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李银河序
 虐恋的文化影响与意义

莫索克（Sacher-Masoch）是一位有受虐倾向的奥地利著名作家，像萨德一样，他的真实生活也和他的文学作品紧密地连在一起。他笔下的女主人公个个冷若冰霜：大理石一样的身体，石头一样的女人，冰冷的维纳斯，她们全都像月光下冰冷的雕像。莫索克认为，女人是被制造出来驯服男人的兽性冲动的。他总是被那些比自己强悍、年岁也大过自己的女人所吸引，他屈从于她，当他的兽性冲动表现出来时，她就对他施加肉体上的虐待。后来，他的虐恋幻想进入了一种更加明确而独特的模式，总是有一位身着貂皮衣（很明显，莫索克有对貂皮的恋物癖）的女人，手持作为性感象征的皮鞭，为满足情人的兽性淫欲而鞭打他。虽然他的小说场景略有不同，但总包含类似的鞭打情节。

《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》是莫索克最主要的虐恋作品。这是一位贵族男子自愿成为一位女士的奴隶的故事。他愿意受她的驱使，受她的惩罚，使自己成为她对之握有生杀予夺权力的财产。在他们两人相处的过程中，女方始终比较勉强，最后她移情别恋，残忍地结束了他们之间的关系。莫索克书中的男女主人公的名字萨乌宁（Severin）和旺达（Wanda）已成为男性奴隶和女性主人之间关系的象征，在现代报纸杂志虐恋者的寻偶广告中，这两个名字常常被寻找此类伴侣的人们使用。旺达与萨乌宁之间的协议也成为虐恋活动主奴关系中签订协议的范本。




莫索克的作品之所以成为受虐倾向的经典之作，因为它是所有后来的虐恋文学的范本，后来的虐恋文学中的一切要素它都已具备：捆绑、鞭打、主奴合同、奴隶主人关系及统治屈从关系等。他的虐恋小说的文学价值也是比较高的，这就使它同一般的色情文学作品区别开来，与萨德的作品一起进入了经典的行列。

受虐狂与施虐狂具有截然不同的超我—自我结构。将萨德的小说与莫索克的小说加以比较，就可以看出它们是截然不同的。萨德的小说表现的是犯罪与性；而莫索克的小说表现的则是自我贬低和难以满足的欲望。二者对女性的态度也截然不同：萨德的女性总是被动、受虐的；而莫索克的女性是施虐者。前者总是要摧残女性或同女性性交，贬低女性；后者却总是把女性理想化，使她成为幻想中的人物，同男性奴隶之间几乎是没有性交关系的。前者所看重的是数字，主要是女性受害者的数量；后者所看重的是个人。在萨德所创造的世界中，充满了各种活动，而在莫索克的世界中，重要的不是行动，而是等待，等待意外的温柔与残忍，一种延迟的消费。前者绝不诉诸情感；而莫索克的主人公在接受鞭打时却对性与情满怀期待。

与萨德的文学不同，受虐的文学是色情的但不淫秽。萨德的小说中充满淫秽的描写和直接的行动，没有对身体秘密的探索，只有行动；莫索克的小说却是游戏性的，幻想的味道更重。在后者，施虐者和受虐者有时会交换角色；但对于前者来说，交换角色是绝不可能的：如果一个女人是自愿受苦的，那么她马上就会被施虐者拒之门外，施虐与受虐更不可能是相互自愿的。

著名文学家和哲学家德鲁兹认为，萨德的施虐倾向是真正的残忍；莫索克的受虐倾向却是幻想中的和游戏性的暴力。他对这两位作家的分析也许是贴切的，但是，以这一分析为依据得出施虐倾向与受虐倾向完全不属于同一领域，就不正确了。在现代的虐恋活动中，施虐倾向并不是萨德笔下的真正的暴行，而是同受虐倾向一样，带有幻想和游戏的性质。而且施虐和受虐双方都是自愿的。正因为如此，虐恋才能成为人口中相当大一个比例的人们的性实践和性游戏，而不是少数犯罪分子的暴行。




《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》的出版，其意义可能不仅表现在文学方面，更有可能揭示西方社会生活的深层内涵，对我们了解虐恋性文化在西方文化中的地位和影响不无启发。























