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THE BLOOD OF THE WALSUNGS 
 
It was seven minutes to twelve. Wendelin came into the firstfloor entrance-hall and 
sounded the gong. He straddled in his violet knee-breeches on a prayer-rug pale with age 
and belaboured with his drumstick the metal disk. The brazen din, savage and primitive 
out of all proportion to its purport, resounded through the drawing-rooms to left and right, 
the billiard-room, the library, the winter-garden, up and down through the house; it 
vibrated through the warm and even atmosphere, heavy with exotic perfume. At last the 
sound ceased, and for another seven minutes Wendelin went about his business while 
Florian in the dining-room gave the last touches to the table. But on the stroke of twelve 
the cannibalistic summons sounded a second time. And the family appeared. 
 Herr Aarenhold came in his little toddle out of the library where he had been busy 
with his old editions. He was continually acquiring old books, first editions, in many 
languages, costly and crumbling trifles. Gently rubbing his hands he asked in his slightly 
plaintive way: "Beckerath not here yet?" 
 "No, but he will be. Why shouldn't he? He will be saving a meal in a restaurant," 
answered Frau Aarenhold, coming noiselessly up the thick-carpeted stairs, on the landing 
of which stood a small, very ancient church organ. 
 Herr Aarenhold blinked. His wife was impossible. She was small, ugly, 
prematurely aged, and shrivelled as though by tropic suns. A necklace of brilliants rested 
upon her shrunken breast. She wore her hair in complicated twists and knots to form a 
lofty pile, in which, somewhere on one side, sat a great jewelled brooch, adorned in its 
turn with a bunch of white aigrettes. Herr Aarenhold and the children had more than 
once, as diplomatically as possible, advised against this style of coiffure. But Frau 
Aarenhold clung stoutly to her own taste. 
 The children came: Kunz and Märit, Siegmund and Sieglinde. Kunz was in a 
braided uniform, a stunning tanned creature with curling lips and a killing scar. He was 
doing six weeks' service with his regiment of hussars. Märit made her appearance in an 
uncorseted garment. She was an ashen, austere blonde of twentyeight, with a hooked 
nose, grey eyes like a falcon's, and a bitter, contemptuous mouth. She was studying law 
and went entirely her own way in life. 
 Siegmund and Sieglinde came last, hand in hand, from the second floor. They 
were twins, graceful as young fawns, and with immature figures despite their nineteen 
years. She wore a Florentine cinquecento frock of claret-coloured velvet, too heavy for 
her slight body. Siegmund had on a green jacket suit with a tie of raspberry shantung, 
patent-leather shoes on his narrow feet, and cuff-buttons set with small diamonds. He had 
a strong growth of black beard but kept it so close-shaven that his sallow face with the 
heavy gathered brows looked no less boyish than his figure. His head was covered with 
thick black locks parted far down on one side and growing low on his temples. Her dark 
brown hair was waved in long, smooth undulations over her ears, confined by a gold 
circlet. A large pearl-his gift-hung down upon her brow. Round one of his boyish wrists 
was a heavy gold chain-a gift from her. They were very like each other, with the same 
slightly drooping nose, the same full lips lying softly together, the same prominent cheek-
bones and black, bright eyes. Likest of all were their long slim hands, his no more 



masculine than hers, save that they were slightly redder. And they went always hand in 
hand, heedless that the hands of both inclined to moisture. 
 The family stood about awhile in the lobby, scarcely speaking. 
 Then Beckerath appeared. He was engaged to Sieglinde. Wendelin opened the 
door to him and as he entered in his black frock-coat he excused himself for his tardiness. 
He was a government official and came of a good family. He was short of stature, with a 
pointed beard and a very yellow complexion, like a canary. His manners were 
punctilious. He began every sentence by drawing his breath in quickly through his mouth 
and pressing his chin on his chest. 
 He kissed Sieglinde's hand and said: "And you must excuse me too, Sieglinde-it is 
so far from the Ministry to the Zoo-" 
 He was not allowed to say thou to her-she did not like it. She answered briskly: 
"Very far. Supposing that, in consideration of the fact, you left your office a bit earlier." 
 Kunz seconded her, his black eyes narrowing to glittering cracks: "It would no 
doubt have a most beneficial effect upon our household economy." 
 "Oh, well---business, you know what it is," von Beckerath said dully. He was 
thirty-five years old. 
 The brother and sister had spoken glibly and with point. They may have attacked 
out of a habitual inward posture of selfdefence; perhaps they deliberately meant to 
wound-perhaps again their words were due to the sheer pleasure of turning a phrase. It 
would have been unreasonable to feel annoyed. They let his feeble answer pass, as 
though they found it in character; as though cleverness in him would have been out of 
place. They went to table; Herr Aarenhold led the way, eager to let von Beckerath see 
that he was hungry. 
 They sat down, they unfolded their stiff table-napkins. The immense room was 
carpeted, the walls were covered with eighteenth-century panelling, and three electric 
lustres hung from the ceiling. The family table, with its seven places, was lost in the void. 
It was drawn up close to the large French window, beneath which a dainty little fountain 
spread its silver spray behind a low lattice. Outside was an extended view of the still 
wintry - garden. Tapestries with pastoral scenes covered the upper part of the walls; they, 
like the panelling, had been part of the furnishings of a French ch‰teau. The dining-
chairs were low and soft and cushioned with tapestry. A tapering glass vase holding two 
orchids stood at each place, on the glistening, spotless, faultlessly ironed damask cloth. 
With careful, skinny hands Herr Aarenhold settled the pince-nez half-way down his nose 
and with a mistrustful air read the menu, three copies of which lay on the table. He 
suffered from a weakness of the solar plexus, that nerve centre which lies at the pit of the 
stomach and may give rise to serious distress. He was obliged to be very careful what he 
ate. 
 There was bouillon with beef marrow, sole au yin blanc, pheasant, and pineapple. 
 Nothing else. It was a simple family meal. But it satisfied Herr Aarenhold. It was 
good, light, nourishing food. The soup was served: a dumb-waiter above the sideboard 
brought it noiselessly down from the kitchen and the servants handed it round, bending 
over assiduously, in a very passion of service. The tiny cups were of translucent 
porcelain, whitish morsels of marrow floated in the hot golden liquid. 



