HEINRICH VON KLEIST

(1777-1811)

It would be paradoxical but perhaps not altogether false
to call Heinrich von Kleist the archetypal German writer.
To those of us gxpecting German abstraction and vague-.
ness, he writes German with 3 clarity and precision which
makes it seem a language within the German language, if
not a foreign tongue. But so do Novalis, Brentano, Stifter,
von Hofmannsthal, Benn and Kafka. In his writing Kleist
combines discipline and intellectual toughness with ten-
derness and distress bordering on neurasthenia. His life
parallels lives of other German writers; it is torn between
2 military tradition, a lost childhood, hopelas-seeming
loves, and mysterious neurasthenic illness. His education
was divided between the Prussian guard at Potsdam and
the philosophy course at Frankfurt.

Earlier critics thought of Kleist as a classicist, but today
we place bim among the German romantics—Biichner,
Hélderlin, Brentano, Novalis, the German literature
which represents the suppressed or overcome side of
Goethe.

Kleist is most famous as a playwright, his masterpiece
being the Prince of Homburg which paints the black-
and-white of the young hero and winner of victories for
the Prussian army, who is also a wanderer in the dark
night of his own soul, But his stories, of which “The
Earthquake in Chile” is an outstanding example, also
show his strange and penetrating vision, contained within
an extraordinary discipline of form apd language,

The Earthquake in Chile
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tacked by so many sharp tongues that nej
! ther the
lt:]:l At:lt;r:n f;ﬁgy, nor even the wish of the abl;iel:s.g:= :lll.'?(f
pore ir? g to the young girl on account of her
O horwise st;.lproachable conduct, could soften the severity
it becdo e was tlm_:atened by monastic law, All that
e 4 ne—and this to the great resentment of the
footrons and ‘tz];rgms of Santiago—was to induce the Vicero
o itat'u e sentence of death by burning into one oj{?
whicg tthn.ulWl.l".ldOWs were hired out in the street through
Which ¢ he cwprit was due to pass to her execution, the
rooks Cityoyseg v:riere Eul]?d dqwn, and the pious daugi:ters
Offered 10 divine vengearis a; s s oy e Pectacl
b > eir sisterly sides.
m:iz:?mn’ whq meanwhile had also begn_ put in priso
2most eve:?snsglous:}ess when informed of this monstrou?;
bl vain he pondered how he might rescue
thought, he ran fnto belts wn et d LS OF reckless
1 S, and an attem
ctll.'z;so;gl;otll:gn prison bars only ended in discovery art’:dt(;vtil:
G ement. He fell on his knees in front of an
salvgtion ‘ e Holy Mother of God, who aloge could offer
s fearfuloc;v. and prayed to her with boundless fervor, Yet
b rcarful ay appear(.ed angi with it the conviction o.f the
e Jp estsln’ess of his position. The bells, which accom
panie oselli1 a's passage to the place of execution with th ir
rh lfe dgl’ai:o u‘} be: heard clearly in the cell, and des :g
seized i fc?ll . :!'.l.fB bega_n to be odious to him and hep e-
to kill himself with a rope that had \
chance in his cell, 2 been left by
. At this moment, as was already mentj
1111}51 b:l::::at? t?l pilaster fastening tge ropg? :vﬁégi\rwasastgtﬁzl? ;
gim ou a‘:ta e clutches of this wretched world, to an iro‘3
i ched to the. cornice, when suddenly the greatel:
i de city caved in with a crack, as if the firmam
tsell | a}[ co!lapsed. and buried all the living under s
rubbl .d eronimo _Rugera was stiff with horror and it
prived of consciousness, he now clung to the pi]as:‘.eisolrf
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which he had intended to die to keep himself from falling.
The ground swayed under his feet. The prison walls
cracked, and the whole building leaned as if it were about
to crash down into the street. Only the fall of the house
opposite prevented total collapse of the prison by partly
supporting it.

Trembling, his hair on end, his knees threatening to give

way, Jeronimo slipped down the steeply inclined floor to-

ward the opening made in the prison’s front by the collision

of the two buildings. He was scarcely outside when a second

tremor completely demolished the buildings still remain-

ing on the shaken street. Without thinking how he might

save himself from the general doom, he hurried on over
debris and beams to the nearest city gate, while death

launched attacks against him from all directions. Here an-
other house caved in and, hurling rubble about, drove him
into a side street. There the flame, flashing in clouds of
smoke, curled out of every gable and drove him, terrified,
into another street. Here, the Mapocho River, lifted out
of its banks, rolled toward him with a roar and swept him
into a third. Here lay a heap of corpses; there a voice still
groaned under the debris; here people shouted on burning
roof-tops; there men and animals struggled with the waves;
here a brave rescuer endeavored to help; there stood an-
other man pale as death, and silently extended his trem-
bling hands to heaven.