英文版序言
 艺术家是人类灵魂的历史记录者

利奥波德·冯·萨克·莫索克，1836年1月27日出生于奥匈帝国加利西亚的伦贝格（今乌克兰境内的利沃夫），在布拉格和格拉茨学完法理学，1857年当上格拉茨大学的一名讲师。他曾经出版过一些历史研究著作，没多久就转而从事文学写作。在德国的莱比锡，他用了很多年时间修订了评论著作《在高处》。因为心中强烈的法国情结，后来他搬到巴黎居住。人生的最后几年，他是在德国黑森地区的林德海姆度过的，直到1895年3月9日去世。1873年，莫索克与奥罗拉·冯·罗梅林结婚，罗梅林曾经用“旺达·冯·杜娜耶”的笔名发表过多篇小说。而在《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》中，莫索克为女主人公起的名字，就是他妻子的笔名。罗梅林1906年出版过一部内容比较震撼的回忆录，引起不少争议。

莫索克一生写下无数著作，有专门描绘短途旅行的，还有专门描绘纯粹的超感觉理论的文章。当然，为了赚钱，他被迫写了很多与主体不相配的结局。

虽然，莫索克的作品中也具有一些非常独特的文学性和心理研究价值的东西，但他的文学抱负仍然没有实现。他试图通过《该隐的遗产》描绘一幅社会生活各方面及其相互关系的全景图，甚至还为此拟定了写作大纲，他可能是从巴尔扎克的《人间喜剧》中得到启发。他将自己的写作计划分为六个部分——
 爱情、财产、金钱、国家、战争和死亡，每个部分都由六本小说组成，最后一本是总论，对前面的小说中提出的问题进行合理的解答。




然而这个宏大的计划并没有完成，莫索克只完成了前面两部分，即爱情和财产。其他的几部分，只留下些支离破碎的片段。现在读者手中捧着的这本《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》是这个计划中关于爱情部分的第五本小说。

莫索克的作品，其最大特色是叙述流畅，刻画人物和描写场景非常细腻，时时充满幽默感，他那些描写家乡加利西亚的短篇小说成为乡土文学的典范作品。

还有一个因素让莫索克的作品具有独特的心理学上的存在价值，那就是受虐癖，他的名字成了性心理学这种特别现象的代名词。不否认他的作品中经常会有令人感到厌恶的病态描写，但是，我们知道，人的天性无所谓好或坏、自私或无私，与动物、植物、矿物一样，人的心理也一样遵循大自然不可抗的规律。

作为一个诗人，莫索克表现异常，他以自己的受虐狂形象广为人知。他总是无条件地服从女性的要求和愿望，乐于做她们的奴隶，被她们羞辱、虐待、折磨（即使被折磨到接近死亡边缘也心甘情愿）。莫索克内心的这种受虐欲望通过各种形式体现出来，他寻求一种绝对的受虐感觉，而这与他的艺术家身份其实是相悖的。有时候，人类内心的冲动出现反常或表现为夸张的形式时，总会让人反思这种现象本身。

如果我们要为莫索克出版的这些另类的作品辩护，首先要记住的一点是，艺术家是人类灵魂的历史记录者。蒙田的随笔《论历史学家的责任》被认为表述明智而宽容，他就这种现象解析说：“一个人有可能隐藏自己的一些秘密活动，但是，对那些世人都知道的事情，那些造成重大影响和后果的事情，如果还保持沉默的话，这将是不能饶恕的罪过。”




残忍的行为和性之间的关系，一次次在文学作品中得到表现，莫索克在这方面，其实并无多少新意，他只是对人性深处的原始冲动作了有意识的坦率的表达，直至达到极致。对于自己作品中描述的暴力攻击行为，他在另一本颇受争议的作品《价值判断》中作过解释。