 Herr Aarenhold felt himself moved to expand a little in the comfortable warmth 
thus purveyed. He carried his napkin cautiously to his mouth and cast after a means of 
clothing his thought in words. 
 "Have another cup, Beckerath," said he. "A working-man has a right to his 
comforts and his pleasures. Do you really like to eat-really enjoy it, I mean? If not, so 
much the worse for you. To me every meal is a little celebration. Somebody said that life 
is pretty nice after all-being arranged so that we can eat four times a day. He's my man! 
But to do justice to the arrangement one has to preserve one's youthful receptivity-and 
not everybody can do that. We get old-well, we can't help it. But the thing is to keep 
things fresh and not get used to them. For instance," he went on, putting a bit of marrow 
on a piece of roll and sprinkling salt on it, "you are about to change your estate, the plane 
on which you live is going to be a good deal elevated" 
 (von Beckerath smiled), "and if you want to enjoy your new life, really enjoy it, 
consciously and artistically, you must take care never to get used to your new situation. 
Getting used to things is death. It is ennui. Don't give in to it, don't let anything become a 
matter of course, preserve a childlike taste for the sweets of life. You see... for some 
years now I have been able to command some of the amenities of life" (von Beckerath 
smiled), "and yet I assure you, every morning that God lets me wake up I have a little 
thrill because my bed-cover is made of silk. That is what it is to be young. I know 
perfectly well how I did it; and yet I can look round me and feel like an enchanted 
prince." 
 The children exchanged looks, so openly that Herr Aarenhold could not help 
seeing it; he became visibly embarrassed. He knew that they were united against him, that 
they despised him: for his origins, for the blood which flowed in his veins and through 
him in theirs; for the way he had earned his money; for his fads, which in their eyes were 
unbecoming: for his valetudinarianism, which they found equally annoying; for his weak 
and whimsical loquacity, which in their eyes traversed the bounds of good taste. He knew 
all this-and in a way conceded that they were right. But after all he had to assert his 
personality, he had to lead his own life; and above all he had to be able to talk about it. 
That was only fair - he had proved that it was worth talking about. He had been a worm, a 
louse if you like. But just his capacity to realize it so fully, with such vivid self-contempt, 
had become the ground of that persistent, painful, never-satisfied striving which had 
made him great. Herr Aarenhold had been born in a remote village in East Prussia, had 
married the daughter of a well-to-do tradesman, and by means of a bold and shrewd 
enterprise, of large-scale schemings which had as their object a new and productive coal-
bed, he had diverted a large and inexhaustible stream of gold into his coffers. 
 The fish course came on. The servants hurried with it from the sideboard through 
the length of the room. They handed round with it a creamy sauce and poured out a Rhine 
wine that prickled on the tongue. The conversation turned to the approaching wedding. 
 
 It was very near, it was to take place in the following week. They talked about the 
dowry, about plans for the wedding journey to Spain. Actually it was only Herr 
Aarenhold who talked about them, supported by von Beckerath's polite acquiescence. 
Frau Aarenhold ate greedily, and as usual contributed nothing to the conversation save 
some rather pointless questions. Her speech was interlarded with guttural words and 
phrases from the dialect of her childhood days. Märit was full of silent opposition to the 



church ceremony which they planned to have; it affronted her highly enlightened 
convictions. Herr Aarenhold also was privately opposed to the ceremony. Von Beckerath 
was a Protestant and in Herr Aarenhold's view Protestant ceremonial was without any 
aesthetic value. It would be different if von Beckerath belonged to the Roman confession. 
Kunz said nothing, because when von Beckerath was present he always felt annoyed with 
his mother. And neither Siegmund nor Sieglinde displayed any interest. They held each 
other's narrow hands between their chairs. Sometimes their gaze sought each other's, 
melting together in an understanding from which everybody else was shut out. Von 
Beckerath sat next to Sieglinde on the other side. 
 "Fifty hours," said Herr Aarenhold, "and you are in Madrid, if you like. That is 
progress. It took me sixty by the shortest way. I assume that you prefer the train to the sea 
route via Rotterdam?" 
 Von Beckerath hastily expressed his preference for the overland route. 
 "But you won't leave Paris out. Of course, you could go direct to Lyons. And 
Sieglinde knows Paris. But you should not neglect the opportunity... I leave it to you 
whether or not to stop before that. The choice of the place where the honeymoon begins 
should certainly be left to you." 
 Sieglinde turned her head, turned it for the first time towards her betrothed, quite 
openly and unembarrassed, careless of the lookers-on. For quite three seconds she bent 
upon the courteous face beside her the wide-eyed, questioning, expectant gaze of her 
sparkling black eyes-a gaze as vacant of thoughts as any animal's. Between their chairs 
she was holding the slender hand of her twin; and Siegmund drew his brows together till 
they formed two black folds at the base of his nose. 
 The conversation veered and tacked to and fro. They talked of a consignment of 
cigars which had just come by Herr Aarenhold's order from Havana, packed in zinc. Then 
it circled round a point of purely abstract interest, brought up by Kunz: namely, whether, 
if a were the necessary and sufficient condition for b, b must also be the necessary and 
sufficient condition for a. They argued the matter, they analysed it with great ingenuity, 
they gave examples; they talked nineteen to the dozen, attacked each other with steely 
and abstract dialectic, and got no little heated. Märit had introduced a philosophical 
distinction, that between the actual and the causal principle. Kunz told her, with his nose 
in the air, that "causal principle" was a pleonasm. Märit, in some annoyance, insisted 
upon her terminology. Herr Aarenhold straightened himself, with a bit of bread between 
thumb and forefinger, and prepared to elucidate the whole matter. He suffered a complete 
rout, the children joined forces to laugh him down. Even his wife jeered at him. "What 
are you talking about?" she said. "Where did you learn that-you didn't learn much!" Von 
Beckerath pressed his chin on his breast, opened his mouth, and drew in breath to speak-
but they had already passed on, leaving him hanging. 
 Siegmund began, in a tone of ironic amusement, to speak of an acquaintance of 
his, a child of nature whose simplicity was such that he abode in ignorance of the 
difference between dress clothes and dinner jacket. This Parsifal actually talked about a 
checked dinner jacket. Kunz knew an even more pathetic casea man who went out to tea 
in dinner clothes. 
 "Dinner clothes in the afternoon!" Sieglinde said, making a face. "It isn't even 
human!" 



