night in Stockholm – I’ve heard what that can mean. How dreadful to
have missed the Major-General and his party. How can they have got out?
Ah, my overcoat, my walking boots – if only I had you with me! And this
thin satin dress – if this doesn’t bring on fever and agüe I’m strong indeed!
Why did his carriage leave so soon? Ah yes – but all that’s so long ago;
they must have looked high and low for me. Where can I find a deserted
street to slip home by? In these streets I’m wet above the ankles – poor

satin shoes, poor feet. And where am I now? That’s the tower of St
James Church; here’s Little Garden Street – and there’s the wall of the
Royal Garden. Please, God, don’t let anyone come and accost me. It’s so
cold, so dreadfully cold! Well may my teeth chatter! Clasp my hands,
though that’s not much help either. God in heaven – what a night! And
what’s to follow from all this? Ferdinand, Clas Henr – ssh, no names –
Liljensparre has ears, has tongs. Monstrous scene, O spectre within, oh
my sister, oh Amanda! What have I done tonight? How could I take so
high a tone, speak such cruel words, sharp as thorns, a jagged thorn at my
breast. Yet it wasn’t my fault, was it, if our encounter ended like that? I
meant so well, arranging for us all four to meet – surely all I wanted was to
explain, to bring everything together again? Yes, that was all I wanted; and
it wasn’t my fault if – why has Amanda seen Ferdinand in so wan a light
ever since ... ! And Clas Henrik, too, has seemed paler to me, less attractive, since – fie, Adolfine, what are you saying? – since he began to doubt,
worry and reproach you. No one should ever reproach anyone! And now
one thing’s certain, and that is that Ferdin ... Never again shall I ever lure
anyone – never – never – never! Nor anyone hear the names I have in mind
... can I have whispered them loud enough to be overheard? And what was
that moved over there? Not a man? Jesus, don’t let anyone come, make him
leave me in peace – an officer’s cape! Oh God! he’s coming closer ...

THE MAN. Young girl, it’s not good, your being out alone so late. I’ll take
you home.

ADOLFINE. Unhand me, sir; I know my way.

THE MAN. Young girl, do not suspect me. Are you not afraid, out here in
the night? Let me be your guide. Where do you live?

ADOLFINE. Sir, you wear a mask. I’m suspicious of all pretence.

THE MAN. I come from the Masquerade; they’ve just let me out. I wear my
mask for warmth.

ADOLFINE. On so horrible a night I shouldn’t fear anyone I know. Take off
your mask!

THE MAN. No, tonight I wear my mask. Poor girl, you shiver; my cloak is
wide, let one half cover your shoulders, the other half me. In this way we
can walk together. My voice isn’t that of a seducer, surely you hear that? Is
not my voice rather harsh: do I not speak harshly?

ADOLFINE. Thank you, sir, for your kindness. It’s true I’m shivering. But
take off your mask!

THE MAN. Tonight I wear my mask. Tomorrow I shall lay it aside. The
day after, my head.


ADOLFINE.  What?!!!

THE MAN. Have no fear of this street. It’s Little Garden Street. And it
leads to Execution Square, or anywhere else – assuming one wishes to go
somewhere else, and can! Have no fear of me; there now, my cloak rests
firmly on your shoulders. You’re warmer now, young lady – warmer, are
you not, than a moment ago? Or so I believe.

ADOLFINE. Sir, I wish to go to the Haymarket.

THE MAN. We shall do our best. You’ve no need to fear me. Tell me,
young lady, is there nothing you’re frightened of?

ADOLFINE. I’m frightened of your questions, sir, and of your tone of voice;
what do you mean?

THE MAN. I was thinking of the Masquerade. Were you there too? Did you
enjoy the merry dancing?

ADOLFINE. I don’t know what to reply.

THE MAN. Yes, it was all very merry. But tell me candidly, young lady,
young girl, young living girl! Answer me truly, from your heart – is there
nothing you fear?

ADOLFINE. Truly, I’m afraid of –

THE MAN. Not of me. But, for example, of ghosts? Is there no ghost you’re
afraid of?

ADOLFINE. What a horrible night, grim and dark! Let me go, sir. It’s much
colder beneath your cloak than outside it – let me go –

THE MAN. What a child you are! Let’s talk of ghosts. Have you, for example,
a conscience?

ADOLFINE. Great God! But sir –

THE MAN. Have you no horrid spectre within you?

ADOLFINE. Within me, a sp – ?

THE MAN. Do not shudder at it. There now, Garden Street’s at an end.
Next comes Packartorget, or as one might say, Execution Square!

ADOLFINE. I’m not shuddering, but shivering. Yet not exactly shivering
either, even though I’m feverish!

THE MAN. So much the warmer. Can you not exorcize your inner spectre?

ADOLFINE. Who has sent you to keep me company? In the name of God
and all His angels, who are you?

THE MAN. I’m a person with a head. For the time being, that is.

ADOLFINE. Loathsome creature – let me go! You’re out of your wits!

THE MAN. I think not. I’m not even feverish. Let me feel your forehead.
Yes, it’s true – you’re burning.

ADOLFINE. Abyss! How will this end?


THE MAN. Here we see Execution Square. You, young lady, are making for
the Haymarket, as is only right and proper – for you. We can go there
afterwards. But first here’s something I must show you.

ADOLFINE. I’m dying! I can’t go a step further – not a step –

THE MAN. But of course you can; one step, two steps, three steps. As we
hear clearly from the splashing of your little feet in the mud. Well, here
we are. A spacious square, with plenty of room for many people to stand
and watch. Here’s a tall pole; on top of it a black figure, who holds aloft a
bunch of switches. His name is Matthew, or Mats, and he’s is the spectre
of punishment. Can you see him, girl? He’s cast in copper.2 It’s here they
lash you.

ADOLFINE. Heaven save me! Will no one help me?

THE MAN. Bah! It’s not you who’re to be whipped – only me.

ADOLFINE. Fly, accursed! Leave me – let me go!

THE MAN. Are you out of your wits? Am I not seeing you home?

ADOLFINE. But sir, one word, one sensible word: who are you?

THE MAN. That would be unwise to say. Tomorrow, perhaps, you –
Stockholm – Europe – will hear my name.

ADOLFINE. Oh, Jesus Christ! I shudder, I tremble – something tells me –
it’s you who’ve ... you’re the one who ...

THE MAN. I’ve a wife and children living in Monastery Street. Not that it
matters – couldn’t be helped. But it cheers one to reconcile oneself with
one’s acquaintance, get to know one’s future acquaintance. Which is why I
must contemplate these objects for a while, here in the square. Only the
axe and the block are missing; what a shame – how shall I make their
acquaintance? One thing, though; a kindness – a little kindness ...

ADOLFINE. No – no – no, it’s shameful! I refuse to sit here by the pillory!

THE MAN. Have no fear for Clas Henrik, nor yet for Ferdinand. You’ll
never see them again. They shall live, but be seen neither by you nor by
anyone else.

ADOLFINE. You know them? And me? Oh God, who are you? Whose is
that voice?





THE MAN. Yes, Miss Adolfine, I know you. It has failed!

ADOLFINE. What has failed?

THE MAN. The King’s alive.

ADOLFINE. Alive! Ah, so the loathsome shot wasn’t fatal? God be praised!

THE MAN. All they can do now is flee. While I remain – and say nothing.

ADOLFINE. Flee? flee? Ferdinand flee? Clas Henrik – ?

THE MAN. Has fled already. You’ll never see either of them again. It would
have been better, would it not, if my shot had done its work?

ADOLFINE. Oh God!

THE MAN. My dear young girl – do me, I beg, a little kindness. I wish to reconcile myself with the axe and block, acquaint myself with my future
acquaintance.

ADOLFINE. Never see them again! Never again! Ferdinand’s and Clas
Henrik’s faces – never again! Both in this night sunken to a never? And
already fled?

THE MAN. So I hope.

ADOLFINE. Never! Cruellest of all! Do you know what never means? And
all for your deed’s sake – I can’t –

THE MAN. You’re feverish, your shudders are growing worse; but before
you sicken and collapse – do me a kindness.

ADOLFINE. No – no – no – I say! Not a moment longer – not a moment
more – will I sit here by the pillory. Why do you lay your head in my lap?
Oh, horrible! Horrible!

THE MAN. Have you never murdered an acquaintance? Never brought
about someone’s undoing?

ADOLFINE. Horrible loathsome creature!

THE MAN. If so, Adolfine, if you’ve ever murdered – I mean in play – then
you’ve a little habit; so do what I ask, also only in play – there, now my
head’s lying on your knee – I am acquainting myself with your knee –
imagining it’s the block, my last pillow. Let me put my arms around you,
otherwise you’ll jump up and flee, as I can tell from the twitching of your
nerves. But I do not wish it – stay – and do not tremble! Be my block!
There now, my neck is bared! Lift one finger and draw it across my neck.
I wish to know how it feels. Be my headsman. I wish to acquaint myself
with my last acquaintance. How all your limbs jerk! Can you not play the
headsman? Do as I say! Do as I command! Obey!!! Put out your forefinger
and draw it across my neck. You swoon? Close your eyes, then, girl; but
draw your finger over my neck.

ADOLFINE. Lightning in the night! I ride the lightning! Waves crash all

around me – loathsome spectre, I embrace you! On my knee, my very
own knee – Away – away – away –

THE MAN. Obey, and behead me with your finger. I’ll not let you go until
you do. Matthias’ copper eyes are looking down at us. Whether he smiles
I know not.
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And you did it for my sake only, because I
asked you? Then you must certainly love me.



























SCENE I


The theatre yard, facing Makalös, the de la Gardie family’s palace,
facing the Royal Palace across the North Stream. A little room. A
youth and a girl. He is dressed in the uniform of a bandsman of the
White Guard. She – in blue worsted trunk-breeches, a short jacket of
striped cotton and wearing a glove on one hand – is tying up a parcel.


HE. I’m angry, furious, mad at all three of you; most of all with the balletmaster, but also with mother and you.

SHE. Show it me, where’ve you put it?

HE. Rascally Frenchman! Haven’t you done so well this evening that an
angel from paradise couldn’t have put more fire into it – you, who’ve
always been his jewel? And yet not? As sure as I’m clarinettist to the ballet
and the Guard, he’ll never let you go on stage! A mere pupil, devil take
him, and not a ha’penny out of it! Shan’t you ever be promoted actress?

SHE. Where have you put it, brother, the thing I gave you in its wrapping?
On the musicians’ bench?

HE. And I’m furious with you, too, even though you’re beginning to be a
credit to me at last. Oh, if only ... well, so that’s never to be ... even so,
what with them all madly in love with you! Well, let’s have a look at you,
now you’ve shed your costume and rolled it up in that bundle, before
going up there – I ask you: with only one glove! Well, you’re pretty. Yet
look at the state of affairs here at home, with Mamma. With a complexion
like yours, those strange eyes – no need to make them any rounder for me;

as it is they’re bigger than everyone else’s – they could be a gold mine.
Things are bound to go the same way with numbers eight and nine as
they did with one, two and three, and with four, five and six; it’s dreadful.
Next time the magistrate won’t let you off so lightly, you’ll see. Yet you’re
a credit to me, even so; and fie – such boots! You’ll see how the gutters
run tonight. Haven’t you enough money to get your boots mended? ...
Well, it’s a cursed business.

SHE. Emmanuel, don’t drop the bundle I’ve wrapped up, the one you’re to
take home. How happy she’ll be!

HE. Mother? Maybe. But I’m furious with her, can’t imagine how such a
thing can have happened. Never even giving you a proper name, so we
have to run around after you, calling you by the name of whichever role
the balletmaster wants you to play in his damned Hottentot pantomimes
and then chooses to call you by! Suras, Asuras: what kind of a name is
that? Asuras Lazuli Tintomara, that’s no kind of a Christian name! Didn’t
he hit on a new one this evening – Turnros, wasn’t it?

SHE. Tourne-rose, the wild rose. Oh, this evening’s not the first time I’ve
been called that.

HE. It’s insufferable; let’s go. It must be two o’clock, a fine way to come
home, tonight. Regeringsgatan up to Nygatan, and so a turning off to the
left, into a convenient passage. Toll Street, to the Spa, and then bear left,
quite a long way. Right down Bath Street to the gate at its far end, and so
into Bellevue paddock.

SHE. You’re sure you’ve got the jewel wrapped up? You’ve put it carefully
away in your breast pocket?

HE. Oh, no fear. We’d have done better if we’d thought of some lodging
closer to hand, and that’d be easy if ... if ... But cheer up, Tomara, I’m
still fond of you! Here, put on your boy’s hat. A girl who has far to go at
nights can do worse than dress up as a boy. Blow out the candle, sister
Mara, but take it home with you; they can’t object to us pinching a candle
from the dance hall ... there now, Maria – you don’t mind me still calling
you that, do you, even though you’re dressed up as a boy? In Italy, the
bandsmen say, both boys and girls are called Maria. Have a bit of my
bread; you’ve not had a bite to eat all evening.

SHE. May I carry your clarinet?

HE. Only too pleased. No, no; not to your lips, this isn’t the moment to
blow it, neither here nor out in the street.

SHE. I’ve taught myself a new tune, Emmanuel.

HE. Then I’ll let you be my stand-in in the White Guard some time. But

now – silence! No need to cast such glittering looks on my clarinet, or
you’ll make me too feel sad. Poor girl, for sure, there’s no one you love better in the whole world than that clarinet! What a pity, at seventeen. Pfff!
Now the candle’s out. Adieu, flame. Come along.






SCENE II


Bellevue paddock, a small house.

A largish room, with a low ceiling. Furthest away, in one corner, a
rickety bed with something shapeless in it. The girl watches her brother
Emmanuel go into the smaller room adjacent and closes the door after
him. By the light of her candle stump she unties her package and, finding everything in order, nods merrily. Quickly she takes off her coat,
her duck trousers, bootees and coarse stockings – so ill-suited, alas, to
those feet! – goes swiftly over to the stove, places the candle and a
washbasin on its edge. She washes her feet with delicate movements. As
they grow whiter her glance becomes more cheerful; smiling, she contemplates their shape, ever and again placing her hands beside them, to
see whether all four are yet equally white. Seeing they are, she goes
over to the bedstead, falls on her knees, and from between the legs of the
bed pulls out a rolled up mat, which she unrolls and spreads out on the
floor by the bedside. Just as she is no less cautiously starting to pull out
a bolster as a cushion for her head, something suddenly stirs in the bed,
causing her to jerk her head and neck to one side.



CLARA. You want your mat, to lie down on? I’m not asleep; no need to be
so quiet.

SHE. Mother, awake? Now we’ll have fun!

CLARA. Fun? Then I’ll get no more sleep tonight than I’ve had all day. So
you feel for my sick hand, do you? There it is, in the hole in the coverlet,
where the cotton stuffing’s come out, so nice and soft and warm; I’ll not
take my hand out – it’s more than I can do to raise my head – but you can
kiss my lips. Otherwise the pains have gone over, the stabbing pains in my
body.

SHE. I’ve brought it for you, what you wanted to see.

CLARA. Alas, what now? Have you been promoted actress?

SHE. No.

CLARA. And aren’t you going to be, ever? Were you on stage this evening?

SHE. For the last time.


CLARA. What? What’s happened? Poor pupil, are you undone?

SHE. The King has been shot, and the opera closed.

CLARA. The Ki...! Hold my shoulders, girl, hold me tight! If the cramps
come on again I’ll arch up like a bow again in the bed. Tell me – when?
When?

SHE. Tonight, at midnight.

CLARA. Strange lightning! Oh, child, oh my child! Now your father’s son
is king!

SHE. I’ve also been up there, and brought you what you asked for.

CLARA. What? What is it you’ve taken this time?

SHE. Look, these jewels. The diadem.

CLARA. Oh merciful God! Have you been up at the palace, where the thirteen-year-old is? Oh God, let me live a little while longer, not die! Now
another time’s coming that’ll cast a different light on things! No longer
will you be a mere pupil. For now he is king, who I know is son to him –
to him – who I know is your father.31 No more play-acting for you, who’ll
be somebody. Oh Jesus, Jesus – how did you dare to take this jewel, this
diadem?

SHE. You wanted to see it, Mother.

CLARA. I, who wanted ...

SHE. Now don’t you tell me you’re sad, or doubt that I’ve been up there
and seen him. Aren’t you happy?

CLARA. It gleams – how it gleams – how incomparable is its gleam! Six,
seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen gems!
Sapphires and emeralds, but mostly diamonds, and in the centre an enormous ruby! Here’s how you put it on your brow – lean toward me – in
Jesu’s name, girl, how lovely you are! The crown jewels! There, that’s how
it ought to be – in the Lord’s name, what features!

SHE. Don’t try to sit up, mother. All I wanted was for you to sleep soundly
this evening; be content, be happy.

CLARA. Not sit up? Not sit up – now? I can even jump up, as you see – aren’t
I standing out here in the middle of the floor? Time was when I too skipped about in the pantomime; nor was I behindhand, believe me, when it
came to heavenly joys. No fear, girl, of me catching cold, I’m all warm,
blissfully warm; for sure, you’ve no more on than I have! Undressed
already, quite undressed? But how, how could you make so bold – be so –
so audacious, so foolhardy – as to remove one of the crown jewels from the
King’s palace?

SHE. You wanted to see it, mother. And I wanted you to be happy.


CLARA. A mirror, a mirror! To think that I should no longer possess even a
mirror! Wasn’t I too once at the Opera – and now in my great sickness
haven’t even got so much as a mirror? Yet you must believe what I say. I
need no mirror to show you what you look like; I shall tell you – you’re ...
lovely!

SHE. Now I’m happy.

CLARA. Not only for my sake, but for your own too, you’ve all too good a
reason to feel happy. Set my mind at rest; tell me – what does the boy look
like? Surely he has ...

SHE. Large eyes with a stupid look in them.

CLARA. Oho! For sure, he had a different mother, that one. Being a fine
lady doesn’t always mend matters, not even when you’re finer than the finest. Ah well, he’s still only thirteen, on the first of November, fourteen,
and must be coming on fast. And in temperament?

SHE. Good-natured.

CLARA. What do they call you, up there?

SHE. Whatever occurs to them; mostly Tintomara la Tournerose.

CLARA. But how ever did you get in?

SHE. I’ve keys, and know the passages.

CLARA. Even so ... with access to such acquaintance, why ... but that’s
the way of it, and as it must be! All at sixes and sevens! Why don’t you get
yourself ... why not beg, ask for, demand, extort – ? What, for you, could
be simpler?

SHE. Money?

CLARA. Yes, money.

SHE. What for? Whenever I go there I’m always dressed up for the opera,
always look my best.

CLARA. Haven’t you told the lad who you are?

SHE. H’m.

CLARA. Poor understudy, so you haven’t, not even knowing it yourself.
Didn’t he liven up when you looked at him?

SHE. H’m.

CLARA. Ah, yes yes; but no need, girl, to be stuck up about it. Yet even so,
look – what a mouth, what a nose! No need to get conceited, though, it’s
not worth it, not in the least. You should have seen me! I’d already been
promoted actress and was going on stage, something you as yet have not.
You should have seen me, then you’d really have seen something! What a
shame you weren’t alive then, for then you’d really have seen something!
The audience would have compared us, and it’s touch and go who’d have

won; I was so lovely, let me tell you, it was my undoing; being even lovelier than Mamsell Stading was my undoing. In those days they called me
Mamsell Clara. Yes, one of them, I recall, used to say Clarina, and another
Clarinetta: but that’s all past and done with – No, oh dear no, let it sit
awhile on your forehead, the diadem, don’t take it off; it suits you so well
– so very well, as of right. Poor jewel, it longs to be nowhere else but on
you – What! What! And you, in the name of the everlasting God, have
taken this from the palace? But Jesu, you don’t seem to understand! Don’t
you realize what it means, to take the royal gold and sapphires? And all for
my sake, bewitching eye, and simply because I so longed to see it, my own
lovely girl, my child – Then you must certainly love me.

SHE. Mother, I love you.

CLARA. Then I know I’m alone in your heart, none more so. Strange girl,
who loves no one ... so lovely, too; what happiness wouldn’t you bring to
anyone you did! Strange eyes, strange glances, how many a one could you
not introduce into paradise – what bliss – and so much you could get in
return, what wealth, what splendour! Tell me, lovely cloud, shall you float
across the sky without raining? Shall you leave no dew behind you, no
pearl upon earth? I was wiser than you; was loath for my beauty to fade
and vanish, and I bore you so as to leave something after me. What are
you but myself all over again, and I still in blossom – that’s what one must
do. All I ask of you is not to be conceited – for in you is no spark that is
not myself, my very own self. Ah yes, go on, make eyes at me; those big
eyes of yours have been in me too, so there’s no need to get conceited.
What curls, what breasts, what a waist – h’m. I wasn’t behindhand, God
be praised, in understanding my business. Bloom of my former bloom, is
it strange if I love you? But say, only, how can you love me? It’s not
possible.

SHE. When you used to lull me to sleep I remember the signs you made
over my forehead. Oh, mother, I love you.

CLARA. Yes – yes – just as I say: she’s all myself. My very self. Bosom sprung
from my bosom! Lively glance lit from mine, now so weary and dulled.
My head spins to think of it all ... believe me, all was as lovely for me as it
now is for you.

SHE. Let me take off the diadem and set it on you; like that you can lie
down and sleep, sleep soundly.

CLARA. I, sleep? Neither in heaven does one sleep, nor yet in hell; and I’m
either in heaven or in hell. If only I were in my bed and could sleep!

SHE. And so you shall; I’ve something with me here.


CLARA. Oh, and what can that be?

SHE. First lie down.

CLARA. So – you want to rule me, order me about, do you? That’s conceited
in a half-wit of a mere pupil. See here – now I’m lying down. Thanks –
thanks – pillow like that, yes – thanks, my girl! – How soft you are, your
hands soft. Arrange the bedcover, thanks lovely heart! – But God, what’s
that you have there?

SHE. Wine for you.

CLARA. Oh, that’s good. Haut-Brion? Malvoisie? What kind? I’ve drunk
wine, I have, every evening in the foyer. And not so very many years ago
either. What’s its name?

SHE. I don’t know; it’s red.

CLARA. Burgundy. God be praised – you’re beginning to get money out of
him; even a pupil must have something. Now we’ll be able to buy ourselves wine. It tastes so good; fetch our other glass from over there, and
you can have some too. How much did you get?

SHE. Money?

CLARA. Yes.

SHE. None.

CLARA. What? And how does one get wine then, nowadays?

SHE. I took the bottle from a table in a room.

CLARA. What’s that? Took?

SHE. Yes.

CLARA. Fie, for heaven’s sake, my child takes? Ah, it’s coming on again, I
remember the great terrible past – Fie, girl, taking’s not allowed, surely
you’ve heard that.

SHE. You needed some wine. Now sleep, I’ll make signs in the air over
you, as you did over me in my cradle.

CLARA. I feel it working. I’m not used to it, I can tell you.

SHE. A little more.

CLARA. Taken? Taken? You took the diadem too. You’re to take it back to
the palace tomorrow, at once, d’you understand? Don’t you dare delay,
and those are my strict orders!

SHE. Whenever you wish.

CLARA. Stealing the crown diamonds! God have mercy on us! The penalty
for that is death. – Soft finger, thanks, thanks! So you’ve put my hand back
in the lining? Thanks dear, thanks little Tinto. The bedcover may be in
rags, but it’s soft and warm inside, and I like it. D’you hear? Tomorrow,
first thing tomorrow! And don’t you presume to do anything else!


SHE. No.

CLARA. But for tonight, girl, keep the diadem on your brow, sleep with it
tonight. Your bed is nothing much, your mat is even less, and you’ve
nothing to cover you; so be splendid in your diadem. That’s the strange
thing about you, how often you take things; so look out! Don’t you bring
us home game to eat, spoons to eat with? That’s wrong, and it’s no reason,
either, that I’m needy and want them. Radishes and liver sausage – well,
that’s a trifle, I’ll say nothing to that, nor of narcissi from the gardens. But
spoons, skeins, silk dolls and needles – look out, look out! Ah, my eyelids
are drooping. Eyelids, eyelids, all merges together – Hear me, Thou who
art in heaven! I’m Clara; my ... my girl has no knowledge of Thy commandments! Forgive her, forgive her; it’s not her fault if she’s neither seen
nor heard tell of them, nor ever was given a n ... Forgive her, O God,
Thy seventh commandment. Of the first, second and third she knows
nothing; but to the sixth she’s faithful, and never tells lies! The fourth is
implanted in her bosom, as well I know. The fifth ... ah, no more, I can
talk no more – so good it feels, so long it is since sleep came to me, sweet
lovely sleep. Lie down, poor Tinto, you too, and go to sleep; you’ll slumber even so. Lie down, I’m half asleep; my eyes close, already I’m
dreaming.






SCENE III


The Great Market Place. Benjamin Isak Cohen’s house.



EPHRAIM. Rabbi! I hear the signal on the shutter.

BENJAMIN. Let the piper come into the bedroom.

EMMANUEL (enters). Tell that fellow to go out.

BENJAMIN. Leave us, Ephraim, but close the bedroom door properly.
Young man has kept us waiting, it’s four in the morning.

EMMANUEL. It’s been a difficult night, Herr Benjamin Cohen.

BENJAMIN. Well, and have you got it?

EMMANUEL. Look – fifteen stones, big luminous ones! It seems to me it’s
the one we spoke of?

BENJAMIN. Schamajim Vehaare!,32 you’re a clever young man. Well, well –
so so, yes – but can it be the right one – from the palace? Impossible!

EMMANUEL. Count it, measure it, test it. That desk over there – it’s
unlocked, isn’t it, with all its weights and instruments? Get busy – but let
it go quickly.

BENJAMIN. Bemunah!33 A pair of sapphires, a pair of emeralds, but all the

others splendid great diamonds; and in the middle an exquisite ruby!

EMMANUEL. Now give me –

BENJAMIN. Really – Her Majesty the Queen Mother’s jewel, or, as they
say, her diadem; a christening present to His Royal Highness the Crown
Prince Gustaf Adolf, and at such times as it’s not in use kept in His Royal
Highness’ scarlet jewel case.

EMMANUEL. Of course, it’s the one we agreed on.

BENJAMIN. I recognize it perfectly; I’ve mended the setting around the
fifth jewel.

EMMANUEL. So you can give me my hundred dalers for it, in return for
which you, Herr Benjamin Cohen, may borrow and keep the diadem in
your house for a month, as we agreed.

BENJAMIN. Yes, here you shall rest and stay, incomparable beauty (he locks
up the diadem). Young fellow, you’ve been clever; that’s to say, you’ve not
been stupid.

EMMANUEL. It’s late; make haste, Herr Cohen.

BENJAMIN. Young man’s in a hurry to hang, it seems to me.

EMMANUEL. Hang, sir? If you intend to cheat me of my hundred dalers,
Herr Benjamin, then say so at once.

BENJAMIN. You shall have the money; but I cannot conceive how you can
have had the cleverness to deliver the jewels into my hands. How was it
done?

EMMANUEL. Done, sir? The way it was to be done, as we’ve discussed
before.

BENJAMIN. Yes, yes, the way we thought; namely that you should inflame
your mother’s crazy desire for some such proof of her really having been
at court, and that your sister should find it for her – schamajim! And that
you should likewise put your incomparable sister up to bringing it home
to her – that was certainly the plan, yes! But the outcome? That so costly a
piece of lunacy could succeed? Are you quite sure, piper – for stealing
crown gold, it seems to me, costs anyone their neck – are you sure no one
saw her up there, stealing ...

EMMANUEL. Stealing, sir? The devil, sir! She took the gem home to her
mother to give her the pleasure of seeing it for a day, and since you and I,
sir, have only spoken of one month, I thought it no crime to underpuff the
scheme. After which she’d take it back quickly enough, I thought. It’s true
my mother and sister are both crazy, but I’ve been the craziest of us all!

BENJAMIN. You’ve been the cleverest of you all.

EMMANUEL. If I was I who should be standing here empty-handed, and

Herr Cohen wouldn’t have the stones between his long, crooked, thin,
white, damned ugly fingers –

BENJAMIN. You’re stupid, not at all clever, fellow, to use bad language. I’m
telling you – Schamajim vehaarez! It’s you – yes, you alone and no other –
who’ve stolen the diadem!

emmanuel. I, sir, stolen?

BENJAMIN. And it’s you it’ll be a question of hanging! You and no other.

EMMANUEL. A question of hanging?

BENJAMIN. Yes, yes, ’pon my word! Tomara, so it seems to me, has merely
taken it home with intent to return it; and I have only accepted it, so it
seems to me, in order to buy it. But you – yes, stare at me as you will –
you’ve been stealing.

EMMANUEL. Shame on you! Shut your mouth!

BENJAMIN. Well, and what now? Did your sister give you the jewels to sell
them?

EMMANUEL. Sell? Who’s said anything about selling? You, sir, have merely
asked me to do you the costly service of placing in your hands, sir, the
Queen’s priceless diadem, to keep it for one month – to make a copy of it,
wasn’t it, or the devil knows what else? For this I, for my part, was to
receive one hundred dalers, which I now, upon the instant, wish to have.
And yet you, sir, make so bold as to say you’ve bought it!

BENJAMIN. We’ll see about that. Again, I say – and you’d better remember
it – it’s you who’re the thief who’ll hang, and no other. Your sister too, I
suppose, is a sort of thief – but – tell me plainly – did she not give you the
diadem to hand it over to me?

EMMANUEL. No, Herr Cohen.

BENJAMIN. Did your mother?

EMMANUEL. Alas, no, Herr Benjamin Cohen.

BENJAMIN. Well then, who’s stolen it? Who’s worthy of the gallows?

EMMANUEL. O dearest Lazuli, why did you sleep so sound when I crept
into your room from mine? Why didn’t you dream of a thief as I tiptoed
up to your head and slowly, never so gently, unclasped the diadem from
your tresses? If my heart pounded in my breast, it was to show me how
things must turn out for me, poor fool! If this dog of a Jew had a soul I’d
move him – if you’d seen, Jew that you are, the threadbare mat on the
floor, and lying on it the sleeping girl who’d done no one any harm; no
coverlet, even, and only a coat over her to keep her warm – at that sight six
gentlemen and six more would have gone out of their minds. But you,
you’re unmoved! And her head on the bolster, the one which before I

came was wealthier than any other head in all Stockholm, and when I
left was again the poorest! You should pity me, Herr Benjamin, to see
what I’m feeling just now in my heart, for what I’ve done! But no one’s
going to say I’ve wasted fine words on you, you dog. Yes, turn pale! Turn
deathly pale! Though I’m only in the band I’ve a sabre, small but pointed,
and sharp as can be!! D’you see its point, eh? Now then, you scum; give
me my hundred dalers!

BENJAMIN. Or die! Isn’t that the way of it? (Unexpectedly he has pulled a
blunderbuss out of his drawer and presses it against the clarinettist, countering
his sabre). Take a look at this friend of mine I always keep loaded and lying
handy, against just such occasions as this, schamajim!! Well, how – tell me,
young fellow – shall I shoot you?

EMMANUEL. No, you won’t shoot. You won’t shoot, sir, for you know I’m
in the right and you’re in the wrong.

BENJAMIN. Won’t I shoot?

EMMANUEL. No, you’re ashamed to shed Christian blood.

BENJAMIN. Very well then; if you don’t stab, I shan’t shoot, so it seems to
me.

EMMANUEL. But I’ll tell you what I’ll do. Don’t all your Jewish fellow-worshippers, who’re unable to stand the sight of you since your skin isn’t as
brown as theirs, call you the white Jew. But the Christians call you the
handsome Jew, your face, Herr Cohen, not being altogether ugly –

BENJAMIN. So they say, yes, so it seems to me.

EMMANUEL. No, and not so ugly as your common, thin, pale white fingers.
But no matter how amiable your face may be, I’ll tell the whole of
Stockholm what kind of a fellow you are under your skin; and that your
co-religionists, the Jews, do right to spit at you. And I’ll tell how you’ve
got a big blunderbuss hidden away in your desk, which you threaten poor
folk with who pawn things with you.

BENJAMIN. You’ll tell? Who still haven’t even got out of here alive?

EMMANUEL. A trifle; just you wait, I’ll do more than that. It’s true you,
unlike other heathens, don’t go to your synagogue by the German Spa,
but you do go out at nights. So beware! Beware, Herr Benjamin Isak
Cohen! I’ve a friend at the barracks who has a pistol. There’s not a corner
of Orphanage Street where you can feel safe, wherever you go on
Blackfriars Street, on Archipelago Street, Merchant Street – and you
won’t slip into Wollmar Yxkulls Alley either – don’t ever set foot inside
that coffee house, Herr Isak-Scoundrel, you know the one I mean! Or, as
sure as I play the clarinet, you’ll get a bullet in you; because now I know

such things are done and can happen – tonight a better man than you
has had a bullet put through him.

BENJAMIN. Better man than – a bullet? Tonight?

EMMANUEL. Precisely, sir, just so! Change colour and blench; you’re still
more handsome.

BENJAMIN. Listen to me, young man; be still more clever, and tell me all
about it, properly. Who do you mean? Who’s a better man – ?

EMMANUEL. A better man than you? Well, think that one out! Think if
there is one!

BENJAMIN. I don’t know, but it’d be hard to find one, so it seems to me.
Fancy now, and I may well smile; here we’ve been gossiping away the
time, and still I’ve to give you your hundred dalers, even so. (He privily
counts out fifty dalers and lays them in a bundle.) See here, piper; take your
dalers and cheer up.

EMMANUEL. Many thanks, Herr Cohen. Now all’s well again.

BENJAMIN. And now let’s talk of other matters. You’ve been only too pleased
to listen respectfully to my advice before now – for instance, when I put
this idea of the jewel into your head. And I maintain, too, that you’ve been
quite clever in implementing it; and you’d be even more delighted with
yourself if you but knew what lovely and distinguished hands are waiting
for these jewels – schamajim! – though that’s something I’m not confiding
until I’ve put you to the test. More of that some other time. You’ve gone
far tonight, all the way from Bellevue. Say – were any of Schröderheim’s34
people out there? No no, you really mustn’t leave me before you’ve had a
drop to drink and a biscuit.

EMMANUEL. It’s late; goodnight, Herr Benjamin.

BENJAMIN. Perhaps you’d prefer a glass of wine? A music-lover such as
you must have a taste for sugar-lumps. Take a dip.

EMMANUEL. Well, I don’t mind if I do.

BENJAMIN. Stay with me here; it’s dangerous out tonight. People are shooting, you say?

EMMANUEL. No danger to the likes of you or me, sir; tonight only kings
are getting shot.

BENJAMIN. Schamajim vehaarez! Is King Gustaf shot, then?

EMMANUEL. Ha! I fancy Herr Cohen was glad to hear it! That was a hell
of a skip backwards you took sir?

BENJAMIN. Glad? Not clever – stupid. When a man who rules a whole kingdom gets shot, it’s as if the bullet had hit every single one of his subjects.

EMMANUEL. Causing you, sir, to take such a leap into the air. But don’t

worry, Herr Benjamin Isak. His Majesty is alive; I’ve heard it from someone who’d been talking with Rémy.

BENJAMIN. His Majesty’s – a-live? He’s a-live?

EMMANUEL. You turn damnably pale, Herr Cohen ... and become even
better looking. But if you turn even paler, sir, you’ll be ugly. Quite right.
Sit down in your armchair; you’re master in your own house, sir, and
should perhaps invite me too to be seated?

BENJAMIN. Young musical sir, sit down. But spare me all stupidities.
Bemunah! I’m exceedingly tired. How strange it is, but nowadays I don’t
sleep at all well at nights; for some while now I’ve lost my health.

EMMANUEL. The strange thing about me is I sleep exceedingly well at
nights.

BENJAMIN. There was a time when I slept admirably. I remember being
able to sleep seventeen hours a day. It gave me strength.

EMMANUEL. I can recall sleeping twenty-eight hours a day.

BENJAMIN. That was in truth a great deal. But let’s not sit here gossiping;
it’s only natural and obvious I should be tired after sitting up so late at
nights, nothing else. That being the way of it, let’s divert each other by
telling tales and making agreeable conversation. A most remarkable occurrence, my friend! Tonight? I suppose you were playing at the Opera
House? Tell me what happened ...

EMMANUEL. If, sir, it amuses you to listen.

BENJAMIN. Well, by all means; it was a most unhappy shot.

EMMANUEL. All night and yesterday evening I was playing for the dancing,
up to a few hours ago.

BENJAMIN. And heard? And saw?

emmanuel. Everything.

BENJAMIN. Did you notice who it was shot the King?

EMMANUEL. The devil alone knows.

BENJAMIN. How was His Majesty laid low?

EMMANUEL. The devil alone knows.

BENJAMIN. It’s sad, but useful, for a loyal subject to know where, I mean
in what place, his monarch gets shot.

EMMANUEL. The devil it is!

BENJAMIN. To know whether it’s curable. But you said just now His
Majesty is alive?

EMMANUEL. At least he isn’t dead.

BENJAMIN. Well, then, tell me: what did it all look like?

EMMANUEL. The devil alone knows.


BENJAMIN. Are you out of your wits? Are you gone to the Devil, as the
Christians say? Just now you said you saw everything? What, what was it
you saw?

EMMANUEL. I was watching them dance to my piping in the pupil’s
dance-school, or the store room, as their dance room is called.

BENJAMIN. But weren’t they going to shoot the King in the ridotto?
Where the masquerades are held?

EMMANUEL. Aha!? And how come, Herr Cohen, you know that?

BENJAMIN. Bah! (to himself). That changes things, changes everything; a
damnable change, as Christians say. Dead on the spot – well, then they’d
have flown straight up to the treetop! But now ... now I’m all at sea ...
He’s alive ... now there’s danger, investigations, interrogations – they
must get away, head over heels – be warned. (aloud) What time did it
happen?

EMMANUEL. The thing, sir, you were so pleased about?

BENJAMIN. Not clever, you rascally clarinettist! I mean, what time was the
most unhappy shot fired at His Royal Majesty?

EMMANUEL. About twelve o’clock, so it was said.

BENJAMIN. And now it’s past four. Time’s precious, exceedingly precious.
Young man, on one point you’ve shown yourself very clever, so it seems
to me. Will you now run an urgent errand, and be well paid for it, right
now, at once?

EMMANUEL. Money, now, cash down, at once, sir? Certainly I will.

BENJAMIN. No, the errand now, at once. Do you know Baron Bjelke?
Thure?

EMMANUEL. No, Herr Benjamin.

BENJAMIN. Do you know Councillor Alegren?

EMMANUEL. No, Herr Isak.

BENJAMIN. Do you know – the assistant clerk of the City Court, Herr
Gerhard Frederick Enhörning?

EMMANUEL. No, my good Herr Cohen.

BENJAMIN. You’re no use at all; go home at once. But tell me, perhaps you
know someone who does know them?

emmanuel. Not a soul.

BENJAMIN. Ha-arez! And must I now go out into the cold night myself? Is
it windy out? But Bjelke must be warned. Where’s my stick?

EMMANUEL. Does Herr Cohen mean the Enhörning who’s Royal
Secretary?

BENJAMIN. Yes, certainly! Royal Secretary Enhörning, as they call him.


EMMANUEL. I saw him in the Opera Cellar this evening.

BENJAMIN. Praise be to God! Are you sure? Then Enhörning must know
of the royal misfortune and has already warned both Bjelke and Alegren.

EMMANUEL. Don’t believe it for a moment.

BENJAMIN. How so, piper?

EMMANUEL. Well, because Enhörning – let me see – was drinking in the
Opera Cellar.

BENJAMIN. No, Enhörning doesn’t get drunk when bullets are about to fly.

EMMANUEL. And do you wish me, Herr Benjamin Isak, to look up the
Royal Secretary in his home, and warn him? How much do I get for my
trouble?

BENJAMIN. No need; nor do you know where he lives. Only a moment ago
you said you don’t know him.

EMMANUEL. Not Enhörning, no – I don’t know him, for a man who keeps
his promises; nor an admirable one in other ways either. But of course I
know where he lives.

BENJAMIN. You lie like a dog; he’s a superb man, as who should know better
than I, so it seems to me? I’ve some of his gold here.

EMMANUEL. Such as would never have come into Herr Cohen’s possession
if Herr Enhörning had been more a man of his word? Or perhaps he has
borrowed from you, Herr Cohen, in order in turn to lend to Herr Alegren,
and Alegren hasn’t repaid him? Or isn’t that true, either? But to hell with
them – am I to go to Baron Bjelke and warn him, or am I not? And how
much do I get for it?

BENJAMIN. No need, I say; by now they’ve certainly gone and told him the
King’s alive. What a good thing Enhörning was at the Opera Cellar. By
now he’s sure to have gone to tell the baron.

EMMANUEL. Impossible. It’s so dark and windy outside, no honest person’s
willingly going anywhere.

BENJAMIN. I find you a troublesome ... fellow ... You’ve just said you
don’t even know Baron Bjelke? So how can you go to him?

EMMANUEL. Baron Thure Bjelke, who lives in Smitterlöw the tailor’s
house, on Queen Street? Well, of course I do.

BENJAMIN. Smitterl–! You devil out of hell, you – as they say; just now
you know a whole lot of things! But what, I wonder, can your business be
at the baron’s?

EMMANUEL. At the baron’s? I was to warn him about the matter you, Herr
Cohen, were going to tell me of.

BENJAMIN. But you see, I’m not saying a word. For me you’re becoming a

dangerous piper. Good night, my friend. Good night.

EMMANUEL. So that’s the way of it? Well, now I know for myself. I’ll warn
Baron Bjelke not to go on living any longer, for should he presume to do
so there’s a danger he’ll soon have to die.

BENJAMIN. Bah! What d’you mean – you – ?

EMMANUEL. Yes, as accomplice to the regicide.

BENJAMIN. Are you a lunatic? Whoever said Baron Thure Stensson
Bjelke’s had a hand in the unhappy attempt on His Majesty’s life?

emmanuel. You did.

BENJAMIN. I! I! But you’re becoming a ... a ... clarinettist! ... I? I, an
accomplice in murdering His Majesty?

EMMANUEL. Herr Cohen? Really? You, sir, an accomplice too? Cross my
heart, at first I thought all you knew was that Enhörning and Baron
Bjel –

BENJAMIN. Tell me, you priceless rascal, whenever did I say Enhörning
and Alegren and the Baron knew anything? Oh no, you’re not clever,
you’re terrible – a most nasty piece of work.

EMMANUEL. Tell me, when did you tell me? Why just now, Herr
Benjamin; what else have you been talking about all this time?

BENJAMIN. About your running errands and getting paid for it, yes. As it
is, there’s no need for errands; but I’ll gladly cross your hand with a little
money, having held you up so long here in the gale. Listen now, young
musician, you’re clever on your instrument, so it’s said – tell me openly,
fellow – are you also one who can keep his mouth shut?

(pause)

BENJAMIN. Answer nicely, and from your heart. There’d be no lack of
money for you and your so-called sister, honestly, gallantly. Can you
remain silent about matters that have come to your ears? I mean, matters
you haven’t heard of, but which even so you, with your musical ear, have
grasped?


(pause)


BENJAMIN. Can you hold your tongue, I ask?


(pause)


BENJAMIN. Can’t you hear what I’m asking, man? Answer me! Can you be
silent?



(pause)


BENJAMIN. Well, then, speak out, you devil!

EMMANUEL. That I can do. And I can also hold my tongue, as you, Herr
Cohen, have just heard for yourself. But speak, that I can do and to spare;
as Herr Benjamin Isak Cohen shall discover, I’ve certain ways of my own
of approaching that distinguished gentleman, Chief of Police Liljensparre,
to whom I found my way quite recently – well, that’s neither here nor
there. And I’m going straight to him to report all four gentlemen.

BENJAMIN. No, you’ll hold your tongue!

EMMANUEL. Certainly not, sir.

BENJAMIN. Nevertheless, you can hold your tongue?

EMMANUEL. As you’ve just heard, sir; but it costs money.

BENJAMIN. Schmajin! You’re mad about money! You and your mother
must certainly live in high style. No need to look so angry or for your
young face to turn so blood-red. Be clever now; music should refine you –
why are you so grasping? You get your piper’s wages, don’t you?

EMMANUEL. Enough to buy keys for my clarinet and a little more. But that’s
enough of that, sir; good night, I’m going to the Chief of Police.

BENJAMIN. But – Lord Jesus! (as they say) – how much hush-money do
you want?

EMMANUEL. I’ll take no charity. I’ve one foot in Liljensparre’s room any
time I choose and it suits me to put it there; yes, I’m a fellow who’s holding four lives in the hollow of his hand, and whenever I choose and it suits
me, I’ll throw all four of them onto Gallows Hill.

BENJAMIN. That was a high note you blew, and it means you shan’t get a
penny. (He stands before the door, aiming his blunderbuss at his enemy.)
Take a good look around, fellow, and see whether there’s any other door
for you to get out by. Your eyes blaze, as well they may!

