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Marcwas waiting for me, as I had expected, and we exchanged a
hearty handshake.

‘Henri!... My dear Henri!” he repeated in tones of emotion and with his
eyes moist, although his whole face radiated happiness.

‘My dear Marc,’ I replied, ‘let me shake your hand again,” then after these
first greetings, ‘Come on! let’s be off!” I exclaimed, ‘You’re taking me with
you, I suppose?’

‘Yes, to the hotel; it’s only ten minutes away, but not before I first
introduce you to my future brother-in-law.’

I had not noticed an officer who was standing a little behind Marc. He was
a captain, wearing the uniform of the infantry. Twenty-eight years at most,
somewhat above middle height and with a chestnut moustache and beard, he
had the proud aristocratic air of the Magyar, the air of one accustomed to
command. Yet there was a look of welcome in his eyes and a smile upon his
lips.

‘Captain Haralan Roderich,” Marc explained.

I took the hand which the captain was holding out to me.

‘Monsieur Vidal, ‘he said,” we’re very happy to see you, and you cannot

imagine what delight your arrival, which we’ve been so impatiently waiting for,



is going to give my whole family.’

‘Including Mademoiselle Myra?’ I asked.

‘Yes indeed!” exclaimed my brother, ‘and it isn’t her fault, my dear Henri,
if the Dorothy hasn’t made ten leagues an hour since you left Vienna!’

I soon realised that Captain Haralan spoke French fluently, as did his
family, for they had visited France. What was more, as Marc and | had a
perfect knowledge of German and a smattering of Hungarian, we could talk in
any of these languages, which in fact mingled in our mouths.

A vehicle took my luggage and ourselves to the hotel.

Having arranged my first visit to the Roderich family for the next day, I
stayed alone with my brother in a fairly comfortable room, next to the one he
had occupied since he had settled down in Ragz.

Our conversation continued until dinner-time.

‘My dear Marc,’ I said, ‘so here we are together and both of us in good
health, I think? If I’'m not mistaken we’ve been separated for a good year.’

“Yes, Henri, and the time seemed very long, although the presence of my
dear Myra has very pleasantly shortened the last few months ... Still, here you
are, and absence has not made me forget that you’re my big brother.’

‘And your best friend, Marc.’

‘Well, Henri, you’ll quite understand that my wedding couldn’t take place
without your being there beside me! ... And haven’t I got to ask for your
consent?’

‘My consent?’

‘Yes, as [ should have asked it from father if he’d been here. But you
won’t refuse it any more than he would, and when you know her!...’

‘I know her already from your letters, and I know how happy you are.’

‘More than I can tell you. But you’ll see her, you’ll judge for yourself, and
you’ll love her, I’'m quite sure of that! It’s the best of sisters whom I’'m giving
you.’

‘And whom I accept, my dear Marc, knowing in advance that you couldn’t
do anything but make asplendid choice. But why shouldn’t we pay our visit to
Doctor Roderich this evening?’

‘No, tomorrow ... We didn’t think that the boat would arrive so early, and
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we didn’t expect you until this evening. It was only by excess of prudence that
we came on to the quay, Haralan and myself, and it was as well that we did, so
that we could be there when you landed. Oh, if my dear Myra had known! ...
How she will regret not being here! ... But, as I say, you weren’t expected until
tomorrow. Madame Roderich and her daughter have another engagement for
this evening, and tomorrow they’ll give you their apologies.’

‘That’s understood, Marc,’ I replied, ‘and as we can belong to one another
for a few hours today, let’s spend them in chatting and discussing the past and
the future, in exchanging all the memories that two brothers can have after a
year’s separation.’

Marc then described his travels since he had left Paris, all the towns where
he had won success, his stay at Vienna and Presburg, where the doors of the
artistic world had been thrown wide open before him. But this told me nothing
new. A portrait signed by Marc Vidal could not but be much sought after and
quarrelled for, and with the same enthusiasm by the rich Austrians as by the
rich Magyars.

‘I couldn’t satisfy them, my dear Henri. Inquiries and even orders from
everywhere! What do you expect, the word had gone round from a good
bourgeois of Presburg: “Marc Vidal makes a better likeness than nature itself!”
So,” my brother added jokingly, ‘it doesn’t seem impossible that one of these
days they’ll carry me off to take the portraits of the whole Viennese Court!’

‘Take care, Marc, take care. It would embarrass you greatly if you had to
leave Ragz just now to attend Court!”

‘I should decline the most important invitation in the world, my friend. At
the present moment there’s no question of portraits. Or rather I’ve just finished
the last.’

‘Hers, of course?’

‘Hers, and there’s no doubt about it that it’s the one I’ve done worst.’

‘Who knows?’ I exclaimed. “When an artist thinks more of the model than
the portrait...”

‘Well, Henri, you’ll see! ... I tell you again; a better likeness than nature! ...