 Von Beckerath laughed sedulously. But inwardly he was remembering that once 
he himself had worn a dinner coat before six o'clock. And with the game course they 
passed on to matters of more general cultural interest: to the plastic arts, of which von 
Beckerath was an amateur, to literature and the theatre which in the Aarenhold house had 
the preference-though Siegmund did devote some of his leisure to painting. 
 The conversation was lively and general and the young people set the key. They 
talked well, their gestures were nervous and self-assured. They marched in the van of 
taste, the best was none too good for them. For the vision, the intention, the labouring 
will, they had no use at all; they ruthlessly insisted upon power achievement, success in 
the cruel trial of strength. The triumphant work of art they recognized-but they paid it no 
homage. Herr Aarenhold himself said to von Beckerath: "You are very indulgent, my 
dear fellow; you speak up for intentions-but results, results are what we are after! You 
say: 'Of course his work is not much good-but he was only a peasant before he took it up, 
so his performance is after all astonishing.' Nothing in it. Accomplishment is absolute, 
not relative. There are no mitigating circumstances. Let a man do first-class work or let 
him shovel coals. How far should I have got with a good-natured attitude like that? I 
might have said to myself: 'You're only a poor fish, originally-it's wonderful if you get to 
be the head of your office.' Well, I'd not be sitting here! I've had to force the world to 
recognize me, so now I won't recognize anything unless I am forced to!" 
 The children laughed. At that moment they did not look down on him. They sat 
there at table, in their low, luxuriously cushioned chairs, with their spoilt, dissatisfied 
faces. They sat in splendour and security, but their words rang as sharp as though 
sharpness, hardness, alertness, and pitiless clarity were demanded of them as survival 
values. Their highest praise was a grudging acceptance, their criticism deft and ruthless; 
it snatched the weapons from one's hand, it paralysed enthusiasm, made it a laughing-
stock. "Very good," they would say of some masterpiece whose lofty intellectual plane 
would seem to have put it beyond the reach of critique. Passion was a blunder-it made 
them laugh. Von Beckerath, who tended to be disarmed by his enthusiasms, had hard 
work holding his own-also his age put him in the wrong. He got smaller and smaller in 
his chair, pressed his chin on his breast, and in his excitement breathed through his 
mouth-quite unhorsed by the brisk arrogance of youth. They contradicted everything-as 
though they found it impossible, discreditable, lamentable, not to contradict. They 
contradicted most efficiently, their eyes narrowing to gleaming cracks. They fell upon a 
single word of his, they worried it, they tore it to bits and replaced it by another so telling 
and deadly that it went straight to the mark and sat in the wound with quivering shaft. 
Towards the end of luncheon von Beckerath's eyes were red and he looked slightly 
deranged. 
 Suddenly-they were sprinkling sugar on their slices of pineapple-Siegmund said, 
wrinkling up his face in the way he had, as though the sun were making him blink: "Oh, 
by the bye, von Beckerath, something else, before we forget it. Sieglinde and I approach 
you with a requestmetaphorically speaking, you see us on our knees. They are giving the 
WalkŸre tonight. We should like, Sieglinde and I, to hear it once more together-may we? 
We are of course aware that everything depends upon your gracious favour-" 
 "How thoughtful!" said Herr Aarenhold. 
 Kunz drummed the Hunding motif on the cloth. 



 Von Beckerath was overcome at anybody asking his permission about anything. 
He answered eagerly: "But by all means, Siegmund-and you too, Sieglinde; I find your 
request very reasonable-do go, of course; in fact, I shall be able to go with you. There is 
an excellent cast tonight." 
 All the Aarenholds bowed over their plates to hide their laughter. Von Beckerath 
blinked with his effort to be one of them, to understand and share their mirth. 
 Siegmund hastened to say: "Oh, well, actually, it's a rather poor cast, you know. 
Of course, we are just as grateful to you as though it were good. But I am afraid there is a 
slight misunderstanding. Sieglinde and I were asking you to permit us to hear the 
Walkÿre once more alone together before the wedding. I don't know if you feel now that" 
 "Oh certainly. I quite understand. How charming! Of course you must go!" 
 "Thanks, we are most grateful indeed. Then I will have Percy and Leiermann put 
in for us...... 
 "Perhaps I may venture to remark," said Herr Aarenhold, "that your mother and I 
are driving to dinner with the Erlangers and using Percy and Leiermann. You will have to 
condescend to the brown coupé and Baa! and Lampa." 
 "And your box?" asked Kunz. 
 "I took it long ago," said Siegmund, tossing back his head. 
 They all laughed, all staring at the bridegroom. 
 Herr Aarenhold unfolded with his finger-tips the paper of a belladonna powder 
and shook it carefully into his mouth. Then he lighted a fat cigarette, which presently 
spread abroad a priceless fragrance. The servants sprang forward to draw away his and 
Frau Aarenhold's chairs. The order was given to serve coffee in the winter-garden. Kunz 
in a sharp voice ordered his dog-cart brought round; he would drive to the barracks. 
 Siegmund was dressing for the opera; he had been dressing for an hour. He had so 
abnormal and constant a need for purification that actually he spent a considerable part of 
his time before the wash-basin. He stood now in front of his large Empire mirror with the 
white-enamelled frame; dipped a powder-puff in its embossed box and powdered his 
freshly shaven chin and cheeks. His beard was so strong that when he went out in the 
evening he was obliged to shave a second time. 
 He presented a colourful picture as he stood there, in rosetinted silk drawers and 
socks, red morocco slippers, and a wadded house-jacket in a dark pattern with revers of 
grey fur. For background he had his large sleeping-chamber, full of all sorts of elegant 
and practical white-enamelled devices. Beyond the windows was a misty view over the 
tree-tops of the Tiergarten. 
 It was growing dark. He turned on the circular arrangement of electric bulbs in the 
white ceiling-they filled the room with soft milky light. Then he drew the velvet curtains 
across the darkening panes. The light was reflected from the liquid depths of the mirrors 
in wardrobe, washing-stand, and toilet-table, it flashed from the polished bottles on the 
tile-inlaid shelves. And Siegmund continued to work on himself. Now and then some 
thought in his mind would draw his brows together till they formed two black folds over 
the base of the nose. 
 His day had passed as his days usually did, vacantly and swiftly. The opera began 
at half past six and he had begun to change at half past five, so there had not been much 
afternoon. He had rested on his chaise-longue from two to three, then drunk tea and 
employed the remaining hour sprawled in a deep leather arm-chair in the study which he 



