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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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Prologue

	 

	 

	In his human incarnation, John Wilmot, Count of Rochester, was a satirical English poet  famous for his spirit and  disorganized life.

	He was born in Ditchley, Oxford County, in 1647. He died in 1680. After he obtained high studies at Oxford University, in which he was known as an original poet. He traveled through France and Italy. Returning to  lively England, when Rochester was  eighteen years old at the time, he was presented to the court.

	Spiritual, beautiful and ardent, endowed with refinement to please and captivate, the young gentleman shone at the court of Charles II, the most voluptuous and corrupted of the time.

	Rochester’s poetic works had numerous reprints (1681”1756”1821) composed of satires, songs, libertine plays, and a little poem called “Nada” (Nothing). However, the satires are what he did best, riddling the men of power with their barbs, the king’s ministers, and Charles II himself, who banished him from the court.

	At the age of thirty, the poet´s health  was completely compromised and, according to his  statements, he got drunk every day. He also lost his qualities of courage and bravery, of which he had given numerous proofs.

	There is no doubt that Rochester is an outstanding  resource in the spreading of the Spiritist Doctrine.

	His works as a spiritual author, Abadia dos Beneditinos (Benedictine Abbey), Naema, a Bruxa (Naema the Witch), Episódio da Vida de Tibério (Episode of the Life of Tiberius), 0 Faraó Menerphtah (Pharaoh Mernephtah), Herculanum (Herculaneum), A Lenda do Castelo de Montinhoso (The Legend of Montinhoso Castle) and A Vingança do Judeu (The Revenge of the Jew), in addition to others released by various publishers, they are of undeniable success with the anonymous mass.

	On the other hand, the mechanical medium Wera Krijanovsky studied and acquired excellent instruction from the Imperial Institute of Saint Petersburg, in Russia, having received these books entirely unconsciously and rapidly.

	The narrations were narrated with a detailed description of the events that occurred and are covered with suspense, making the reader enthusiastically cling to the reading which made  the facts freeds from the dust of centuries become a tangible reality.

	Some criticism never forgot the ardent imagination of this Spiritist author. Rochester is fertile, as if endowed with wings, he does not respect horizons and does not contain itself with the limits of the conceivable.

	In fact, his literary school impose him to behave like this, with his inimitable style and form.

	The Editor

	 

	
FIRST PART 

	THE STRUGGLE OF PREJUDICES

	 

	 


 

	 

	1 - THE MILLIONAIRE

	 

	 

	On a beautiful day in the spring of 1862, an elegant chariot trotted  two magnificent horses along the lively streets of the city of Pesth1. In front of a palace, situated in the aristocratic neighborhood par excellence, the fiery couple stopped, and a servant of livery opened the hatch of the carriage.

	A handsome boy alighted easily therefrom, dressed in the definitive outfit and, and, responding to the reverent greeting of the porter with a slight bow of the head, ascended, with slow steps, the long, gilt-railed staircase leading to the rooms on the upper floor.  

	“Your father informed himself about you, sir,” one of the servants announced, while he was taking his hat and coat. “He’s in his office, but he wants you to meet him in his study.”

	Without answering, the boy went through some halls, with furniture composing an exaggerated luxury, and penetrated the father’s study. A enormous room, to whose good taste, in the excessively rich ornamentation, one could object, however, distinguished itself from the others: all the furniture was golden; it stretched through the floor’s long carpet: here and there,  expensive works of art, forming a disharmonious set, filled the tables and consoles; only the large desk, stuffed with papers, and the huge fireproof vault, indicated the work office of a businessman.

	After walking for a few minutes—impatiently—through the room, the boy threw himself to an armchair and, with his head turned upwards, leaned on the backrest, frowning, engulfed in his meditations.

	Abram Maier, an old financier, was one of those Israelites who gets, without plausible explanation, amassed a great fortune, starting from the utterly  

	

	

	shadow. He was born in a humble tent, in a small town in the province. He began his life as a peddler, carrying on his back the junk of trinkets, traveling all over the country in all directions, not neglecting the most modest place. Aided by one of these fortunes that are always allies of the effort of the Semitic, moderate, without measuring efforts, in little time he acquired savings; a kind of speculation,  completed, in one instant it made him a wealthy man, and the time, a millionaire banker.

	Although he remained  an Israelite to every test, and an exact observer of the Law of Moses, he had provided  the only son, Samuel, a liberal education. The boy, whose arrival, after the twelfth year of marriage, had cost his mother’s life,  was the idol, the main point of old Maier’s caresses. He worked and amassed, without fatigue, new riches for him. To educate him, he spared nothing.

	Let’s confess, in honor of Samuel, that he had made good use of the means placed at his disposal. Under the direction of the most competent teachers, at first, and at the University, then he  completed brilliant studies; Then he gave his education the last touch of traveling. He was fluent in six languages  painted with some merit and was a refined musician.

	Endowed wealthly, but proud and impetuous, he despised his Jewish origin, which had already caused him to suffer numerous displeasures, in addition, to blocking him the entrance to the  aristocratic houses, where he struggled to attend.

	With the freedom given by his father—to follow his intimate dictates—he lived as a noble, practiced sports, reattached relationships between former fellow students and the fine youth of the city, who attended his parties of their own accord, and to which he lent money, and a case to need it.

	On many occasions, Abram Maier’s old friends remarked  the reason that his son never attended the synagogue, completely disregarding the prescriptions of his Law, and being interested only in Christian society and customs. The old banker, shaking his head with a dry laugh, said:

	“Let him enjoy his youth; Christians themselves will disappoint him of such friendships, and, without more illusions, he will return to the religion of his parents, who nevertheless live in his heart. Samuel is only five lustrums years old. He works judiciously; he possesses the instinct of business; when these youthful daydream sasses, he will become my rightful successor...”

