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Derniler Cr il

By Klaus Menn.

What a weird yatxfiét was! - that provincial Austrian wastering-place
and 1ts representative hotel - the Bellevue. I don't remember who had
recommended me the dreary plsce,nor why I stayed there for a fortnight
or even longer - instead of rushing to the next train presently when I
had glimpsed at the Aggiﬁg/promenade,the sleepy Kurheus,the dusty palm
trees adorning the deserted lobby of the Bellevue.

There was something uncannily depressing sbout that hotel in all its
faded splendor. The whole establishment - luridly pompous as it was,

with its marble stair cases,vast ball rooms, sultry chambres séparées,

and secret corridors - exhaled the most penetrating nostalgia for those
legendary p:gizzﬁ of abomingble taste and tremendous fun - when Russisn
Grand Dukes,roaring with savage laughters,used to chase buxom chambre
malds; Austrian officers sipped champagne out of a lady's slipper,while
handsome princes of the House of Hapsburg kept obstinately their "icog=
nito",thdygh their true identity wes only too well known to everybody

= $the imposing doorman - very Franz Joseph~-1like with his magnificent
pair of whiskers - had a sardonic smirk when he sddressed his Imperial
Highness simply as Herr Baron... How remote it seems! how unreall -
this withered glamour of forgotten festivals - the welghtless merriment
“mindedybrillignt

‘from us as the wesls

of laughs and waltzes long died away...

o’
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sefeme pre-revolutionary 'Et'_fla"ij.-‘érf “Tife ‘may -have s eéd"to"the genération
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nized tba charm

and ﬁbm gbsprdityJas I gazed dreamingly into one of
the dingy mirrors decorating the W» walls of the Bellevue Bar.

It was in that gold-framed mirror that I caught the first glimpse
of the Baroness. Her fragile figure gradually emerged from the shady
depth of the gless like a mermaid slowly rises from'%ﬁ%?ﬁhilly hiding-
place, cliwisemswsdd) She entered the bar on the arm of her il
ungeinly cavealler. She laughed. She was very attractive.

what I noticed first of all were her eyes = disproportionately
big: inconsolably sad under a saucy het. My heart smote me as I
watched her crossing the empty bar - royally erect; shrouded in the
provocative sweetness of her per fume and the triumphant cascades
of her pearling laugh. I was struck,ravished, bewildered - Dy the
glimmering pallor of her ageless face,the strange elegance of her
¢lothes,and,above all,by the disquieting contrast between the elate
melody of her laugh and the unfathomeble melancholy of her eyes.

Never shall I forget this first performence of her repertoire
I witnessed. Her companion was & middle-aged fellow - hook-nosed,
swarthv and greasy =-:probably a minor businessman from the Be lkans.

They drank chsmpegna =- :what else could they possibly drink? Champagne

is an indispensible ingredient of the traditional set-up: it just
belongs to the show - as Ophelia's flowers or the death's=-heat
are essential for any Hamlet production.

s<verything wes perfectly comme 11 faut - arranged and acted accor=

ding to the rituals of a classic pattern. His trivial jokes and her
silvery gizgle; the naughty refrains of deted French chansons that

G
she recited with a provoking nonchalnace; hls delight and s clumsy
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efforts to be sparkling too -:it was altogether like a scene out of
e musical comedy =~ long-rehearsed,often-tested.’fﬂaiwayS“Rﬁﬁw*Whnt

wﬂgn,h@qwi&la&#antmbOVaingvﬂﬂmamdintyqJ&hh&amnanﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ
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While she flirted with him,and called him mon choux and mon petit

coco, she wanted me to know how disgusted she really was with his poor
manners and his ugliness. She made faces behind his back and darted
scornful glances - just to inform me that she thought him a bore and
that he annoved her to madness. Her disgust was,of course,more honest
end suthentic than her artificial merriment. Yet,strangely enough,even
this tragic attitude of hers was not quite sincere. The suffering that
she seemingly tried to conceal,was really just another aspect of the
traditional pattern: Here I am am,in all my sordid depravityl - my
poor heart bleeding,corroded with shame and pain - while I pretend to
have a wonderful time with that hideous moran...

iilhen she had left - not without having presented me with a plaintive

but promising smile - I asked the barmen if he knew who she was. -
"That dame?"™ - He shrugged his shoulders and seemed slightly shocked =
either by my ignorance or else by my frivolous curiosity. - "Why,of
course - it's the Baroness,”™ he sald,not very enthusiastically;then
added - while he kept moving his coctail shaker in a bored,mechanic

,nﬂiiidg She lives here for many years." I was not quite sure 1f this

,in his opinion,a fact speaking for the Baroness,or if he rather

disapproved of her long stay at the Bellevue Hotel. 4s I was still
musing on this puzzling question,he informed me - casually but in the
discreetly lowered voice of an experienced bawd: "Apartment 36 - in

case you're interested... But you'd better give her a ring before you

drop by to see her. She is siel pretty busy - sometimes..."
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I essured him,rather indignantly,that I had certainly no such inten=
tions - whereupon he shrugged again and retired.

.fwcf.afﬂoua

1%-,4 date with her? What ap .ﬁﬁ—fd_ea/l— True,l liked
the dainty oval of her psllid leddeete face,and there was something in

e
her voice and smile that affected me. She had been exclting,
indeed,when she gave me ¢ those treacherous looks,behind the back of
her lover... But - a date? It would probably be expensive - and hardly
worth the price...

Yet,when I crossed the lobby I stopped at the desk from where the
concierge,Herr Tulpitz,supervised majestically all goings-on of the
Bellevue. He was an imposing old fellow,Herr Tulpitz - :in fact,an ideal
concilerge - dignified,thoughtful and kind, He would tell me,in a plain
and yvet tactful way,1f it was advisable to make friends with that so-
called Baroness.

c?'»'itﬂn--‘:ﬁ /
His resction on my Hiinpdeseawd casual gquestion was apt to\buagrtvfr
if not to frighten me. He seemed unduely pleased and at the same

time alarmed,tickled as well as puzzled,and altogether muddled and

overwhelmed with excitement

- "The Baroness de La Motte-Triboligre?" he asked Fe >
pronouncing the grandiose neme with a certain solemn tenderness,<{
eppsnently—decply—shodked-—bi—ny—atunmine-—radvitdf There was a long,
stone-1ike pause before he added - all severity and serious disapproval
- : "I gm surprised,Sir. Very surprised, indeed."
I smiled uncomfortebly, feeling rather foolish and guilty. Finally
I ventured to say,very timidly: "She is sort of famous,I suppose?”

"sort of famous?"™ - This time he seemed m saddened rather than

angry. His eyes,moist with sorrowful love,stared through me without

seeing me. - "She is the Pride of the Bellevue," he stated at last,
H: 10y

nodding gravely. _W-W "His ImperI'sI}

used to call her 'my darling butterfly'..." - How soft hils voice new
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sounded] He shook his head - absorbed in memories. "The Pride of the
Bellevue...",he repeated musingly. "The Pride of the Bellevue - for
twenty~-seven years..."

"For twenty-seven yeers?"

He started as 1if aw&keniq% from g ghastly dream. - "You'll excuse
_sfroaely tomne
me,Sir," he said briefly,in'Eﬁﬁsszg:ﬁg}emptory - : it was almost

pude - I hed never seen him in such a state. "I am very busy."
He finished the conversation as a monsrch finishs an audience., -

(Ouaciowaly, )

When I passed by the next morning,however,ne beckoned[and as I

stopped in front of his throne-llke desk,hwﬂtto me with a sort
of restrained passion: "How are you this morning,Herr Baron?" (He
knew,of course,that I em no Baron,and had never called me so before.)
"I hope you had s good night and forgot all sbout thet rubblsh I've
told you yesterday."

1 felgned not to understand. - "The Baroness de lLa Motte=Triboliére",
he mirmured - enjoying,this time,the pleasure of pronouncing her name
with a certain apprehensive hastiness as if disturbed by a feeling of
guilt. "How foolish I was to say that she lives here for twenty-five
vesrsl" - "Twenty-seven years," I corrected him,mildly but firmly.

- "What's the difference?"” He had a tormented chuckle. "It's a silly
lie,enyway. I just tried to be funny - that's all. I have no idea,
reslly,how long the Baroness lives here,at the Bellevue. It may be
five years,or nine - or thirty...In eny case,I should be more careful
about what I say. That stupid twaddle of mine could do harm to her
reputaticn.”

Her reputation? - I couldn't help smiling somewhat sardonicelly.
Herr Tulpitz,guessing my thoughts,nodded gloomily. "I know,I know -
people are meliciocus nowadays - :nasty and narrowminded - that's what
they are. All thet sordid gossip - I know 1t only too well..."- There

was & silence while he seemed to brood over some depressing mystery -
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caressing the silky silver of his magnificent whiskers., Finally he
pulled himself together as if he had come to a grimput imperative con=
clusion. "I may es well tell you right away," he JgegE:;{his voice

trembling with grave emotion. He paused,then continued with a sort of

m iy
desperate - ep»: "She is no Baroness,really. She might have been
merried,of course,to a Baron de la %Ftte-Triboliére - somewhere,in
L d
Monte Cerlo or Cairo - . 8g0..+ But now - under the

present circumstences - she is just e woman,who..." - He dldn't find
the right word,end announced at last: "a courtesan - that's what she
really is."
"A courtesan"... What a queer,pretentious designation! It sounded
0ld-fashioned and somehow fentastic... "So she 1s simply a wh...?"
- He interrupted me with a scathing look and a majestic gesture.
“Ncw,ligii? to me,young man!" he said slowly,in an ominously lowered
=R N
voice. " say 'a courtesan',l mean a courtesan - not a whore. I am

sorry to notice that you - as most young men nowadays - don't know

the difference between a cheep prostitute and a grande cocotte.

The Baroness de lLa Motte-Triboliére is a master in her profession =-
just es Signor Caruso or Madame Sarah Bernhardt are masters in their
own respectice reslms. Gentlemen of great fortune and reputation flock
to her attractive personality. I could show you plctures of our
sumptiggls apertment in Paris..." He faltered and blushed - whichL%uw
s ktremeeypathetic impression - ihis wrinkled, paternal face,glowing
with that momentary flush. Then he continued - composed and dignified
agein: "However,she is a lady of great talents and considerable back=

ground. I daresay,indeed,that she is the last one - the last worthy

representative of the great style,the authentic tradition. I have
seen many of them in my time; but only few who matched the Baroness

de La Motte-Tribollidre - and none,asctually none,who surpassed her.

- My word of honorl" he concluded in a firm,though slightly trembling
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Belowoe
voice. "She is absolutelf first-rate}“?}um en old connoisseur G-

L"j surely know§what talking about."

w Cony: dtvalble t"‘flf_’_",M- ey, p
Mr.Tulpitz's solemn little harangue TR B
ewdpl I recalled his words while I kept watching the Baroness - increa=
singly attrected by her appearance.anﬁ—unuoua&-eh&ébu&uﬂ So thatéis
what she looks like - I wondered as I gazed at her = : the last of the
grandeecocottes et et T Tty .

It so happened,time and agein,that she and myself were the only per=

sons present in the lobby or in the bar - for en hour,or even longer.
She would sit there - numbed with boredom or me lancholy, absorbed 1in
bleak end mysterious dreams. She was much alone - dallying her time
with yvellowed magezines or just stering in front of her with unfocussed,
empty eyes. Sometimes she emiled at me - & momentary,meaningless smlle
- or she gave me a hasty glance, full of suffering and seduction.

How did she manage to meke her living,being so extremely languid
and insctive? How could a professional courtesan afford to waste valuable
hours on an arm-cheir - supine,lethargic,motionless like a brittle
statue - a precious doll made of glass,silk,and a very delicate,almost
transperent marble?

_o~

She changed,of course,and suddenly seemw® turned sparklingyenimated,
when she received visitors - which occured but rarely: abéﬁ§$EVEr3
other day,in the late afterncon. Then she showed off and glittered -
quivering with alluring caprices and pearling laughters. How enthralling
she was! - how delightful,with the swift elegance of her nimble move=
ments! At the same time,however,the dazzling performance she gave
was apt to depress me e little. Hers was a certaln perfunctory verve

- 8 routine frolicsomeness as you may notice 1t in the feats and smiles

of an ageing prima bellerina - still celebrated,though already weary -

who executes the same ballet for the thousenth time. - Partly it was

Adue
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to the appearance of her caveliers,I suppose,that the whole picture
seemed so sinister. Most of them were rather dreary,indeed - elderly
chaps with worn-out,flaceld faces,nasty old debauchees, grotesque figures
with &®® monocles and ridiculous wigs - trylng desperately to look
dashing and youthfully wicked. Where did they come from,and why did
they gather just here? What was their social background,thelr function
and position in 1life? Did the Baroness pick up her lovers in hospitals
and asylums? Had she no boy friends under seventy? What was wrong

aw th
Ssgmt-her,anyhow? For there was something wrong - undeniably...

—_—
Why did she never go out?
This was the weirdest feature of her pufzling conduct - :that
she never left the hotel; never breathed a bit of open air,never set
foot on the street. She seemed a prisoner of the Hotel Bellevue - doomed
to spend the rest of her sinful days in that gloomy lobby,guarded by
the grim tenderness of Herr Tulpitz. Like a nun, pﬁhkd by a solemn

oath never to leave the monastery,she kept wandering - a spectral and
perfumed saint - between the dusty lo byzzge sultry bar,and her own
ae o A —_
apertment - Nr.36 - ¢ that notorious ,8candalously opened to
a viecious public,but,for some mysterious reason,inaccessible to me...
w anmted
Was she SBvoeeubdﬁfby the police,and The Bellevue was the only

place where she felt out of reach - as,in the plous days of antiquity,

safety wes used to be granted even to murderers,as long as they re=

o
mained within the b&g:;-ltég of a sanctuary? - Or was she bound by an
am-.-tnfﬁ-‘t
with the managementg ,obl%ging her to restrict her activities
ote
strictly to the rooms of this ? = Or,perhaps,she had to

X {;1@5&«.’?‘
avoid any contact with the outside world, the smooth and artificial

mask of her esetess face could not stend the natural touch of sun,wind,
il (~eezes

end rain? Even the pleseert adme of a spring day might prove fatal

to the perishable substance of her delicate flesh:it would dissolve

pregsent ly under the m»wée carresses of the lively air - just as certain
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mummies,excellently preserved in the dark cosiness ofi their grave chamb=

res,wemdd dissolve promptly when exposed to humidity,cold and heat. -

abireemeredfrli=pwidishto P ITer HErr oW Tt tng=eroundses # 0r was she simply
scared by the ugliness and cruel sobriety of § owr modern world? HeEwbr
I pemembered what Herr Tulpitz had told me about her being "the last
one" - the last legitimate representative of a proud tradition that had
reached its end... Was it because she felt estranged to the greedy vold=
ness of Twentieth Century-1life,thst she prefered this hsughty and sad
seclusion? -

I had started to jot down some fragmentary notes concerning her cha=
racter and plight - the intricate phenomenon of her existence. It was a

thorough analysis of that odd character - the last courtesan -j: was pon=
a

dering on. The gradual disasppearance of that female type,calle ande
that dtowvtg Cha
cocotte or great co tesap - wasn't this a fact feeth—iandiitoni—ani—de=
s/

wmodt I-oma Comy dtvatlion
? She just died away - like certain gigantic sa lamanders,dwarfish

dogs,or dated literary mannerisms. How could chroniclers of current hi=

story neglect so stirring a development - so bitter and cruel a loss?
After all,they used to play a cruclal rdle in world history - those grand
and colourful ladies,from Aspasis to the aristocratic vamps of the Re=
naissance, from Pompadour and Du Barry to the splendid demi-mondaines

oasteoals
of the Ninetienth Century - half- 1f-queens; asbused and desired

by hypoerits,boycotted and envied by women,courted by princes and
exploited by pimps - living in glamour,dying in misery,and finally im=
mortalized by Belzaec and Heinrich Heilne,Maupassant and Zola,Renoir and
Toulouse-Lautrec. - And nowadays? - in these dreary times of ours?-

Of course,there still are ladies of dublous reputation - kept women,

des femmes fatales of many different shades - "Oumph girls",pretentious

flappers,greedy adventuresses. But their style and taste - thelr tricks

and their ambitions have deplorebly changed. Now,they want to make a
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career in the movies or in the secret service of a Totalitarian State,

pg¢ The whole game has become

rather business-like and prosai¢ =-: no romanticism,any more.