EMMANUEL. No way out? Well, that’s as may be. Now I see for certain
you’re capable of plotting a regicide, you, who’re from the dregs of hell.
But I’ll break my way out, sure enough, Herr Isak; and listen to this:
before six o’clock in the morning everyone will know about your and your
Bjelkhörnings – and tomorrow you’ll get such a visit as will be a flash in
front of your eyes.

BENJAMIN. Fall on your knees and swear, swear to hold your tongue – or
I’ll shoot you!

EMMANUEL. Not you, you dog, you won’t shoot! But since you’re so utterly
low-minded, I’ll just make sure, before we start fighting, whether you’ve

given me the right money in this packet. Five, ten, fifteen, dalers; twenty,
thirty – what? Forty – well, well – fifty – and not a daler more? Does that
make a hundred dalers, you damned white beast of a Jew?!


With these words the young soldier flung his packet in the face of the political
jeweller, causing the banknotes to fly about his eyes and ears. Bewildered –
perhaps also at the thought of his own dishonest miscalculations – he omitted
to fire his weapon. Flinging him violently away from the door the youngster
drew back the bolt in a flash, and rushed out past the astounded Efraim – out
into the hall, out through the street door, out onto the Great Marketplace –
and away, away into the depths of the night, straight to Liljensparre’s
house.

Did he hear the shot go off in the Jew’s room, or didn’t he? He hardly
cared.


    




THE EIGHTH BOOK





Afterwards none of the counts would speak to me
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Night fled, and in its hateful teeming womb bore away smiling the
whole tangle of black deeds, secrets and events aborted or yet awaiting
their development. The sun, on March 17th, rose with undimmed
splendour over a Stockholm to whose inhabitants the very sunshine
seemed amazed by what it saw, casting its ever more piercing rays into
the shadiest recesses, there to discover the dread deed’s origins. No eye
seemed to have slept that night. The city gates, closed, let no one out.

Herr Hugo, and you others here at the Hunting Lodge, would it
amuse you to hear what else happened? I shall not say to my protagonists,
the Misses Amanda and Adolfine; to them, as is so often the case with
leading characters to whom, after other personages greater than themselves have appeared on stage – as here, for instance, a Gustaf III – it
seems to have befallen that the sheer course of events obliges them to
step aside and become mere walking on parts; but in my tale as a whole?
If so, I shall continue to spin for you my sky-blue yarn, following each
strand as far as it’ll go. I’ll even take you before the Swedish High
Court, however little I feel at home in that admirable institution and
fond though I am of the place where it stands. Neither Julianus, Henrik,
Aurora nor any of the younger members of our cheerful circle, I suppose, have ever been in Stockholm; yet they must be aware that of all its
islands the smallest but most celebrated is called Riddarholmen. And
that on this holm, or islet, stands what once was the Franciscans’
Church and is today known as Riddarholmen Church; and that the
High Court building, with its grand palatial staircase, stands a short way

away on its northwest side. Within the church walls are the loveliest of
our kingdom’s royal tombs, so that it is here, beneath the gaze of longdeparted Charleses and Gustafs, that our fond Swedish conscience has
set itself up a court, to watch over and pass judgment upon itself. So
proximate indeed are church and court, several of our kings’ sarcophagi
can be seen from more than one of its windows.3

In the open space between church and court was to be seen that forenoon a great gathering of the populace, it being generally known that it
was here the high treason was to be looked into, just as soon as the least
information should be lodged against the criminal. In all the Swedish
nation’s annals no night so odious as that of March 16, 1792 had as yet
been known. But now Sweden had found its Ravaillac; and, even as it
shuddered, burned with curiosity to hear how that French name would
sound when translated into Swedish.



SCENE I


Stockholm. The square outside the High Court.



HERR ADAMSON. Eight thousand tongues with but one question: ‘Who did
the deed?’

HERR BREDBERG. And still no one has an answer!

HERR ADAMSON. Whose can be that magnificent state coach, rolling goldenly
in over there, up to the court’s staircase?

HERR BREDBERG. Ah – I recognize its coat of arms as those of His
Excellency Count Wachtmeister, Lord High Chancellor and President of
the High Court.

HERR ADAMSON. I see. Then the answer rides inside that carriage.








SCENE II


The Haymarket. A small study in the house of Baroness M*. Behind
closed doors.


THE BARONESS. What, brother? News from the High Court? I tremble at
what I’m to hear –

THE UNCLE. Jakob Johan Ankarström.

BARONESS. Jakob Jan! Oh dear God!

UNCLE. I guessed as much.

BARONESS. Poor Gustava Löwen! It’s not nice for a wife to see in her own
husband her king’s assassin. Poor Alf Gyllencreutz!

UNCLE. Whenever I’ve seen that unmusical, taciturn, brooding
Ankarström, sister, I’ve always felt a strong impulse to take my leave!
There was something demonic about him, not of the attractive but of the
repulsive kind.

BARONESS. He can’t be a day over thirty. And yet to come to such an end
– though he has two little boys, and two girls. Poor little Johan!

UNCLE. I remember him as a mere child, living with his father,
Lieutenant-Colonel Ankarström, out on Lindö. His mother was a Drufva,
and that Björkegren fellow his tutor. No one can deny the bluntness of his
nature. In all he does and says is a certain forthrightness I can’t stand. He
never walks the streets except in straight lines, his arms swinging like footrules. Absurd! Lifeless! Where in nature or reality is anything so straight?
Straightness may be admirable in mathematics, but in music it simply
won’t do, and in human life it leads straight to – death. It’s my belief, I
assure you, that he’s done this dreadful deed all in conceit of some basic
principle or other.

BARONESS. His stay on Gotland35 only aggravated his cast of mind; and I
fear the lease he had on the Mellösa farmhouse did as little to improve it as
the time he spent living at Torsåker, lovely though Torsåker certainly is
with its view out over Lake Frysing’s captivating waves! Beautiful scenery
can do nothing for such temperaments.

UNCLE. He has confessed without ado.

BARONESS. Did he give himself up?

UNCLE. No. Kauffman the gunsmith recognized the two pistols Adjutant
Pollet had found on the floor of the opera stage, immediately after the catastrophe. Early this morning Kauffman reported to the police how
Captain Ankarström had asked him to repair them. Ankarström was
arrested in the forenoon, and promptly confessed.


BARONESS. Two pistols?

UNCLE. It’s thought he’d meant to shoot himself with the other.

BARONESS. His wish, brother, has been to die; and by promptly doing so
to achieve something; that’s the way of it! How dreadful, how dark, must
be the night of such a human soul! I had hoped his journey to the southern
provinces in Magistrate Stenhoff’s company in the late summer last year
would divert him; but it had no effect. As for his excursion with Runeberg
to Gotland last autumn, I saw at once it’d do more harm than good.

UNCLE. He denies having any accomplices.

BARONESS. And so, please God, may it remain; and my dark fears be
groundless. Not that certain of my acquaintance don’t take on a certain
greyness in my imagination.

UNCLE. How are my nieces?

BARONESS. Adolfine still hasn’t been found.

UNCLE. Not found, sister? But that’s very strange.

BARONESS. That decent fellow, the honest Lieutenant-Colonel W*, you
know, who took her to the Masquerade with his family, is leaving no stone
unturned after vainly looking high and low for her all night. But I haven’t
given up hope – fortunately his old Fritz knows every street in Stockholm,
every house, hole and corner.

UNCLE. Really, how very strange! Ah yes, well, we must keep an eye on
Adolfine, she’s almost too lovable. My good, my admirable Amanda! You
are my heart! There’s a pure soul for you and a fine character too; how is it
with Amanda now?

BARONESS. She hardly utters a sensible word.

UNCLE. I hope you’ve shown surgeon Natherst the door? To me he seems
– if not suspect – well – not acceptable in our house.

BARONESS. All Natherst did, brother, was to bring Fru Gyllencreutz and
Amanda home from the Masquerade.

UNCLE. Which doctor have you sent for?

baroness. Odhelius.

UNCLE. The one with the nose? No, sister, in that case I prefer
Schultzenheim. He’s far and away the best we have today. And of what
kind are Amanda’s paroxysms?

BARONESS. They’re beyond me. Oscillate between love and hate; but with
such dreadful violence I fear the conflict of those two passions may tear
her mind apart.

UNCLE. I understand. When all’s said and done, I think Dr. Acharius
would be best. As for love and hate – no doctor in his senses wants

anything to do with either. Has her illness no medical aspect? Nothing
tangible?

BARONESS. A constant giddiness. An idée fixe that Ferdinand is dead. And
fixed ideas, brother – you know how people say they’re the first signs of –
of – I shudder at what I was going to say.

UNCLE. Poor girl. Well, I’ll turn to Schultzenheim after all, I like him best;
I esteem him; once, before he was ennobled Schultzenheim, he was plain
David Schultz. He’s an excellent doctor. I’ve some nasty news from
Thure’s; happened to bump into Lundquist.

BARONESS. What! Thure Bjelke’s manservant?

UNCLE. Lundquist was so dreadfully upset; he told me Magistrate
Liljensparre – the chief of police, you know – has just paid Bjelke a visit.

BARONESS. Brother, brother – that bodes no good! You remember my intuitions while we were staying at Ekhov? A visit from the chief of police,
brother, may do one honour; but brings no joy.

UNCLE. Henrik Liljensparre is a dev ... a remarkable man. Even if the unfortunate Ankarström can’t be prevailed upon to utter one word about any
accomplices in the crime, I fear the ‘omniscient magistrate’ even so, were
there only one-tenth of one, will hit on some means of unearthing some.
Have you heard what’s happened to Liljehorn?

BARONESS. Carl Pontus?

UNCLE. Falling in with Liljehorn on Blasieholmen, Liljensparre, so it’s
being said, courteously invites him to step up into his carriage and ride
with him. Lieutenant-Colonel Liljehorn, without a moment’s hesitation,
does so; but when they arrive Liljensparre tells him he’s under arrest.

BARONESS. Good God! Whatever for?

UNCLE. A rumour’s going the rounds that just before last night’s masquerade
His Majesty received an anonymous note, warning him not to attend it. A
rumour the King scorned to take notice of. And here’s another, even more
astonishing: the King, they say, wouldn’t have paid the note such scant
attention had he not been prevailed on to linger in the Opera House by – I
don’t know how to put it – there’s a haze over every thread in this dreadful
event. In a word, it’s said His Majesty was noticeably excited, drawn by –
curiosity; stimulated, delighted, yes (but what marvels aren’t being
invented after the dreadful event witnessed by so many to explain it?),
lured on, so they say, by a – creature His Majesty had glimpsed somewhere
in one of the Opera’s corridors, and must needs see once again, but wasn’t
allowed to. In a word, he stayed on – until death claimed him.

BARONESS. And what’s all this to do with Lieutenant-Colonel Liljehorn?


UNCLE. Nothing. But one thing at least is certain: Liljehorn has confessed
to having written the anonymous note to the King; with the best of
intentions.

BARONESS. So I hope; and inasmuch as the note’s purpose was to restrain
His Majesty from going to the Masquerade, it can in no way be connected
with what you’ve just said about his being lured into lingering there.

UNCLE. No one says it was; yet people are wondering. King Gustaf is
known to take pleasure in defying every danger as it arises. And this is
how people are explaining the note’s purpose: though its words advised
him to stay away from this unhappy festivity, its contents excited him to
attend. If it’s true, then these malevolents were only too familiar with one
of His Majesty’s subtlest, proudest and most chivalrous qualities, and
have succeeded all too detestably well.

BARONESS. Far-fetched, a wire-drawn notion! But how does Liljensparre
get to know everything? Wouldn’t we all do well to leave town?

UNCLE. An errand boy working for that man, what’s his name now – you
know, the one who always bakes our pastry cakes for us –

BARONESS. What? Sundberg? Neither Sundberg nor the smallest of his
cakes shall ever set foot in this house again!

UNCLE. The lad’s name, so I seem to recall, is Bark.

BARONESS. Little Peter Bark! Oh, it’s monstrous.

UNCLE. Bark is said to have lodged information with the police that a handsome plump-faced gentleman in a long blue overcoat handed him a note
on the square outside the Opera, promising him that if he’d run up and
give it to the King’s valet Rémy there’d be two riksdalers for him when he
came down again. But when he did, the gentleman had gone; in that handsome gentleman, however, the lad fancied he’d recognized –

BARONESS. Liljehorn! But who believes such rascals?

UNCLE. Anyway, Liljehorn’s been taken up; and has indeed confessed to
being the note’s author!

BARONESS. But surely no warning to the King can endanger its author? I
suppose Liljehorn expressed himself ... respectfully? Is that regarded as
dangerous?

UNCLE. Can’t say. As the police see it, no one can warn who doesn’t know;
and where a conspiracy’s afoot, mere knowing is bad enough. But true
though all that about the Bark boy may be, it’s my belief it’s through other
channels Liljensparre has got his information and is still getting it; otherwise how could he have set to work so swiftly, so boldly – get his hands on
Thure Bjelke, for example? No matter what people are opining about

Liljehorn’s note, I fully share the curiosity of those who’d dearly like to
know whether there’s any truth in that rumour: about an ‘alluring creature’ but for whom the King would never have stayed on and been shot. If
that creature exists, I’d give much to see her. Nor am I afraid my dear
policeman-magistrate won’t spare every effort to drag that person forth
into the light of day, no less than he will a thousand others. There are
many whispers.

BARONESS. Ssh! Wasn’t that a tap at the door?

UNCLE (opens the door). A letter? Look, sister.

BARONESS (opens it). Two miniature portraits, in medallions? Clas Henrik
and FERDINAND; rather well painted, one recognizes them at once – the
painter Breda’s brush, without a doubt. What do they write?


‘To the Misses A & A. In days of greater hope we had these features limned for you. The originals have already departed. Do you
ask whither? Here is the answer: they will never come again. Forget
them, who are no longer worthy of you, accused of crime by the
unhappy outcome.’ – No name beneath.


UNCLE. It’s no bad thing they’ve gone; for what else can this signify but participation in the day’s greatest event. Fine matches they’d be for my
nieces!

BARONESS. The portraits I’ll give to Amanda, but not the letter; it’s best
for her peace of mind to suppose Ferdinand dead.





SCENE III


The little house in Bellevue Meads.


CLARA. My child, my child! Have you been to the White Guard barracks?
Oh, Tintomara, and have you news to console us?

THE GIRL. Emmanuel’s nowhere to be found.

CLARA. We’re lost! I no longer even feel ill! I’ve searched and searched!
How many nooks and crannies can there be in this wretched hovel? I’ve
looked under every loose floor-tile, into every crack in the walls and
behind the stove. Are you sure, Tintomara, you still had the diadem on
when you fell asleep?

GIRL. Quite sure.

CLARA. Then there’s no alternative ... When you woke up and began scrubbing the floor he’d already gone, you say?

GIRL. Yes.

CLARA. Hateful creature! But then, you had one father and he another.

Alas, Manuel, even so, was a lively handsome lad; I’ve loved him so.
But now! To take it, take such a thing from his mother and sister! Fie,
oh fie.

GIRL. I’ve been up to the palace too, but wasn’t allowed upstairs.

CLARA. To the palace, Tintomara?

GIRL. Everywhere it was locked and bolted. I keep my costumes and keys
with the balletmaster, in his office; but I couldn’t get in, it too was locked.
And now they’re admitting no one into the palace, absolutely no one. A
sentry was standing guard by my little staircase that leads up to the Crown
Prince’s apartments.

CLARA. It’s more than I can understand, how you can wish to be seen there
after this terrible mishap with the jewels.

GIRL. Only to tell them it’s I who’ve taken it.

CLARA. What?!

GIRL. Since no one saw me take it, how can they know where their diadem
is, unless I tell them?

CLARA. No one? No one saw you? O God be thanked! Perhaps there’s salvation for us yet! But Liljensparre, alas, has eyes, ears, hands and all the rest
of it! Don’t go out, girl; don’t so much as show your face outside the door;
perhaps our poverty will hide us. No one credits poor folk with stealing
things worth millions.

GIRL. I’ll go to the palace as soon as it opens again – though I’d like to be
wearing one of my pretty costumes. It can’t be long before the opera
reopens.

CLARA. Are you a human being, Tomara? Or out of your wits? Do you
want to fling both of us into in the police dungeons? Onto Gallows Hill?

CLARA. I’ve some more to tell you, too: I believe Manuel’s behind bars.

CLARA. You see!

GIRL. I took it into my head to step inside the police station. I know all its
little passages. And I heard them whispering about a young fellow who’d
been put inside the same morning that Manuel disappeared. The description fitted him.

CLARA. Then good night, children! Farewell green fields! Adieu Bellevue!
Any time now and the police’ll be here. You remember last time,
Tomara, how we heard the bolt of our little door being slid back? All they
need is a hint where to look, and they’ll be here; and if your brother’s
behind bars they’ve already got one. O God, oh great and merciful God!
It’s the dungeons for all three of us! For him a lashing, for you the cane!
Perhaps the rope and axe! And for all three of us shame, shame beneath

those wide-open staring eyes! Merciless – shame in front of all! O great
and merciful God, don’t let it come to a spectacle, let me at least die in my
bed, unseen in my poverty, in my bed of rags! Tomara, Tomara! Fetch
me that book with the powder in it – my final medicine, my last resort,
my ultimate salvation ...

GIRL. This powder, mother? Cream of tartar?

CLARA. No no, the other. Not behind the book – but look, hidden inside
its thick wooden binding. Open it, and you’ll see.

GIRL. ‘Bible’ – that’s Holy Writ.

CLARA. No no, don’t read the title page – just look inside the binding, I
say; there’s a little hollow. Ah yes yes, such big strong books they had in
your grandmother’s day. This one’s just about all I have left. If you’d only
seen what splendid furniture she ... but no use thinking of that now.

GIRL. Is this it? White, like cream of tartar?

CLARA. Bring it over here. I’ll hide it in my bed, close to hand, should I suddenly need help. Set down the little wine bottle too, here beside me.





SCENE IV


Street.


CONSTABLE TIZE. If we didn’t have this regicide on our hands I’d declare
there was never a more brilliant stroke of business than what you, Herr
Engholm, have just described to me. You’ll make your fortune.

CONSTABLE ENGHOLM. The Queen’s diamonds, the diadem, taken out of
His Royal Highness’ red morocco case! I thank my God and Creator, the
very thing for a man with a wife and children, a man like me, Herr Tize,
to look into.

TIZE. And do you have any clues yet? You’ll be devilishly well rewarded,
Herr Engholm, when you find one. A pinch of best Norrköping snuff?
Just now it’s by no means disagreeable to be alive.

ENGHOLM. I snuff Dimander’s. Have you a nose, Herr Tize, a sense of
smell?

TIZE. I sniff a certain count from Huvudsta, who’s caught on horns and fights
with ribs. You get me, Herr Engholm?

ENGHOLM. Your speech, Herr Tize, is always witty; I don’t understand a
word of it.

TIZE. Certain counts have been walking in square-toed boots where they
shouldn’t so much as have set their bare feet! You understand me, Herr
Engholm?


ENGHOLM. Let’s call each other “brother”, Herr Tize. (They clash their snuffboxes together and embrace.) Brother! And now speak so I can understand
you.

TIZE. That, brother Engholm, is too dry a way of becoming brothers. Let’s
take a glass together in Ulla’s place, in Police Alley; after which I’ll tell
you, brother, that a certain bootmaker’s boots, made without pointed toes,
are square-toed, and known as square-toed boots.

ENGHOLM. Brother Tize, do you know, I’ve never liked this regicide business; and I thank my creator the magistrate hasn’t ordered me to sniff out
clues to something so nasty, so abrupt, so wooden and so ... horned. No,
Tize, gemstones! Fifteen gemstones, of which two are sapphires, two
emeralds, and one a huge big ruby! That’s enough for me.

TIZE. What pretty little rascal was it the magistrate locked up this morning?

ENGHOLM. A piper. And all he’d done was to lodge some information
about a little revolution.

TIZE. And he shoved him into the Apple Chamber for that?

ENGHOLM. Lord alone knows. See here, brother Tize, it’s all very fine lodging nasty bits of unsavoury information; but then you have to sit inside
and eat apples until the magistrate sees just how nasty and black they really
are. And that’s how it’s turned out for this piper fellow. Such cleverness
doesn’t seem worth the candle.

TIZE. If you weren’t so sure of yourself, brother Engholm, I’d give you a
piece of advice worth a couple of hundred riksdalers.

ENGHOLM. Sure of myself? We’ll drink together on that word at Ulla’s,
down this alley of ours.

TIZE. So do as I say, squeeze that piper a little, and I bet he’ll squeeze out a
few tears for you ... in what concerns your gems.

ENGHOLM. What? My Lord and Creator, Tize, what’s this you’re saying?
What’s the piper got to do with it?

TIZE. Very well, but I’m just telling you. I’ve half a hunch about that pretty
face of his. I must have seen that clarinettist somewhere; when a fellow’s as
old as I am, Engholm, he can sense from afar what’s in the wind. That
piper has a friend who dresses up as a girl and has a way of slipping up the
palace’s very narrowest staircases.

ENGHOLM. You take my breath away!

TIZE. Well then, listen. If I haven’t lost my wits, there’s a nice fresh breeze
blowing from the Bellvue side.

ENGHOLM. I’ll remember that.

TIZE. It shouldn’t do any harm to roast the piper’s apples a little hotter for


him, just to loosen his tongue on this matter – as also on the revolution.

ENGHOLM. Herr Tize – brother Tize, I should say – I’m most humbly grateful; damn me if you haven’t been a real friend to me. A man like me must
think of his wife and children, and the mere whiff of a friend-in-need
smells hellish nice. And here you’ve told me all this out of the kindness of
your heart. Tize, you’re a good soul.

TIZE. Who’s that coming there? Ah, look; it’s Fibbert.

CONSTABLE FIBBERT. Good-day, Engholm! Good-day, Tize!

ENGHOLM. Good-day, Fibbert!

TIZE. Anything new, Fibbert? Found any clues for the boss?

FIBBERT. News indeed. The White Jew has shot himself.

ENGHOLM. Benjamin Isak Cohen, who lives by the Great Market? Fancy
that! Well, that’s something I’d never have expected. Had he made some
little revolution?

FIBBERT. I’m not saying. He’s shot himself; and is already buried.

ENGHOLM. Buried. In which case, seeing as how he’s already underground,
I don’t see it as a case for the police. What d’you say, Tize?

TIZE. If he’d been a Christian he’d have ended up on Gallows Hill; and
that would have been Liljensparre’s concern. But the Jewish community
has no such burial place.

FIBBERT. If he’d meant to turn Christian and had begun studying his catechism – I mean under some tearful parson – it’d have concerned the
clergy.

ENGHOLM. If he’d shot someone else and spirited himself away he’d be a
man for us to look for.

FIBBERT. But if he’d shot himself, spirited himself away, and hid –

TIZE. ’Pon my word, Fibbert, then he’d have been a man whose like was
nowhere to be found.

FIBBERT. If he’d shot his wife – a ...

TIZE. Well, ’pon my word, then he’d have been a fellow whose better half
was nowhere to be found.

FIBBERT. But I say again, and seriously: if Benjamin Cohen had shot himself,
spirited himself away, and hid ...

ENGHOLM. That, Fibbert, is something no human being can do, not even
a Jew. Look, who’s coming?

FIBBERT. A sedan chair? That chair’s making rather cautious progress.

TIZE. Halt, chairman! Do you see this badge?

FIRST PORTER. I do, gentlemen constables, your honours!

TIZE. Halt, I say!


FIRST PORTER. Let us pass; we’re carrying someone who’s sick, and can’t
speak for herself.

TIZE. Name of?

FIRST PORTER. I don’t know; but it’s a respectable well-dressed lady, who’s
been out and caught cold. And has had a fever all the while.

TIZE. Where did this woman hire you to carry her to?

FIRST PORTER. She’s delirious, and hasn’t hired us; the chair’s been hired
by another gentleman, a gentleman in service.

TIZE. In the police service?

FIRST PORTER. An honest man, who’s just stepped aside to fetch a doctor,
so I understand, or some other small errand. See, here he comes.

FRITZ (enters). What are you detaining that chair for? Hurry up, man, to
the Haymarket!

TIZE. Halt, chair, I say; what’s the female’s name, and why has she fallen
sick? Stand still, I say; can’t you see my badge?

FRITZ. Well, my dear sir! If it isn’t Tize – none other!

TIZE. Oh look, it’s brother Fritz!

FRITZ. Let us go on our way, Tize; I’ve a young lady here whom I’ve
found. She’s dreadfully ill.

ENGHOLM. Of the nobility? That’s suspect. No doubt she’s been planning
a revolution?

FRITZ. Nothing to go by; she’s been out all night, dressed in thin satin, and
has utterly ruined her health. It’s worse than deplorable.

TIZE. Out last night? That’s suspect.

FRITZ. Tize, you’ve always been a kind-hearted fellow; let me pass.

TIZE. But say, what’s her name? Hasn’t she said anything? Silence, Fritz,
you’re a party in the case. First porter, too, must hold his tongue, having
already said he wants to proceed; he too is thus a party to the case. But
you, at the rear there, chairman Number Two, what have you to say? Has
this female said anything of any kind?

SECOND PORTER. She has talked a little to herself. Assured herself she hasn’t
murdered anyone, nor ever wanted to. She’s been talking about the late
King –

TIZE. For shame, porter, do you want to hang? “Late” – don’t you know
His blessed Majesty is still alive? Perhaps you too are one of those who’d
prefer to see His Majesty dead – both “late” and “of blessed memory”?

SECOND PORTER. God help me, no! All I said was, this woman seems to
have been raving on about people having their heads chopped off, that
kind of manslaughter.


TIZE. The devil she has – and is suspect as the devil himself! About turn,
march! Chair to the police station!

FRITZ. But Tize, my very good friend! –

TIZE. No objections! To rave about His Majesty the King is forbidden.

FRITZ. For God’s sake, Tize; let us take the young lady home to her mother
on the Haymarket. The baroness’ll go bail. All shall be to your satisfaction,
Tize.

TIZE. The baroness can come to the police station and see her young lady
there. I’ll teach the aristocracy to hold its tongue, so I shall.

FRITZ. But my dear good fellow, dear brother Tize, here’s no crime been
committed; surely a woman has the right to feel ill?

TIZE. No, I say. Chair – forward march!

ENGHOLM. Even so, brother, aren’t you going a bit far? Surely we can all
three accompany it to the Haymarket?

TIZE. Hold your tongue, Engholm; you understand nothing whatever
about it.

FRITZ. But in God’s name, I ask you, all three of you kind gentlemen: do
the laws of Sweden forbid us to fall sick?

TIZE. That comes under the Medical Code, which none of you understand,
nor Fritz neither. March!

FRITZ. But she’s done no harm; just gone mad out here, on her own account.
Purely her own.

TIZE. March!

FRITZ. Now you keep your temper, Tize. I too am an educated man.
Consider whether the law has a paragraph forbidding people to feel
giddy.

TIZE. March – that’s more than you can say.

FRITZ. If so, it’s only some pettifogging regulation made by a provincial governor or a church consistory; but in the law itself, brother – no! I tell you,
it’s my right to rave!

TIZE. No, say I; no right-thinking person raves about regicide. That kind of
sickness is forbidden.

FRITZ. Then step aside with me a moment, will you; a word in your ear,
behind the chair.

TIZE (emerging again). Oh for shame, Fritz! The times aren’t like that.





SCENE V


In the home of Major-General Pechlin.36


VON E*. We’ll have an enquiry about our necks, not the slightest doubt.

PECHLIN. Calm yourself, sir.

VON E*. Damn the fellow, to aim so badly! We should never have used
someone of whose talents we were weren’t completely sure.

PECHLIN. The best of it is, he doesn’t know us.

VON E*. Nevertheless, General, we shall be caught.

PECHLIN. Who have been appointed to the Council of State?

VON E*. Five. One: His Royal Highness Duke Karl; Two: His Excellency
the Lord Chancellor, Count Axel Wachtmeister, president of the High
Court, Chancellor of the Academy, knight and commander ...

PECHLIN. You chancellery people are so devilish fond of long titles. Let’s
have the fellows’ names, short and sweet.

VON E*. Three: The Earl Marshal, Count Oxenstierna; Four: Baron Taube,
gentleman-of-the-chamber; and Five: Major Baron Armfeldt, first gentleman of the chamber. These are to govern during the King’s illness.

PECHLIN. If the King dies it’ll all be crazier still. By then they’ll have had
time to get the reins between their claws. And that’ll be that!

VON E*. And all this sublime misery is going to strike us down out of sheer
– bad luck, I call it. The King’s going to die, that’s for sure; so wouldn’t it
have been just as well if he’d done so on the spot? Then it wouldn’t have
been all up with us.

PECHLIN. Please, Herr Assistant Secretary, do stop running about among
my chairs and tables!

VON E*. Interrogated! Interrogated! By the police! A man of my years and
honour!

PECHLIN. God damn it, man! A thousand devils! Why can’t you calm
down? Now tell me – you who’re a clerk and all – doesn’t the law, if it’s to
secure a conviction, require a confession, or else two impartial and simultaneous witnesses?

VON E*. Well, yes.

PECHLIN. And have you ever spoken with more than one person at a time?

VON E*. No, I hope not.

PECHLIN. Have I?

VON E*. Never, I’m sure.

PECHLIN. Then our strategy’s obvious. Deny everything. Not in too seemingly absurd a fashion; admit small points, but none that incriminates.

Ramble on about this and that. It’s the court’s business to sort matters
out, disentangle the tangled skeins of justice; so whose business is it to
entangle them, if not the parties involved?

VON E*. It’s a pleasure to listen to you, General.

PECHLIN. And to tangle them up, more especially, must be the accused’s
business.

VON E*. But suppose they accuse me of being muddle-headed – I, who am
known for my knowledge and sagacity?

PECHLIN. Muddle-headed? So much the better. Answer like this:
Gentlemen of the police or High Court: how can my statements be other
than muddled when there’s never been any substance to what I’m accused
of; no order, no plan; nothing but a lot of individuals’ loose chatter about
one thing and another? What else can such chatter be but muddled, wander to and fro? You understand our strategy?

VON E*. Mon général – je vous rend mille gra“ces; vous verrez.





SCENE VI



The Haymarket. In the home of Baroness M*.


THE UNCLE. My dear sister, summon up your strength; give orders that
you aren’t at home to anyone. I have the papers here.

THE BARONESS. The door’s bolted; let’s sit down.

UNCLE. I’ve managed to get the three documents from the High Court and
the police. Which would you like me to take first?

BARONESS. Begin with Bjelke. God in heaven, that Thure Bjelke should
have taken poison and perished like that! What will they do with his body?
Though I needn’t ask; he’s a suicide – he, Baron Bjelke, no less than anyone else.

UNCLE. I must tell you that on March 24, the first time Court Chaplain
Lehnberg appeared before the High Court to give evidence about his visit
to his patient Baron Bjelke, and came to a certain point in his narrative –
which went like this: ‘The Baron asked me whether it was not the
unswerving duty of a clergyman to remain silent on matters confessed to
him? whereto I answered yes – ’ – at that point Lehnberg broke off and
formally asked the court whether it was demanding of him that he, irrespective of his duty to remain silent concerning secret confessions imposed
upon him by ecclesiastical law, should publicly declare what Baron Bjelke
had told him under the seal of the confessional.

BARONESS. No, of course he shouldn’t.


UNCLE. There the court’s views differed, and the matter was put to the
vote.

BARONESS. Vote! As to whether a clergyman should obey his conscience!
Well, never mind about that. Anyone who has heard Magnus Lehnberg
preach knows what to expect of him. Hadn’t he already answered Bjelke
in the affirmative as to a clergyman’s duty in so sensitive a case? And
Thure, as far as I can see, confessed? If the matter might afterwards be
placed in doubt, Lehnberg would never have answered in the affirmative
in the first place. But excuse me, brother, I’m holding you up; it’s with a
kind of spiritual pleasure I think of so great a man as Lehnberg, and am
waiting to hear how he bore himself.

UNCLE. The first to vote, Assistant Judge Levin, considered himself unable
to order Court Chaplain Lehnberg to repeat Baron Bjelke’s confession,
etc.

BARONESS. Admirable. One day Levin should become president, and certainly will! My instinct tells me so.

UNCLE. The majority of the court, sister, was of another opinion, and it
was decided that Lehnberg must tell what he knew. He left, and returned
on March 26. This time he brought his evidence in writing. I’ve obtained
a copy. Look.

BARONESS. Oh dear, read it aloud; it’s a real pleasure to listen to
Lehnberg’s style, so pure and lovely, eloquent without bombast, clear
without crudity.

UNCLE. His statement isn’t lacking in content, even piquantly so. As early
as March 22, the Chief of Police having previously – I don’t know how –
had his suspicions about him, and even paid him a visit, Thure Bjelke had
been summoned to the City Governor’s office to be questioned by the
police. But the same day Bjelke, instead of reporting to the police, had
swallowed poison and sent for a clergyman to receive Extreme Unction
before he died. Magnus Lehnberg, rector of Kungsholmen parish, was the
clergyman he sent for, and his account of the visit reads as follows: ‘On 22
Martii inst. at between Nine and Ten in the forenoon, a man who said he
was an official of the City Court urged me to visit Baron Thure Bjelke to
give him the Sacraments. The emissary told me the baron was dreadfully
ill and wanted me to come quickly. I promised to do so, the messenger
having told me where the baron lived. Between Eleven and Twelve that
same morning I entered Herr Bjelke’s room, where I found him lying in
bed, ill, but as far as I could see with only bearable pains. To the usual
questions I first put to him as to the nature of his illness, how long it had

been going on and which Doctor he had turned to, the baron replied
that it was an inflammation, that he’d been ill for two or three days, that
he’d chosen to be his own Medicus and had taken Cremor Tartari, in
water. Upon my observing that it seemed to be too light a treatment for an
inflammation and that he ought to try and see what a clever doctor could
do, he objected that all attempts would now come too late; and thereafter
asked me whether the Clergy were not obliged to remain silent on matters
confided to them, the which I confirmed.’

BARONESS. There, now we come to it.

UNCLE. ‘Then Baron Bjelke told me that he, together with many others,
had been plotting (as his words were) to liberate the country from this
man who governs so strangely (or some such expression). The plot, he
went on, had failed, which was why he had swa ...’

BARONESS. But excuse me, brother; it seems to me Lehnberg is already giving away ... How can he tell the court such matters, after answering the
baron’s question about the confessional in the affirmative?

UNCLE. Well, yes; Magnus Lehnberg makes such matters public – because
that’s what he’s doing – and what I now ask of you is to be allowed to read
on uninterrupted to its conclusion. ‘– had failed; which was why he, in
despair, had swallowed poison, he said, not on his own account, but for
the cause’s, and out of fear lest he, when arrested, which he probably
would be, might be forced under torture to disclose matters which, without helping anyone, would be the undoing of several persons. On reflecting, I remember too something else the baron said about his fears that his
heirs might forfeit the property –’

BARONESS. At Ekhov?

uncle (goes on). ‘... having contributed to his decision to shorten his
days. At my cry of amazement and shock that he had not been too horrified
to contemplate, even less join in, so detestable a plot and choose so desperate a way to die, the Baron declared that his intentions had not been evil,
that love of liberty had led him to the former course and that he had out of
necessity chosen the latter. Then I asked what his intention had been in
calling for me, and what he thought I, in my official position, could do in so
dreadful a situation? Whereto he replied, that he had wished to unburden
his conscience, and that I, if I believed myself able to do so, should administer to him the Lord’s Sacrament. To this I pointed out that conscience
unburdens itself in vain by a half-confession; that God alone can forgive
sin, and that only upon receiving clear signs of a truly contrite heart could a
clergyman assure him of the forgiveness of sins, that, as my words were,

when approaching God and begging for His mercy one should bring the
truth with one. Thus I encouraged him not merely to feel heartfelt remorse
for his dreadful misdeed, but also, as evidence of sincere betterment, to disclose the circumstances, the more so as it was feared many more hidden
effects of the plot might still remain. Baron Bjelke replied that if he had
been at fault in his participating in it, he hoped God would forgive him for
it, as for his other faults. Deeply upset at finding him so little horrified at so
grievous a crime, I tried by further exhortations to bring him to a livelier
recognition of what he had done. Thus I pointed out to him that according
to our Christian Doctrine, the which he, upon my asking him, said he
unreservedly confessed to, nothing, next to God, is more sacred to a
human society than its Supreme Authority, and consequently no crime is
worse than in any way whatsoever to offer violence to so costly a Person.
To this the Baron replied that it was not he who was to have done the deed;
that, besides, Religion craves freedom; which again led me to observe what
kind of freedom is demanded by Christianity. The Baron reiterated his previous statement, that if it was a fault, an error, he regretted it, like any other
fault. I put it to him that he could still show some goodwill toward the society he had so grievously wounded and find refreshment in the mercy
accorded to the truly contrite, if he, as far as lay within his power, disclosed
what evil might yet be feared from the plot and how it might be averted.’

BARONESS. He’s beginning to try and get out of him ...

UNCLE. ‘Whereto the Baron replied, that he saw no further possible dangers
to the State as a result of the conspiracy, that those involved in it had been
disarmed in the very moment of its failure, and that he believed himself
able on his conscience to assure me so. I reminded him that he, lying here
so ill and at the limit of his strength, could not know but what some fellow
criminal, who might perhaps still be at large and capable of it, might not
undertake and carry out the plan: that he ought therefore to take pity on
his poor fatherland and, as proof of his change of heart, by disclosing the
whole truth give warning of the remaining troubles to which his crime
might have given rise. The Baron repeated the content of his earlier reply,
adding that I should not require of him so dastardly an act.’

BARONESS. But how strange? What is it Lehnberg is demanding?

UNCLE (reads on). ‘... so dastardly an act. When I prayed aloud to God
that He might have mercy on his soul, the Baron concurred in my desire – ’

BARONESS. Well, at least they agreed on something.

UNCLE. No, sister, you’re wrong in your objections, and do our Lehnberg
an injustice ... Let’s read on, without interruptions. ‘Otherwise my prayers

and ideas of all that most awakens religion and appeals to the heart did
not seem able to change the Baron’s thoughts or state of mind. The Baron
did not insist on being consoled with the Holy Sacraments, except once, at
the outset of our conversation. Only God sees the inner movements of the
human soul, and I do not presume to determine what secret effects His
eternal mercy can have on a sinner’s salvation; yet he also sees it to be true
that, as far as we have grounds to judge, my human eye could not see in
this fellow-Christian that which could encourage me, with the best will in
the world, to dare assure him his share of that mercy of which the
Sacrament is a gauge and a seal – ’

BARONESS. Now I seem to recognize my Lehnberg! What style! In his
words what music, what rhythm –

UNCLE. ‘... of which the Sacrament is a gauge and a seal. In the most violent
conflict between my heartfelt desire to give joy to a dying man and the
sense of the law I should obey in performing my duties, I, anxious and at a
loss, implored my and all men’s Redeemer with sighs for strength to do
what was right. My conscience did not permit me, before I saw some
changes for the better in the person in question, to – ’

BARONESS. Person in question? Oh, surely, in my opinion, he could call
him Baron Bjelke.

UNCLE. ‘...give him the sacrament. It seemed to me I could discern, not a
soul thirsting for grace, but a human being who with natural strength of
mind commits himself to his fate, without any real sense of the crime he
has committed. Hoping his life might be lengthened, and nature, so it
seemed to me, by its voluntary effects giving me reason to do so – ’

BARONESS. Pff!

UNCLE. ‘... reason to do so, I offered to get him a doctor, the which the
baron, after some objections, seemed to accede to; wherefore I went out.
My other relations in this troublesome matter are already in all humility
known to the Government – ’

BARONESS. Really?

UNCLE. ‘... Government. I did not hear him confess to Magistrate
Liljensparre what he had privily disclosed to myself –’

BARONESS. Inasmuch as Liljensparre had not previously given him any
assurance.

UNCLE. ‘– and inasmuch as he could not, either to myself or in any other’s
presence, be prevailed upon to declare his participation in the crime. As
far as I could make out, the Baron was in his right mind to the end.
Magnus Lehnberg’


BARONESS. Is that all?

UNCLE. Yes.

BARONESS. Well, that was most singular. Bjelke did not implicate any fellow
criminals? And the Court got to know nothing it didn’t know before. That
Lehnberg is a man who if commanded to can utter what he –

UNCLE. Sister, you do Rector Lehnberg a great injustice. If subjects of the
crown were allowed to conspire together and then lighten their consciences
by confessing to a clergy which had the right to keep to themselves all they
heard, what would become of government? However grievously the memory of Thure Bjelke haunts my mind, I must admit that, in my view,
Lehnberg acted rightly.

BARONESS. My feelings tell me I’ll no longer go to church on Kungsholmen
to hear him preach.

UNCLE. But my feeling tells me he’ll one day be a bishop.

BARONESS. Brother, we mustn’t quarrel over what lies in the hand of God
and stands mirrored in the future. Lay aside that sheet of paper; what
have you got in the others?

UNCLE. Ankarström’s confession, written in his own hand.

BARONESS. Ankarström! Has Ankarström, brother, been prevailed upon to
name his fellow criminals?

UNCLE. He was stubborn, and would name none but himself.

BARONESS. But when during the police examination he heard that
Liljensparre had already tracked down Counts Horn and Ribbing by other
means, he no longer denied they were in it. He has told his own story, in
the following words:

BARONESS. At this very moment I see his gloomy features in front of me!

UNCLE. I’ve taken great care to ensure the copy is faithful down to the last
detail, even in its spelling and punctuation. Not only in its manner and
style, but also these minor matters are important in characterizing
someone.

BARONESS. Brother, if it’s carelessly and crudely written, do not judge it
too harshly. He has not loved music as you do, writes no such fine hand as
yours –

UNCLE. You mistake me; by this I mean only that I note how remarkably
true nature is to herself in her signs. It is remarkable to see how faithfully
she paints her characters even down to the very smallest matters.

BARONESS. Well, God knows, I’ve never liked Ankarström.

UNCLE. Crude careless sentences; words ill-spelt. Even thus were also his
thoughts and actions.


BARONESS. Poor wife.

