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About the Medium

	Vera Ivanovna Kryzhanovskaia, (Warsaw, July 14, 1861 - Tallinn, December 29, 1924), was a Russian psychographer medium. Between 1885 and 1917 she psychographed a hundred novels and short stories signed by the spirit of Rochester, believed by some to be John Wilmot, second Earl of Rochester. Among the best known are “The Pharaoh Mernephtah” and “The Iron Chancellor.”

	In addition to historical novels, in parallel the medium psychographed works with “occult-cosmological themes.” E. V. Kharitonov, in his research essay, considered her the first woman representative of science fiction literature. During the fashion for occultism and esotericism, with the recent scientific discoveries and psychic experiences of European spiritualist circles, she attracted readers from the Russian “Silver Age” high society and the middle class in newspapers and press. Although he began along spiritualist lines, organizing séances in St. Petersburg, he later gravitated toward theosophical doctrines.

	Her father died when Vera was just ten years old, which left the family in a difficult situation. In 1872 Vera was taken in by an educational charity for noble girls in St. Petersburg as a scholar, St. Catherine's School. However, the young girl's frail health and financial difficulties prevented her from completing the course. In 1877 she was discharged and completed her education at home.

	During this period, the spirit of the English poet JW Rochester (1647-1680), taking advantage of the young woman's mediumistic gifts, materialized, and proposed that she dedicate herself body and soul to the service of the Good and write under his direction. After this contact with the person who became her spiritual guide, Vera was cured of chronic tuberculosis, a serious illness at the time, without medical interference.

	At the age of 18, he began to work in psychography. In 1880, on a trip to France, he successfully participated in a mediumistic séance. At that time, his contemporaries were surprised by his productivity, despite his poor health. His séances were attended at that time by famous European mediums, as well as by Prince Nicholas, the future Tsar Nicholas II of Russia.

	In 1886, in Paris, her first work was made public, the historical novel “Episode of the life of Tiberius”, published in French, (as well as her first works), in which the tendency for mystical themes was already noticeable. It is believed that the medium was influenced by the Spiritist Doctrine of Allan Kardec, the Theosophy of Helena Blavatsky, and the Occultism of Papus.

	During this period of temporary residence in Paris, Vera psychographed a series of historical novels, such as “The Pharaoh Mernephtah”, “The Abbey of the Benedictines”, “The Romance of a Queen”, “The Iron Chancellor of Ancient Egypt”, “Herculaneum”, “The Sign of Victory”, “The Night of Saint Bartholomew”, among others, which attracted public attention not only for the captivating themes, but also for the exciting plots. For the novel “The Iron Chancellor of Ancient Egypt,” the French Academy of Sciences awarded him the title of “Officer of the French Academy,” and in 1907, the Russian Academy of Sciences awarded him the “Honorable Mention” for the novel “Czech Luminaries.”

	 


About the Spiritual Author

	John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester was born on April 1 or 10, 1647 (there is no record of the exact date). The son of Henry Wilmot and Anne (widow of Sir. Francis Henry Lee), Rochester resembled his father in physique and temperament, domineering and proud. Henry Wilmot had received the title of Earl because of his efforts to raise money in Germany to help King Charles I regain the throne after he was forced to leave England.

	When his father died, Rochester was 11 years old and inherited the title of Earl, little inheritance, and honors.

	Young J.W. Rochester grew up in Ditchley among drunkenness, theatrical intrigues, artificial friendships with professional poets, lust, brothels in Whetstone Park and the friendship of the king, whom he despised.

	He had a vast culture, for the time: he mastered Latin and Greek, knew the classics, French and Italian, was the author of satirical poetry, highly appreciated in his time.

	In 1661, at the age of 14, he left Wadham College, Oxford, with the degree of Master of Arts. He then left for the continent (France and Italy) and became an interesting figure: tall, slim, attractive, intelligent, charming, brilliant, subtle, educated, and modest, ideal characteristics to conquer the frivolous society of his time.

	When he was not yet 20 years old, in January 1667, he married Elizabeth Mallet. Ten months later, drinking began to affect his character. He had four sons with Elizabeth and a daughter, in 1677, with the actress Elizabeth Barry.

	Living the most different experiences, from fighting the Dutch navy on the high seas to being involved in crimes of death, Rochester's life followed paths of madness, sexual abuse, alcoholics, and charlatanism, in a period in which he acted as a “physician.”

	When Rochester was 30 years old, he writes to a former fellow adventurer that he was nearly blind, lame, and with little chance of ever seeing London again.

	Quickly recovering, Rochester returns to London. Shortly thereafter, in agony, he set out on his last adventure: he called the curate Gilbert Burnet and dictated his recollections to him. In his last reflections, Rochester acknowledged having lived a wicked life, the end of which came slowly and painfully to him because of the venereal diseases that dominated him.

	Earl of Rochester died on July 26, 1680. In the state of spirit, Rochester received the mission to work for the propagation of Spiritualism. After 200 years, through the medium Vera Kryzhanovskaia, the automatism that characterized her made her hand trace words with dizzying speed and total unconsciousness of ideas. The narratives that were dictated to her denote a wide knowledge of ancestral life and customs and provide in their details such a local stamp and historical truth that the reader finds it hard not to recognize their authenticity. Rochester proves to dictate his historical-literary production, testifying that life unfolds to infinity in his indelible marks of spiritual memory, towards the light and the way of God. It seems impossible for a historian, however erudite, to study, simultaneously and in depth, times and environments as different as the Assyrian, Egyptian, Greek and Roman civilizations; as well as customs as dissimilar as those of the France of Louis XI to those of the Renaissance.