	A Long lapse of time had passed since his arrival; plunged, yet in his dark brood, he did not realize it, nor had he noticed the velvet curtain and an older man, with a white beard, frowning and bent, standing on the threshold of the door, fixing on him a scrutinizing look. Suddenly, Samuel stood up and took his hands through his thick hair, exclaiming with a voice choked by despair and wrath:

	“Oh! Curse to be born Jew! Neither education nor money saves us from this abhorred race and its stigma!”

	“You are mistaken, son. Gold erases the most ingrained prejudices. Those Christians, full of themselves, lower their foreheads to the dust, before the despised Jew, in the eagerness to get a little of that metal that, not even by passing through our hands, is stained.”

	Cautiously closing the room door, the banker continued:

	“Since when, though, do you feel the morbid desire to despise your grandparents and the will to Christianize you? Is it because they hardly ever attend our parties?” he concluded with a smile of malice.

	“Do you see those who have business with us, or do not want to hurt you, because of the obligations they owe you,” the boy pondered, bitter. “Despite being kind and affecting equality, and despite our welcome to those people, in his intimacy resounds something that makes boil my blood. Many of those who attend our dinners, former comrades of the University and military, I have aided without ever asking for a single penny, and in the unlucky instant, they repay with injurious repulsion, making me realize the abyss between me and them—”

	“Ungrateful! Imbeciles, arrogant, like all the race of goys (Christians),” the old banker exclaimed, sitting in an armchair. “And do you want to belong to this kind, though that realizing that they come here just for interest? It is not fair, Samuel, to the God of our ancestors.”

	“Has he not given you all that can make you fortunate and even envied? Are you not young, healthy in body and spirit, and immensely rich? Take care not to become thankless, and  not to unite so closely with our enemies. If they need you, they will flatter you, but when  can do things without you, they will eject you like a nasty dog. However, I want to ask you something, while we are on this subject: How are you in your heart, my son? I observe, since some time ago, with bitterness, that you are not the same; irritated, pale, distracted, neglecting business. Confess: what worries you?”

	“May I expect you to listen to me with indulgence, Father? My confession must seem hateful to you, although I have to finish if… if—” Samuel fell again on the armchair, wiping with the handkerchief  red face.

	“It does not matter what confession you make, because I have a right: to know the truth. On numerous occasions, you could appraise my indulgence.”

	“That is right, father. I owe you all the truth. Patiently listen to me. About seven months ago, as you know, I was on our property in Rudenhof. As always, I made my usual walk in the forest that extends to the domains of the Earl of M”. Suddenly, I heard the cracking of branches that break, and a woman’s voice screaming for help. I went in that direction and saw a horse, which had fallen, dragging in the fall the amazon that was riding him. Approaching me, the animal raised, wanting to re-enter  the career, dragging with him the rider, trapped by the foot to the stirrup. In an instant, I got to her and took the reins. Immediately I unfastened his foot, and at the proper instant, because the steed, with an unexpected jump, tore off my hands the brides and set off on a gallop. I bent closely over the amazon, still lying on the ground, and I held her in my arms. She was an unknown young woman, but of fascinating beauty. Her hat had fallen, and two beautiful reddish blond braids fell disheveled on the shoulders. Unexpectedly, I saw drops of blood running down his forehead.”

	“Are you hurt?” I asked, startled.  

	Without an answer, she lifted  to me her beautiful dark blue eyes. I thought inwardly that the scare might have deprived her of her speech, and I concluded that it was necessary to bathe and safeguard the wound. Next to the place, it murmured a fountain, in whose adjacencies more than once I rested. Running there, I wet my handkerchief in the water; but returning, I found that the girl fainted.

	I washed her forehead and tried to heal the wound, which was light. Such measures had no effect since she was still unconscious. I found myself in great embarrassment: I did not know her name or residence. I would not leave her to go in search of help, because she wielded over me such fascination that bound me to her side.

	Taking a sudden resolution, I held her in my arms and headed to our home. The way was long, and besides, that priceless burden demanded  greater care. I swear to you, Father, that I would not wish to shorten it, because I was not satisfied to contemplate the shape of the creature, the only contact with this weak and flexible body made me dizzy.

	Seeing me coming, panting, and having a faint woman in my arms, our servants approached and helped me to lay the young woman on a bed. Suddenly, the chambermaid, who had come up with a pillow, said, surprised:

	“Sir, this is the Countess of M”, sister of Earl Rodolfo. I have seen her a few times, because I know her maid, Marta.”

	“So, I replied. “Send a messenger on horseback to tell the Count that his sister is safe here. Count Rodolfo is a cavalry officer and has frequented our house many times. His father is a chamberlain of the Court, right?” the old banker asked.

	“That is it, exactly, Dad!”

	“Did not you know that he has a sister?” And the old banker had a smile of irony. “You do not know—I presume—that these great lords have many debts. Of both, I keep more than one bill of exchange in my wallet. Go on.”

	“Thanks to my efforts, Valeria (this is the Countess’s name) could open her eyes  quickly and thanked me effusively thanking me for saving her.”

	“You exaggerate, Countess,” I answered her, smiling. “It is up to me only the merit of helping in time.

	When she heard that I had told her to warn her relatives, with such as charming smile she held out her hand to me, that I could not restrain myself, and I squeezed her hand against my lips. Then I offered her some tranquilizers, which she accepted later informing me that she had only a little residing there. She had completed her education in a boarding school in Switzerland and  had spent a year in Italy with a relative and hoped that we would be good neighbors.

	Ecstatic, I heard her words and my heart beat so strong that it seemed to crash when her blue, clear and smiling eyes met mine. It fascinated me!

	Our talk was interrupted by the arrival of Count Rodolfo. He thanked me with all his heart for the help I had given him and embraced his sister and the notification made by me, which had freed them from the painful anguish caused by the appearance of the horse of Valeria, covered with foam and wounded and bloody knees. Then he asked his sister to accompany him, for his father’s peace and offered him his arm. I went with them to the vestibule. Shaking her hand, Valeria said to me in farewell:

	“I will await your presence many times in our house. Father and Rodolfo will be happy to express their gratitude to my savior. If it were not for your prompt intervention, I would have broken my head on the rocks and trunks.”