A world convulsing in the i&ﬁﬁzxﬁf a permanent crisis has no room
or time for the luxurious whims of individuals. These are badypays,
indeed, for the ars amandi. A new militant pathos, and re=
lent less,sweeps away the sins and charms of a more settled soclety.

A new perfunctory libertinism depreclates the traditlional rites and
subtle circumstantialities of costly vices: = the hggg&'morality of
1940 hes no objection to the bombing of open clties,but disapproves
strictly of sensual refinements that might be pernicious to the national
strength. The rich finance political parties instead of expensive
women; the poor get intoxicated by the thuding eloquence of dictators;
tyrants turn ascetic - youngsters murderous - and the Baroness de lLa
Motte-Tribolidre spends her days in gloomy loneliness - musing upon
the eruel change of all worldly things... Doesn't she resemble,indeed,
those tragic witches whom we meet occaslionally in the sophisticated
fairy-tales of a barogue German romanticism? They are very lonely,too =
those last scrceﬁses - ,very grand and sad - ,terribly forsaken 1in

a world from which the philosophy of Enlightment and the invention of
the electric 1light have banished all mystery and magilc...

Thus I speculated and dreamed - writing down, from time to time,

a few sporadic words and sentences - when the Baroness suddenly stood
behind me. She had approached - nolseless and feline = : I only noticed
her as I felt,with a slight and rather pleasant shudder,the icy tender=
ness of her fingertips on my glowing temples. This was her silvery
laugh - melodious,though somewhat forced. "How shockingly busy you

arel I can't stand this any more. For half-asn-hour I keep watching you.

It makes me incredibly nervous to see =sigg a man working wilth such

ugly zeal. - What are you scribbling there,anyhow? Is 1t about me?
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Naughty boy you erel" - She lifted a white,brittle finger,waving it
with playful severity - an unsuiteble and rather ludicrous gesture.
Never before I had seen her so completely deprived of all cherm and

dignity.

A ;.‘n

= EFE“G EE' !Fi,,myv”
" PR Ly

expept those ridiculous tales of Herr Tulplitz - poor old thing..."

The last words she pronounced very slowly,with a strangely lurking
ﬁtwa‘m F‘d.
DR

in her eyes. WMW

"Herr Tulpitz is as discreet as he could be. I never heard from him

I assured her hsstily:

a single word of gossip." =~ She shrugzged her shoulders and seemed

slightly dissppointed. "Poor old thing," she repeated; and then -

while she began to examine her make-up in a tiny mirror - ,"He is
s

nuts," she added. "Mad like hell. Poor old darling, lnewde"

There was something surprisingly hard and vulgar in her words
and the abrupt little lsugh that followed. Her smlle and voice,how=
ever,turned softer as she continueds "He lives iIn & world of his own.

aeally )
I am sure he believes, ! that he used
‘at ”.“‘ A A
to be very rich,and people called him Excellency,and]we £ .tne
o~
apertment in Paris - he and I - ,many yeers ago. It's quite a quegp-
very romantic and moving...I wes the grest courtesan - and he the
noblemen who had decided to ssve me... But I fell in love with the

Imperisl Prince,and there was s scandal in Vienna - a tremendous scan=

dal,with tout le monde talking sbout...S0 we fled to Parls,and there

I betrayed him again;for 1 was thé'incorrigible one,the indomitable

one = snd he loved me,and then there was a war,and he lost all his
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money,and his title,end everything: adl he kept was his love for me =
his eternal love - ,and I made money for him. He was not jealous any=
more - simply couldn't afford it. But he still did love me. We had q
wonderful time - I and he - lots of fun we had: before we stranded in
this dreasry place... But this,of course,was a long long time 880 ess"

Her voice had assumed th@} singing and drowsy rhythm in which
mothers recite fairy-tales to their childrem. But then there was agaln

AT Uiay

that hard)eggr9531Ve little clink of her ﬁggpen-bq/&augh. "ItTe all
sheer invention,of course," she concluded. "But he really believes it.
And why shouldn't he,after all? If it makes him feel better..."

Then she ssked me,very casually,if I cared to take her out for

dinner toniiht.

When I met her again in the lobby,only two or three hours later,
she had changed clothes and looked strikingly handsome,indeed - with
that delicate fsce of hers,shining in its trsnslucent pallor under the
hesvy crown of her rich,auburn hair. I asked her where she wented to
go - whereupon she plerced me with a sad,reproachful glence. - "There
is no place to go." - She shuddered as if an lcy wind had touched
her bare shoulders and effulgent decolté, There she stood,her lips
tichtly closed - haunted by mysterious fears or bound by secret oaths
and obligetions - : frail and besutiful in her gorgeous costume. It
wes the most sstounding sort of sn evening gown she wore - a complicated
crestion with an endless trail; overburdened with feathers, jewels,
colored laces,all kinds of fenciful draperies. It might have been
a curious model of 1890 - or the saucy caprice of a super-mondern dress=
maker... Her fingers twisted nervously the purple feathers of an enor=
mous fan., I said to her:s "You look more exciting then ever," =~ which
made her presently smile agein.

"The restsurant of our charming hotel," she announced with a grandiose
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gesture towards the dining room that laid in gloomy darkness. 1t
still is the most dandy spot far and wide," - Then she added,with that
felse note of jocularity that sometimes mede her conversation so em=
barraseing: "Unless you think it compromising to dine in the view of
your friends with a wicked girl like me..."

I replied,rather driely,that I did not expect,really,to meet
meny acquaintances in that desolate place. But she insisted,with a
disquieting merriment: "Oh,there are plenty of them... You'll see,
mon ami - you'll see..."

But all I saw as we entered the restaurant,were empty tables and
chairs. Only one teble was set and scarcely lightened by an old~fashioned
lamp = agﬂigathe walter had expected us,but nobody else.

"cgston has reserved my favourlte corner for usl" coced the Baroness.

"C1ast charment! The Duchess will explode with rage... Don't look now!

There she is..."

I felt rather alarmepd as she sent her haughty,distracted smlle
through the murky twilight of the deserted room. - "The Duske cutg
me too," she whispered,very close to me - angry and amused. "Ah,comme

c'est rigolol - But what else could he do,after all? She would certain=

1y k111 him if he dared to have a glimpse at me..."

No doubt,her mind wandered a little. She saw thls deserted loca=
lity swarming with enemies and admirers,rivals, lovers and bawds - she
hesrd the familier whirr of gossip and intrigues,the whisper of desire,

envy and disapproval,ss she hed heard it et the same place before -:

how meny years ago? - "ILa petite Lolotte!" she giggled. "Mon dieul®*
All dressed up like a circus horse,isn't she. I wonder,really,what

<o DaAnt
the Yemtewed finds in her..."

She calmed down a little as we had finally reached our teble. -

"The food is lousy here," she observed,and suddenly had,in the flick=

ering shine of the lamp,the sullen and weary face of a very old woman.
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Then,rather daapewsbedgwess sbruptly,she plunged into a swift and

elegant conversation. I listened to her winged and empty chat = half-
amused,half-bewildered,ﬁéagﬁﬂﬂzhe names and events she referred to sounded
strangely unfamiliar to me. Besides, it struck me as somewhat welrd that
she should be so thoroughly au courant as to the 5d?€p of the smart set
in Venice,Cannes and Paris,the races in Auteull and lMonte Carlo,the

opera season in London,the latest scandals of Biaritz and @ Baden-Baden -
though she never left this provincial place nor even this hntel...;f!!-
amLﬂh#eaoeanha,xajatiluandqmanm@naphiafmauimﬂadwmeﬂﬁﬁubhuomfnuﬂb!eﬂ
snobbism-ehargctertsric-for certein-ohapters by tarcel. There was
a natural sophistication in her voluble way of talking - something suave
and brilliant,but at the same time stale,frozen,deprived of authentic

life.
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ventured on a few modest remarks about recent Hollywood films,she grew
silent and seemed mysteriously hurt - her face drooping as if I had
bored and offended her by endless tirades on a subject entirely beyond
her understanding. - "These flowers," she interrupted me at last. "These
lilscs...: gorgeous,sren't they. - ¥You don't know what flowers mean to
me,my friend." - She had a wen,mawkish smile end a fumbling gesture
pointing at those flowers she saw. "I adore them," she whispered. But
the table was empty. It wes a barren table she smiled at.

"There are no flowers," I said,rather cruelly - with a clumsy
effort to ¢call her back,to reality.

She nodded sadly. "I lmow,I know... No flowers - alas! no flowers,

any more..."

There was a silence,while ?er eyes wandered with the smoke of
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voice sounded hollow, = zy/ "No
flowers,any more," she insisted - and then assumed the bleak dignity
of Cassandrae,the prophetess. "There will be hard times,my poor friend,"
she predicted,her voice tolling llke the great bells of the last
judgment. "Cruel times and bloody tribulations! The great ordeal -
I can see its approach... We are doomed - all of us. You,and I,end all
these v  men and women, prrtwrty~reemy The flowers,the champagne,
the beautiful girls; all playful,creative minds; the artists, the
courtesans,the princes,the adventurers,and the poets - doomed, doomed,
doomed. No games any more,no luxury,no joy,no tenderness,no fancy.
Only déscipline,end boredom,and cruelty,and death. Only death.”

"You seem in high spirits,Madame la Comtesse." - This was the
p&ternalerEssurin5 bass of Herr Tulpitz,the conclerge. While she
raved end lamented,he had slowly approached e e e Y
from the shadowy background - a massy,majestic figure.

"Hello,dear old little Excellencyl" cooed the Baroness - re=
nouncing her Cassandra-like attitude as abruptly as she had assumed
it. "Enchentée de vous voir,cher amil"

He kissed her fingertips)f—eii-eidfachicnet podantie—reiigrtryy

"How are you tonight,Madsme? Enjoying yourself,I presume?"

She nodded,with a faint,conventional smile. "The Baron is
good company," she observed,rather vaguely - whereupon Herr Tulpitz,
with a swift and surprising motion,produced an object that he had
hidden behind his imposing back. It wes a bunech of lilacs - a dreary
thing,completely dried out and faded.

"These besutiful flowers," he snnounced with a tender solem=
nity. "They were just delivered..."

"Where do they come from?" she asked eagerly - snatching the
withered blooms. "Do they come - from him?"

"prom his Imperisl Highness," he confirmed,and smirked as
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he saw the beatific smile upon her mouth. - "Thanks," she whispered -
hiding her radiant face between the faded flowers.

Whet a nightmarish - what en enchanting scene! Herr Tulpitz - more
Franz Joseph-like than ever in a barogue and pompous uniforme owede
with broed epsulets and dazzling decqﬂFtions - had messwirdde started to
preform a sort of?éantastic pantomime,f?ﬁsking and tripping with the
ungeinly grace of & learned bear asround that bedlzened and be jewelled
figure - that gaudy monster sand femmeiismsdbded brittle idol of forgotten
vices - the Baroness de La lMotte-Triboliére,wme Pride of the Bellevue,
the last one of the great courtesans. There she stood,askance under the
flering light,an emszing bird - overburdened with glaring feathers,
baubles,and the tremendous welght of her years. Was she ninety years
01d? Or a hundred? In any case,excellently preserved by insanity...

Was Herr Tulpitz mad too? Was he her lovef? Her doctor? Or
simply her e?§loyép whom she (a very rich woman,perhapg&)paid lavishly
for his paragipation in this macabre show?

Now he capers,takes little bows - surprisingly elastic despite
his age; all in raptures sbout her colourful set-up. "My darling butter=

flyl" he exclaimgp. "Ma chériel Ah! plus ravissante que jamaisl" -

And she acknowledges his compliment with the dreadful and entrancing

smile of BiSrewss!
Perhaps the whole performasnce is just a clever trlick to catch

the imagination and curiosity of travegflers? Herr Tulplitz,an ingenious

pimp,mey have had the idea of alluring lnnocent victims,thlis way,to

the costly debasuches of aprtment 56... Who tﬂlgggtiiifsee through those

sordid mysteries? Who knows,really,what Herr Tulpltz means as he now

@b cries out - constently fawning and bowings "This gown! It's a dream -

ma fol! These colours! What a style! How gorgeous! How divinel -

Just arrived from Paris,I presume? One can easlly see it... Dernier

Cri = thaﬂ{?hat it 4is! Dernier Cri!..."
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"Dernier Cril" she repeats - and suddenly bursts into gales of

e A"M -'M-.'f‘[.t

lasughter. What an appalling laughl - worse than any weeplng
diotosts fax ot

could be. How it |shakes her fraglle body! And her voice 1 how woeful

a Ate 1—@«*0
1t sounds! - at once shrill and hollow... "Dernier Crillshe again

and again,convulsed with laughter and agony. "You are right,my friend!

Oh,how right you are! Our last scream - here it is! I am the last
sopeam - the last sigh - the last grin of an epoch... Le dernier adr

o cri - clest moi...."

She rises her arms,spreads and stretches them - one of her hands
clasping the bloody purple of the tﬁg;;aébﬂa fan,while the other hand
sti11 holds the withered bouquet. Her laugh sounds like desperate crylng;
but her eyes are dry - her besutiful eyes,disproportionately big in
the dainty oval of her ageless face.