在浩如烟海的文学作品中找寻那些表达受虐倾向的作品是项很有意思的工作，不过这项工作看来并不轻松，我们仅仅找到一些略有暗示的作品。比如让—雅克·卢梭的《忏悔录》，在书中，受虐主题得到反复表述；普雷沃《曼侬·莱斯戈》主人公的骑士个性也可以从这方面得到比较完美的解释；左拉的《娜娜》、托马斯·奥特威的《威尼斯得免于难》、阿尔伯特·朱埃勒的《渔夫》，以及陀思妥耶夫斯基的作品，都能找到与受虐倾向相关的情节。它以一种藏而不露，不易被发现的形式对这类重在表达情感的作品构成潜在影响，虽然多数情况下，作者和读者并没有察觉作品中的人物的性格带有病态成分。

有人也许希望，在这些或奇怪或混乱的人类精神的源泉里，古代世界的人们都具有平静简单的生活态度。但这不是真实的历史，洛朗·塔亚德在他的《石膏大理石》中有一段非常生动的话，描述了这之间的联系：

“希腊人在光明、甜蜜、和谐的城市生活中，却对所谓的‘爱情中的精神紊乱’加以放纵。也许他们并没有将爱情视为某个神明的牺牲品，但他们至少是把爱情看成某种魔法、巫术，或者是人性的一种狂热的行为，或者是宇宙中的某种邪恶力量。中世纪，基督教统治了人们的灵魂，教义痛责那些对当时的人来说新奇的理论和那些威胁到基督教义的思想，这些思想可能将世界重新带回奴隶时代。”




《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》是莫索克最特别、最具代表性的作品，虽然其中有矫揉造作的地方，或者有另外的缺陷，但它仍然是一部呕心力作，并不是作者为了寻求某种病态刺激或幻想而创作的作品。有的读者可能觉得男主人公的思想比较主观，如果从文学角度评论，这确实是作品上的一个缺陷，但从另一个角度来说，这部小说已经超越了单纯的艺术领域，成为科学、心理学的一份重要文献。本书是一个极致痛苦的无法摆脱悲剧命运的男人的自白，他写下这些文字——
 都是个人经历——
 是为吐露内心的情绪。读者若从这个角度阅读本书，或者暂将道德、偏见等等放置一旁，深入阅读，会对书中男主人公的可怜遭遇有更深层次的理解，读书过程中的某些感动甚至会照亮我们每个人内心都有的阴暗的小角落。

半个世纪以来，莫索克的这部作品在欧洲文学史上占有了一定地位，在1883年举行的莫索克作品周年纪念时，他还被法国政府授予“荣誉军团骑士”称号。当年这部书再版时以成本低廉的价格风行欧洲，各国的卫道士们试图阻止该书在社会上流通，但法庭判决却是出版商胜诉。赫伯特·斯宾塞说：“为阻止人们不受荒唐事件影响，其结果却导致全世界都跟着荒唐起来。”这句话可用以评论本书《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》身上曾经发生的类似情况。

费尔南达·萨维奇（Fernanda Savage）

大西洋城

1921年4月


































“But the Almighty Lord hath struck him, and hath delivered him into the hands of a woman.”

—The Vulgate, Judith, xvi. 7.





“万能的上帝惩罚他，将他交到一个女人的手中。”


——
 拉丁文《圣经》武加大本，犹滴传，十六，7




















穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯



















我对面的伴侣非常迷人。

她坐在文艺复兴时期风格的大壁炉旁，表现得就像是一位完美的“维纳斯”。她内心的一半世界并不随便；而在与其他男人的交往中，则像克莉奥帕特拉小姐一样，用维纳斯这个名字游走人间。在她的世界里，她就是一个真正的爱之女神。

她把壁炉里的火弄旺，使其燃起噼啪作响的火焰，然后便舒服地倚在沙发里。火光衬出她那白生生的脸，更将她的眼睛照得特别白。她不时伸出脚来取暖。

虽然她的眼睛凝滞冰冷，但我仍然觉得她无比美丽。她一直把自己显得僵直的身子缩到裘皮大衣里，像一只可怜的猫蜷缩起来，颤抖着。

“我真不懂，”我说，“现在的天气真的不冷，最近两星期都是春天里舒适温暖的天气，你不应该感觉寒冷。”

“非常感谢你的春天。”她用低沉冷硬像大理石一样的声音说道，紧接着就打了两个喷嚏，“我一点也不想再忍耐下去了，我好像理解了——
 ”

“理解了什么，亲爱的女士？”