shared with Kunz, reading a few pages in each of several new novels. He had found them 
pitiably weak on the whole; but he had sent a few of them to the binder's to be artistically 
bound in choice bindings, for his library. 
 But in the forenoon he had worked. He had spent the hour from ten to eleven in 
the atelier of his professor, an artist of European repute, who was developing Siegmund's 
talent for drawing and painting, and receiving from Herr Aarenhold two thousand marks 
a month for his services. But what Siegmund painted was absurd. He knew it himself; he 
was far from having any glowing expectations on the score of his talent in this line. He 
was too shrewd not to know that the conditions of his existence were not the most 
favourable in the world for the development of a creative gift. The accoutrements of life 
were so rich and varied, so elaborated, that almost no place at all was left for life itself. 
Each and every single accessory was so costly and beautiful that it had an existence 
above and beyond the purpose it was meant to serve-until one's attention was first 
confused and then exhausted. Siegmund had been born into superfluity, he was perfectly 
adjusted to it. And yet it was the fact that this superfluity never ceased to thrill and 
occupy him, to give him constant pleasure. Whether consciously or not, it was with him 
as with his father, who practised the art of never getting used to anything. 
 Siegmund loved to read, he strove after the word and the spirit as after a tool 
which a profound instinct urged him to grasp. But never had he lost himself in a book as 
one does when that single work seems the most important in the world; unique, a little, 
all-embracing universe, into which one plunges and sub- merges oneself in order to draw 
nourishment out of every syllable. The books and magazines streamed in, he could buy 
them all, they heaped up about him and even while he read, the number of those still to be 
read disturbed him. But he had the books bound in stamped leather and labelled with 
Siegmund Aarenhold's beautiful book-plate; they stood in rows, weighing down his life 
like a possession which he did not succeed in subordinating to his personality. 
 The day was his, it was given to him as a gift with all its hours from sunrise to 
sunset; and yet Siegmund found in his heart that he had no time for a resolve, how much 
less then for a deed. He was no hero, he commanded no giant powers. The preparation, 
the lavish equipment for what should have been the serious business of life used up all his 
energy. How much mental effort had to be expended simply in making a proper toilette! 
How much time and attention went to his supplies of cigarettes, soaps, and perfumes; 
how much occasion for making up his mind lay in that moment, recurring two or three 
times daily, when he had to select his cravat! And it was worth the effort. It was 
important. The blond-haired citizenry of the land might go about in elastic-sided boots 
and turn-over collars, heedless of the effect. But he-and most explicitly he-must be 
unassailable and blameless of exterior from head to foot. 
 And in the end no one expected more of him. Sometimes there came moments 
when he had a feeble misgiving about the nature of the "actual"; sometimes he felt that 
this lack of expectation lamed and dislodged his sense of it.... The household 
arrangements were all made to the end that the day might pass quickly and no empty hour 
be perceived. The next mealtime always came promptly on. They dined before seven; the 
evening, when one can idle with a good conscience, was long. The days disappeared, 
swiftly the seasons came and went. The family spent two summer months at their little 
castle on the lake, with its large and splendid grounds and many tennis courts, its cool 
paths through the parks, and shaven lawns adorned by bronze statuettes. A third month 



was spent in the mountains, in hotels where life was even more expensive than at home. 
Of late, during the winter, he had had himself driven to school to listen to a course of 
lectures in the history of art which came at a convenient time. But he had had to leave off 
because his sense of smell indicated that the rest of the class did not wash often enough. 
 He spent the hour walking with Sieglinde instead. Always she had been at his side 
since the very first; she had clung to him since they lisped their first syllables, taken their 
first steps. He had no friends, never had had one but this, his exquisitely groomed, darkly 
beautiful counterpart, whose moist and slender hand he held while the richly gilded, 
empty-eyed hours slipped past. They took fresh flowers with them on their walks, a 
bunch of violets or lilies of the valley, smelling them in turn or sometimes both together, 
with languid yet voluptuous abandon. They were like self-centred invalids who absorb 
themselves in trifles, as narcotics to console them for the loss of hope. With an inward 
gesture of renunciation they doffed aside the evil-smelling world and loved each other 
alone, for the priceless sake of their own rare uselessness. But all that they uttered was 
pointed, neat, and brilliant; it hit off the people they met, the things they saw, everything 
done by somebody else to the end that it might be exposed to the unerring eye, the sharp 
tongue, the witty condemnation. 
 Then von Beckerath had appeared. He had a post in the government and came of a 
good family. He had proposed for Sieglinde. Frau Aarenhold had supported him, Herr 
Aarenhold had displayed a benevolent neutrality, Kunz the hussar was his zealous 
partisan. He had been patient, assiduous, endlessly goodmannered and tactful. And in the 
end, after she had told him often enough that she did not love him, Sieglinde had begun 
to look at him searchingly, expectantly, mutely, with her sparkling black eyes-a gaze as 
speaking and as vacant of thought as an animal's-and had said yes. And Siegmund, whose 
will was her law, had taken up a position too; slightly to his own disgust he had not 
opposed the match; was not von Beckerath in the gov- ernment and a man of good family 
too? Sometimes he wrinkled his brows over his toilette until they made two heavy black 
folds at the base of his nose. 
 He stood on the white bearskin which stretched out its claws beside the bed; his 
feet were lost in the long soft hair. He sprinkled himself lavishly with toilet water and 
took up his dress shirt. The starched and shining linen glided over his yellowish torso, 
which was as lean as a young boy's and yet shaggy with black hair. He arrayed himself 
further in black silk drawers, black silk socks, and heavy black silk garters with silver 
buckles, put on the well-pressed trousers of silky black cloth, fastened the white silk 
braces over his narrow shoulders, and with one foot on a stool began to button his shoes. 
There was a knock on the door. 
 "May I come in, Gigi?" asked Sieglinde. 
 "Yes, come in," he answered. 
 She was already dressed, in a frock of shimmering sea-green silk, with a square 
neck outlined by a wide band of beige embroidery. Two embroidered peacocks facing 
each other above the girdle held a garland in their beaks. Her dark brown hair was 
unadorned; but a large egg-shaped precious stone hung on a thin pearl chain against her 
bare skin, the colour of smoked meerschaum. Over her arm she carried a scarf heavily 
worked with silver. 
 "I am unable to conceal from you," she said, "that the carriage is waiting." He 
parried at once: "And I have no hesitation in replying that it will have to wait patiently 