That’s my gift, it seems ... Yes, all the time that my dear Myra was posing I



couldn’t take my eyes away from her. But to her it was not a joke, it was not to
the fiancé, it was to the artist that she meant to devote those two short hours ...
And my brush flew over the canvas ... With what passion! ... At times it
seemed that the portrait was going to come alive like Galatea’s statue.’

‘Steady, Pygmalion, steady. Tell me how you first got into touch with the
Roderich family.’

‘It was written.’

‘I don’t doubt it, but still ...."

Several drawing-rooms in Ragz had done me the honour of admitting me
almost as soon as I arrived. Nothing could have been more agreeable, were it
only as a way of spending the long evenings in a foreign town. I went to those
homes where 1 was welcomed, and it was in one of them that I renewed my
acquaintance with Captain Haralan.’

‘Renewed 1t?’ I asked.

‘Yes, Henri, for I’d met him several times before in Budapest. An officer
of the greatest merit, destined for a splendid future and at the same time the
most amiable of men. In short, we met every day, and from being somewhat
casual our relations gradually changed into a deep friendship. He wanted to
introduce me to his family, and I accepted all the more willingly because I’d
already met Myra, and ...”

‘And,’ I broke in, ‘the sister being no less charming than the brother, you
began your visits to Dr. Roderich’s?

“Yes, Henri, and for three months I haven’t let an evening go without
visiting it. But after all, when I speak of my dear Myra you may think that I’'m
exaggerating ...”

‘But no, my friend, but no! You aren’t exaggerating. I’m quite certain that
it wouldn’t be possible to exaggerate when you talk about her. What’s more, if
you want to know my sincere opinion. I declare that I find you moderate.’

‘Oh, my dear Henri, how I love her!”

‘That goes without saying. Anyhow, I’'m quite satisfied to believe that
you’re going to enter the most honourable of families ...’

‘And the most honoured,” Marc replied, ‘Dr. Roderich is a physician of
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the father...”

‘Of his daughter,’ I said, ‘just as Madam Roderich is no less worthy, no
doubt, of being her mother.’

‘She! a splendid woman!” Marc exclaimed, ‘adored by all her friends,
pious, charitable, full of good works ...”

‘Perfection itself, and she’ll be the sort of mother-in-law you don’t find in
France! Isn’t that so, Marc?’

‘Joke away, Henri! Joke away! But remember we’re not in France, we’re
in Hungary, in this Magyar country where customs have kept something of
their old time severity, where the family is still patriarchal ...’

‘Go along, you future patriarch, for that’s what you’re going to be.’

‘That’s a status which is as good as any other!’

‘Well, your story, it seems, isn’t out of the ordinary. Thanks to Captain
Haralan you’ve been introduced into his family and they’ve given you a
welcome, which doesn’t surprise me at all, seeing that I know you. You
couldn’t see Mademoiselle Myra without being attracted by her charm ...’

‘Just as you say, brother!”

‘Well, to finish up, just as Marc Vidal couldn’t see Mademoiselle Myra
Roderich without being attracted by her charm, Mademoiselle Myra Roderich
couldn’t see Marc Vidal without being attracted by ...’

‘I didn’t say that, Henri!’

‘But I say so, if only out of respect for the truth. And Doctor, and Madame
Roderich, when they realised what was happening, weren’t offended. So Marc
opened his heart to Captain Haralan. And Captain Haralan didn’t take the
disclosure too badly. He mentioned it to his parents, and they mentioned it to
their daughter. Then Marc Vidal formally made his proposal, it was accepted,
and this romance is going to finish like so many others of the same kind ...”

‘What you call the finish, my dear Henri,” broke in Marc, ‘to my mind it’s
only the beginning.’

‘You’re quite right, Marc, and I ought to have realised the value of
words ... And when is the wedding to take place?’

‘We were waiting for your arrival to fix the date.’

‘Well, when you like, in six weeks ... in six months ... in six years...’



‘My dear Henri,” Marc replied, ‘I know that the time of an engineer is
valuable and if you stay as long as that in Ragz, the whole solar system, not
having your calculations to help it, will be deranged.’

‘So I should be responsible for earthquakes, floods, tidal waves and other
disasters?’

‘Yes, so we can’t put off the ceremony any longer ...”

‘Then the day after tomorrow or even this evening, perhaps? ... Rest
assured, my dear Marc, I’ll say everything that’s needed even though my work
isn’t as necessary as you suggest to the whole order of the Universe. So before
a month is over I hope to visit your wife and yourself.’

‘That would be perfect!’

‘But, my dear Marc, what are your plans? Do you mean to leave Ragz
immediately after your marriage?’

‘That’s not yet decided,” Marc replied, ‘and we shall have time to think
about it. All I’m thinking of is the present. As to the future, for me it’s limited
by my wedding. Nothing exists beyond that.’

‘The past is no longer with us,” I quoted, ‘the future hasn’t yet come, the
present is everything!’

The conversation continued on these lines until dinnertime. Afterwards
Marc and I, lighting our cigars, went to take a walk along the left bank of the
Danube.