	The subject matter of Rochester's work begins in Pharaonic Egypt, passes through Greco-Roman antiquity and the Middle Ages, and continues into the 19th century. In his novels, reality navigates in a fantastic current, in which the imaginary surpasses the limits of verisimilitude, making natural phenomena that oral tradition has taken care to perpetuate as supernatural. 

	Rochester's referential is full of content about customs, laws, ancestral mysteries and unfathomable facts of History, under a novelistic layer, where social and psychological aspects pass through the sensitive filter of his great imagination. Rochester's genre classification is hampered by his expansion into several categories: gothic horror with romance, family sagas, adventure and forays into the fantastic.

	The number of editions of Rochester's works, spread over countless countries, is so large that it is not possible to have an idea of their magnitude, especially considering that, according to researchers, many of these works are unknown to the general public. 

	Several lovers of Rochester's novels carried out (and perhaps do carry out) searches in libraries in various countries, especially in Russia, to locate still unknown works. This can be seen in the prefaces transcribed in several works. Many of these works are finally available in Spanish thanks to the World Spiritist Institute.
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	Foreword

	 

	 

	John Wilmont, Earl of Rochester, was an English satirical poet, of dissolute life and vast culture, who died at the age of 33. In spirit, Rochester is said to have dictated to the medium Wera Krijanowskaia, between 1882 and 1920, 51 works between novels and short stories, dozens of which have been translated into Portuguese. 

	The subject matter begins in Pharaonic Egypt, passing through Greco-Roman antiquity, the Middle Ages, and the 19th century. 

	In Rochester's novels, reality sails in a fantastic flow where the imaginary surpasses the limits of verisimilitude, making natural phenomena that oral tradition has perpetuated as supernatural. He reveals the unheard, the elided, the abyssal points of history, legend, and human pathos. 

	Rochester is an analyst of states of mind who syncretizes history with human passions, settling them in narratives that are almost always vertiginous ,in which the unusual and the mysterious are invariants that mark his style without composing a recipe for light entertainment, subordinated to the market formulas that guide popular novels. 

	Whether or not we accept Rochester's work as psychography, we will see that his proposal for veridiction is in tune with the realist ideology: the reproduction of a society and its points of contact with historical chronologies. His passages, close to reality, seek verisimilitude in vertiginous digressions. 

	Rochester's referentiality is full of content about customs, laws, ancient mysteries and unfathomable facts of history, under a Romanesque coating, where social and psychological aspects pass through the sensitive filter of his hyperbolic imagination. 

	In his recreation of reality, no detail is devoid of interest; paying attention to his descriptive virtuosity, it is observed that certain passages are built upon a stylistic outpouring of romantic inclination. 

	Rochester's descriptive parentheses sometimes precipitate, sometimes hold back the narrative course, verticalizing and microscopically scrutinizing the physical and psychological spaces. In addition to the explosion of emotional data, the author adjusts the causes that determine human behavior and, therefore, none of the characters are gratuitous. As for the moral action that the realists proposed, Rochester gives clues when he induces the reader to reflect, repelling moralizing and unethical simplifications about good and evil. 

	The narrative only, apparently, touches on the attractions of the pamphlet texts, such as the informative character that shines through in the historical twists and turns or in the singular phenomena that put science and natural laws into play. 

	While the myths persist in the product of the serials, Rochester invalidates them in his works, redefining, for example, legendary figures such as Joseph and Moses, going beyond the chronicles that made them sacred. His writing combines epic and drama. 

	Rochester, in line with the 19th century's Romanesque imagination, comes close to the “total novel”, which encompasses dialogue, portrait, father-sage, and the marvelous, shifting the mythical force of the hero to a past more distant than the Middle Ages (the chosen space for the Romantics fugue); 

	Rochester’s classification is made difficult by his expansion into several categories: gothic horror, sentimental romance, family sagas, adventures and incursions into the fantastic. Under his creative nature, the author reveals the arcana of civilizations that fascinate us and appropriates what is prosaic or bizarre, piecing together complex episodes and identifying internal relationships of “time, space, characters” that comprise his aesthetic content, as well as the historical inventory, recovery of the real and metaphysical or philosophical questions that constitute his ideological content. 

	Remodeling narrative formulas from the novel to the short story, Rochester revises spatiality and temporality, undertaking a journey into the enigmatic, in a plurality of facts revisited in memory. The complexity of the transmigration of a certain group of spirits that meet in successive reincarnations, on the literary level, becomes a migration of characters from one work to another. 

	One could say that its literality updates or reinterprets universal issues, such as conflicts of power or the formation of values, merging the real and the imaginary in tragic atmospheres. Thus, from a linguistic and aesthetic point of view, Rochester produces a literary discourse and, from the referential and historiographical point of view, he reproduces a reality. 

	As we go through Rochester's narrative, we observe that chapters of greater or lesser tension alternate, producing expectations in a reader entangled by narrative fragmentation, organized out of linear time sequence. 