	I noticed on the part of the Count a look of surprise at the the sister, as soon as she finished her words and, without confirming the invitation, with his consent, he twisted the mustache and said:

	“Valeria, I suppose that you do not know yet the name of your rescuer, allow me to repair this forgetfulness and introduce you to Mr. Samuel Maier.”

	The tone was calm and unconcerned; yet, despite this, there vibrated a hidden sense, which struck both me and the young woman; she stared at her brother, then at me, and, without a word, climbed to the car. Rodolfo followed her quickly, taking his hand to the hat, and whipping the horses.

	I turned with my heart running away. I understood the slight hint and predicted the consequence. The reason and pride commanded me to forget the event; but, woe of me! My fate had struck me; remembering Valeria, I could not rest; night after night, day after day, I evoked her charming face, her fascinating smile.

	Guided with a force superior to my will, I went to Quinta de M”. They told me that the two Counts were in the city, and the Countess could not receive anyone, for being quite indisposed. However, that indisposition was not enough to hinder their ride in the afternoon in the carriage. I was surprised by the bad reception. Despite this, I ventured to a new visit... they did not receive me. Therefore, I was left to cry in silence, an insult that I did not deserve, because of the service provided.

	What more to say, Dad? Mixed feelings burned inside me, and, despite this, I was tied to my passion, so I greedily sought every opportunity to see Valeria, without her noticing; on the sidewalk, sometimes in the theater, I saw her. From time to time, Rodolfo visited me, for the usual reason, but he did not speak about Valeria.

	Yesterday afternoon, at the home of Baron Kirchberg, with surprise, I saw Valeria who blushed and avoided my gaze. But I could not miss this opportunity to explain myself and, I approached at a time when she was alone in the greenhouse:

	“Excuse me, for harassing you, Countess,” and I bowed, speaking. “However, it is my desire to know the reason for your change of attitude towards me. Because you treat me so benevolently and invite me to see you.”

	She became pale and measured me with a look of pride and contempt.

	“Sir, the explanation that you want, would be preferable to avoid it,” she said, with a glacial and hard accent, that I thought was incapable of that purple mouth. “Bearing the favor, you have done to me, I apologize for this, for the boldness of tone and the familiarity you have used for me, for which I believed you were a gentleman, our neighbor. Undone the illusion, acting as is my duty. We are scrupulous in our environment, sir. Maier, I must obey certain considerations in relation to those who attend my father’s hall, and I cannot demand that they meet there with those from whom a prejudice of race separates them.”

	As emphasized these words, which no doubt proved me to be a pariah in the eyes of this maiden whom I adored, and of her proud class, blood reflowed of my heart, and a cloud obscured my vision.

	Without any doubt, she realized the trance she had provoked because suddenly, changed her tone, she rested her hand on my arm with anxious interest:

	“Sir, how pale you are. Are you feeling unwell?"

	I moved back as if the bite of a serpent hurt me.

	“Countess, do you allow yourself to be carried away, and defile by the touch of being inferior to you? Grant me, at least, that I present to you my feelings and my excuses for having pulled you out from under the horse’s legs, not realizing that it is dishonorable to the privileged that men of my race provide them services. I will never forget this lesson. Allow me one last question, and I will free you from my presence,” I added, seeing that she turned her back on me. “Was it the Count your brother, who instructed you about the susceptibility of your visitors and the difference established between men by race prejudices?”

	“Yes, Rodolfo made me see the inconvenience in which I had led myself.”

	“Do you know the situation in which he is with me?”

	Valeria blushed, looking at me with spite.

	“He told me that he knew you and that  frequents your house sometimes because he has business with your bank establishment; but, as a rule, the man has no precision of showing himself so scrupulous in his relations, which is not given to a woman.”

	While she was talking, I took  from the wallet a letter I had received from Rodolfo, fifteen days before, that asked me for a large amount of money to settle gambling debts, begging me to save him from that mess and treating me as a friend!

	“Countess see  yourself that Mr. Count your brother, certainly abuses the enviable and masculine condition of being above the scruples and that racial prejudices do not extend to money.”

	So blushing, Valeria plucked the letter from my hands, reading, then she faced, before the signature: "Yours dedicated and grateful", she bit her lips and extended the paper to me in silence. I pushed her hand away.

	“Take it, Countess. This letter will tell you if I were worthy of that much contempt, saving the sister's life  and helping the brother in a critical situation. It is an aid devoid of interest, because the Count is not able to return me the importance, I am alongside of his business.”

	I went out without waiting for her answer. However, I did not come back here, I went to our house in suburbia, and I found myself anxious about air and movement to remake myself".

	Perhaps tired, Samuel was silent, pushing away the black rings of hair that stuck to his forehead. The old Abram listened to his son’s long narrative without interrupting him. Straightening his gray beard, he fixed, from time to time, a gaze of the mixture of piety and intimate rejoicing.

	“Well, what do you intend to do now, Samuel? Destroy these scoundrels, I guess?” he asked after a short silence.

	“Exactly, Father. However, different than you suppose. For now, only I desire to have in my hands all bills of exchange and obligations accepted by the two Counts. Will you help me with this intent?”

	Why would I fail to fulfill a such righteous purpose? Are you not my sole heir? Call Levi, we will regulate this matter as you wish.

	At the end of ten minutes, an old man with pronounced features of the typical Semite, he presented himself in the office. It was Joshua Levi, the first agent of the house.

	“My dear Levi,” said the banker, responding to the servile and the deep greeting of the subordinate with a slight nod. “It is my wish to have  all the obligations and bills of exchange accepted by the Counts of M”, "father and son. Consult with the businessmen of the city, who may have these titles. Six weeks is the deadline I give you to complete this operation, and I will not forget to reward your care.”

	“You know, of course, Mr. Maier, that such documents are of very doubtful value,” the agent noted. “They are the gambling Counts, they spend beyond their income, they have mortgaged the properties and insoluble credits.”