It goes without saying that the subject of our conversation had not changed
and that Myra Roderich was still its object.

Some word, I don’t know which, recalled what I’'d heard from the
Police-Lieutenant before I left Paris. Nothing that my brother said suggested
that his romance had been disturbed, not even for a day. And yet, if Marc do
not know this, at least this rival must have existed, for Myra Roderich had been
sought after by the son of Otto Storitz. Certainly there was nothing surprising
that anyone should ask for the hand of so accomplished a young lady and one
so well off.

Naturally, the words I thought I heard just as I was getting off the boat
recurred to my mind, though I still insisted that I’d been the sport of some

illusion. Anyhow, if those words had really been uttered, what conclusion




8 L Wilholm Soriti
R g

could I draw from them? I did not know who could have said them! I should
have felt inclined to blame that unpleasant German who had come aboard at
Budapest. But that was an idea I had to renounce, that coarse fellow having left
the boat at Vukovar. So the only thing that was left was the idea of some
practical joker.

Without relating that incident to my brother, I thought I might mention
that I’d learned regarding Wilhelm Storitz.

Marc replied by a characteristic gesture of disdain. Then he said, ‘Yes,
Haralan did mention that individual. He seems to be the only son of that savant
Otto Storitz, who has the reputation in Germany of being a magician—an
unjust reputation, for he really held a high place in natural science and he had
made important discoveries in chemistry and physics. But his son’s advances
were rejected.’

‘Well before yours were accepted, wasn’t it?’

‘Four or five months previously, if I’'m not mistaken,” my brother replied.

‘So the two facts have no relation at all?’

‘None at all.’

‘Does Mademoiselle Myra know that Wilhelm Storitz had aspired to the
honour of becoming her husband?’

‘I don’t think so.’

‘And since then nothing has happened?’

‘Nothing at all. He must have realised that he hadn’t got a chance.’

‘Why was that? Was it his reputation?’

‘No. Wilhelm Storitz is a queer sort of fellow whose very existence is
fairly mysterious and who lives in strict retirement.’

‘In Ragz?’

‘Yes, in Ragz, in a detached house on the Boulevard Tékéli, where nobody
ever goes. He’s thought to be a queer fellow, that’s all. But he’s a German and
that would be enough to make Dr. Roderich repulse him, for the Hungarians do
not much like the representatives of the Teutonic race.’

‘Have you met him?’

‘Occasionally, and one day, in the Art Gallery. Captain Haralan pointed

him out to me without his noticing us.’



‘Is he in Ragz just now?’

‘I can’t tell you for certain, Henri, but I think he’s not been seen for two or
three weeks.’

‘It would be better if he’d left the town.’

‘Well!” exclaimed Marc. ‘let’s leave that man wherever he may be, and if
there’s ever a Dame Wilhelm Storitz, you can be certain that it won’t be Myra
Roderich, because ...”

‘Yes,” I replied, ‘because she’ll be Madame Marc Vidal!’

Our walk continued along the quay, and I had a purpose in prolonging it.
For some time I’d thought that we were being followed by someone who was
walking behind us as if he wanted to hear our conversation, and I wanted to
make certain of this.

We stopped for a few minutes on the bridge, and I took advantage of the
halt to look back the way we had come. Some distance away I could see a man
of medium height and, to judge by the slowness of his movements, of a certain
age.

Anyhow, I soon stopped thinking about it. I assured Marc that I had
brought all the papers he had asked for in his last letter. He could rest assured
that he would lack none of the documents essential for the great matrimonial
voyage.

On the whole the conversation kept going back to that star of the first
magnitude, the dazzling Myra, just as the magnetic needle turns towards the
Pole Star.

We went back towards the hotel. As we reached it I cast a last glance
behind me. The road was deserted. Even if he had existed otherwise than in my
imagination, the man who had followed us had vanished.

At half past ten, Marc and I were back in our rooms in the hotel. I went to
bed and at once began to fall asleep.

Suddenly I woke up with a start. A dream? ... A nightmare?... An
obsession?... Those words I thought I heard on board the Dorothy, I fancied I’d
heard them again in my drowsiness, those words which threatened Marc and
Myra Roderich!





<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJobTicket true
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends false
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue true
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 1200
  /ColorImageDepth 8
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /FlateEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages false
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 1200
  /GrayImageDepth 8
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /FlateEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages false
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects true
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (None)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef653ef5728684c9762537088686a5f548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200204e0a73725f979ad854c18cea7684521753706548679c300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020b370c2a4d06cd0d10020d504b9b0d1300020bc0f0020ad50c815ae30c5d0c11c0020ace0d488c9c8b85c0020c778c1c4d560002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken voor kwaliteitsafdrukken op desktopprinters en proofers. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents for quality printing on desktop printers and proofers.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000500044004600206587686353ef901a8fc7684c976262535370673a548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200208fdb884c9ad88d2891cf62535370300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /NoConversion
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /NA
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure true
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles true
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /NA
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