UNCLE. Ankarström’s confession is to be produced in court; hitherto it has
been presented in the police protocols of March 19th, 20th, and 21st. I’ve
managed to obtain a copy in extenso, except its beginnings. There
Ankarström is said to have declared that his main motive for his deed was
his view of the King’s character, and which he there depicts in such sombre colours that it may not even be made public. He goes on to say: ‘Last
autumn, or to be more exact at Christmas, I made the acquaintance of
Count Horn of Huvudsta, to his great misfortune and my heart’s undoing
and everlasting pangs of conscience, that I should have been the cause of
their so respectable Lordships’ undoing and misfortune; the Great Lord
Almighty preserve them and awaken compassion in the Regent, that they
soon may be free and happy again. I said I became acquainted with Count
Horn last autumn, when I several times came to speak about the
Government. I said: It’s a misfortune nothing can get rid of the King,
they replied: It’s not worth thinking about, for encore nothing is to be
done, – it would be strange – I’ll do it, only opportunity arises. – He was
surprised at me but can’t recall what he said. – Didn’t speak much together, because always in a hurry. Mostly I spoke to the Count about my
Gotland affair, otherwise about economy because I didn’t think about
what he’d said, not until after Christmas took this unhappy thought seriously – After New Year the Count invited me to dinner at Huvudsta
which was a Sunday. I came and there met Count Ribbing, whom I got to
know for the first time – They came to talk of the unhappy times and the
approaching Parliament, I joined in and said; Unless we get rid of
GUSTAF the Third, nothing’s any use; then Count Ribbing shrugged his
shoulders, said, God knows when that’ll be. – If opportunity offered, I’d
do it, I said, then Count Horn said: you can’t imagine what a devil of a fellow he is, pointed at me, whereon Count Ribbing pulled a scornful face
and laughed, but didn’t say anything. – Asked I, where can one only get a
chance to do it? – At Haga there are guards, so many people can be about
there, looks to be difficult; at the Opera I don’t know but what one
mightn’t get the box next to the king’s. – No, replied one of the Counts,
it’s ministers who have them. – wouldn’t it be an opportunity, one of us
said, when the King goes from his Great Box to the little one? Yes there
would, but don’t know or recall who said this, or if more was said, but as I
seem to recall, the Countess came out and there the conversation ended,
only some other hour was hastily agreed on, to meet at my place at a particular time next day or a few days later. – We met at my place at the time

appointed. The Pistols I’ve got aren’t any good; if only I could buy some
better ones – I’ve some good pistols, Count Horn said. – Let me have
them, I said. – Don’t remember what the Count replied. – Then I said
that if a loge could be obtained in the Second Circle we’d go there and I’d
seize my chance and when the King goes out of the one loge to the other
I’d shoot him in the passage; But I noticed they weren’t really in favour,
even though they said yes. – I asked Count Horn, who was anyway going
into Town to enquire about a loge, to give me his answer that afternoon at
his Sister-in-law’s place, and on the way answer C. Rib. it must have been
the day after we’d met out at Huvudsta, because there was an Opera the
day they came to my place. That same afternoon I met C.H. at his Sisterin-law’s, with the information that he’d got himself and one other person
a ticket from Baron Hjerta, because he’d take a loge in that circle. – C.
Ribbing was to talk in the Pit, if the Counts had agreed on it when they
were away. – Afterwards I loaded my Pistol, when it was six o’clock I went
down to Ct. Horn at his Sister-in-law’s and went straight there, yet did
nothing, because the King spent the whole evening in his great loge. –
Went home rather tired, because of the strain – don’t remember where the
Count went. – He seemed to me rather happy nothing had come of it. –
Don’t remember where or when we met next, but I said, this is no good.
I’ll go to the Theatre pit, I told Count Ribbing, and find out whether it can
be done there, was alone but no good, which I told Count Ribbing next
day; Masquerade will be best, I said. Unexpectedly a Masquerade was
announced; Thursday before the Parliament opened, whereupon I immediately sought out Count Ribbing, said to him, there’s to be a Masquerade,
the other thing will happen this evening. – We’ll see if it does, said the
Count, have everything ready, but I don’t want to know about it, so that if
I’m taken I know nothing. Surely you’ll be going there, Count? I shall, he
replied. – I went on my own, but didn’t find the Count, nor did I have an
opportunity, there not being many people. – I left, feeling displeased,
partly because no one would lend a hand, partly because the unhappy
deed hadn’t been done, though I’d firmly promised it would. – The day of
this Masquerade I asked Count Horn to come to Gävle, but it was impossible to get him to, replying it’s not worth it because encore nothing is ever
done, but the day of the Masquerade he wasn’t in Town, and afterwards
we never met until after the parliament. – Went to Gävle, with no other
intent than to attend and see how things’d turn out there, because such
harsh measures were adopted there, I thought if there’s to be violence I’ll
do what I can to defend us; Met Count Ribbing there, but at first could

not think of anything. – Later I found an opportunity to seize when he
was out walking at dinner time, which I told Count Ribbing. – Replied,
that’s a good idea, only take care, or something of that sort, can’t remember too well, but toward the end the King didn’t go out much, but went
for a ride, when nothing could be done. During all that time it occurred to
me several times: Is this good, or is it a sin? – No! it’s your duty and obligation to love your neighbour as yourself; if I were persecuted, I’d want
others to help me, so I ought to help them as long as it isn’t done for my
own sake, to persecute or in anger, then I’d be doing wrong. And this is
my only consolation in my most unhappy position, which with the
Merciful help of the Great God will soon be changed into a most happy
one. – Got home from Gävle on Saturday, saw nothing of the Counts for
several days. When I met Count Horn he thanked me for my letters, I
said, you’re right, Count, encore nothing’s to be done. – That’s what I
keep saying, replied the Count; so I went away, this conversation being on
the street. – Not until the Friday after the Parliament was a Masquerade
announced; Went up to Count Ribbing; I’ll go to the Masquerade this evening to shoot the King; replied: I’ll go there too, though of course it’ll
come to nothing. – Yes it will, I’m going to do it, if only the King comes.
– As soon as I’d got back from the Parliament I’d taken back the Pistols
which were at the Gunsmith’s to be mended while I was at Gävle; Had
broken the stock of one of them before going to the Parliament; I’d had
them from Count Horn for a week or more before going to Gävle, the
ones the count had brought in with him from the country one day. Try
these, I think they’re good ones he’d said, if I remember rightly; charged
them with ball and smallshot; went by myself to the Masquerade, for no
one except Count Ribbing knew about it, took them both with me, didn’t
see anything of Ribbing but saw no possibility of doing it; but went home
dissatisfied, saw nothing of the Counts for a long time. Day before Friday,
when there was no Masquerade on account of the cold, if I remember
rightly, Count Ribbing came to me, said, tomorrow there’s to be a
Masquerade. Oh, what d’you say, I replied, then it’ll certainly happen,
whether there’s a lot of people there or only a few. – We’ll see each other
there, said Ribbing, but nothing came of it, and I scraped the shot out of
the pistols; afterwards met Count Ribbing one day on the street, he said:
Well, so there was no Masquerade; No, I said, and none’s likely, it’s too
near to Lent, not that he bothers about Lent, only hope he doesn’t go
away, the King, that is. – The Thursday before the unhappy Masquerade,
I went out to Huvudsta, but in the morning met with Count Ribbing on

the street; said, I’m going out to Huvudsta for dinner. – Tell them I’ll be
coming out at four o’clock. – that’s good, I said, then we’ll be able to talk
about tomorrow’s Masquerade; yes, he said; we went our several ways,
went out; Count Horn said, tomorrow there’s a Masquerade and at four
Ribbing’s coming; replied that’s good; No more said, the Count being in a
hurry. A moment later Count V. Dona arrived from Drottningholm; no
chance of talking there, but agreed we’d meet next day at Count Ribbing’s
and we should all go to the Masquerade; yet it was agreed with Count
Horn I should bring a Domino and a Masque for him. – On Friday we met
at Ribbing’s at the time appointed, must have agreed to meet there.
Ribbing told us what he’d be wearing at the Masquerade, so we’d know
him there; Then I heard from Count Ribbing that Liljehorn is ready and
that he could count on the Artillery and the Queen Dowager’s regiment –
Then I heard it said that Armfelt, Taube and Sinclair were to be arrested,
and the Crown Prince put on the Throne. I left the room not wishing to
hear more, for I never wanted to hear anything; – Went away – on the stairs
Count Horn told me what time he’d come to me. – At six o’clock I filed a
barb on a big butcher’s knife and sharpened it and blackened the handle.
At ten o’clock Count Horn came to me with a sabre, laid it down and went
out. – Then I went to the Office and charged the pistols, and lacquered
some black taffeta onto the knife I’d prepared, which I’d bought for that
purpose ten to twelve days before from a cutler’s shop on the square in
front of the House of Nobility. – Count Horn came back: and we dressed,
at half past eleven went to the Masquerade ball. – When we got there, I at
once saw the unfortunate King in his small loge with Essen with him, and
immediately afterwards Ribbing turned up; I recognized him and Count
Horn immediately spoke to him; immediately after, the King came by
Masked, beardless, in a white Domino; Hastily took one turn around the
hall and went up to the Foyer. – I and Horn after, waited in the Wings
among the dancers. – When the King came out, he passed to my left; So I
pushed my way up behind the King as he went down toward the hall and
fired off the accursed shot, dropped the pistol at once, amazed not to [see
him] fall; wanted to stab with the knife, but was so bewildered, dropped it,
went ahead of the King, shouted: fire, fire, wanted to get out, but wasn’t
allowed to, thought there’d be an enquiry, dropped the other pistol at the
head of the stairs. – Afterwards none of the Counts would speak to me.’37

J.J.Ankarström

BARONESS. None of the counts would speak to him afterwards, no. That’s
what it’s come to, Ankarström.


UNCLE. I’ve also heard Horn’s and Ribbing’s confessions. They admit everything, say how dreadfully sorry they are about the whole enterprise and
how they can’t understand how they, with their beautiful religious principles, could have gone so far. Liljehorn describes himself as an example of
life’s ‘contradictions between principles and practise, and as living proof of
the non sequitur which is our age’s chief fault.’

BARONESS. Such charming, well-known young men! Horn can’t be a day
over twenty-nine, or Ribbing twenty-seven. Must Ribbing’s handsome
head fall? Has it been proved that Liljehorn sent his billet with cunning
and false intent?

UNCLE. He won’t admit it. He ascribes it to a terror, a tergiversation,
which, as the catastrophe approached, forced him to warn the King. As
for the rumour about the secret decoy, it’s not known whether it’s anything more than a fable.

BARONESS. Lay the Ankarström document over there, brother, it’s so sad I
shall forget it. What’s on your third sheet?

UNCLE. The list you have asked for, of all those who so far are known to
have been more or less involved. It reads like this: Jakob Johan
Ankarström, discharged captain; Carl Pontus Liljehorn, lieutenant-colonel
and knight, major in the Royal Lifeguards; Count Claes Fredrikson Horn,
Gentleman of the Chamber, major; Count Adolf Ludvig Ribbing, captain;
Baron Thure Stensson Bjelke; Johan Alegren, councillor; Gerd. F.
Enhörning, clerk in chancellery; Jakob von Engeström; Johan von
Engeström, secretary to chancellery; Baron Carl Fredr. Pechlin, majorgeneral and knight (from whom and from whose friends it has so far been
impossible to obtain other than fragmentary and evasive answers); Baron
C.F. Ehrensvärd, lieutenant; Baron Thure Funck, lieutenant; Anders
Nordell, provincial governor; Ingemund Liljestråle, chancellery copyist ...
A glass of water – recover yourself, sister!

BARONESS. Oh, it’s horrible, hearing names on this list which – No more,
brother, no more! Put that paper away with the others. You’ve even more,
I believe?

UNCLE. Finally, here’s one document at least to cheer us up: permission for
you to keep Adolfine at home with you.

BARONESS. O God, and should that be needed?

UNCLE. It wasn’t easy to obtain. They weren’t satisfied with her ravings,
alleging that such talk can be an involuntary confession of what one knows
when awake. I had to produce a doctor’s certificate of an unbalanced
mind.


BARONESS. O God – and here, brother, have I always trembled at the
thought of obtaining certificates by half-lies, white lies. What if this one
should one day become a reality, to punish us for making use of
untruths?





SCENE VII


The Royal Palace, Stockholm. The King’s bedchamber.38


DUKE CARL. More than sixty persons.

THE KING. Alas that the forms of law should require such zeal. More than
my torments, the thought pains me of the punishment awaiting the criminal. Come closer to my bed and hear my wishes: no one is to suffer for my
sake, no one.

DUKE CARL. Your Majesty, the law demands blood for blood.

THE KING. I want no enemies to keep me company on so long and perilous
a journey. I’m a human being, brother; and surely I, as the injured party,
can forgive a crime against myself.

DUKE CARL. The populace are crying out.

THE KING. Very well then, Duke Carl of Södermanland! To my last moment
I am King – as King I have the right to pardon, a right of which no one in
Sweden can deprive me – I pardon them all.

DUKE CARL. Sublime and kingly indulgence!

THE KING. And if the law craves blood for blood, then may he alone, the
unhappy one, die – none other. On your princely honour, Carl, this is my
last word! Give me your hand on it.





SCENE VIII


Out for a walk.


BARONESS. So ... he’s dead!

UNCLE. And buried.

BARONESS. Never have I felt such sentiments at a funeral. The Swedish
nation weeps for its precious, beloved king; I wept both for him and for
those I’ve known ... responsible for his death ... and at death itself!
Gustaf III – people say he spoke a foreign language more fluently than his
own, and his mother tongue not without affecting a slight stiffness – O
blemishes on the sun! Gustaf III lived in his people’s soul and belongs
among those who shall not be forgotten, ‘although the eye no longer
beholds him,’ as Holy Writ puts it.


UNCLE. Divine Kraus! I’ve heard a funeral music39 with only one fault to
it; so lovely it was that, for as long as it sounded, I neither had a thought
for the funeral nor for him who was being buried. Forgive me, royal
shade! It was you who brought us Kraus – and now you see the result.

BARONESS. Brother, I shall stay no longer in Stockholm; I’ve already written
to Stavsjö for horses.

UNCLE. Art fit for the gods – a fugue, in its pure and innocent enjoyment,
utterly overwhelms my being. Even such a fugue has Kraus let us hear,
the soul’s flight to unknown lands while yet remaining rational. No mere
emotional disturbance, it is fraught with strict and lucid – yes, lawbound –
science.

BARONESS. I need your help in a small matter, brother. Find me a footman
for our journey.

UNCLE. I too think you should leave Stockholm, if you think the girls are
strong enough to stand the journey; and the sooner the better.

BARONESS. The good-hearted Lieutenant-Colonel W* has been put to
more than enough trouble on our account. My poor girls aren’t recovering; so why linger here? But come with me to Stavsjö, brother; I need
someone to advise, help and console me.





SCENE IX


The little house in Bellevue meads.


CLARA. Already they’ve been here once, but since not finding you in the bedroom left again. An ugly policeman! But they’ll be back soon enough.

TINTOMARA. Don’t sicken so, Mother – perhaps if you drink a little –

CLARA. I have drunk – oh, my child! –

TINTOMARA. Let me kiss your hand.

CLARA. – and if you only knew what! O God, before my death comes upon
me, my certain death, shall I dare confess my monstrous crime? My child
... you don’t realize ...

TINTOMARA. Or perhaps you’d feel better if I sang or played for you?

CLARA. My child, you were never christened!

TINTOMARA. Alas, be cheerful.

CLARA. Great God in heaven! I’ve neglected – neglected – you’ve no name
on earth – nor with Him in heaven. You’re not even a human being ;
you’re a soulless, a soulless – I can’t get the word out! Oh my child, my
beautiful, lovely innocent child!

TINTOMARA. Don’t weep so, mother.


CLARA. You were never ... baptized!

TINTOMARA. Don’t grieve for me, I’m big and healthy; I’m seventeen.

CLARA. Baptism’s a sacred – sacred – what’s it called? Spectacle? – no, act;
yes that’s the word! Wretch that I am, it’s all I remember. Life was so
merry in those days, I’d no thought to this hour. Good God, how frivolous we all were, all my friends and acquaintance; nothing but laughter,
jokes and gaiety, day in day out, week after week. Lord in heaven, that’s
how it was; and you – you’re lost.

TINTOMARA. Don’t worry about me.

CLARA. Is there no help? Punish me! Me! O Lord, look down on this flower
– let me not become arrogant and call her a great lovely rose, but a little
plant only, a little nameless leaf by the shore. O Lord God, she can’t help
it, can she, if she isn’t to be numbered among Christian folk? You’ll not let
her be lost?

TINTOMARA. Why are you saying all this?

CLARA. Everything was so jolly in those days, I wasn’t ashamed you existed,
I smiled over your cradle, and so did all my acquaintance; and so did your
father. They laughed and said: ‘Where’s the need to baptize a child who
has a Monk for a father?’40 And I grew used to this cruel joke – only now
does it affect me, so horrible, so dreadful! But the one thing necessary,
that was put off, month after month, and never took place. And then,
when you began to grow, you did me such honour, I had such joy of you;
your only education was to run about in the corridors of the new theatre,
all its rooms and stairways. Never in the world was there a lovelier sight
than you or a more agreeable. We only had to set eyes on you to smile.
Always we were giving you some new name, taken from a new play or ballet
or novel; one name after another you’ve borne, you must have had at least
twenty. But never, never the one name needful; never a Christian name.

TINTOMARA. I could weep to hear you fetch such deep sobs from your
bosom, Mother.

CLARA. And I, shall I not weep? Oh what pains at my heart! You’re lost –
they’re coming! They’re coming!

TINTOMARA. No sound as yet.

CLARA. Flee, my child! I’m dying, soon and for sure. Never ask after me
more; but flee, flee fast and far! Disguise yourself, and make haste, before
they come for you; take those clothes in there Manuel got from the Poor
Relief and has outgrown; take his short coat, his waistcoat – button up the
waistcoat tight over your bosom! Cut your curls shorter, take his hat –

TINTOMARA. I’ll take his clarinet, too.


CLARA. I’m dying! Lighten my torments, my cruel torments! Yet how
good it feels, to be allowed to die here at home, in my bed – without a
spectacle – no spectacle! God be praised for that.

TINTOMARA. Do not writhe so, or your lungs will burst.

CLARA. Ah, what was that fell on my face?

TINTOMARA. Forgive me ... a tear.

CLARA. Merciful Father! Is Tintomara weeping? I don’t remember when
last I saw her do that – my girl weeping? God, I thank Thee! Now I’m
happy, happy: for one thing I know, no animal weeps.

TINTOMARA. Will you never smile again in this world, Mother?

CLARA. Listen to me, exquisite child; alas, I see you’re a human being, and
so you’ll understand now what I’m saying. And what I say, you must
remember, sure as I am these words are my last.

TINTOMARA. I’ll remember what you say.

CLARA. On earth and in heaven only whiteness serves. In whiteness alone
lies help and salvation; only whiteness knows what is right for each of us
and just, and brings it to pass, to each after our own kind.

tintomara. Whiteness?

CLARA. Two things are white, Tintomara! Innocence – and arsenic.

TINTOMARA. Alas, don’t close your eyes! Not your eyes! Let me see your
eyes.

CLARA. For you, my child, there is innocence. For me, arsenic.





SCENE X


The Haymarket. House of Baroness M*. The Baroness is sitting at
her table playing patience. Tintomara, dressed as a man, is standing by
the door.


UNCLE. Look here, sister.

BARONESS. The very figure of a dapper young manservant; most dainty,
I’m sure. Even so, I’m not certain he’s the one I want.

UNCLE. Why not? He has neither father nor mother. I came across him in
Humlegården; and he has a sure ear for music.

BARONESS. What use is music in a servant? A certain something – un je ne
sais quoi, an antipathy – well, not exactly that either, no, but an inexplicable feeling –

UNCLE. Is no reason.

BARONESS. Forgive me, but that’s how it is with us women. Let that youngster go; he shall be recompensed.


UNCLE. Everything’s ready for our journey, and I can get no other servant.

BARONESS. Have I upset you, brother?

UNCLE. I’ve an idea. We’ve mourned long enough. I’ve an amusing suggestion to make, to decide this little matter. Let us draw rouge et noir; if I
draw black he can stay.

BARONESS. Well, just to humour you, then; here are my patience cards –
take one.

UNCLE. Five of clubs! I’ve won.

BARONESS. No, I shan’t give in, even so. Let’s draw odds and evens. Odds,
and he can stay.

UNCLE. Good – now you draw.

BARONESS. Five of clubs, again? I must accept my defeat. How long my
patience cards have been my only pleasure, my oracle!

UNCLE. Step forward from the doorway, young man, and make your bow;
you’re accepted. Lay aside your bundle, and put the clarinet on the table.
We must pack.


    




THE NINTH BOOK





Elm, hazel, cherry bloom in the wind,
bloom in the wind,
bow to the wind.

























From the Baltic a long narrow creek runs westwards for twelve leagues
into the mainland, as far as to the city of Norrköping. To the south
Vikbolandet, with its many church towers, opens out its blithe and airy
prospects; whilst on the northern coast marmiferous limestone cliffs
plunge down in white precipices into the sea, which here must be
exceedingly deep. Indeed, the whole of this long creek, or estuary, is
called Bråviken – the Deep Creek.

Above the hills which make up Bråviken’s northern shore the
immense forest of Kolmården, far-flung and grim, spreads away to east
and west. In former times this forest was even larger, denser and gloomier than it is today; then kings went astray in it; and before crossing it
folk who considered what they were about first confessed themselves at
some lonely chapel, committing their souls into the hands of the saints.

In the forest an occasional habitation is to be found. The tall pines
thin out and become sparser; nor is charcoal, as the heathen name
Kolmården suggests, obtained here; yet are shadows and to spare, and
amidst them many an unknown and lovely spot.

The great royal highroad linking the Göta and Svea kingdoms traverses Kolmården, passes Krok-ek – the Oak Bend. Yet in the forest two
other points claim our even keener attention. Of these one is a place on
Bråviken itself, where Kolmården marble is quarried. Today a splendid
factory is here to be seen working – to the fatherland’s honour – Swedish
marble of most solid grain and in several pleasing colours, and also
shipping it overseas, yes, even as far afield as America. In the days we’re

speaking of the place was not yet as prosperous as it is now; yet even
then it was known as the Marble Quarry. From this point on the forest’s
southern fringe it is perhaps a distance of two leagues or so northwards
across the wilderness to the second place, I mean Stavsjö.

Stavsjö Manor, with its gun-foundry, lies in that part of Kolmården
which faces toward Södermanland. Its handsome building beside the
stream, its garden, park and – more especially – its forge, attract any
traveller’s attention. The highway from Nyköping to Norrköping,
namely, passes its very gables. Any reflective traveller will pause here to
let his horses get their breath back, descend from his carriage and stand
awhile outside the forge, contemplating the monstrous blocks of pigiron which one by one are to be carried inside and bored to make
cannon. Not that Stavsjö, in 1792, looked quite as it does now.




SCENE I


Stavsjö garden. An arbour.


BARONESS. Truly I’m in a quandary.

UNCLE. I shall make him my protégé, my own child.

BARONESS. Don’t misunderstand me, brother. So far from there being any
strife between us, I assure you his oval features, yes, his whole decent
appearance, have changed my mind in his favour. Nor was it anything
unpleasant that at first set me against inviting him into my household; but
an inexplicable feeling, which scared me, but which I have now forgotten.
And yet -

UNCLE. I’m unmarried; I shall adopt this youngster as my own child.
Having no parents of his own he needs a protector, and I a merry companion to go hunting with.

BARONESS. I saw from the word go he was out of the question as a footman.
True, on our way here he showed every alacrity in carrying about dishes
and bowls – do you remember that evening at Svärdsbro? A queer evening, yet rather merry! How nimble he was in attending to our every
want, yet with movements so much his own; and his whole deportment
altogether too well-bred, too gracious for a footman! God knows how little
pleasure I take in seeing clumsy menservants in my rooms, but neither can
one be waited on by someone who distracts the guests’ attention from
their food. Decent enough is best, in my view, when it comes to
servants.

UNCLE. You’ve done well to let him have that little room apart and not to

appoint him footman here at Stavsjö. He pleases me; I’ll bring up this
orphan. He shall live here as a friend of the family, as my foster-son. I’m
glad he has not already been besmirched by a footman’s duties – surely
the modicum of serviceability he showed us on the way here was no more
than any genteel lad, of whatever quality, might show his fellow-travellers
of the fair sex? Enough, sister, I’m pleased; as long as I stay here at Stavsjö
so shall he, as one of my people, an acquaintance.

BARONESS. If he were only such. But brother, who – for instance – is he?
What’s his name?

UNCLE. He has a taste for music I’ve never found in anyone else. At last,
God be praised, I’ve someone I can talk to!

BARONESS. I’ve nothing against music; on the contrary, I remember with
pleasure our quartets – when my unhappy girls were still in their right
minds – Amanda’s soprano, Adolfine’s contralto; when Clas Henrik’s
tenor and Ferdinand’s bass were added it sounded too too beautiful! But
all that is past.

UNCLE. Sister, abstain from painful memories.

BARONESS. Time, I hope, will help me to.

UNCLE. We must decide.

BARONESS. Even so, I must know more about him. You, over there! By the
asparagus bed! Mamsell Julie! (She comes) Be so good, my dear mamsell,
as to ask that gentleman who has accompanied us from Stockholm to
come down from the attic.

MAMSELL JULIE. The one who’s walking over there by himself, looking at
the raspberry bushes? Keeps pricking his fingers – doesn’t realize the
bushes are prickly.

BARONESS. Is he down here in the garden? Oh yes, I see – him, precisely.
(Exit Julie, after which Tintomara enters the arbour.)

UNCLE. We wish to have a confidential talk with you, young man. Answer
a few questions.

BARONESS. Sit down.

UNCLE. Your parents, you say, are no longer alive?

TINTOMARA. My mother’s dead.

UNCLE. But your father?

TINTOMARA. I don’t know.

BARONESS. Aha?

UNCLE. Not the least thing about him?

TINTOMARA. I’ve heard tell of him. My mother said he hadn’t visited her
for many years.


BARONESS. Were you born in Stockholm?

TINTOMARA. So my mother said. My earliest memories are of trees, grottos,
and landscapes where I ran in and out as a child.

UNCLE. And yet on the way here you said you’d never been in the country
before! Why did you clap your hands together like that?

TINTOMARA. My childhood’s trees were stage-props.

BARONESS. Aha!

UNCLE. Voilà tout, ma soeur. C’est un enfant du théa“tre, enfant perdu d’une
actrice.

TINTOMARA. D’une actrice perdue.

BARONESS. Good Lord! He understands French!

UNCLE. Can you speak French?

TINTOMARA. I understand a little when others speak it.

UNCLE. Now, tell us: what’s your name, really?

TINTOMARA. At the end they used to call me Azouras Lazuli Tintomara.

BARONESS. What kind of a name is that?

UNCLE. Most musical.

BARONESS. At the end – ? But I want to know your proper name, my friend,
your Christian name at baptism. The fact is, if you’re to live here you
must present the certificate from your parish to the vicar at Kila. Or perhaps we could have him entered at Krokek?

TINTOMARA. Krokek – an ugly sound!

BARONESS. It’s a parish, my friend; no need to take fright. I suppose you’ve
your certificate of baptism with you?

TINTOMARA. I’ve no certificates – in the end, alas, we were so poor.

BARONESS. Celà passe la raillerie.

UNCLE. Sister, don’t you see the way things are? Enfant d’amour – naissance
obscure – tout caché – under such circumstances one hardly goes to the parson for evidence of one’s own irregularity?

BARONESS. That’s as maybe; but in my view –

UNCLE. To show his certificate of baptism to the clergyman is superfluous.
Tintomara’s a seventeen-year-old traveller who’s staying at my behest at
Stavsjö. I’m Master of the Royal Hunt, young man, and you shall come
out with me into the woods and learn how to shoot.

TINTOMARA. I’ll enjoy that.

BARONESS. But “Tintomara” sounds like a woman.

UNCLE. Because it ends in “a”, I suppose? My dear good sister – what
about Sforza, then, or Colonna, or Garcia, or Trastamara – all men’s
names ending in “a”?


BARONESS. But if your foster-son is to stay here over the summer I insist
on him being called something in Swedish.

UNCLE. Hans, Mikael, Petter, Jöns – to the devil! In that case I’ll leave;
and so will he.

BARONESS. At least I desire the liberty of choosing the part of his name I
like best, and that’s Lazuli.

UNCLE. I suppose you mean it suits a man better to end in “i”? Ah,
women! But by all means – are you used to that?

TINTOMARA. Yes; for a long while they called me simply Lazuli.

UNCLE. Well then, let it be so at Stavsjö. Mostly, Lazuli, you will remain
at my side; and if you’re docile – are you docile?

LAZULI. Yes.

UNCLE. – I shall teach you music, on condition you abstain from the clarinet.
You sit by yourself, squawking; it’s true, what little you know you do play
in tune, in a way that would do great honour to your ear, if you didn’t
play certain false notes in the scale;41 your timbre, too, as it’s called, or
tone colour, is melancholy, which doesn’t surprise me in view of all that’s
befallen you and of which I know nothing. But what I was going to tell
you was – all wind instruments are rubbish. No real music comes from
them. You must lay aside the clarinet and learn the violin. Have you any
notion of violins?

LAZULI. Of violins, yes; when I was little I often used to stand beside a double-bass; and when the gentleman wasn’t bowing it I’d pluck the thickest
string, both above the bridge and below. An ugly sound!

UNCLE. Double-bass? But I mean the smaller violins, the kind one puts
under one’s chin. Anyone who can express himself correctly on such an
instrument, my young friend, conquers all the wind instruments in the
world, no matter how many keys they fit themselves with. To play well on
the violin is divine!

LAZULI. I know there are four kinds of violin: violin, viola, ’cello and
double-bass.

UNCLE. Admirable, Lazuli! What else do you know?

LAZULI. Each violin has four strings, quint, alto, tenor and bass. As well as
the bow.

UNCLE. Quite right; it’s very much to be compared with the four kinds of
human voice: soprano (corresponding to the E-string) is the highest; then
the alto; then the tenor; and finally, the bass. Of this one could have
formed a closer idea, had not our vocal quartets, alas, been interrupted by
a misfortune. My nieces – Amanda, a splendid soprano; Adolfine, a superb

alto; and of the two others – more’s the pity I can no longer call them
admirable – gentlemen, yet men – one a tenor, the other a bass. For nature
so wishes it, my friend, that men shall have the roughest voices; and
Ferdinand, as long as he was in this world, truly sang a stately, an admirable, bass; and Clas Henrik his tenor. But to return to my violins, whose
strings, albeit of shorter range, among us Swedes bear the same names –
yes, let me see now, I return to my violins – naturally you know all about
rosin?

BARONESS. This is turning into a lesson, which I beg you to adjourn. I
must talk to you, brother, about matters of importance. Leave us a while,
young Lazuli; I wish to be alone with the Master of the Hunt. (Exit
Lazuli.)

UNCLE. I take a keen pleasure in that genteel young man. As yet he can presumably play nothing; but he’ll learn.

BARONESS. We must think of our journey to our estates in Östergötland. I
assume, brother, you’ll be coming with me to Ribbingsholm, as usual?

UNCLE. With the greatest of pleasure. Will we be away long this summer?

BARONESS. That depends on what our inspection of the place may demand.
We’ll be back in a month, I fancy.

UNCLE. But who’s to manage Stavsjö, things being as they are?

BARONESS. Mamsell Julie is used to looking after my household here; so
there’s no danger.

UNCLE. But the supervision of the girls’ illness –

BARONESS. Should not prove too difficult for so short a while. Amanda’s
mental distress has largely passed over; she’s sitting up and begins to venture out from her room on her own.

UNCLE. With Adolfine it’s more dubious.

BARONESS. She’s still resting, no doubt, but on top of her bed.

UNCLE. Then in God’s name, let’s leave – but when?

BARONESS. In a week or so, is my intention.





SCENE II


Bråviken. A little house on the shore at the foot of the
Marble Quarry.


FERDINAND. One must get used to everything: the drinking water’s
passable.

CLAS HENRIK. Our self-imposed exile wouldn’t be so unbearable if only we
could find something to do.


FERDINAND. Go fishing more often, Major; I’ll go shoot in the woods.
Then our fare will be more varied than what Per Mattson can offer.

CLAS HENRIK. Fishing? Go out into the channel and be discovered? No,
sometimes I try with hooks, close inshore – wretched!

FERDINAND. You can’t deny it, Major – this spot is in all the world one of
the most romantic. Up there on the cliffs I’ve an immeasureable view out
over Bråviken, even as far as to Konungssund, Dagsberg, Stenby, Husby
and all the Vikboland churches. Six leagues to the east I can see the sea
open out; and six leagues to the west, delightful Norrköping – I’ve laid
myself out a shooting range up there. Look for a nice spot where you can
go fishing without anyone seeing you.

CLAS HENRIK. My humble thanks, I’m sure.

FERDINAND. Since marble has so long been quarried here, let’s pretend
we’re in Italy, staying at Carrara. As for the landscape around the quarry,
Major, you must do it the justice of its qualities: green, white and blackveined rock ledges, with long avenues of green leafy trees among the conifers – it’s like a superb piece of striped cloth, alternately wool and satin,
sateen or madras.

CLAS HENRIK. I’m damnably bored.

FERDINAND. No more duels for us.

CLAS HENRIK. What folly!

FERDINAND. Misfortune has made us each other’s intimates, opened our
eyes to our lunatic suspicions; that’s not been foolish.

CLAS HENRIK. Misfortune has made us comrades of the heart. Isn’t that
slow-witted farmhand back from Norrköping yet?

FERDINAND. He is!

CLAS HENRIK. Has he heard anything, for God’s sake?

FERDINAND. He has heard what people in Norrköping are saying about the
sentence. The Supreme Court and the Court of Appeal have beheaded
and broken on the wheel –

CLAS HENRIK. Ah – in that case we’re well off to be where we are – for
two headless men, that is.

FERDINAND. Much mercy has been shown. It’s being said for certain Duke
Carl will pardon all the others.

CLAS HENRIK. As well I can understand – the Regent has good reason to
show mercy to those he has to thank for his regency.

FERDINAND. How scathing you are! The pardons are at the murdered king’s
express command.

CLAS HENRIK. King Gustaf’s?
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FERDINAND. Whom we conspired against.

CLAS HENRIK. Good God – and what were we conspiring for?

FERDINAND. So that we could sit here beside Bråviken and be friends.

CLAS HENRIK. Pardons – for all?

FERDINAND. All shall live, except one – the one who was such a poor shot.

CLAS HENRIK. Ankarström; and what was his sentence?

FERDINAND. First, for three successive days, to stand for two hours at the
pillory in as many market places with an iron ring round his neck and a
notice over his head, bearing the words: J.J. Ankarström, Regicide; those
two hours being at an end, each day to be whipped with five pairs of
lashes, three blows per pair; and, lastly, to be taken to Gallows Hill, there
to lose his right hand and be beheaded and quartered. Finally: a notice to
be set up on the shack in Execution Square, setting out his punishment.
So the farmhand tells me.

CLAS HENRIK. And it’s happened?

FERDINAND. Happened already on April 27.

CLAS HENRIK. Monstrous notice, I see you and shudder, Ankarström –
never again shall I shake your hand. And the others?

FERDINAND. Horn, Ribbing, Liljehorn and Ehrensvärd – banished for life.
They too were condemned to die, but the sentence was commuted: to live
dishonoured.

CLAS HENRIK. And Pechlin?

FERDINAND. Pechlin: to be imprisoned at the Regent’s discretion in Varberg
Fortress until, I imagine, he confesses. Assistant Secretary of Chancellery
Engeström to lose his employment and suffer three years’ imprisonment at
Waxholm; neither has his confession, as far as I understand, been sufficiently explicit. As for the other small-fry, our messenger knew nothing.

CLAS HENRIK. Bjelke shouldn’t be reckoned among the small-fry.

FERDINAND. Thure Bjelke took poison, died, and was buried in Gallows
Hill’s choice-quality gravel; but not as a Bjelke, merely as a Thure
Stensson.

CLAS HENRIK. I understand; no one’s being punished as a nobleman –
there’s noblesse oblige for you! Your nobility is always removed before
you’re punished.

FERDINAND. One thing you don’t know. Bjelke and all the exiles being condemned to lose their nobility, the latter are now free to go abroad, Horn as
Clas Fredrik Fredrikson; Ribbing as one Adolf Ludwig Fredrikson;
Liljehorn as Carl Pontus Samuelson; and Ehrensvärd as Carl Fredrik
Carlson. Only one has retained his title.


CLAS HENRIK. Insignificant, no doubt, and despised.

FERDINAND. Ankarström!

CLAS HENRIK. Ankarström – kept his nobil ... !

FERDINAND. To the death. Such was the government’s express and peculiar
sentence. It was as Jakob Johan Ankarström that he was beheaded.

CLAS HENRIK. This touches our privileges, Ferdinand; in him it’s the nobility has been decapitated. But what of his family, what of their nobility?
His brothers? His children?

FERDINAND. Retain a nobility that Jakob John hasn’t been rated worthy to
forfeit. Even so, Major – no one shall ever again in this world bear the
name Ankarström!

CLAS HENRIK. No one in the w – ?

FERDINAND. The Anchor has been taken away, and the relations of the
deceased are condemned to tremble as mere leaves.

CLAS HENRIK. Not surprising.

FERDINAND. The family’s to be called Löwenström, both brothers and
children.

CLAS HENRIK. After his wife, Gustava Löwen, perhaps?

FERDINAND. Possibly. And for us – what’s left?

CLAS HENRIK. To voluntarily lay aside our nobility and call each other
plain Ferdinand, plain Clas Henrik; just as we’ve already banished ourselves to this wilderness. Though we’re better off here than sailing for
grim Germany or flat Denmark; I love hills. Were our names mentioned
in the sentence or the pardons?

FERDINAND. No – no mention of us having been made in the investigation;
not having been arrested; nor having fled; and having fled, being in hiding;
being ...

CLAS HENRIK. Cowards – surely no one has regarded us as that?

FERDINAND. We, who’ve stood up to murder each other for a mere nothing,
know we aren’t cowards, not us!

CLAS HENRIK. A mere nothing, it’s true, yes; incomparable delusion! Now
I know it was Amanda you played with out at Frösunda woods. I know
how groundless it all was, and so do you – but what use is such knowledge
here in this Marble Quarry?

FERDINAND. What good knowing our former lovers were immaculate, or
we ourselves? All must be broken off.

CLAS HENRIK. Broken off, everything; hands and foreheads branded, we
have nothing to offer them, and nothing to obtain. How did they receive
the medallions, I wonder?


FERDINAND. As from castaways, lost souls; no question of it.

CLAS HENRIK. That, Ferdinand, is our political misfortune’s doing. Yet
even apart from it, I maintain, our relationship to the girls had already
become strange. On the very morning of that unhappy day the “congress
of four” (as we called it), had turned out most strangely; and you,
Ferdinand, forgive me for saying so, were a trifle strange.

FERDINAND. Maybe. I am not really fond of a girl who is too forward, jealous; there’s something painful, troublesome and tormenting about such
disputes.

CLAS HENRIK. To tell the truth, neither does Adolfine deserve to be warmly
remembered – I find it hard not to see her in a repellent light.

FERDINAND. What light we see them in makes no odds in Kolmården forest,
living here beside Bråviken! And that’s all there is to say of it.

CLAS HENRIK. We’re regicides – nameless.

FERDINAND. Send to Norrköping for some strings for Per Mattson’s fiddle.
You, Major, shall play: I’m your captain, and shall dance – oh yes, we’ll be
merry here.





SCENE III


Stavsjö. The Uncle’s room.


UNCLE. See here, Lazuli: this little blunderbuss for shooting lynx is to be
yours.

LAZULI. It’ll make a fine sound out of doors.

UNCLE. Now you know your way about the forest. While I’m away with
the baroness, practice your shooting, but also your music, so I’ll have
pleasure of you when I get back. Was it not kind of me to have neat summer clothes made for you? That short jacket becomes you still better than
the one I bought you in Stockholm, before we left. Keep cheerful, Lazuli,
even though I’m away.

LAZULI. What’s the name of the county, sir, where you’re going?

UNCLE. Östergötland, Ribbingsholm, Skärvblacka.

LAZULI. Skärvbl – an ugly sound.

UNCLE. Farewell, Lazuli! But take more care than you did last time when
you’re running about among Kolmården’s trees and bushes.





SCENE IV


Stavsjö. Miss Amanda’s room.


AMANDA. Tell me that, Mamsell Julie.

JULIE. But my dear young lady, calm yourself; you’re recovering steadily.

AMANDA. No, tell me without ado: when did I regain my w – how long is
it since I last talked nonsense?

JULIE. Five days. The day after the baroness left for Östergötland.

AMANDA. And I’ve said nothing crazy since?

JULIE. Not that I’ve heard. But, my dear kind miss, don’t think of all that.
Find some other occupation. Read –

AMANDA. The letters sail past me like trees – Forgive me, that was another
crazy expression; trees don’t sail – what I meant was, I see no sense in the
book.

JULIE. Then draw –

AMANDA. The images stand on their heads for me, even if they haven’t any!
But then – how – how can they stand on them? Another crazy thought!

JULIE. Then sing –

AMANDA. Sing I shall; but alas, not alone.

JULIE. Young Herr Lazuli will help you practise; it’s with him, miss, you
should sing.





SCENE V


Stavsjö. Miss Adolfine’s room.


AMANDA. God be praised, dear sister, and are you able to lie on top of
your bed and talk sense?

ADOLFINE. Dear sweet Amanda, can you forgive me? Then let me kiss
your hand. This illness has done its work inside me; Adolfine is no longer
the girl she used to be. My own Amanda, forgive all the grievous ills I’ve
done you.

AMANDA. Think no more on that, but try to talk sense.

ADOLFINE. Gone for ever, both of them, Amanda, whose medallions hang
over there on the wall. Let there also be an end to sisterly strife. Never
again shall I think of Clas Henrik, of Ferdinand.

AMANDA. No sense in that either. Both are gone.

ADOLFINE. Angelic Amanda, hear my confession. I have given more thought
to him than I should have. Forgive me, Amanda! But I’m ridding myself
of that feeling – hard – hard – hard –


AMANDA. More and more sensible!

ADOLFINE. I’ve found a means to do so. With my whole strength I’ve
begun working another creature into my soul, an innocuous image, of the
noblest kind.

AMANDA. Which?

ADOLFINE. Within me Lazuli is always reading aloud, practising there, as
uncle would wish. To hear so pure a voice at my bedside heals and entrances. Do you not think my confusion is largely gone? I feel better for every
hour Lazuli reads to me.

AMANDA. Precisely what I meant to speak to you about, sister. It won’t do.

ADOLFINE. Not do? Why not?

AMANDA. A stranger –

ADOLFINE. Alas, an acquaintance!

AMANDA. A man.

ADOLFINE. You don’t know what I know, Amanda, nor what is making me
so happy. Do you promise not to reveal a great secret – to anyone? Not to
Julie – not to our dear mother – not to uncle –

AMANDA. Lord, how slow your reason is in coming back! Dear good
Adolfine! A young man, a stranger, so close to you, and so often – do consider what you’re about!

ADOLFINE. He – is a girl; and you’d never an inkling!

AMANDA. Alas, it’s coming on again, your cruel confusion of mind! Take
care, sister, I know what it means – who have myself been sane only these
last five days.

ADOLFINE. Lazuli’s a girl. I’ve seen him before; in Stockholm. It’s to escape
a terrible danger he goes disguised. Prison and death hang over Lazuli’s
head – let no one know it, for God’s sake! And now, Amanda, you see
how little danger there is in Lazuli and me reading together.

AMANDA. A girl? A girl! Then there’s no more harm in Lazuli and me singing together often, often!





SCENE VI


Kolmården.


A creature the ground of whose character is obscure, unknown, who
rarely expresses it in word or thought, and whose sensations mostly
reveal themselves through glances or gestures, in much resembles a
great forest whose every glade is rendered colourful and captivating by
shadows and lights a-thousandfold, but where any one spot is too rarely

illumined by the sun for it to be described as clear or open. Such a forest
is often very silent, without birdsong or any long echoes of the shepherd’s horn.

Here is no dramatic scene; nothing speaks.

Even so, a cheerful game is to be seen. Tintomara was so much in
her own element on the paths shown her by the Master of the Hunt she
could hardly walk. Anyone who hasn’t been in the country for a long
while but finds himself hastily removed from the depths of the city into
some beautiful far-flung tract, with no one to witness the soul’s and
senses’ joyful pranks, knows in his bones how he often behaves there,
and will here forgive the exuberance of youthful blood if its every step
in the forest is not taken rationally, nor all paths properly adhered to.

No doubt Tintomara had her lynx-gun and game bag slung over her
shoulder; yet to shoot at animals was not her main purpose. If she fired
off her gun, it was simply to hear the shot echo among remote copses
and boulders, dying away at last in the distance; and as long as its least
sound could be heard she stood quite still, dreaming. No sooner had it
faded than she set off at a run, and not ‘decently and in good Christian
order’, as St Paul saith. It was now she saw her childhood’s stage-sets
realized in real trees of gigantic height, and as she skipped from one
woodland hillock to another, with daring leaps defying their boulders, it
seemed to her she was again skipping up and down the theatre’s staircases, albeit higher, steeper and even more delightful. She was, so to
speak, on her soul’s own ground, in its innermost elation. Her lips
remained silent, but her eyes gleamed the more brightly. In the theatre’s
attics, too, she had run like lightning, an art she now, here in
Kolmården, brought to a perfection much facilitated – as can easily be
believed – by her attire. Her lithe feet lent her leaps and bounds a swiftness to rival the wind’s playful gusts among the bushes; nor was she
halted by any steep, for upon encountering any such she simply had
recourse to her hands, which in such delightful moments seemed, they
too, to be feet. Letting her gun lie for the nonce, never did mountain
goat reach a hilltop more swiftly than she. But the hillock no sooner
climbed and the prospect from thence for a few moments gazed upon, in
a trice Tintomara is down again, picks up her gun and makes off for
some other part of the forest. So nimbly did she clamber, she could have
had four hands, and no feet; yet as she came running down again
through the wooded dales all her limbs seemed to be feet, and she
without hands.


Many a forenoon had passed in this way; for at Stavsjö she did whatever she liked with her time. Each sally into Kolmården took her further
afield as she pursued hares from bush to bush. Today she sees a squirrel
climb a tree – an art in which she, Tintomara, still has to experiment!

The first time the squirrel came skipping by, she’d jumped aside out
of this little brown long-tailed figure’s way. But upon the squirrel pursuing its path up into the blackthorns, Tintomara’s gaze follows, excited
to see how so elegant an apparition uses its four paws to climb with and
a laugh breaks from her lips. Placing herself in the same posture, she too
tries to mount the treetrunks with hands and feet. And, like a dance,
learns to do so.

Perched for the first time in a tree, Tintomara seemed to look out
into a new world. What voluptuousness, to see and feel the crown’s opulent foliage swaying and rocking both above and beneath her! Today she
had reached a remote part of the forest, whose deciduous trees were
more numerous than the straight conifer giants elsewhere. Entering the
groves of elms, hazels, maples and bird-cherry, Tintomara made the
acquaintance of their thousands upon thousands of white and green
buds and burgeoning blossoms. To sit up here among the branches, in
the midst of all this wealth of fragrant blooms, herself the while almost
invisible, was ecstasy.

A little later, and herself down again on the ground, she paused, as
if to reflect; and her glances too fell to earth. Slowly she began walking
again, this time at a steady pace, and out of her pocket took her clarinet
which, unscrewed and in pieces, had at her foster-father’s insistence so
long lain fallow there.