This tremendous pose of exuberant despair lasts for several mbs
seconds. Finally Herr Tulpitz - transformed again Iinto a sensible and
humble old man - pats her trembling shoulder with his heavy hand.
"Pgﬂfﬂg#enfantl“ he murmures., "Come comel Be quiet!l It's time to

ok A AL T

go to bed..."
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Der nlier Cr i

By Klaus Menn.

Adyd/

What a welrd it wasl - that provincial Austrian watering-place

end 1ts representative hotel - the Bellevus, I don't remember who had
recommended me the dreery plsce,nor why 1 stayed there for a fortni ht
or evan longer = instead of rushing to the next traln presently when I
had glimpsed at the v promenade,the sleepy Kurhaus,the dusty palm
trees adorning the deserted lobby of the Bellevue,

There was something uncennlly depressing ebout that hotel in all its
faded splendor. The whole establishment - lurldly pompous as it was,

with its marble stair ceses,vast ball rooms,sultry chambres séparées,

and secret corridoras - exhaled the most penetrating nostalgiae for those
legendary-_ - s of ebomlnable taste and tremendous fun - when Hussien
Grand Dukes,roaring with savage laughters,used to chase buxom chambre
malds; sustrian officers slpped chempagne out of a lady's slipper,while
handsome princes of the House of Hapsburg kept obstinately their "icog=
nito",th@d:zh their true identity was only too well known to everybody

= tthe imposing doorman = very Franz Joseph-llke with his magnificent
pair of whiskers - had s sardonic smirk when he addressed his Imperial

Highness simply as Herr Baron... lHow remote 1t seemsl how unreasll -

this withered glamour of foruotten festivals - the weightless merriment

of lasughs and waltzes long died aways . ffime=s . et Fnt
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Zazed dreaminily into one of

the dingy mirrors decorating the M walls of the Bellevue Bar,
It was in that gold=framed mirror that I caught the first . limpse

of the Baroness, Her fraglle figure gradually emerheg from the shady
depth of the glsss like a mermald slowly rises from"téijchilly hiding=
place ,ddsememwsdd; She entered the bar on the arm of her ekl
ungeinly cavelier. She laughed. She was very attractive.,

#hat I noticed first of all were her eyes - disproporticnately
big: inconscolebly sad under a ssucy het. My heart smote me as 1
watched her crossing the empty bar - royally erect; shrouded in the
provocative sweetness of her perfume and the triumphant cascades
of her pearling laugh. I was struck,ravished,bewildered - by the
2limmering pallor of her aueless face,the strange elegance of her
clothes,and,above all,by the disquieting contrast between the elate
melody of her laugh and the unfathomable me lancholy of her eyes,

Hever shall I forget this first performance of her repertolire
I witnessed. Her companion was a middle-aged fellow - hook-nosed,
swarthy and sreesy =-:probably a minor businessman from the Be lkans,
They drank chempagne - :what else could they possibly drink? Champagne
is sn indispensible ingredient of the traditional set-up: it just
belongs to the show - as Ophelia's flowers or the desth's-heat
ere egsential for eny Hamlet production.

iverything wes perfectly comme 11 faut - arranged and acted accor=

ding to the rituals of a classic pattern, His trivial jokes and her
silvery gligle; the naughty refreins of deted French chansons that

am
she recited with s provoking noncha Iaslce; his delight and hés clumsy
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efforts to be sparkling too =:it was altogether like & scene out of

e musical comedy - long-rehearsed,often-tested. gF

..............
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While she flirted with him,and called him mon choux and mon petit

coco, she wanted me to know how disgusted she reslly was with hils poor
manners and his usliness, She made faces behind hlis back and darted
scornful glances = just to inform me that she thou.ht him a bore and
that he annoyed her to madness, Her dlsgust was,of course,more honest
and suthentic than her artificial merriment. Yet,strangely enough,even
this traglc attitude of hers was not quite sincere. The suffering that
she seemingly tried to conceal,was really just another aspect of the
traditional patterns Here I am am,in all my sordld depravityl - my
poor heart bleeding,corroded with shame and pain - while I pretend to
have a wonderful time with that hldeous morean...
ihen she had left = not without having presented me with a plaintilve
but promising smile = I asked the barmen if he knew who she was. =
"That dame?" - He shrugged hls shoulders and seemed 8lightly shocked =
either by my ignorance or else by my frivolous curiosity., - "why,of
course - it's the Baroness,” he said,not very enthusiastically; then
added - while he kept moving hils coctail shaker in a bored,mechanic
way: " She lives here for many years.' I was not qulte sure if this
i eamt
,in his opinion,a fect speaking for the Baroness,or 1f he rather
disapproved of her long stey at the Bellevue Hotel. As I was still
masing on this puzzling question,he informed me - casually but in the
discreetly lowered voice of an experienced bawd: "Apsrtment 56 - in
case you're interested... But you'd better give her a ring before you

drop by to see her, She 1s st pretty busy - sometimes...’
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I assured him,rather indignantly,that I hsd certainly no such inten=
tions - whereupon he shrugged again and retired.

aimphemiiedmele 4 date with her? What apf sal - True,I liked
the dainty oval of her psllidfeedtests face,and there was scmething in

~afkwr'
her voice and smile that affected me, She had been &nd—e-s exciting,
indeed,when she gave me ¢k those treacherous looks,behind the back of
her lover,.. But - a date? It would probably be expenslive - and hardly
worth the price...

Yet,when I crossed the lobby I stopped at the desk from where the
conciergze,Herr Tulpitz,supervised majestically all golngs=-on of the
Bellevue, He was an imposing old fellow,Herr Tulpitz - :;in fact,an idesl
conclerge - dignified,thoughtful and kind. He would tell me,in a plain
and yet tactful way,if it wes advisable to make friends with that so-
called Baroness,

g‘tﬂ#\.-.‘!lﬁ
His reaction on my dispdeeaind casual gquestion was apt to‘aspﬂ-a,/
if not to frighten me, He seemed unduely pleased and at the same

time alarmed,tickled as well as puzzled,and altogether muddled and

overwhelmed with excitement‘wmw
aek

- "The Baroness de La Motte-Tribolidre?" he asked pfer—irts—purt -
pronouncing the grandiose name with a certaln solemn tenderness. A
MWMM There was a long,
stone-1ike pause before he added - ell severity and serlous disapproval
- 3 "I gm surprised,Sir. Very surprised, indeed."

I smiled uncomfortably,feeling rather foolish snd guilty., Finally

I ventured to say,very timidly: "She 1s sort of famous,I suppose?"

taort of famousa?" = This time he seemed = saddened rather than

engry. His eyes,moist with sorrowful love,stared through me without

seeing me., - "She is the Pride of the Bellevue," he stated at lzhst
: ..'2_'L_~-¢m)
nodding gravely. " "His Imperial

used to call her 'my darling butterfly'..." = How soft his voice aew




[ M
MmOow e
sounded} He shook his head - absorbed in memories. "The Pride of the

Bellevue,.." ,he ropeated musingly. "The Pride of the Bellevue - for
twenty-seven years.es'

"For twenty=-seven yeera?"

He started as if awakening from @ zhastly dream. - "You'll excuse
‘dt'¢~mq}q famc
me,Sir," he said briefly,in a peremptorisﬁij - 3 it was almost
rude = I hed never seen him in such a state. "I sm very busy."

He finished the conversation as e monsrch finishs an sudlepce. =

2 ‘ agomaty)

#hen I passed by the next morning,however,he beckoned]and as I

nv££44441d
stopped in front of his throne-like denk,hetmheree to me with a sort
of restrained passion: "How are you this morning,Herr Baroni" (He
knew,of course,that I em no Besron,and had never called me so before.)
"I hope you had e good night and forgot all about thet rubbish I've
told you yesterday."

I feigned not to understand. = "The Baroness de La Motte-Triboliére",
he murmared = enjoying,this time,the pleasure of pronouncing her name
with a certain spprehensive hastiness as if disturbed by a feeling of
guilt, "How foolish I was to say thst she llves here for twenty-five
vearsl" - "Twenty-seven years," 1 corrected him,mildly but firmly.

- "what's the difference?” He had a tormented chuckle, "It's a silly
lie,anyway. I just tried to be funny = that's all. I have no ldea,
really,how long the Beroness lives here,at the Bellevue. It may De
five years,or nine - or thirty...In any case,l should be more careful
about what I say. Thst stupid twaddle of mine could do harm to her
reputation,”

Her reputation? = I couldn't help smiling somewhat sardonlicelly.
Herr Tulpitz,guessing my thoughts,nodded gloomily. "I know,I know =
people are meliclous nowadays - :nasty and narrowminded = that's what
they are. All thet sordid gossip - I know it only too wall,.."- There

was e silence while he seemed to brood over some depressing mysterx.‘t
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caressing the silky silver of his magnificent whiskers. Finally he
pulled himself together as if he had come to a griﬁhut imperative con=
clusion. "I may #s well tell you right away," he awlhia voice
trembling with grave emotlon., He paused,then continued with a sort of
desperate Mthﬂ!lzm"She is no Baroness,really. She might have been
merried,of course,to e Baron de la Motte-Tribolidre - somewhere,in
_ Aty Y BN
Konte Cerlo or Calro =- A—neb*—kﬂﬁg4ﬂyé ago.e+s But now - under the
present circumstences - she is just a woman,who..." - He didn't find
the rigzht word,and announced at last: "A courtesan - that's what she
really 1is."

"A courtesan"... What a queer,pretentious designation! It sounded
old-fashioned and somehow fantastic... "So she 1s simply a whe..?"
- He interrupted me with a scathing look and a majestic gesture.
"Naw,listeﬂkf me,young man!" he sald slowly,in en ominously lowered
volce, %w 'a courtesan',l mean a courtesan - not a whore. 1 am

sorry to notice that you - as most young men nowadays - don't know

the difference between a cheap prostitute and a grande cocotte.

The Baroness de La Motte-Triboli2re 1s a master in her profession -
just as Signor Caruso or Madame Sarah Bernhardt are masters in thelr
own respectice realms, Gentlemen of great fortune and reputation flock
to her attractive personality. I could show you plctures of our
sumptygys apertment in Paris...” He faltered and blushed - whichq;;:r
8 Abspme=ejpathetic impression = shis wrinkled,paternal face,clowing
with that momentary flush, Then he continued - composed and dignified
againy "However,she 1s e lady of great talents and conslderable back=

ground, I daresay,indeed,that she 1s the last one - the last worthy

representative of the great style,the muthentie tradition., 1 have
gseen many of them in my time; but only few who matched the Baroness
de La Motte-Tribolidre - snd none,actually none,who surpassed her.

- My word of honorl" he concluded in a firm,thouch slightly trembling
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volce. "She 1s absolutely f‘irst-rate.%pﬁ en 0ld connolsseur end—ame

whe e “9
surely knowswhet talking about."

(made o CﬂMﬁ-’dW&b!i A A 1153;'::)Mm¢
¥r.Tulpitz's solemn little hereangue had ;

ebdv, I recalled his words while I kept watching the Baroness - increa=
singly attracted by her appearsnce.knﬁ-unuqua&-aﬁbitudeJ So thatés
whet she looks like = I wondered as I gazed at her = the last of the

5ranﬁegkocottes Bt s meaca— o s D

It so happened,time and sgein,that she and myself were the only pers=
sons present in the lobby or in the bar - for sn hour,or even longer.
She would slt there - numbed with boredom or melancholy,absorbed 1n
bleak and mysterious dreams. She was much alone - dallying her time
with vellowed megezines or just sterlng in front of her with unfocussed,
empty eyes. Sometimes she smiled at me - p momentary,meaningless smile

- or she gave me a hasty glance, full of suffering and seduction.

How did she manage to make her living,belng so extremely languild
and insctive? How could a professional courtesan afford to waste valuable
hours on an arm-cheir =- supine, lethargic,motionless llke a brittle
statue - a precious doll made of glass,silk,end a very delicate,elmost
trensperent marble?

She changed,of course,and suddenly seemed turned aparxlinglﬁgimated,
when she received visitors - which occured but rarely: agaﬁgaevery
other day,in the late afternoon. Then she showed off and glittered =
quivering with alluring caprices and pearling laughters. iow enthralling
she wasl = how delightful,with the swift elegance of her nimble move=
mentsl At the same time,however,the dazzling performance she gave
was apt to depress me & 1ittle. Hers was a certain perfunctory verve

- a routine frolicsomeneas as you may notice it in the feats and smiles

of an ageing prima bellerina - st11l celebrated,though already weary =

who executes the same ballet for the thousanth time, - Partly it :;g,ﬁﬁ)
due




wile
to the appearance of her cavaliers,l suppose,that the whole plcture
seemed so sinister, Most of them were rather dreary,indeed - elderly
chaps with worne-out,flaccid faces,nasty old debauchees,grotesque figures
with &«M8F monocles and ridiculous wigs - trying desperately to look
dashing and youthfully wicked. Where did they come from,and why did
they gather just here? Whet was thelr soclal background,their function
and position in 1life? Did the Baroness pick up her lovers in hospitals
snd asylums? Hed she no boy friends under seventy? What was wrong
au‘f her,anyhow? For there was something wrong = undeniably.«.

‘hy did she never go out?