	“Those facts do not change my resolution at all, seek those papers, even at the cost of sacrifices on our part, and as soon as you get them, deliver it to Samuel, who will take care of this matter. Now, my son, go and rest, you are not in a condition to work, is that right? I will do it for the two of us, and I must talk about business with Levi.”

	About three weeks after this interview narrated by us, we will find Valeria M” and her affectionate friend, the Countess Antonietta of Eberstein, gathered in a marvelous room, profusely decorated with the rarest flowers and clad in blue silk. They formed the two young perfect contrast: small and slight, with a pearly complexion, blond hair, and harmony in the waving movements, which gave her the nickname fairy. Valeria looked more like a girl, next to Antonietta, with her black braids, sparkling eyes, and her intrepid air. Friends even since childhood and educated in the same boarding school, they loved each other sincerely and spent whole weeks together, being Antonietta considered and treated at the Count of M’s house” in the degree of a close relative.

	Antonietta’s  eyes flicked over the pages of an illustrated newspaper, distracted and pondering, from time to time  a scrutinizing glance at her friend, who seemed to dream, eyes set in a vacuum, leaning on the cushions of the small divan. She was still wearing a white hairstyle, although it was almost noon, and her delicate hands played with the tassels of the belt that encircled her shape. In a push, Antonietta threw aside the newspaper and exclaimed, rising:

	“In any case, this situation cannot be prolonged! What is wrong with you, Valeria? That melancholy, that pallor, those infinite schisms all have a reason: Confess the truth. Have not we sworn never to hide our secrets from each other?”

	With slight trembling, Valeria straightened herself on the divan:

	“It is impulsive,” she said, and, holding her friend’s hand, pulled close to her. “You are right, I must not keep anything from you. However, first, promise me to keep total secrecy about what I will reveal to you, because, to my misfortune, Rodolfo is with his shameful business.”

	That name, colored intensely, flushed Antonietta’s faces. However, introverted in her  thoughts, Valeria did not notice, and continued:

	“Yes, I will tell you everything, starting with the accident I suffered in the last days of September, twenty days before your return.”

	“Ah! Your fall from the horse? Rodolfo told me about that accident, which was not disastrous, neither did it  transform your health.”

	“You are mistaken, I was indeed in danger of death, but you don’t know to whom I owe the grace that everything ended well. I never revealed to you the person’s name, because he is not pleasant to my father and brother.”

	“There is something strange. However,  no one certainly pronounced the name of the one who provided you with such invaluable help.”

	“I will tell the story in full detail,” said Valeria, after hesitating slightly. “When my horse, Phoebus, fell, I fell, and my head struck the ground violently,  obscuring everything in my eyes. I realized vaguely that the horse stood up and dragged me through the heather, with my foot stuck to the stirrup. Dispelled by the torpor, I found myself in the arms of a young man, very handsome, who struggled to hold me under a tree. Losing my senses, I saw nothing more, and when I recovered, I was lying on a divan, next to which was kneeling, the same young man, who gave me to aspire essences and, on the other hand, a respectable-looking serving maid stood. I noticed, then, that my savior was of uncommon beauty, only the dark skin of  pale jaundice denoted foreign origin.”

	“He offered me reassurances, and talked; I unreservedly gave him the sympathy that he inspired and inspired me. Of their delicate attitudes and the richness of the furniture, I believed I was dealing with an equal person in the hierarchy. Knowing that he still had the finesse to prevent my family, I reached out my hand which he, without dissimulating, kissed effusively and made me blush. Rodolfo was in a hurry to arrive and, saying goodbye to my savior, I invited him to visit us. Imagine my confusion when Rodolfo, addressing me with one of those glances that you know, introduced me to the young man, it was Mr. Samuel Máier!”

	“How? Samuel Maier! The son of the Jewish banker?” Antonietta exclaimed, letting himself fall on the divan, overpowered by an insatiable  crisis of laughter. “Oh! Poor Valeria, I understand your adverse fate: carried in the arms of a Jew, and your beautiful little head of long ringed hair resting on Jewish chest or shoulders, detestable!”

	“This fact is not as detestable as the conviction that a man of that kindly man's appearance and manners should be a Jew and legitimate, not even baptized,” said Valeria,  with slight tremor in her voice.

	Antonietta looked with surprise at the agitated and fiery face of the girl.

	“Valeria,  do you truly believe that baptism will destroy that origin? And what would be the advantage? I finally see no reason for your great sorrow.”

	 “Wait for me to finish. Maier presented himself twice at the house: in the field, and here. However, by order of my father and Rodolfo, he was not received.”

	“A very reasonable measure to which I hope you will not object,” the ardent Antonietta interrupted. “Because it frees them from the displeasure of seeing in your hall that man who will exhale, around, the nauseating smell, characteristic of his race! Do not stare at me so astonished: the heredity of this odor is a fact.”

	“No, no!” exclaimed Valeria, laughing widely. “No bad smell exhales that young man. He was very discreetly perfumed, like any of us, and his clothes were of elegant simplicity.”

	“Be careful, Valeria, you defend that Jew so much that I am starting to suspect you of committing enormities!” exclaimed Antonietta, pretending restlessness.

	“Do not worry, but if you interrupt me continually, you will not know the most remarkable part of my narrative. About twenty days ago, at Baron Kirchberg’s house, I met Maier, unexpectedly. Can you believe that he asked me to be compliant with my proceedings, and with the most tenacious impertinence, demanded that I tell him why I kept myself hidden for him, after having invited him to our house!”

	“It is proper that a Jew does not distrust the reason for such a procedure.”

	“Dear Antonietta, imagine that he did not even seem to be disturbed! I was more exasperated by that annoyance. After all, it forced me to be ashamed of myself, because it is something ungrateful to show the street door  to a man who saved us from certain death.”

	“No, when he is Jew—” Antonietta agreed.