“我开始相信那些以前我不相信的，理解那些以前我不理解的。我突然间明白了德国女人的美德和德国人的哲学。现在我不再感到奇怪，你们这些北方男人为什么不懂得如何去爱，甚至不懂什么是爱。”

“但是，夫人，”我生气地叫起来，“我可不是你说得那样！”

“哦，你……”她打出第三个喷嚏，用自己特有的优雅姿势耸耸肩，“这就是为什么我对你这么好，还经常来看你的原因。虽然每次我都得穿着这件裘皮大衣，就算这样仍然会感冒。你还记得咱们第一次见面时的情景吗？”

“我怎么能忘了呢？当时你披着深棕色的卷发，一双棕色的眼睛，红艳艳的嘴唇，我能凭着你那独特的脸型轮廓和大理石般苍白的脸色一眼认出你，你总是穿着那件带松鼠毛边的蓝紫色天鹅绒夹克。”

“你好像很喜欢那件衣服，看起来很念旧。”她说。

我说：“是你教会了我什么是爱，你对爱情的宁静的崇拜让我忘记了两千年时间的流逝。”

“我对你的忠诚是永远没有人可以比拟的。”

“嗯，如果从忠诚来说的话——
 ”

她叫起来：“你太不领情了！”

“我没有要责备你的意思，你是一个神圣的女人，但也仅仅是个女人，你跟其他女人没有不同，在爱情上都是残忍的。”

“你所称的残忍，”这位爱情女神急切地回答道，“只是激情和自然爱的一部分，这是女人的天性。她必须给予自己无论什么都爱的自由，她爱那些能给她带来愉悦的任何事情。”

“难道有什么事情比他爱一个女人而这个女人背叛他更残忍的吗？”

“确实有！”她回答道，“一般来说，我们都只对自己所爱的人忠诚，而你却要求一个女人忠诚于她不爱的人，迫使她陷于悲哀的境地，那么请告诉我谁更残忍——
 男人还是女人？你们这些北方佬总将爱情看得过于严肃，头脑清醒，你们常常谈论责任，但是快乐才是爱情的责任。”




“这就是为什么我们的感情能够如此美好和让人怀念的原因，我们的关系也维持得更长久。”

“但是，纯粹的异教徒永不止息永不满足的渴望，其实是爱，”她打断我的话，“是至高无上的快乐，是神圣本身。而你们这些需要反思自身的现代人，是丝毫不会在意这些的。它会给你们带来灾难。一旦你们希望变得自然一些，就显得格外庸俗。对你们来说，世界是你们的敌人。你们把那些古希腊微笑的神祇看做邪恶的化身，更把我看做是魔鬼。你们只能驱逐我、骂我，或者在我的祭坛前，用饮酒作乐的疯狂方式来杀死自己。你们中的任何人，如果谁有勇气来亲吻我的红唇，他一定会光脚穿着忏罪者之衣去罗马朝圣，并且希望花儿从他的枯木法杖中盛开。在我脚下，玫瑰、紫罗兰、桃金娘每时每刻都在茁壮成长，而你们却不会喜欢它们的香味。你们这些北方佬们，就呆在你们的北方，呆在基督教的薰香里吧；而我们这些异教徒，情愿呆在熔岩下的瓦砾堆里，不要把我们挖出来。庞培城、我们的别墅、我们的浴室、我们的庙宇，都不是为你们这些人建造的。你们不需要这些神灵，我们在你们的世界会冻死的。”

这位美丽而又冷酷的女士咳嗽起来，她拉紧了黑貂皮大衣，使自己的肩膀更暖和些。

“谢谢你给我上了非常经典的一课，”我回答道，“但是你也不能否认，男人和女人就是天生的敌人，不管是在你们那个阳光灿烂的世界里，还是在我们那个浓雾弥漫的世界里。两心合一的爱只能维持瞬间，这一瞬间他们的思想、感情、愿望，都是一致的，而这种一致导致之后的分离。当然，在这点上你比我清楚得多。男女双方，无论哪一个，如果意识到自己没有征服对方，那么他（她）可能会立刻感觉到对方的脚架到了自己的脖子上——
 ”




“男人比女人更容易理解这点，这是规律。”维纳斯用充满了高傲的嘲弄的语气说道，“在这方面，你懂的比我多。”