When Jeronimo had reached the gate and climbed a hill
beyond it, he fainted. He had lain there, completely uncon-
scious, for a quarter of an hour or so when he recovered
and half raised himself up, his back turned to the city. He
touched his forehead and chest, not knowing what to make
of his situation, and an unspeakable feeling of bliss came
over him when the west wind from the sea fanned his re-
turning life and his eyes wandered in all directions over the
fertile environs of Santiago. Only the crowds of bewildered
people, now . visible everywhere, oppressed him; he could
not understand what had brought them and him to this
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place, and only when he turned round and saw the city
razed behind him did he remember the most horrible mo-
ment of his life. He bowed so low that his forehead
touched the ground as he thanked God for his escape and,
just as if the impression of his one horrible experience had
removed all traces of the earlier ones, he wept with joy at
the thought that life and all its various delights had not
been taken from him.

But a ring on his finger recalled Josepha and, together
with her, his prison, the bells he had heard there and the
moments which preceded the collapse of the building, Deep
sorrow filled him again; he began to regret his prayer and
thought that it was a terrible being who ruled above the
clouds, He joined the people occupied with the salvaging
of their property, who poured out of the gates. Not with-
out timidity, he ventured to ask them about Asteron’s
daughter and whether the execution had taken place; but
no one gave him detailed information. A woman who car-
ried an incredible load of household goods on her back,
bent almost to the ground, with two small children clinging
to her waist, said in passing, as though she herself had wit-
nessed it, that Josepha had been beheaded. Jeronimo
turned back; and since, when he calculated the time, he
himself could not doubt the execution of the sentence, he
sat down in a deserted wood and abandoned himself en-
tirely to his grief.

He wished that the destructive viclence of nature might
overwhelm him once more. He could not grasp why he had
escaped that death which his afflicted soul desired, at the
very moment when it had offered him refuge on all sides,
He firmly resolved not to hesitate if even now the oaks were
uprooted and their crests came crashing down upon him.

Later: when he had wept long enough, and kope had re-
turned in the midst of his tears, he got up and searched
the fields. He visited every hill-top on which people were
assembled. He went to meet those who fled on every
road alopg which they swept. Wherever a woman's dress
flapped in the wind, his trembling legs carried him; but

x:
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none covered the beloved daughter of Asteron. The sun was
going down, and with it his hope, when he stepped on to
the edge of a rock and the view into a wide valley opened
out to him. Few people were to be seen. Not sure what he
should do next, he let his eyes stray over the isolated groups
and was about to turn away when suddenly he observed a
young woman near the stream which irrigates the va!ley;
she was washing a child. His heart leapt at the sight. Filled
with presentiments, he jumped down over the rocks, calling
out! “Most holy Mother of God!” and recognized Josepha
when, shyly, she looked round at his noise. How bli§sfully
they embraced, these wretches saved by a heavenly miracle!
Josepha's fatal procession had taken her quite clos;e to the
place of execution, when the whole assembly was violently
scattered by the crashing buildings. Her first fearful foot-
steps impelled her toward the nearest gate; but she soon re-
gained control of her senses and turned back to the convent,
where she had left her helpless little son. She found the
whole convent already in flames and the abbess, whp had
promised to take care of the infant during those minutes
which were to be Josepha's last, was at the entrance, crying
out for help to save him. Fearlessly, Yosepha rushed into
the smoke which gushed out at her, into the collapsing
building and, just as if all, the angels of heaven were pro-
tecting her, appeared again at the portal with the child. She
was about to embrace the abbess, whose clasped hands
were raised above her head when this lady was struck and
killed by a falling gable, together with nearly all per nuns.
Josepha retreated trembling at this sight; she hast:l).r closed
the abbess’s eyes and fled, utterly terrified, to deliver the
precious child whom heaven had restored to her from the
present danger. She had taken only a few_paces vyhen she
ran into the Archbishop’s crushed body which had just been
pulled out of the debris of the Cathedral. The Viceroy's
Palace had collapsed, the law courts in which sentence had
been passed on her were in flames and in the place wpere
her father’s house had stood there was a lake which emitted
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reddish vapors. Josepha summoned all her strength to
sustain her. She hardened herself against all this wretched-
ness, bravely walked on from street to street with her booty
and was already near the pate when she saw the nearly
demolished prison in which Jeronimo had languished. The
sight of this made her reel aiid she would have fallen down
in a swoon in some cormer, had not the collapse of a
building weakened by the tremors driven her on again and
strengthened her resistance. She kissed the child, wiped the
tears out of her eyes and, no longer aware of the surround-
ing horrors, reached the gate.