	“It is true but above all, I was disgusted, and I made him understand, perhaps very rudely, that his place was not in our environment; he felt the outrage, because his face became livid pallor, and I even thought he would faint. Then I spoke to him with commiserate words; ah! if you would hear the offensive answer about the esteem that inspires the gold of the Jews! He stretched out to me, his eyes shooting sparks of hatred and spite, a letter from Rodolfo, asking him for a hefty sum, treating him as a friend; adding that our finances were ruined, he left, without me having time to react.”

	Valeria rose, vividly, and, ran to a small piece of furniture, and took out  a piece of paper.

	“Here´s the letter, you see; I did not dare to show it to Rodolfo, though I am sure he did not pay such an amount.”

	Antonietta held up the letter with  trembling hand and read it at a glance 

	“How can you be sure?” she asked, “that this money wasn’t repaid?”

	“You did not observe the postal writing,” Valeria replied, showing her the lines. “It read: ‘Dear Samuel, this letter will serve as a guarantee that I will pay my debt with the first money I can afford; then you will return this, I trust in your discretion.”

	“First of all, Sir, we do not know whether your brother did not pay  this Jew and forgot in his hands the bill! These boys are very imprudent!” exclaimed Antonietta, who apparently took the liveliest interest in the young Count’s affairs.

	“What serious reason do you have to agitate like this, ladies?” at the same instant a loud voice asked. It was Rodolfo who, smiling, joyfully, approached the two young ladies who, plunged in deep schisms, did not notice his entrance.

	“Let’s see! Can I be the judge in this case? You have fire in your faces, Valeria; and you—” and he did not continue, blushing, violently snatching  the letter  in  Antonietta’s hand. “Under what circumstances did this paper come into your hands?” she asked with a hoarsely voice. “Would Maier have the effrontery to come  before Valeria with his complaints?”

	“No! No! It was for a another reason that he presented this letter to me.”

	And briefly, the young woman expounded the conversation she had had with the banker in  Baron Kirchberg’s salon.

	Rodolfo listened to  her with his head down and nibbling, nervous, at the fine blond mustache.

	“Even so, Valeria, you did wrong to treat this man with such obvious contempt, without dissimulating, at least; certainly, he is a petty Jew, but he is a millionaire and can cause us trouble that neither you suppose not even you understand” concluded the Count, with a sigh.

	“He confirmed, shamelessly, that our businesses were in ruin; did you at least reimburse him the amount referred to in this bill refers?” Valeria inquired, curious. Rodolfo hesitated.

	“I hope to return it soon.”

	“There is not soon; it is necessary, even today, to pay this pretentious and greedy,” the impetuous Antonietta exploded. And continued, ardent, having between her hands those of the Count. “Rodolfo, you have been my friend since childhood, and if you still feel any affection for your prankster friend, allow me to rescue you from such a despicable compromise. At present, I have, in my residence the necessary amount; accept to pay Maier and, when you are able, you will repay me that pittance. Go on, tell me that you accept, in consideration of all the notions and biscuits that, in small, we loyally shared.”

	Antonietta's moist, yet mischievous eyes pleaded so fearfully, that Rodolfo, utterly subdued, kissed the girl's small hand. 

	“And how can I refuse such an offer? I accept, Antonietta, admittedly it, because I am yours in soul and body!”

	“Thank you! Thank you very much! I understand what you sacrifice for me at this moment” and the young girl blushed, saying these words. “See you later, my friends, my carriage awaits me, below; I am going and coming back; be calm, dear fairy, everything will be right.”

	At that moment, a servant lifted the silk curtain and respectfully announced:

	“Sir. Count: Joshua Levi, employee of the Máier banking house, wishes to speak to your father. Knowing that Your Excellency had left, he asked to deal with you, because he says the matter requires urgency.”

	“Well, take this gentleman to my office, and let him wait; after escorting the Countess of Eberstein to the carriage, I will deal with him.”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	2 - THE GREAT AND UNPREDICTED DISGRACE  

	 

	 

	After escorting Antonietta to the carriage, and exchanging with her a last affectionate glance, the young Count hastened to his office. His chest got excited a little still from the painful emotion that he had just suffered, which showed on his features an arrogant and cold air, more than ever. Scarcely responding to Levi’s profound greetings, throwing on the table the note which he gave to Samuel,  said, rude:

	“Your master no doubt wishes to remind me of the text of this letter, which he disposed of so recklessly; calm him, tell him that today the sum mentioned in this letter will be paid to him entirely.”

	He sat down and opened a book, implying, with this gesture, that the audience was finished; but as the Israelite did not move, Rodolfo looked at him, surprised:

	“I have the honor to greet you, Mr. Levi, and... I am very busy.”

	“I am sorry, Sir. Count, to disappoint you in this matter,” Levi greeted him with humility. “I will not forget to convey to you what you do me the honor of informing you of; however, my visit is about a very different matter. I am entrusted by my master to present to you several titles held by Casa Maier, and to warn you that the payment must be done without fail, within ten days.”

	He exhibited—before the astonished eyes of the young Count—opening his large portfolio, not a small number of bonds and bills of exchange, issued by him and his father in favor of many people of the city, and even of the Capital. The amount of these reached a sum that caused discomfort to Rodolfo, who did not think he could have squandered such fortunes.

	It was with a weak voice that, gathering all his energy, he said:

	“Under what circumstances are these roles condensed into your hands?”

	“Sir. Count, your signatures have the value of the currency,” the Jew answered servilely. “Offered to us as payment, our house accepted them, without obstacles, sure that you honor your obligations. I will dare, with your permission, to note Sir. Count that many of these titles are long past due and that, in attention to Your Excellency, we agreed to wait ten days to give him time to take the necessary measures. Allow me to greet you honorably, Sir.Count!”

	“Just a moment!”

	Quickly, Rodolfo wrote some lines, in which he asked—in a glacial tone— for Abram to come to his residence,  to explain the misunderstanding.

	“I forgot to tell you that the boss is sick,” Levi explained, holding the letter. “All the business is conducted by Mr. Maier Son, and in this case, you must deal with him.”

	And the Israelite disappeared through the door, after greeting him with numerous proofs of respect.