	As for the  Rochester's characters, we can say that they do not exist in the service of the plot, to sustain a thesis of a moralizing and identity-creating order: they belong to a narrative that probes historical episodes with literary instruments, so as not to lose its referential under fictional arrangements (which would result in characters that are molded according to the audience they intend to reach, one of the paradigms of the pamphlet). 

	Rochester puts the reader in contact with the inaugural form of the myth, as regards, for example, the enigma of the sphinx (which emerged from almost delirium) and it's revealing associations, bringing out feelings that go beyond the expressive and denotative value of the phenomenon, arousing in the reader the fascination of its secrets, as in “The Iron Chance-reader”. 

	The genesis of the legendary and the marvelous has its roots in popular narratives, which went from primitive orality to modern literature through a wealth of texts of anonymous or collective origin, from the East and the Celts. At the end of the 19th century, 3200 year old Egyptian manuscripts, “older than the Indian texts” according to Nelly Novaes Coelho, were found in excavations in Italy by Egyptologist Mrs. D'Orbeney. In these manuscripts is the source-text of the Biblical episode “Joseph and the woman of Putiphar”. 

	Rochester, in “The Iron Chancellor,” enriches this episode in detail, without resorting to modernity solutions. Revealing the roots of the depreciation of the female image, which popular narratives are responsible for disseminating, he goes into the intricacies that led to Putiphar’s wife being accused of treason. 

	When referring to Jews, in three of his works, Rochester raises the prejudices that have consolidated many of the stereotypes attributed to them, in a survey of Jewish tradition and the historical marks that have accompanied his people for many centuries, having been Jewish in significant passages in different cultures. 

	As for the narrative focus, Rochester's work, sometimes through the omniscient narrator, sometimes through named narrators, presents different versions of a fact, according to the perspectives and individual licenses of the protagonists. 

	In novels such as “The Pharaoh Mernephtah”, “Episode in the Life of Tiberius” or “The Abbey of the Benedictines”, a certain action experienced by various characters is 

	The focus of each narrator offers a material and subjective observation, translating their inner distances and psychic life. 

	Thus, for example, in “Episode of the Life of Tiberius,” we see the testimony of four characters. The narrative is constructed under different repertoires, in a dialectical movement of fragmentation (on the part of the narrative) and synthesis (on the part of the reader). 

	The points of view in Rochester are constructed from the view from behind and the view with, according to Jean Pouillon’s definition. The narrator's knowledge is ostensible: he knows everything about the intimacy of the characters, appropriating their thoughts and attitudes. This totalizing coverage met a preference of nineteenth-century readers, eager for the density of facts. 

	As an omniscient narrator, the author projects his expert language over the physical and psychological elements, verticalizing and thickening their exterior and interior features, composing images made of metaphors, antithesis and hyperbole, polarizing in the text the fluidity and the freezing of scenes with the same impact. 

	The characters and the narrator suffer a symbiosis of their mental states, living one through the other's word. His effect of reality is not expressed in his authority as narrator but in his literary ability to reconstruct and investigate, allowing new interpretations, allowing fiction and reality to merge in the relativity of his characters voices, touching the positivist vision of the 19th century, in which the history tells itself, mirroring the real world through language. 

	His sensory exaltation apprehends the world with the eyes of the realist, adding, sometimes, romantic pulsations, not only feeling, but seeing, groping, experiencing, leading the reader to realize that sensation is a fundamental element in knowing the world. 

	Between dusty plains, mystical temples, bloody arenas and hostile fumes, Rochester updates, like the hues of a painting, the ignored spaces of history. His pictorial endeavor opposes the functional uncriticism of Realism to the decorative descriptivism of Romanticism, in a compromise of the real sense with imagination. 

	In realist texts, the individual-subjective romantic testimony gives way to objective and critical testimony, judging the facts based on socially conditioned values driven by scientific and economic thought, recalls Nelly Nova- es Coelho. 

	Rochester appears precisely in a period of crisis of the symbolic representation of art and of the fragmentation of the individual who, as a textual subject, does not conform to the full ideal of the hero, calling into question the absolute values. 

	For being a depository of spiritualist precepts and competently raising metaphysical issues, the fruition of Rochester's work transcends the quotation of sensibility and the judgment of taste: the reader is divided between the pleasure of the author's subjective expansion and skepticism in face of the objectivity of the philosophical, scientific and historical clues that, if not surprising for the real, surprise for the legendary. 

	His imaginary universe is an excess of the real, attesting man-made phenomena, uncovering myths and deciphering enigmas. The combination of these elements by the nature of his writing is what allows Rochester to move beyond spiritist literature, enabling his novels to contain an overlapping of texts that give them a status sometimes documental, sometimes fictional, sometimes fantastic. 

	 

	 


Prologue  

	 

	 

	An hour's drive from Prankenburg, capital of the duchy of the same name, there was a country house surrounded by a vast jungle. The massive two-story brick house, adorned on both sides by columned terraces, did not stand out for its elegance, even though it was of pretentious Italian style, but on the other hand, its garden was wonderful. The estate was called Rosencheim, and the number of roses blooming in the boulevards fully justified the name. 