When she found herself in the open country, she soon
gathered that not everyone who had been inside a demol-
ished building had necessarily been crushed beneath it, At
the next cross roads she paused and waited to see whether
perhaps another, dearest to her after little Philip, would
appear. Since he did not come, and the pushing mob grew
in size, she went on, turned back again, waited again and,
shedding many tears, crept into a dark, pine-shaded valley
to pray for his soul, since she believed him to be dead. But
here in the valley she found her lover, and such joy that it
might have been Eden.

In a voice filled with emotion, she told all this to Jeron-
imo and when she had finished, gave him the boy to kiss,
Jeronimo took him, fondled him with a father's unspeak-
able joy, and when his stranger’s face made the infant cry,
caressed him till he was silent.

Meanwhile the loveliest of nights had descended on
them, full of marvelously: gentle fragrance, silvery and still
as only a poet might dream of it. Everywhere along the
banks of the stream people had sat down in the glittering
moonlight and were preparing soft beds of moss and foliage
to rest upon after the terrors of that day. And since the poor
creatures were stiil lamenting, one the loss of his house, an-
other that of his wife and child, and a third of everything,

Jeronimo and Josepha crept away to a denser thicket so
that the secret exultation of their souls would not give
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anyone, They found a splendid pomegranate tree
gni?&nieutt:pregd branche{: full of scented fruit, ?nd the night-
ingale piped his voluptuous song on.the tree's crest. Hetxl'e
Jeronimo seated himself, leaning against its trunk; Josepha
on his lap and Philip on hers, they sat and r.este_d. .
The tree's shadow passed over th?m with its scattere
lights and the moon was already fading as the dawn grew
red before they went to sleep. For they had endl?ss matte;
for gossip, about the convent garden and the prisons, an
what they had suffered for the other’s sake, an'd the}l; v:l'e::_
deeply moved at the thought of how much‘ mlsiry ha l
be brought into the world so t!:lat they might be happy
They planned to go to Concepcién as soon as the tre:;ors
had ceased, for an intimate friend of I?sepha 8, ﬁ'om_ tv; t?hiﬂ.o:
they hoped to obtain a small loan, lived therp._WJ' ;
sum they would embark for Spain_, yvhere Jeronimo's Il'e :—
tives on his mother's side were living, the!'e to conclu ?:
their happy lives. Thereupon, amidst many kisses, they wen
to g:flfgn they awoke the sun was high in the sky, and tltle{
found several families busily preparing a small brea%:fa; ad
the fire. Jeronimo was just wondering how to u!:tam l;.'?ld
for his own, when a well-dressed young man with 2{1 c o
in his arms approached Josepha and ?.Sked he-r m est g
whether she would feed at her breast this poor little wretc
whose mother lay injured undet: thosg trees, Josepha was a
little confused when she recognized him to be an acquaint-
ance; but since, misinterpreting he:r uneasiness, he cc;ln-
tinued, “It will only be for a few minutes, Donna Josep da,
and this child has not been fed since that hour ?vhjch made
us all unhappy,” she said, “The reason for my.sllenge—was
a different one, Don Fernando; in these terrible times ng
one refuses to let others share whatever he may poss;:v,sti
She handed her own child to the father, took the little

stranger and gave suck to him. o
Dé)gn Fernando was very grateful for this kindness and
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asked her to come with him to his own party who were pre-
‘paring breakfast. Josepha answered that she would accept
the offer with pleasure. Since Jeronimo made no objection,
she followed him to his family, where she was received in
the most tender and affectionate manner by Don Fernando’s
two sisters-in-law whom she knew to be very worthy young
ladies. Donna Elvira, Don Fernando's wife, who was lying
down with serious injuries to her feet, drew Josepha down
toward her in a most friendly way when she saw her own

sickly boy at her breast. Don Pedro too, his father-in-law, .

who was wounded in the shoulder, nodded to her affably.