	Alone, Rodolfo stood up and—in a gesture of despair—shook his head with both hands. Nor even in a dream, he could fulfill that sum, and if they don’t do it, they would be ruined and dishonored. In an impetus, he decided to inform everything to the father.

	The old Earl had arrived when Rodolfo burst into the room and, rudely, ordered the servant to leave.

	The father’s astonishment, at the son’s unexpected gesture was followed by despair, being informed of what happened. A deep prostration overcame him; he sank into an armchair and, for the first time, the old nobleman experienced remorse, for the negligence through which he had enslaved himself to wasteful passions.

	However, the time was short for innocuous lamentations; it was necessary to find a way to stop the blow that threatened them.

	Taking the pencil, father and son made the research  their resources; although having the silverware, family jewels, horses, carriages, and properties less burdened, could not get the necessary sum, without disregarding the unfavorable circumstances of a forced and premature sale. They could pay  the Jew by selling everything at auction, and the old courtier was quite capable of it, but what would be of them after that scandal? Ruin is a dishonorable shame. Rodolfo would be forced to abandon his military service.

	Searches at the home of several usurers did not provide results; desolation seized the two nobles, increased by the fact that there was no response to the young Count’s letter.

	Two days after those desperate hours, a new unforeseen happened in the city: Abraham Maier died suddenly, victimized by  apoplexy, which had bumped him off in three hours. Forty-eight hours after the old banker's funeral, Rodolfo received a very short note from Samuel, who told him that in eleven to fifteen hours, he would receive in his office to all who had business to deal with him. If he wished to speak to him, he would find him there.

	Trembling with rage at the new outrage, the young officer promised himself that if Providence would help him save himself from misery and scandal, he would abandon all worldly pleasures and be another man. Those good purposes were useless to him at the time and, with his heart oppressed, decided to go in haste to the presence of Maier; three days separated him from the end of the payment period, and he desired to spare the painful interview to the old father.

	He therefore made his way to the office, and without delay,  was ushered into Samuel’s office, who rose, greeted him and offered him an armchair. Between them was a moment of silence. The father’s death  had greatly influenced Samuel: He was thin and pale; between the eyebrows, a deep wrinkle had been dug. A harsh and bitter expression pulled his lips.

	“I am sorry, Mr. Maier,” Rodolfo began, with uncontested irritation. “To talk about the reason, I am here. Allow me to tell you that I know well the causes of your attitude. Well, it is not proper to seek, the ruin of a family, making us pay with misery and dishonor, some affronting words; for revenge against a young woman, my sister.”

	“You forget,” cut off the banker, coldly. “That such words inspired the subtle explanations of your sister!”

	“Yes, I confess: I am responsible for the affront that Valeria did to you; however, Mr. Maier, I am not the first or the last of my kind, who has prejudices which your race has long struggled to root. Therefore, is it for such a reason, that you seek to ruin us?”

	“Absolutely; it is up to you, Count, to reconcile the matter in a friendly manner, and I do not believe that you have suffered because of me, until this day, the unpleasant qualities that blame my race.”

	“Oh! If you consent to a friendly agreement,” the young Count cried, excited. “I ask you, with all my heart, Samuel, to apologize to us for having offended you. Grant us the one-year moratorium, time needed for reforms in our domestic economy and some sales, without losses, and we will  pay our debt.”

	A sour smile slipped on Samuel’s lips.

	“Make a mistake, Count. This is not an apology between us; I do not give you even an hour’s extension, and if you do not pay me within these three days, I will put under lien all that you have. There is only a third solution, and it is up to you whether I adopt it or not, and only then I will burn all the debt papers and ask nothing of you again.”

	Rodolfo stared at him, completely surprised:

	“I do not understand you,” he said. “What do you demand of me?”

	With a gesture of irritation, Samuel pushed the piled-up papers in front of him and shone in his eyes a strange radiance.

	“Listen, Count, my proposal: give me Countess Valeria as a wife and all the obligations that weigh on your possessions will be destroyed by me.”

	Rodolfo’s pale face was covered with a wave of blood and, he violently pushed the chair and raised it:

	“Have you gone mad, Maier? Do you laugh at our misfortune? Valeria marries you! You forget that you are—”

	And he did not complete the sentence.

	“...A Jew!” Samuel concluded, with a throaty voice. “But a Jew who will no longer be it, because I intend to baptize me. Moreover, to satisfy your sister’s pride, I took the necessary steps to acquire an ancient barony, of entirely extinct descent, and to obtain from the Government the right to use the title and name of the lands. I would certainly prefer to conquer Valeria differently however, my origin is an obstacle. Therefore, I use every means to obtain the woman who made one of these fatal and crazy passions sprout in me, who annihilates a man and drag him to the crime. This, what I say to you, cost my father’s life. At the imminence of seeing me Christian, came  apoplexy that killed him. If such an occurrence has not had the power to change my attitude, you must understand that there is not any obstacle capable of stopping me. So, I repeat my wish, the hand of Countess Valeria or dishonor! Choose, in these three days, between me and total misery! Meditate calmly about these things, and my proposal will not seem excessive to you.”

	However, at this point, Rodolfo was incapable of considering, coldly, such a proposal. With a look of supreme contempt, he measured the young banker and responded; with a husky and trembling voice, which denoted the storm that was in his soul.

	“It would need to be a Jew to coldly ponder the advantages of such adjustment, and though we were rather ignoble, to agree to that degrading combination, Valeria would never submit to that... and learn, if you ignorant that the  heart of woman conquers, it  does not bargain.”

	Without waiting for a response, Rodolfo went out of the room; he did not notice the blush that burned Samuel’s face and the flash of hatred that lit sparks in his eyes.

	“Conquer the woman’s heart!” he muttered  in a sour tone. He will try it, as soon as the way is open for him! At any price!

	When the son returned, disoriented, and told the result of the interview, the old Count of M” thought he was going mad. Pale, voiceless, he fell on an armchair; only the thought of giving his daughter, his Valeria, to the insolent Jew, stirred him with grief and outraged pride.