	On the day our story begins, the whole house was in a state of extraordinary excitement. The servants were running back and forth, hastily finishing the preparations for the gala lunch. Roses were pruned for garlands and to adorn the doors of the house and the flagged iron gate, which was wide open. 

	Under the oak trees that surrounded the long driveway, there was a crowd of curious onlookers; some of them were Rosencheim's staff, others were residents of the village that stood out in the distance. 

	Away from the noisy crowd sat a wealthy old farmer on the grass, chatting quietly with a middle-aged woman, who had evidently grown prematurely through work. 

	— What a surprise! I thought it was easier for the moon to come down to Earth than for you to visit the city and manage to find me here, Uncle André - said the woman, laughing. 

	— If this story about the inheritance I told you about hadn’t happened, of course I wouldn't have left my old nest,” answered the old man, smiling. - But if I came here, it’s because I wanted to see you, Aunt Domberg, and also to visit my goddaughter, who will be about 16 by now. When I went to your old apartment, they told me that Manchen is studying somewhere and that you work for Miss Helena, who is getting married. 

	— Yes, her mother has hired me to wash the dishes and help the cook, because it seems that the bride and groom are going to be wasteful. I took this job because  laundry work is very hard and I'm already starting to get old. Peeling vegetables is easier than doing laundry. In fact, I hope to soon rest and live like a noblewoman. 

	— Just look at you! Are you also, Aunt Domberg, expecting an inheritance? - asked the old man maliciously. 

	— It's nothing like that! You see, Manchen is finishing her studies at the ballet school, she will soon make her debut in the  theater of the Grand Duchy and everyone thinks she will have a brilliant career because she is as beautiful as an angel. You'll be convinced when you see her yourself. And she has promised me that as soon as she gets a job she'll call me to work as a governess. 

	— Great hopes, Domberg! May God grant that they come true! But can you tell me who is marrying Miss Helen? Despite the neighborly disputes between me and her parents, I am very interested in this girl that I saw grow  up before my very eyes. By the way,  how Mrs. Eguer and her daughter are doing after the death of the baron? His estate has been sold, and his widow seems to have moved to the city. 

	— Look, I can give you the most accurate information, because I have always done Mrs. Eguer's laundry. Edith and Helena were great friends in the beginning, but lately this friendship has ended, because of a young man they both liked. 

	— And, of course, Edith stole him from right under the other woman's nose, didn't she? She's beautiful. 

	— But of course not! Edith doesn't have a penny in her pocket, while Helena, they say, will receive a large sum of money and a grand dowry. And it is she who will marry him today. 

	— And who is this practical and calculating young man? 

	— A Hussar officer, Baron Gunter Vallenrod-Falquenau, a very handsome young man of illustrious descent. He is said to be full of debts, but Helena is crazy about him and her mother dreams of seeing her daughter become a baroness. 

	— But this official may be mistaken in his calculations! I heard from Mrs. Rotbach's estate manager that her financial situation is also precarious,” Andrei noted. 

	— You don't say? In any case, he'll get what he deserves for his treacherous conduct with respect to poor Edith, of whom he was almost widower. The poor girl got engaged o Baron Detinguen out of desperationLook, here comes the wedding party back. Come with me, Uncle André. I'll put you in a place where you can see everyone. 

	A long line of carriages appeared on the road from the city, and soon the first carriage stopped in front of the entrance. It was the newlyweds. 

	Baron Gunter was indeed a handsome young man, tall and slender, and his hussar uniform highlighted his beauty even more. His thin, aristocratic face, framed by a goatee, had an expression of arrogance and disdain. However, a sickly pallor and a certain boredom, reflected in his entire appearance, indicated a troubled life. 

	The baron was the first to jump out of the carriage; he offered his hand to his wife, and his gloomy glance, gliding indifferently over her, went to the girl who was getting out of the next carriage. But his wife did not seem to notice; the baron sighed and followed her down the stairs. 

	The newlywed was a tall, strong-boned woman, who looked 

	beautiful in her veil and lace wedding dress. She had a freshness in her facial skin that could compete on equal terms with any country girl; between her wide purple lips were beautiful, strong teeth of dazzling whiteness. But her piercing, evil eyes and the vulgar features of her face, deprived of any grace, reflected neither kindness nor intelligence. At that moment, she exuded satisfaction and ostensive triumph. 

	Soon everyone sat down at the table. There were few guests, but stars and decorations adorning the men, and diamonds and lace covering the ladies, indicated that the guests belonged to the cream of the aristocracy and the financial world. 

	Almost opposite the newlyweds, who occupied the center of the table, sat a young couple to whom society also extended congratulations and toasts. They were Edith Eguer and Baron von Detinguen. 

	The baron was a very nice man of about thirty, who was not distinguished by beauty. His tranquil blue eyes gazed with undisguised adoration at the charming face of his future wife. 

	Edith was truly fascinating. She was so slender, slender and de-licked, that she seemed ethereal. Her features were not regular, but exuded an extraordinary charm, and the color of her face was white and transparent. But what gave a special charm to her features were her large blue-gray eyes, which shone soberly under large lashes. This look, and the design of the little pink bo-ca indicated a sensual and authoritative character. At that moment she seemed to be in pain and was very irritated. And only when she addressed her fiancé did a kind smile light up her face. 