Now, in a singularly delightful spot in the forest, she propped her
gun against the trunk of a lime tree surrounded by a grassy glade densely
set about with conifers. Whilst noticing how several paths crossed and
came together here, she took no special heed of it, having seen no one,
only birds, foxes, hares ... or only in the distance hearing now and then
a grunt, perhaps from a bear (a large and dangerous beast, so the Stavsjö
folk had told her). Seating herself on a tall stone against the lime tree’s
trunk, she begins screwing her clarinet together. And kissing it with a
look that begs forgiveness, puts it to her mouth and tries to blow. But no
sound came.

Terrified, Tintomara stares at her mute instrument and a sudden
change in her expression betrays – God knows what – perhaps the memory of Manuel, so long forgotten, or of Clara, or –


If her instrument gave out no sound, it was because she did not
rightly know how to assemble it.

But soon her cheerful mood came back, mirroring itself in the deep
courses of her eyes, whose lambency nevertheless was now more sombre,
and their depths warmer. Taking apart her clarinet, she laid its sections
in her game bag.

Meanwhile her inward fancies begin to find vent in a note, at first
hardly audible, between her lips. But gradually spreading out with fuller
voice over the clearing around the lime tree, it grows and forms a melody. After returning to it several times, thoughts, too, arise in her mind,
with some accompanying words:


No one shall find me,

None I’ll discover.

Elm, hazel, cherry bloom in the wind -

I smile on all men,

all smile on me:

Elm, hazel, cherry, sallow and lind

bloom in the wind,

bow to the wind -

One thing is better than climbing and running;

here to be seated, under the lind.



What? Tintomara,

only they hear you,

Elm, hazel, cherry, bloom in the wind? -

Cuckoo and thrushes ...

Hush, in the bushes ...

Elm, hazel, cherry, sallow and lind,

bloom in the wind,

bow to the wind?

One thing is better than hares or than magpies,

that is when he-bear comes to the lind.



And if he comes here

I shall caress him.

Elm, hazel, cherry bow to the wind.

But – Tintomara,

what if he’d stroke you?


Elm, hazel, cherry, sallow and lind,

bloom in the wind,

bow to the wind -

Then I’ll a bird be! rise like an eagle,

fly from my he-bear high on the wind.4



Such was her song, and truly her sensitive ear had heard from afar off
something unknown approaching among the trees. And in a trice
Tintomara had jumped up from the stone she’d been sitting on under
the linden tree and was gone ... like the wind.





SCENE VII


At the Marble Quarry. A room.


FERDINAND. Catching plenty of fish, Major?

CLAS HENRIK. To the devil with fishing! What a bore it is!

FERDINAND. Have your fiddlestrings arrived from Norrköping?

CLAS HENRIK. Yes. And Calloander and Leonilda too – a treasure! Or what
do you think? Oh, Bråviken’s healthy enough, but one doesn’t exactly perish from its diversions.

FERDINAND. It’ll improve, you’ll see.

CLAS HENRIK. Have you shot us some game for dinner?

FERDINAND. I’ve brought us some from the forest, yes.

CLAS HENRIK. Well, I suppose it’ll do; a bird, some animal? Never again
shall I go fishing, fish is invalids’ food.

FERDINAND. Major, do you believe in the Witch of the Wood?

clas henrik. In – what?

FERDINAND. No, but it’s true; in our calendar’s zodiac you are Aquarius
and I’m Sagittarius. Which means you’ll be meeting with mermaids and I
with the Witch of the Wood.

CLAS HENRIK. Come, now, what’s this?

FERDINAND. How did it go, now – in our geography book, that easy little
verse to etch the twelve signs of the Zodiac into our memory? Sunt Aries,
Taurus, Gemini, Cancer, Leo, Virgo, Libraque, Scorpius, Arcitenens,
Caper, Amphora, Pisces. Omitting the first eight and considering only the





four last, I find they read in Swedish: Sagittarius and Capricorn,
Aquarius and Pisces. You, Major, are Aquarius, he with the Fishes.

CLAS HENRIK. To the devil with fish, I’ve said! Are you out of your wits,
Ferdinand?

FERDINAND. I, on the other hand, am Sagittarius with the Capricorn or
Deer, as I’d freely translate Caper into Swedish, since it sounds so much
better.

CLAS HENRIK. You’re lunaticus, a word I turn in vain into Swedish. Or perhaps you’ve shot us a deer? In which case you could have said so, more
briefly and comprehensively.

FERDINAND. I have. In a word – omitting hexameters and the zodiac – I’ve
aimed at a deer, here in the forest.

CLAS HENRIK. Well, that’s more like it. Here, in our quarry, that’s worth
eating.

FERDINAND. But first let me tell you my story, which is worth hearing. My
gun and I had penetrated deep into Kolmården, when something rustles
in front of me, as if leaping about; entranced, I hasten after. But the
quarry’s too swift for me. Not until I’m in the neighbourhood of the
Linden Meet, or ‘Lindmeet’, as the locals call that beautiful wild spot, did
I get on its tracks again – about half-way, you know, between Stavsjö and
Bråviken, and a league from either, where one sometimes falls in with
shepherd girls; a romantic spot, Major.

CLAS HENRIK. I was there once; it’s sombre and silent. Where the roads
cross, under the linden tree, which I suppose gives it its name.

FERDINAND. I halted abruptly, straining my ears; now a song fell on them,
a folk song, void, so it seemed to me, of meaning, yet in its own way I
found it moving; it also had a refrain, so I realized it could only be a folk
song. I tried to come closer; but the singer vanished like a spring breeze.

CLAS HENRIK. Otherwise you’re swift enough of foot, Captain.

FERDINAND. Not much grieved, I saw a bird in a pine tree and fired. The
sound seemed to exert some kind of attraction on my musician. I saw
something move among the trees; it was coming closer. I reloaded and
fired, this time at a magpie whose laughter irritated me. But it was too
quick for me, and flew off; instead, my stranger came forward.

CLAS HENRIK. A stranger? Of what kind?

FERDINAND. A pretty little gun and strap with a game bag told me I’d
found a hunter, a sylvan comrade. But the lissom lad wouldn’t come
closer, and at my approach turned shyly aside. ‘What’s this, my young
huntsman?’ I called out. ‘We’ve the same occupation, let’s talk’ ‘Fire that

gun of yours again,’ came the reply, ‘so I can hear it.’

CLAS HENRIK. A halfwit. How old could he have been?

FERDINAND. His voice, though sonorous, was pleasant to hear for its purity,
and announced someone whose voice had not yet broken.

FERDINAND. A gentleman, or a peasant lad?

FERDINAND. A gentleman. Though fearing to make a fool of myself, I
addressed him in the second person singular, as a fellow hunter, which in
fact he has become. Listen. ‘What game do you shoot?’ I asked. I fire off
my gunpowder as long as it lasts, he replied. ‘But what do you aim at?’
Mostly I fire straight up in the air, though also sometimes in front of me,
he observed, immediately levelling his little shotgun at me, so I feared for
a moment I’d be his target. After this playful threat, however, he swung
the muzzle a hair’s breadth to one side, and fired; his shot flew past my
head, no more than three inches away. His impudent prank reminded me
of what one reads in fairytales about heroes who have a habit of aiming a
blow right in front of a stranger’s forehead, to test his courage; whereat the
one who is threatened, if he’s a real man, may not so much as blink.
Whether I blinked or no, I shan’t say – but I felt both stimulated and a trifle annoyed. I could see how the stranger, to avoid the consequences of his
brazen prank, was merrily poised to run off. But this time I was too quick
for him. Rushing at my comrade, I grabbed him round the waist and held
him violently to me; not, however, to wrestle with him – there he would
have been no match for me – but to squeeze him a bit and teach him a lesson. It could do no harm, I thought. Yet in his whole figure was something
so surprising I confess it was more than I could do to hold him tight
around the waist; and in the same instant, as if a spring had been sprung,
he squirmed in my grasp and with a subtlety that was beyond me slipped
out of my arms, and stood facing me a short distance away.

CLAS HENRIK. Didn’t he make a run for it?

FERDINAND. No. Propping his gun against a tree-stump, he rested his head
on it. And I’ll tell you, I too stood stock still; for in the glance this stranger
confronted me with – not of scorn, nor wrath, nor annoyance – was a dark
smouldering gleam all its own. In its flames was something strangely
attractive – But I forget myself, Major. The upshot of my adventure was
that we, this lively youngster and I, have decided to go hunting together;
I’ve promised to teach him how to shoot, he having some reason for desiring to learn.

CLAS HENRIK. Now I understand why I heard so many shots from your
shooting range up there, which so infuriated me as I sat fishing by the

creek. No fish in the world, Captain, will bite amid such an uproar. I’ll
say you must have given your pupil some brave exercise, up there among
the marble cliffs!

FERDINAND. Forget your annoyance, and listen to something serious I have
to tell you. My new acquaintance lives at Stavsjö.

CLAS HENRIK. Stavsjö? At the baroness’ place?

FERDINAND. Amanda and Adolfine are there.

CLAS HENRIK. What? What’s that? Aren’t they spending their summer at
Ribbingsholm?

FERDINAND. The dowager baroness and their uncle have gone there, alone,
and will remain there a little longer. It’s only two leagues through the forest. How about a visit to Stavsjö?

CLAS HENRIK. For God’s sake, it’s out of the question!

FERDINAND. Why so?

CLAS HENRIK. Didn’t we tell them, with our medallions, that the originals
would never again show themselves?

FERDINAND. True, we did.

CLAS HENRIK. We’re criminals; it’s not for us to reopen the match-making
question. Only in witholding ourselves from their sight lies our honour.

FERDINAND. Perhaps.

CLAS HENRIK. We, who fear even to stay on our own relatives’ estates,
would be in no less danger at Stavsjö.

FERDINAND. The last thing I desire.

CLAS HENRIK. At all events, no hasty actions – In what capacity is your
pupil living at Stavsjö?

FERDINAND. As a traveller; but says he wants to practise shooting and learn
how to aim properly, so as to please their uncle. It seems the baroness’
brother is the young fellow’s benefactor, foster-father or something.

CLAS HENRIK. He’s gone off home, I suppose?

FERDINAND. No, he’s still up at the quarry. But before inviting him to come
and make your acquaintance I felt I should ask you whether we shouldn’t
begin exchanging letters with the girls, or something of that sort.

CLAS HENRIK. Not in my view desirable, at least not yet; but a new acquaintance in our wretched circumstances is worth having. Ask him to step in.
Yet our identities must remain unknown to him; neither he nor the
Stavsjö people must find out who we are.

FERDINAND. Since I’m seriously intending to take him on as my pupil I’ll
often be able to get him to come through the forest and bring us news
from Stavsjö.


CLAS HENRIK. Ha ha ha. Admirable! Go and fetch him. (Ferdinand goes
out, and after a while returns with the stranger.)

CLAS HENRIK. Welcome ... how shall I address you?

FERDINAND. Merry though our shooting lesson has been – it lasted so long
he has made admirable progress – my jolly young friend still hasn’t told
me his name ... what’s your name, pupil?

TINTOMARA. My name? I don’t like uttering it; usually it surprises people
so they become inquisitive.

CLAS HENRIK. An incognito! I understand; in these times of ours it can
have its good reason. Nevertheless, we’ll have to call each other something –
anything – no matter what – but something, so as to address each other.

TINTOMARA. They call me Tintomara.

CLAS HENRIK. Tintomara – I understand.

FERDINAND, to Clas Henrik. This’ll be fun! Let us, too, keep our incognito
and adopt some foreign names. (Aloud) We too, like yourself, my handsome young huntsman, have peculiar names. This gentleman, as you see,
has no keener pleasure than to go fishing and therefore, like you, calls himself – all’italiano – Piscatore.

TINTOMARA. Pisc ... an ugly sound.

CLAS HENRIK. Wait, my Christian name’s more attractive: Georgino.

TINTOMARA. Georgino – that’s passable. So that’s what I’ll call you.

FERDINAND. As for me, my name is ... Let’s see now ...

CLAS HENRIK. This gentleman – as you see, a handsome young huntsman
– knows no keener pleasure than missing magpies and squirrels with his
shotgun; and calls himself Don Reffelbuso.

FERDINAND. Just you wait, Piscator! I’ve a better surname ... Sermio ...
Vittorino ... Bianchi ...

TINTOMARA. Don Reffelbuso Sermio Vittorino Bianchi! Too much of a
mouthful. When we go out shooting together I’ll just call you Victor, if I
may?

FERDINAND. By all means; Victor – that’s me in a nutshell.

CLAS HENRIK. Here in our solitude we lack refreshments to offer our visitors;
but from our hearts, be seated; we’re not short on hospitality, only of the
means to offer it.

FERDINAND. It’s my sure belief quite another time will come to the Marble
Quarry; then friendliness and hospitality will be as great as ours are today,
but the opportunities for showing them fifty times greater. Sit down.

TINTOMARA. Oh look, over there, on the wall! You play the violin,
Georgino?


CLAS HENRIK. Well yes; formerly a great deal. Viotti’s my man,42 though I
say so myself. You, Herr Tintomara, play too – forgive me, but I don’t
quite remember ...

FERDINAND. Just address my pupil familiarly; I’ll take the responsibility,
here by our inlet.

CLAS HENRIK. You permit?

TINTOMARA. H’m.

FERDINAND. My pupil smiles, and that’s no bad sign. And you,
Tintomara, have no qualms about doing likewise. Georgino has many
excellent qualities, and not only as an angler.

CLAS HENRIK. And you, too, play the violin?

TINTOMARA. Hardly; though I’m practising in the way the Master of the
Hunt has asked me to, against the day when he returns, but I’m making
slow progress.

CLAS HENRIK. Perhaps it would go faster as a duet?

TINTOMARA. I believe so.

FERDINAND. A suggestion! One can’t always be out shooting, sometimes one
must make music too. Suppose Georgino takes you on as his violin pupil?
You can, no doubt, cross Kolmården and come here whenever you like?

TINTOMARA. Whenever the fancy takes me.

CLAS HENRIK. Perfect! I lack occupation. Here, Tintomara, try my violin.

TINTOMARA. How oddly it’s tuned.

CLAS HENRIK. Excuse me, it’s perfectly in tune. Like that – Ah ha! You’ve
a natural grasp on the bow. Yes, yes, very good, very good indeed; wait,
that bowing is clumsy; easier for the whole hand to move upwards in
applicatio.

TINTOMARA. And I’ve your permission to come here and practise with
Georgino?

CLAS HENRIK. The pleasure will be wholly mine. Ensemble playing is best
of all; it’s conducive to a firm tempo and removes all trace of false intonation, supposing there should be any – as I fancied I heard just now, in that
seventh. But God help us, I’ve only one fiddle.

TINTOMARA. Shall I bring my little violin over from Stavsjö? May I?





SCENE VIII


Stavsjö. The large drawing room.


AMANDA. Mamsell Julie, I’m so happy; counting the days, I find I’ve not
uttered one incoherent word or thought for the last twelve.


JULIE. God be praised for that; be happy, Miss, and think no more about
it. How surprised the baroness will be when she gets home!

AMANDA. My mother, Julie, will be even happier if Adolfine recovers her
health; her mind has been much more severely disturbed than mine, isn’t
that so? Say, Julie?

JULIE. Dangerous matters, Miss; don’t think about them; just continue to
keep yourself occupied: there lies health.

AMANDA. And do you know why I’ve made such a good recovery, why I’m
so sensible, so happy, Mamsell Julie?

JULIE. God is good. He works in the human soul.

AMANDA. I’ll tell you – it’s because I work so hard at my singing; for me
that’s health. It opens my lungs, expands my vision; my thoughts become
light and clear.

JULIE. Well then, for God’s sake, sing.

AMANDA. Lazuli’s company is making me well. His is a most musical
voice! Isn’t he home from the forest yet? I’ve been waiting to begin.

JULIE. I do believe I hear his footsteps.

AMANDA. It’s the moment for my singing lesson. Julie dear, don’t be upset;
but please leave us.


Enter Lazuli; Julie goes into the next room, but lingers by the door,
unseen.


AMANDA. Have you enjoyed yourself in the forest, Lazuli?

LAZULI. What perfume it has! Miss Amanda should pluck up her courage;
we could sing there together.

AMANDA. I’m still not allowed out yet. But Lazuli, d’you know what I’ve
done? Last time you came back from Kolmården the sadness in your heart
opened itself and found an outlet in a slow air you sang to me; it touched
me, so I’ve noted it down.

LAZULI. Miss Amanda!

AMANDA. Your sadness, Lazuli, doesn’t surprise me, ignorant though I am
of what has befallen you. I, too, know what it is to grieve and have sympathy with it. Often when I’m alone I see your downcast glance and understand how much of you is boundless longing.

LAZULI. Of me?

AMANDA. Even though you’re mostly cheerful; yes, anyone who hadn’t
looked deep into you would say you were always so.

LAZULI. Everything’s so alive under the trees, out of doors.

AMANDA. When I look at your head I’m terrified.


LAZULI. My head, Amanda?

AMANDA. Some terrible danger hangs over you, so I’ve heard from my sister.
You’ve been the undoing of the greatest man in Sweden!

LAZULI. H’m.

AMANDA. But – let’s begin our singing lesson.

LAZULI. Sweden’s greatest man is her King. He’ll soon be fourteen, surely
no one who has brought him to the throne has undone him?

AMANDA. Ah – no, no, no! Leave off! It’s a sin!

LAZULI. Sin –

AMANDA. What were you about, Lazuli? Trying to crush that poor creature
on the fortepiano? What harm had he done?

LAZULI. The fly? I didn’t notice it.

AMANDA. You only wanted to wipe the keys clean, Lazuli; yet it was a sin,
even so! Neither was it a fly, but a butterfly, with lovely gold and violet
wings. But time passes, and we must sing. Promise me, Lazuli, when
you’re out in the forest – I know my uncle intends to teach you to hunt –
promise me never to slay any animal; it’s a sin. Isn’t murder sin, Lazuli?

LAZULI. Murder – h’m.

AMANDA. What a terrible thought, in least degree to have caused a creature’s
death! Do you know what it looks like, a creature who’s dying?

LAZULI. My mother died, and I stood looking on.

AMANDA. Alas, for me! Why do I talk so and bring an even darker lustre
into your eyes? Forgive me, Lazuli!

LAZULI. Alas, fresh air – alas, happy land – alas, lithe creatures on bough
and treetop – all must be well – air there must be – so lightly does a mist
pass over.

AMANDA. O Jesus, my God! What do you mean?

LAZULI. How did my ditty go, Miss, the one you jotted down when I sang
it?

AMANDA. It’s so lovely, quite quite different.

LAZULI. How did it go?

AMANDA. Now I’m happy and content again, and your look is so kind, as I
wish to see it. You’ll hear your melody: but first I must tell you I’ve made
up a second voice to it, so we can sing it together.

LAZULI. Ah, and how does that go? What fun!

AMANDA. But you must let me have the words too; all I heard was flowers
and berries, wild strawberries and raspberries.

LAZULI. Now I remember, I fancy I called it a song of cowslips, or perhaps
Wild Strawberries.


AMANDA. Ah, how kind and cheerful you look again, Lazuli, my Lazuli –
that’s how you must always look; then I feel so happy, and all round me
the daylight becomes so clear, there’s no longer a haze before my eyes.

LAZULI. Yes, that song made me happy too; made me think of what you
told me about the baroness celebrating her birthday here with milk, flowers and berries.

AMANDA. So after all it’s I who am the source of your wild strawberry song?

LAZULI. I believe so.

AMANDA. How delightful! Let me stroke the hair from your brow, Lazuli,
my dear good Lazuli!

LAZULI. Your hair too is lovely, Amanda, a dark dark brown; may I put up
your tresses a little on your neck, the way I love to see them? Lovely girl!

AMANDA. Lazuli! My handsome Lazuli!

julie (enters). A word, Miss! If Herr Lazuli will be so kind as to leave us
a moment.

Exit Lazuli

JULIE. Oh but look! Miss Amanda, did you see what Herr Lazuli took with
him?

AMANDA. Took with him?

JULIE. A light hand, that, I do declare! He took your clasp, Miss, as he
went out.

AMANDA. My clasp? So I see – are you astonished? Ah, Lazuli’s so warmhearted – he wants to have something that’s mine!

JULIE. It was about that – if you don’t mind, Miss – I wanted a word with
you. I have seen what perhaps I shouldn’t see – before leaving, the baroness entrusted her household to me.

AMANDA. Her house, Mamsell Julie, you mean!

JULIE. Her household, young lady.

AMANDA. And I, I presume, am not one of its chattels?

JULIE. Miss Amanda, dear – let reason prevail!

AMANDA. It has been prevailing, my good Julie, as I’ve already told you,
and will soon have prevailed uninterruptedly for a fortnight. Oh dear, yes,
so well do I know myself.

JULIE. That, Miss Amanda, isn’t what I mean; do not misinterpret me.
What I mean is that Herr Lazuli is ...

AMANDA. ... my friend, my most intimate, warmest friend.

JULIE. But, Miss, is he a match for you?

amanda. A match?

JULIE. Forgive me, my dear little Miss, but what if the baroness comes

home, only to find your grievous sickness, alas, has moved from your
head to your heart –

AMANDA. Then she’ll be delighted; never have I felt so clear in the head,
so composed.

JULIE. But is Herr Lazuli a match for you, Miss Amanda?

AMANDA. A match? A match?

JULIE. Forgive me; to hurt your feelings is not my intention, only to enquire,
to counsel. Such tender embraces, if repeated, can only end with ...

AMANDA. ... fresh embraces, no less tender. Oh, my Lazuli, I know it.

JULIE. But I don’t understand –

AMANDA. But I do! Consider – that my judgment has recovered and grows
apace, so that I take only pleasure in myself. Mamsell Julie, I understand
what you mean: that I must have a care to my good name. Tell me,
Mamsell Julie dear, in confidence: can you hold your tongue?

JULIE. Hold my tongue? I’ve only spoken out of goodwill.

AMANDA. Then from now on, out of goodwill, hold your tongue.

JULIE. The baroness, you may be sure, shall not hear a word of it.

AMANDA. Still less anyone else.

JULIE. Lord bless us, no!

AMANDA. Yet it’s true: I realize it. Things must be arranged in such a fashion
that even you, Mamsell Julie, shall not think ill of me. Mamsell, are you
capable of being really and truly frightened – terrifyingly frightened – of a
grave danger?

JULIE. Terribly frightened? Why not –

AMANDA. Then that’s how you must be frightened, in your whole soul –
horribly, dreadfully frightened – so that with your least word you shall not
utter anything that, if uttered, would precipitate this most terrible danger.
My Lazuli is –

JULIE. What are you saying? A traitor, a destroyer, a seduc– God in heaven!
Herr Lazuli is ...

AMANDA. A girl.


    


SCENE IX


Stavsjö. Adolfine’s bedroom.


ADOLFINE (alone). I go from strength to strength. My relatives, whom
I’ve made so miserable; my sister, whom I’ve wronged so cruelly; my conscience, which I’ve wounded – all, all shall be cured, set to rights, be made
good again. No longer is Ferdinand master here. Happy outcome! When I

think of all the remarkable things I witnessed that night at the opera
when I first set eyes on Lazuli, then I feel my heart come home again to its
own warmth, its life, its most innocent joy. A girl – may be loved. What
happiness, though I’m a girl myself, that a girl’s image can so meet and fill
my heart’s needs? A miracle, yet real! And this friendship is – heaven. How
noble she was in the pantomime, when she eluded the Indian chieftain’s
embraces! For me she can be a friend; she, whom no one loves, who is
shared by none – her form radiates a sympathy with my soul. I see us as
two gillyflowers on the same stalk. Were I healthier myself I’d say two
wild roses, bowing our flowery heads together in the breeze. So beautiful,
so innocent. Never until now have I realized how priceless is a wholly
innocent joy. True, Lazuli’s behaviour that night in respect to the unhappy king, and that exclamation of hers about herself and her dress, remain
an enigma to me. A decoy? Would she do such a thing? May Amanda take
care not to utter to anyone what I’ve told her in confidence about Lazuli
being in disguise, or that she’s really a girl. All matters touching so fearsome a thing as the king’s assassination are doubtless being looked into in
Stockholm, indeed all over Sweden. But is it thinkable that my Lazuli can
have had any part in it? No, impossible, no! In this quandary beyond my
comprehension let me believe good, or nothing, rather than evil. Besides,
it agrees so delightfully with my feelings – and henceforth feeling alone
shall be my guide through life’s perilous labyrinth. I have planned too
much, and burnt my fingers – no, all my fealty shall now be to feeling,
purified, free and good. It’s the hour for my lesson; did it strike, don’t I
hear footsteps?

LAZULI (enters). Does Miss Adolfine wish me to read to her today?

ADOLFINE. Wish, I? This time we spend reading together I hold dearest of
all. Where in our travelogue had we got to? The River Niger in Africa – at
Timbuctoo or Houssa – read, Lazuli.

LAZULI. ‘Then the European traveller, so wretched and so abandoned,
walked beside the River Niger, and the black women sang pityingly of
him: Look at that white man! See, he has no wife to grind his corn! Alas,
has he no mother, that he strays here all alone; has he no brother?’

ADOLFINE. Such deep feelings savages often have, Lazuli; I’ve quite intentionally chosen a book of travel for us to read together, rather than a
novel.

LAZULI. Such fun it is hearing about all those peoples, these trees and rivers.
Shall I read on?

ADOLFINE. Yes, it’s better than my novels I used to be so fond of. You

know my history, Lazuli; I’ve been disturbed, confused, dreadfully ill.
Chief among its causes was love. Novels I flee, as mostly being about love;
and now I find I’m deeply rewarded for my abstinence. A travel book’s
dispassionate events sustain my thoughts, bring me in my essence back to
commonsense and coherence. Read on –

LAZULI. ‘The unfortunate Major Broughton had vanished into the kingdom
of Ludamar, where the desert begins, probably slain by Moors; now our
traveller wished to risk all in order to find the site of his friend’s last
camp.’

ADOLFINE. Strong, sacred friendship!

LAZULI. ‘Was even prepared to risk his life –’

ADOLFINE. Tell me, lovely Lazuli, do you know of anything more admirable,
more noble or happier than friendship? On love one burns one’s fingers
... but in friendship is a flame that never ...

LAZULI. I do believe, Miss Adolfine, you’re feeling much better now!
That’s good.

ADOLFINE. Tell me your thoughts, Lazuli. Do you know of anything better
than love, my friend?

LAZULI. Friendship?

ADOLFINE. Yes, tell me from your heart; haven’t you felt – do you still not
feel – friendship for me?

LAZULI. With my whole heart, I wish you well.

ADOLFINE. That I shall be happy and cheerful, like you?

LAZULI. Yes, I do.

ADOLFINE. And be well?

LAZULI. Be well, my good, my beautiful young lady.

ADOLFINE. Amiable, beloved girl, you wish me to get well; between ourselves, my Lazuli, I call you what you are. And in your company, you
know, I feel better than better.

LAZULI. That’s good.

ADOLFINE. But I’d feel even better if you’d –

LAZULI. I’ll do anything, Miss, to help you get well.

ADOLFINE. Don’t call me ‘Miss’: call me ‘you’ – like a sister.

LAZULI. Yes.

ADOLFINE. And seal it with a kiss, Lazuli, a sisterly kiss.

LAZULI. Like that ... one more? You look so good, so kind.

ADOLFINE. How happy I am! Joy pervades my whole being. Do you recall
that evening when we first saw each other at the opera?

LAZULI. Yes, in the little room with the red damask sofa?


ADOLFINE. We fled from the ballet, like two sister-birds from a cage.

LAZULI. Yes, that was well done. It was that evening when I was dressed
up as a girl.

ADOLFINE. Dressed up? Dressed up as a –

LAZULI. I was to be the Peruvian girl in his new ballet; and they’d given
me a black skirt. The American disguise was delightful.

ADOLFINE. Disguise? What do you...! Dressed up as a girl? But surely you
were really – are really – surely you wouldn’t –

LAZULI. Have I hurt you, Adolfine? Don’t be angry with me. Go on feeling
even better; like that, yes! It would make us all so happy to see you up and
about and fully recovered.

ADOLFINE. No, it’s impossible. That kiss tasted like an angel’s. Listen,
Lazuli, leave me for this time; I have something I want to think about,
brood on, by myself.

LAZULI. Never fall to brooding, Mamsell Julie always says.









    





THE TENTH BOOK





If I really were a tiger, as they say I am, if I truly
were, how simple, how easy!


























SCENE I


Stavsjö. The Uncle’s room.


LAZULI. Now I pass the bow across all four strings; what tone!

THE UNCLE. You’ve made progress, Lazuli, while we’ve been away; in my
fiftieth year, Lazuli, I have joy of you; and now, God be praised, we’re
back at Stavsjö. You must admit the violin is a splendid instrument! Just
keep at it. And how is your shooting?

LAZULI. Let’s go out into the forest and set up a target. I’ll hit it!

UNCLE. I’ve no time yet to go out into Kolmården. First I must help my sister go through the estate’s annual accounts. The Skärvbläck business is
giving us some trouble. Carry on practising on your own.





SCENE II


The Marble Quarry. Ferdinand’s shooting range.


TINTOMARA. Move the target further off, Victor.

FERDINAND. There now, it’s ten ells further away. Will you hit it this time
too? Bravo, you’re a lively comrade! It comes of your keen eye and cheerful
heart.

TINTOMARA. Now twenty feet further off, Victor.

FERDINAND. You’ve shot to pieces every mark on the target, Tintomara.
Just reload, and I’ll see if I can find a scrap of paper for a new one. Take

care, comrade, not to catch cold; you’re over-excited, perspiring.

TINTOMARA. I’ll unbutton my waistcoat to cool off.

FERDINAND (to himself). Ha! What did I ... h’m! (Aloud) I don’t understand ... there was something I needed, a scrap of paper that’ll do for ...

TINTOMARA. There now, it’s loaded and primed. The stock to my cheek;
thumb on the cock – well? ...

FERDINAND. Can’t find any; hold your fire.

TINTOMARA. Put up any little scrap of paper, Victor. Your pupil wishes to
do you honour. See what he can do! Isn’t that a playing card in your breast
pocket? A whole pack, I fancy – what a merry gentleman you are! Though
you seem preoccupied – may I take out a card?

FERDINAND (to himself). Careless ... I see it clearly. (Aloud) Take up your
position, Tintomara; I’ll pin this ace of hearts to the target. There now –
hit it if you can.

TINTOMARA. Fire!

FERDINAND. Tintomara, you’re divine. A bullseye! Card and ace are both
gone.

TINTOMARA. That’s enough of shooting for today; Victor, now I’ll go
down to George and make music. But see here, Victor, how I keep my
word. Here, see, is your reward.

FERDINAND. A hair clasp!

TINTOMARA. Amanda’s hair clasp. Look at it, contemplate it, kiss it, and
then give it back to me.

FERDINAND. And she has sent this to me?

TINTOMARA. No. I took it from her, to show it to you, to cheer you up, as
you asked.

FERDINAND. Well, yes, it’s true, I asked you to bring me some evidence
that you’re really living at Stavsjö, something from Amanda, so I could
rely on you, should I wish to send her a greeting, or – well, I don’t quite
remember what it was I wanted. Oh, how could I have doubted you? Nor
did I, ever! It’s wonderful – so wonderful my head spins – I don’t know
what I wanted, nor do I need the clasp.

TINTOMARA. Handsome Victor, thank you for all you’ve taught me. Aren’t
I a good shot now? But quickly now, kiss the clasp; I must take it home to
Stavsjö.

FERDINAND. I forget everything. There now, take it. But shall we never
again practise together?

TINTOMARA. Not on this range; but at the forest birds, Victor, if you like,
if I may come with you?


FERDINAND. Come with me? Oh yes, oh yes!

TINTOMARA. Next Wednesday, for instance.

FERDINAND. But before you go, button up your waistcoat, or you’ll get a
pain in your chest. Better, still better!





SCENE III


The Marble Quarry. Clas Henrik’s room.


TINTOMARA. I can’t tune these strings to my satisfaction; the E string I’m
pleased with, and most of all with the bass. The alto will serve; but the
tenor, George, the tenor’s miserable!

CLAS HENRIK. Unwind him from the peg, and cut him off at the bridge;
then tune him, and he’ll be as good as new.

TINTOMARA. He’s too thin, too weak; he hasn’t a note of music in him,
George. Cut him off altogether.

CLAS HENRIK. I haven’t the heart to.

TINTOMARA. Why not?

CLAS HENRIK. Because if I throw away this D-string I’ve no other tenor.

TINTOMARA. No matter: he won’t feel it.

CLAS HENRIK. ’Pon my word, he will. I love my tenor. Without him I shan’t
have four strings, and so no music either.

TINTOMARA. My foster-father has given me a new set he brought down
from Stockholm. (Taking them out of his waistcoat) Look here, George,
look at this for a tenor!

CLAS HENRIK (aside). My God, what’s this? What’s this?

TINTOMARA. Now for another kind of music. Snip! Forgive me, poor string,
for clipping you off. Help me to put on this new D-string, George. How
to go about it?

CLAS HENRIK (aside). What am I to think? What ... (aloud) First you
must tighten the peg, and attach the new string. Then you attach its other
end behind the bridge. Then go on tightening until it’s in tune.

TINTOMARA. Wait, let me do it myself; I must learn how (tightening the peg
and plucking). Ah! How he groans! Ow ow – higher – ow ow – higher, my
tenor – a wail of woe! Well, it can’t be helped, my friend – higher still.
There now, he’s fairly in tune.

CLAS HENRIK. You tune so quickly, Tintomara, so ruthlessly. Tune him
like that and your poor string will snap.

TINTOMARA. What matter? There now, I’ve a good strong tenor. He’ll
both last long and sound good.


CLAS HENRIK. May you have pleasure of him; with my whole heart I desire
it.

TINTOMARA. Now for the music; we’ll take that same duet again. My dear
George, do I weary you?

CLAS HENRIK. You, Tintomara? Ah no ...

TINTOMARA. I do so want to please the Master of the Hunt by knowing
that duet you’ve chosen, so entrancing it is!

CLAS HENRIK. You find it so?

TINTOMARA. I’ll take the fiddle home with me under my arm this evening,
to play for him at Stavsjö.

CLAS HENRIK. But you’ll come again, won’t you? So much else remains for
us to play together. And you’ve said no word to anyone about us at
Stavsjö?

TINTOMARA. Not a word, as I promised. No one shall disturb your peace.
Only I will trouble you now and then – may I? With all my heart I thank
you, my good George; I’ve learnt so many pieces here, and to play them
so well; now I really feel I know how to handle the bow. Farewell until
Wednesday (exit).

CLAS HENRIK. Is this beyond me? This secret which makes me flinch?
Who’s that coming down the cliff? Ah yes, of course; it’s Ferdinand, the
poor fellow, back from his musket range. He doesn’t know what I know,
just as well for him, perhaps. A girl! A girl in disguise! Celestial vision,
with her swift little ‘Farewell until Wednesday!’





SCENE IV


The Marble Quarry, a road along the shore.


FERDINAND (alone). What a miracle! Yet no doubt about it. A girl in the
forest? And come Wednesday, shoot birds? But where’s my Clas Henrik?
Sitting by himself, I do believe, where he ties the boat up – poor fellow.
Means to go out fishing again? His reflections as he looks out over
Bråviken are so deep it’s almost a shame to disturb him! If he knew what I
know he’d really have food for thought. A girl! O God – but it’s better for
him as it is, knowing nothing.

CLAS HENRIK (comes). You walk solo, penseroso, Captain?

FERDINAND. So do you, Major!

CLAS HENRIK. Well, it’s tedious today, being only Monday.

FERDINAND. Truly that bright young Tintomara fellow diverts me with his
steady hand. He’s coming over again the day after tomorrow, to try his

first shots at live game in the forest. He’s a fine lad.

CLAS HENRIK. He has a fine bearing; a well-grown gallant lad, he’d do honour to a regiment. I’d like to have him in my unit, in the band, if he
weren’t much too good-natured a lad for that.

FERDINAND. You forget – you have no unit.

CLAS HENRIK. Damnation.

FERDINAND. Bråviken’s a hole.

CLAS HENRIK. What shall we do this evening? And tomorrow?

FERDINAND. Yes, it’s unbearable.

CLAS HENRIK. Let’s go in and play cards.

FERDINAND. Weeks oughtn’t to have Mondays and Tuesdays. Only
Wednesdays.

CLAS HENRIK. Isn’t it Wednesday he’s coming back? Wasn’t that so? You
keep better track of such matters; a boy’s company, however insignificant,
does make a break, lends interest to a wilderness.

FERDINAND. It’s natural. If a boy gives high hopes, why shouldn’t he make
pleasant company? Frankly, it does make nice lively company, such as I’ve
always enjoyed.

CLAS HENRIK. Here we are, inside our so-called drawing room, i.e., shack,
where we haven’t so much as a decent card table – ah, it’s scratched, torn
to shreds! Au diable!

FERDINAND. So this is what X + X has brought us to. What shall we play?
Quadrille?

CLAS HENRIK. Then we’d be twice two; but God be thanked, we’re only
twice one – ombre then?

FERDINAND. Then we’d be three – and that won’t be until Wednesday.
Piquet?

CLAS HENRIK. Piquet will do; where’s the pack?

FERDINAND. Look here – for piquet you have to remove all the clubs up to
the six.

CLAS HENRIK. No ace of hearts? How come?

FERDINAND. True; it’s a fact. It got shot to pieces on the target up there.

CLAS HENRIK. What nonsense is this, Captain? Spoiling our one and only
pack?

FERDINAND. It’s easily remedied.

CLAS HENRIK. I doubt it. There’s not a game in the world can be played
without the ace.

FERDINAND. I’ll take the five of hearts, here, and rub out the four hearts
in the corners, leaving only the middlemost. And that’ll turn it into an

ace, the highest card of all. How about that?

CLAS HENRIK. It’ll pass, true; rather amusing, though I’m sorry for the
four in the corners. But the whole pack’s ruined anyway.

FERDINAND. Can’t be helped; let’s begin. Bring me a knife! My dear five,
my friend of hearts, forgive me! There now, the thing’s done. Let’s begin.

CLAS HENRIK. Our voluntary exile, Ferdinand, how long is it to last? By
autumn, don’t you think, the ferment in people’s minds should have died
down, so we could venture out into the world again – in disguise to start
with?

FERDINAND. For my part – if nothing else happens – rather than perish
here I’ll take an assumed name and join up in some regiment. That’d do
for the time being.

CLAS HENRIK. For the time being, yes.

FERDINAND. Hurry up and shuﬄe. I’ll draw.





SCENE V


Stavsjö.


ADOLFINE. It’s too much for me. The more I reflect, the more I find I’ve
no other grounds for my assumption than that when I first saw Lazuli she
was dressed as a girl. What then? Well then, what good all these broodings? Is my mother to grieve again, to see me confused? Suppose the other
thing of Lazuli. What if he is a young man? Surely friendship’s pure
delights are possible, even so?





SCENE VI


Stavsjö. The baroness’ room.


MAMSELL JULIE. As I say. But your Ladyship, be so good as to believe me;
I assure you on my life and salvation that nothing but the most
respectable ...

BARONESS. Leave me, Mamsell Julie, and go and tell Amanda I am waiting
for her in my red writing room.





SCENE VII


Stavsjö. The Red Chamber.


BARONESS. I’m very happy to see both my girls recovered. Sit down,
Amanda dear; you’re still pale.


AMANDA. Occupation has meant health to me; if I go on as I have so far
I’m sure I’ll be perfectly well again.

BARONESS. My household has much to thank this stranger for, if you’ve
really regained your reason as a result of –

AMANDA. Lazuli’s manners are of the most refined, and he has a curt but
acute way of expressing himself, such as makes all who speak with him,
who even hear him – yes, everyone – wiser and more coherent.

BARONESS. Him? Why don’t you say ‘her’?

AMANDA. Ah!

BARONESS. Isn’t Lazuli a girl? Why are you concealing this from me?
Nothing, girls, could lead me to see your relationship to Lazuli in a more
innocent or more beautiful light. And what should you more ardently
desire than to enjoy your mother’s esteem?

AMANDA. Oh God, Mother, but how do you know? Grave, grave, very
grave dangers –

BARONESS. But tell me, Amanda; are you quite sure Lazuli –

AMANDA. So my sister has told me.

BARONESS. Adolfine? I must be sure about this. Call in Adolfine.

ADOLFINE (enters). You called, Mother?

BARONESS. Yes, Adolfine. Answer me frankly. Adolfine – is Lazuli a girl?

ADOLFINE. I cannot believe anything else – no, at least –

AMANDA. At least what? But I thought you were sure – God in heaven!

BARONESS. What is your reason, Adolfine?

ADOLFINE. The first time I saw Lazuli, it was dressed as a girl.

BARONESS. The first time? And wasn’t it that time, here, in my house?

ADOLFINE. No, Mother dear.

BARONESS. And where else, if I may ask?

ADOLFINE. At the Opera.

BARONESS. Oh, and when was that?

ADOLFINE. That unhappy evening, the 16th of March.

BARONESS. That night when you – when you, my child – when you disappeared – and came home out of your w– not quite clear in the head?

ADOLFINE. Yes, Mother. But that, deeply revered Mother, was because of
something else. Lazuli, the excellent Lazuli, was not responsible for what
happened to me that terrible night. Here at Stavsjö she has been doing
more to bring back my reason than everything else in the world.

BARONESS. That may be.

ADOLFINE. Before Lazuli came here I swear I’ve never seen him – her –
other than as a girl. So I take it as certain.


BARONESS. By the same token, never having previously seen him dressed
otherwise than as a man, I take it as certain that Lazuli is not a girl. We
must shed light on this enigma.

AMANDA. Oh God, Adolfine, what if you’ve deceived me – how you’ve
deceived me!

ADOLFINE. Mother, Mother! Do not penetrate this secret; Lazuli has every
reason to be disguised – a terrible danger!

BARONESS. Disguised? If it were only so! But it’s my belief he isn’t disguised,
but is ... as he now is. Which is even more dangerous.

AMANDA. Oh God! What’s this I’ve heard?





SCENE VIII


Kolmården. A beautiful spot, surrounded by very dense hedges.


TINTOMARA. How your gun pleases me, Victor. A magnificent weapon,
sure of its mark even at a great distance – would you call this a big bird?

FERDINAND. Yes, it’s a woodcock you’ve shot. Poor bird.

TINTOMARA. Poor bird! What fun it is, Victor, to fire at such a range and
hit a living creature on the wing – and yet – and yet – poor woodcock!
Why aren’t you cheerful, Victor?

FERDINAND. I’m not very happy.

TINTOMARA. What’s that you’ve got in your bundle?

FERDINAND. Provisions for an excursion deep into the forest – that was a
lie – it’s a hunting costume – no, I lied – it’s ...

TINTOMARA. Say no more; or perhaps you’ll still be lying.

FERDINAND. Even you, my handsome Tintomara, do not seem so cheerful
today.

TINTOMARA. That’s because since I no long fire into the air and aim at
targets I can no longer run about and climb to my heart’s delight.

FERDINAND. Then do that, Tintomara, and give up shooting.

TINTOMARA. Victor, my dear friend, have I upset you? I didn’t mean to.
I’ve so much to thank you for ...

FERDINAND. Me? What for?

TINTOMARA. You’ve taught me to shoot at targets both living and dead.
You’ve put yourself to a lot of trouble on my account; first last
Wednesday, then yesterday, and now today. How can I thank you
enough?

FERDINAND. Yes, these have been happy days!

TINTOMARA. Thanks for them, Victor. And still you aren’t cheerful?


FERDINAND. Will you reward me with a trifle?

TINTOMARA. Why only a trifle?

FERDINAND. It’s all I ask.

TINTOMARA. And what is that?

FERDINAND. I’ve a fantasy – foolish but innocent – a whim.

TINTOMARA. Can I help you realize it?

FERDINAND. You have such lovely hair, Tintomara, and a face which –
rather – which –

TINTOMARA. What kind of a whim?

FERDINAND. Alas my whim is to see something ... what it would look like.
I’d like to see you dress up.

TINTOMARA. By all means. I’ve done it so often. A most trifling whim.

FERDINAND. It would divert me to see, just once, what your face would
look like, if in your whole person you were dressed as a girl ... forgive me!
My thoughts have been filled with this foolish notion; here in this bundle
I’ve asked my hostess at the Marble Quarry to pack a charming peasant
girl’s costume, complete from top to toe. I don’t even know what colour it
is, or what it looks like; but it’s charming and decent, I’m sure. You see
how dense the forest is, all around. Meanwhile I’ll step aside and attend to
my dogs. You shall hear from my hunting whistle how far off I am.
Change your clothes and when you’re ready, give me a signal on yours.

TINTOMARA. A strange whim, Victor – relinquish it ...

FERDINAND. Are you so quick to break your promise? Wasn’t I to have my
reward?