“当然，这也是为什么我不抱任何幻想的原因。”

“你的意思是，你现在是不抱任何想法的我的奴隶，因为这个原因，你可以毫无怨言地承受我双脚的重量了。”

“女士！”

“难道你还不了解我吗？是，我很残忍——
 既然你喜欢用这个词来形容，我为什么不能如此残忍？男人追求女人，女人被男人追求，这就是女人所能拥有的决定性优势所在。一个女人，如果不知道如何征服男人，将男人变成自己的奴隶、玩偶，不懂得如何带着微笑背叛男人，那么她就不是一个聪明的女人。”

“这是你的原则？”我愤怒地打断了她的话。

“我这个原则是建立在千百年的实践基础上的。”她讽刺地回答，雪白的手指抚弄着黑色的皮毛，“女人投入得越多，男人清醒得越早，而且他们会在女人面前越来越作威作福。与之相反，女人越是虐待玩弄男人，越是冷酷地不公正地对待他们、不同情他们，就越能引起男人的色欲、爱恋和崇拜。从海伦、大利拉，一直到凯瑟琳二世（即叶卡捷琳娜二世）和罗拉·蒙特兹[1]
 时代，都是如此。”

“我不否认，”我说，“没有什么比看到一个女暴君，漂亮、热情、残忍，随心所欲地更换自己的宠爱对象，更令男人感到刺激和兴奋了——
 ”




“最好穿上一件裘皮大衣。”女神叫道。

“你这是什么意思？”

“我知道你的嗜好。”

“你知道？”我快速打断她，“自从我上次遇到你，你就在卖弄风情了。”

“那又怎样？”

“你那裹在黑色毛皮大衣里的雪白的躯体显得更加动人了。而且……”

女神大笑。

“你做梦呢！”她大声叫道，“赶紧醒醒！”她用大理石般雪白冷硬的手抓住我的胳膊，“快醒醒！”她用低沉沙哑的声音重复着。

我艰难地睁开眼睛。

我看到一只手在摇晃我，猛然间，这只手变成了如青铜一样的深棕色，声音也变成我的那个酗酒的哥萨克仆人的声音，足有六英尺高，站在我面前。

“起床了！”这好仆人继续叫我，“真够丢脸的。”

“什么丢脸了？”

“你居然衣着整齐，拿着本书睡过去了。”他把已经烧塌了的蜡烛熄灭，捡起从我手中滑落的书，“这本书——
 ”他看了看封面，“黑格尔。对了，现在到了我们去萨乌宁先生那里喝茶的时候了。”





“一个奇怪的梦。”萨乌宁先生听完我的叙述，沉思地说道，他把胳膊支在膝盖上，用纤细的、筋脉露在外面的手托着脸。

我知道他会一动不动地坐在那里很长时间，似乎连呼吸都没有了似的。这种现象常常发生，但我并不觉得不可思议。我跟他保持密切的友谊差不多有三年了，已经习惯了他这些怪癖。不能否认这些行为的确有点怪，但他的确不是邻居们，或者是科洛梅尔地区的人认为的那样是个危险分子。我觉得他的个性非常有趣（这也是很多人将我都看成疯子的原因），还非常具有同情心。作为加利西亚的一个贵族和庄园主，萨乌宁年纪轻轻，不到三十岁就显得特别清醒、严肃，甚至带着点卖弄学问的味道。他生活在一个精细规划、半哲学半现实的世界里，这个世界的一面是闹钟、温度计、气压计、气体比重计、液体比重计，另一面是希波克拉底、胡费兰、柏拉图、康德、克尼格、切斯特菲尔德勋爵。有时他会出现突然的情绪暴躁和破坏力倾向，他会用头撞墙，一到这个时候，所有人都离他远远的。




当他保持安静的时候，壁炉里的火焰唱起歌来，古老的俄国茶壶也开始唱歌。我坐的那把椅子来回摇晃起来，让我手上的雪茄轻烟袅袅波动，旁边老墙壁里的蟋蟀轻轻吟唱。我用目光巡视着这个摆满东西的房间，从奇怪的仪器、动物的骨架、鸟儿标本到地球仪、石膏像等等，直到我的眼睛扫到了一幅画。这幅画以前我已经看过多次了，但是今天，在壁炉红色火光的映射下，它对我产生了不可思议的影响。