In the minds of Jeronimo and Josepha strange thoughts
began to stir. They found themselves treated with so much
candor and kindness, that they did not know what to think
of their past. The scaffold, the prison and the bells—had
they only dreamed of these? It seemed as if the minds of
these people, after the terrible blow which had shaken them
to their foundations, were ready for reconciliation. Their
memories could not penetrate beyond it. Only Donna Eliz-
abeth, who had been invited by a friend to yesterday's per-
formance, but had refused the invitation, sometimes directed
a dreamy and lingering look at Josepha; but new reports of
some gruesome misfortune soon recalled her to the present.

They heard how, immediately after the first main tremor,
the city was full of women who were delivered in the
sight of all the men; how the monks had rur about with
crucifixes in their hands, shouting that the end of the
world had come; how a guard, who at the Viceroy's order
had demanded that a church be cleared of people, had re-
ceived the reply that there was no longer a Viceroy of
Chile! How, at the most frightful moments, the Viceroy had
been obliged to erect gallows to end the outbreak of thiev-
ing, and an innocent man who was leaving 2 burning house
by the back door had been seized by the owner in excessive
haste and immediately strung up.

Donna Elvira, with whose injuries Josepha was much
occupied, had chosen the moment when these stories were
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being bandied in the most lively fashion to ask Josepha
how she had fared on this most fearful day. And when
Josepha told her some of the main features of her story
with terror in her voice, she had the supreme .satlsfactmn
of seeing tears in this lady’s eyes.*Donna Elvira grgsped
her hand, pressed it and intimated that she should be silent.
Josepha felt as if she were among the bless§d. A feeling
which she could not repress gave to the preceding day, how-
ever much misery it had brought into the world, the
appearance of a blessing such as heaven had never yet be-
stowed on her. And indeed, in the midst of this catastrpphe
in which all the earthly possessions of men had p_enshed
and the whole of nature was threatened with burial, the
human spirit seemed to unfold like 2 Tovely flower. In the
fields, as far as the eye could reach, men and women of ail
classes could be seen lying about together, princes and beg-
gars, noble matrons and peasant women, gove,mment ofii-
cials and day laborers, friars and-nuns, pitying one another,
helping one another, gladly giving away. anything they had
saved for the preservation of life, as if the general ca.]armty
had welded all those who had escaped it into one family. In-
stead of the meaningless conversations, for whlch.at other
times the world of tea tables had provided the subject mat-
ter, they now discussed examples of tremendous deeds: men

who formerly had received little attention from society had

shown a Roman greatness of character. There were innu-
merable instances of fearlessness, of joyful contempt for
danger, of self-denial and divine self-sacrifice, even of life
itself as though it were the most trivial of possessions and
could be replaced without difficulty. Indeed, since there
was no one who on that day had not experienced some stir-
ring incident or had not himself performed some generous
action, the pain in every human heart was n:ung_led w;th_ S0
much sweetness and delight that, she thought, it was diffi-
cult to say whether the sum of general wgll-bemg had not
increased on the one hand by as much as it had lost on the
other.

S —
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Jeronimo took Josepha’s arm after they had silently ex-
hausted themselves in making these abservations, and inex-
pressibly at peace, he walked with her under the shady
leaves of the pomegranate trees. He told her that in view
of the general state of mind and the total upheaval of the
social order, he was giving up his intention of embarking
for Europe; that, should the Viceroy still be alive, he
would risk a personal appeal to him. The Viceroy had al-
ways been favorably disposed toward his cause. He hoped
(at this moment he kissed her) to remain with her in
Chile.

Josepha replied that similar thoughts had occurred to
her; that she too did not douht her father’s readiness to for-
give her, if he was still alive; but that she advised him to
g0 to Concepcién and to address a written appeal to the
Viceroy, rather than throw himself at his feet, since in any
«case they would then be near the harbor and at best, if
their business achieved the desired results, could easily re-
turn to Santiago. After brief consideration, Jeronimo ex-
pressed his approval of this prudent precaution, walked on
a little through avenues of trees, anticipating the happy

moments of their future, and returned with her to the com- '

pany.
Meanwhile the afternoon had come. Since the tremors
were now less violent, the minds of the swarming fugitives
had at last been somewhat calmed, when it was reported
that in the Dominican Church, the only one which the