TINTOMARA. You were. And shall.

FERDINAND. I leave you.





SCENE IX


Kolmården. A spot a little distance away.


FERDINAND. No signal answers mine; what am I to think? Surely
Tintomara’s had time to change by now? But he’s a great rogue. What
strange fancies! After all, in supposing that ... I may well have deceived
myself – it’s possible – What? Who’s that walking about over there among
the trees? A shepherd girl? A neat striped skirt – a white kerchief – a slim
waist – her gait so calm and dignified – a charming tilt of the head – whoever can it be? Certainly she keeps her distance – she must be frightened
of me.


(Tintomara, dressed as a girl, at a distance)

FERDINAND. A strange adventure! Here am I, each moment waiting to
move westward and see my merry comrade dressed up as a girl. And in
the same instant, a real girl comes walking from the east! Which way shall
I turn? That calm melancholy walker, I must approach her. How captivatingly a kerchief sets off a country girl’s head; what a pity it so hides the
face, yet the little that’s left visible is so much the more enchanting. A
charming gait. Good-day, girl; no need to fear me, come closer. It seems
you’ve lost something over there, walking so slowly and with glances so
downcast?

TINTOMARA. Lost?

FERDINAND. A lovely voice – what trim little feet – do not keep your distance so!

TINTOMARA. Shall I come closer?

FERDINAND. That voice! And the little I can see under the kerchief! Can
two creatures in the world have such faces – two copies from opposite
points of the compass? Why do you linger, girl? I’ll come to you instead.
There now. Never fear a huntsman. Good morning!

TINTOMARA. Good afternoon.

FERDINAND. A naïve glance. Let me take your hand – why not? Good evening. Yes, dusk is really falling amidst the forest’s shadows. Where are you
going?

TINTOMARA. Where am I going?

FERDINAND. Such eyes; only one other has them in the world. You’re a
good kind girl, and if there’s something here you’re looking for I’m only
too happy to help you. Pull back your kerchief from your brow and cheeks
– grant me that little pleasure – don’t be afraid of me – there’s no danger
in it – not in the least –

TINTOMARA. Do with my costume what you will.

FERDINAND. What I will? Then take off your kerchief altogether; it’s warm
here in the meadow.

TINTOMARA. By all means. After all, the whim was yours, wasn’t it?

FERDINAND. Sky and forest! What do I see?

TINTOMARA. Wasn’t it what you wanted?

FERDINAND. Tintomara!

TINTOMARA. What more do you want, Victor? Is my disguise to your liking,
or is there something that should be otherwise?

FERDINAND. Something else? No, now you’re not disguised. This is yourself

in your right and true guise! Everything tells me so – your way of walking,
your hands, your heavenly ...

TINTOMARA. These clothes, though they aren’t mine, suit me.

FERDINAND. In everything you’re otherwise – heavenly girl – you must
explain to me – not only the clothes, but in your whole manner – so calm, so
fine, so unhurried – your gait – your glance, so full of a sad brilliance –

TINTOMARA. I’m not happy, Victor.

FERDINAND. Tintomara, what whim is this I’ve had? And yours, to approach
me from so unexpected a quarter?

TINTOMARA. Where do you wish us to go now?

FERDINAND. Up there, to our guns and the woodcock.

TINTOMARA. Victor, hold my hand.

FERDINAND. You’re trembling?

TINTOMARA. Let’s make haste and go up there.

FERDINAND. Is it true, what I see? Never yet has so unfathomable a gleam
come from your eyes. No, in truth, in these firmaments glistens a tear.

TINTOMARA. And what if it does?

FERDINAND. In God’s name, unknown wonderful creature, tell me the
truth. So briefly I’ve known you, your incognito hereabouts, your assumed
foreign name – all this unfolds itself more and more to my thoughts.
Forgive a stranger, noble girl – what am I to call you? – that he makes so
bold. I’ll not profane your secret, but in me misfortune shall ever find a
ready helper. What I’ve done astounds me! Whoever you are – forgive my
perhaps discourteous prank.

TINTOMARA. Forgive me, Victor, if I’ve hurt you.

FERDINAND. I’m so amazed, so confused. Tintomara – permit me to go on
using this name, which for me has become my soul’s very music – may I
still address you frankly, or did I not hear you aright? These times and
events we’re living through are of such dreadful import; I don’t know
what great secret it is I surmise. If I here bow the knee, it is perhaps to a
young lady of unknown birth – of high – the highest –

TINTOMARA. Get up, Victor.

FERDINAND. And whosesoever’s hand it may be my lips dare approach,
know me as one not altogether unworthy! Acquaint me with so large a
part of your misfortune, noble girl, as is needful if I am to save and help
you.

TINTOMARA. I grieve, deeply.

FERDINAND. Think no ill of us who dwell by the seashore. A terrible
event, which may not pass my lips, prevents me from disclosing our

identities, my own and my friend’s at the Marble Quarry; yet rest assured
I’m a nobleman, who will do everything – everything – for you! And I
have at least something within my power. Why do you grieve?

TINTOMARA. Victor!

FERDINAND. Oh, don’t hide your pain, your whole being is so indescribably
eloquent of it. Still I recognize every trait of that gay faery creature who’s
been enchanting these woodlands with her weightless leaps, her jokes and,
alas, her pranks; with her inexplicably charming movements ... and yet
now all is changed, changed! A veil, as it were of subtlest darkness, trembles about your whole person ... your heavenly glance looks down on me
with a mildness which brings bliss, but also terror! By the living God, why
– why do you grieve?

TINTOMARA. Get up, Victor; I grieve deeply, deeply.

FERDINAND. But why?

TINTOMARA. Because you love me.

FERDINAND. One word, a lightning flash!

TINTOMARA. Get up – and let me both ask you and tell you something.

FERDINAND. What more, Tintomara, is there to ask? What more to tell?

TINTOMARA. Did you know the handsome Mannerhjelm?

FERDINAND. Herman Adolf Mannerhjelm? That unhappy man, who for
love of a witch blazed a trail to his own death? Him I knew. At the last in
despair, upon her unlovingly spurning him, he stole a pearl from her hair,
crushed it, swallowed it in a glass of wine, and died. Was he your kinsman?
Do you wish him avenged?

TINTOMARA. Did you know Hedenskjöld?

FERDINAND. Young baron Hedenskjöld? The one who spurred his English
charger through Haga’s gates and shattered his brow against them? All, so
it’s said, on account of a seductive troll, of the kind one finds in the capital.
Was that poor fellow, too, some relation of yours? What do you want me
to do?

TINTOMARA. Did you hear tell of Severin Nichols?

FERDINAND. Zacharias Nichols’ nephew? Undoubtedly he too added himself
to the number of these unfortunates. His body was found at Strömsborg,
the morning after the night when he, at the Opera, had vainly implored
the favours of a beautiful spectre.

TINTOMARA. This witch, this troll, this spectre was ... one and the same
person.

FERDINAND. Loathsome creature!

TINTOMARA. Did you never hear who she was?


FERDINAND. No, I’ve fled from all that poisonous Stockholm scum, even
from their very names.

TINTOMARA. But why, on her account, were all these persons lost?

FERDINAND. Because they let jealousy, like a headsman, drag them to its
self-created rack, to a scaffold whose timbers they had themselves fashioned – because –

TINTOMARA. Because?

FERDINAND. Because she didn’t return their love.

TINTOMARA. Victor – I – am she!

FERDINAND. Tintomara!!!

TINTOMARA. This witch, this troll, this spectre – you see before you.

FERDINAND. Oh God everlasting!

TINTOMARA. Farewell Victor – alas, farewell; I do not love you.





SCENE X


Stavsjö.


BARONESS. But brother, surely you see that I, as a woman, cannot carry
out this investigation?

UNCLE. No more can I. Suppose Lazuli really is a girl – delicate, delightful,
as can be seen in his whole person – what questions could I put to him?
No no; it’s simply impossible.

BARONESS. But what if, under all this, lies a great secret – of a perilous
nature!

UNCLE. So much the more crucial, then, for Lazuli to preserve his incognito;
we should be as considerate as he is.

BARONESS. But my daughters ...

UNCLE. ... more than anything else, as far as I can see, have recovered
their health thanks to his company.

BARONESS. But, brother, Lazuli must leave.

UNCLE. First and last, Lazuli is my new-found foster child, and resides
where I do. Of course I can leave too; that’s feasible.

BARONESS. Not, brother, in that fashion. But briefly – I do not wish –

MAMSELL JULIE (enters). Visitors! Visitors! A carriage with a golden coat
of arms is entering the courtyard.

BARONESS. Stupid obstacle!

UNCLE. Happy reprieve! Examine someone below the chin – that’s for the
devil to do. And anyway, no one who plays the violin like Lazuli does is a
charlatan.





SCENE XI


Stavsjö. The Library.


AMANDA. There are only two possibilities – either Ferdinand fell that
night, in which case he no longer exists for me in this world. Or else it was
His Majesty himself who fell; and Ferdinand, an outlawed regicide, is no
less lost to me for that. Isn’t it being said that he, with his portrait, himself
wrote that ‘he’ll never come again’? – though for my sanity’s sake they’ve
been so considerate as not to let me see the letter? Image I shall always
love! – yet not profaned by the friendship I feel for another, even if Lazuli
is a young man – !





SCENE XII


Stavsjö. The Orangerie.


ADOLFINE (alone). Delightful plants! – yet nurtured by art, not by nature’s
own warm breath. Another anemone wilted! Hateful visitors ... that gentleman can be as important as he likes; so much fuss over food, clothing,
appearance, get-up, and a thousand other arrangements. In my view
Mamma has altogether too great a weakness for visitors. Why bother my
head about such people? Ha, I hear someone coming.

LAZULI. Miss!

ADOLFINE (turns). If it isn’t Lazuli!

LAZULI. Ah – I took you for Amanda.

ADOLFINE. Amanda? Have you nothing to say to me?

LAZULI. Adolfine – but of course. Who’s the important visitor?

ADOLFINE. I haven’t made that irritating personage’s acquaintance.

LAZULI. The baroness no longer looks kindly on me. I’m leaving Stavsjö.

ADOLFINE. What do I hear? No, Lazuli, you are not; you mustn’t!

LAZULI. I don’t like sour faces.

ADOLFINE. Alas, Lazuli; don’t get so easily upset – my mother discerns
some strange secret in your name.

LAZULI. That’s nothing new for me.

ADOLFINE. But can nothing here make up for my mother’s glances?

LAZULI. Adolfine!

ADOLFINE. There’s something I’d like to ask you, from the depths of my
heart; but – Lazuli – I cannot. Nor need I. You’ve said you’re my
friend.

LAZULI. And so I am.


ADOLFINE. Do you see the flowers in this orangerie?

LAZULI. Another anemone wilted? I don’t like the atmosphere in here.
Sweet, gentle, sisterly creature, come out into the forest! Come out with
me, Adolfine. There you’ll breathe air perfumed with nature’s own freshness! It’ll make a girl of you again, a healthy wave in the wind; will you?

ADOLFINE. Alas, if I only dared!





SCENE XIII


Stavsjö. Amanda’s room.


LAZULI (at the door). May I come in?

AMANDA. Ah, Lazuli! But close the door behind you.

LAZULI. I must give you back this clasp.

AMANDA My clasp!

LAZULI. I took it one day; I wanted it. Since then an obstacle has ...

AMANDA. Why did you take my clasp, Lazuli?

LAZULII. I wanted it.

AMANDA. You didn’t ask my permission.

LAZULI. Just then Julie urgently wanted to speak to you, Amanda. And
why should I need your permission?

AMANDA. Oh Lazuli!

LAZULI. If I did, forgive me. Look, here’s your clasp; may I put it back
where I found it?

AMANDA. Wouldn’t you like to keep it?

LAZULI. Keep it?

AMANDA. How white your hand is, and how nimble. You who make so
light of taking – do you give as lightly?

LAZULI. Here, Amanda, the clasp is yours.

AMANDA. And for that very reason you, if you like, may keep it, in memory
of me.

LAZULI. In memory of you? Whom I’ll never forget.

AMANDA. Never? Never forget me? What feeling there is in those words –
my friend, are you sure?

LAZULI. I don’t understand; why should I? But I wanted to speak privily
with you, about a matter of importance. I looked for you in the
orangerie.

AMANDA. What is it, Lazuli?

LAZULI. I can’t stay here at Stavsjö, nor anywhere else hereabouts! So I’m
leaving, although as yet I don’t know when, or how to.


AMANDA. Not for ever, Lazuli? You’re not leaving us for ever?

LAZULI. I can’t stand the Baroness.

AMANDA. Ssh! What are you saying? We’re safe in here: what is it you
wanted to tell me?

LAZULI. Are you sufficiently recovered to dare to go out?

AMANDA. I’m infinitely better; and have only one person to thank for it.

LAZULI. Kind lovely heart, I know who you mean, though I don’t think so
highly of myself. How delightful it is to have sisters to confide in, and
what fun; never until now did I have any. Even so, though now I have
some, I must leave Stavsjö. Why are people always so hard on me – why is
their behaviour always so strange? But say – where can we talk confidentially, undisturbed? I’ve matters of importance I wish to consult you
about.

AMANDA. Now? Or when?

LAZULI. Daren’t you recover even more than you have?

AMANDA. Get better, Lazuli? Who desires it more than I?

LAZULI. You’ll be healthier out of doors than in.

AMANDA. In the drawing room? No, there we can’t speak either privately
or safely.

LAZULI. And the air in the drawing room isn’t fresh.

AMANDA. In the garden, then? Though there’s always someone or other taking a walk there. My mother –

LAZULI. The air’s isn’t fresh in the garden either.

AMANDA. Then I don’t know where.

LAZULI. But I do – in the forest.

AMANDA. In the forest? Alas, if I only dared!





SCENE XIV


The Marble Quarry. The Music Room.


CLAS HENRIK (alone). Our hours with the violin fall ever more thickly:
last Wednesday – last Friday – last Sunday – and now, Tuesday – yes,
this room shall be called the music room, in memory of Tintomara. It
seems she’s beginning to feel more at home here than at Stavsjö! She, I
say! I’m beginning to be too freespoken toward these walls of mine. What
am I to think about Ferdinand? Surely he’s bewitched – at least I find him
seldom at home, rather than often. If I weren’t restrained by the fear,
innate in us human beings, of uttering or even alluding to great and
strange secrets, I’d let him share the pleasure of my great discovery.

Certainly I find the company we keep here at the Marble Quarry more
interesting since I’ve known our captivating incognito is a girl – or do I?
Can I have deceived myself? Possible, but not probable; no no. Are the
violins in order – and the music? Good. My pupil will certainly be here
soon. Ah – who’s that coming across the yard to disturb me? Some girl
with a message from Pär Mattson? What nonsense can it be now? Well,
come in, what’s it about?

TINTOMARA (wearing the peasant costume). Good-day, George.

CLAS HENRIK What?

TINTOMARA. But George, don’t you recognize me?

CLAS HENRIK. What’s the meaning of this? My pupil? True, true – forgive
me if I seem surprised – not having seen you dressed like this before.

TINTOMARA. You see me disguised; but being a man of honour and having
a good heart, you’ll not wonder why.

CLAS HENRIK. Nothing can prevent me from wondering, Tintomara! My
whole being is nothing but wonder at what I behold. Even in their boldest
moments my eyes had never guessed anything of the kind.

TINTOMARA. Do not condemn me yet, George. I’ve got hold of these
clothes, and changed into them here; they suit my situation. By this disguise I wish to avoid scenes, painful scenes, at Stavsjö.

CLAS HENRIK. Scenes? Disguise? Is it quite certain, Tintomara, it’s now you’re
disguised? In my eyes, this guise suits you a thousand times better.

TINTOMARA. George, George, may I ask you for a great, a precious
confidence?

CLAS HENRIK Tintomara –

TINTOMARA. If a dusk seems to have fallen over my whole being today –
as it were, a veil over my cheerfulness – please forgive me; today I don’t
feel like making music.

CLAS HENRIK. Not like playing?

TINTOMARA. I’ll ask your advice; so great is my trust in your pure, free, honest eyes.

CLAS HENRIK But tell me –

TINTOMARA. What’s this expanse of water called that I see when I look out
of the window?

CLAS HENRIK Bråviken.

TINTOMARA. And the open countryside beyond, on the far side of the
creek?

CLAS HENRIK. Vikboland hundred.

TINTOMARA. Does it extend as far as to Stockholm?


CLAS HENRIK. How naïve you are; you must be jesting! What do you
mean? As you look across to Vikbolandet, you look as though you might
be seeing heaven. Let me inform you, Tintomara, that not Stockh–

TINTOMARA. Isn’t Stockholm quite close?

CLAS HENRIK. Your way of disguising yourself by seeming ignorant is by
no means unsuited to the rest of your incognito. But, entre nous, to what
purpose? You trust me, don’t you? You said so just now.

TINTOMARA. You’ve got a boat; you go out fishing; help me across to the
smiling open countryside beyond. I’m sure someone over there will help
me get to Stockholm.

CLAS HENRIK. To Stockholm? Entrancing mask, are you serious? Surely
you’re not thinking of leaving us?

TINTOMARA Why not?

CLAS HENRIK. But something new, something extraordinary, must have
happened? Give me some reasons. Have there been altogether new developments at Stavsjö?

TINTOMARA. Do you wish to be a man of free and pure disposition, such
as I can confide in? My hopes are in you.

CLAS HENRIK I’m amazed.

TINTOMARA. I’m pursued by hatred – but most of all by love.

CLAS HENRIK Love?

TINTOMARA. Love won’t leave me in peace, Georgino. If I hadn’t a heart,
it would cost me nothing.

CLAS HENRIK. If you hadn’t? I’d have thought it would be the other way
round?

TINTOMARA. Oh, if only I were heartless!

CLAS HENRIK. Hard though it is for me not to continually take it for granted
that it’s your subtle incognito, Tintomara, which has taken a new turn, I
no longer believe you speak in jest. Oh, wonderfully beautiful – or, still
better – noble Tintomara, speak plainly to me! I think I can call myself an
honest man; yes, you can confide in me.

TINTOMARA. If I had no heart – oh, if only I were a tiger, as they all say I
am – if I really were – how simple, how easy!

CLAS HENRIK You, a tiger?

TINTOMARA. As it is, alas, I’m no tiger; and it pains me to see what I do.

CLAS HENRIK. What do you see, inexplicable –

TINTOMARA. Promise me one thing, George, and shake hands on it and
kiss: one thing only, and I’ll tell you my secret.

CLAS HENRIK. Lovely girl – may I call you that? – true or not, your clothes

permit me to. Here’s my hand! They must have been unkind to you at
Stavsjö.

TINTOMARA. Promise me, George, one thing at least: that you aren’t in
love with me!

CLAS HENRIK. Daylight never smiled more sombrely on my soul’s innermost
essence. I don’t understand –

TINTOMARA. And that you never will love me!

CLAS HENRIK. Tintomara! Girl, what a thing to ask!

TINTOMARA. Call me what you will – girl, pupil, youth – it’s all one; but
for once, just for once, give me joy of yourself!

CLAS HENRIK Of myself?

TINTOMARA. Yes, of you. All the others fall in love with me; wilt away,
die, perish, go to pieces – what things haven’t I just witnessed over there,
on the other side of the forest! You lie, you lie! I’m no tiger!

CLAS HENRIK. What expression beneath those half-closed eyelids! I don’t
understand you.

TINTOMARA. It’s true, isn’t it, that you aren’t in love with me?

CLAS HENRIK. Abyss, calling to me from afar out of its thousand enchanted
depths! Smiling while seemingly wishing to repel!

TINTOMARA. Stop talking to yourself, and look at me.

CLAS HENRIK. Can paradise ... can innocence wear an aspect so stirring to
the senses?

TINTOMARA. Couldn’t we cross Bråviken together? Is it impossible? How
agitatedly, so impulsively you pass your hand across your brow? Oh
George, George, surely it’s not impossible to row, row over to that other
happier shore?

CLAS HENRIK. If I pass my hand over my brow it’s to reject the most upsetting, thoughts and the most dangerous.

TINTOMARA. You think too much, all to no purpose. Alas, why can’t we
leave, take to the oars? So narrow that strait seems, between here and there!

CLAS HENRIK. Tintomara, this is becoming serious, and must have an end.
If you feel like playing a duet, I’m quite ready. Why not –

TINTOMARA George!

CLAS HENRIK. I’m not being discourteous; only I find it very hard to ask
you – O God – O my God – but underneath all this some deep secret lies
hid. Let’s play together, then go back to Stavsjö, if you’re really staying
there, as you’ve said you are – go back, with or without these clothes you
say you’ve bought – Ah, what am I talking about? I know longer know
what I’m saying–


TINTOMARA. Of course I’m staying at Stavsjö! George, how can you think
I’m lying?

CLAS HENRIK. Lying? An unforgivable word – it never passed my lips.

TINTOMARA. I must get away from Stavsjö, George – things were bad
there before, but now they’re horrible! I must leave this part of the country, at once.

CLAS HENRIK. But lovely girl, that cannot be.

TINTOMARA. Farewell – I see I must go back to Stavsjö one last time, and
find some other expedient. I’d thought you would help me, George.

CLAS HENRIK. Help? Well, let’s talk it over next time we meet; surely there
can be no harm to you in that? Besides, my boat needs repairing.

TINTOMARA Farewell.

CLAS HENRIK. When will you come to the Quarry next? At least you can
leave your violin here.

TINTOMARA. No longer – our music-making’s at an end.

CLAS HENRIK. But just once, for God’s sake! Surely I can see you again,
beloved; I beg you, for God and His mercy’s sake, don’t put that violin
under your arm!

TINTOMARA. Oh George – your boat’s all in pieces.

CLAS HENRIK. Tintomara – for the sake of all the seven heavens! If I’ve hurt
you, upset you, insulted you – one word only – don’t go – one forgiving word
– only one, one lovely word – for all the angels’ sakes – don’t go – one word –

TINTOMARA Adieu.





SCENE XV


Stavsjö. A dimly lit room.


AMANDA. Horrible creature!

ADOLFINE. What have you to reproach me for?

AMANDA. Horrible! Horrible!

ADOLFINE. Amanda! Amanda!

AMANDA. Horrible! Horrible! Horrible!

ADOLFINE. You know very well I’ve been out of my mind, and can be
again.

AMANDA. You know I’ve been out of my wits; don’t count on me not losing
them again.

ADOLFINE. Oh, horrible – I must sit down.

AMANDA. But I – for my part – I remain standing, stand here like a spectre
in front of you, as of your conscience.


ADOLFINE. My conscience is pure and white, pure and white, pure and
white.

AMANDA. Yes, I’m pure, and am dressed in white.

ADOLFINE. White spectre! everything’s spinning round before my eyes,
round and round. Oh, sit down, don’t stand.

AMANDA. It’s going round and round, my strength fails, I can stand no
more, and so shall be seated! (With these words Amanda took a chair but
placed it directly facing Adolfine, and so close that their knees struck together.
Ceaselessly they went on with their conversation, their movements, however,
always such that the one who was speaking bowed her head deeply to the other
and then immediately sat up straight again; whereupon the other, replying,
bowed down in her turn. Thus these two unfortunates together resembled – forgive an expression that sounds cold and hard, but is meant quite otherwise –
resembled some mechanical device – yes, a pumping engine – always rising on
its one side as it plunges down on the other.)

ADOLFINE. I’ll tell you.

AMANDA. I’ll tell you too.

ADOLFINE. Lazuli went out into the forest.

AMANDA. I went out too.

ADOLFINE. Lazuli and I wished to speak privily about a certain matter.

AMANDA. Lazuli and I had something private to discuss.

ADOLFINE. With proud steps Lazuli went into the forest.

AMANDA. Such chagrin, such pride there was on Lazuli’s brow.

ADOLFINE. So furious Lazuli was with the baroness’ wrathful glances.

AMANDA. What business had you there?

ADOLFINE. What business had you there?

AMANDA. He wanted to take his leave of me, consult with me privily.

ADOLFINE. He wished to speak privily with me, ask my advice ...

AMANDA. He said so himself, invited me to go with him out into
Kolmården.

ADOLFINE. He’d invited me out into the forest, saying himself he wanted
to speak to me.

AMANDA. So envious you are! So lovely a friendship – was it more than
you could bear?

ADOLFINE. So unjust you are, so jealous! Surely you could have tolerated
so innocent a friendship!

AMANDA. How you lied when you said Lazuli was only a girl.

ADOLFINE. How you lied, saying your friendship was only a friendship.

AMANDA. You too have lied! You too have lied!


ADOLFINE. You too have lied!

AMANDA. Oh Adolfine! My sister! Such words between us!

ADOLFINE. What words between us, oh Amanda, my sister?

AMANDA. Oh, when I remember how you stood to his right hand on the
cliff, I to his left.

ADOLFINE. He sought relief from your harangues by looking at me, on his
right. O shame!

AMANDA. Only to immediately turn to his left again, to me, so as not to
hear your cries, on his right. What dishonour!

ADOLFINE. How indignantly his eyes flashed when he looked to his left!
How well it suited him!

AMANDA. With what furious indignation he looked to his right. How admirably did not that indignation become him!

ADOLFINE. How his eyes gleamed under their brows at having to see you –
yes, you – falling on your knees there in the forest!

AMANDA. Having to see you fall on your knees and beg him not to leave.
What concern was it of yours? God! And in the forest too!

ADOLFINE. How wrathfully he passed his hand over his eyes at your behaviour ... on his left!

AMANDA. Ah no, it was to wipe away a tear, so pitiable did your behaviour
seem to him ... on his right.

ADOLFINE. And in a flash was gone from us, among the trees. Gone in a
flash, as far perhaps, as far, as far ... as to grim Bråviken.

AMANDA. Leaving us alone –

ADOLFINE. On our knees before each other –

AMANDA. After the departure of him who had been standing between –

ADOLFINE. What dishonour, what shame –

AMANDA. What grief, what despair –

ADOLFINE. It would never have happened, if ...

AMANDA. ... you hadn’t followed us, prevented – spoilt – destroyed – ! O
heaven!

ADOLFINE. If you hadn’t sung for him! How, oh how could you wish to
extinguish the last spark of my being, of my joy in living!

AMANDA. Alas, why did I believe you when you first told me he was a girl
... Never again shall I trust you, never again!

ADOLFINE. Never shall I trust you again, for wishing to extinguish my
last, my only flame! See how I pursue you, spy now on your every movement – !

AMANDA. No matter where you go, I follow, for I’ll never trust you again!


ADOLFINE. Go where you will, I’ll follow; slip away, and I’ll slip after.

AMANDA. Stand where you will, I’ll be standing in front of you.





SCENE XVI


The Marble Quarry.


CLAS HENRIK. You look like a killer-bear, Captain; how long are you going
to go about unshaven?

FERDINAND. I’ll go unshaven in front of whomever I will, and show myself
shaven to whomever I choose!

CLAS HENRIK. There’s someone I dream of nightly, and to whom you bear
a horrible resemblance.

FERDINAND. Oh, and who is it you dream of nightly?

CLAS HENRIK Ankarström.

FERDINAND. None worse. At nights I for my part dream of someone who’s
done more harm than Ankarström.

CLAS HENRIK. Just so unshaven, so unbrushed, so shaggy did Ankarström
like to be. The only difference is that you’re a head taller, for he was a
short, stumpy fellow. Open your eyes so wide they show their whites;
there’s a bloodshot gleam in them. Always, Captain, you’ve been known
for your good looks; but for some time now you’ve become – forgive my
saying so – terribly handsome.

FERDINAND. And you, Major, monstrously so.

CLAS HENRIK. And for whom, may I ask, am I to spruce myself up?

FERDINAND. Only five or six days ago your fingernails were shorter and
your glances less jagged.

CLAS HENRIK. Neither did it seem to me, five or six days ago, I saw a shaggy
bearskin when I looked at your polissons.

FERDINAND. Comment? Polisson!

CLAS HENRIK Monsieur!

FERDINAND. Au diable, sans-culottes que vous êtes!

CLAS HENRIK. Misérable! Coquin!

FERDINAND. Aha – that fiddle on the wall there – is it yours, or hers?

CLAS HENRIK. Hers? What do you mean – hers? So – you know!

FERDINAND. So you draw yourself up to your full height? Deny you ever
knew your pupil was a girl? Very well, and there have been some blissful
moments, I warrant, here in this chamber, or I’ll be damned: while I, like a
simpleton, stood gaping at mosquitoes up there on my shooting range!

CLAS HENRIK. You’ve known it? You? For a long time perhaps – ha!

There must have been some delightful moments up there in a thousand
sylvan spots in the forest, while I, hopeful and trusting, by God, sat here
plucking away at my D-string she’s put in.

FERDINAND. What do you mean – delights – in the forest – for me? If so,
wasn’t it my right – wasn’t it I who brought Tintomara here in the first
place? But you, Pisces –

CLAS HENRIK. Boast as you will, it was to me she offered herself; to go
away with me, across the creek, over Bråviken – yes, go on, stare! It was
me she wanted to elope with –

FERDINAND. Elope? With you? Death and damnation! So, now I know
what she meant by her last word – which shall be paid for!

CLAS HENRIK. I’ll have you know that her feelings for me were so kindly
that it was to me she came in the end (aside) – alas, how long ago? –
(aloud) undisguised! Came as a surprise, clad as a girl, and asked it of me
as a favour to confide in me.

FERDINAND Really?

CLAS HENRIK. She’d bought this charming folk costume, so captivating in
its simplicity, from the people here at the Marble Quarry.

FERDINAND. Bought it? She took it – at least Elsa’s daughter still hasn’t
had any money for it. (aside) So Tintomara’s taken with her those clothes
she wore in the forest ... Alas, what is it she wants? Is there anything she
does respect? She whose hands take! Oh God, if only I could fix in the
depths of my mind the image of a witch – can anyone count how many
she has killed? – a witch, who takes everything and gives nothing. Didn’t
she herself try to make me believe it of her – alas! and with what glances,
in what a posture, didn’t she implore me to fear her? I pile up every thinkable reason for hating and loathing her: all her faults, every evil she can be
accused of, I count by day, I count at night – and still the sum total of all
my addings is – love!

CLAS HENRIK. My words certainly give you cause for quite lengthy
meditations.

FERDINAND. (aloud) Boast as you will, you know it was I who obtained
those clothes for her, I who wanted to see her out there in her rightful
shape, who’d brought the costume with me and asked her to put it on; and
so she did, in the forest.

CLAS HENRIK. In the forest? You’re lying – hellfire and brimstone – !

FERDINAND. I – lying? Who says that to an officer?

CLAS HENRIK. Let go of my collar – you’re mad with rage – let go, I say –
what’s the meaning of this?


FERDINAND. And there’s a slap in the face, for you to remember that I’m
no liar.

CLAS HENRIK. You may be mad with rage; yet I believe you’ve enough of
an honest man in you to tell me whether that gun you’re holding under
your arm is loaded!

FERDINAND. Don’t worry. I shan’t let fly indoors. But fancy you, Clas
Henrik, not telling me, going about slyly and keeping it from me that
she’s a – fooling me into thinking you knew nothing of it – how could
you? – fie for a bad comrade!

CLAS HENRIK. What harm have I done you?

FERDINAND. More harm than the late King, whose life I tried to take –

CLAS HENRIK. What – what are you up to, cocking your gun? Ha! A shot
from its muzzle has smashed my violin –

FERDINAND. And puts finis to our duets!

CLAS HENRIK. He who touches my violin touches me, says Viotti.

FERDINAND. He’d have done better if he’d said: he who smashes my violin
murders me.

CLAS HENRIK. And that’s meant for me?

FERDINAND Swallow it.

CLAS HENRIK. I’ll see you on that.

(pause)

CLAS HENRIK Ferdinand!

FERDINAND Clas Henrik.

CLAS HENRIK. And still I can’t forget how you looked, out there in front of
your splendid company – choice fellows to a man, and you out in front,
handsomest of all! And now your head droops to the floor over your gunmuzzle.

FERDINAND. Major, I remember a time when I honoured you, saw in you
a model for myself! I even loved ...

CLAS HENRIK. Loved me! And now we’re to be enemies?

FERDINAND. To the death.

CLAS HENRIK. To this pass has regicide brought us: to stand here facing
each other as enemies, and without chivalry’s halo around our heads, as
we once did in Humlegården.

FERDINAND. No, but this time shaggy and unshaven –

CLAS HENRIK. To this has our roe deer brought us.

FERDINAND. Not a word about roe deer, Aquarius!

CLAS HENRIK. Not a word from you, rotten shot that you are, who always
miss!


FERDINAND. Not a word, I say, pitiable fiddlestring-plucker with water on
the brain! What misfortune that you should ever have seen ...

CLAS HENRIK. And you – damn you – should never have realized ...

FERDINAND. Farewell, Aquarius. You’ll come to know me better. But
know this: the Deer belongs to Sagittarius, and Aquarius must be content
with Pisces. Diable à quatre.





SCENE XVII


The forest.


CLAS HENRIK. Where? But in what places, between which bushes must I
tread? What paradises, O God, have I never shared! He’s shaved himself
today, which means he hopes to meet her, no doubt at the Linden Meet
I’ve so often heard him mention. And where they’ve been enjoying
themselves!





SCENE XVIII


The forest.


FERDINAND. I, or no one. No one else – that, at least, is something.





SCENE XIX


Outside Stavsjö Manor.


AMANDA. She has left the house and taken one of the two paths from
Stavsjö to the Linden Meet, and that’s for sure. So I’ll take the other.





SCENE XX


In the park outside Stavsjö.


ADOLFINE. She didn’t notice I saw her slip out through the front door and
go one way. But never fear; I’ll go the other.





SCENE XXI


Kolmården. Moonlight. Clear weather.


The Linden Meet, where the paths cross, in the centre the pretty little
patch of greensward and the great lime tree. The white moonshine had
laid most captivatingly hold of every object, all shadows seemed

wondrously half-illumined; the high crown of the lime tree trembled
silver and green with its thousands of leaves.

Underneath it, on the stone, Tintomara sat silent and solitary.
Presumably to bid farewell to her beloved forest.

She looked about her. So warm and yet so cool, the evening was!
Here nothing was unfamiliar, no boulder, no bush. Since the four paths,
two coming southwards from the Bråviken district, and two from the
north around Stavsjö, intersected in the little patch of greensward, sitting
there under the linden tree she was in the middle of a cross shaped like a

x    x

x
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Each greying tree stump, each rough tuft of grass, all was known
and familiar to her – and yet in the gloaming this evening the moonshine, falling on all this from above, made of all these objects a novel
panorama to her eyes. Many a distant bush seemed to reach upward and
become a giant; many a great tree dwindled till it resembled a dwarf.
But the four paths, each of which opened up a long perspective deep
into the forest, were coal-black – great black lines on all four sides – the
dense vegetation on all hands forbade the moonlight to enter them.

Neither any instrument of music nor any firearm did Tintomara
have with her. She was wearing the neat peasant costume she had several
times taken such pleasure in, her head was sunk on her bosom. At
length, breaking her silence, she began humming the melody she once
before, here at the Linden Meet, had heard within her, and had sung for
its surroundings. This time the words differed slightly as they came to
her:


No one shall find me,

none do I find,

Pine, spruce and hazel, juniper, lind

all of them curtsey,

bow to the wind –

One thing is better than playing and singing:

thanks and farewell, my beautiful lind!

Thanks and farewell my

heavenly forest –

Pine, spruce and hazel, nod to the wind.

Birds, I must leave you,


Farewell, ye lynxes!

Pine, spruce and hazel, beeches and lind,

all of them curtsey,

bow to the wind –

One thing is better than –



Tintomara’s voice broke off short as she sharply turned her head to
one side, her acute vision seeming to notice the approach of some real
being, as if indeed all those she was bidding farewell to in her song too,
had come to take their farewells of her. Along all four paths she saw
something stir, saw it coming simultaneously toward her out of the distant darkness. Steadily, stealthily, but identically along all four long
black openings, so cautiously was it drawing nigh, as if on each side
none wished to draw any of the others’ attention.

As it came closer Tintomara, terrified, half climbed up on the boulder
to observe it all even more closely from where she stood leaning against
the linden tree. There was, she saw, a difference between the approaching figures; those coming along the southern paths were dark, whilst the
two coming down the two northern paths were white and wore veils.

When at length all four had come to within a few arm’s lengths of
the linden tree, Tintomara gave a scream, loud and piercing, and threw
out her arms. In her gesture was perhaps more fear than threat; but
since by now all four had come so close that, at this point where their
paths met, they could not but be aware of each other, upon Tintomara
in her involuntary aversion or terror letting out a second even more
piercing cry, her hands, and even her feet, as if kicking out at them,
could not otherwise than threaten the objects of this horrible vision.

‘Be gone, accursed!’

These words were heard so swiftly, so briefly and yet in so hard a
tone of voice, it is unlikely they came from Tintomara. Either as an
effect of this sound, or in terror at the threatening movements of her
hands and feet; or, perhaps most of all, upon each of the four becoming
aware that he or she was not alone in having come to the Linden Meet,
but that the three others had done likewise – however this may have
been, in an instant the two white figures sank down like dust on the
paths that lead northwards to Stavsjö, and the two dark ones, as if pursued by an irresistible terror, fled down theirs to the south, yet not far –
for a shot rang out, and they too (both of them, that is, as best
Tintomara beneath the great linden tree could make out) fell to the

ground. As the echo of each shot renewed its sound in her listening
ear, she, like a happy child, clapped her hands, delighted no doubt to
find herself free of the monstrous apparition, or else in sheer pleasure at
hearing the shot fly through the moonshine’s trembling silvery veils in
so enlivening a manner. A long while they lasted, these cheerful echoes,
and the moon herself, rising higher and higher, glimmered ever more
free, more mystically enchanting.
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SCENE I


Stavsjö.


The morning after the evening last mentioned, the dowager baroness
M* and her brother the Crown Forester, uncle to her household, were
engaged in a tête-à-tête whose weight and import could be surmised from
the agitated expressions on their faces. From time to time they looked out
through the window, where a travelling coach of the most opulent aspect
was standing, surrounded by a resplendent bevy of servants.

‘My sister,’ the uncle went on, ‘I take it you haven’t omitted to offer
him all your courtesy and attention? We must even be polite to his servants. Our last visitor was as nothing compared with this one, was merely
his outrider!’

Politeness? Had His Majesty himself honoured Stavsjö with a visit,
she replied, I could do no more. His Excellency – is that how I must
address him? –

‘Yes – do: in reality he’s only a president – president of the Fiscal
Court of Appeal. But it’s said he’ll soon be an Excellency, and no harm’s
done by flattering him with a presumptive title.’

Excellency, then! His Excellency will certainly be leaving us during
the forenoon. Have you been able to find out what can be the real reason
for him doing us so great an honour?

‘No greater honour, surely, than is our due, residing here at
Stavsjö?’


No doubt, brother, no doubt; but we’ve never had any dealings with
His Excellency’s family.

‘Frankly, sister, his visit isn’t without a small element of espionage.
It has to do with your daughters’ matches, so happily conceived but so
unhappily broken off. I don’t understand it; but I’ve a feeling their fiancés, though proscribed regicides, are thought to be still enjoying our
house’s protection.’

But that’s impossible! I’ve told His Excellency how sincerely I hate
both them and all evil-minded persons.

‘It’s beyond belief! Yet people seem to think we’re secretly hiding
them, or at least that they’re somewhere in the neighbourhood.’

Oh, it’s execrable! Shall we never be quit of such a blot on our
escutcheon?

‘At the least glimpse of His Excellency, or even of the lowliest of his
servants, command all your people, your whole household, to pay them
every attention and show the deepest submissiveness.’

But brother, isn’t that the King’s own coach he’s travelling in? Its
coat of arms contain the letters G.A.R. Doesn’t that stand for Gustavus
Adolphus Rex?

‘But sister, don’t you know? No. It stands for Gustaf Adolf
Reuterholm.’43

Aha.

‘But it’s all one. It’s he who rules in reality, or soon will.’

Third man in a whole kingdom! An elevated station, brother,
unspeakable, immense! Naturally His Majesty himself, though still a
minor, is first. His Royal Highness the Regent, second; and since it’s said
His Excellency Baron Reuterholm best knows how to gratify His Royal
Highness by implementing his wishes, he is, or is going to be, third.
Third man among three million people! Am I right in my assumption,
brother?

‘No, sister, you’re wrong. He who comes third is Number Qne. So
by all means regard the R in that coat of arms as standing for Rex.’

Reuterholm, Number One in Sweden?

‘Yes. As a Freemason, so much I dare tell you: Reuterholm is
primus.’

Primus?

‘Or virtually. Nothing to brood on. He is, or soon will be Number
One. The Duke, as you’ve just said, is Number Two; and the minor,
Number Three.’


Still, what danger is there to us in His Excellency, or the first man
in Sweden, en route for the capital, passing a night at Stavsjö?

‘Very well then, enjoy the honour while it lasts. Has the post come?’

You do well to remind me of it, brother. Alas, we’re undone! My misgivings turn out to be true; and it’s you who’ve been wrong.

‘What’s happened now?’

I’ve received a letter about ... a certain matter just now preoccupying
the whole capital – indeed very likely the entire kingdom, even though
it isn’t new – but no one, while the impression of the king’s assassination
was still fresh, gave a thought to it. But it’s now come to the
surface ...

‘But what is it?’

Someone has stolen one of the most precious of the crown jewels.

‘You don’t say so!’

It happened last spring. Neither the police nor any of the lords-lieutenant have been able to trace it. It’s said to be beyond price.

‘And this in our poverty-stricken Sweden?’

What’s more, there’s a link between this dreadful theft and that
most horrible of murders.

‘Murder? That’s nasty.’

The police were hard on the thief’s heels (so writes my Stockholm
correspondent) and even went to a house where they were sure they’d
pick up the thread of the whole tangled skein. A small house where only
two people were living: a mother and her daughter. Entering, they find
the mother dead, poisoned, and the daughter vanished; likewise the jewels, which as I say have never been recovered.

‘And this infamous daughter, haven’t they caught her?’

No (says my letter); she has disappeared so completely that not the
faintest trace of her has been found. They don’t even know her real
name. They’ve gone through all registers of passports issued throughout
the country, every clearing agent for its shipping, all parish lists have
been scrutinized, likewise all baptismal records – fruitlessly! There’s no
such person.

‘If she’s not recorded as even having been christened, then she’s not
in this world. Yet at the very least she must have been born. The whole
thing’s a chimaera, a lot of empty talk put about by Liljensparre to give
his nasty henchmen an air of being remarkable, indispensable.’

No, brother; she does exist; and the worst of it is, I know where.

‘So much the better, then; where’s the difficulty?’


This letter gives the date on which she vanished from her mother.
And now I come to think about it, it was on the morrow we left
Stockholm, taking with us the young gentleman who has turned into
something so very different from what I had appointed him to be. Yes,
my dear brother, the whole of Sweden is looking for – Lazuli!

‘Childishness!’

I am not being childish. When my unhappy daughters confided to me
their secret about Lazuli being a girl, it was in fear and trembling. They
assured me that to disclose it would entail the very greatest danger.

‘A fable, dead long ago! What foundation is there for their foolish
belief? It annoys me to hear this tale of my good protégé, whom I love as
a son, being a girl.’

No doubt of it, Lazuli is a genteel young man; still, I’m going to
have him locked up. It will still further improve his nature and make
him less dangerous.

‘Mystery-mongering!’

I don’t need to be a Freemason to see how things stand, and that
there’s no hope for my unhappy children. They’ve recovered their wits,
only to lose them for ever. This Lazuli is a terrifying young man!

‘But sister, even if I accept what you’re saying as true, I see no misfortune in it. As my adopted son he’s not too insignificant a personage to be a
match for either of my nieces; as for fortune, I’ll provide him with one.’

Brother, what are you saying?

‘What I say. Which of the girls would suit him best? Amanda, I
fancy; she’s the more musical.’

But brother, they’re both insane! God have mercy on you, talking of
match-making, without even knowing what a state Mamsell Julie found
them in yesterday evening. She had to fetch my chambermaid to carry
them home.

‘Carry?’

Yes; but it’s all over – I’ll make a secret of it no longer – and all,
you must know, for love. There’s no hope for them. Both are in bed,
each in her own room.

‘If only I knew which of them it is he has offered his love to, the matter could quickly be settled’

Hateful youth! Destroyer, seducer, singer, reader! My poor children’s
sanity, all that was left of it after that dreadful night when the King was
killed, was shattered last night.

‘I tremble – last night? But, dear sister, you’re full of chimaeras.’


Believe me!

‘But isn’t he a girl – you’ve just said so – who’s stolen gems, poisoned
her own mother, and is wanted all over the kingdom?’

All too true, that’s the way of it, yes! Defend him as you will, brother,
I still hate him – this good-for-nothing in whom I see my family’s downfall. I’ll not see him at my table; don’t let him presume to cross my path!
Or I’ll show him the door, have him kicked out!

‘He’s under my protection.’

Fortunately he has run away.