two minutes more." It was at least ten. She sat down on the white velvet chaise-longue 
and watched him at his labours. 
 Out of a rich chaos of ties he selected a white piqué band and began to tie it 
before the glass. 
 "Beckerath," said she, "wears coloured cravats, crossed over the way they wore 
them last year." 
 "Beckerath," said he, "is the most trivial existence I have ever had under my 
personal observation." Turning to her quickly he added: "Moreover, you will do me the 
favour of not mentioning that German's name to me again this evening." 
 She gave a short laugh and replied: "You may be sure it will not be a hardship." 
 He put on the low-cut piqué waistcoat and drew his dress coat over it, the white 
silk lining caressing his hands as they passed through the sleeves. 
 "Let me see which buttons you chose," said Sieglinde. They were the amethyst 
ones; shirt-studs, cuff-links, and waistcoat buttons, a complete set. 
 She looked at him admiringly, proudly, adoringly, with a world of tenderness in 
her dark, shining eyes. He kissed the lips lying so softly on each other. They spent 
another minute on the chaise-longue in mutual caresses. 
 "Quite, quite soft you are again," said she, stroking his shaven cheeks. 
 "Your little arm feels like satin," said he, running his hand down her tender 
forearm. He breathed in the violet odour of her hair. 
 She kissed him on his closed eyelids; he kissed her on the throat where the 
pendant hung. They kissed one another's hands. They loved one another sweetly, 
sensually, for sheer mutual delight in their own well-groomed, pampered, expensive 
smell. They played together like puppies, biting each other with their lips. Then he got 
up. 
 "We mustn't be too late today," said he. He turned the top of the perfume bottle 
upside down on his handkerchief one last time, rubbed a drop into his narrow red hands, 
took his gloves, and declared himself ready to go. 
 He put out the light and they went along the red-carpeted corridor hung with dark 
old oil paintings and down the steps past the little organ. In the vestibule on the ground 
floor Wendelin was waiting with their coats, very tall in his long yellow paletot. They 
yielded their shoulders to his ministrations; Sieglinde's dark head was half lost in her 
collar of silver fox. Followed by the servant they passed through the stone-paved 
vestibule into the outer air. It was mild, and there were great ragged flakes of snow in the 
pearly air. The coupé awaited them. The coachman bent down with his hand to his 
cockaded hat while Wendelin ushered the brother and sister to their seats; then the door 
banged shut, he swung himself up to the box, and the carriage was at once in swift 
motion. It crackled over the gravel, glided through the high, wide gate, curved smoothly 
to the right, and rolled away. 
 The luxurious little space in which they sat was pervaded by a gentle warmth. 
"Shall I shut us in?" Siegmund asked. She nodded and he drew the brown silk curtains 
across the polished panes. 
 They were in the city's heart. Lights flew past behind the curtains. Their horses' 
hoofs rhythmically beat the ground, the carriage swayed noiselessly over the pavement, 
and round them roared and shrieked and thundered the machinery of urban life. Quite 
safe and shut away they sat among the wadded brown silk cushions, hand in hand. The 



carriage drew up and stopped. Wendelin was at the door to help them out. A little group 
of grey-faced shivering folk stood in the brilliance of the arc-lights and followed them 
with hostile glances as they passed through the lobby. It was already late, they were the 
last. They mounted the staircase, threw their cloaks over Wendelin's arms, paused a 
second before a high mirror, then went through the little door into their box. They were 
greeted by the last sounds before the hush-voices and the slamming of seats. The lackey 
pushed their plush-upholstered chairs beneath them; at that moment the lights went down 
and below their box the orchestra broke into the wild pulsating notes of the prelude. 
 Night, and tempest.... And they, who had been wafted hither on the wings of ease, 
with no petty annoyances on the way, were in exactly the right mood and could give all 
their attention at once. Storm, a raging tempest, without in the wood. The angry god's 
command resounded, once, twice repeated in its wrath, obediently the thunder crashed. 
The curtain flew up as though blown by the storm. There was the rude hail, dark save for 
a glow on the pagan hearth. In the centre towered up the trunk of the ash tree. Siegmund 
appeared in the doorway and leaned against the wooden post beaten and harried by the 
storm. Draggingly he moved forwards on his sturdy legs wrapped round with hide and 
thongs. He was rosy-skinned, with a strawcoloured beard; beneath his blond brows and 
the blond forelock of his wig his blue eyes were directed upon the conductor, with an 
imploring gaze. At last the orchestra gave way to his voice, which rang clear and 
metallic, though he tried to make it sound like a gasp. He sang a few bars, to the effect 
that no matter to whom the hearth belonged he must rest upon it; and at the last word he 
let himself drop heavily on the bearskin rug and lay there with his head cushioned on his 
plump arms. His breast heaved in slumber. A minute passed, filled with the singing, 
speaking flow of the music, rolling its waves at the feet of the events on the stage.... 
Sieglinde entered from the left. She had an alabaster bosom which rose and fell 
marvellously beneath her muslin robe and deerskin mantle. She displayed surprise at 
sight of the strange man; pressed her chin upon her breast until it was double, put her lips 
in position and expressed it, this surprise, in tones whichswelled soft and warm from her 
white throat and were given shape by her tongue and her mobile lips. She tended the 
stranger; bending over him so that he could see the white flower of her bosom rising from 
the rough skins, she gave him with both hands the drinking-horn. He drank. The music 
spoke movingly to him of cool refreshment and cherishing care. They looked at each 
other with the beginning of enchantment, a first dim recognition, standing rapt while the 
orchestra interpreted in a melody of profound enchantment. 
 She gave him mead, first touching the horn with her lips, then watching while he 
took a long draught. Again their glances met and mingled, while below, the melody 
voiced their yearning. Then he rose, in deep dejection, turning away painfully, his arms 
hanging at his sides, to the door, that he might remove from her sight his affliction, his 
loneliness, his persecuted, hated existence and bear it back into the wild. She called upon 
him but he did not hear; heedless of self she lifted up her arms and confessed her 
intolerable anguish. He stopped. Her eyes fell. Below them the music spoke darkly of the 
bond of suffering that united them. He stayed. He folded his arms and remained by the 
hearth, awaiting his destiny. 
 Announced by his pugnacious motif, Hunding entered, paunchy and knock-kneed, 
like a cow. His beard was black with brown tufts. He stood there frowning, leaning 