	The newlywed was also emotional. Sometimes his eyes passed quickly over Edith, but when they met her icy gaze, the young officer's face twitched slightly and his lips trembled nervously. It is not known whether Baroness Helena managed to catch one of these silent scenes, or simply felt how unfavorable the comparison with Edith was to her, the fact is that she looked at her with hatred, and began to knead, under the table, the lace with her large, strong hands so hard that she tore it. 

	After lunch, the bride retired to her room to change clothes. She was putting on her traveling hat in front of the mirror, when the door opened and Edith entered the room. 

	— I have come to say goodbye. My mother has a bad case of the cramps and wants to come home,” she said in a courteous,cold tone. 

	The baroness blushed heavily. After letting her maid leave, she approached her friend and wanted to hug her. 

	— Why such coldness, such enmity? 

	Edith took a step back and measured the newlywed with a contemptuous look. 

	— Stop this comedy. You are very wrong if you think I’m going to keep quiet about everything I know. I cannot feel friendship for a woman who has spared no means to possess the man who notoriously does not love her and is loved by me. Gunter has sold out; I know very well that his financial situation is not good. After I learned this shameful fact, I stopped loving him and you can be sure that I will not stand in his way. I won’t pretend that my crack has closed today; but, on the other hand, I am pleased to see that your husband treats you with complete indifference. You have bought his name, but not his heart! Add to this that you have deceived the baron with regard to your family's property: I know that your financial situation is not at all well. To throw dust in Gunter's eyes and to be able to make his dowry, you pawned Dochman the  family diamonds and your land in Bless. I obviously told  him nothing. 

	— This is a lie! It's a slander!” exclaimed Helena, blushing with anger and fright. 

	— The future will show if this is a lie! - said Edith. - 'Only I predict for you,' she continued, with a mocking tone, 'that the baron will make you pay dearly, when he learns that you have been the victim of a fraud. And now once more good-bye-and, I hope, forever! 

	And without waiting for an answer, she turned and left the boudoir. The next room was empty, but in the corridor, Edith unexpectedly met her fiancé, who was also going to put on his traveling suit. 

	On seeing her, Gunter paled and, leaning towards her, murmured surreptitiously: 

	— Edith! By all that's holy, don't look at me so coldly. Say you forgive me. You don't know how I am suffering, and yet I couldn't do otherwise. 

	Edith's bright eyes were clouded for a moment, but her voice was completely calm when she said coldly: 

	— I have nothing to forgive you, Baron! I hope that today you are making allusions to the past for the last time. You are married and now have new obligations; I, too, in a few weeks time, am getting married and leaving Prankenburg. So our paths will no longer cross. But if you believe that I must forgive you for something, then I do so with all my heart. 

	Edith held out her tiny gloved hand, which the baron pressed against his lips. 

	An hour later, the newlyweds left Rosencheim for Naples,  the final destination of their wedding trip. 
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	Autumn had already covered Rosencheim's shady boulevards in gold and purple. The trees were defoliated, and the earth was filled with yellowish leaves. 

	Although the air remained warm and the and the sun's pale rays pierced through the clouds, all of nature showed traces of the serene sadness that characterizes autumn. 

	In a circular area covered with sand, in front of the terrace, toys were scattered about: horse, sword, helmet, and gardening tools. 

	A nine-year-old boy in a sailor's outfit  was busily building a sandcastle, filling his bastions with toy soldiers, cannons, and even knights. A few steps away from the sandcastle,  next to the bench where an elderly housekeeper sat knitting, was a baby carriage with a three-year-old girl. She was so small that she did not even look two years old. Busy with the battle that was going on in front of her, the little girl absent-mindedly turned over in her hands a doll that wore a medieval costume and a high ornament on her head. 

	Suddenly the boy saw the doll. In one leap he found himself beside the girl and snatched the toy from her hands. 

	— Dagmara, give me Genevieve of Brabant! She will be the queen imprisoned in the castle that I am taking over”, he exclaimed.  

	And without waiting for an answer, he put the doll between the sand bastions and began to loudly command both the assault and the defense, trying to imitate not only the cannon shots, but also the shouts of the combatants and the wounded. 

	— Can't you stop that crazy noise, Desidério? - An irritated voice was heard coming from the terrace, “Where are your thoughts going, Mrs. Golberg? Why don't you stop this unbearable game? 

	The governess blushed and made a half-voiced remark to the boy, who, showing signs of annoyance, kicked the castle down, along with the defenders and harassers. Then he pulled the horse to himself and began to pull the strings out of his tail. 

	Baroness Helena Vallenrod-Falkenau caught the boy's eye again and went back to embroidering. Her eyebrows and tightly clenched lips clearly indicated her ill-contained anger. 

	In the years that had passed, she had become far from beautiful. Her face had become a little paler, but her fleshy cheeks remained red, giving her an especially vulgar coloring. She wore a simple gray dress and covered her head with a black lace scarf. 

	The discontent and concern reflected on the Baroness’ face had its reasons. The Vallenrod family’s married life was not happy. Gunter led an unruly life and was the protagonist of all sorts of adventures, which the helpful friends soon brought to his wife's attention, by doing so, caused heavy scenes and constant quarrels between the couple. 