+ earthquake had spared, a solemn mass would be read by

none other than the prior of the monastery with the purpose
of imploring heaven to prevent further misfortunes, Al-
ready everywhere the groups were breaking up and people
were streaming toward the city. In Don Fernando’s party
someone raised the question whether they too should not
participate in this solemnity and join the general rush?
Donna Elizabeth, with some embarrassment, recalled the
mischief which had been done in the church only yesterday,

that such services of thanksgiving would certainly be re-
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ated and that then, with the danger less fresh in their
li‘meinds, they would be able to respond more gladly .and more
easily to the mood of thankfulness. Josepha, getting up at
once, remarked with some enthusnas'm that she had never
felt a stronger urge to lay her face in t.he dust before .her
Maker than at this very time, when His mcomprehensﬂ?]e
and sublime power was so clearly rf,vealed. Dpnpa Elvira
vigorously seconded Josepha's opinion, She‘msmted th;t
they should hear the mass and called upon Don Fem?ljz o
to lead the party, whereupon all of them, even Donna -
abeth, rose from their seats. I-Iowwer3 the latter was seen
to hesitate. Her breast was working violently as §he made
her little preparations for departure, To the question, whaﬁ
was wrong with her, she replied that she could not te
what unhappy presentiment oppressed her. Donpa bﬂm
thereupon calmed her and s;:gtiested that she remain be|
ith her and with her sick father. )
WlfThosel:'ha said, “In that case, Donna Elizabeth, you vl:ill
pethaps relieve me of this little darling who, as you see, has
i his way to me.”
agixalit;]u;ﬂ Donn: Elizabeth replied,- apc} re_ached out t’ocll-
him; but when he cried piteously at this injustice .and wou.ll
not consent to it on any terms, Josepha Sﬂ.ld with a smile
that she would keep him, and kissed him tl_ll he was s:l_enﬁ
Then Don Fernando, who was ple'ased with her_ dignifie
and graceful bearing, offered her his arm. Jeronimo, %ﬂ
was carrying little Philip, escorted Donna Constanza.d A e
remaining members who had joined the party followe e-
hind, and in this order they proceeded to the city. ’
They had scarcely walked fifty paces when they heard
Donna Elizabeth, who meanwhile ha_d tal‘l‘sed excltedlydanl"
secretively with Donna Elvira, shoptu_:lg, Dog Fernando
and saw her running after them as if troubled in son}e w;y.
Don Fernando stopped and turned round, wglted ord.er
without releasing Josepha and, when s]_:e remained stan l:ng
some distance away, as if waiting fpr him to meet her&as hi::
her what she wanted. Donna Elizabeth approache .

)
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though, it seemed, with reluctance, and whispered some
words in his ear in such a way that Josepha could not hear
them.

“Well,” Don Fernando asked, “and what harm can come
of that?”

Donna Elizabeth continued to hiss into his ear, her face
distorted with anxiety; Don Fernando's flushed with irrita-
tion. He replied, “That's enough!”, asked Donna Eliza-
beth to calm herself, and proceeded with his lady.

When they arrived in the Dominican Church, the organ's
musical splendor met them, and an immeasurable crowd
surged inside the church. The throng extended far beyond
the portal into the square outside and on the walls, high up
on the picture frames, boys were clinging, their caps in
their hands, and an expectant look on their faces, All the
chandeliers burnt brightly, the columns cast mysterious
shadows in the gathering dusk, the large rose window in
the extreme back of the church, with its stained glass,
glowed like the very evening sun that lit it up and, now that
the organ was silent, stillness reigned in the whole assembly
as if no one were capable of making a sound. Never did
such a flame of zeal rise to heaven from a Christian ca-
thedral as on that day, in the Dominican’ Church at San-
tiago, and no human breast contributed a warmer glow than
those of Jeronimo and Josepha. X

The service began with a sermon delivered from the pul-
pit by one of the oldest canons, in full ceremonial array.