这是一幅幅面非常大的油画，带有比利时学院派的浓烈风格，但是画的主题却非常奇怪。

一个美丽的女人，脸上带着灿烂的笑容，浓密的长发拢在后面扎成一个传统的髻子，头发上的白粉看起来像一层薄薄的霜。她坐在沙发上，穿着一件黑色的裘皮大衣，用左手支撑着身体，右手摆弄着一条皮鞭。她光裸的脚貌似不经意地踏在一个男人身上，这个男人躺在她的脚下，像一个奴隶，更像一条狗。他的神情有一丝忧郁，混合着对这个女人深深的爱和献身的热情。他仰望着她，眼中流露出殉教者一般的狂喜和虔诚。这个男人，这个充当女人踏脚凳的男人，竟然是萨乌宁，不过画像中的他没有胡须，显然比现在年轻十岁。




“穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯！”我惊呼起来，指着这幅画，“这就是为什么她会出现在我梦里的原因了。”

“我也是。”萨乌宁说，“不过，我是睁着眼睛做了这个梦。”

“真的？”

“这只是一个很无聊的故事。”

“很明显，是你的画导致我做了这样一个梦。”我继续说道，“告诉我这意味着什么？我能猜测它在你的生命中扮演了很重要的角色，甚至是具有决定性的角色。但是细节只能由你来给我补充。”

“看看与这幅画相似的一幅画吧。”这个怪人回答，好像不是在回答我，而是在自言自语。

他说的那幅画是德累斯顿画廊提香的《镜中的维纳斯》的一个非常好的摹本。

“这有什么重要意义吗？”

萨乌宁站起来，用手指着提香画中作为爱之女神的维纳斯的裘皮大衣。

“这个，也是‘穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯’。”他轻笑了一下，“我不相信这个威尼斯老人有另外的目的。他只不过是给梅萨利纳的一些贵族们画肖像罢了，他很圆滑地让丘比特拿着镜子，以便维纳斯能够从镜子中检查自己的强大魅力，虽然丘比特对于这个任务看起来感觉很烦难。这幅画被人看做是一幅谄媚的作品。后来，一些洛可可时代的‘权威专家’将画中的女子称做‘维纳斯’，而提香画作中的女子用来裹住身体的裘皮大衣则被看做是女人本质上专制和残忍的象征，虽然提香让她穿上裘皮大衣，更多考虑的是担心其可能被冻感冒，并无出于贞洁的目的。”




“够了，这幅画，就像你现在看到的那样，是对我们爱人的一个辛辣的讽刺。生活在北方冰冷的基督教世界里的维纳斯，不得不裹紧厚大的黑色的裘皮大衣以抵御寒冷，避免感冒——
 ”

萨乌宁大笑起来，点着一支雪茄。

就在这时，门开了，一个妩媚动人、身形丰满、金发碧眼的姑娘走了进来。她有一双聪明友善的眼睛，穿着丝质的黑色大衣，给我们送来冷肉、鸡蛋和茶。萨乌宁拿起一个鸡蛋，用刀子切开。

“难道我没有告诉你，我想要煮得嫩嫩的鸡蛋吗？”萨乌宁大声喊起来，声音透着暴虐的倾向，年轻女人禁不住身体颤抖起来。

“但是，亲爱的塞夫特斯——
 ”她胆怯地说。

“不要叫我塞夫特斯！”他咆哮着，“你必须服从我的命令，服从，你懂吗？”他扯过挂在墙壁钉子上的短柄长鞭，长鞭旁挂着他的兵器。

那个女人害怕得像只兔子般快速地从房间里跑掉了。

“你等着，看我会不会饶了你！”他跟在她背后喊道。

“但是，萨乌宁，”我用手按住他的肩膀，“你怎么能这么对待一个年轻漂亮的女人呢？”

“你看她！”他回答，幽默地眨了眨眼，“如果我过分地纵容她，她可能会在我的脖子上套条绳索。但是现在，当我拿长鞭对待她，她变得崇拜我了。”

“真是胡说八道！”