‘What? Lazuli? Run away?’

I’m delighted to hear that he, hunted by my glances, has long been
planning to desert us. No one knows where he spent last night. And I
hope he’s gone for good.

‘Oh God, my Lazuli – gone!’

You’re no better than my children, Uncle – poor wretches, I’ve had
to put a servant in either room, at each of their bedsides, to restrain
them. Like you they keep calling out: ‘Lazuli – gone! Lazuli’s gone
away!’ and trying to get out of their beds to bid him farewell. Oh my
poor household! Oh, Danvik!

At these exclamations the door opened, and Mamsell Julie entered,
announcing that the baroness’ déjeuner dinatoire was waiting to be
served in the great dining hall, and that His Excellency was already
come down.

With an expression that betrayed her anxiety lest something go
wrong with a meal she wished served with the choicest distinction, she
went downstairs. The Crown Forester followed.

Here the chief object of our attention is President Reuterholm himself. Going up to the table he sat down at it, and though her distinguished guest cast an encouraging glance at his hostess the Baroness to
do the same, she did not follow suit, but remained all the while on her
feet, hovering round the dinner table, animated and attentive. Leaning
against the far edge of the dining hall’s tiled stove, Uncle, too, remained
standing; while at the room’s far end, by the door leading out into the
lobby, a number of persons dressed in their best clothes assisted, eyes
and mouths agape (but politely so), at this public repast.

The déjeuner had not long been in progress when a low murmur
from the doorway announced that something was afoot in the lobby outside, though no one dared break the sublime silence prevailing within.
And the bevy of persons hastily made way for a newcomer who on light

footsteps and to everyone’s amazement entered and fearlessly crossed
the dining room floor. The uncle, standing at the stove, recognized his
Lazuli’s face; but was dumbfounded to see, beneath this well-known
countenance, a peasant girl’s neat striped dress covering the whole slender body.

Hardly had the newcomer reached the centre of the floor than, at
the sound of these seemingly unperturbed footsteps, Reuterholm, his
back half-turned on the people clustered in the doorway, turned round.
And jumping up from his chair, went toward the intruder with one
hand stretched out in greeting, saying, ‘What do I see? Azouras, here?’

To which she, not taking his hand, simply replied, ‘I must come
with you to Stockholm.’

‘Beautiful Azouras! You choose a most unsuitable moment!’

A moment when it suits me to leave Stavsjö.

‘I mean inconvenient,’ His Excellency went on, a trifle confused,
and as if fumbling for the right word. ‘I mean, certain – discoveries –
have been made, certain matters, such as make an incognito – yes, even
residing in so remote a place – not undesirable.’

H’m.

‘On the all-important night,’ he went on, ‘Rémy saw something in
the corridors he ought not to have seen. People are talking of a decoy –
and not merely talking, either, but are searching for one.’

At the special emphasis Reuterholm here laid on certain of his
words a quick flush passed over Azouras’ face, as of wrath or indignation. ‘A decoy!’ she exclaimed. ‘Let me tell you – yes indeed, I shall tell
you – Herr Gustaf Adolf Reu–’

‘What audacity!’ he interrupted her. ‘Trying to play your ace of
trumps before my very eyes!’ His eyes kindled and he fell back a pace.

Under so frightening a glare Azouras cocked her head a little to one
side, but stood her ground. Even took half a pace toward him, her eyes
widening until they were like great globes whose pupils glowed in their
whites like fiery blue enamel. And said:

That’s right – fall back a pace! because I know who it was enticed me
into enticing! And can speak out!

At this the eminent guest fell back another step. And involuntarily a
deep pallor, due no doubt to the groundless and unjust aspersion he
heard cast upon him and which he feared the ignorant might believe,
more especially in a time so filled with murky intrigues and when one
person could so easily be taken for another, spread over his shapely

features. Deciding on the spot she should come with him, he said, sotto
voce, ‘You’re right, we’ll go to Stockholm.’

Speaking as it were to herself, but without her piercing glance relinquishing for an instant its blenching prey, Azouras went on, ‘I have
loved the thirteen-year-old; I’ve always loved him, as my own bro–; yes,
and always shall, though my mother told me this isn’t what’s meant by a
kind of love I’ve no use for. When the go-between told me it would further his fortune and welfare, I saw no harm, for the boy’s sake, in taking
a few steps in the corridors – the less so as I had no idea what sort of fortune was meant; and certainly not that which transpired. But it has happened; and you, Herr Gustaf Adolf – who bear the same name as the
thirteen-year-old and hold his power in your hands while he’s still growing up – you, who sit in the seat of government, it’s not for you to come
here and talk about people searching! But if they are – then of my own
free will I’ll tell them who it was, and who knew in advance what his act
would lead to – something, alas, the poor pupil did not know, she who
had been so used, in so many pantomimes, to carrying out whatever rôle
some dancing master had allotted to her.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ Reuterholm, no doubt also slightly flattered to hear
how people regarded him as the realm’s real ruler, drowned the girl’s
words with a shrill laugh – a notion, however, wholly untrue; for in reality it was the Duke who was ruling, as is obvious from the way he would
finally dismiss his favourite, yet a notion – like so many other groundless
rumours – frequently repeated in conversations at that time.

‘Dancing master!’ he exclaimed. ‘Well, it’s just such a merry-andrew
I’ve been wanting to speak to you about, and – But lovely Azouras,
waste no more time. Come to table –’

And when Azouras, instead of approaching the table, opened her
lips to say more, he got up again, went over to her, and took her by the
hand. ‘Time’s short, and we’ve a long journey ahead of us. We’ll talk
more of this in my coach; but now – eat and drink a little. The wine’s
not too bad.’

He threw an aquiline glance over his shoulder, for a plate for his
newly invited guest. And the baroness, skipping over to her sideboard,
returned with one of her very finest plates, rimmed with genuine gold,
and set it down in front of the person she hitherto had been used to calling Lazuli; after which she again withdrew, and promptly, to the far end
of the table, where she remained standing.

His Excellency, as if unable to fill his travelling companion’s mouth

too swiftly, roughly and off-handedly sliced her some choice portions
of the fowl. And with a displeased expression, seizing a bottle to pour
her out some wine, again remarked to the baroness, over his shoulder,
‘Haven’t you any other wine? Can’t this place offer any sweet wine?
Women’s wine?’

Deeply distressed, the baroness curtsied, and sighed: Your
Excellency!

‘Beg pardon, ma’am,’ Reuterholm replied with what was intended to
be a polite nod of his head. ‘I forgot how deep in the country you are.’

The girl, having had nothing to eat – as the author of our history
points out – either the previous evening or that morning, was not slow
to tuck in to many of the viands His Excellency placed in front of her;
with a long journey ahead of her she had every reason to. For the most
part Reuterholm, though he now and again sat down, remained standing; and so nimbly and attentively did he offer her dishes, preserves, and
all manner of tasty tit-bits, he resembled more than anything else a welltrained maître d’hôtel, a rôle to which the baroness, for her part, played
either second fiddle or else some other rôle so inferior that our native
tongue lacks a name for it. Anyone who has perused our nation’s
chronicles will know how little such a piece of politeness accorded with
the character of this man, in his day the proudest in all Sweden. And, no
one being more familiar than they were with Reuterholm’s arrogant
ways, the baroness and her brother trembled. For they realized very well
that he would never have behaved as he was doing now for any but the
weightiest reason, and possibly out of some very great fear. In a manner
all her own and with the careless legerdemain with which she treated
plates, glasses and chocolate cups, the person in the girl’s costume contrasted with the stiff etiquette of the rest of the company. At one
moment she said to His Excellency,

‘Before we go, leave twenty riksdalers here for – ’

Twenty riksdalers? he repeated, unbuttoning his coat.

‘I’ll be needing some cash,’ she went on, ‘to give to some honest folk
who live beside a creek in the countryside hereabouts, and who gave me
these clothes. Well, make it twenty-eight riksdalers; I’d like to give eight
to the domestics I’ve seen around me this summer, here at Stavsjö.’

Reuterholm took out twenty riksdalers from his pocket with one
hand, and eight with the other.

To which of these persons present shall I give the twenty riksdalers?
he asked.


‘Give them to that kind-hearted gentleman standing over there by
the stove,’ the girl said, throwing the uncle a friendly glance. ‘He
wanted to adopt me, and truly I’m deeply in his debt for all that he,
more than anyone, has done for a poor seventeen-year-old stranger. Go
to the big creek, Herr Uncle – what’s it called, now – that creek of yours
down by the estuary?’ she broke off, with a nod to the baroness.

What creek can that be? We own no creek – except Bråviken, if that’s
your pleasure –

‘Bråviken, yes! At Bråviken you’ll find some good people whose
daughter these clothes belonged to. Give her the money.’

With an embarrassed, most unmusical, look on his face the uncle
accepted the twenty riksdalers.

My good sir, said Reuterholm. Be so good as to accept these eight
riksdalers too. You know, better than I do, who to distribute them to.

These too Uncle had to accept, with a look as he did so toward the
door where, among the rest of the staff, Mamsell Julie’s neck seemed to
project further than anyone else’s.

Reuterholm coughed; and his first lackey stepped forward from the
crowd. ‘Go downstairs, Crispin,’ he said, ‘and open the boot of my carriage. Pick her out a suitable light overcoat and a hat.’

Crispin left the room, and after a while came up again with a fine
blue mantle lined with red sateen, and a grey beaver chapeau rond in a
hatbox.

Taking the hat out of the hatbox and going up to Azouras where she
was still sitting at table, Reuterholm said, ‘Your peasant disguise ill
becomes you when travelling in my company; improve it, at least, by
draping this mantle over you, and wearing this light hat.’ She smiled
her approval.

Holding her little grey beaver hat in her hand, Azouras went up to
the baroness. ‘One word to Your Ladyship before leaving,’ she said.
‘Thanks for all good and evil here at Stavsjö; give my regards to your
daughters, and ask them to do their very best to love each other, then
they won’t lack for an object of good feelings that will restore their
health. I’ve seen certain medallions they’re hiding. Take my advice and
use them to cure your daughters by hanging them round their necks and
bidding them contemplate the features on them. The more they can
occupy their minds with those faces, the less will their thoughts stray
hither and thither.’

Without a word of reply, the baroness curtsied. Going over to the

door, where everyone silently made way for her, Azouras went downstairs, followed by Reuterholm. As Crispin opened the carriage door, a
shriek was heard from the great house’s upstairs windows.

‘Keep an eye on your windows, Your Ladyship,’ Azouras said. And
pressing her hat brim deep down over her eyes so no one should notice a
tear, she got up into the coach, which rolled off with His Excellency and
his prey.





SCENE II


Stockholm.


Late one evening – the one when they had reached the capital –
Reuterholm, after they had eaten together, led his prisoner into a small
room.

‘This is where you’re to stay,’ he said in a hard stern voice. ‘Hardly
was I back from Italy and had only once set eyes on you, than you vanished from Stockholm. Thanks to my major domo I know everything
about you, even so: how proud you are, and how cunning – nor need
you imagine you can elude me. What punishment you shall suffer for
your boundless audacity in insulting my person you shall find out sooner than you think; but for tonight – have no fear.’

After closely examining every lock on the chamber’s exits and more
especially busying himself with a little door in one corner, he left, without even saying good-night.

Tintomara looked about her. Her bedchamber was most elegantly
furnished. Around the fourposter bed red taffeta testours hung in opulent folds, and she smiled at the luxury of its being fitted with a mirror
along the side against the wall. Two candles burned on the mahogany
table; and before going to bed she sat down beside it in an armchair,
contemplating now the chair’s gilding, now her own adventures, and all
His Excellency had said during their journey.

Though she was sunk in thoughts she could not have put into
words, sleep did not beckon with its delightful oblivion. On the table lay
a folio volume bound in brown French morocco and, on its spine, in
gold, G.A.R. Opening it, she leafed through its pages, saw it contained
copper engravings.

At first she could not grasp what it was they depicted. She saw a
throng of people whose bodies, in varying degrees, were repulsively
exposed, and at the sight of whose faces she felt dreadfully sad. They

were surrounded, she saw, by ropes, hawsers, queer-looking engines.
Opening it at plate after plate, she was seized with an ever grimmer and
more horrible sensation, until at length she grasped what it was all
about: obviously human beings can flock together to torment and distort
each other in the strangest ways. Though horror-stricken at what she
saw, it was more than she could do not to go on looking. One of these
creatures was lying on a bench, its feet tied by a rope leading to a wheel,
its hands bound with another that led in the opposite direction. What
would happen when the wheel was turned and the rope stretched taut?
She trembled to think.

She saw more – and shuddered.

Blocks, and tackle too, she saw; pulleys – great horrifying tongs –
cogs – pendulums; and everywhere among them human beings were
being distended, half-crushed and pulled together, their every part
being sliced and chopped up, head and heart alone excepted, so that
they should go on living, feeling, suffering.

Her mind in wild revolt, she flung the book away from her, relieved
her feelings with sigh after sigh. Going over to the bed, she undressed
and lay down. A melancholy such as never before had oppressed her spirit now seized upon it. How lonely she was, abandoned by everyone!
And though perhaps she gave but little thought to what the future
might hold, the image of her mother, weeping, stood vividly before her.
It did not occur to Tintomara, who only recently had been so free and
had taken such delight in nature and in all else, to withdraw her spirit
from all outward objects and lift it up to a single, great, higher being,
transcendent and consoling. At one time or another she must have heard
God spoken of; but neither knowledge, nor childhood ties, nor any
sacred ceremony, nor sacrament – she had hardly even been to church –
had ever pointed her thoughts in so elevated a direction. So there she
lay, until gradually slumber, perhaps the only god known to her, with
its gentle heavenly hand composed her feelings and calmed her frightened thoughts. One thing, however, she did call to mind – as she often
did and gladly – before falling asleep: a time when her mother, still
lovely and not yet racked by suffering, had rocked her cradle and with
her forefinger had made a sign, passed down perhaps by mothers from
the days when folk had crossed themselves, over her sleeping child: a
little domestic sacrament, or supreme unction, to replace the much
greater one she had neglected, she knew very well, to bestow on her.

Now Tintomara, reaching out her right hand from beneath the

coverlet, made this sign over her own head, drawing a little cross in
the air with her forefinger. May she, whom none had ever blessed, be
forgiven for blessing herself! Now a peaceful, resigned feeling suffused
her whole being and her head, no longer dreading the insidious splendours surrounding her, sank against the edge of the silken coverlet.
Before reaching out her hand to snuff her candle she had turned toward
the wall; and as her eyelids closed it was as if she were looking into that
mirror where she saw herself lying. For lack of anyone else in the world
to do so, with a little nod, she bade herself goodnight.

Her sleep was at first calm and dreamless. But some while later, in
the dark of night – whether awake or dreaming she did not know – upon
a light going up in one corner of the room, her eyes seemed to her to
open. Neither turning over in the bed nor making the slightest movement, she could see most of the room’s objects in the wall mirror. And
from one of the doors a figure of a man, holding a candle in his hand,
was tiptoeing hesitantly toward her.

This figure – in whom she did not recognize Reuterholm – was
short rather than tall, the face was gentle and, though not exactly handsome, had some agreeable traits; the brow somewhat broad, the eyes
blue and large, the hair sparse.44

Had she seen this face before? It did not seem altogether unfamiliar.
In her half-slumber, or dream, she could not rightly remember.
However, upon its coming closer to the bed she began to feel slightly
apprehensive. It seemed to be inspecting everything with closest attention. Measuring the coverlet from feet to neck of her who lay beneath it,
its glances blended restraint with ardour, indecision with audacity.
Once or twice the figure put out its hands, and its foot, as if to consummate its business more swiftly, came a step closer, but then, changing its
mind in mid-course, checked itself. Watching all this in the mirror, the
girl was especially diverted to note how the candle flame, as it flitted
hither and thither, kept changing direction, like a will-o’-the wisp in a
meadow.

Once the figure came so close she even heard the silken coverlet rustle
under its hand, which was at once withdrawn. It was as if a magic screen,
or invisible boundary drawn in the air, were hedging her about, and
making the intruder keep his distance.

She saw him shake his head. What at? She couldn’t tell. But the
whole performance seemed so comical that, without making the least
sound, a little smile – doubtless excessively childish for so perilous a

moment – dilated her eyes, so that, looking at herself in the mirror,
she found them wide open, and in them recognized her own smile.

The figure which, not unlike an officer who from all quarters surveys
a fortress he intends to take by storm and looks for the point in its bulwark where it can most easily be overrun, kept turning his body this way
and that, seemed even a trifle annoyed, until, a glance into the big bedside mirror revealing that he could inspect in it the coverlet’s shape
from the feet upwards, together with every degree of its silken folds, the
viewer’s features filled with fresh delight. Coming to her face, however,
and seeing her eyes wide open and innocently, if roguishly, smiling at
him in the mirror, he – incomprehensible feeling! – was seized with
involuntary terror, whether at realizing that his cowardly reconnaissance
had from beginning to end had such a witness, or, for some other and
deeper reason, awestricken to see these eyes looking straight out at him
in the mirror ... he turned and fled, candle in hand, over to the little
door and, slipping out through it, vanished; and in Tintomara’s mirror,
after a last faint sound had announced the union of lock with doorjamb,
all again became black, and the dark bedchamber all about her embraced
only its angelic mystery.





SCENE III


Stockholm, Baron Reuterholm’s office.


REUTERHOLM. What does my Hamburg resident write? Skip the titles,
begin at primo.

HIS SECRETARY. ‘... rents from the Holstein estates total in all ...’

REUTERHOLM. I know, I know; skip that. Proceed to Secundo.

SECRETARY. ‘– At Your Excellency’s request I have reclaimed from the
mayor of Hamburg the Jew whose person is now in my hands, as my
guest, hoc est detained, until upon receipt of Y.E.’s further orders. I am
much indebted to the Lodge’s activities that he has been found. To some
extent I have been obliged to draw on Y.E.’s permission, concerning what
we may have recourse to in the event of his stubbornly denying his guilt;
and our patient has so far handed over six large jewels, whilst protesting
that the nine others have been dispersed. Finally, he has requested permission to write to Y.E. with a sealed confession, allegedly of great weight;
wherefore I have supplied him with writing materials, and append his
document herewith.’

REUTERHOLM. Are Cohen’s papers annexed to the resident’s report?


SECRETARY. Yes, sealed with a diagonal St. Andrew cross.

REUTERHOLM. That white dog! Be so good as to remove the sealing wax
without damaging any part of the seal, whose sacred insignia he has dared
desecrate by using it. Read out the Jew’s document.

SECRETARY. ‘Your Excellency and Most Eminant Grace! forgive my poor
handiting, but my fingers are all but destroyed, as Mr. Resident knows.
Yet listen to my true statement, even if from a dammed Jew. I can, permitted the means, do Yr. Ex. great services, and do hereby most humbly now
offer them. From my childhood uppwards it has been my intention to
become a rich and powerful man, of which I have made a lifelong profession which, had it succeeded, is worth attempting; and I thought the
Jewish way the surest to good finances. Not being born a Jew, but of
Christian parents in Schleswig, when I first come to Sweden I took my
name from the Brandenburg Jews of the widespread Cohen family, and
inasmuch as the Stockholmers (Y.E. excepted) are easily fooled, I gave
myself out for a real Benjamin Isak Cohen; even though the real Jews did
not look kindly on me, I being fairer haired and unable to act out all their
sacramental rites. But the main thing I did do: gathered money and
power. Now transpired that widespread dissatisfaction with which Y.E. is
familiar, and in some part of the Nobility that great Conspiracy took root
against His Most Lamentated Late-shotten Majesty, in which Y.E. had
no part, yet will forgive me for mine. The Noblemen needing money for
the impending change of Government by them intended, I was promised
that any sums I gathered together for furthering that business would afterwards be regarded as a State Loan and repaid with good percentages. Who
should be made king, they thought, if not the child who now is (Y.E. forgive me), or only in name (Y.E. being it in reality), I cannot rightly say;
but it seemed to me I should become Stockholm’s, I mean the whole of
Sweden’s, Finance Minister. But the Conspiracy coming to naught, as
His Majesty was not instantly laid low by the shot, but most mercifully
lived, we all had to flea the country. Now to the Queen’s Diadem. Y.E.
will forgive my cleverness in having obtained it, as a mine of money in the
State’s service during the great impending arristocratical change of government. But just as the jewels came into my hands, I scented that things
had gone wrong, and decided to elude certain death by giving it out that I
was already dead. To this end I shot myself through the head in such a
fashion that my shot could be heard all over the Great Market Place in
Stockholm; yet shall Y.E. know, I shot only my white dog, whose blood
was left on the floor to resemble mine. Thereafter my brother-in-Judah,

name of Iphraim, hastily obtained a coffin for me, in which I lay, for any
of my own confession, albeit they were not many, who might wish to view
my corpse. All went very quickly; and the jewels, spite of everything, hid
away, and in a trice I get out of the coffin and the white dog was put in it
instead, and the lid nailed down so firmly and in good time before the
Police could get there and only looked at the lid, not a few of my Jewish
acquaintance telling them how they’d seen me inside. And so I was happily buried, and at the same time fled the country, and may Y.E. forgive
me for taking the jewels with me, which now had to serve me, they being
hindered from serving the State. And high time it was I did so, I’ve heard
tell that, the very day after I left, the Police had got wind of my still being
alive. But I crossed over to Germany, and now that Y.E. has got hold of
me here in Hamburg, I offer myself to Y.E.’s service, if I may come under
safe conduct to your residence at Schtockholm where I will lay aside my
Jewish skin and show myself to be the Christian man I have always been,
and obtain for Y.E. as much money and coin as I know how. For it was
only fairytales Apelqvist told His Most Late-lamented dead Majesty, how
he in his strange little house out at Drottningholm would do great wonders; no gold came of it, no matter how mad he made his Fanehjelms
under Munck’s eyes;45 but if Y.E. will vouchsafe me Apelqvist’s laboratory out on Lovön island I promise under Y.E.’s eyes to produce from any
metal whatsoever Y.E. will give me for Alchymistic transmutations both
lapis Philosopharum and pure gold.’

REUTERHOLM. Impudent fellow! I do believe he’s trying to fool me. Let’s
hear what proof he can offer of his science.

SECRETARY. ‘Y.E. shall not believe I am an Alchymistic rogue, even though
I have borne a Jewish name, albeit a Christian. I learnt Chymia and afterwards practised it as a Jew; this Y.E. can understand, for how otherwise
could I have come to be so rich? And still would be, had not Y.E.’s higher
wisdom arrested me, and your resident’s great ability turned me into a
prisoner. Should Y.E. wish to let me make gold, then, notwithstanding
everything, take me into your favours, and give me a position in the State
as a Christian, which I am, preferably at the Ministry of Finance, which I
understand. And do not immediately judge my document from my way of
riting, because everyone knows when I was in Schtockholm I spoke
Swedish very good, though not a native, and wrote it not bad; but these
last six months I been travelling in Germany, and mostly in Denmark, so
it may be my Swedish is somewhat muddled up with foreignish; and as I
have the grate natural gift of resembling and taking into my own use

whatever I see and hear around me, it may be I’m a little less Swedish
now than a year ago, having now travelled about here in Denmark, but
that can soon be put to rights, if Y.E. lets me come to Schtockholm, where
I promise to be perfect in a month; because what’s the difference anyway
between Swedish and Danish riting, except that in Swedish you put å
where in Danish they rite aa; and that’s easily learnt. Should I, even so,
not be given a place in the Ministry, I most humbly implore and supplicate Y.E.’s grace and mercy not to leave me a prisoner of Y.E.’s Hamburg
resident, and lacking other expedients I would think it much better to
sweep the stairs of the Hamburg Lodge of Freemasons than –’

REUTERHOLM. Is there no end to his abracadabra? ’Pon my word, there’s
not much wrong with his fingers!

SECRETARY. A few more lines, only (reads on) ‘...than to be the prisoner
of him who can build no stairs. Alas! Were I but prisoner of Y.E., who is
the world’s greatest freemason next to that Mason who built it, and to
Adam who laid its first bricks – but this Resident I can’t abide. Save me,
compassionate Excellency, out of his hands, who knows nothing but uses
long, long, unbearably long nail-tongs!!! Save me, Y.E.’s most humble
servant Benedictus Ivar Crantzius, formerly Benj. Isak Cohen.’

REUTERHOLM. Write in reply: ‘When Cohen brings to light the nine outstanding gems of the Queen’s Diadem, he can report to me, and we shall
see whether the realm can find some suitable position for him. Until then
he shall not pretend he is a Christian, nor use his Christian name, nor the
sacred insignia on sealing wax, but remain a Jew.’

HIS MAJORDOMO (bursting in). Your Excellency!

REUTERHOLM. What are you shouting for, you pasty-faced fool? What’s
the matter?

MAJORDOMO. The prisoner has escaped!

REUTERHOLM. He’s under lock and key at Hamburg.

MAJORDOMO. In all humility, I mean the prisoner who came from the country with Your Excellency.

REUTERHOLM. Ha! Abraxas!





SCENE IV


The Palace in Stockholm, one of the little rooms in that part of the
Royal Palace which overlooks the Lynx Yard. Crimson walls, satindraped, with heavily gilded frames to its panelling. On a highly
polished black ebony table several books are lying open, their pages

much creased and the bindings a trifle rubbed. Richly ornamented
white sateen curtains with green silk tassels. In the middle of the floor a
young person of upright if rather stiff bearing, taller than might be
expected for his age, but too slender, especially about the shoulders, for
him to be called handsomely built; prominent features, large eyes, and
a mouth not ill-fashioned but with full lips. In front of him another
young person, wearing a simple and tasteful female dress.


THE KING. Speak plainly, Azouras; it has always been a great pleasure to listen to you, and even more so today, when you bring to our notice matters
of such unexpected importance.

AZOURAS. Gustaf Adolf!

THE KING.46 I have made it my highest resolve to take earlier monarchs,
my great predecessors, as my example. I read a great deal of history.

AZOURAS. My king!

THE KING. I am studying jurisprudence and religion; I am studying my
tutor’s thesis on the Enlightenment. I have resolved with the years,
Azouras, to become the father of my country, and already I regard all who
live in it as my cousins.

AZOURAS. My cousin!

THE KING. So what more can you desire, Azouras?

AZOURAS. Be Gustaf Adolf!

THE KING. Who I am.

AZOURAS Be king!

THE KING. In my realm I’ve a regency, I being of such an age as to necessitate
one.

AZOURAS. Don’t be silly.

THE KING. I am under age. And for the kingdom to be ruled instead by a
regency is only right. I know the constitution.

AZOURAS. Don’t let them keep you within such bounds. An evil, a very
evil person – as I’ve realized since I’ve come to know him – is ruling as if
he were ...

THE KING. Do you mean His Royal Highness the Regent, my uncle?

AZOURAS. No – of him I’ve seen little – I mean the real ruler.

THE KING. And who may that be?

AZOURAS. A fellow who’s doing whatever he likes, the evil – very evil –
Reuterholm –

THE KING. Contain your ardour! It’s out of place in these rooms.

AZOURAS. Seize power, Gustaf Adolf! And drive that fellow out!


THE KING. I shall speak of it to His Royal Highness my uncle.

AZOURAS. In his apartments I’ve seen and read – and heard – dreadful
things! He’s a cruel, terrible man. Oh my king, look at me, I who have neither house nor home, nor any mother any more. Help me!

The young king would unquestionably have replied, if at that moment,
and without anyone announcing him, the door had not opened – an
unthinkable breach of etiquette had the intruder not been

DUKE KARL. What do I see? Your Majesty is not alone?

THE KING. Go into that room over there, La Tournerose. Doubtless Your
Royal Highness announces some matter of importance?

DUKE KARL. My royal nephew has, I hope, a moment to spare for his uncle?

THE KING. How can I do your pleasure? Has anything happened to
government?

DUKE KARL. I bring joyful news. The queen’s diadem, the one we’ve so
long been searching for, has been found; and the thief arrested; he’s a
Danish Jew.

THE KING. And it was the Jew who stole the diadem?

DUKE KARL. Yes.

AZOURAS (coming back). That’s not true!

DUKE KARL. Lovely actress, stand aside awhile in that place to which His
Majesty for a moment has most graciously consigned you. We speak of
matters that don’t concern you.

AZOURAS. That’s not true!

THE KING. The government, I presume, will decree some condign punishment for so great a miscreant, as an example to others? What does Your
Royal Highness say as Regent? Even as a theft of such considerable value
the question is important; having been committed within the king’s palace
it becomes still graver. Is the death sentence in question? In which of our
prisons is the thief?

DUKE KARL. The Jew has been unearthed in Hamburg, is in prison there,
and is to be brought here. The diadem itself he stole last spring in
Stockholm.

AZOURAS. That’s not true!

THE KING. You use language unbefitting these rooms.

DUKE KARL. What reason do you have, lovely girl, to speak so ardently in a
matter of which you know nothing?

AZOURAS. It was I myself who took that bejewelled diadem out of its red
calf-leather case, in there, in that little room.


THE KING. You?

DUKE KARL. It’s a handsome actress, I must say, who wishes a Jew so well
she takes his crime upon herself.

THE KING. Speak out! Is it true you’ve committed such an atrocious crime?

AZOURAS. I have, but not as a crime.

THE KING. But it is crime, and a very grave one, with half a million at stake.

AZOURAS. I haven’t committed a crime, Gustaf Adolf, nor am I a
miscreant.

DUKE KARL. Let’s abbreviate this comedy. Since both jewels and thief have
been found at Hamburg, this piquant invention of a merry wench cannot
be seriously considered. Leave us, graceful sylph; in the outer rooms you’ll
find one of His Majesty’s servants and will be given a carriage to take you
back to your lodgings. Chez Reuterholm – isn’t that so? Surely you understand? Leave us – go – go!

THE KING. Stay!

AZOURAS. I’ll not go back to Reuterholm. I came here to ask my king, my
br ... to give me a room – I who no longer have either a mother or anywhere to live, and whom no one will leave in peace! So give me one!

DUKE KARL. She’s irresistible! How has Your Majesty come to make this
person’s acquaintance? I’ve never so much as set eyes on her. What egocentric impudence! Delightful subject of His Majesty, the government
will give you everything you need – a room, beautiful clothes, everything
– but now go, leave us –

THE KING. Stay! None can hold her dearer than I; we have had our pleasant
occupations together, such as befit these rooms. Even if these occupations
have not been known to everyone at court, nor yet to His late-lamented
Majesty my father – who, I believe, hardly ever so much as saw this lady –
I, at least, know how elevated our conversations have been. But now –
Your Royal Highness – this must be looked into.

DUKE KARL. I don’t see why!

THE KING. On your conscience – Azouras Tintomara la Tournerose! – Are
you a thief?

AZOURAS. Fie, Gustaf Adolf!

THE KING. It ill befits my rank that I should let you mock me. You claim
you took the diadem out of its calf-leather jewel case, there in my room?
That is furtum – theft.

AZOURAS. There was someone whose only sickness was that she no longer
found joy in anything. Her name was Clara, and she was my mother; I
wanted to cure her.


DUKE KARL. Charming! A charming gesture!

AZOURAS. A great joy, I thought, could restore her. But one night – I’ll not
go into the details – I took the diadem for my mother to see, intending to
bring it back next day.

THE KING. To take something with intent to bring it back – is a special
class of theft. I’m trying to remember – furtum ... furtum ... What’s it
called, Regent?

DUKE KARL. A fig for your Latin!

THE KING. ‘To take and bring back’ is called borrowing, always on condition
that the taking has been done with the owner’s permission. But here was
no such permission – what should we call that? To us it seems a forced
loan.

DUKE KARL. And the end of your farce, actress? Why didn’t you bring
back the diadem next day?

AZOURAS. As to that, I’ll say nothing.

DUKE KARL. From which we see how weak is your imagination as a teller
of fables. Your farce won’t do. We’ll stick to the real thief, no matter how
much you put yourself out on his behalf. (Quietly) Leave us ... go ... don’t
you understand your own best – your own salvation? Go – go – go –

THE KING. It’s true, yes; it wasn’t brought back. Therefore it can’t be called
a forced loan either; for whether a loan be forced or free, the chattel must
be restored to its rightful owner on the day agreed. Isn’t that so, Your
Royal Highness? No, it comes under furtum, i.e. theft. But which court
shall try the case? Well, the Palace Court. Can Your Royal Higness recall,
from our State and Court Almanach, who it is just now who presides over
our Higher Palace Court?

DUKE KARL (to himself). Mauvaise comédie d’un roi garçon. How ever
shall I get this poor girl away from him and his basic principles, which
she’ll certainly fall foul of, no matter how well he wishes her! (Aloud)
Truly, nephew, it slips my mind. But it would be a tragedy ill-suited to
this girl for her to be brought before the Palace Court.

THE KING. It grieves me, but justice must be done.

DUKE KARL. Justice, no doubt. And it’s precisely this that’s in question:
what is justice? What is right? The straight way, to the Palace Court, I
regard as wrong and grossly unjust.

THE KING. The Palace Court’s business, so I’ve read, is to try crimes committed within the King’s Palace.

DUKE KARL. But in this case, nephew, there may be other expedients; let
us not proceed in so straight a line in a matter which may render unhappy

someone, a captivating person, one toward whom Your Majesty yourself
feels benevolent. Justice must never conflict with humanity. If this occurs
sometimes, then our duty is to find expedients. Right comes from rectus,
which means both straight and correct. All from the same root. Rectus is
Latin, and is the root of right. It cannot go askew. Here we have only two
ways, but no ways out, or – as you call them – expedients.

DUKE KARL. You’ve not read your grammar aright. Right doesn’t come
from rectus; and anyone who thinks so and acts accordingly is only knocking his own and everyone else’s head against a wall; no, both right and
rigid derive from ratio, whose first syllable it comes from.

THE KING. Ra ... ratio means reason.

DUKE KARL. Yes, and therein lies what’s right. Everything that’s unreasonable is wrong.

THE KING. During my minority I regard it as my royal duty to prepare
myself for my calling as a future ruler. And my hallmark shall always be
what is right.

DUKE KARL. Young monarch! Reflect, then, that what is right has its sole
root in ratio; c’est la raison qui vaut tout. If Your Majesty only bears that in
mind, then a happy, a blissful age will dawn for Sweden.

THE KING. I have always regarded what is right as a straight line, a ruler.

DUKE KARL. It’s true; as a classroom simile it has its uses. But a ruler has
two sides.

THE KING. And both, Your Royal Highness, are straight. Use whichever
side of my ruler I choose to in my exercise book, I avoid only the one
where the ink’s still wet.

DUKE KARL. And here your simile limps. The rod of government, too, has
its two sides: one straight, the other bent according to some curve which
reason may on occasion suggest as indispensible to the weal of humanity.

THE KING. I haven’t read Theoria curvorum; I’ve only got as far as
Trigonometria Plana. So, Your Royal Highness, I stick to my ruler.


Duke Karl who, with the humane and benevolent intent of distracting
Gustaf Adolf’s attention from the girl and giving her a chance to slip
out of the room unnoticed, had gone on joking and interspersing his talk
with verbal equivoces, saw all his efforts stranded upon the rock of her
stubborn determination to remain there; and it was she who interrupted
him.


AZOURAS. My king, hear one important word!

THE KING. You may speak.


AZOURAS. Confer now with this gentleman concerning the topic we were discussing when he came in.

THE KING. About a room and a place for you?

AZOURAS. Oh, that’s a mere trifle – you’ll give me that, won’t you? But
since he’s Regent and himself a Royal Highness, discuss with him how
best to get rid of Reuterholm.

DUKE KARL. What’s the meaning of this? Actress, tell me: who is it has thrust
you forward, put it into your head, who has been so bold, so impudent, as
to talk you into committing a piece of such unheard-of audacity? Have
you been slandering Reuterholm to His Majesty?

AZOURAS. Look out for Reuterholm, Your Royal Highness – you too! No
one has asked me to warn you; but after spending the night in his apartments and giving him the slip I need no one to prompt me. He’s evil –
alas, sir, very evil ...

DUKE KARL. Unhappy girl, do you realize who it is you’re speaking of?

AZOURAS. A malevolent fellow –

DUKE KARL. If you’ve said such things on this subject to anyone but His
Majesty, say so frankly, and at once.

AZOURAS No.

DUKE KARL. Then you can be saved, and shall be, if ... (rings. Rémy comes
in) Rémy! Take one of the court carriages and conduct this young woman
immediately to Baron Reuterholm, to whose entourage she seems to
belong. S’il se trouve qu’elle vous parle, vous aurez soin de n’y penser, Rémy,
de n’y réfléchir. Elle a la tête tournée, vous comprenez. Allons.

AZOURAS (in the doorway). Gustaf Adolf! Gustaf Adolf! They’re forcing
me to go back to that hateful, savage, horrible monster! Help me! Oh help!
Help! I won’t – I shan’t –





SCENE V


Stockholm. A room.


Hateful creature ... Oh I call upon you, ye Genii of all that is good
and beautiful, save me! save me! shall I be heard? – save me!

FIRST GENTLEMAN. I promise, and I shall keep my word.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. But I don’t think she’ll agree to it. Exposed, you
say?

FIRST GENTLEMAN I promise.

SECOND GENTLEMAN Really?

FIRST GENTLEMAN I promise.


SECOND GENTLEMAN. There’s something prevents me from believing it.
Surely she’s in all respects an insignificant person, a nobody, an actress, a
mere nothing if you like. Yet in one place alone she is regent – a queen!

FIRST GENTLEMAN. And what place may that be, pray?

SECOND GENTLEMAN. In the eye.

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Which is of no consequence.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Even I, in a moment of weakness, have found myself
put to flight by this eye – not, believe me, by any lightning flashes it may
have given out, not by its pride or wrath – no; but by a smile she threw
me, a roguish smile!

FIRST GENTLEMAN How very pleasant!

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Roguish, yes; yet withal so superior, so dejecting, so
exciting, so annihilating – ah, this is idiotic! And what’s more, not even
from the eye itself, but from a mirror I saw it in, and out of which it smiled
at me. Oh, it’s enough to drive a man mad!

FIRST GENTLEMAN. I think so too. Let’s talk about how to stage our performance. I promise you, it’ll work in any posture you may choose. Select
the most captivating.

SECOND GENTLEMAN Well, now ...

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Summon up the most charming picture your imagination can conceive, and tell me only where, and how, you want it. But to
help you decide more quickly I’ll have one figure fetched up that’s had a
year’s rest, but is pat to our purpose (rings. A servant enters). Go down to
the underground store room and bring up Item Thirteen.

(Exit the servant)

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Look, here’s a mannequin of the most exquisite kind;
beautifully made, is it not? Kidskin from head to foot.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Exactly like a human being! The spit image of one.
Finest kid too, but very cold, my friend, most extremely cold.

FIRST GENTLEMAN. It’s stuffed with horsehair; and its horsehair, having
spent the whole winter down there in the vaults, still retains its chill. Yes,
fancy, it almost freezes; first-class horsehair! No matter. The last person to
use this mannequin was the sculptor Sergel, who took it as a model for several immortal works. You can twist its limbs – arms, hands, everything –
into any posture you like, and it’ll retain it. It’s unusually strong to be a mannequin, stronger than any others I’ve seen. Why? Because all its muscles
have steel springs, and here in its back is a push-button whose machinery
is so perfect, so powerful, that both arms fly out when you press it. It’s

magnificently constructed. We’ve used it before for a number of phantasmagorical representations. Now it can serve to illustrate the posture.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Mannequin – what a ridiculous name!

FIRST GENTLEMAN. The French word actually means someone who is set
in motion and who adopts his pose at another’s will.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Quite right. But I’ve no desire at all to call this
machine le mannequin; since it’s to stand for a female figure, la mannequine.
Ha! ha! ha!

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Set the figure in the posture you desire, and I promise
you she’ll adopt it precisely – stand like that, precisely.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Let’s see – yes – like this – like that. Arms open, a trifle outstretched, as if in expectation. Like that – the head drooping a little,
as if in passionate longing.

FIRST GENTLEMAN Precisely.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Juste ciel! Quelle image – éblouissante! Jouissance jusqu’à la frénésie!

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Quite naked? Nothing on?

SECOND GENTLEMAN. No – except perhaps a veil, or a fine-meshed silken
net, draped down from over the head, to render it even more captivating.

FIRST GENTLEMAN Bon.





SCENE VI


Stockholm. A room, dimly lit.


REUTERHOLM (alone). That’s the way of it, yes. If something worthwhile
is to come of it he must go on being one of those people who’re set in
motion by someone else and at their will adopts their attitudes. And this
other person, who leads him, shall be myself. Ah, this ‘gentleman of the
bedchamber’! Yes, him I can really call le mannequin. And so with my gentleman of the chamber, chevalier at the Duchess’ court, I shall do whatever
I like. Actually he really ought only to be called a chevalier to its ladies-inwaiting, ha ha ha! But I see through all that; neither gratitude for everything I’ve done for him, nor my amusing secrets, suffice to occupy his
mind. To these must be added a third mainspring, a great and powerful
one inherent in his own temperament; and that is his fondness for everything seductive, captivating: for women. That he’s getting a bit old for it is
neither here nor there. This shall be my way of filling any gaps in his time;
and he’ll let himself be led, as is only right, by one who knows how to lead
him (rings, a servant comes in). Fetch up the one in Number Five (exit

servant). How strangely stubborn she is. But her stubbornness shall be
overcome.


(After a while the servant enters with Azouras)


REUTERHOLM. Well, my high-minded guest, and what do you say to your
new bedchamber? About your breakfast, dinner and supper?

AZOURAS. I’m a prisoner.

REUTERHOLM. So, at last you recognize your real situation, and that all
your wiles and plans to escape are in vain. Look me in the face!

AZOURAS No!

REUTERHOLM. If you refuse to see my wrath, then hear it. You, whose
impertinence is so extraordinary that our native tongue has no name for it;
you – who in the presence of others have humiliated me and even obliged
me to wait on you at table, as if I were little better than a major-domo –

AZOURAS. I didn’t ask you to.

REUTERHOLM. – you’ve had, and still have, the impudence to address me
as “you”, instead of by my title.

AZOURAS. As you do me.

REUTERHOLM. You’ve dared to go beyond all limits – and slandered me to
the little king. In fact, I do believe you’d like to drive me out.

AZOURAS Alas, yes.

REUTERHOLM. To hear a midge sing so loud is utterly disgraceful and exasperating. Azouras! Do you still know me? Do you realize I can crush you
to pieces?

AZOURAS. Mercy, Your Excellency! For more than thirty-six hours I’ve not
seen so much as a glimmer of light – and the daylight in here, alas, is so
cheerful! It’s pitch black down there, and I don’t want to be there.

REUTERHOLM. But it’s my will that you shall. Tell me, proud rebel, have
you closely examined every detail of your abode? You with your fingers so
nimble that they can feel ways to escape, your slender little feet for stealing
away – have you explored it all closely? Have you found any window, any
crevice or door you can get out through? Can you now pay visits I’ve
forbidden?

AZOURAS. It has neither door nor window, Your Excellency, only a trapdoor,
which that ugly fellow sits on day and night. I can’t get out.

REUTERHOLM. And still you don’t realize there’s nothing for you to do but
obey? Haven’t you seen enough of me to know what I can do with persons
I have no love for? Acquainted yourself with some of my ways and
means?


AZOURAS. I’ve seen those pictures!

REUTERHOLM. And?

AZOURAS. Your Excellency can cut me in pieces, can have me strangled,
stretched out by ropes or – oh! with tongs – oh mother, mother, mother!

REUTERHOLM. More?

AZOURAS. Can have me stifled – hanged – roasted over a slow fire – in chambers so secret, so hermetic, so deep, no living person knows of them, and
where no one could come to my aid. Ah! Your Excellency ...

REUTERHOLM. You flinch, and that’s very sensible of you. All this I can
do, and shall without fail. The only question is: do you think I want to?

AZOURAS. What? Mercy, Your Excellency!

REUTERHOLM. For that’s the way of it, Azouras Tinto – I do not want to. I
have no desire to have you cut in pieces, have you strangled –

AZOURAS Mercy!

REUTERHOLM. – drawn out either by ropes or red-hot tongs, nor do I wish
to have you hanged.

AZOURAS. Mercy! Oh mercy, mercy – I hear it in Your Excellency’s voice.

REUTERHOLM. What do you mean, Azouras? Do you so little understand
what I’m saying? I do not wish to, I say! And this change of tone in my
voice, I presume, must please you.

AZOURAS. Mercy – oh grim shadows! – I beg, I implore –

REUTERHOLM. But – is there something wrong with your mind, or your
hearing? I do not wish to, I say; I’ve no wish to stifle you, or burn you, neither over a swift fire nor a slow one –

AZOURAS. I beg and implore –

REUTERHOLM. What is it you beg for?

AZOURAS. That Your Excellency shall not love me!

REUTERHOLM. Only that? Nothing worse? Crazy girl, you certainly have
your own way of flattering; does my love terrify you even more than my
hatred? Well, by all means, no harm in that. At least you see you’ve no way
out, and must thus infallibly expose yourself to either the one or the other.