This was the weirdest feature of her putzling conduct - ;that
she never left the hotel; never bresthed a bit of open air,never set
foot on the street. She seemed a prisoner of the Hotel Bellevue - doomed
to spend the rest of her sinful days in that gloomy 1ﬁ3by,auarded by

DA pn

the grim tenderness of Herr Tulpitz. Like a nun, by a solemn

oeth never to leave the monastery,she kept wandering - a spectral and

perfumed saint - between the dysty lobpy,the sultry bar,and her own
Te ol depravty —
apertment - Nr,36 - : that notorious ,8candalously opened to
a vicious public,but,for some mysterious reason,linaccessible to mess.
anted
Was she ;ggaoﬁubea by the police,and The Bellevue was the only

place where she felt out of reach - as,in the plous days of antiquity,
safety #ms used to be granted even to murderers,as long as they re=

W alks
meined within the bewsdesdes of a sanctuary? = Or was she bound by ay
oatrac
with the managementf ,obliging her to restrict her activitiles

—

- Or,perhaps,she had to

strictly to the rooms of this

avold sny contact with the outside world, e smooth and artificial
mask of her seedess face cou:d not stend the natural touch of sun,wind,

ma (ol
and rain? ®ven the S;aaaﬁﬁi

to the perishable substance of her delicate flesh: 1t would dlssolve

f a spring day mlght prove fatal

presently under the rewke carresses of the lively elr - just as certein
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mummles,excellently preserved in the dark cosiness off thelr grave chsmb=

res,weudd dlssolve promptly when exposed to humidity,cold and heat. =

lrrhermerctful-twhblichtofoher-narrow hentHESEFSUNEET ¢ Or was she simply
scared by the ugliness and cruel sobriety of # our modern wor 1d? eemsebr
I remembered what Herr Tulpitz had told me about her being "the last
one” - the last legltimate representative of a proud tradition that hed
reached its end... Was 1t becsuse she felt estranged to the greedy void=
ness of Twentieth Century-life, that she prefered this hauihty and sad
seclusion? -

I hed started to jot down some fragmentary notes concerning her cha=
racter and plight - the intricate phenomenon of her existence. It was a
thorough anslysis of thet odd charscter - the last courtesan = I was pon=

a
dering on. The gradual disappearance of that female type,calle ’Fraage
-

tot d2gevon
cocotte or great courtesan = qgan't this a fact
most 3BV My Conasc dtva¥tion

e Just died away - like certain gigentic salamanders,dwarfisn
dogs,or dated literary mannerisms. How could chroniclers of current hi=
story neglect so stirring e development - so bitter and eruel a loss?
After all,they used to play a crucial r8le in world history = those grand
and colourful ladies,from Aspasia to the aristocratiec vemps of the He=

naissance, from Pompadour and Du Barry to the splendid demi-mondaines

wltcast
of the Ninetienth Century - halff%i?iiiihglf-queena: sbused and desired
o ty®049
by hypoerits,boycotted and envied by women,courted by princes and

exploited by pimps - living in glamour,dying in misery,and finally im=
mortalized by Balza¢ and Heinrich Helne,Meupassant and 40la,Renoir and
Toulouse-Lautrec. - And nowadays? - in these dreary times of ours?-
Of course,there still are ladies of dubious reputation - kept women,

des femmes fatsles of many different shades - "(Qumph girls", pretentious

flappers,greedy adventuresses. But their style and taste - thelr tricks

end thelr ambitions have deplorably changed. Now,they want to maske a




cereer in the movies or in the secret service of a Totalltarlan State,
The whole pgame has become

rather business-1like and prosa =3 no romenticism,any more.
gtar&f.
A world convulsing in the of a permanent crisis has no room

or time for the luxurious whims of individuals. These are bad deys,
Mmooy, Caf_md'l’-:

indeed,for the ars amandi. A new mllitant pathos, - and re=
lent less,sweeps away the sins and charms of a more settled soclety.
A new perfunctory libertinism depreclastes the traditional rites and
subtle circumstantialities of costly vices: » the digzg:morality of
1940 hes no objection to the bombing of open cltles,but disepproves
strictly of sensual refinements thet might be perniclous to the natlional
strength, The rich finance political parties instesd of expensive
women; the poor get intoxlcated by the thuding eloquence of dictators;
tyrents turn ascetic - youngsters murderous - and the Baroness de la
Motte-Tribolidre spends her days in gloomy loneliness - musing upon
the eruel change of all worldly things... Doesn't she resemble,indeed,
those tragic witches whom we meet occasionally 1n the sophlsticeted
fairy-tales of a baroque Germen romanticism? They are very lonely,too -
those last sorcerjsses - ,very grand and sad - ,terribly forsaken in
e world from which the philosophy of Enlightment and the invention of
the electric 1light have banished all mystery and magic...

Thus I speculated and dreamed - writing down, from time to time,
e few sporadic words and sentences = when the Baroness suddenly stood
behind me. She had approached = nolselesa and feline - ;3 I only notlced
her as I felt,with a slight end rather pleasant shudder,the licy tender=
ness of her fingertips on my glowing temples. This was her silvery
laugh - melodious,thouch somewhat foroéé?f"ﬂow shockingly busy you
arel I can't stand this any more, For half-sn-hour I keep watching you.
It makes me ineredibly nervous to see amw & man working with such

ugly zeal. - What are you geribbling there,anyhow? Is 1t sbout me?




ells
Naughty boy you erel” - She lifted = white,brittle finger,waving it
with pleyful severity - an unsuitable and rather ludierous gesture,

Never before I had seen her so completely deprived of all cherm and

dimit’y.

oL

expept those ridiculous tales of Herr Tulpitz = poor old thing..."

The last words she pronounced very slowly,with a strengely lurking
Caviam ke

Plbsms¥ In her eyes. ﬁvmwﬂgu—m_ﬁmw

I assured her hestlly:

"Herr Tulpitz 1s as discreet as he could be., I never heard from him
a single word of gossip." = She shru.ged her shoulders and seemed
slightly diseppointed. "Poor old thing," she repeated; and then -
while she began to examine her make-up in a tiny mirror - ,"He 1s
nute,"” she added. "Mad like hell. Poor old darllng:gnni-!*

There wes something surprisingly hard and vulgar in her words
and the sbrupt little laugh that followed. Her smlle and voice,how=

ever,turned softer as she continueds "He lives in e world of his own.

idta“;:;

I em sure he believea} that he used
ot ké?utdeh~,

to be very rich,and people called him Excellency,end we 8 ne

apartment in Paris - he and I - ,many years 8g0. It's quite a ﬁaizﬁf-
very romantic and moving...l wes the great courtesan - and he the
noblemen who had decided to seve me... But I fell in love with the
Imperisl Prince,and there was a scandal in Vienna - a tremendous scan=

dal,with tout le monde telking esbout...S50 we fled to Parils,and there

1 betraved him again;for I was the incorrigible one,the indomitable

one = snd he loved me,and then there was a war,and he lost all his
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money,and his title,and everything: adl he kept was his love for me =-
his eternal love - ,and I made money for hilm. He was not jeaslous any=
more - simply couldn't afford 1t. But he gt1ll 4id love me, We had
wonderful time = I and he = lots of fun we hads before we stranded in
this dresry place... But this,of course,was a long long time ag0esese”
Her voice had assumed thg)f singing and drowsy rhythm in which
mothers recite falry-tales to their childremn. But then there wes agsain
that hard,aigressive little c¢link of her éggggizziflauéh. "It's all
sheer inventlon,of course," she concluded. "But he really belleves it.
And why shouldn't he,after sll? If it makes him feel better..."
Then she esked me,very casually,if I cared to take her out for

dinner toni:ht.

#hen I met her sgzain in the lobby,only two or three hours later,
she had changed clothes and looked strikingly handsome,indeed - with
that delicate fece of hers,shining in its translucent pallor under the
heavy ecrown of her rich,suburn heir, I asked her where she wented to
20 = whereupon she plerced me with a sad,reproachful glance., - "There
i1s no place to go." = S8he shuddered as 1f an icy wind had touched
her bare shoulders and effulgent decolté, There she atood,her lips
ti htly closed - haunted by mysterious fears or bound by secret oaths
and obligetions - : frail and besutiful in her gorgeous costume. It
wes the most astounding sort of an evening gown she wore - a complicated
cpestion with an endless traill; overburdened with feathers, Jewels,
colored laces,all kinds of feanciful draperies. It mizht have been
a curious model of 1890 - or the saucy caprice of a super-mondern dress=
meker... Her fingers twisted nervously the purple feathers of an enor=
mous fan. I sald to hers "You look more exciting then ever," - which
made her presently smile again.

"phe restaurant of our cherming hotel," she announced with a grandlost
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gzesture towards the dining room that laid in gloomy derkness. "It
sti1l is the most dendy spot far and wide." - Then she added,with thet
felse note of jocularity thet sometimes made her conversation so em=
barrassing: "Unless you think 1t compromising to dine in the view of
your friends with a wicked girl like meees"

I replied,rather driely,that 1 did not expect,really,to meet
meny acquaintances in that desolate place. But she inslsted,with a
disquieting merriments "Oh,there are plenty of them... You'll see,
mon ami = you'll seesss"

But a1l I saw as we entered the restaurent,were empty tables and
chairs. Onif one teble was set and scarcely lightened by an old-faahioni1
lamp - a8 a‘EE; welter had expected us,but nobody else.

"saston has reserved my favourlte corner for usl” cooced the Baroness.

"Glest charmant} The Duchess will explode with rage... Don't look nowl

There she 1s..."

I felt rather alarmaﬁd as she sent her haughty,distrected smille
through the murky twilight of the deserted room. = "The Dudke cutg
me too," she whispered,very close tc me = angry and amused. "Ah, comme

ctest rigolol - But whet else could he do,after all? She would certaln=

1y ki1l him if he dered to have a glimpse at Meesse”

No doubt,her mind wandered a little. She saw this deserted loca=
14ty swarming with enemles and admirers,rivals, lovers and bawds - she
heerd the femilier whirr of gossip and 1ntriguea,thé whisper of desire,
envy and disapproval,as she hed heerd it at the same place before =:

how meny years ago? - "La petite Iolottel"” she glggled. "Mon dieut®

All dressed up like a circus horse,isn't she. I wonder,really,what
oLl

the(ngnnml finds in her.ss"

She calmed down a little as we had finally reached our table. =«

"The food 1s lousy here," she observed,and suddenly had,in the flick=

ering shine of the lamp,the sullen and weary face of a very old woman.
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Then,rather despesstedgeamd abrupt ly,she plunged into a swift and

elezant conversation. 1 119t92 d to her winged and empty chat - half-
amuﬁed,half-bewildered,aig;:i’ZHe names and events she referred to sounded
strengely unfemilisr to me, Besldes,it struck me as somewhat welrd that
she should be so thoroughly eu courant as to the ﬂoéip of the smart set

in Venice,Cannes and Peris,the races in Auteull and Monte Carlo,the

opera scason in London,the latest scandals of Blaritz and & Baden-Baden =

though she never left this provineial place nor even this hotel.es /6*

o

a natural sophistication in her voluble wey of talking - something suave

and brillient,but at the same time stale,frozen,deprived of authentiec

As I finally

ventured on a few modest remerks asbout recent Hollywood fllms,she grew
silent and seemed mysteriously hurt - her face drooping as 1f I had
bored and offended her by endless tirades on a subject entirely beyond
her understanding. - "These flowers," she interrupted me at last. “"These
1118C8...3 gorgeous,eren't they. - You don't know what flowers mean to
me,my friend," = the had a wan,mawkish smile end = fumbling gesture
pointing at those flowers she saw. "I adore them," she whispered. But
the table wes empty. It was a barren teble she smlled at.

"There ere no flowers," I sald,rather cruelly - with a clumsy
effort to call her back,to reallty.

She nodded sadly. "I know,I knowe.e. No flowers - alasl no flowers,

8NY MOreses’

Thero was a sllence,while her eyes wandered with the smoke of her

rt;:ﬂan'tl?lt. W e ada .{;Maar R pfmw ﬁﬂﬂh,&“
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voice sounded nnl]ow) & : & "No
flowers,any more," she insisted - and then assumed the bleak dignity
of Cessandra,the prophetess. "There will be hard times,my poor friend,"
she predicted,her volce tolllng llke the great bells of the last
judgment. "Cruel times and bloody tribulations! The great ordeal -

I ean see 1ts approach... We esre doomed = all of us. You,and I,and all
these gmaiig'men and women , be—ivedm—soomy The flowers,the champagne,
the beautiful girls; all plsyful,creative minds; the artists,the
courtesans,the princes,the eadventurers,and the poets = doomed,doomed,
doomed, No games any more,nc luwxury,no joy,no tenderness,no fancy.
Only ddscipline,and boredom,and cruslty,and death, Only death."

"You seem in high spirits,dadome la Comtesse,” = This was the
paternal,resssuring bass of Herr Tulpitz,the conclerge, While she
raved and lamented,he had slowly approached okl Yoy SO MG A O
from the shadowy background - a massy,mejestle figure.

"Hello,dear old little Excellencyl" cooed the Baroness = re=
nouncing her Cesasandra=-like attitude as abruptly as she had assumed
it., "Enchentée de vous voir,cher amil"

He kissed her flnaertips;p-u&i~oidSaah4anad,;adnnt&e—gu&ilntryy

"How are you tonight,Madame? Enjoying yourself,l presume?"”

She nodded,with a faint,conventional smile. "The Baron is
good company," she observed,rather vaguely - whereupon Herr Tulpitz,
with a swift and surprising motion,produced an object that he had
hidden behind his imposing back. It was a bunch of lilacs - a dreary
thing,completely dried out and faded.

"These beautiful flowers," he snnounced with a tender solem=
nity. "They were Just delivered.ss"

"where do they come from?" she asked eagerly - snatching the
withered blooms. "Do they come - from him?"

"ppom his Imperiel Highness," he confirmed,and smirked as
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he saw the beatific smile upon her mouth, = "Thanks," she whiepered -
hiding her radiant face between the faded flowers,

Whet s nightmarish - what an enchanting scenel Herr Tulpitz - more
Frenz Joseph=like than ever in a berogue and pompous uniforme epewde
with broad epaulets end dazzling decorations - had meemwhéde started to
preform a sort of/fantastlc pantomim;??ffhking end tripping with the
ungeinly grace of a learned bear sround that bedizened and be jewelled
figure -~ that gaudy monster end Eowmesdes—idod Drittle idol of foryotten
vices = the Baroness de La liotte-Tribolidre,time Pride of the Bellevue,
the last one of the great courtesans. There she stood,askance under the
flaring 1light,sn emezing bird - overburdened with glaring feathers,
basubles,and the tremendous welght of her years. Was she ninely years
01d? Or a hundred? In eny case,excellently preserved by insanity.es

#as Herr Tulpitz med too? Was he her lovep? Her doctor? Or
simply her eyployép’whom she (a very rich woman,perhaprlJpaid lavishly
for his parétlpation in this macabre show?

Now he capers,takes little bows - surprisingly elastic despite
his age; all in raptures about her colourful set-up. "gy darling butter=

fiyl" he exclaimed. "Me chériel ah! plus ravissante que Jamaisi® -

And she acknowledges his compliment with the dresdful and entrancing
anafr
smile of .
perhaps the whole performance is just a clever trick to catch
the imagination and ecuriosity of travéﬁ;ra? Herr Tulpitz,an ingenlous
pimp,mey heve had the idee of alluring innocent victims, this way,to
the costly debeuchea of aprtment 356..s Who é‘.”i’a—ﬁi— see through those
sordid mysteries? Who knows,really,what Herr Tulpitz means as he now
aday crles out = constantly fawning and bowings "This gownl It's a dream -

ma foil These colours} What a stylel How gorgeousl How divine} -

Just arrived from Paris,I presume? One can easily see itees« Dernler

Cri - thaﬁ‘jt.vhat; 1t 18l Dernier Cril..."




"pernier Cril" she repests = and suddeply bursts into gales of
A o S R A‘M .'M - f'l' tr
leughter, What an appalling lauzhl - §%=£§6§ worse than any weeplng

A LA% e~
could be., How it Jshakes her Iraglle bodyl and her volce = now woeful

“ahe paCa ai
1t soundsl - at once shrill and hollow... "Dernier Cril"she sy nonln

and again,convulsed with laughter and agony. "you are right,my friendl

Oh,how right you arel Our last scream - here 1t is{ I em the last
soream - the last sigh = the last grin of an epochs.s Le dernier mie

g crl = clest IﬂOibao."