“这可不是胡说八道，这是你能驯服女人的一种方式。”

“喔，如果你喜欢，你可以像帕夏[2]
 一样，妻妾成群。但是你不要试图说服我——
 ”




“为什么不？”他热切地说道，“歌德有句名言：‘你要么是铁锤，要么做被铁锤敲打的砧板。’这句话非常适用于描述男女关系。出现在你梦中的女神维纳斯不也承认这一点吗？女人的权力来自于男人对她的感情，不管男人是否理解，女人都懂得如何运用它。男人只有一个选择：要么成为女人的君王，要么成为女人的奴隶。一旦他放弃这个权力，他的脖子就会被套上绳索，他将很快尝到被鞭打的滋味。”

“奇怪的格言！”

“不是什么格言，只是经验之谈。”他回答，点着头，“我曾经被鞭打过，现在已经痊愈了，你想知道吗？”

他起身从大桌子的抽屉中取出一本手稿，放到我面前。

“你曾经问起过那幅画，我一直欠你一个解释。就是这个——
 看看吧！”

萨乌宁挨着壁炉坐下来，背对着我，眼睛睁着，但好像沉到梦境中一样。房间再次安静下来，壁炉里的火苗、俄罗斯大茶壶、老墙上的蟋蟀，全都重新唱起歌来。我打开手稿，开始阅读：

一个超感觉论的男人的忏悔

手稿的扉页题词来自《浮士德》里的著名诗句，略有修改：





你这个超感觉论的耽于酒色的悲哀之人，

女人牵着你的鼻子走！


——
 墨菲斯托





我翻过扉页，往下读起来：“以下文字选编自我那段岁月的日记。人的过去很难用精确的语言来描述，但也因此，每件事都带有它鲜艳的色彩，也就是展现在你面前的色彩。”








果戈理，人称俄罗斯的莫里哀，说——
 在哪里说过？哦，在某个地方说过——
 “真正的缪斯女神是一个躲在微笑的面具下哭泣的女人。”

非常精彩的话。

因此，当我写下这些想法的时候，我有一种奇怪的感觉，空气里似乎充满花朵的香气，淹没了我，让我感到头痛。壁炉里的轻烟盘旋卷曲，逐渐凝缩成一个个灰白胡须的小妖精形象，嘲讽地用手指着我，脸蛋胖乎乎的丘比特骑在我的椅子扶手和我的膝盖上。当我写下我的经历时，我不由得笑起来，直至大笑出声。我不是用普通的墨水书写，而是用我心里流出的鲜红的热血来写。所有已经愈合的伤口被重新撕开，我的心阵阵抽痛，眼泪不时掉到稿纸上。

在喀尔巴阡山的一个很小的健康中心里，日子过得很缓慢。你看不到其他人，也没有人能看到你。我待在这里，日常生活很无聊，都可以去写田园诗了，或者为一整座画廊画满油画；为一个剧院写完一个演出季的歌剧；为一打艺术家演奏协奏曲、三重奏、二重奏等等。但是——
 我想说的是——
 结果不外乎是，我所做的就是摊开画布，摆弄琴弓，整理乐谱。因为我是——
 毫不谦虚地说，这就是我的生活写照。你可以欺骗别人，但你欺骗不了自己。对于这些艺术，我只不过是一知半解，绘画、诗歌、音乐，还有其他那些不容易带来利益的艺术形式，我只是了解点皮毛而已。但是现在，有许多从事艺术的人所拥有的收入足可以和一个内阁大臣或副总统相提并论，而我一辈子都不过是个业余爱好者。

直到现在，我还生活在由我自己的画和诗所建造的世界里。我从来没有跨出人生的什么预定计划、人生的第一幕，或者是第一个篇章。世界上有那么些人，总计划着要开始做什么事情，但永远也没有完成。而我就是这样的人。




不过，我都瞎扯了些什么？

还是回到正题上来吧。

我倚着窗户，外面那个讨厌的让我无比沮丧的小镇，看起来真的像充满无限诗意。这景色是多么美好！蓝色的天空下，高高的山峰被金色的阳光包围，穿过山谷的河流如玉带一般。天空蔚蓝纯净，雪峰直插云霄，植被覆盖的山坡又绿又鲜艳，羊儿在山坡上吃草，坡下是金黄的麦浪，农夫正站在田里收割庄稼，他们不时地弯下腰，又直起身来。