Raising his trembling arms high up to heaven with the wide .

folds of his surplice flowing around them he began at once
with praise, glorification and thanksgiving. Still, even in
this part of the world that had crumbled to ruins, there were
men able to raise up their faltering voices to God, He de-
scribed what had happened at a sign given by the Almighty.
Judgment Day could not be more terrible. And when, point-
ing at a fissure in one of the Cathedral walls, he called the
earthquake a mere presage of doom, a shudder passed
through the whole flock. From this point the current of
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priestly eloquence bore him on to the subject of the city’s
moral depravity; abominations such as Sodom and Gomor-
rah had never witnessed had been punished here, and only
God's infinite, long-suffering patience had preserved the
city from total destruction. But the hearts of our two unfor-
tunates, already quite rent by the sermon, were pierced as
by a sword when the canon dwelled in detail on Ehe offense
committed in the convent garden of the Carmelites, called
the indulgence with which it had been trea.ted .by the vt:orld
a godless one, and in a digression filled with imprecations,
delivered the souls of the culprits, whom he mentlone.d b'y
name, to all the princes of helll’ Plucking at Jeronimo's
sleeve, Donna Constanza called out, “Don Fernandol” The
latter, however, replied as emphatically and, at the same
time, as secretively as possible, “You will be silent, Donna,
you will not stir, not even the pupil of your eye, and
will pretend that you are abput to faint, whereupon we
shall leave the church.” .

But before Donna Constanza could execute this artful
stratagem, devised to secure their escape, a voice mten:u.pted
the canon’s sermon, crying out, “Keep well away, citizens
of Santiago, here are the godless creatures]” an.d wlzlen an-
other terrified voice asked, “Where?” while a wide circle of
horror formed around them, a third replied, “Here!” .and,
filled with holy fanaticism, puiled Josepha by the hfur 80
that she would have fallen down with Don Fernando’s son
if Don Fernando had not supported her. .

“Are you mad?” the young man cried out and put his arm
around iosepha. “] am Don Fernando Ormez, son of the
Town Commandant whom you all know.”

“Don Fernando Ormez?” cried a near-by cobbler, who
had worked for Josepha and knew her as well at least as he
knew her small feet. “Who is this child’s father?" he asked,
turning to Asteron’s daughter with scornful i.nsolence.

Don Fernando went pale at this question. Now he
glanced shyly at Jeronimo, now he scam:legl the congrega-
tion to see if there was no one who knew him.
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Josepha, compelled by the horrible sityati . \
. Josepha, I ituation, call
l‘I’hl_s 15 not my child, Master Pedrillo, as you tl::;nke'(’i :nudt:
ooking at Don Fernando with infinite terror in hey con]

“This young gentleman is Don Fernando Ormez, son of

the Town Commandant, whom you all know.”

The cobbler asked, “Which of yon, citizens, knows this
young man? . And several of the bystanders repeated, “Who
knows Jeronimo Rugera? Let him step forward?” ’
ﬁil';llct)w 1t so happened that at this very moment little Juan
f g en:ad by the uproar, showed his desire to. leave,

osepha’s brqast and take refuge in Don Fernando’s arms
fl-tl once a voice yelled out, “He is the father)” and another.
o e is Jero:;:mo Rugera,” and a third, “These are ﬂlt;
asph_emers! and “Stone them! Stope them]” cried all th,
Ch';‘.lgtlan; assembled in that temple of Jesus ©
en Jeronimo intervened, “Sto , YO i
turesl If you are looking for Jerom'lgm Sl’{:ge;nalll-ull:zn hcre.a-
Sefriree fut?at man, who is innocent.” R
e furious mob, confused Jeronimo’ i
tated. Several hands let go of I?gn Fe?'nma?:g: X?rtisz;t hest
ment a naval officer of high rank approached hurriegio-
Pusgmg.hls way through the crowd, he asked, “Don Fef-.
gan 0 Ormezl What have they done to you?" Now ite
?ea l?‘on Fernando replied with truly heroic presenga of
:l;m » “Yes, look at the murderous villains, Don Alonzol |
ould have been lqst if this worthy man hadn't given him-

Toar, arrest him|”
e cobbler exclaimed, “Don Alonzo O .
: e noreja,
his re;{;r,Da(::l ‘:lengff \:;li]r; skl:ifew Jssipha well, withheld
blaze of fury, called out, “It j, it is show LS, L0, & HEW
; ) . il 18, it 1s She!" and. Syr s 1)
Josepha placed little Philip, whom Jeronimo hag ﬁgﬂhzgq
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rying, in Don Fernando’s arms, together with little Juan,
and said, “Go now, Don Fernando, save your two children
and leave us to our fatel”

Don Fernando taok the two children and said he would
sooner perish than allow anyone in his company to suffer
harm. He offered Josepha his arm, after asking the naval
officer for his sword, and told the other couple to follow
him. They did in fact get out of the church since under
these circumstances the people made way for them with an
adequate show of respect, and thought themselves saved.
But they had hardly reached the equally crowded square
when a voice, one of the furious mob who had pursued
them, cried, “This is Jeronimo Rugera, citizens, for I am
his own father!” and struck him down at Constanzd’s side
with a powerful blow of his clubi.