	However legitimate Helena's jealousy was, the baron, who had never loved his wife, became indignant with her, even furious, and finally disappeared for three or four days, despite all the love he had for his only son. In addition, after the death of her mother, Baroness Helena's financial situation had become very complicated. She knew nothing about her husband's business, but had solid reasons to suppose that such a way of life could consume even a much larger fortune. How Gunter 

	managed to sustain his unruly life was positively a great mystery to her. 

	Little Dagmara was the baron's goddaughter, and her appearance in the house caused stormy scenes between the couple, for the girl was the daughter of her former friend Edith, whom Helena could not forgive for having been loved by Gunter. 

	Since the wedding they had not seen each other, because the Detinguen’s lived in a distant city where the end of the drama of the young couple's life unfolded. Passionate in nature, Edith had married without love. Her husband's cloistered life and his passion for science did not satisfy her aspirations for the worldly life with which she sought to fill her spiritual void. Eventually, Edith fell in love with a brilliant officer, Count Victor Helfenberg, who also fell in love with her and, despite all obstacles, the two couple soon married. 

	Even stunned by this blow, Baron Detinguen did not hesitate for a minute to give the woman he loved a divorce, on only one condition - that she leave his daughter with him. Edith agreed, and the general disapproval worsened when the mother relinquished custody of her daughter. For Count Victor, on the other hand, this marriage had disastrous consequences, for it caused him to definitively break with his relatives. 

	These disagreements had a pernicious effect on the young Countess Helfenberg. Despite the happy marriage, her health was shaken, and a few months after the Dagmara’s birth, she gradually faded away. The count became absolutely desperate. It is not known whether this misfortune that influenced him or whether the countess's illness was contagious, but from that date on the count fell into a sickly state and, when he caught cold during military maneuvers, he caught galloping tuberculosis and, a year and a half after his wife's death, he also went to his grave. 

	Feeling the approaching death, the count thought sadly of little Dagmara, whom he would leave completely orphaned and alone in the world,

	for he had quarreled with all his relatives and did not in any way to ask his uncle for help; Edith's mother had also passed away. In this difficult situation, she remembered her childhood friend and military schoolmate, her distant relative, Baron Vallenrod. Although they had not seen each other for several years, the count still decided to appoint him as his daughter's guardian. The count did not even suspect that Gunter had once loved his late wife, and so he was very grateful when in reply to his letter the baron came in person and assured him that he would love and raise Dagmara as his daughter. 

	Everything was duly legalized. And then, despite the anger and protests of Baroness Helena, the little Countess Helfenberg had been living under his roof for more than a year. Gunter loved the girl very much, whose large steel-textured gray eyes reminded him of Edith; but the baroness hated her rival's daughter and made her feel this dislike, but in such a way that her husband noticed nothing. 

	On the day we restarted our narrative, the baroness was especially angry because the baron, for five days, had not returned to Rosencheim. This prolonged absence made her so furious that she decided to preach to her husband a sermon he had never heard before. 

	The loud noise of the carriage made the baroness raise her head. She suddenly put aside her embroidery and, seeing Desiderius running enthusiastically to the terrace, when she heard the carriage approaching, she shouted in an authoritative tone: 

	— Stay and keep playing! You're not going to see your father?... 

	The boy, annoyed, was perplexed, and cast his mother a look of pity; but not daring to disobey, he walked slowly away towards the governess. 

	At that moment the servant appeared on the terrace, carrying a business card on the silver tray. 

	— Karl Eshenbach, notary public,” Helena read in surprise. - Did you tell him the baron is not at home? 

	— Yes, Baroness. He, however, insists on being received - replied the servant. 

	— All right. Let him in. 

	Entering the living-room, she saw a sickly-looking gentleman who stood up and bowed respectfully.

	— Madame, I magnanimously apologize for daring to disturb you. But, unfortunately, Mr. Baron, with whom I have some business to transact, is not at home. I could not find him in the city apartment last night either. 

	— My husband should be back soon, I think, so I would ask you to wait for him. If the business is very important, I can try to find him. 

	—  Thank you, Baroness, but I can’t wait any longer. An important family matter awaits me in America and I have exactly the time I need to get to Bremen and catch the transatlantic ship. So, I have decided to take advantage of your kindness, as  this is a simple formality. The mission refers to your husband's ward, the Countess Dagmara von Helfenberg. You know that the marriage of the late Count Victor brought about a complete break with his relatives. Nevertheless, your uncle, Count Ebergardt, loved his son and was concerned about the fate of his daughter, who inherited very limited means. Therefore, he has decided to give the little countess the money that at the time was predestined for Count Victor. However, he does not want to do this openly, so as not to arouse discontent from his children and, more importantly, his wife, who was particularly hostile to Mrs. Detinguen. Since the sum intended for Dagmara was formed little by little from the count's private savings, her family will not be able to claim this money. So, I brought with me two hundred thousand which the old count is sending to the baron as the girl’s guardian. Here is a letter: in it Count Ebergardt asks Baron Vallenrod to add this money to the capital he already has in hand. And since the lady's husband is not at home, I ask the Baroness to check the amounts in this folder and give me a receipt, attesting that you have received them to give to your husband. 

	Having said that, the notary took from his leather case a large briefcase and a letter and handed them to the baroness. 

	— But of course, Mr. Eshenbach, I will be happy to do that. I will check the papers right now and give you the necessary receipt. 