She rises her arms,spreads and gtretches them = one of her hands
clasping the bloody purple of the mfan,while the other hand
at111 holds the withered bougquet. Her lsugh sounds llke desperate erying;
but her eyes are dry - her beautiful eyes,disproportionately big in
the dalnty oval of her ageless face,.

This tremendous pose of exuberant despair lasts for several mie
seconds. Finally Herr Tulpitz - transformed a:ain into a sensible and
humble old man - pats her trembling shoulder with his hesvy hand.

"pauvre enfantl" he murmures. "Come come! Be quietli It's time to

0 tO bf:.‘d.--"
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By Klaus Menn,

What a welrd idyll it was! - that provincial Austrian watering-
place and ite representative hotel - the Bellevue, I don't remember
who had recommended the dreary place to me, nor why I stayed there
for a fortnight or even longer - instead of rushing to the next
train at once when 1 had glimpsed the dull promenade, the sleepy
Kurhaus, the dusty palm trees adorning the deserted lobby of the
Bellevue.

There was something uncannily depressing about that hotel in
all its faded splendor. <The whole establishment - luridly pompous
as it was, vith its marble stalr cases, vast ball rooms, sultry
C bres s&parles.,and secret corridors -« exhaled the most penee
trating noctalgla for those legendary days of abominable taste and
tremendous fun - when Russian Grand Dukes, roasring with savage
laughter, used to chase buxom charber malds; Austrian officers
sipped champagne out of a lady's slipper, while hand:ome princes
of the House of Hapsburg kept their " inmcognito" obstinately, though
their true identity was only too well known to everybody-: the
imposing doorman - very Franz Joseph-like with his magnificent
pair of whiskers - had a sardonic smirk when he addressed his
Imperial Highness simply as_Herr Bearon...How remote it seems!

how unreall- this withered glamour of forgotten festiwvals - the

welchtless merriment of laughs and waltzes long died away ... I
recognized the charm and the absurdity of that sunken-down world

as L gezed dreamily into one of the dingy mirrors decorating the
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walls of the Bellevue Bar.

It was in that gold-fremed mirror that I caught the first
glimpse of the Baromess. Her fragile figure gradually emerged
from the shady depth of the glass like « mermaid slowly rises from
her chilly hiding-place, Che entered the bar on the arm of her
ungainly eavalier, ©She laughed. She was very attractive.

What 1 noticed first of all were her eyes ~disproportionately
blg: inconsolably sad under a saucy hat. My heart smote me as I
watched her cpossing the empty bar - royally erect; shrouded in the
provocative sweetness of her perfume and the triumphant cascades
of her pearly laugh. I was struck, ravished, bewildered - by the
zlimmering pallor of her ageless face, the strange elegance of her
clothes, and, above all, by the disquieting contrast between the
elated melody of her laugh and the unfathomable melancholy of her
eyes.

Never shall I forget this rirst performance of her repertoire
I witnessed. Her companion was a middle-aged fellow - hook-nosed,
swarthy and greasy-: probably a minor businessman from the Balkans.
They drank chempagne=-: what else could they possibly drink? Champagne
is an indispenséble ingredient of the traditional set-fip: it just
belongs to the show- asOfhelia’s flowers or the death's-head are
essential for any Hamlet production,

Everything was perfectly comme i1 fuut - arranged snd acted
according to the rituals of « classic pattern. His trivial jokes
and her sllvery glggle; the naughty refrains of dated French
chansons that she reclted with ¢ provoking nonchalance; his delight
and clumsy efforts to be sparkling tooc -: it was altogether like
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a secene out of & musical comedy - long-rehearcsed, often-tested.
While she flirted with him, and called him mon choux and

mon petit coco, she wented me to know how dispucted she really

was with his poor manners snd his ugliness. She made faces behind
his back sand darted scornful glances - just to inform me that she
thought him a bore and that he annoyed her to madness. Her dis-
gust was, of coursze, more honest and suthentic than her artificial
merriment., Yet, strangely enough, even this tragic attitude of
hers wes not guite sincere., The suffering that she seemingly

tried to conceal, was really just snother aspect of the traditional
pattern: Here I am, in all my sordid depravity! - my poor heart
bleeding, corroded with sheme end pain - while I pretend to have

a wonderful time with that hidcous moron...

When she had left = not without having presented me with a
plaintive but promising smile - I asked the barman if he knew who
she was. = " That dume?" - He shrugged his shoulders and seemed
slizhtly shocked « el ther by my ignorance or else by my frivolous
enriosity. - "Why, of course - it's the Baroness", he gaid, not
very enthusic.tically; then added - while he kept moving his cock=
tail sheker in a bored, mechanical way: " She's been living here
for many years." I was not quite sure if this meant, in his
opinion, a fact that ;gokg ;R; the Baroness, or rather if he
disapproved of her long stay at the Bellevue Hotel., While I was
sti1l]l musing on this puzzling question, he informed me - casually
but in the aisereetly lowered voice of an experienced bawd:
"aspartment 36 - in cese you're interested...but you'd better glve
her a ring before you drop by to see her. She is pretty busy -

sometimes..."




I assured him, rather indignantly, that I certainly had
no such intentions - whereupon he shrugged his shoulders ngain
and retired,

4 date with her? What a ludierous ideal! - True, I liked the
dainty oval of her pallid face, and there was something in her
voice and smile that affected me. She had been rather exciting,
indeed, when she gave me those treacherous looks , behind the back of
her lover ... But - a date? It would probably be expensive - =nd
hardly worth the price...

Yet, when I crossed the lobby I stopped at the desk from
where the concierge, Herr Tulpitz, majestically supervised all
goings-on of the Bellevue. He was an imposing old fellow, Herr
Tulpitz-; in fect, an 1deul conecierge - dignified, thoushtful and
kind, FHe would tell me, in a plain and yet tactful way, if 2% was
advisable tc make friefds with that so-called Baroness.

His reaction to my casual question was apt to astonish if not
to frichten me. He seemed unduly pleased and at the same time
elarmed, tickled as well as puzzled, and altogether muddled =nd

over helmed with excitements - "The Baroness de La Motte=Triboe

liére?” he asked- pronouncing the grindiose name with & certain

solemn tenderness. There was a long, stony pause before he added-
all severity and seriocus disapproval-: " I am surprised, Sir,
Very much surprised, indeed.”

I smiled uncomfortably, feeling rather foolish and guilty.
Finally 1 ventured to say, very timidly: " She is sort of famous,
I suppose?™

"Sort of farous?" - Now he seemed saddened rather than
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angry. His eyes, moist with sorrowful love, stared through me
without secing me . - "She is the Pride of the Bellevue". he
stated at last, nodding gravely. "His Impericl Highness used to
call her ' my darling butterfly'..." - How soft his volce
sounded now! He shook his head - absorbed in memories. " The
Pride of the Bellevue...", he repeated musingly. " The Pride of
the Bellevue = for twenty-seven yearsess"

"For twenty-seven years?"

He started as if awakening from a ghastly dream. - "You'll
excuse me, Sir," he caid briefly, in a strengely peremptory tone =:
it was almost rude - I had never seen him in such a state. " I
am very busy."

He concluded the conversation as a monarch concludes an audience.-

When I passed by the next morning, however, he backoned
graclously, e¢nd as I stopped in front of his throne-like desk, he
whispered to me with & sort of restrained passion passion: "How
are you this morning, Herr Baron?" ( he knew, of course, that I
em no Baron, @and had mever called me so before,) " I hope you had
a good night and forgot all about that rubbish I've told you yes-
terday."

I pretended not to understand. - " The Baroness de La Motte=
Triboliere”, he murmured - enjoying, this time, the pleasure of
pronouncing her name with & eertain apprehensive hestiness as if
disturbed by a feeling of guilt. " How foolish I was to say that
she has been living here for twenty-five yearsi" - "Twentf-seven
years", I corrected him, mildly but firmly., - "What's the difference?"

He gave a tormented chuckle,™ "It's a silly lie, snyway. I just tried
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to be funny- that's all. I have no idea, really, how long the
Baroness lives here, at the Bellevue. It msy be five years, or
nine- or thirty...In any case, I should be more careful about what
I say. That stupid twaddle of mine could do harm to her reputation,”
Her reputation? - I couldn't help smiling somewhat sardonically.
Herr Tulpltz, guessing my thoughts, nodded gloomily., " I know, I
Know - people are malicious nowadays = : nasty and narrowminded-
that's what they are. All that sordid gossip - I know it only too
well,.+"= There was o silence while he seemed to brood over some
depressing mystery-cares:ing the silky silver of his magnificent
whiskers, Finally he pulled himself together as if he had come to
a grim but imperative conclusion. " I may as well tell you right
away," he began, his volce trembling with grave emotion. He paused,
then continued with a sort of desperate bluntness: "She is no
Baroness, really. She may have been married, of course, to a Baron
de La Motte- Tribolicre - somewhere, in Monte Carlo or Cairo - many
vears ago ...But now - under the present circumstances - she is
just a woman, who..." - He didn't find the right word, and announced
et last: " A courtesan - that's what she really is.”
"A courtesan"...What =« queer, pretentious deaignation! It
sounded old-fashioned and somehow fantastic... " So she is simply
a Wheeso?" - He interrupted me with a scathing look and a majestic
gesture. "Now, listen to me,young man!" he sald slowly, in an
ominously lowered volce, "When I say ' & courtesan', I mean a cour=
tesen- not a whore., I am sorry to see that you - as most young
men nowadays - don't know the difference between a cheap prostitute

and a grande cocotte. ‘he Baronmess de La Motte-Triboliere 1is a
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master in her profession - just as Signor Caruso or Madame Sarsh
Bernherdt ere macters in their own respective realms. Gentlemen of
great fortune and reputation flock to her uttractive personality.

I could show you pietures of our sumptuous apartment in Parisgee."
He faltered end blushed - which mede & pathetic impression -: this
wrinkled, paternal face, glowing with that momentary flush, Then
be continued - once more composed and dignified: " However, she

is a lady of great talents and considerable background. I daresay,
indeed, that she is the last ome - the last worthy representative
of the great style, the authentic tradition. I have seen many of
them in my time; but only few who matched the Baromess de la
Motte- Tribolieére - snd none, actually nome, who surpassed her, -
Ky word of honori" he concluded in a firm, though slishtly trembling
volce, "She is absolutely firste-rate. Believe an old connoisseur
who definitely knows what he iz talking sbout.”

Mr. Tulpitz's solemn little harangsue had made a considerable
impression on me. I recalled his words while 1 kept watching the
Baroness - increasingly attracted by her appearance. So that's
What she looks like - I wondered as 1 gazed at her - ; the last of
the grandes cocotteBe..

It so happemed, time end again, that she and I were the only
persons present in the lobby or in the bar - for an hour, or even
longer. ©She would sit there - numbed with boredom or melancholy,
absorbed in bleak and mysterious dreams., She was much alone.-
daliying her time with yellowed magazines or just staring in fromt
of her with unseeing empty eyes. Cometimes she smiled at me - a
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momen tary, meaningless smile = or she gave me & hasty =lance, full
of suffering and seduction,
How did she manage %o make her living, beins so extremely lane-

¢guld and inactive? How could a professional courtesan affor! to

waste valuable hours in an armpchaiquupine, lethargic, motionless

like &« brittle statue- a precious doll made of glass, silk, and a
very delleate, almost transparent marble?

She changed, of course, and suddenly turned sparkling and
animated, when she received visitors - which occurred but rarely;
about once every other day, in the late afternoon. The she showed
off and glittered - quivering with alluring caprices snd pearly
laughter, How enthralling she was! - how delishtful, with the
swift elegance of her nimble movements! At the same time, however,
the dazzling performance she gave was apt to depress me & little,
Hers vas a certain perfunctory verve - s routine frolicsomeness
a8 one may detect in the feats and amiles of an ageing prima balle-
rina - stlll celebrated, though slready weary - who executes the
sameé ballet for the thousandth time, -« It was due partly to the
appearance of her cavallers, I suppose, that the whole Ftctura
secmed s0 sinister, Most of them were rather dreary, indeed -
elderly chaps with worn-out, flaccid faces, nasty old debauchees,
grotesque figures with monocles and ridiculous wigs =« trying
desperately to look dashing end youthfully wicked., where did they
come from, and why did they gather just here? What was their social
background, their function and position in 1irfe? Did the Baroness
pick up her lovers in hospitals end asylums? Had she no boy
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friends under seveniy? What was wrong with her, anyhow? For there

was some thing wrong < undeniably ...

why did she never go out?

This was the welrdest feature of her puzzling conduct =i that
she never left the hotel; never breathed a bit cf open zir, never
set foot on the street, OChe seemed a prisoner of the Hotel Belle=-
vue - doomed tc spend the rest of her sinful days in that gzloomy
lobby, guarded by the grim tenderness of Herr Tulpitz., Like a nun,
bound by & solemn vow never to leave the convent, she kept wandering-
a spectral and perfumed saint - between the dusty lobby, the sultry
bar, and her own apartment - Nr, 36 «: that notorious refuge of
depravity-, scandalously opened to a vicious publie, but, for some
mysterious reason, inaccessible t0o me ...