heavily on his spear, and staring ox-eyed at the stranger guest. But as the primitive 
custom would have it he bade him welcome, in an enormous, rusty voice. 
 Sieglinde laid the evening meal, Hunding's slow, suspicious gaze moving to and 
fro between her and the stranger. Dull lout though he was, he saw their likeness: the 
selfsame breed, that odd, untrammelled rebellious stock, which he hated, to which he felt 
inferior. They sat down, and Hunding, in two words, introduced himself and accounted 
for his simple, regular, and orthodox existence. Thus he forced Siegmund to speak of 
himself-and that was incomparably more difficult. Yet Siegmund spoke, he sang clearly 
and with wonderful beauty of his life and misfortunes. He told how he had been born 
with a twin sisterand as people do who dare not speak out, he called himself by a false 
name. He gave a moving account of the hatred and envy which had been the bane of his 
life and his strange father's life, how their hall had been burnt, his sister carried off, how 
they had led in the forest a harried, persecuted, outlawed life; and how finally he had 
mysteriously lost his father as well.... And then Siegmund sang the most painful thing of 
all: he told of his yearning for human beings, his longing and ceaseless loneliness. He 
sang of men and women, of friendship and love he had sometimes won, only to be thrust 
back again into the dark. A curse had lain upon him forever, he was marked by the brand 
of his strange origins. His speech had not been as others' speech nor theirs as his. What he 
found good was vexation to them, he was galled by the ancient laws to which they paid 
honour. Always and everywhere he had lived amid anger and strife, he had borne the 
yoke of scorn and hatred and contempt-all because he was strange, of a breed and kind 
hopelessly different from them. 
 Hunding's reception of all this was entirely characteristic. His reply showed no 
sympathy and no understanding, but only a sour disgust and suspicion of all Siegmund's 
story. And finally understanding that the stranger standing here on his own hearth was the 
very man for whom the hunt had been called up today, he behaved with the four-square 
pedantry one would have expected of him. With a grim sort of courtesy he declared that 
for tonight the guest-right protected the fugitive; tomorrow he would have the honour of 
slaying him in battle. Gruffly he commanded Sieglinde to spice his night-drink for him 
and to await him in bed within; then after a few more threats he followed her, taking all 
his weapons with him and leaving Siegmund alone and despairing by the hearth. 
 Up in the box Siegmund bent over the velvet ledge and leaned his dark boyish 
head on his narrow red hand. His brows made two black furrows, and one foot, resting on 
the heel of his patent-leather shoe, was in constant nervous motion. But it stopped as he 
heard a whisper close to him. 
 "Gigi!" 
 His mouth, as he turned, had an insolent line. 
 Sieglinde was holding out to him a mother-of-pearl box with maraschino cherries. 
 "The brandy chocolates are underneath," she whispered. But he accepted only a 
cherry, and as he took it out of the waxed paper she said in his ear: "She will come back 
to him again at once." 
 "I am not entirely unaware of the fact," he said, so loud that several heads were 
jerked angrily in his direction.... Down in the darkness big Siegmund was singing alone. 
From the depths of his heart he cried out for the sword-for a shining haft to swing on that 
day when there burst forth at last the bright flame of his anger and rage, which so long 
had smouldered deep in his heart. He saw the hilt glitter in the tree, saw the embers fade 



on the hearth, sank back in gloomy slumber--and started up in joyful amaze when 
Sieglinde glided back to him in the darkness. 
 Hunding slept like a stone, a deafened, drunken sleep. To- gether they rejoiced at 
the outwitting of the clod; they laughed, and their eyes had the same way of narrowing as 
they laughed. Then Sieglinde stole a look at the conductor, received her cue, and putting 
her lips in position sang a long recitative: related the heart-breaking tale of how they had 
forced her, forsaken, strange and wild as she was, to give herself to the crude and savage 
Hunding and to count herself lucky in an honourable marriage which might bury her dark 
origins in oblivion. She sang too, sweetly and soothingly, of the strange old man in the 
hat and how he had driven the sword-blade into the trunk of the ash tree, to await the 
coming of him who was destined to draw it out. Passionately she prayed in song that it 
might be he whom she meant, whom she knew and grievously longed for, the consoler of 
her sorrows, the friend who should be more than friend, the avenger of her shame, whom 
once she had lost, whom in her abasement she wept for, her brother in suffering, her 
saviour, her rescuer.... 
 But at this point Siegmund flung about her his two rosy arms. He pressed her 
cheek against the pelt that covered his breast and, holding her so, sang above her head-
sang out his exultation to the four winds, in a silver trumpeting of sound. His breast 
glowed hot with the oath that bound him to his mate. All the yearning of his hunted life 
found assuagement in her; all that love which others had repulsed, when in conscious 
shame of his dark origins he forced it upon them-in her it found its home. She suffered 
shame as did he, dishonoured was she like to himself-and now, now their brother-and-
sister love should be their revenge! 
 The storm whistled, a gust of wind burst open the door, a flood of white electric 
light poured into the hall. Divested of darkness they stood and sang their song of spring 
and spring's sister, love! 
 Crouching on the bearskin they looked at each other in the white light, as they 
sang their duet of love. Their bare arms touched each other as they held each other by the 
temples and gazed into each other's eyes, and as they sang their mouths were very near. 
They compared their eyes, their foreheads, their voices-they were the same. The growing, 
urging recognition wrung from his breast his father's name; she called him by his: 
Siegmund! Siegmund! He freed the sword, he swung it above his head, and submerged in 
bliss she told him in song who she was: his twin sister, Sieglinde. In ravishment he 
stretched out his arms to her, his bride, she sank upon his breast-the curtain fell as the 
music swelled into a roaring, rushing, foaming whirlpool of passion-swirled and swirled 
and with one mighty throb stood still. 
 Rapturous applause. The lights went on. A thousand people got up, stretched 
unobtrusively as they clapped, then made ready to leave the hall, with heads still turned 
towards the stage, where the singers appeared before the curtain, like masks hung out in a 
row at a fair. Hunding too came out and smiled politely, despite all that had just been 
happening. 
 Siegmund pushed back his chair and stood up. He was hot; little red patches 
showed on his cheek-bones, above the lean, sallow, shaven cheeks. 
 "For my part," said he, "what I want now is a breath of fresh air. Siegmund was 
pretty feeble, wasn't he?" 