AZOURAS. Vouchsafe me your hatred.

REUTERHOLM. It shall be yours; yet tell me first – for you do have one virtue:
you’re excessively candid – what’s so repulsive about my appearance that
it terrifies a girl, so that you prefer my hatred to my love?

AZOURAS. Your Excellency, remain silent.

REUTERHOLM. No, tell me candidly, speak out. Other people – yes, and
women among them – but also my own portraits, my mirror, all speak
with quite a different tongue from yours.


AZOURAS. They do right to say what they do.

REUTERHOLM. Well then, perhaps I’m not so utterly disagreeable after all?
Or am I? Tell me the truth, my beautiful Azouras – is my appearance so
repulsive?

AZOURAS. Your Excellency is handsome.

REUTERHOLM. Really? But –

AZOURAS. Alas – Your Excellency is nasty! Nasty, vile and very cruel! Oh
mother! Mother! Mother!

REUTERHOLM. Is that so? Well then, let us skirt a topic that just now is irrelevant. To come to the point, I must tell you that here in this chamber
there is an action you must infallibly perform, and within a quarter of an
hour. Just obey and you won’t find it difficult; but hatred and punishment
such as you ask of me shall be yours in fullest measure if you don’t carry
out my orders to the letter. You understand me – obey! Otherwise you’ll
... you remember what you’ve seen?

AZOURAS. Oh – Your Excellency only has to command me; what shall I
do?

REUTERHOLM. Here in the middle of the floor you see an upright standing
figure.

AZOURAS. The one with skin of finest kid leather?

REUTERHOLM. Yes, a mannequine. You see its posture. Head drooping a
little, arms somewhat outstretched, as if invitingly. All I ask of you is that
you shall adopt the same pose; nota bene – exactly the same.

AZOURAS. By all means, Your Excellency.

REUTERHOLM. Over there, behind those big curtains, you see an alcove; in
there you will undress. After which you will push the kidskin leather figure in behind the curtains, and place yourself exactly where it stands here
on the floor – nota bene – exactly. Do you understand? And you must
maintain its posture, and stand quite still.

AZOURAS But –

REUTERHOLM. Look, here’s a big silken net, spun of so fine a mesh that it
resembles a veil. This you will hang over your head, drape it over yourself
in the same way as I’m now draping it over the mannequine. (He drapes it
over the figure.) I also command you to be cheerful. Your melancholy
expression does not suit the moment. Have no more fears of my threats:
nothing of that shall befall you, no more than it does others as long as
they show a little common sense and a modicum of obedience. You,
Azouras, have good reason to feel elevated, proud and cheerful; for what
I’m ordering you to do is your own supreme triumph. You, Azouras – and

this is not flattery – possess a figure more beautiful than any in
Stockholm – in Sweden – in Europe. I’m a travelled man, and know what
I’m talking about.

AZOURAS. One request; do not despise it!

REUTERHOLM. What? Azouras at my feet? On her knees! Rise, graceful,
faery, lovely creature!

AZOURAS. Alas – strange shadows from home! Grant me words to say what
is right, to pray for what is right.

REUTERHOLM. And what is that?

AZOURAS. I’m afraid of the most terrible thing that can happen to me.

REUTERHOLM. To take the place of this image?

AZOURAS. Something tells me –

REUTERHOLM. Get up, get up.

AZOURAS. Not until Your Excellency has renewed his gracious promise to
me.

REUTERHOLM. Promise? Which promise?

AZOURAS. The one Your Excellency most graciously gave me, that he
would not embrace me with his –

REUTERHOLM. Love? No. I promise, and will keep my word.

AZOURAS. That I, in the pose of this image, shall not be forced to
approach –

REUTERHOLM. Me? No. That I promise.

AZOURAS. I breathe again! Then I’ll obey, and do everything most willingly.
Can I be perfectly certain that none of this indicates the least affection on
Your Excellency’s part?

REUTERHOLM. None, I promise. Rise, you strange, unloving ...

AZOURAS. Then I’m free and happy. Your Excellency will be pleased with
me.

REUTERHOLM. But you must make haste. As soon as you have pushed the
image in behind the curtains and adopted its pose here on the floor, ring
this little silver bell, as a signal.

AZOURAS I will.

REUTERHOLM. I leave you, Azouras. Don’t be afraid; merely obey.


Reuterholm went out, and Azouras looked round the room. Finding
herself all alone, she went up to the figure with the silken net over it.
Touching la mannequine, she hastily withdrew her finger on account of
its extraordinary chill, and then went in behind the alcove’s big curtains.
There, sitting down, she took off her shoes and stockings, but nothing

else, diverting herself instead in a way she often did on such occasions,
namely, by placing her hands beside her feet and comparing all four.
She made no haste to undress further. Her shy mood would not leave
her. That Reuterholm should have accompanied his order with such
massive threats struck her as peculiar. All her life the poor actress-pupil
had changed her costumes so frequently and as a matter of course, it
almost seemed to her an everyday affair. Why, then, lavish such
immense threats on so trifling a matter?

‘Can I rely on His Excellency?’ she asked herself. ‘That’s something
I can easily find out, if I ring. So that’s what I’ll do, and see what follows!’ And without further reflection she picked up the bell, and a frail
silvery tinkling sound passed through the room.

Instantly a door – not the one Reuterholm had gone out by – opened,
and a figure came rushing in. In the liveliest manner, either to prevent
himself by his very haste from coming to a timid halt or from veering to
one side, or else by his very speed to prevent someone else from escaping
– however this may have been, arms flung wide he ran straight at the figure standing there under its silken net, and violently embraced it. As he
did so, his hand chanced to touch the push-button in the machine’s
back; and in a flash the image flung its arms around him, and its legs
too, flying out, grabbed him like a crab’s powerful claws.

‘Ahhh – it’s freezing, it’s icy!’

With this shriek, the person who had entered fell to the floor, and la
mannequine, from whose double steely embrace he was utterly unable to
free himself, instantly did the same.

Astounded at these antics, Azouras emerged from behind the alcove
curtains, and ran out through the door by which the unclothed figure
had just made so furious an entry. Ran to get help. Entering a large and
magnificent room – presumably a library – she did not even give herself
time to glance at the books in its tall mahogany bookcases, nor at the
many rows of great meerschaum pipes which, richly mounted, decorated
its walls and corners. Leaving it hastily, she entered another, and so on
from chamber to chamber, and finally found herself in a drawing room.
There was no one there either; but from another room, hard by, she
heard some people noisily enjoying themselves, and their gusts of
laughter.

Approaching the door, she listened. To judge from the voices, the
company consisted mostly of women. ‘Incredible! Fantastic! Indescribable! Ha ha – but such things only happen in books! Haven’t you another

tale to tell us, of the same kind, Rosen?’ ‘If Her Grace commands me,’
replied another voice; then, ‘Yes, I do command; ha ha ha! ... Le marriage des morts-vivants – well, my ladies-in-waiting, I’ve never heard the
like of it, and it’s just as well such things only happen in books, for if
one saw such a thing in reality one would die of laughing. As it is, we
can at least go on living. Ha ha ha ha!’

Azouras, still thinking of the poor fellow who had gone headlong,
dared not delay. Slowly opening the door and stepping in over the
threshold, she said, ‘Help! At the far end of the apartment a most unfortunate man is lying on the floor, and urgently needs your help.’

At her words the Regent’s wife and her entire entourage rose to
their feet. Everyone who knew the Duchess Hedvig Elizabeth Charlotta
knows how she with the liveliest (if we may permit ourselves such an
expression) loquacity and outspokenness on risqué topics united the
utmost amiability and helpfulness toward others, even the lowliest persons in her suite. Neither did she now stand on ceremony, it being a
question of urgently coming to the aid of someone who was in pain, but
was the first to act; snatching up a silver candelabrum off the table, with
its flaming candles, she ran over to the door:

‘Where? Where is this unfortunate person?’ she asked, animatedly.
‘I’m all giddy, still having le marriage des morts-vivants so vividly in
mind! Where? Show us! Which way must we go?’

‘To the room furthest down there,’ Azouras answered, ‘at the far
end of the apartments.’

The Duchess-Regent hurried off in that direction, followed by those
of her entourage who, also holding candles aloft, were able to keep up
with her, so that their swift procession, flitting through the apartments,
resembled a progress of flaming stars sent by the gods to assist fallen
souls.

But Azouras, having no desire whatever to return to that room,
remained behind and, unnoticed by the superb procession, was happy to
escape. Even happier was she, after the duchess’ suite had disappeared,
when a lady-in-waiting, the only one to have lingered behind, came up
to her, yes, even though the wretched Azouras had nothing on her bare
white feet.


    




THE TWELFTH BOOK





‘She shall believe herself slain,
but, amazed to find herself alive, be
brought to such mansions and rooms as she
shall one day, when she has had time to
acquaint herself with them and gained more
understanding in such matters, call her
heaven.’


























SCENE I


Stockholm. Baron Reuterholm’s apartments.


REUTERHOLM. Can this cold he has caught have serious consequences?

HAGSTRÖM. He has certainly caught a very bad chill, yet the illness is
cured for the time being, and he’s up and about, cheerful and well, even
laughs at the entire escapade. Probably it’ll lead to rheumatism, lifelong
stomach trouble, and very likely he’ll be tormented for the rest of his life
by gout.





SCENE II


Stockholm. The home of Countess Rudensköld, a lady-in-waiting.


AZOURAS. What are you writing, Miss?

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. It’s my habit to write down everything that happens,
all I see and hear. One day it may come in useful.

AZOURAS. How happy I am in these rooms! And you’ll let me stay here?
Sit here beside you on your sofa, in these nice little rooms? And go about
in this simple dress I’ve come to prefer to the gaudy opera costumes?
Everything’s so quiet and peaceful around me. But, Miss, you write too
much.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. Just now I’m writing down all those disgusting and horrible things you’ve told me about that dreadful man.

AZOURAS. You needn’t be surprised at my discourtesy in not showing the

duchess the way through the apartments. I could see her candle and
those of her entourage were leading them in the right direction.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. I wouldn’t call that discourteous.

AZOURAS. Alas, there’s another man I detest every bit as much as
Reuterholm, and who’s always dancing attendance on him. But just now I
feel as free as a bird. How kind it was of you, Miss, not to go with them,
but to stay behind and speak to me – yes, and bring me home with you. I
can hardly grasp my good fortune.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. Don’t let’s pretend we’re strangers. A person of rank,
a mutual friend, has brought us together; His Majesty has hinted –

AZOURAS. Gustaf Adolf?

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. ... that I’d do well, if ever you escaped from
Reuterholm’s clutches, to offer you temporary sanctuary here. But take
care he doesn’t again ...

AZOURAS. In that case, Miss, I’ll give you even more to write about, knowing
the man as I do. I’ve a lot to tell. But promise me, on your word of honour,
you’ll do one thing.

miss rudensko« ld. What thing?

AZOURAS. Speak to Gustaf Adolf. Encourage him, as I’ve tried to do, to act
like a king and drive that fellow away.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. What, do you mean you dared ... !

AZOURAS. A beginning, only. But the young king is surrounded by so
many people who know my views and would send me straight back to
prison, so I may never see him again. But you too have the king’s ear, and
many friends. Finish what I’ve begun!

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. Just now it’s too dangerous even to be thought of.

AZOURAS. But don’t forget it, ever!





SCENE III


Stockholm. Baron Reuterholm’s apartments.


REUTERHOLM (alone). That creature has such artfulness and such success
in eluding me, I don’t know which is the greater. Where can she be? I
must have given her a terrible fright. It’s silly of me, I know; yet to see the
effect of – well, I suppose I can call it my invention – pleases me no end. I
am no Nero; I do not hang, torture or burn people, so it’s amazing they
should even imagine such things could occur here in our icy Sweden, in
our day and age. Yet I achieve as much by the terror of the imaginary tortures I implant in folk’s imaginations as ever the Inquisition did with its

real ones. Merely by using engravings, pictures, phantasmagoria, dark
rooms and subterranean noises, I get individuals to do whatever I wish,
without stretching a single one of their sinews. As far as I know I’ve never
done anyone any harm. Yet by working on people’s imaginations – my
own invention – I achieve as much as if I were Cardinal Ximenes or Philip
II. And I ask: isn’t my method better, more suited to our epoch and more
considerate, than theirs? There must be progress. If only I could lay my
hands on that crazy girl! In two respects she’s a mainspring of my designs.
Also in dealing with le garçon. Her sheer unpremeditated outspokenness
in trying to get him to dismiss me is so harmless I even rather like it; and it
renders her company so piquant to the little king that it prevents him
from perceiving that I have them both on leading strings, both him and
her. Even so, she must be caught and taught a lesson. How strange that
while I was away in Rome some foreign agent should have chanced on the
notion of giving this captivating creature secret access to the palace so that,
at an early stage, and without the late-lamented King Gustaf knowing
anything about it, she could become little Gustaf Adolf’s playmate. Thus
one spins what another weaves. What a shame she should suspect me of
being involved in, or even knowing about, the masquerade and what was
to have followed from the king’s assassination! Someone else, a foreigner,
must have used my name! Who can it have been? How to throw light on
so dark a matter? Can there be depths deeper than mine? Was it some
secret agent who beguiled her into acting the decoy in the theatre corridors ... ! At the same time it’s irritating that she is in a position to say such
silly things about me as she did at Stavsjö. She must be put in her place. I
see she fears me. But if she’s really more afraid of my love than of my
hatred I could let her know what it’s like to be loved by me! That way of
begging someone else to hate you, when it comes from certain countenances, calls forth anything but hatred. As a way of carrying on it’s certainly
new, queer, stimulating! But enough of that; she mustn’t be allowed to
know how concerned I am to keep her by me, or she might force me into
playing another farce like the one at Stavsjö. La Capricciosa! Always she
flees me, but shall be brought to another frame of mind. Surely she must
be somewhere hereabouts, somewhere in the Stockholm region? Ha – I’ve
an idea! She begged the king, did she not, to provide her with a roof over
her head, and money perhaps? As yet le roi garçon has little to offer, and
sent her back to me. So I doubt whether she’ll try anything of that kind
again; it was too dangerous. Someone in court circles must be hiding her.
Who likes me least? The Armfeldt clique. That’s it! Almost certainly she’s

hiding with Madeleine Rudensköld. Bon. – My valet Crispin is a
Roman, and as good as any sbirrpo. (He rings, a servant enters) Crispin!
You recall that person’s face, don’t you, who travelled up with me from
Stavsjö?

CRISPIN. Yes, Your Excellency.

REUTERHOLM. Here’s something I want you to do; it’ll put epaulettes on
your task-book.





SCENE IV


Stockholm. In Countess Rudensköld’s home.


CHAMBERMAID. A message from the Palace, Your Ladyship, with gifts
from His Majesty.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. The good soul! Look – shawls, splendid hat-trimmings,
headdresses, hats! But – why so many?

CHAMBERMAID. The footman says that if your ladyship should happen to
have any acquaintance – yes, if anyone should happen to be staying with
your ladyship, who takes a liking to, or needs, these gifts – she’s to share
them.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. I’ll have a word with the footman myself. While you,
Azouras, try on the hats. (Exit).

AZOURAS (to herself). No – none of these suits me.

COUNTESS (coming back). His Majesty is so kind as to send express word
by his messenger that if any of the goods he has sent don’t suit, they may
be exchanged for others at Hartin’s and Mrs. Gerenius’ shop on
Mynttorget. His Majesty would be happiest of all if we were ourselves to
go down to the shop and try on something more suitable.

AZOURAS. None of these hats looks well on me.

COUNTESS. Make haste, then, and take advantage of His Majesty’s kindness.
Isn’t this just what you need? One of the Court carriages is standing down
there – take it, drive to the shop and come back at once; and take care as
few people as possible see you. (Azouras goes out.) How kind-hearted
Gustaf Adolf is! Can it be they’re loosening his purse strings? What?
What’s that I see? She’s coming back.

AZOURAS. I’m not going.

COUNTESS. And why not?

AZOURAS. One of those men standing up behind the carriage, I recognized
his face. It’s Crispin, one of Reuterholm’s men.





SCENE V


Stockholm. Baron Reuterholm’s apartments.


REUTERHOLM. Well, now do you understand the matter better?

CRISPIN. Yes, sir.





SCENE VI


Stockholm. In Countess Rudensköld’s home.

AZOURAS. Once or twice. But of the sermons I can make neither head nor
tail. And it does me good to hear the organ play.

COUNTESS. Then do as I ask, and today we’ll take my carriage and go to
church. You’ll find it fills your heart with joy. How about St. Klara
Church?

AZOURAS. Klara was my mother’s name. Let us go.





SCENE VII


Stockholm. Klara Church.


Miss Rudensköld and her guest were sitting in one of the pews in the
bright and beautiful church on the north side of the town, a relic of the
once celebrated nunnery of St. Klara, and still bearing her name. The
sermon was over, and the organ’s many stops and powerful tones,
evoked by sensitive hands, floated amid angelic choirs under the
church’s high vaulting and came down to the listeners and warmed their
hearts.

Azouras did not utter a word. Neither, not knowing even a single
hymn, did she sing; no more did Miss Rudensköld, it not being her
habit to sing in church. While the organ was playing, however, she permitted herself a comment or two on Dr Asplund’s moving sermon, and
on the disagreeable royal proclamations that followed. The girl sitting
beside her did not reply, but went on staring in front of her at nothing
in particular. So the Countess changed the subject and said a few amiable and heartfelt words about how beautiful the Västergötland countryside is and about her relatives there; secretly she was planning to send
her friend to them at some favourable opportunity, surrounded as she
was by so many real dangers here in the capital.

The music closing with a cadence, Azouras shivered slightly and
shook her head. A fluttering of her eyelids and a little sigh showed that,

from a bemused and introverted state of mind, she had come back to
herself and to her friend. A gleam of indescribably sorrowful hue, a teint
almost black, came into her eyes as she said, with a childlike glance at
Miss Rudensköld, ‘Tell me, that big picture over there, on the end wall,
what’s it about?’

Which one? You mean the reredos? Don’t you know? It’s one of the
loveliest we possess.

‘But what’s going on in it?’ Azouras asked.

The Countess threw her a sidelong glance. How was she to know
that this girl sitting beside her had never been baptized, was not even a
Christian, and lacked all knowledge of our holy religion – was, in fact,
a heathen; yes, and much less than a heathen, for the heathen, even if
they have no Christian doctrine, do have their own. And assuming her
question to be due to momentary forgetfulness, she, to overcome it,
replied: Well, as you see, it’s one of the usual subjects, though unusually well painted, and that’s the chief thing. Among its other personages up there you can see a half-recumbent figure, who is dead – see
what expression the artist has put into his every trait! It’s the
Saviour.

‘Saviour?’

Yes. God’s son, as you know; or God Himself.

‘And he’s dead?’ Azouras said to herself with a grimace. ‘Yes, I can
believe that; that’s how it is; it’s divine to be dead.’

Miss Rudensköld stared wide-eyed at her neighbour. And said: You
mustn’t misunderstand these matters. To live is human, and also to
want to live. As you can also see in that painting, all the other people in
it are just like ourselves, and alive.

‘Let’s leave; I feel so anxious.’

Whatever do you mean?

‘Let’s go – let’s go.’ She got up; and though the service wasn’t quite
over, Miss Rudensköld had to follow her. On reaching the church door,
however, Azouras halted abruptly, and said, ‘Something – I don’t know
what it is – a great danger47 – tells me I can’t come home with you. You
go on alone, Miss, and drive home in your carriage. Something tells me
I can’t come with you.’

What a strange idea!

‘That terrible creature’s emissaries have found out, have they not,
that I’m staying with you? If he’s so strong that he could snatch me
away from my king, my ... protector, he can equally well seize me in

your home or company. If I fall into his hands again I shall perish. I’m
not coming with you.’

But what do you propose to do?

‘I don’t know. But I’ll stay in here for a moment, until my anxiety
has passed over. Go, lovely lady – you’ll hear from me.’

Miss Rudensköld left her and went out of the church and across the
churchyard toward its east gate, the one that gives onto Odin Alley. Just
as she was about to get into her carriage, a man approached. Placing
himself politely between her and its steps, he wished to know whether
she was alone. ‘I don’t know you, or by what right you ask me this question,’ she replied, trying with a superior look, to dismiss this inquisitive
person. ‘Surely you can see I am?’ ‘A question is no crime,’ he objected
‘But even if your ladyship is alone now, have the goodness to tell me
whether you also were when you came here?’ ‘Crispin,’ Miss Rudensköld
said, fixing him with a sharp look that pierced his disguise, ‘tell your
master he shall have my answer at Court.’ Abashed at her words, he
stood aside, and the Countess quickly got into her carriage and drove
home. Even so, Crispin was sure his prey was somewhere close by. Not
taking his eyes off the church’s environs, he despatched his numerous
henchmen to the various streets all round, like a hedge.

But Azouras lingered inside, found a corner under the stairs up to
the organ loft, and watched the congregation file out. Only when both
verger and parish clerk had left and the last of the church’s doors had
slammed shut did she emerge from her hiding place. Cut off from the
whole world, at peace from all human beings, she found herself alone in
a large well-lit building, where the midday sun was lavishing its gold on
all its furnishings.

Wholly ignorant as she was of our sacred ecclesiastical customs, she
did not understand the significance of what she saw around her. There
had been a time, it is true, when her mother had still been in good health
and had taken her to church, but only as a pastime. And there had been
one or two objects there to which she had taken a liking. The people she
lived among in the Opera’s rooms and passages hardly ever entered the
God’s house. Altogether, it was an epoch when people seldom went to
church. Hardly surprising, then, if a child, parishioner of no parish, and
whom no clergyman had ever instructed in any articles of faith, had
neglected something so little observed even by its initiates.

Going up the aisle she was seized, as never before, by a grim and terrible feeling of having been abandoned by all, a feeling mingled with a

sense of some great danger hanging over her. Her heart beat wildly;
she felt an ineffable longing to be – where? In her wild free forest where,
swift as a deer, she had run hither and thither? Or where?

Walking up the chancel, she approached the altar rail. ‘Somewhere
here, wasn’t it – but it’s so long ago, a mere shadow in my memory – I
remember seeing a lot of people kneeling here in a half-circle; it must
have helped them in some way? Supposing I do the same?’

At the same time she felt that it would in some way be indecent for
her to fall on her knees on the long hassock around the altar rail.
Instead, clasping her hands, she knelt down on the chancel’s stone floor.
What should she do or say next? And what was the purpose of it all?
Whom should she turn to?

She did not know. Peering into the depths of her own thoughts, she
found them full of an immeasurable silence, where only grief and a
sense of transience rolled like slow waves through her emotions, shimmered and broke. Alas ... someone must exist who could sustain her,
help her ... But where? Where? Where?

She looked calmly about her; and saw no one. As soon as the church
door opened again, she was sure, unless help came first, she would be
confronted with the most terrible danger.

Looking up at the organ case in the gallery behind her, with its rows
of tall gleaming pipes, she implored them to have mercy on her. But
now no sound came from their mouths.

She looked up at the pulpit; but no one was standing in it and the
pews too were empty. Her last friend was gone from them, and from
her.

Again she turned her head toward the chancel; recalled that, on the
occasion when she had seen all those kneeling people, two clergymen in
copes, moving to and fro behind the altar rail, had been offering them
something. It could only have been to do them good! But there was no
one there either. Kneel down though she might and – her eyes burning
with desire – clasp her hands, there was no one who could offer her the
least thing. She wept.

Her gaze rose to the great church windows and out to the clear noonday sky, strayed over its endless expanses of azure light spreading out in
all directions; but neither was there anything there to fix her gaze on.
No star, nor even the sun’s own image; for though its gentle golden
light was flooding out over the whole world, it was obscured by the window mullions,


Her gaze had nowhere to fall to but the floor. She was kneeling on a
gravestone, and all round her she saw several others that resembled it.
She read the names engraved in them. All were real, all Swedish, all of
the usual kind. ‘Alas,’ she sighed. ‘Why haven’t I, like all these others,
one word that is mine? My names have been many, but all alas borrowed
... and so often changed. No name of my own have I ever been given;
oh, if only I had one, like other people! No one has ever written me into
a book, as I’ve heard others are. No one asks after me. I belong to no
one!’

Poor Azouras, these words she whispered quietly, over herself. And
wept again.

But if there was no one else who said ‘Poor Azouras Tintomara!’,
there was, as it were in one and the same person, a higher inner invisible
being, who took pity on the outward, lower and visible one, and wept
bitterly for herself.

God is dead, she thought, gazing up again at the great painting. But
I’m a human being, and must live! And she wept ever more inwardly,
ever more bitterly.

The afternoon passed away and the hour struck for evensong. As the
muﬄed voices of the bells in the tower began to make their solemn voices heard, keys rattled in the locks. At this sound the heathen girl, like
some subtle exhalation, started up, fled from the altar, and disappeared
again into her nook. That she, in the chancel, had taken liberties to
which she had no right, did not occur to her; rather, in the congregation
now entering she saw people who had a right to everything.

Listening to the organ’s harmonies as they blended ecstatically with
the summer air outside, Azouras noticed how in that instant her bosom
was relieved of its torment. Was it because of the tears she had shed? Or
thanks to someone unknown to her, who had assuaged her heart’s
anxiety?

Since it no longer seemed dangerous to leave the church, before vespers were over she slipped out into the churchyard, crossing it diagonally in the direction of the north gate. How could she be so childishly
forgetful of the emissaries of him who was so cruelly persecuting her?

Going down the northern slope, she pursued her way along Norra
Kyrkogatan. Was she accosted? No. Did Crispin step forward? No.

What had happened? Had he and his assistants been stricken blind?
Or had the church clock, striking the hour when dinner was served in
the Reuterholm household, sent them home? The higher causes of fated

events remain unknown to us; likewise could some secret power have
seduced these ruffians into so gross a neglect of their duties.





SCENE VIII


Stockholm. Baron Reuterholm’s apartments.


REUTERHOLM. What’s that you say, Crispin?

CRISPIN. I swear to Your Excellency, from now on I shall be more dutiful
and work wonders.





SCENE IX


Stockholm. The streets.


Where did she go after leaving the church? Walking on down Norra
Kyrkogatan, she turned off quickly into Master Samuel’s Alley, into
Brewer Alley (formerly Old Bridge Street), and followed it along its
whole extent northwards. This street, as everyone knows, has no real
end to it; but at its northernmost limit there is a paling, beside which a
ditch, or immense gutter, takes over. On one of its banks the narrow
path turns off to the right, at right-angles to the street. All around grow
willows. If one pursues this path still further to the right, one finally reaches the celebrated Dribble Bench.

I take it for granted, Herr Hugo, that you know what is meant by
the Dribble Bench; for my younger listeners here in the Hunting Lodge
I should explain, however, that it isn’t a bench, but a wooden bridge
that crosses Drottninggatan diagonally and under which at certain times
of year there flows or rather – to use an everyday expression, dribbles – a
great deal of water.

Just now it was dry.

Approaching, she fancied she glimpsed beneath it an elbow, and at
another moment two eyes glowering out at her. But loath to turn back
she went on as far as Queen Street.

Reaching this street, which is the pride of the northern suburbs, she
heard a military band playing, and saw a troop of the White Guard
marching down into town. But having no desire for the company of
others, she, instead, walked on northward along the street which, it
being an early Sunday evening, she found rather empty.

Without lingering she looked at the great Orphanage, climbed
Kungsbacken, passed Montbijou, one day to be so famous, and on

reaching the Knigge family’s house, with its tall green iron fence, its
gate of the same metal and its palatial courtyard, looked up longingly at
its windows, as if to say, ‘there I, who have neither house nor home,
could live safe and happy.’

The tall Observatory on its majestic verdant hillock rose up to meet
her; but leaving it to her right she went on toward North Toll Street.
Looking about her on all sides she was heartened to see these places so
deserted. True, a street-arab slipping just at that moment round the corner of Queen Street had also entered the open space by the Observatory,
but this did not trouble her.

Going on down the whole length of North Toll Street, she left
Karlberg Alley to debouch on her left hand, and Spa Street to her right,
left the paling of the Bremer Garden behind her and pursued her way.
No one had as yet flanked the street that leads to the north customs barrier with its present rows of planted trees, and its only virtue lay in it
being so straight and providing a way out of town. Whether in those
days its stone paving ceased at exactly the same point as it does today I
cannot say, but I am inclined to think that in the 1790s its stones came
somewhat more abruptly to an end; not until the first third of the
present century was its paving permitted the further advance we have
just noted. But wherever it may have ended in those days, one thing is
certain: that if a feeling of regret passed through the fair wanderer as she
set her feet on unpaved ground, it was not because it hurt them, but for
the scent of the countryside of which it reminded her. She rejoiced, and
turned about – but still saw no one – only, at a distance, the street-arab
at the end of North Toll Street.

Now she reached the north customs barrier. In those days it had no
well-planned spacious courtyard, set about with granite columns and
splendid guardsmen. Nevertheless it did have one ornament, since
removed: a tall wooden gateway shaped like a triumphal arch. As our
wanderer passed beneath it the lords of that place, without uttering a
word, exchanged cheerful glances, as colleagues do when their duties
temporarily free them from everyday chores.

Having so far left the customs barrier behind her as to have passed
the lane leading off to the Equerry’s House, she halted, turned round,
and nodded, as if saying adieu to the town. And in the same instant the
street-arab, emerging through the customs gate, returned her nod, as if
to say: Good afternoon!

Her sharp glance recognized in him neither a Crispin nor any other

of Reuterholm’s men. But she was too far from him to make out his
features; and danger disguised is all the greater. So she hastened her
footsteps toward the gates of Haga Park, whose summer splendours she
hoped to enjoy, safe alike from the denizens of city streets and country
roads.

Coming out on to the green turf she felt an impulse to run about
among the trees, quite unconstrained by any consideration of her
clothes, which at Miss Rudensköld’s had taken on a superior tone
incompatible with gay skips and leaps. If she did not do so it was because
– only a few paces behind her – she recognized, in rags, her own
brother.

‘Emanuel!’

Delighted, he ran toward her – but not daring to embrace her, and
loath to fall on his knees – halted mid-way.

‘Forgive me!’ he cried. ‘Forgive me all the harm I’ve done you!’





SCENE X


Haga. Under the trees behind the Orangerie.


AZOURAS. Come here, Manuel, where no one can see us; and I’ll tell you
my plan. But you must do exactly as I say. Are you utterly dismissed the
regiment?

EMANUEL. Certainly not. The bandmaster’s a decent fellow and has kept
my place open for me while I’ve been in prison. But they’ve only just let
me out, as you can see from my rags.

AZOURAS. Poor boy – and without a penny. But help me, and I’ll help you.

EMANUEL. I, help you? You, who’re so well and smartly dressed? I see you’ve
been making the right kind of acquaintance.

AZOURAS. True. I even know the king, but to no purpose. As for that other
gentleman, who belongs to Reuterholm’s entourage and keeps accosting
me, I detest him. Alas, Manuel, it’s you who must help me.

EMANUEL. What shall I do?

AZOURAS. See here. Take my scarf and go to the Countess Rudensköld ...

EMANUEL. Is this her address? She who –

AZOURAS. Give her my regards and say that if I came back to her it would
only undo both herself and me, and I shall never do so. On the other hand
you mustn’t tell her where I am, nor what I intend to do; she would only
say it’s impossible. Simply ask her, if any money has come from the king,
to send me some.


EMANUEL. A ragamuffin like me – she won’t believe me!

AZOURAS. When she recognizes the scarf she will.

EMANUEL. Yes, and think I’ve stolen it! People have no judgement when it
comes to the likes of us.

AZOURAS. You see that whitebeam tree over there, Emanuel. Pick one of its
leaves and bring it to me.

EMANUEL. Here’s a big green leaf.

AZOURAS. This pin will do to write on it: ‘Azouras Lazuli Tintomara La
Tournerose’. There now, Emanuel, with this leaf in your hand she’ll believe
you.

EMANUEL. This is the first time, alas, I’ve ever seen your name in writing;
forgive me if I kiss it.

AZOURAS. Nowhere else is it written in this world – but go now, and say
that to Miss Rudensköld. Bring back the money, and we’ll share it. I left
your clarinet in my bundle at Reuterholm’s; we’ll never see it again. But
you can buy yourself a new one, and a clean plain respectable suit of man’s
clothes. You have your uniform, haven’t you?

EMANUEL. As clarinettist? Yes, if only I can find it.

AZOURAS. You must alter it, enough for me to wear it. Then, Manuel, you’re
to go to the bandmaster; if he’s so attached to you as you say, he’ll do
whatever you ask. Tell him you have a brother who’s also a clarinettist,
who knows all the regimental pieces and one day hopes to take your place.
That’s why you’re asking him to let him start in at once, to get used to
everything while you’re recovering your health after being in prison,
and –

EMANUEL. And get some food inside me, as I certainly need to. But I have
no brother!

AZOURAS. That’s me.

EMANUEL. Ah, I see; well, maybe it’ll come off. Devil take it, even the best
of Reuterholm’s henchmen won’t be able to track you down as a bandsman in the White Guard.

AZOURAS. Where are you living?

EMANUEL. In barracks. And you?

AZOURAS. With you – if I may?





SCENE XI


Stockholm. At Baron Reuterholm’s apartments.


CRISPIN. She isn’t anywhere in the whole town.


REUTERHOLM. Instead of the epaulettes I’ve promised to put on your taskbook, it’ll be a rope around your neck, and then – you know – up onto
that bench, if you don’t succeed this time. She’s somewhere, I tell you.
Abraxas!





SCENE XII


The courtyard of the Royal Palace, in Stockholm. King Gustaf
Adolf and Duke Karl in military uniforms. The guards regiments are
marching past.


THE KING. Left right, left right! Our Yellow Guard has the liveliest fellows
in it. Left right! The Queen Dowager’s men strut best. Left, right, left –
but the White Guard has a good band.

THE DUKE. That’s thanks to its bandmaster.

THE KING. Also, Highness, to those who do the blowing.

THE DUKE. The ranks are forming up; the bands unite in the middle of the
courtyard. From which vantage point does Your Majesty wish to watch?

THE KING. I shall take up my position in the centre of the courtyard,
where I can see every man of them.

THE DUKE. They’re in fine fettle today.

THE KING. I’ve noticed many faults in their uniforms, and have long since
made a note of them. When my minority is at an end, and I assume
power, I shall order reforms. My Guards wear nothing at the neck.

THE DUKE. They’ve their own hair.

THE KING. But their backs don’t form a straight line! I shall reintroduce
long stocks; a black streak down each back will look well.

THE DUKE. Not all the men have hair that’s long enough.

THE KING. Stocks, so I’ve seen and heard, can be made out of hard spirals
of waxed leather, each only needing a little tuft of hair at the end. When
attached at the neck to the coat such stocks conduce to great uniformity
throughout a regiment; they are also detachable and can be taken off when
the wearer is ordered back into barracks to sleep.

THE DUKE. Could be tried out, but it’s a trifle.

THE KING. I shall certainly introduce it. Today I prefer our White Guard.
Since its bandmaster’s so diligent, I request Your Royal Highness to give
him a few words of encouragement while he’s on parade.

THE DUKE. No words needed. But if Your Majesty pleases, we’ll stand
even closer to him and his lads. He’ll take it as a personal distinction.

THE KING. Let’s do that.


THE DUKE. All’s going well today; do not the troops do me honour?

THE KING. Yes – the troops are an honour to Your Highness; and I wish
to use this occasion of mutual satisfaction to request something of you,
uncle, which needs a word of explanation. A young lady at the duchess’
court – I shan’t say her name – has sent someone to me, asking for a sum
of money, not for herself, but for a person whom I, too, wish well. She has
already sent this person as much as she can afford, but desires some more,
enough for a journey. I, too, think this person would do well to travel –
but (quietly) I don’t have so much cash as I desire. Please, uncle, advance
me some. (Aloud)) It’s a trifle.

THE DUKE. And who is this traveller-to-be?

THE KING. I prefer to name no names on parade; but read it on this green
leaf the Countess Rudensköld has sent me.

THE DUKE. Aha? So this person wishes to travel, does she? Where is she?

THE KING. For the time being it’s a secret. But she’s in dire need of
money, and not only for her journey.

THE DUKE. Need? Lovable, beautiful name, though strange to see written
in this form! Forgive me, Your Majesty, if I brush this leaf with my lips.
You, in need? You shall not find yourself so.

THE KING. When can I have the money?

THE DUKE. I’ll send it today. But Your Majesty shouldn’t make such advances. Your Majesty needs his money. I shall provide it out of my – I –

a voice from the white guard’s band. No!!!

THE KING. The band said something. Against orders.

THE DUKE What?

THE KING. At least the band must never say “no” –

THE DUKE. Strange! ... can it even be possible?

THE KING. Or at least not when the Regent is speaking.

THE DUKE. Unthinkable! Yet can it be poss–

THE KING. Uncle, I request Your Royal Highness to address some words
of reprimand to the bandmaster, so that no such thing shall ever again
occur on parade.

THE DUKE. No words needed. But with Your Majesty’s permission we
shall immediately put some distance between ourselves and him and his
men. He’ll take it as a disgrace, and take care for the future.

THE KING. Let’s do that.

THE DUKE. Adjutant, your attention please! I need to send a messenger, at
once, to President Reuterholm.
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SCENE XIII


Barracks of the White Guard. Outside, at a window.


SERGEANT. Rely on me; but which one?

CRISPIN. It can only be the new recruit.

SERGEANT. New? Oh yes, I know. Answers to the name of Philip.

CRISPIN. Point him out, so I can see him through the window; but screen
my face.

SERGEANT. Look through this pane; it’s the one furthest over there in the
corner. Damn them, the devils mill about so, one can neither see nor hear.
But in a moment you’ll see them form up in marching order. Already the
flag’s unfurled.

CRISPIN. I see a mattress over there in the corner.

SERGEANT. Isn’t that fellow sitting on it practising the clarinet? Well, now
he’s got up; or perhaps crept into his sleeping bag.

CRISPIN. Sleeping bag?

SERGEANT. Yes, that’s not a mattress, but a big bag padded with chaff.
Philip’s as sly as can be, slips into it at night. Look, now he has sat down
again.

CRISPIN. That’s right, that’s the one, I recognize the face. So do as we’ve
agreed; here’s something to go on with.

SERGEANT. Thanks. Stand a little to one side, and I’ll go in.





SCENE XIV


Barracks of the White Guard. Inside.


SERGEANT. What a damnable uproar the band’s making in here today!

FIRST OBOE. Never will the regiment forget such an insult! Standing us
drinks all round isn’t enough, either. Neither rum nor water can wash
such a blot off our scutcheon, nor even Spanish wine or liqueur. Brandy
out of question.

FIRST HORN. Apologize, you goddam scum! Apologize!

SERGEANT. A bloody great insult, that’s what it is; but the rest of the regiment
doesn’t give a damn for your insults. It’s the band must answer for it.

SECOND OBOE. Easily done, if –

FIRST OBOE. Yes, it’s damnable, our bandmaster bringing in supernumeraries who don’t even know standing orders.

SERGEANT. What has your supernumerary done, exactly? Blown in Pminor, has he? Well, that’s the limit.

FIRST OBOE. First the Regent honours us; then this skinny devil turns it
into a disgrace!

SERGEANT. The king was standing right beside you, I saw it; must have
thought he was among decent folk.

FIRST OBOE. The king, bah – it was the Regent who came over, and everyone
could see how his eyes lit up with delight at our playing.

SERGEANT. But then walked quickly away, so it seemed to me. Useless lot
of boys, I thought to myself; the regiment has no joy of its oboeists, so we
all say, every platoon, with one voice.

FIRST OBOE. But damn it all, Sergeant, none of us oboeists uttered a word;
we’re all good lads! It was a clarinet that spoke from the ranks – drag that
strip of a lad out of his mattress over there – what’s happened to our
discipline?

SERGEANT. clarinettists, oboeists – it’s all one; same damned rabble. His
Most Royal Majesty’s half-wits, that’s what you are, the whole bunch of
you. And that’s the long and the short of it.

FIRST OBOE. No! I tell you, there’s one hell of a difference! A band consists
of two sorts of musician, doesn’t it? Oboeists and horn players, and the
former have the higher regimental status!

SERGEANT. What do you say, sergeant-major? Shouldn’t he make amends?

SERGEANT-MAJOR. I say the clarinet must make amends, here in barracks,
in front of the whole garrison.

SERGEANT. Stand that smooth-cheeked lad out here in the middle of the

floor – your humble servant, sir, my young gentleman and supernumerary
clarinet-blower! I hear you’re to make amends?

AZOURAS H’m.

SERGEANT-MAJOR. Pay attention! The whole White Guard is listening. So
you, dainty young comrade, can begin! We’re not such a bad lot as we
seem, not if you’ll entertain us to a little apology, ha ha ha!

FIRST HORN Ha! ha! ha!

SERGEANT-MAJOR. Down on your knees, Philip; do as the garrison
demands, before we fall in and march. Hurry up now, the flag’s flying.

SERGEANT. ’Pon my word, it really looks as if he intends to gratify you.

AZOURAS. What do you want?

FIRST OBOE. Well, confess you’ve utterly ruined the band with your chatter.

AZOURAS. What did I say?

FIRST OBOE. You said “no”.

AZOURAS Who to?

FIRST OBOE. To – well, it makes no odds; you shouted out “no” on parade;
in the palace courtyard, loud enough to infuriate the whole court. Confess
now, in front of the whole barracks, admit with a clear loud “yes” that
you’re a rascal, a silly young fool of a boy.

AZOURAS. Anyone who has said “no” to the royal palace doesn’t say “yes”
to the barracks.

SERGEANT. Ha! well answered!

FIRST OBOE. You’re a stubborn bastard in my opinion, obstinate as a steel
spring. Don’t you know the articles of war?

SERGEANT. Go on, Philip, you’re a proud lad! Stick to your guns!

SERGEANT-MAJOR. No quarrelling in here! What the hell kind of a spectacle
is this?

FIRST OBOE. Don’t you know, you scum, that in the bandmaster’s absence
I’m your superior? And you, keep your mouth shut, and stop defending
him.

SERGEANT. That’s more than I’d put up with, Philip; just you stick up for
yourself.

FIRST OBOE. Shove him into the corner over there – and now, comrades,
anyone who wants to defend the honour of the Royal Guards band can
give this stripling something to remember him by.

SERGEANT. Defend yourself!

AZOURAS. I don’t want to upset anyone – but don’t you touch me – stop
tearing at my clothes! Oh help, Manuel, Manuel! –Take your hands from
my neck! Let my waistcoat alone!


FIRST OBOE. So you’re calling for Manne, are you, you beardless scallywag?
Don’t you know he’s gone to pawn his cravat-pin? By God, I’ll teach this
boy a lesson. Look, corporal! Be my witness! He’s drawing his sabre!

SERGEANT-MAJOR. Shut up, you brutes!

SERGEANT. One clarinet against three tall oboes, there’s a brave lad for you!

FIRST OBOE. Hell, death and bloody damnation! He’s stabbed me in the
neck –

FIRST HORN. The way they slaughter the bigger sheep!

FIRST OBOE. Shut up, as long as I can speak no one’s going to say I’ve
been slaughtered. Oh, I must sit down! That was the devil’s own stab, that
was –

SERGEANT-MAJOR. Blood? What’s this? Halt!

ALL. He’s drawn his sword in garrison – when the flag’s flying! – against
his comrades!

FIRST OBOE. Against his superior officer!

SECOND OBOE. He’s shed blood! If you ask me, he’s for the firing squad.

SERGEANT-MAJOR. Atten–tion! Corporal, step forward, with two men! The
supernumerary clarinettist is under arrest!





SCENE XV


Stockholm. At Baron Reuterholm’s.


CRISPIN. It succeeded!

THE BARON Bon.





SCENE XVI


Stockholm Palace.


REUTERHOLM. She’s in my hands, and though I wish her no more ill than
Your Royal Highness our gentle Regent does, I regard it as salutary that
she should be given a serious fright.

THE DUKE. It’s true this chameleon, mocking the whole world in her various
shapes and guises, needs a shock that will teach her to behave herself and
make her even more captivating. But why have you let things come to
such a pass?

REUTERHOLM. We sparked off the quarrel, but we certainly didn’t intend
it to end with insubordination and drawn swords; and least of all with the
death sentence. Put a match to dry leaves, though, and there’s no saying
how the fire will spread.


THE DUKE. It is not without a certain tragic feeling, my dear Reuterholm,
that I reflect how deeply this poor girl must have hated being confined in
your apartment and so detested what she saw there that the mere thought
of having to go back made her prefer even the crude company of a barracks. Azouras, in barracks! In my mind’s eye I see those graceful limbs
among military grotesques. Well well, my dear Reuterholm, consider what
you’ve done.

REUTERHOLM. She was brought up in crude company and was formerly
by no means unused to it. I’m sure she knew how to take care of herself.