N#as she wanted by the police, and The Bellevue, was 1t the only
place vhere che felt out of reach -gs, in the pious days of antiquity,
safety used to be granted even to murderers, as long as they re=-
mained within the walls of & sanctuary? - Ur wae she bound by con=-
tract with the management, obliging her to restriect her activities
obmbotdy to the rooms of this hotel? -« Or, perhaps, she had to
avold any contact with the outslde wrld, because the smeoblitsmd
artificial mask of her face could not stend the natural touch of sun,
wind, end rain? Even the mild breezes of a spring day might prove
fatal to the perishable substence of her delicate flesh: it would
i1ssolve presently under the caresces of the lively alr- Just as
certain mummies, excellently precszerved in the dark ¢ozine§a of
thelr grave chambers, dissolve promptly when expcsed to humidity,
cocld and heat, - Or was she simply frightened by the ugliness and
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eruel sobriety of our modern world? Awmmm
had-4old me" about-her-being-"the-last oneles the last-denitimate
rag;es&ntatita of a proud tradition hu&t-hld&!&&ehldHifB'sﬂ «ss Was
it because she felt estranged to the greedy vold of Twentiethe
Century -life, that she preferred this haughty and sed seclusion? -
I had started to jot down some fragmentary notes concerning her
character and plight - the intricate phenomenon of her existence,
1t was a thorough -nelysis of that odd character = the last courtesan-
I was pondering on. The gradual disappearahce of that female type,
called la grande cocotte or great courtesan - wasn't this a fact
that deserved the most serious consideration? She Just dled away -
like certain gigantie salamanders, dwarfish dogs, or dated literary
mennerisms., How could chroniclers of current history neglect so
stirring a development - so bitter and cruel a loss? Aftcr all,
they used to play a erucial role in world history = those snendwend
colorful ladies, from Aspasia to the aristocratic vamps of the Ree
naissance, from Pompadour and Du Barry to the splendid demi-mone
daines of the Nineteenth Century = half-cuteasts, half-quecns:
abused and desired by hypoerites, boycotted and envied by bourgeois
women, courted by princes snd exploited by pimps - living in gla-
mour, dying im misery, end finally immortalized by Balzac and Heine
rieh Heine, Maupassant and Zola, Renoilr snd Toulouse-Lautrec.e
4nd nowadays? - in these dreary times of ours? = Of course, there
£%11l are ledies of dubious reputation - kept vwomen, des femmes
fatoles of many different shades - "Oumph girls", pretentious
flappers, greedy adventuresses. bBut their style snd teste~ their

tricks and thelr embitions have changed deplorably. Now, they want
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to make a career in the movies or in the secret serwice of a
Totalitarian State, The whole geme has become rather business=-
like and prosaie-: no romanticism, any longer,

A world convulsed by the fever of a permanent crisis has no
room or time for the luxurious whims of individuals. These are
bad days, indeed, for the ars mmandi. A new militant pathos, noisy,
erude, end relentless, sweeps away the sins and charms of a more
settled society. « new perfunctory libertinism depreciates the
treditional rites and subtle circumstenticlities of costly wlces:
the odd morality of 1940 has no #bjection to the bombing of open
cities, but disapproves strictly of sensual refinements that might
be pernicious to the national strength, The rich finance pcliticel
parties instead of expensive women; the poor get intoxicated by the

thudding eloquence of dictators; tyrants turn ascetiec - youngsters

murderous - and the Baroness de La Motte- Triboliere spends her

deys in gloomy loneliness - musing upon the ecrucl change of all
worldly thinge ...Doesn't she resemble, indeed, those tragle witches
whom we meet occasionally in the sophisticated falry-tales of a
baroque German romanticiem? They are very lomely, tcc = those
lact sorecere:cses-, very grand and very sad-, terribly forsaken in
a world from which the philosophy of Enlightenment and the inven-
tion of the electric lisht have beniched all mystery and maglce..
Thus I speculated and dreamed - writing down, from time to
time, a few sporadic words and sentences - vhen the Baroness
suddenly stood behind me. She had approached - noiselecs and
feline =: I only noticed her as I felt, with a slight and rather
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pleagent shudder, the icy tenderness of her fingertips on my glowing
tem>les. This was her silvery laugh - melodious, though semewhat
foreed. - "How shockingly busy you ere! I can't stand this any
more. For half an hour I have been watching you, It makes me in-
credibly nervous to see a man working with suech ugly zeal. = What
are you seribvbling there, anyhow? Is it sbout me?Nauzhty boy you
arei” - The lifted a ~hite, brittle finger, waving it with playful
severity - an unsuitable end rather ludierous gesture., Never be-
fore had I seen her so completely deprived of all charm and dignisy.

"And, besides, what do you know about me??‘” she ine
quired, full of anxious suspicion. " Nothin s 1 suppose - eicept
those ridiculous tales of Herr Tulpitz - poor old thing..." The
last words she pronounced very slowly, with a strangelys lurking
twinkle in her eyes, I assured her hastily: " Herr Tulpitz is
as discrset as he could be, I never heard a eingle word of gossip
from him." - She shrugged her shoulders snd secemed slightly dig-
appointed. " Poor old thing," sh: repeated; and then- while she
begen to examine her make-up in a tiny mirror-, " He 18 nuts™,
ghe added. " Mad as hell, Poor old darling."

There was something surprisingly hard and valgar in her words
and the abrupt little leaugh that followed, Her smile and voice,
however, turned softer as she continued: * He lives inm & world
of his owns I am sure he believes, really, that he used to be
very rich, and people called him Exeellency, and that we lived
in a fine apartment in Paris - he end I -, many Years ago. It's

quite a story- very romentic and movins ...I was the great
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courtesan- and he the nobleman who had decided to save me ... But

I fell in love vith the Imperial Prince, and there was a scandal in

Vienna - a tremendous scandal, with tout le monde talking about

itessS0 we fled to Paris, and there I betrayed him again; for I
was the dncorrigible one, the indomitable ome = and he loved me,
and then there was a war, and he lost all his money, and his
title, and everything: all he kept was his love for me - his
eternal love -, and . made money for him, Ie was not Jealous any-
more-simply couldn't afford it., But he still did love me. Ve had
& wonderful time - I and he - lots of fun we had: Dbefore we got
gstranded in this drcery place... But this, of course, was a long
long time agOees”

Her volce had ussumed the singing and drowsy rhytim in which
mothers recite failry-teles to their children., DBut then agaln
there was that hard, aggressive little clink of her nervous
laugh, " It's ell sheer invention, of course," she concluded. “"But
he really believes it. And why shouldn't he, after all? If it
mekes him feel betters..”

Then she asked me, very casually, if I cared to take her out

for dinner tonight.

When I met her sgain in the lobdby, only two or three hours
later, she had changed clothes snd looked strikingly handsome,
indeed - with that delicate face of hers, shining in its translucent

pallor under the heavy crown of her rieh, suburn hair., I asked

her where she wanted to go- whereupon she plerced me with a sad,

reproachful glance, = " There is no plece %o go." - OShe shuddered
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as if an icy wind had touched her bare should ers , cndwextrerragent
deoeddeddy There she 8tood, her lips tightly closed - haunted
by mysterious fears or bound by secret vows and obligationsg =:
frail and beautiful in her gorgeous costume, It was the most
astounding sort of an cvening gown she wore - a complicated creae
tion with an endless train; overloaded with feathers, jewels,
colored laces, all kinds of fancy draperies. It might have been
a curious model of 1890 = or the saucy eaprice of a super-modern
dressmaker ...Her fingers twisted nervously about the purple fea-
thers of an enormous fan, I said to her: " You look more exciting
than ever," - which made her smile again presently,

"The restaurant of our chaming hotel"™, she announced with

@ grandiose gesture toward the dining room that lay in gloomy darkness

"It still is the most dandy spot far snd wide." Then she added,

with that false note of jocularity that sometimes made her conver=-
sation so embarrassing: "Unless you think it compromising to dine
in full view of your friends vith a wicked girl like me..."

I replied, rather dryly, that I did not expect, really, to meet
many acquaintances in that desolate place., But she insisted, with
a disquieting merriment: " Oh, there are plenty of them...You'll
seé, mon ami - you'll see.,."

But all I saw as we entered the restaurant, were empty tables
and chairs. 0Unly one table was set and dimly 1i% by an old-fashioned
lamp- as though the waiter had expected us, but nobody else.

"Gaston has reserved my favorite comer for usi" coced the
Baroness. "C'est charmant! The Duchess will explode with Tagl..s

Don't look now! There she 18..."
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I felt rather alarmed as she sent her haushty, distracted
smile through the murky twilight of the deserted room.- " The
Duke cuts me too," she whispered, very close to me - angry and

emused, "Ah, comme c'est rigolol - But what else could he do,

after all? She would certainly kill him if he dared to have a

glimpse at me,.."

No doudbt, her mind wendered a little. OShe saw this deserted
place swarming with enemies and admirers, rivals, lovers and bawds-
she heard the familiar whirr of gossip end intrigues, the whisper
of desire, envy and disapproval, as she had heard 1t at the same

place before-: how many yeers ago? - "La petite lLolottel" she

gloeled. ™ Mon dieul™ "All dressed up like a clrcus horse, isn't
she, I wonder, really, what the colonel finds in her..."

She e¢almed down a little as we finally reached our table.~ " The
food is lousy here," she observed, and suddenly had, in the flick-
ering shine of the lamp, the sullen end weary face of a very old
woman. Then, rather abruptly, she plunged into a swift and elegant
conversstion. I listened to her winged and empty chatter - halfe
amused, half-bewildered, as most of the names and events she re-
ferred to sounded strungely unfamiliar to me., Besides, it struek
me as somewhat weird that she should be so thoroughly au courant
as to the gossip of the smart set in Venice, Cannes and Paris, the
race. in asuteuil and Monte Carlo, the opera season in London, the
latest scandals of Biarritz and Baden-Baden- though she never left
this provincial place nor cven this hotel... There was a natural
sophistication in her .vedwbde way of talking - something suave
and brillisnt, but at the same time stale, frozen, deprived of
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authentic 1life, As I finally ventured on a few modest remarks
about recent Hollywood films, she grew silent and seemed myster-
icusly hurt - her face drooping as if I had bored and offended her
by endless tirades on a subject entirely beyond her understanding.=-
"These flowers", she interrupted me at last. " These lilacs..s!
gorgeous, aren't they.- You don't know what flowers mean to me, my
friend." - She hed a wan, mawkish smile , and the gusture was a
fumbling one, as she pointed to those flowers she saw. " I zdore
them”, she whispered. But the table was empty. It was a barren
table she amiled at,

"There are no flowers," I sald, rether cruelly - with a clumasy
effort to call her back to reallity.

She nodded sadly. " I know, I know...No flowers - alas! no
flowers, any more .e«"

There was « silence, while her eyes wandered with the smoke of
her cigerette, Vhen she finally spoke akgain, her voice sounded
hollow, infinitely sad., " No flowers, any more,"” she insisted - and
then assumed the blesk dignity of Cassandra, the prophetess. "There
will be hard times, my poor friend, " she predicted, her voice
tolling like the great bells of the Last Judgment, "Cruel times
and blcedy tribulations! The great ordesl - I can see 1its
approach...We are doomed - all of us, You, ad I, and all these
lusty men and women, The flowers, the champagne, the beautiful
girle; all playful, ecreative minds; the artists, the courtesans,
the princes, the adventurers, and the poets « doomed, doomed, doomed,

No gemes any more, no luxury, no joy, no tenderness, no fancy.
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Only diseipline, end boredom, and eruelty, s«nd death. Only
death,"

"You seem in high spirits, Mudame la Comtesse."” - This was
the paternal Sumesessumbng bass of Herr Tulpitz, the conclerge.
While she raved and lamented, he had slowly epproached from the
shadowy background - a massy, majestic figure,

"Hello, dear old little kxeellency!" cooced the Baroness = re-
nouncing her Cassandra-like attitude as abruptly as she had assumed

de de vous volr, cher emil”

He kissed her ringertips: "How are you tonight, Madame? En-

joying yourself, 1 presume?"

£he nodded, with a faint)conVQntionul emiles, " The Baron is
good company," she observed, rather vaguely - whersupon Herr Tulpitz,
with a swift and surprising motion, produced an object that he had
hidden behind his JpeslEme Lack. It was = bunch of lilecs- a
dreary thing, completely withered and faded.

"These beautiful flowers," he announced with s tender soleme
nity. "They were Jjust delivered.,.."

"Where do they come from?" she asked eagerly - snatching the
withered blooms. "Do they come - from him?"

"From Hls Imperial Highness," he confirmed, and smirked as
he saw the beatific smile upon her mouth, = " Thanks", she
whispered « hiding her radient face between the faded flowers.

What a nightmarish- what an enchanting scene! Herr Tl.'_llpl.tz -
more Frenz Joseph-like than ever in a baroque and pompous uniform

with broad epaulets and dazzling decorations = had started to
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perform a sort of fantastic pantomime- frisking and tripping with
the ungainly grace of a trained bear around that bedizened and be-
jewelled figure - that gaudy monster and brittle idol of forgotten
vices « the Baromess de La Motte- Tribolicre, Pride of the Belle-
vue, the last one of the great courtesans. There she stood, askance
under the flaring light, an amazing bird - overloaded with glaring
feathers, baubles, and the tremendous welght of her years, Was

she ninety years old? Or a hundred? In any ecase, e.cellently
preserved by insanity.se

Was Herr Tulpitz mad toc? Was he her lover? Her doctor? Or
simply her czw:p:l.o:,véF whom she ( a very rich woman, perhaps) paid
lavishly for his participation in this macabre show?

Now he capers, takes little bows - surprisingly elastiec des-
pite his age; all in raptures about her cclorful set-up., " My
darling buttierflyl™ he exclaims. " chérie ravissante
que jamaisl" - And she acknowledges his complinment with the dreasd-
ful and entrancing smile of lunacy.

Perhaps the whole performsnce is just a clever trick to catch
the imsgination and curiosity of travellers? Herr Tulpitz, an
ingenious pimp, may have had the 1dea of luring innocent victims,
this way, to the costly debauches of apartment 36,..Who could see
through those sordid mysteries? Who knows, really, what Herr
Tulpitz means as he now cties out- constantly fawning and bowing:
"This gown! It's a dream « ma foil These colors! What a stylel
How gorgeous! How divige! « Just arrived from Paris, I presume?
One cun easily see it... Dernier eri - that's what it is! Dernler

Cril..es”
—
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"Dernier Cril"™ she repeats - and suddenly burste intc gales of

laughter, What an appalling laugh! - infinitely worse thun any
weeping could be. How it distorts her face, shakes her fragile
tody! aAnd her voice - how woeful it sounds! - at once shrill and
hollow... "Dernier Cril”“she whimpers again and sgalin, convulsed
with lsughter and agony., "You are right, my friemnd! Oh, how
right you are! Our last scream - he'e it is! I em the last

scream - the last :igh - the lasgt grin of an epoch ... Ee dernier

eri - c'est moi..."

She ralses her arms, spreads and stretches then - one of her
h.nds clasping the bloody purnle of the huge fan, while the other
hand still holds the wi thered bouquet. Her laugh sounds like

desperate erying; but her eyes are dry- her beautiful eyes,

disproportionately big in the dainty ovael of her ageless face.
This tremendous pose of exuberant despalr lasts for several

seconds., Finally Herr Tulpitz -~ transformed again into a sene

sible and humble old man - pats her trembling shoulders with his

heavy hand, " Pauyre emfantl" he murmurs, "Come, comel! It's time

to go 0 bedses"




Dernier G r 1

By Klaus Mann,

What a weird idyll it was! - that provincial austrian wetering-
pluce and its representative hotel - the Bellevue, I don't remember
who had recommended the dreary place to me, nor why I etayed there
for a fortnight or cven longer - instead of rushing to the next
train at once when I had glimpsed the dull promenade, the sleepy
Kurhaus, the dusty palm trees adorning the deserted lobby of the
Bellevue,

There was something uncannily depressing ebout that hotel in
all 1ts faded splendor., <The whole establishment - luridly pompous
as 1t was, vith 1ts marble stalr cases, vast ball rooms, sultry
chambres sbparles,and secret corridors - exhaled the most pene=~
trating nostelgia for those legendury days of abomimable teste and
tremendous fun - when Russian Grand Dukes, roaring with savage
laughter, used to chase buxom charber maids; austrian ofricers
sipped chempagne out of a ludy's slipper, while hand:cme princes
of the House of Hapsburg kept their * incognito™ obstinately, though
their true identity was only too well knmown to everybody=-: the
imposing doorman -« very Franz Joseph-like with his magnificent
palir of whiskers - had a sardonie smirk when he addrecvsed his
Imperial Highness simply as Herr Baron...How remote it seems!
how unreall- this withered glamour of forgotten festivals - the
weishtless merriment of lausghs «nd waltzes long died away e I
recognized the charm and the absurdity of that sunken-down world

a8 1 gezed dreemily into one of the dingy mirrors decorating the
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walls of the Bellevue Bar,

It was in that gold-framed mirror that I caught the first
glimpse of the Baroness. Her fragile fisure gradually emerged
from the shady depth of the glass like = mermald slowly rises from
her chilly hiding-place. She entered the bar on the amm of her
ungainly ecavaller, She laughed. ©She was very attractive,

what I noticed first of all were her eyes -disproportionately
big: inconsolably sad under a sauey hat., My heart smote me as I
watched her cpossing the empty bar - royally erect; shrouded in the
proveocative sweetness of her perfume and the triumphant cascades
of her pearly laugh. I was struck, ravished, bewildered - by the
zlimmering pallor of her ageless face, the strange elegance of her
clothes, and, above all, by the disquieting contrast between the
elated melody of her laugh and the unfathomable melancholy of her
eyes8.