 "Yes," answered Sieglinde, "and the orchestra saw fit to drag abominably in the 
Spring Song." 
 "Frightfully sentimental," said Siegmund, shrugging his narrow shoulders in his 
dress coat. "Are you coming out?" She lingered a moment, with her elbows on the ledge, 
still gazing at the stage. He looked at her as she rose and took up her silver scarf. Her 
soft, full lips were quivering. 
 They went into the foyer and mingled with the slow-moving throng, downstairs 
and up again, sometimes holding each other by the hand. 
 "I should enjoy an ice," said she, "if they were not in all probability uneatable." 
 "Don't think of it," said he. So they ate bonbons out of their box-maraschino 
cherries and chocolate beans filled with cognac. 
 The bell rang and they looked on contemptuously as the crowds rushed back to 
their seats, blocking the corridors. They waited until all was quiet, regaining their places 
just as the lights went down again and silence and darkness fell soothingly upon the hall. 
There was another little ring, the conductor raised his arms and summoned up anew the 
wave of splendid sound. 
 Siegmund looked down into the orchestra. The sunken space stood out bright 
against the darkness of the listening house; hands fingered, arms drew the bows, cheeks 
puffed out-all these simple folk laboured zealously to bring to utterance the work of a 
master who suffered and created; created the noble and simple visions enacted above on 
the stage. Creation? How did one create? Pain gnawed and burned in Siegmund's breast, 
a drawing anguish which yet was somehow sweet, a yearning-whither, for what? It was 
all so dark, so shamefully unclear! Two thoughts, two words he had: creation, passion. 
His temples glowed and throbbed, and it came to him as in a yearning vision that creation 
was born of passion and was reshaped anew as passion. He saw the pale, spent woman 
hanging on the breast of the fugitive to whom she gave herself, he saw her love and her 
destiny and knew that so life must be to be creative. He saw his own life, and knew its 
contradictions, its clear understanding and spoilt voluptuousness, its splendid security and 
idle spite, its weakness and wittiness, its languid contempt; his life, so full of words, so 
void of acts, so full of cleverness, so empty of emotion-and he felt again the burning, the 
drawing anguish which yet was sweet-whither, and to what end? Creation? Experience? 
Passion? 
 The finale of the act came, the curtain fell. Light, applause, general exit. Sieglinde 
and Siegmund spent the interval as before. They scarcely spoke, as they walked hand-in-
hand through the corridors and up and down the steps. She offered him cherries but he 
took no more. She looked at him, but withdrew her gaze as his rested upon her, walking 
rather constrained at his side and enduring his eye. Her childish shoulders under the silver 
web of her scarf looked like those of an Egyptian statue, a little too high and too square. 
Upon her cheeks burned the same fire he felt in his own. 
 Again they waited until the crowd had gone in and took their A seats at the last 
possible moment. Storm and wind and driving cloud; wild, heathenish cries of exultation. 
Eight females, not exactly stars in appearance, eight untrammelled, laughing maidens of 
the wild, were disporting themselves amid a rocky scene. BrŸnnhilde broke in upon their 
merriment with her fears. They skimmed away in terror before the approaching wrath of 
Wotan, leaving her alone to face him. The angry god nearly annihilated his daughter-but 
his wrath roared itself out, by degrees grew gentle and dispersed into a mild melancholy, 



on which note it ended. A noble prospect opened out, the scene was pervaded with epic 
and religious splendour. Brÿnnhilde slept. The god mounted the rocks. Great, full-bodied 
flames, rising, falling, and flickering, glowed all over the boards. The WalkŸre lay with 
her coat of mail and her shield on her mossy couch ringed round with fire and smoke, 
with leaping, dancing tongues, with the magic sleep-compelling fire-music. But she had 
saved Sieglinde, in whose womb there grew and waxed the seed of that hated unprized 
race, chosen of the gods, from which the twins had sprung, who had mingled their 
misfortunes and their afflictions in free and mutual bliss. 
 Siegmund and Sieglinde left their box; Wendelin was outside, towering in his 
yellow paletot and holding their cloaks for them to put on. Like a gigantic slave he 
followed the two dark, slender, fur-mantled, exotic creatures down the stairs to where the 
carriage waited and the pair of large finely matched glossy thoroughbreds tossed their 
proud heads in the winter night. Wendelin ushered the twins into their warm little silken-
lined retreat, closed the door, and the coupé stood poised for yet a second, quivering 
slightly from the swing with which Wendelin agilely mounted the box. Then it glided 
swiftly away and left the theatre behind. Again they rolled noiselessly and easefully to 
the rhythmic beat of the horses' hoofs, over all the unevennesses of the road, sheltered 
from the shrill harshness of the bustling life through which they passed. They sat as silent 
and remote as they had sat in their opera-box facing the stage-almost, one might say, in 
the same atmosphere. Nothing was there which could alienate them from that extravagant 
and stormily passionate world which worked upon them with its magic power to draw 
them to itself. 
 The carriage stopped; they did not at once realize where they were, or that they 
had arrived before the door of their parents' house. Then Wendelin appeared at the 
window, and the porter came out of his lodge to open the door. 
 "Are my father and mother at home?" Siegmund asked, looking over the porter's 
head and blinking as though he were staring into the sun. 
 No, they had not returned from dinner at the Erlangers'. Nor was Kunz at home; 
M‹rit too was out, no one knew where, for she went entirely her own way. 
 In the vestibule they paused to be divested of their wraps; then they went up the 
stairs and through the first-floor hail into the dining-room. Its immense and splendid 
spaces lay in darkness save at the upper end, where one lustre burned above a table and 
Florian waited to serve them. They moved noiselessly across the thick carpet, and Florian 
seated them in their softly upholstered chairs. Then a gesture from Siegmund dismissed 
him, they would dispense with his services. 
 The table was laid with a dish of fruit, a plate of sandwiches, and a jug of red 
wine. An electric tea-kettle hummed upon a great silver tray, with all appliances about it. 
 Siegmund ate a caviar sandwich and poured out wine into a slender glass where it 
glowed a dark ruby red. He drank in quick gulps, and grumblingly stated his opinion that 
red wine and caviar were a combination offensive to good taste. He drew out his case, 
jerkily selected a cigarette, and began to smoke, leaning back with his hands in his 
pockets, wrinkling up his face and twitching his cigarette from one corner of his mouth to 
the other. His strong growth of beard was already beginning to show again under the high 
cheek-bones; the two black folds stood out on the base of his nose. 