THE DUKE. Has the court martial passed judgment? And the sentence –

REUTERHOLM. – in such cases, is clear and explicit: death by firing squad.
Article of War No. 40 expressly requires it. A sword has been drawn,
blood has flowed.

THE DUKE. And has the sentence been submitted to government for
confirmation?

REUTERHOLM. It will come up before the Council today.

THE DUKE. Ha ha ha – all this is becoming a game in earnest! All those splendid rooms we’ve set aside for her, chambers hardly less sumptuous than
for – I shan’t say a queen – but for a de la Vallière, for a Jeanne Poisson, a
La Vaubernière, a Dubarry – what purpose will they serve now? Who
shall now inhale the fragrance of those costly foreign flowers, all those
richly perfumed furnishings, enjoy a bed sans pareil? Who shall mirror her
own exquisite beauty in a looking glass that reaches from floor to ceiling,
and by magical artifice can so be turned and directed as to conjure up the
most astounding scenes? It now looks, my dear Reuterholm, as though
that person shall be yourself, and one other besides, and it shall be your
privilege to mirror your solitary selves, or perhaps each other. Ha ha ha!

REUTERHOLM. It is to them, precisely, she is on her way. I am not altogether
displeased with the outcome of our little entertainment. This death sentence puts her wholly in my hands.

THE DUKE. But in a country like Sweden, form must be respected. Here
every paragraph must be observed to the letter. No one can now save her
from the arm of the law and a common prison; so I don’t see –

REUTERHOLM. It is precisely when form must be observed to the letter, as
it is here in Sweden, that it is easiest to circumvent it and do whatever one
likes.

THE DUKE. Well, Reuterholm, I’m certainly curious to hear your expedient.

REUTERHOLM. If Your Grace permits, I shall propose something that simultaneously meets three conditions: primo, satisfies the specific punishment

demanded by the law; secundo, gives our refractory and capricious friend
so condign a reminder as will make her wholly submissive; after which the
magnificent apartment prepared for her will come pat to our purpose; tertio, gives the whole matter a pleasant and amusing twist, such as will turn
it into a festive occasion for the court and provide the whole capital with a
grand and lively entertainment, a brilliant and entrancing spectacle.

THE DUKE. Remarkable! Combine such conflicting elements and I’ll call
you a magician. The sentences of Swedish law do not usually provide the
stuff of gaiety.

REUTERHOLM. If these goals are to be achieved, however, the matter and
its true intent must be kept a close secret, both from the court and from
our young king; from the public, and above all from the criminal herself.

THE DUKE. Let me hear what you suggest.

REUTERHOLM. With your permission I’ll bring it up at today’s Council.





SCENE XVII


Stockholm. A street.


EMANUEL. That’s the prison, over there. Alas, sir, no one’s troubling his
head about me; but if you can do something, sir, for God’s sake do it, cost
what it may! For her sake I’ve –

VOLUNTEER. Farewell. It’s for my own sake I’m doing it.





SCENE XVIII


Stockholm. A prison.


THE GAOLER. No, oh no, my fine friend; no one’s allowed in here; least of
all someone so insolent, who has such dark looks – black ones, I should
say.

VOLUNTEER. But Mr Gaoler! All I ask is a few brief words with your
prisoner.

GAOLER. No no. Certainly not. Who are you, anyway?

VOLUNTEER. A newcomer to town. Who am I? A volunteer, newly enlisted
in the White Guard.

GAOLER. Volunteer? I understand, sir – a gentleman who has his reasons
for becoming a ranker, and very decent of you, I’m sure. But for God’s
sake, sir, I have my orders, and very strict ones too: not to admit anyone,
not even the most insignificant anyone, without the government’s express
order.
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VOLUNTEER. A considerable distinction, to it seems to me, for a petty
musician! It’s most unjust, sir! I stand in a certain relationship to h– – to
him. And I have matters of importance to discuss.

GAOLER. Then so much the worse for you, Mr Volunteer. Your seductive
appearance – or rather, I should say your grim physiognomy ...

VOLUNTEER. Has nothing to do with it!

GAOLER. Well now, get me right; such a gentleman, it seems to me, is no
suitable visitor for me to admit to a prisoner; rather, should his luck turn
out that way – his bad luck, I should say – as a prisoner himself.


VOLUNTEER. Is there some reason for their being so unnaturally strict?

GAOLER. There’s more to this prisoner than meets the eye.

VOLUNTEER. What do you mean, sir?

GAOLER. I’ve not been given permission to “mean” anything, or to have the
least opinion; but the prisoner is closely connected with the court, where
he’s well-known, and no little well-liked.

VOLUNTEEER. No little well- ... Good God – liked! How can that be?

GAOLER. Very well-liked indeed, so it seems to me; messenger after messenger keeps turning up; very well-meaning messengers, too.

VOLUNTEER. Known at court! That too! What terrible news! But if sh– –
if he is so well-loved at court, why is he in prison?

GAOLER. Well, see, that’s what I, in my opinion, don’t understand.

VOLUNTEER. You smile, you devil – farewell! But I swear I’ll find some
way out.

GAOLER. You will, sir, and that’s for sure, if you go out through the same
door you came in by; otherwise not. – Good-bye.





SCENE XIX


Stockholm. The North Bridge.


MR CRONHJORT. What exceedingly fine weather we’re having, Madame.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. At this time of year the streets are so terribly tedious,
so empty, so flat, so stupid, wherever one turns one’s face.

MR CRONHJORT. Have you been out to Haga or Solna recently? Surely
you’re coming out on Friday? Your late-lamented husband being dead,
Madame, you have need of diversion.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. And what’s to happen on Friday?

MR CRONHJORT. Bless my soul, Madame. Haven’t you heard the news,
the great news of the day? That a young person’s to be shot by firing
squad in Solna Wood? For a firing range they’ve chosen an exceedingly
lovely spot beneath the trees on the north slope.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. But my God, who?

MR CRONHJORT. A clarinettist of the White Guard. It’s to be a very grand
affair, and it’s said even the Royal Court will attend.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. Surely that, at least, is impossible! Why should the
royal family wish to see how a poor musician meets his death?

MR CRONHJORT. Yes, it does sound exaggerated, but it’s all said to be linked
with some queer events.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. That are secret?


MR CRONHJORT. Some say he’s to be pardoned at the place of execution;
others dismiss this as loose talk. For my part, I shall ride out there, let it
rain as much as it likes. Not that I believe it will; the sky looks divine.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. And the royal family, you say, is to watch such a
poor wretch leave this world? No, Mr Cronhjort; never before have I erred
so far as to believe what you’re so good as to tell me.

MR CRONHJORT. All manner of things are being said about the affair, but
are inadvisable to repeat. The musician, so it’s being whispered, has only
been one a very short while; but in reality is a fugitive from superior circumstances, and has been hiding behind this mask to avoid being punished for crimes of the first order

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. Jesu bless us! So he isn’t really a musician at all! In
that case I shall certainly come out to Solna! Have you been out there
already, Mr Cronhjort, to see if they’re erecting any grandstands for sedentary persons?

MR CRONHJORT. Early this morning I saw great preparations were afoot. A
superb upstanding tree has been selected for the prisoner to be placed
against.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. A pine, Mr Cronhjort? Tell me, I simply adore
pines, they’re like the masts of a stately three-decker!

MR CRONHJORT. No, I don’t think it was a pine; as far as I remember the
tree is deciduous, with branches that stand out charmingly against all the
great conifers. In front of its trunk they were raising a high platform, so
that the unfortunate man shall be clearly visible to all.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. Will they bind him to the tree trunk?

MR CRONHJORT. Yes, against the tree trunk, I do believe, to make sure he
stands firm; though ... it seems I no longer recall what they were saying
about it. Several snow-white tents I saw too, magnificently embellished,
for the Court; and a particularly regal tent for His Majesty, with gilded
tassels, golden crowns and golden lions.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. Only for the Court? Tell me, Mr Cronhjort, didn’t
you see any scaffoldings for other persons of rank?

MR CRONHJORT. All sorts of gear was lying about on the ground. What
for, God alone knows.

THE ADMIRAL’S WIFE. Yes, they’ll certainly erect grandstands, and sweep
up properly afterwards. It would be strange indeed – oh no, in these days
of His Highness Duke Karl the navy won’t be overlooked. Be so good as
to order me up a carriage for Friday, and do me the kindness of sharing in
it with me – is that possible, Mr Cronhjort?


MR CRONHJORT. Your humble servant, ma’am; as it is so grievously often
my good fortune to be –





SCENE XX


Solna Wood. Inside the great royal tent. At the far end, surrounded
by the court, is seated H.R.H. the Duchess. In the centre stand four
persons: the King, Duke Karl, Reuterholm and Countess Rudensköld,
all wearing court dress, and between them the prisoner.


THE DUKE. And you refuse to beg for mercy?

AZOURAS. I beg to be allowed to kiss His Majesty’s hand – my kinsman’s
hand – before I die.

REUTERHOLM. Insolent girl, mind what you’re saying!

THE DUKE. Her mortal peril has confused her mind, she doesn’t know
what she’s saying.

THE KING. Here is my hand, Azouras. I forgive you your words. I grieve.

AZOURAS. I bend my knee and kiss this young hand which I shall never
see grow as big and strong as I wished it. I thank Your Majesty for the
favour I yesterday enjoyed of being allowed to walk about among the
trees and flowers in Haga Park, followed only at a distance by a single
guard, to bid farewell to all I love. How lovely was the scent of its glades
– thanks, my king! And the inlet lying there so calm and beautiful –
thanks, Gustaf Adolf! And on its far shore I saw Bellevue, where my
mother died.

REUTERHOLM. What dangerous liberty was this! Was she permitted to –

THE KING. It was I who obtained the Regent’s permission.

THE DUKE. A trifle. Approach, Countess Rudensköld, with the linen cape
and the other things. Azouras: for drawing a sword and shedding blood
you are condemned to die; the sentence shall now be carried out. But you
are also a criminal of another and more manifold kind; you have been the
cause of many matters which, since they have not been investigated, the
public does not know about. We do not intend, however, to punish you
separately for each of these crimes. Instant death comprises in itself all
other punishments. But in your last moments you, to your greater mortification, shall bear tokens of your grave offences. Though a woman, you
have worn man’s clothing, and thus disguised have committed the crime
for which you are now to be punished. In death you shall wear such raiment as does not distinguish your sex, and which by its indeterminate
nature shall set its seal on your own ambiguity in this respect; a slender




white gown, wide-sleeved and falling to the feet – step forward, Miss
Rudensköld, and drape it over the delinquent! – it must reach down to her
feet! Like that, yes. Now use the buckle to gather its folds about the waist,
so that it shall simultaneously look like a man’s coat and a woman’s
kirtle.
[image: almq01_queens01_013.jpeg]
REUTERHOLM. Consider such ambiguity of raiment a great and public
disgrace.

THE KING. A slender waist! She was my playmate, my sister. I shall never
forget her.

THE DUKE. As is customary and needful in front of a firing squad, a mark,
visible at a distance, shall be attached at the heart, a target for each musket
to aim at. Place this square piece of red cloth over the criminal’s heart.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD. I beg to be excused having to fix so terrible a mark on
a beloved friend.

REUTERHOLM. With His Royal Highness’ permission I shall perform this
little duty.

THE DUKE. Step forward, Reuterholm, and affix it! This little bit of red
cloth is diamond-shaped, eine Raute – suited to the first part of your
name, my friend?

REUTERHOLM. Highness! Let us not jest, but remain serious ... Give me
the mark, Miss Madeleine, and at least lend me a pin or two to attach it
with. Like that, yes!

AZOURAS. Savage wild beast, who stand here affixing this death-mark to

my breast! Worse, far worse in my eyes, than any wild beast – more sinister than the fiercest of forest creatures! Yet it is with this mark, alas, that
you enable me to flee from you!

REUTERHOLM (to himself). What magical attraction lies in these untamed
fiery looks! I thank heaven all this is but in jest.

THE DUKE. Azouras! You have taken from the Royal Palace a diadem of
incalculable value. Whatever may have been your intent, because of you
the greater portion of this priceless ornament is lost for ever. In token of
this great crime you shall in death wear upon your head a chaplet – hand
it to us, Miss Rudensköld – each of whose flowers stands for a stolen
gem.

THE KING. The flowers seem to me exceedingly small, and wretchedly
chosen.

REUTERHOLM. Intentionally small. This chaplet is not an honour, but a
disgrace.

THE KING. And in the centre such a pitiful little wild rose –

THE DUKE. – signifies the great ruby that blazed in the centre of the queen’s
diadem.

THE KING. On either side, five little white star-flowers ...

THE DUKE. ... together betoken its ten great diamonds ...

THE KING. ... and behind them, on either side, a tiny green alchemilla ...

THE DUKE. ... signifying the two great lateral emeralds.

THE KING. Ending at either extremity with a blue veronica, so small as to
be hardly visible –

THE DUKE. – representing the two sapphires which completed the stolen diadem on either side.

THE KING. And the chaplet itself, so ineptly plaited of miserable little twigs
of russet heather! It seems to me they could at least have chosen prettier
flowers.

AZOURAS. A boon, Your Majesty! In my last hour I pray Your Majesty to
have the goodness to himself place this wreath upon my head.

REUTERHOLM. What?!

THE KING. Granted.

THE DUKE. Here’s a green leaf on which she has had the temerity to write
her own name and without further ado sent it to court with a request. The
leaf shall be placed on top of the criminal’s chaplet, declaring to one and
all that her name was Azouras Lazuli Tintomara La Tourn–

AZOURAS. Oh, do not make a crime of my poor name! If I wrote it on that
leaf, it was because no one else on earth ever wrote it anywhere else – and

soon the name, good gentlemen, will wither, as the leaf has already. Oh
good sirs, do not turn this, too, to my shame and dishonour! I beg, I
request, I implore – do not crown me with this leaf!

THE KING. Grant her request, Regent!

THE DUKE. Since Your Majesty so desires. Here, take back your leaf.

AZOURAS. Only Miss Rudensköld shall have it – take it, Your Ladyship.

(Taking one of the pins out of the mark Reuterholm has attached to her breast,
Azouras hastily uses it to scratch on the leaf, above her own name, the words:
‘Remember your task!’) Keep this whitebeam leaf, Miss, in memory of me.

MISS RUDENSKÖLD Under my heart!

AZOURAS. Baron Reutersköld! Am I to suffer any further dishonour?

THE DUKE (to himself). I’m finding this farce hard to play out to the end.

May no one notice how moved I am!

AZOURAS. Not one word from any of you! I see, no further disgrace – so let
me approach my king and enjoy the supreme honour he has granted me.
Sire, I bend the knee – place the chaplet on my head.

THE KING. I do so – I had wished you better flowers, but can do nothing
about it.

AZOURAS. Thanks, Gustaf Adolf! No queen wears a richer or more lovely
diadem in her hair than I do in this moment! Let the court look upon me!
The King, with his own hands, has placed it in my hair!

THE DUKE. This bespeaks proud blood.

REUTERHOLM. And merits sharp rebuke.

THE DUKE. Rémy! Conduct the delinquent to the guard, who shall place
her under the tree where she is to suffer punishment of death, and bind
her to it.

THE KING. What a pity, even so, I’m still under age! From her pallor and
ever more convulsive tremblings I see her strength and pride are at an end;
how she shudders with terror as she lets herself be led out of this tent – La
Tournerose! Do you turn away from us for ever?

AZOURAS Adieu!

THE KING. She’s gone; but it’s a pity, Your Grace, my uncle, that justice
must and shall be done. Could not the government have pardoned her?

THE DUKE. Patience, Your Majesty.

REMY. (comes in again) The delinquent is standing underneath the tree,
around which the troops have formed a square, as ordered. A clergyman,
the Reverend Doctor Petreijus, of St. James Parish, requests an audience.

THE DUKE. It’s he who has prepared the delinquent to die. Grant him
audience.


THE KING. The same one as prepared Ankarström? And is this similarity
too, Reuterholm, intended to dishonour her?

REUTERHOLM. Your Majesty, calm yourself. Let the worthy clergyman be
admitted.

PETREIJUS (comes in). I most humbly request a word before execution is
done.

THE KING. Pick up your hat, doctor! It’s a doctor’s hat.

PETREIJUS. My hat, Your Majesty, lies well where it is: on the grass, God’s
grass. Here are some papers –

REUTERHOLM. (To himself:) Sottise d’un roi-garçon, d’un roi minoritaire!
Parler comme ça d’un chapeau! Et dans un moment comme ceci!

THE DUKE. What is your wish, doctor?

PETREIJUS. Hear me! Hear me! Sentence of death cannot be carried out. A
great obstacle stands in the way.

THE DUKE. What’s the meaning of this?

PETREIJUS. While preparing the delinquent I have made an utterly terrifying
discovery! Your Majesty, the prisoner cannot suffer sudden death. He has
no knowledge of God, of the true faith, knows nothing of our sacred
means of grace, has never been confirmed, nor ever communicated – yes,
and last and worst of all, something too horrible for me even to utter: he is
not a Christian – has never even been baptized!

THE KING. What?

PETREIJUS. He cannot legally be put to death, the law, Your Majesty, requiring that he shall first be shriven; and for that he must necessarily be a
Christian.

THE KING. Not baptized? Never taken Holy Communion? And is nearly seventeen years of age?

PETREIJUS. It beggars belief.

THE KING. Can church law have been so laxly observed during the reign of
His late Majesty, my predecessor and father?

PETREIJUS. Incomprehensible.

Pause

THE DUKE. A gentleman of the court, I fancy, steps forward? Grand
Equerry, sir, what do you want?

ESSEN. Your Majesty! Your Royal Highness!

THE DUKE. What is it you desire, Baron Essen?

ESSEN. Your Grace, I have an extraordinary message to deliver – from the
land of the departed. Yet hear me! From what has been said in here, it
seems that the circumstance of the prisoner being a woman, though

unknown to the public outside or to Dr Petreijus, is known both to Your
Royal Highness and to the court. Therefore I do not hesitate to refer to
her – in here – as such. Concerning this girl, a most precious hand has laid
upon my soul a commission –

THE DUKE. I’m amazed – what can you have to do with this person,
Baron? (aside) How it all becomes more and more diverting!

ESSEN. I, nothing. But Your Royal Highness knows that on the unhappy
night which flung veils of mourning over the entire kingdom, I was His
late Majesty King Gustaf III’s last companion, and was with him at the
masquerade.

REUTERHOLM. (to himself) Ha! And where does this lead us?

ESSEN. That night His late Majesty caught a glimpse of this girl’s face, followed her, felt marvellously attracted to her, and ... But Your Royal
Highness, I see ... I ... find it hard to speak ... I implore ... a
favour ...

THE DUKE. But rise, Baron; you are not one of those whose habit it is to
bend the knee. What favour?

ESSEN. Merely that at this moment – in this fatal hour – Your Highness
shall not smile! Never did I see King Gustaf III do so in such circumstances; and though he only uttered a few words about this girl, what he said
was remarkable, astonishing. Supposing it to be her fate to be taken up by
the theatre, he desired, as he said, to see her saved from it.

THE DUKE. Saved? Saved from being made a spectacle –

ESSEN. And he imposed on me the secret – but sacred – duty of ensuring
it. The Opera being closed and there no longer being any question of her
employment there, I had thought myself under no further obligation to
the late king’s bidding. Even now I do not know whether to see the matter
in that light. Doubtless her crimes are so great there can be no question of
a reprieve. But should it be possible, Your Royal Highness, then hear,
through my voice, a word spoken by His Majesty King Gustaf III to his
brother the Regent ... from the kingdom of shades –

THE DUKE. For her to be reprieved? How strangely everything’s happening
today. First my young king approaches me, proposing clemency; enter,
then, a man of the cloth, also begging me to show mercy; and now a voice
from the dead – and he who speaks is a king, my brother – all calling for
mercy! mercy! mercy! Shall I alone, standing here alone in my high office,
be obdurate, be the last to grant mercy? That has never been my way;
always my heart has told me to be the first. Let the court hear me! And
all others here present! Long before these intercessions, it has been our

intention to show mercy; it is already granted. This capital case has come
up before us in the Council of State. Peculiar and intriguing in its legal
aspects, you in here shall know what has been decided and why. The public, out there, shall merely witness the outcome. Come closer, my duchess!
Ladies and gentlemen of the court, approach! And you, Reuterholm, read
it out aloud. But I, too, today, have a request to make – be cheerful! This
is to be a joyful occasion, a holiday, a spectacle for us all to enjoy.

REUTERHOLM. The motivation of the sentence begins somewhat as follows:
Inasmuch as government should neither decide on nor implement any
measure that is not explicitly in accordance with some law and evident
article of the constitution, it follows that, in the event of some unforeseen
case – i.e., one which is not verbatim and in its entirety covered in law –
immediately upon anything of this nature arising, a lex in casu shall be
passed to meet the occasion, and sentence carried out accordingly.

THE DUCHESS. Most juridical, or lawful, as they say. Most proper.

REUTERHOLM. On the basis of the foregoing infallible principle guiding
such decisions, the present breach of King Karl IX’s articles of war, still in
force, must be judged, it having been committed in the White Guard
while on garrison duty. In those articles we read, under paragraph V, ‘concerning Breaches of the Peace and Swords being Drawn’, and likewise
article 40, ‘where committed in hot blood, while the flag is flying, in garrison, in battle array, or on the march: then shall the miscreant suffer death
by firing squad.’ So the punishment is clear; death by firing squad. The
articles of war assume the criminal, however, to be one of the military,
thus necessarily a man. As it is, he is a woman; whereupon there instantly
arises just such a case, unforseen by the legislature. How establish here a
lex in casu? Without question, by adhering as closely as possible to precedent: where the case is met by death by firing squad – but only to half its
extent. To modify other forms of the death penalty would be problematic,
not to say impossible. It is hard to say how someone could be only partly
beheaded; nor do we see how someone could be half-hanged; nor now –

THE DUKE. Enough of the preamble. We all appreciate there is no lack of
legal long-windedness; nor need anyone doubt that the more prolix it is,
the more correct. Briefly, let me explain what has been decided. Inasmuch
as a hindrance has arisen to real pain of death being inflicted, the criminal
being a woman in disguise and thus not legally entitled to enjoy the penalty prescribed by law, namely to be shot to death by bullets – a punishment
which the law, both in its spirit and its intent, clearly reserves for military
men – yet there being no reason, either, why a criminal should get off

scot-free, as I hear Dr Petreijus claim, on account of not being a
Christian, or because he, being a woman, has deceived others into letting
him commit a specifically male offence; for all these reasons we have found
it desirable to make a striking and appropriate example, to which end, in
view of our right to show clemency, we modify and transform the death
penalty to mere apparent execution, the muskets being charged, not with
ball, but with blank cartridges.

THE DUCHESS. You mean, to thoroughly blacken her face with powder?

THE DUKE. No, the target shall be set up at such a distance that she shall
be stricken only with smoke, and no fire.

THE DUCHESS. How charming!

THE DUKE. The mortal anxiety suffered by the delinquent we nevertheless
regard as forming no small part of her punishment, from which we expect
an improvement in her deportment and a softening of her character. Thus
it is our will that, the exigencies of the law having been met, the delinquent
shall, after execution, be taken to such place as we may designate, and
where this fair heathen’s further instruction shall be energetically
pursued.

REUTERHOLM. She shall believe herself slain, but, amazed to find herself
alive, be brought to such mansions and rooms as one day, when she has
had time to acquaint herself with them and gained more understanding in
such matters, she will call her heaven.

THE DUKE. So now let us put a happy and agreeable end to this whole jest.
To business! Adjutant –

ADJUTANT. Highness?

THE DUKE. Go out and order the duty officer to have every ball extracted
from its cartridge; when this has been done, the men shall load, aim, and
wait for us to give the signal.

*

Outside the tents Solna Wood offered a far-flung view between its tall

straight pines. Officers were moving hither and thither, implementing
these last-moment orders, while a little way off in the forest, where the
muskets had been stacked against a big dark boulder, some of the men
were chatting together as they broke open their cartridges.

‘But why have we got to take the ball out?’ asked a volunteer.

The guardsman he was talking to looked about him; and seeing they
were alone, said in a whisper: Great and extraordinary discoveries have
been made; this is no ordinary prisoner – it’s a woman.

‘Really!’ said the volunteer, but little surprised.


Yes, the guardsman went on; and as such can’t be shot, you see; and
what’s more ... lalà ...

‘What do you mean?’

She has friends at court, the guardsman said almost inaudibly. Do
you see those carriages harnessed up, down there by the road? She’s
going to drive off in state! The whole thing’s just a comedy; ’pon my
word, yes, she certainly has close friends in high circles, and is going to
slip out of death’s clutches – as the saying is – only to fall into love’s
embraces!

‘Ha!’ muttered the other, sotto voce. ‘Then there’s nothing here to
lose, not a moment!’

The guardsman threw his companion an astonished glance, but in
that moment the volunteer’s fiery eyes had disappeared behind the black
boulder. ‘That fellow’s not been long in the service’, mumbled the
guardsman to himself.

Further down, nearer the tents, was to be seen another group, not a
few of its individuals wearing high-ranking uniforms. A lieutenant
shouted, ‘Hurry up, men; aren’t those bullets out of your cartridges yet?
... Now, let me see, here they all are.’ The adjutant went up to him.
‘Now let me see,’ he said. ‘You’re to hand me over exactly the same
number of bullets as there are marksmen. I demand the utmost precision. Sixteen men have been seconded to the firing squad. One, two,
three, four – I must have sixteen bullets, lieutenant – five, six, seven,
eight ... and there lie eight more ... yes, the tally’s exact! Now, call the
men to attention; order the marksmen to load with these blank cartridges. Line them up twenty-five feet from the delinquent; order them
to aim at the square red mark on the prisoner’s breast; and be ready, at a
sign from the royal tent, to fire.’

Yessir!

Herr Hugo, you have been in Solna Wood, have you not? Scarcely
anywhere in the environs of Stockholm is so romantic a scene to be
enjoyed as under those trees. The woods are unquestionably loveliest in
solitude; and the great crowds drawn by curiosity to be present that
afternoon, and whom only a thick hedge of bayonets could keep at a distance from the prisoner, made on all sides a picture less notable for charm
than for contrast. The stately tents erected on a slight rise in the ground,
the court carriages, the snorting horses and the brilliant uniforms, too,
were objects which, although they enlivened the surroundings with their
glittering shapes, a contemplative mind would have wished away.


But even among so many people one can feel lonely – very lonely.
The beautiful tall tree under which the prisoner was standing on a high
platform, and to which she was tied by a white band that went round
her waist and was attached to its sash – this tree stood almost in the
centre of the entire assembly, surrounded at a considerable distance by a
compact square of men in parade uniforms, serious and silent. In the
whole open space around the tree and inside this square there was thus
not a soul, only the prisoner, who stood there all alone. No hand held
hers. Her head, crowned by the tree’s lofty foliage, drooped down on
her breast.

She had been placed on the side facing Solna Church. Seen from
the tree the view through the woods in this direction was wonderfully
picturesque and beautiful. The afternoon sun had so far sunk from its
zenith to the west that at this hour the tip of Solna church spire coincided with its globe, and imagination might have mistaken it for a golden ball – or musketball – placed there to adorn it.

Already the sixteen marksmen, standing with their backs to the
church, had long been aiming their muskets at the prisoner’s breast; and
from the way the barrels gleamed in the sun’s rays she herself, no
unpractised marksman, could clearly see the muzzles were pointing
straight at her heart. Perhaps, even so, she looked up more often than
not from these glittering lines (themselves not unlike sunbeams in the
wood) to the distant church tower, but saw – alas, even on its spire – a
fiery ball.

This amazing scene, so terrifying, so filled with dreadful waiting,
had lasted all too long; then, in the opening of the royal tent, everyone
saw some movement. And amidst all these green trees and grasses the
court emerged and fanned out, as on some gala occasion. Out in front
could be seen the boy king, with Miss Rudensköld at his side, and, at
the Duke Regent’s, Reuterholm, his fiery glances looking about him to
make sure all was in order and ready for the signal – to fire.

It was.

So well-drilled were the sixteen that their shots went off as one, the
sound ringing out through the air as from a single musket’s sixteenfold
voice. A faint brief cry came back from the tree.

The smoke formed a light blueish grey cloud, and a faint breeze
blew it toward the tree, wholly swathing the prisoner under its foliage.
Gradually, however, thinning out in a wavelike motion, this cloud
began to enshroud the whole upper part of the tree, its leaves and its

branches, in a tremulous haze. As for the prisoner, she was still invisible
amid its perfume.

But when the cloud had so far thinned out that the chaplet, or diadem, of little flowers could be seen in her dark hair, then the Duke,
Reuterholm, the King, and Countess Rudensköld all rushed forward to
lift her down in triumph whom each in his or her own way thought of as
their own darling. The ranked guardsmen’s moustaches bristled like
hackles with expectancy, and not a sound was heard anywhere in that
vast crowd. Aimed like muskets at the tree, all eyes were firing off look
upon look; whilst one or another veteran, raising his eyes toward the
west, saw in the remote distance under the heavenly vault a far-flung
shimmer, jagged and speckled, which with its empurpled edges was
spreading out among the clouds over the woods beyond Solna. On any
other occasion anyone seeing those crimson flames, like lightning flashes
in a sky pierced to its depths by those red zig-zag streaks, would have
exclaimed: ‘What entrancingly beautiful weather we’re having this evening, though tomorrow or the day after it’ll certainly come on to blow!’
As it was, no guardsman, no creature, no human being, not one single
person in the whole of that vast gathering made any such remark; for no
one uttered the least word.

In this great and universal silence, our history too, Herr Hugo, falls
silent.

FINIS























A long while I pursued my researches among the Ribbingsholm papers,
hoping to find out how the Misses Amanda and Adolfine came to be
moved from Stavsjö to the beautiful country house on Lake Glan, in
Östergötland. For between the moment when we last saw them clinging
madly to Stavsjö’s window frames, until they were many years later to
be seen wandering up and down the long floor of the upstairs drawing
room at Ribbingsholm gesticulating and then periodically coming to
their senses again – as I myself saw them when travelling through
Östergötland and as I have briefly said in my introduction – there was
only a big gap. What inner conflicts, what states of mind, they had been
through, is more than I can say; and I can only assume that their mother,
the dowager baroness, had taken to heart the advice Lazuli had given
them on leaving, and that the two unfortunate sisters had little by little
made an effort to concentrate their love and tender feelings upon each
other. From peering deep into the two medallion portraits, perhaps,
their glances too had become steadier, relinquishing other, confusing
images. A settled gaze, Herr Hugo, gradually settles the mind.

Nor, I confess, did I feel I had found out all I desired about
Azouras’ ultimate fate. Everyone, with one voice, said she had died. But
anyone who has sat for any while at Science’s wellspring, and notably so
anyone addicted to History’s pellucid waters, will not let himself be satisfied with anything less than a perfectly lucid account, and above all
will wish to know the dénouement of any event, and how it ended. This
pained me deeply. Again and again I have leafed through the scattered

sheets of paper so kindly placed at my disposal and which have provided
my history with its source materials, trying to decipher even the least
legible among them. I have carried my research into libraries and
printed works on this period of our Swedish history; I have read everything I have been able to lay my hands on concerning the 1792–1796
Regency. But nowhere have I come across any mention of an Azouras
Lazuli Tintomara, or how she died, though the printed minutes of the
investigation into ‘treasonable conspiracies’ touching Miss Rudensköld,
Armfeldt and others, which was made shortly afterwards, do seem to
bring to light one matter which may have some connection with
Azouras. As everyone knows, the secret history of recent events is always
obscure, and often centuries must pass before information and documents emerge from private and State archives to elucidate them. Such,
it would seem, is the case with Tintomara’s history. Nevertheless I have
seen documentary evidence for much of what forms this narrative, and
therein have only stumbled upon the occasional little anachronism.
Almost all the facts here related about the death of Gustaf III and the
conspiracy leading up to it I have been so fortunate as to find confirmed
in printed books; but hardly anything, on the other hand, of what these
papers have to relate about Reuterholm. What a pity no exhaustive biography of that famous royal favourite has yet appeared, such as could
throw light on his secret acts and his final resounding fall! For lack of
any such book I am obliged – with all due respect to the Ribbingsholm
papers – to declare them in this respect, at least for the time being, of no
great historical value; nor in the scenes they depict do I regard them as
embodying any other point of view than that of poesy.

One scrap of paper, very ugly and ill-written, and which I instantly
recognized as being in the Stavsjö uncle’s so-called ‘forester handwriting’, has given me a few hints I shall gladly pass on to you, Herr Hugo,
in case you, always supposing you will not despise so confused and
obscure a fragment, can make something of them. From the handwriting it would seem to have been scratched down in all haste and in great
turmoil of mind. Whether or not the uncle was present at the execution
in Solna Wood, I do not know; but from several comparable observations it would almost seem so, and it is not beyond belief, in view of his
great love for his foster child Lazuli. After all, he might have come up to
Stockholm at that time, on his own or his sister’s business? And if we
assume he was standing there amidst the crowd of curious spectators,
our scrap of paper becomes at least partially intelligible; might well be a

letter hurriedly penned that night to his sister, the baroness M*.
Although the odd word can be made out, whole lines are illegible. This
is how the least so among them read: ‘What do you say? ... close the
ranks!’ shouted ... my beloved, oh alas, alas! how dreadful! ... treachery! treachery! treachery! ... but from over to my left arose a howl of
dismay and lamentation, until the Duke commanded silence ... Squad,
halt! no one’s to budge ... every man jack of you is to be examined ...
all over his body ... so that Reuterholm was carried in a swoon up to the
tent ... after the water, Her Ladyship got up again – Look, O my God!
a bullet, it’s gone straight through the red mark! gone through the white
cape, gone through her breast, gone through her heart; what bullet can
it be ... but no one listened to her, until the Duke called out: Adjutant!
– Here I am, sir. Does this ball fit any of the regimental moulds? oh fie,
it’s grooved, nasty, as if fired from a rifle – not how our musket-balls
look ... Treachery! seize him, seize him! – No need, here I stand. The
voice was deep, rather sombre; a tall swarthy-faced soldier was standing
at the far end of the marksmen’s rank; being at a distance, I couldn’t
clearly make out his features.’

But it is the conclusion of the Royal Forester’s letter that is most
clearly written; and it reads like this: ‘And this same night, after the sun
had set but the moon had risen and was shining at its brightest above
the trees, fiction has been followed by reality; and in lieu of the execution, which was to have been merely imaginary, a real one was ordered.
The court martial, or drumhead council, had gone quickly to work.
This time he who was to be shot is said to have been a tall handsome
Volunteer, thin of face and sunburned, who, to every crime laid to his
charge, added another, so that they amounted in all to four, five, or six, I
don’t remember; but each worthy of death. First, I have conspired
against the life of my King; secondly, I have ambushed my Major and
shot him in the depths of the forest, where he still lies. Third, I taught
the woman I love to aim at my own heart ... or an ace of hearts ... for a
target, but extracted the bullet, which I faithfully hid until this evening,
when fourthly, I shot her dead. Gentlemen officers of the court martial,
let me die! – Then the kind-hearted Duke Karl began to speak, saying
... But the Volunteer stubbornly asserted he was in his right mind, and
so matters went for him as they did, namely ...... and I rode off home,
having heard, forester royal though I be, more shots fired today than I
would have wished.’
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            Noter
          
1)
        
To you, Herr Hugo, the whole of this ascent through the stage sets may well seem
hardly plausible; yet I should certainly not presume to make up such a thing nor introduce it into a novel. Yet it isn’t the first time reality reveals itself as bolder than anything critics, in their commonsensical way, find possible or feasible. But should Frans
seduce your lordship into making this tale public, I would here advise a modification of
the truth, to the extent of your first letting Miss Adolfine take lessons in female gymnastics from Herr Ling, and hoist herself up a rope that might have the goodness to be
dangling from somewhere in the theatre’s roof. Ah, but I’m forgetting that Herr Ling’s
gymnastics didn’t exist until 1792! What recourse, what help against critics? None!

I have given much thought to what kind of a lighting flash or thunderbolt it was
Adolfine had stepped onto, aware as I am that they are temporarily constructed for each
production by setting alight combustible materials. But perhaps among so many other
set-pieces, who knows but one, in the 1790s, was furnished together with the permanent
thunderbolts? with a regular painted lighting flash? – Or perhaps Adolfine merely
thought she saw one ... perhaps, when all’s said and done, it was just an imaginary zigzag, void of heavenly threats?


2)
        

Anyone, Herr Hugo, who has been in Stockholm, will know that a bronze statue
known to the common folk as Copper Matte stands on top of the town pillory for all to
see; while all around are arranged other engines of punishment, such as the Wooden
Mare on whose back one has take a ride, the ramshackle shed where whips are made and
switches cut, etc. Although today removed to The Fen, these implements formerly
stood on Packartorget – here called Execution Square. The name Copper Matte is said
to have been borrowed by the people from a certain Mayor Matthias ***, who had this
bronze statue cast in Lübeck for the City of Stockholm. It is said that in the spring of
the year 1833 Copper Matte blew down, and is now kept out of sight.




3)
        
Here it is important to recall what I have already said in my introduction, concerning
my narrative’s sources. They consist of information gleaned from my hospitable hosts
at Ribbingsholm, in part verbally, in part on paper, such as letters, legal documents,
actions and conversations jotted down upon the instant. In consequence, my account
cannot be other than a trifle fragmentary, consisting as it does of scattered scenes; nor
help passing from narrative to drama, and thence back again. From this it of course also
follows that I cannot be held responsible for the exact historical truth (though perhaps
greater than I have always dared hope for) of each and every detail; nor even vouch for
every personal or place name, inasmuch as I have upon occasion understood that my
informants had their reasons for concealing them or resorting to pseudonyms; and this
I reiterate with respectful and hopeful intent: that no person now living, whether owner
or otherwise of a country estate, shall be upset, should he in my history, however
improbably, come across its name or his own.



4)
        

No doubt, Herr Hugo, you will remark upon the unlikelihood of all these species coming into bloom at one and the same time. To this I can only reply that the poor sylvine
improvizer perchance paid but scant heed to these matters, but seeing blossom on some
of these trees, sang of all. For the rest, I must decline responsibility for my characters’
irrational impulses and notions, their remarks or unmotivated actions.



5)
        
Ulriksdal: a large country house, five miles north of Stockholm.


6)
        
“great and too great” – i.e. the king, whose siding with middle
class interests had infuriated the aristocracy.


7)
        
Huvudsta: an estate and country house some three miles northwest of the town, where the plot against Gustaf III’s life was being
hatched. Residence of Count Horn, one of the four conspirators
subsequently exiled for their part in the conspiracy. It was there
he was receiving the three others.


8)
        
The poet Leopold, the King’s court poet, was also librarian of
the library out at Drottningholm, the largest of the royal summer
palaces, on Lake Mälaren, outside Stockholm.


9)
        
A recent parliament had been held at this small coastal town
north of Stockholm. The Noble Estate had challenged the king’s
policies, which were directed against its interests.


10)
        
The aged General Pechlin, who was at the heart of the conspiracy
to assassinate Gustaf III. He appears later. See note 32.


11)
        
A famous French fortune-teller.


12)
        
A guide to the town.


13)
        
Liljensparre was Gustaf III’s chief of police,who quickly arrested
the assassin.


14)
        
Armfeldt, the homosexual King’s handsome favourite.


15)
        
Norrmalmstorg: today’s Gustav Adolfs torg, which had Gustaf
III’s sensational new opera house on its eastern side. It should not
be confused with today’s Norrmalmstorg, then known as Träsket.


16)
        
Jean Louis Desprez, one of the greatest scenic designers in
Europe, was one of the several men of genius Gustaf III had
brought to Sweden for his opera house.


17)
        
The King’s first valet.


18)
        
Baron Hans Henrik von Essen, the King’s close companion and
confidant. The known historical facts of the King’s last minutes
are cunningly interwoven with the fantasy of the “decoy”, who of
course had no basis in reality.


19)
        
Count Adolf Ludvig Ribbing, one of the four chief conspirators.


20)
        
Mlle Stading, a beautiful actress who was the mistress of Duke
Carl, the King’s brother.


21)
        
Carl Michael Bellman (1740–95) the great Swedish songwriter;
Johan H. Kellgren, the leading critic, also a poet, who turned the
King’s drafts for his operas into alexandrine libretti. Ulla Winblad
is the fictional ‘leading lady’ of Bellman’s Fredman’s Epistles.


22)
        
Gluck’s Orpheus and Eurydice which had had its authentic first
night in Gustaf III’s opera house.


23)
        
By his Act of Security Gustaf III had gravely diminished the aristocracy’s privileges and submitted the press to censorship. He had
also made himself unpopular with the peasantry by making
brandy distilling a royal monopoly.


24)
        
Elis Schröderheim, another of the king’s closest favourites, had
put himself in ill favour by selling livings to totally inappropriate
individuals.


25)
        
Duke Carl, the King’s brother, was afterwards suspected of having been in the plot.


26)
        
I.e. Ankarström, the assassin.


27)
        
Ribbing, one of the four Huvudsta noblemen, was afterwards banished for life. See note 15.


28)
        
J.M. Kraus (1756–1792) composer of two magnificent operas in
the manner of Gluck. It was a quadrille by him that was being
played when the king was shot. The leader of the orchestra
marked the spot in the score.


29)
        
Norrström – the North Stream – is the name of the rapids that
pour through the heart of the city, a few yards from the Opera
House and flanking Gustav Adolf Square, with its bronze equestrian statue of the military hero of the Thirty Years War.


30)
        
Makalös (Nonpareil), the former palace of the de la Gardie family,
was the second largest in town after the Royal Palace facing it
across the North Stream. In 1792 it was a museum; later it became
a theatre. Finally it burnt down.


31)
        
I.e. the ambiguously-expressed point is that, with the death of
the theatre-bitten Gustaf III, his young son Gustaf IV Adolf has
become king. But it was by means certain to contemporaries that
the homosexual and – for physical reasons – impotent Gustaf III
was the boy’s father, Gustaf III’s mother having spread the
rumour that his real father was Adolf Munck, Master of the
Horse, who according to his own detailed account had to help the
king to beget a child. Actually there is no question of the boy
king’s legitimacy.


32)
        
Heaven and earth!


33)
        
In truth!


34)
        
The violent anti-Jewish tone of this scene seems a little unmotivated, and is certainly unusual. Gustaf III had in fact permitted
Jews to immigrate into Sweden and practise their religion. –
Otherwise all the names of the conspirators are accurately given.
It was Enhörning who had passed the warning note to the King.
See Murder at the Masked Ball, London 1969.


35)
        
The large island out in the Baltic.


36)
        
Pechlin, leader of the aristocratic opposition, and the instigator
of the plot, was never convicted for lack of direct evidence, but
spent the rest of his life in a fortress on the West Coast, complaining and chattering about everything except what he was accused
of.


37)
        
Despite the circumstantiality of his confession Ankarström
makes no mention of the two other conspirators who had egged
him on and whom the police still hadn’t apprehended. He is obviously trying to shield the other two counts.


38)
        
The scene is historical.


39)
        
Joseph Martin Kraus’ (1756–1792) Mozartian Funeral Music for
Gustaf III has only recently been appreciated at its true worth.
There are several LP and CD recordings. The young composer
only survived his patron by a few months. His statue can be seen
at the lake’s edge at Bellevue.


40)
        
It was the court gossip that Gustaf III was impotent and that his
son the Crown Prince had been sired by the Master of the Royal
Stables, who has in fact left an account of how he had to help the
wretched Gustaf deflower the Queen. In fact there was no substance to the rumour put about by the Dowager Queen. The
implication here is ambiguous: was Gustaf III Tintomara’s father,
or was it Munk, the Royal Equerry?


41)
        
The allusion here is doubtless to the uncertain notes in the peasant
scale – though why Tintomara, who had been brought up to the
sound of the finest operatic music, should introduce them, isn’t
clear. Almqvist was one of the first Swedes to interest himself in
folk music.


42)
        
Viotti was perhaps Europe’s most famous violinist at the time.
Many of his compositions have recently been issued on CD.


43)
        
Reuterholm was a sinister character. He had been summoned

from Rome by Gustav III’s brother, the Duke Karl to take over
the reins of government during the boy king’s Regency. For a few
years Reuterholm would exercise a reactionary dictatorship.


44)
        
I.e. the Duke’s gentleman of chamber mentioned below. The
Duke was a notable lecher.


45)
        
The allusion is to spiritualist and alchemistic sessions the Duke
had taken part in.


46)
        
I.e. the boy king Gustav IV Adolf, who had never been allowed
to play with other children and was pathalogically pedantic. His
reign would be disastrous.


47)
        
The good-natured Countess Rudensköld, Armfeldt’s mistress,
was indeed in grave danger. Arrested as conspiring against
Reuterholm, she was forced to stand in the pillory and was sent to
the whores’ prison. Rescued from exile on Gotland by Armfeldt,
she fled to Switzerland where she became part of Mme de Stae«l’s
circle.
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