Never shall I forget this first performance of her repertoire
I witnessed. Her companion was a mlddle-cuged fellow - hook-nosed,
swarthy and greasy-: probably a minor businessman from the Balkens,
They drank champagne-: what else could they possibly drink? Champagne
is an indispenséble ingredient of the traditional set-fip: it just
belongs tc the showe~ asOPhelia's flowers or the death's-head are
essential for any Hamlet production,

Everything was perfectly comme 11 faut - arranged snd acted
according to the rituals of a classic pattern. His trivial jokes
and her silvery glggle; the naughty refrains of dated French
chansons that she recited with e proveking nonchalance; his delight
and clumgy efforts to be sparkling too _it it was altogether like
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a secene out of a muslcal comedy - long=-rehearsed, often-tosted,

While she flirted with him, and called him mon choux snd
mon petit coeo, she wented me to know how disru-ted she reclly
was with hls poor manners end his ugliness. ©She made faces behind
his back und darted scornful slances = just to inform me that she
thought him a bore and that he annoyed her tc medness. Her dig=
fust was, of course, more honest and suthentie than her srtificial
merriment, Yet, strangely enough, even this tragic attitude of
hers was not guite sincere, The suffering that she seeningly
tried to concesl, was really just amother aspect of the traditional
pattern: Here I am, in all my sordid depravity! - my poor heart
bleeding, corroded with sheme end pain - while I pretend to have
a wonderful time with that hidecous mOron...

When she had left « not without having presented me with a
plaintive but promising smile - I asked the barman if he knew who
she wase = " That dume?" - He shrugged his shoulders end seemed
elightly shocked « either by my isnorance or elce by my frivolous
emriosity., - "Why, of course - it's the Baroness", he said, not
very enthusicctiecally; then added - while he kept moving his cocke
tail sheker in a bored, mechanical way: " She's been living here
for meny years." 1 was not quite sure 1if this meant, in his
opinion, & fact that spoke for the Baromess, or rather if he
disapproved of her lon: stay st the Bellevue Hotel, while I was
8t11]1 musing on this puzzling gquestion, he infomed me = casually
but in the dlsereetly lowered voice of an experienced bawd:
"apartment 36 - in case you're intercsted...but you'd better sive
her a ring before you drop by t© see her. She is pretty busy =

sometimes.s o™
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I assured him, rather indignantly, that I certainly had
no such intentions - whereupon he shrugged his shoulders again
and retired,

A date with her? What a ludierous ideal - True, I liked the
dainty oval of her pallid face, and there was something in her
voice and smile that affected me. She had been rather exciting,
indeed, when she gave me those treacherous looks , behind the back of
her lover ... But = a date? It would probably be eipensive - and
hardly worth the pricecs.

Yet, when 1 crossed the lobby I stopped at the desk from
where the econcierge, Herr Tulpitz, majestically supervised all
goings-on of the Bellevue, He was an imposing old fellow, Herr
Tulpitz-; in fact, an 1denl conclerge - dignified, thoughtful and
kind, He would tell me, in a plain and yet tactful way, if 1% was
advisable tc make friefds with that so-called Baroness.

His reaction to my casual question was apt to astonish if not
to fri:hten me., He seemed unduly pleased and at the same time
alarmed, tickled as well as puzzled, and altogether muddled and
over helmed with exclitement. - "The Baroness de La Motte=Tribo-
lidre?” he asked- pronouncing the gr:undiose name with & certain
solenn tenderness. There was a long, sctony psuse before he added=-
all severity and sericus disepproval-: " I am surprised, Sir.

Very much surprised, ilndeed."

I smiled uncomfortably, feelinsg rather foolish and guilty,.

Finally 1 ventured to say, very timidly: " She is sort of famous,

I suppose?”
"Sort of farous?" - Now he seemed saddened rather than




angry. His eyes, molst with sorrowful love, stared through me
without secing me o - "She 1s the Pride of the Bellevue™,. he
stated at last, nodding gravely. "His Impericl Highness used to
call her ' my darling butterfly'..." = How soft his volce
sounded now! He shook his head - absorbed in memories. " The
Pride of the Bellevue...", he repeated musingly. " The Pride of
the Bellevue = for twenty-gseven yearsees"”

"For twenty-seven years?"

He started as 1f awakening from a ghastly dream. - "You'll
oxcuse me, Sir," he :aid briefly, in a strungely peremptory tone =:
it was almost rude - I had never seen him in such a state, " I
am very busy."

He concluded the conversation as a monarch concludes an audience.-

#hen I passed by the next morning, however, he backoned
graclously, cnd as I stopped in front of his throne-like desk, he
whicpered to me with &« sort of restralned passion passion: "How
are you this morning, Herr Buron?" ( he knew, of course, that I
am no Baron, and had never called me 50 before.,) " I hope you had
a good night and forgot all about that rubbish I've told you yese
terday."”

I pretended not to understand, - " The Baroness de La Motte-

Tr bolieére”, he murmured - enjoying, this time, the pleasure of

pronouncing her neme with a eertain apprehensive hastiness as 1if
disturved by a feeling of guilt., " How foolish I was to say that
she has been living herec for twenty-five yearsl" -« "Twentye-seven
years", I corrected him, mildly but firmmly, - "What's the difference?"

He gave a tormented chuckle,™ “It's a silly lie, snyway., I just tried
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to be funny- that's alls I have no idea, really, how long the
Baroness lives here, at the Bellevue. It msy be five years, or
nine= or thirty...In any ocasse, I should be more careful about what
I say. That stupid twaddle of mine could 4o harm to her reputation,”
Her reputation? « I couldn't help smiling somewhat sardonically.
Herr Tulpitz, guessing my thoughts, nodded gloomily. " I know, 1
Know = people are malicious nowadays = : nasty and narrownminded-
that's what they are., All that sordid gossip - I know it only too
well.es"= There was u sllence while he seemed te brood over some
depressing mystery-cares:ing the silky silver of his magnificent
whiskers, Finally he pulled himself together as if he had come to
a grim but imperative conclusion. " I may as well tell you right
away," he began, his voice tremnling with grave emotion. He paused,
then continued with &« sort of desperate bluntness: "She is no
Baroness, really. She may have been married, of course, to a Baron
de La Motte- Tribolicre - somewhere, in Monte Carlo or Ceiro - many
YEErS 880 s..But now - under the present circumstances - she is
just a woman, whoe..." = He didn't rfind the right word, and announced

at last: " A courtesan - that's what she really is.”

"4 courtesan”,..What o queer, pretentious (‘lea:l.g'.tmt:l.m:."r It

sounded old-fashioned and somehow fantsstic... " So she is simply
& Wheea?" = He interrupted me with a scathing look and a majestie
gesture. "Now, listen to me,young meni" he sald slowly, in an
ominously lowered volce. "When I say ' & courtesan', I mean a cour-
tesen- not & whore, I am sorry to see that you - as most young
men nowadeys - don't know the difference between & cheap prostitute

and a grande cocotte. +‘he Baroness de La Motte~Triboliére is a
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master in her profession - just as Signor Ceruso or Madame Sarah

Bernhardt are macters in their own respective realms. Gentlemen of

great fortune ang reputation flock to s tira tive perﬁonulity.
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He faltered and blushed - which made & pathetie impress
wrinkled, paternal face, glowing with that momentary flush, Then

he continued - once more composed and dignified: " However, she

is a lady of great talents and considerable background, I daresay,
indeed, that she is the last one - the last worthy representative

of the great style, the suthentic tradition. I have geen many of

them in my time; but only few who matched the Baroness de la

Lotte- Tribolikre - end none, ectually none, who surpassed her, =

My word of homoril"™ he concluded in a firm, though slizhtly trembling
volce. "She 1s absolutely first-rate. Believe an old connoisseur

who definitely knows what he is talking about,”

Mr. Tulpitz's solemn little harangue had made a considerable
impression on me., I recalled his words while 1 kept watching the
Baroness - increasingly attracted by her appearance. So that's
What she looks like - I wondered as L gazed at her - : the last of
the grapdes cocotteBees

It so happened, time and sgain, that she and I were the only
persons present in the lobby or in the bar - for an hour, or even
longer. She would sit there - numbed with boredom or melancholy,
absorbed in bleak and mysterious dreams, OShe was much alone -
dellying her time with yellowed magazines or Just staring in front
of her with unseeing empty eyes. CSometimes she mmiled at me = a
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momen tary, meaningless smile = or che gave me & hasty ~lance, full
of suffering and seducticn.
How 444 she manage to make her living, beln: so extremely lane

uid and inactive? How could a professional courtesan affordi to

waste valuable hours in an urmpchuiﬁiﬁupine, letharzic, motionless

like & brittle statue- a precious ﬁéll made of glase, silk, and o
very delicate, almost transparent marble?

She changed, of course, and suddenly turned sparkling emnd
animated, when she received visitors - which cccurred but rarely;
about once every other day, in the late afternoon, The she showed
off and glittered - quivering with alluring caprices and pearly
laughter. How enthralling she was! - how delightful, with the
gwift eclegance of her nimble movements! At the same time, however,
the dezzling performence she gave was apt to depress me a little,
Hers was a cortain perfunctory verve - a routine frclicsomeness
as one may detect in the feats and amiles of an ageing prima balle-
rina -« 8%11l celebrated, though alrealy weary - who executes the
same ballet for the thousandth time, - It was due partly %o the
appearance of her cavallers, I suppose, that the whole Picture
secmed g0 sinister., Most of them were rather dreary, indsed -
elderly chaps with worn-out, flaccid faces, nasty old debauchees,
grotesque figures with monocles and ridiculous wigs - trying
desperately to look dashing and youthfully wicked. where dld they
come from, and why did they gather Jjust here? What was their social
background, their function and position in life? Did the Baroness

pick up her lovers in hospitels end asylums? Had she no boy




friends under seventy? What was wrong with her, anyhow? For there
was gomet wrong - undeniably ...

why did she never go out?

This was the weirdest feature of her puzzling conduct -: that
she never left the hotel; never breathed a bit of open zir, never
set foot on the street. Ohe seemed & prisoner of the FHotel Belle-
vue - doomed tc spend the rest of her sinful days in thet gloomy
lobby, guarded by the grim tendernmess of Herr Tulpitz, Like a nun,
vound by & solemn vow never tc leave the convent, she kept wandering-
a spectral and perfumed saint - between the dusty lobby, the sultry
bar, and her own epartment - Nr., 36 «: that notorious refuge of
depravity-, scandalously opened to a vicious public, but, for scme
mysterious reason, inaccessible to me ...

#as she wanted by the police, and The Bellevue, was it the only
place ‘here she felt out of reach -§s, in the pious days of antiguity,
safety used to be granted even to murderers, as long as they re-
mained within the walls of a sanctuary? - Or was she bound by con=
truet with the management, obliging her to restriet her activities
ssrbotly. 10 the rooms of this hotel? - Or, perhaps, she had to
avold any contaet vwith the outside world, because the smeebheumd
artificial mask of her face could not stend the natural touch of sun,
wind, end rain? Xven the mild breezes of a spring day mizght prove
fatal to the perishable substance of her delicate flesh: it would
iissolve presently under the caresses of the lively air- just as
certain mummies, excellently preserved in the dark coziness of
thelr grave chambers, dissolve promptly when exposed to humidity,
ccld and heat. - Or was she simply frightened by the ugliness and
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eruel sobriety of our modern world? /‘mmed-whﬂ Herr Tulpite —

e

had &old-me-abuut"hur'betna"-the~last". ”".? the last Terttimate

Tepresentative of e proud tradltion tat -had reached its end’... Was

it because she felt estranged to the greedy void of Twentiethe
Century -life, that she preferred this hsuchty and sed seclusion? =
I had sterted to jot down some fregmentary notes concerning her
character and plight - the intricste phenomenon of her exlstence,
it was a thorough :nalysis of that odd character = the (o)
I was poniering on. The gradual disappesrahce of that female type,
called la grande cocotte or great courtesan - wasn't this a fact
that deserved the most serious concideration? She just dled away =
like certain gigantic salamancers, dwarfish dogs, or dated literary
mennerisms. How could chroniclers of current history neglect so
stirring a development « 20 bitter and cruel a loss? After all,
they used to play a crucial role in world history - those snesdesnd
colorful ladies, from Aspasia to the aristoeratic vamps of the Re=-
naissence, from Pompadour and Du Barry to the splendid demi-mon-
daines of the Nineteenth Century - half-outcasts, half-queens:
abused and desired by hypoerites, boycotted =nd envied by bourgeois
women, courted by princes snd exploited by pimps « living in zla-
mour, dying in misery, and finally immortalized by Balzac and Heine
rich Heine, Maupassant and Zola, Renoir and Toulouse~Lautrec,=
And nowadays? - in these dreary times of ours? - 0Of course, there
et1ll are ladies of dublous reputetion - kept women, des femmes
fatgles of many different shades - "Oumph girls", pretentious
flappers, greedy adventuresses. bBut thelr style and teste-~ their
tricks and thelr ambitions have chenged deplorably., Now, they want
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to make a career in the movies or in the secret serwice of a
fotalitarian State. The whole geme has become rather businesse
like and prosaic-: no romanticiem, any longer.