*Jesus Marial” Donng Constanza cried out, and fled to
her brother-in-law. But already, “Convent whore!” rang out,
and with it the second blow of a club from the other side
which left her stretched out lifeless beside Jeronimo.

“Monster!" a stranger called out, “this was Donna Con-
stanza Xares!”

“Why did they lie to us?” the cobbler replied.

“Look for the right one, then, and kill her too!”

Seeing Constanza’s corpse, Don Fernando glowed with
rage; he drew his sword and aimed such a blow at the
fanatical, murderous villain who was the cause of these
atrocities that he would have split him in two if the cobbler
had not avoided the furious.blow with a quick movement.’
He could not overpower the surging mass that advanced
against him. “Farewell, Fernando! Farewell, childrenl”
Josepha called out. “Here, murder me, you bloocdthirsty
tigers!” and she voluntarily hurled herself amongst them to
put an end to the fight.

Master Pedrillo struck her down with his club. Then,
spattered with her blood, he sheuted, “Send the bastard after
her to hell!” and thrust himself forward once more, his lust
for murder not yet sated. Don Fernando, this godlike hero,
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now stood with his back to the church. With his left hand
he held the children, with his right the sword. With every
blow he struck one of them down, his sword flashing like
lightning; a lion could not have defended himself better.
Seven bloodhounds lay dead in front of him, the prince of
the satanic rabble himself was wounded. But Master Pe-
drillo would not rest till he had snatched one of the chil
dren from Don Fernando's breast, seized it by one leg,
swung it around over his head and dashed it against the
edge of a church buttress,

Now everything was silent and everyone moved away.
Don Fernando, seeing his little Juan lying in front of him
with his brains gushing out, raised his eyes to heaven, his
grief beyond description. The naval officer rejoined him,
tried to console him and assured him that his own inaction
during those unhappy moments, though justified by several
circumstances, was causing him remorse. But Don Fernando
said that he was beyond reproach and only asked him to
help now with the removal of the corpses. They were all
carried to Don Alonzo’s house in the obscurity of dusk, and
Don Fernando followed, weeping copiously over the face
of little Philip. He spent the night at Don Alonzo’s and for
a long time failed to inform his wife of the full extent of
the calamity. He deliberately falsified the facts, firstly, be-
cause his. wife was ill, and secondly, because he did not
know how she would judge his conduct in this matter. But
soon after this, having been accidentally informed by a visi-
tor of all that had occurred, this excellent lady silently
wept away her maternal grief, and one moraing put her
arms round his neck, with the remnant of a shining tear in
her eye, and kissed him. Don Fernando and Donna Elvira
decided to adopt the little stranger; and when Don Fer-
nando compared Philip with Juan, and the ways in which
he had acquired each of them, it almost seemed to him that
he had reason to be glad.

Al a e

GOTTFRIED KELLER

(1819-189%0)

Gottfried Keller was born and lived much of his life in
Zurich. However, he spent the most formative years of
his youth in Munich, Berlin and other towns at a time
when Germany was a country of reaction conﬁronted‘by
revolution, seething with romantic, idealistic and social-
ist ideas. .

Keller represents a significant and pa:ticularl.y healt.hy
branch of German literature, the German-speaking Swiss.
One might describe him as an example of one Goethefa.n
tendency: that of literature as living, educative, Bers:st-
ently optimistic philosophy. It is a tendency w}:fch in
Keller owes much to the fact that he based his writing on
simple forms such as the fable and thinly disguised narra-
tive autobiography (his most famous novel Dev: Griine
Heinrich is autobiography, romance and Emehung._s—
roman, on the pattern of Goethe'’s Wilhelm Meister). His
stories, which sometimes resemble folk tales for adults,
have qualities in common with Hans Christian Andersen
and the fairy tales of the brothers Grimm. At the core of
his work there is the rock of the Alps, and also the re-
sistent fiber of the Swiss dialect. Despite his optimism
and pervasive humor, he is as objective and t!el.nched and
un-egocentric as Flaubert. His friend Friedrich Theodor
Bischer characterized Keller's work as a penetration o.E
high ideals into a view of life as solid and incontroverti-
ble as granite.