 Sieglinde had brewed the tea and added a drop of burgundy. She touched the 
fragile porcelain cup delicately with her full, soft lips and as she drank she looked across 
at Siegmund with her great humid black eyes. 
 She set down her cup and leaned her dark, sweet little head upon her slender 
hand. Her eyes rested full upon him, with such liquid, speechless eloquence that all she 
might have said could be nothing beside it. 
 "Won't you have any more to eat, Gigi?" 
 "One would not draw," said he, "from the fact that I am smoking, the conclusion 
that I intend to eat more." 
 "But you have had nothing but bonbons since tea. Take a peach, at least." 
 He shrugged his shoulders-or rather he wiggled them like a naughty child, in his 
dress coat. 
 "This is stupid. I am going upstairs. Good night." 
 He drank out his wine, tossed away his table-napkin, and lounged away, with his 
hands in his pockets, into the darkness at the other end of the room. 
 He went upstairs to his room, where he turned on the lightnot much, only two or 
three bulbs, which made a wide white circle on the ceiling. Then he stood considering 
what to do next. The good-night had not been final; this was not how they were used to 
take leave of each other at the close of the day. She was sure to come to his room. He 
flung off his coat, put on his furtrimmed house-jacket, and lighted another cigarette. He 
lay down on the chaise-longue; sat up again, tried another posture, with his cheek in the 
pillow; threw himself on his back again and so remained awhile, with his hands under his 
head. 
 The subtle, bitterish scent of the tobacco mingled with that of the cosmetics, the 
soaps, and the toilet waters; their combined perfume hung in the tepid air of the room and 
Siegmund breathed it in with conscious pleasure, finding it sweeter than ever. Closing his 
eyes he surrendered to this atmosphere, as a man will console himself with some delicate 
pleasure of the senses for the extraordinary harshness of his lot. 
 Then suddenly he started up again, tossed away his cigarette and stood in front of 
the white wardrobe, which had long mirrors let into each of its three divisions. He moved 
very close to the middle one and eye to eye he studied himself, conned every feature of 
his face. Then he opened the two side wings and stud- ied both profiles as well. Long he 
looked at each mark of his race: the slightly drooping nose, the full lips that rested so 
softly on each other; the high cheek-bones, the thick black, curling hair that grew far 
down on the temples and parted so decidedly on one side; finally the eyes under the knit 
brows, those large black eyes that glowed like fire and had an expression of weary 
sufferance. 
 In the mirror he saw the bearskin lying behind him, spreading out its claws beside 
the bed. He turned round, and there was tragic meaning in the dragging step that bore him 
towards ituntil after a moment more of hesitation he lay down all its length and buried his 
head in his arm. 
 For a while he lay motionless, then propped his head on his elbows, with his 
cheeks resting on his slim reddish hands, and fell again into contemplation of his image 
opposite him in the mirror. There was a knock on the door. He started, reddened, and 
moved as though to get up-but sank back again, his head against his outstretched arm, 
and stopped there, silent. 



 Sieglinde entered. Her eyes searched the room, without finding him at once. Then 
with a start she saw him lying on the rug. 
 "Gigi, what ever are you doing there? Are you ill?" She ran to him, bending over 
with her hand on his forehead, stroking his hair as she repeated: "You are not ill?" 
 He shook his head, looking up at her under his brow as she continued to caress 
him. 
 She was half ready for bed, having come over in slippers from her dressing-room, 
which was opposite to his. Her loosened hair flowed down over her open white dressing-
jacket; beneath the lace of her chemise Siegmund saw her little breasts, the colour of 
smoked meerschaum. 
 "You were so cross," she said. "It was beastly of you to go away like that. I 
thought I would not come. But then I did, because that was not a proper good-night at 
all... 
 "I was waiting for you," said he. 
 She was still standing bent over, and made a little moue which brought out 
markedly the facial characteristics of her race. Then, in her ordinary tone: "Which does 
not prevent my present position from giving me a crick in the back." 
 He shook her off. 
 "Don't, don't-we must not talk like that-not that way, Sieglinde." His voice was 
strange, he himself noticed it. He felt parched with fever, his hands and feet were cold 
and clammy. She knelt beside him on the skin, her hand in his hair. He lifted himself a 
little to fling one arm round her neck and so looked at her, looked as he had just been 
looking at himself-at eyes and temples, brow and cheeks. 
 "You are just like me," said he, haltingly, and swallowed to moisten his dry 
throat. "Everything about you is just like meand so-what you have-with Beckerath-the 
experience-is for me too. That makes things even, Sieglinde-and anyhow, after all, it is, 
for that matter-it is a revenge, Sieglinde-" 
 He was seeking to clothe in reason what he was trying to say-yet his words 
sounded as though he uttered them out of some strange, rash, bewildered dream. 
 But to her it had no quality of strangeness. She did not blush at his half-spoken, 
turbid, wild imaginings; his words enveloped her senses like a mist, they drew her down 
whence they had come, to the borders of a kingdom she had never entered, though 
sometimes, since her betrothal, she had been carried thither in expectant dreams. 
 She kissed him on his closed eyelids; he kissed her on her throat, beneath the lace 
she wore. They kissed each other's hands. They loved each other with all the sweetness of 
the senses, each for the other's spoilt and costly well-being and delicious fragrance. They 
breathed it in, this fragrance, with languid and voluptuous abandon, like self-centred 
invalids, consoling themselves for the loss of hope. They forgot themselves in caresses, 
which took the upper hand, passing over into a tumult of passion, dying away into a 
sobbing.... 
 She sat there on the bearskin, with parted lips, supporting herself with one hand, 
and brushed the hair out of her eyes. He leaned back on his hands against the white 
dressing-chest, rocked to and fro on his hips, and gazed into the air. 
 "But Beckerath," said she, seeking to find some order in her thoughts, "Beckerath, 
Gigi... what about him, now?" 



 "Oh," he said-and for a second the marks of his race stood out strong upon his 
face-"he ought to be grateful to us. His existence will be a little less trivial, from now on." 
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