	“Ah! always that harmful race,” he murmured, finally. “Race that has feasted for centuries in the blood of Christians; this dog intends the same, but with his veneer of civilization, to repast himself in human flesh, like Shylock in the Middle Ages. I will never have the sad courage to tell my undivided daughter what he boldly proposes. It would be the same if I demanded this sacrifice, that I ask her own life, and such an arrangement is a dishonor as great as a ruin.”

	“I think the same way, Father; I too have no strength to tell Valeria the whole truth, and I have for myself a pistol shot, well directed, will remove this obstacle more worthily. The old aristocrat bowed his head, dejected. Oh! What he deplored  the excesses of his youth, the follies of his profitable age, and that bad example by which he would lead the son to the paths of frivolity and dissipation!”

	Valeria—the object of all the clamor—was not yet aware of the storm that was forming over the heads of her family; the nervous agitation, the gloomy concern of her father and Rodolfo entered through her eyes, and terrible anxiety, the foreknowledge of a great misfortune possessed her soul. Flabby, languid, and impressionable nature, Valeria was overwhelmed by the arrival of danger, and only Antonietta, with her presence, could prevent her from falling ill because of the restlessness in which she lived. So, on the day of the fatal interview, when the two Count excused themselves from attending dinner, Valeria’s anguish knew no limits.

	“I assure you that a great misfortune threatened us, and something frightful is preparing against us,” she exclaimed. “Today, from my window, I saw when Rodolfo got out of the car to enter the house; he seemed drunk; and had features that I never saw him. Later, wishing to go to my father’s chambers, I was not introduced; now, they don’t attend dinner... Oh! My God, what misfortunes are there for us?”

	Antonietta’s heart was full with bitterness; she did not dare to confess how dear Rodolfo was to her, and that preposterous danger that seemed to threaten her beloved one took away her rest. But more determined than Valeria, she resolved to put an end to that doubt.

	“Calm yourself, Valeria. I will write a note to Rodolfo, asking him to grant me, without delay, a moment of conversation. He will not hide the truth from me!”

	Sketching, she traced a few lines and returned to her friend who, from the agitation, had an evident malaise; with entreaties, she ended up laying her on a divan, untied her braids to relieve her burning head, and covered her feet with a cloak. Once this care had been completed, a servant came to announce to Antonietta that the young Count was waiting for her on the terrace.

	Rodolfo was leaning against a column, his arms crossed; he did not raise his head until Antonietta touched his arm. In front of the paleness and nervous contraction of the Count’s features, the girl exclaimed:

	“What happened to you, Rodolfo? Tell me, for pity's sake.!”

	Leading the young officer to a stool, she sat next to him and took his hand.

	“Speak frankly, my friend; what disturbs you in this atrocious way must not keep hidden forever; trust in a brotherly heart.”

	“I am not worthy of your friendship, Antonietta” he whispered with his teeth clenched “I am miserable! The disgrace that hangs over us, I helped to accumulate it; only a bullet will set me free! But do not abandon Valeria, the innocent victim, in this disgrace!”

	The maiden uttered a stifled cry.

	“Rodolfo, it is not worthy of a noble and honorable nobleman what you have just said. You tell me that you have failed, but it is with a crime that the error is repaired? Will you swear to abandon that fatal thought, or must I declare to you that the bullet will also go through my heart after passing through yours?”

	The young Count trembled, and tender joy shone on his face in a flash.

	“Antonietta, my dear, surely you will not understand what I feel right now. I have not to offer you  an honorable name when  I desire to consecrate my whole life to your happiness. Now that you are sure that I love you, I will tell you the whole truth: you are not only still my childhood colleague, you are also half of my soul and you have my complete trust.”

	Taking her to himself, he expounded in detail the state of his finances, and the adventures of the last days, concluding with Samuel’s injurious proposition.

	“You see, Antonietta,” he concluded. “We have not the necessary courage to ask Valeria for a sacrifice equivalent to give her life, and how impossible it is for us to continue living after such infamy.”

	The young woman listened, vibrant and moved; she became pale to the Count’s last words.

	“Oh! no, Rodolfo, I repeat to you that mistakes are not washed away with a crime. Oh! If I had come of age, I would have spared you from shame; but to my tutor, though kind, I cannot ask for half of my fortune.”

	“Do you think me capable of accepting such a sacrifice?” interrupted Rodolfo, abruptly.

	“Do not get angry, dear, and let’s talk reasonably. 

	Wiping his hand over her wet forehead, he added:

	“Whatever the case, there is nothing in the world that can prevent our union, as we love each other; but I think it is our duty, on the other hand, to reveal all to Valeria, before the ruin of the family is consummated; however, do not worry;  all will come to a good end, God will have mercy on us.”

	“My good angel, God is full of mercy” murmured the young man, girding her to his chest “because it allowed me to connect my life to yours, in this hour of cruel torments. Therefore, go and speak to my unfortunate Valeria, she by herself will decide her  future and ours.”

	Upset, her heart full of bitterness, Antonietta went to her friend’s room. She stopped at the door and looked with sadness and admiringly at Valeria, who remained lying on the deckchair,  slightly asleep. She was fascinating in that position, graceful in her abandon, the strands of her long hair untied, rested on the carpet, bright as a waterfall, in the light of a lamp fixed on the ceiling.

	“How beautiful you are! Undoubtedly, you are capable of inspiring a man with mad passion!” Antonietta thought, sighing “However, how to tell her that she alone is the victim destined to sacrifice herself for the happiness of her family, marrying that abhorred Jew?”

	Reaching  the young woman,  he bent down and stroked her forehead. Valeria opened her eyes and straightened up.

	“Is that you, Antonietta? How long did it take you?  I can tell by your face, I realize that nothing good was told, to you by Rodolfo.”

	Antonietta sat down beside  her friend and squeezed her hand firmly.

	“You have guessed, my poor Valeria; very sad things I have to tell you; could you hear with courage the whole truth?”