A world convulsed by the fever of a permanent crisis has no
room or time for the luxurious whims of individuals, %These are
bad deys, indeed, for the grs mmandi. A new militant pathos, noisy,
crude, end relentlese, sweeps eway the sins and charms of & more
setiled society, 4 new perfunctory libertinism depreclates the
traditional rites and subdbtle cirocumstenticlities of costly wices:
the odd morality of 1940 has no dbjection to the bombing of open
citles, but disapproves strictly of sencual refinements that might
be pernicious to the national strength, The rich finance political
parties instecd of expensive women; the poor get intoxicated by the

thudding eloquence of dictatorsj tyrants turn ascetie -« youngsters

murderous - and the Baroness de La Motte- Triboliere spends her

deys in gloomy loneliness - musing upon the erucl change of all
worldly things ...Doesn't she resemble, indeed, those tragle witches
whom we meet occasionally in the cophisticated falry-tales of a
baroque German romanticism? They are very lonely, too - those
last sorcere.ses-, very grand and very sad-, terribly forsaken in
a world from which the philoscphy of Enlightenment and the inven-
tion of the electric lisht have bamiched all mystery and naglce.s
Thus I speculated end dreamed - writing down, from ‘ime to
time, a few sporadiec worde and centences - when the Baroness
suddenly stcod behind me., She had approached - noiseless and
feline «: I only noticed her as I felt, with a slight and rather
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pleasant shudder, the icy tenderness of her fingertips on my zlowing
tem>les. This was her sllvery lesugh - melodious, though scmewhat
foreed. = "How shoekingly busy you are! I can't stamd this any
more, For half sn hour I have been watching you., It makes me in-
credibly nervous %o see a man workingz with such ugly zesl. = What
are you seribbling there, anyhow? Is it about mg?Neughty boy you
arel"” =« She lifted a +hite, brittle finger, waving it with playful
severity - an unsuitable and rather ludicrous gesture, Never be-
fore had 1 peen her so completely deprived of gll charm and dignity.

"And, besides, what do you know about me?‘ﬁ“" vhe in=-
quired, full of anxious suspicion. " Nothing, I suppose - e .cept
those ridiculous tales of Herr Tulpitz - poor old thing..." The
last words che pronounced very slowly, with a strangely lurking
twinkle in her eyes. I assured her hsstily: " Herr Tulpitz is
a8 disoreet as he could be, I never heard a single word of gossip
from him," - She shrugged her shoulders and seemed slightly iise
eppointed., " Poor old thing," sh¢ repeated; and then~ while che
began to examine her make-up in a tiny mirror-, " He is nuts™,
she added. " Mad as hell. Poor old darling.”

There was something surprisingly hard and vulgar in her words
end the abrupt little laugh that followed. Her emile and voice,
however, turned softer as she continued: " He lives in & world
of his own, I am sure he belleyes, reelly, that he used to be
very rich, and people c¢alled him Excellency, and that we lived
in a fine spartment in Paris - he and I -, many years ago. It's

quite a story- very romantic and moving ...I was the great
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courtesan~ eand he the nobleman who had decided to save me ... But
I fell in love vith the Imperial Prince, end there was a scandal in
Vienna -« a tremendous scandal, with tout le monde talking sbout

iteeef0 wo fled to Parls, and there I betrayed him again; for I
wes the Imcorrigible one, the indopiditable one - and he loved me,
and then there wes a wer, end he lost all hig meney, and his
title, end everything: all he kept was hig love for me - his
eternal love -, and L made money for him, He was not jealous eny=
more-simply cculdn't afford it, But he still d4id love me. Ve had
& wonderful time - I end he « lots of fun we had: before we got
stranded in this drcury plece... Dut this, of course, wes a long
long time ag0ess”

Her volce had cssumed the singing snd drowsy rhythm in which
mo thers reclte fairy-telee to their children, But then again
there was that hard, aggressive little clink of her nervous
laughs " It's ell sheer invention, of course,” she concluded. "But
he really believeg 1t. and why shouldn't he, after all? If it
mekes him feel better...”

Then she asked me, very casually, if I cared to teke her out
for dinner tonight.

When I met her ogain in the lobby, only two or three hours
later, she had changed clothes snd looked strikingly handsome,
indeed - with that delicete face of hers, shining in its translucent
pallor under the heavy ¢rown of her rich, suburn heir, I asked
her where she wanted to go~ whereupon she pieroced me vAth a sad,

reproachful glence, = " There is no place %o go." - Che shuddered
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a8 1f an icy wind hed touched her bare shoulders, dnd-emtrevement
daeeddwtdy There she stood, her lips tishtly closed - haunted

by mysterious fears or bound by secret vows and obligations =i
frail and besutiful in her gorgeous costume, It was the most
astounding sort of an cvening gown she wore - a complicated orea-
tion with an endlese train; overloaded with feathers, Jewels,
colered laces, all kinds of fancy draperies. It might have been
a curious model of 180 - or the saucy caprice of a super-modern
dressmaker ...Her fingers twlsted nervously about the purple fea-
thers of an enormous fan., I saild to her: " You look more exciting
than ever," - which made her smile sgain presently,

"The restaurant of ouwr chaming hotel"™, she announced with
a grandiose gesture toward the dining room that lay in gloomy darkness
"I% still 1s the most dandy spot far end wide." - Then she added,
with that false note of jocularity that sometimes made her convers
sation so embarrassing: "Unless you think it compromising to dine
in full view of your friends vith a wicked zirl like me..."

I replied, rather dryly, that I did not expect, really, to meet
meny acquaintences in that desclate place. DBut she insisted, with
a disquieting merriment: " Oh, there are plenty of them...You'll
see, mon ami - you'll see..."

But all I saw as we entered the restaurant, were empty tabdles
ond chairs. Unly one table was set and dimly 1lit by an old-fashioned
lamp- as though the walter had expected us, but nobody else.

"Gaston has reserved my favorlite comer for usl" cooced the
Baroness. "C'est charment! The Duchess will explode with rage...

bon't look now! There she 18..."
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I felt rather alarmed as she sent her hauzhty, distracted
smile through the murky twilight of the deserted rcom.- " The
Duke cuts me too," she whispered, very close to me - angry and
emused. "Ah, comme c'est rigolo! - But what else could he do,
after all? She would certainly kill him if he dared to have a
glimpee st Mesas"

No doubt, her mind wundered a little., She saw this deserted
place swarming with enemies end admirers, rivels, lovers end bawds-
she heard the familiar whirr of gossip end intrigues, the whisper

of desire, envy and disapproval, as she had heard it at the same

place before-: how many years ago? - "La petite Lolottel"™ she
giggled, " dieul™ "All dressed up like a circus horse, i:n't
she, I wonder, really, what the colonel finds in her..."

She calmed dcwn a little as we finally reached our table.- " The
food is lousy here," she observed, and suddenly had, in the flicke
ering shine of the lamp, the sullen and weary face of a very old
woman. Then, rather abruptly, she plunged into a swift and elegant
conversation, I listened to her winged and empty chatter - halfe
amused, half-bewildiered, as most of the names and events she re=-
ferred to sounded strungely unfamiliar to me, Besldes, it struek
me as somewhat weird that she should be so thoroughly au courant
as to the gossip of the smart set in Venice, Ceannes and Paris, the
ruce. in suteulil and Monte Carlo, the opera seascn in London, the
latest scandals of Biarritz end Baden-Baden- though she never left
this provincial place nmor even this hotel... There was a natural
sophistication in her vedwsde way of talking - something suave

and brilliant, but at the same time stale, frozen, deprived of




«lfe

authentic life. As I finally ventured on a few modest remarks
sbout recent Hollywood films, she grew silent and seemed mystere
icusly hurt - her face drooping as if I had bored and offended her
by endless tirades on a subject entirely beyond her understanding.-
"These flowers”, she interrupted me at last. " These 1lllacs.es!

gorgeous, aren't they.- You don't know what flowers mean to me, my

friend." « She had a wan, mawkish smile , und the gosture was a

fumbling ons, as she pointed to those flowers she saw. " I udore
them", she whispered. But the table was empty. It was a barren
table she amlled at.

"There are no flowers," I sald, rather cruelly - with a clumsy
effort to call her back to reallity.

She nodded sadly. " L know, I know...lNo flowers - alas! no
flowers, any MOre see"

There was ¢ silence, while her eyes wandered with the smoke of
her cigerette, When she finally spoke akain, her volce scunded
hollow, infinitely sad. " Ho flowers, any more,” she lnsisted - and
then assumed the bleak dignity of Cassandra, the prophetess. "There
will be herd times, my poor friend, " she predicted, her volce
tolling like the great bells of the lLast Judmment. "Cruel times
and blcedy tribulations! The great ordeal - I can see its
approach...%e are doomed - all of uses You, ad I, and all these
lusty men and women, JThe flowers, the champagne, the beautiful
girls; all playful, ereative minds; the artists, the courtcsans,
the princes, the adventurers, and the poets - doomed, doomed, doomed,

No gemes any more, no luxury, no joy, nc tenderness, no fancy.




Only discipline, and boredom, and eruelty, and death, Only
death,"

"You seem in high spirits, Mudame la Comtesse.,"” -« This was
the paternsl Apeewesssing bass of Herr Tulpitz, the conclerge.

While she raved and lamented, he had slowly epproached from the
shadowy background - a massy, majestlec fizure,

"Hello, dear old little Lxcellencyl" cooced the Baroness - re-
nouncing her Cassandre-like attitude as abruptly as she had assumed
it. "Enchantée de vous velr, cher emiil"

He kissed her fingertips: "How are you tonight, Madame? En-

joying yourself, 1 presume?"

€he nodded, with a faint conventional smile. " The Baron is

good company," she observed, rather vaguely - whersupon Herr Tulpitz,
with a swift and surprising motion, produced an object that he had
hidden behind his imposdms bDack. It was a bunch of lilacs- a
dreary thing, completely withered and faded,

"These beautiful flowers," he announced with a tender sclem-
nity. "They were Just delivered..."

"Where do they come from?" she asked eagerly - snatching the
withered blooms. "Do they come -« from him?"

“From His Imperial Highness," he confirmed, and smirked as
he saw the beatific smile upon her mouth. = " Thanks", she
whispered -« hiding her radient face between the fuded flowers,

What a nightmarish- what an enchanting secenel! Herr Tulpitz -
more Franz Joseph-like than ever in a baroque and pompous uniform

with broad epaulets and dazzling decorations = had started to
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perform a sort of fantastic pantomime-~ frisking and tripping with
the ungainly grace of a trained bear around that bedlzened and be-
jewclled figure - that gaudy monster and brittle 1dol of forgotten
vices - the Baroness de La Motte=- Tribolia;re, Pride of the Belle=
vue, the last one of the great. courtesans., There she stood, askance
under the flaring light, an smazing dbird - overloaded with glaring
featherg, baubles, and the tremendous welght of her years., Was
she ninety years old? Or a hundred? In any case, e.cellently
preserved by insanitye..

Was Herr Tulpitz mad toc? Was he her lover? Her doctor? Or

f
simply her employe whom she ( a very rich woman, perhaps) paid

lavishly for his participation in this macabre show?

Now he capers, tukes little bows - surprisingly elastic des-
pite his agej all in raptures about her colorful set-up. " My
darling butterflyl™ he exclaims. " o 8 5]
c.l._‘f_.-‘im_ﬁii;-" - And she acknowledges his compliment with the dreade
ful and entrancing smile of lunacy.

Perheps the whole performenoce is just a clever trick to catch
the imagination and curiosity of travellers? Herr Tulpitz, an
ingenious pimp, may have had the idea of luring innocent victims,
this way, to the costly debauches of :partment 36...7ho could see
through those sordid mysterles? Who knows, really, what Herr
Tulpitz means as he now ctles out- constantly fawning and bowlng:
"This gown! It's a dream - ma foll These colors! What a stylel
How gorgeous! How divige! - Just arrived from Paris, I presume?
One c¢un easily see it... Dernier erd - that's what it is! Dernier

Cril.eass”
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"Dernler Cril" she repeats - and suddenly bursts inte gales of
laughter., What an appalling laugh! - infinitely worse than any
weeping could be. How 1t distorts her face, shakes her frazile

body! &And her voice - how woeful it sounds! - at once shrill and

hollows..s "Dernier Cril"she whimpers again and again, convulsed

with laughter and agony. "You are right, my friend} Ch, how
right you are! Our last scream - he'e 1t 18! I em the last
soeream - the last :igh -« the last grin of an epoch ... dernie
eri - c'est mol,.."

Che ralses her arms, spreads snd stretches them ~ one of her
h nds clasping the bloody pursle of the huge fan, while the other
hand still holds the withered bouquet. Her lauzh sounds like
desperate erying; but her eyes are dry- her besutiful eyes,
disproportionately big in the dainty oval of her ageless face.

ihls tremendous pose of exuberant despeir lusts for several
seconds. Finally Herr Tulpitz - transformed agailn into s sene
sible and humble 0ld man -« pats her trembling shoullers with his
heavy hand. " Pauyre emfanti” he murmurs. "Come, come! It's time

to go to bed..."
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The Hedford

118 EAsT 40TH STREET
New York

October 15 , 1940

To whom it may concern,

I confirm herewith that I know Mr. Adolf Buttner

for many years. He is an old friend of my children
Erika and Klsus,and used to be a frequent visitor

of our home in Munich. When I entertelined many people,
it occured more often than not that I asked him

to help my butler to mix in mixing drinks and

offering them to my guests. He has charming manners
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The Bedford

118 EAST 40TH STREET
New York
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Dernier Cri

By Klsus Mann.

There are certain professions and human types that have long passed

-t g
WL —

Che prime of their historical career and are in a dreary process of

dec line, awd~wmmimwiefaddng. They are,in fact,gradually dying out - as

do certain dwarfish sorts of dogs,or olddfashioned linguistic mannerisms,
or certain baroque pieces of furniture. liost people are too busy or

too obtuse to think about those inconspicious tragedies - and as to the
professional observers and commentators of current history,they are
exclusively concerned with the "great events". Some poets may have
lamented the vanishing of Viennese coachmen - those pleturesque and
popular Fiakers,full of serene wisdom and sordid goasip -~ ,or the
disappesrance of Hussian royalties and Indian chieftains. But who has,
up to now,really noticed and deplored the sad and significant fact

that the venerable type of the great courtesan is on the point of

ading away? g{‘nr
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Dernier Cri

By Klaus Mann,

There are certaln professions and human types that have long passed
the prime of their historical career and are in a dreary process of
decline and smedwed-feding., They are,in fact,gradually dying out = as
do certain dwarfish sorts of dogs,or old<feshioned lingulstic mennerisms,
or certain baroque pieces of furniture, Most people are too busy or
too obtuse to think about those inconspicious tragedies - and as to the
professional observers and commentators of current history, they are
exclusively eoncerned with the "great events"., Some poets may heve
lamented the vanishing of Vliennese coachmen - those plecturesque and
popular Fiakers,full of serene wisdom and sordid gossip = ,or the
disappearance of Russian royalties and Indlan chieftains, But who has,

up to now,really noticed and deplored the sad and significant fact

that the venerable type of the great courtesan 1s on the point of
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