	In a few minutes everything was completed. The notary carefully read the baroness's receipt, made a note of it, and put it on wallet. Then he said goodbye, thanking the lady of the house cordially for her kindness. 

	The baroness collected the money and securities, counted them once more, locked them in her desk, and then, leaning with her elbow on the table, stood thoughtfully, carrying her frown. 

	— What a bright future awaits this foolish woman, Edith. If those two imbeciles didn't die, the old man would end up forgiving them,” thought Helena. - This disgusting little girl that Gunter has stuck in our house is as lucky as her worthy mother! Two hundred thousand marks! Together with what she already has she'll make a considerable fortune. I must marry her to Desiderius. It will be a brilliant match, for the poor boy won't get much from us. And what does Gunter pay for his bohemian ways? He's probably in debt. For my part, things are not going well either, for it is not cheap to run the house the way the baron likes it. Dagmara's inheritance must put our finances in order. She will be as pretty as her mother and our boy will not object. Meanwhile, we must use the income from this capital to give Desiderius an education worthy of his origin. This, of course, is not very pleasant - she gave a sigh - but what to do? And besides, no one will ever know! 

	He leaned back in his armchair, closed his eyes, and concentrated so much on his reflections that he did not hear the sound of the carriage coming. 

	The carriage quickly entered the courtyard, and an officer of the guard jumped out of it. He was a middle-aged man, and on his head the first gray hairs were beginning to appear. At that moment his energetic and kindly face was very much moved. He pro- vided 

	the servant announced it and went straight to the drawing-room. The noise of the door opening brought the baroness out of her meditation. Unhappy at being disturbed, she stood up and headed for the door, but upon seeing Colonel Nzenburg, her husband's boss, Helena immediately adopted a gentle look and extended her hand. 

	— What an unexpected surprise, Colonel! - she said, smiling. - But you are alone! Didn't my husband come with you? 

	The colonel clasped his outstretched hand tightly and then brought it to his lips. A difficult inner struggle was clearly reflected in his pale roses. 

	Finally, he said with effort, low, and pausingly: 

	— I have come alone, Baroness, and I have brought you sad news! I implore you, madam, to be firm, to think of your son and to seek the courage necessary in your maternal feeling to bear with dignity the blow that has fallen upon you. 

	The baroness turned pale. Overcome with a nervous tremor, she slumped in her armchair and exclaimed in a hoarse voice: 

	— Go ahead, Colonel. What happened to Gunter? I want out of everything! 

	— The baron committed suicide at five o'clock this morning. For this reason, I must especially address myself to his Christian mercy and to the indulgence with which we must treat the weaknesses of our neighbor. In fact, Gunter condemned himself! After the evening spent in the amusing company of the dancer Maria Domberg, the baron went to his hostess's room and shot himself in the heart. 

	A wounded animal's cry escaped the baroness's lips. A nervous breakdown knocked her to the ground and she struggled, screaming, laughing and sobbing at the same time. The colonel ran to help, wanting to hold her and lift her, but the baroness repulsed him with her hands and feet with such force that he gave up the attempt and rang the bell. The servant and the chambermaid came running in; at the same hour Desiderius, thinking that papa had arrived, appeared at the door of the terrace, but seeing his mother rolling on the floor like mad and the 

	employees trying in vain to lift her up, she screamed and began to cry loudly. The scene was so unpleasant that the colonel approached the child and took her into the garden. After calming Desiderius, he asked the housekeeper to take the children and not let them into the baroness's room. On returning to the drawing room, he took two sheets from his notebook and wrote two notes. He had just finished writing down the addresses when the servant came into the room, all red and distraught. 

	— It was good of you to come, Franz, for I was just about to call you to give you the necessary instructions,” said the colonel, handing him the two notes. - One you take to Doctor Arnold, the other to Lieutenant Nchter. You will assist the lieutenant in transporting the baron's body from Madame Domberg's house to his own apartment. Of course, you are not to comment on what you see and hear! Do you understand? 

	— So our baron is dead? - murmured the servant. 

	— Unfortunately, yes! I forbid you to prattle on exactly about the details of his demise. But how are you going? I must let my horses rest and wait for my wife to arrive with the doctor. 

	— I will saddle the baron's horse and go as quickly as possible. After a few hours, the doctor and the colonel's wife arrived. 

	Thanks to the energetic help of the doctor and the consoling words of Madame Nzenburg, the baroness regained sufficient calm to be able to get up and dress. 

	Pale and trembling, she sat in the carriage together with the colonel's spouse and Desiderius; the doctor and Nzenburg boarded the other, and all set out for the city. 

	 

	 

	 



	
	II 

	 

	
	The death of Baron Vallenrod-Falkenau moved the entire city and provoked the most diverse conjecture. Public opinion was against the baron, and everyone felt sorry for his wife, who, as was well known, was not happy in her family life. 

	The funeral was held with the usual ceremonies. Colleagues and friends accompanied the deceased and rendered him military honors. The baroness, calmer, heard some sincere condolences and returned home, accompanied by the compassion of all. 

	With her face pale and disfigured by anger, she stared with her eyes fixed and wide open at a whole series of bills of exchange and mortgages that clearly attested that nothing had been left for her. Rosencheim with all the furniture, the furniture from the city apartment, silverware, glitter, and even Dagmara’s capital, absolutely everything had passed into the hands of lian sharks. She had nothing left, not even a chair. Now it was clear why the baron had committed suicide. The squanderer without a conscience did not want to go through dishonor and total ruin. 