	The maiden became pale; but appealing to all her energy, she murmured:

	“The most painful truth is preferable to uncertainty, to the expectation of an unknown misfortune. So, tell me, Antonietta; I am ready to know everything and to all  sacrifices.”

	The Countess of Eberstein narrated, with the care which her friendship  inspired, the tremendous truth, observing, restlessly, the pale lividity of her friend, and the nervous trembling which seized her, little by little; when she made mention of the condition stipulated by Samuel, Valeria uttered a cry and sprang from the divan,  as if a powerful spring moved towards her.

	“Marry Maier! But this is not only sacrifice but prolonged and indefinite torture! If only it were about dying!...  To live with this filthy, nauseating Jew, oh!.”

	Valeria began to walk through the room, agitated, sometimes strengthening her hands, sometimes almost suffocated by the sobs, in atrocious despair. Suddenly, she stopped next to Antonietta, who was crying in silence.

	“Listen to me,” she asked, with her shining gaze of feverish agitation “I have neither the right nor the strength to let my father and Rodolfo perish, but every condemned to death can appeal to a grace; I will also try, and I will ask Maier to grant us the moratorium, regardless of demanding my hand, which won’t bring him happiness. Today I will do it!”

	Antonietta held her friend’s hands, amazed:

	“Valeria, it is crazy what you are going to try; where, and how will you see this man?”

	“I have everything calculated,” Valeria interrupted, impatient. “The banker’s house is not far from ours; a vast walled garden surrounds it; in an alley that bordering that wall, a small door opens to the garden, which is intended for visitors who do not want to be seen, when they enter; it closes only after midnight. There is no reason to be so amazed: Rodolfo gave me all these details, not predicting that they would serve me one day. It is by that door that I will enter; Samuel is lodged on the first floor, and his chambers have communication through the garden, apparently; So, I will find him, and I will speak to him.”

	“Then, do you wish to risk, alone, an interview with that man madly in love with you? It is useless for you to expose yourself like this, you are too beautiful for him to give you up, and your presence will only exacerbate his mad passion.”

	“You forget that he wants me for his wife and that he knows how to have us in his hands,” Valeria replied, with a sour laugh. “He will dare nothing against my honor; besides, I will not be unarmed (she took a small revolver from the desk, gift from Rodolfo) and, so that you may be perfectly calm, you will go with me; you will stand by the small entrance and give alarm, if I shout. However, do not stop me, because maybe, who knows? I can be successful. It is said that the weeping of the beloved woman breaks the most unyielding man. If he feels love for me, he will not resist my tears, or his Jew pride may be content with my humiliation” Valeria concluded, suddenly altered “Oh! How I detest him, for the humiliation he inflicts on us!”

	“What if there is a group of people and someone recognizes you?” Antonietta interposed, weakly, full of fears for her friend’s feverish agitation.

	“No, no, who could welcome, a few days only after the death of the father... However, let's go quickly; it is nine and a half hours, and the moon shines; this is the best time; help me to straighten my hair; then we will wrap ourselves in black robes; I do not want to change clothes, because I fear to call the maid’s attention.”

	 Young Eberstein—without further opposition—braided, with trembling hands, Valeria’s long hair. They both then wrapped themselves in long robes of black silk, covering their heads with lace mantillas, and went quietly down to the garden. They reached the sidewalk through a hatch, closed inside the bolt, which was aimed at the gardener, then, they ordered the first rented carriage that passed to stop, they entered and asked to take them to the street parallel to the banker’s garden.

	They did not talk along the way; the state of mind in which Valeria was, took away her ability to reason. Weak and of an exalted nature, accustomed to the pampering and flattery of all those in her fellowship, she had not a mother indeed, whose natural affection could suffer and direct the raptures of her nature; the old relative who, after the death of the Countess, had taken care of the orphan, had not this quality of educator, Valeria had grown up without creating for herself this intimate restraint that gives to the reason the strength to regulate natural impulses.  As for Antonietta, equally orphaned from an early age, she was  honest and fair; but a friend of adventures,  danger, and untimely resolutions; at that moment, her heart was agitated; she understood well enough  to be helping Valeria in an adventure that was  the duty to prevent; However, the romance of the concern had conquered her, and the hope of assisting Rodolfo, avoiding, moreover, so debasing marriage, had silenced the last scruples.

	The stop of the chariot tore them from their schisms; they resigned, ordering the charioteer to wait at the corner of the street, and headed, almost running, towards the small door to which Rodolfo had mentioned. It was open, according to the Count’s reports.

	“Wait for me in this dark corner, and pray to God to help me!” Valeria said, shaking her friend’s hand.

	And without hearing the answer, she went through a dark lane of old trees.

	Moved by desperate resolution, Valeria was looking  to orient herself through the groves and alleys of the garden she did not know, desert and quiet, to find the way to the house. Suddenly, she stopped, trembling; she came from appearing in a wide clearing, which the moon, rising, illuminated. A flower bed surrounded a fountain, which flowed into a marble bowl; short shortcuts between statues and blocks of flowering orange trees led to a huge terrace, which was reached through many stairs, and  introduced to the ground floor room.

	On this balcony—decorated also with rare bushes—there was an elegant table, full of books and papers, next to which, in an armchair, a man was sat, but without working. The light of a lamp perfectly illuminated his black and wavy hair, as well as the lower part of his face that his hands covered. A big dog Newfoundland was next to the table, laying on a mat.

	Upon seeing the one she was looking for, Valeria stopped,  stuck to the ground, and held, trembling, to the pedestal of a statue. What are the thoughts of that terrible and hateful man? Would he think of the death of the father (who didn’t bear the prospect of the baptism of the son) or in a new process of destroying and downgrading his victims?

	All the fictitious courage of which the maiden was equipped, suddenly disappeared; the thought of speaking to Samuel, humbling herself before him, touched her in her harsh reality; she felt fear and shame, and, assailed by a nervous trembling, she turned aside to escape from there; However, the dog’s accurate ear had distinguished the rustle from his silk tunic, against the pedestal stone. The dog stood up; he jumped, then was in the garden and barking madly, threw itself against the

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