	After relieving herself a little with her tears, Helena straightened up and remained thoughtful, putting her head between her hands. She had no more time to cry and much  to do to check what she still had. She had a few jewelries and a few thousand marks left, leftovers from the small inheritance left by her grandmother, which she spent little by little on outings, clothes and other personal needs. But this was not enough to guarantee even the most modest subsistence; and the thought of appealing to the kindness of relatives and the shame she would inevitably experience made her tremble, and if a bottomless abyss were opening beneath her feet. Overcome with a nervous tremor, Helena went to the desk; she had to tell exactly what she had left. She pulled her chair close to the desk, opened the drawer, and at the same moment shuddered and threw herself backward. His wide-eyed eyes stared at the bundle of bonds and money that the Tabelion Eshenbach had brought. 

	Her pale face flushed sharply and her trembling fingers reviewed the securities that promised wealth, abundance, and a guaranteed future. A tempting idea flashed through the baroness's mind. 

	No one knew of the existence of these two hundred thousand marks. And neither Eshenbach nor old Count Helfenberg would ever think of asking for the money back, because the former would return from America God only knows when, and the latter did not want the others to know about the gift he had made. Besides, the notary's visit and Gunter's death were very coincidental! Who could prove, especially after a few years, that the money had not stopped in the baron's hands and that he had not spent it, as he had with the capital Dagmara had inherited from her father? The more she thought about it, the easier it seemed to her to get hold of that money without any risk. True, this would be theft, but necessity was forcing her to do so. Could she, out of simple remorse, sacrifice her son's future? Condemn Desiderius to misery, closing any path to a brilliant career, just to preserve the situation of her rival's daughter who had stolen Gunter's heart from her, Helen, thus initiating the disgrace that was now shaking her? 

	A desperate struggle arose in the baroness's heart. Despite all her faults and selfishness, she was not yet a criminal and the theft of other people’s property inspired fear and disgust in her. Her disfigured face sometimes paled, sometimes flushed, and a tremor ran through her body. But his thoughts - man's subservient servants, clever executors of secret desires and his treacherous counselors - whispered a thousand excuses. Finally, the horror 

	inspired by the life ahead of her, overcame all hesitation and dulled all her remorse. Still pale, but firm and decisive, she took the letter from Count Helfenberg and burned it. And when it was reduced to ashes, she carefully cleaned it up and closed the desk drawer. 

	With a deep sigh, Helena stood up. The ghost of poverty and humiliation was gone forever. Now all she had to do was to be careful not to arouse suspicion. 

	Encouraged, she began to walk around the room and, after much thought, came up with the following plan of action. 

	She would start living in the most modest way; after some time, she would move to the house of her old, sick, and wealthy relative, for whom she would take care and then spread rumor that she had received her inheritance. This trip would give her the possibility of secretly investing the stolen capital. 

	The next day, the baroness already began to put the plan into execution. In the outskirts of town, she rented a simple house with an orchard and furnished it with what she had left. She then fired all the servants, leaving only the nanny and the cook, and sold everything that could be considered superfluous. She acted with such energy that not even ten days after her husband's funeral everything was ready and she could move into the new house. 

	After the baroness moved into her new dwelling, all of high society rushed to express their friendly disposition and attention to her. The baroness received the kindnesses with tears of gratitude and returned everyone’s visits , but, true to her plan, she went on to lead a more modest and solitary life. She now lived only for her son, devoting unlimited tenderness to him and keeping him always close to her. In return, she grew to hate Dagmara more and more. The little orphan girl, doubly stolen, by her husband and by herself, was the living “memento mori” of her crime. The presence of the little girl and her innocent chatter irritated the baroness terribly. 

	Eventually, the nanny and Dagmara were permanently incarcerated in their rooms. 

	Fortunately for Dagmara, the kind hearted Golberg was very fond of her and cared for her with all her heart: otherwise, the poor girl would have been in a very bad way. The honest housekeeper was very indignant when in the summer the baroness left with Desiderius for her ailing aunt's house, leaving Dagmara alone. 

	The baroness took advantage of this trip to apply the two hundred thousand marks. Her aunt died, and Helena's friends soon learned that she had left Mrs. Vallenrod a very considerable sum of money for her son, which guaranteed them a comfortable life. The baroness took advantage of this strike of fate and traveled to the seaside baths for treatment, returning only in the late autumn. Golberg, the housekeeper, waited until the lady returned and asked her for the two-week vacation, she was entitled to every two years. 

	Golberg, as usual, spent these two weeks at the home of her son in law, a rural pastor who lived quite far from Prankenburg. At his home she met a nice old man. He was introduced to her as Baron Detinguen, but that name told her nothing. Without suspecting the interest she aroused in that quiet visitor, Golberg recounted in detail Gunter's suicide and, above all, what happened afterwards. 

	— Everyone admires the baroness's courageous resignation and her kindness in keeping little Dagmara in her home and raising her. But I think she is just doing her duty and doing it very badly. Instead of trying to correct the harm caused by her husband, who spent the girl's capital, by repaying her with love and

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