我所住的房子，位于一处被称做公园、森林或荒原的地方，不管怎么称呼，总之非常荒凉偏僻。

这里的居民除了我，还有一个来自利沃夫的寡妇，以及房东塔尔塔科夫斯卡太太，她每天看起来越来越老、越来越小。还有一只跛了脚的老狗和一只爱玩纱线团的小猫，我相信，这纱线团是那个寡妇的。

这个寡妇长得很漂亮，也很年轻，最多不超过24岁，而且非常富有。她住在二楼，我住在一楼。她的房间一直挂着绿色的窗帘，阳台上爬满绿色的葡萄藤。我有一个非常舒服的露台，露台上长满了金银花，日常我就在这里读书、写作、绘画，或者像树上的鸟儿一样唱歌。我抬头就能看到二楼的阳台，事实上我经常这么做，有时能看到一件白色睡袍在密密的葡萄藤缝隙中隐约闪现。

不过，说真的，那时漂亮女人并不能吸引我，因为我已经爱上了别人。但是，和那个女人的恋爱，让我感到很不快乐，甚至比《曼侬·莱斯戈》[3]
 中的托根伯格骑士或爵士更不快乐，因为我的恋爱对象是由石头做成的。




在荒野上的小花园里，有一片草地，两只鹿安静地吃着草。草地上还有一尊维纳斯的石像，我认为这雕像来自佛罗伦萨。她是我这辈子所见过的女人中最漂亮的一个。

自然，这没什么可说的，因为我很少见到美丽的女人，非常之少。在爱情方面也是如此，我就是一个从来没想过要越出准备计划第一步或第一幕的新手。

但是，为什么有人会高度概括，认为没有什么比美丽更能吸引人了？

人们足可以说，这尊维纳斯是美丽的。我爱她，带着一种病态的激情狂热地爱她，就像男人爱他们的女人一样。而我爱的这个女人不会对我们的爱情有任何回应，她永远保持着沉静的、石头般的微笑。但我还是不能抑制地爱着她。

当太阳的光线漫过树林中时，我常常躺在小白桦树的树荫里读书。夜晚来临，我便跑去看望我那个冷淡残酷的美人。我跪在她面前，将我的脸埋在她脚下冷冰冰的基座上，向她虔诚祈祷。

月亮升起来了，月色柔和，具有无法形容的美感。月光似乎盘旋在树梢上，整个草地都浸润在银色的光线里。女神沐浴着这柔和的月光，好像也变得更加美丽了。




有一次，当我从“情人”处返回，走在通往我住的房子的小路上，突然看到一个女人的身影，在月光的照射下，像石头一样雪白，和我隔着几棵树的距离。这个如大理石般冷硬的漂亮女人似乎非常同情我似的，活了过来，跟在我背后。我心里感到莫名的恐惧，心脏跳得好像要迸裂一样。与之相反——




啊，我就是一个胆小鬼。像通常那样，在我需要跨出关键性的第二步的时候，我就停了下来。不，完全相反，我没有停步，而是飞也似的跑掉了。





很凑巧，通过一个经营图片生意的犹太人，我设法得到了一幅我的情人的画像，就是提香的《镜中的维纳斯》复制品。这是一个什么样的女子啊！我希望为她写一首诗，但是，当我拿起这幅画的时候，我写下的是——
 “穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯”。

你是那么冷若冰霜，但却点燃了我的热情。你尽可以裹上那象征专制的裘皮大衣，再没有什么人比你更适合它了，我的美丽而又残酷的爱之女神。——
 过了一会儿，我又加上了一些歌德的诗句，是我从歌德的《浮士德》增订本中读到的：

致丘比特

爱神的翅膀，是一个谎言，

爱神的箭，不过是魔爪，

他的利角，藏在花冠下面，

毫无疑问，他

像所有古希腊诸神一样，

是一个伪装的恶魔。








然后我把画放在我面前的桌子上，用一本书支着它，细细端详。

我心里感到狂喜，同时又觉得莫名害怕。一方面害怕这个高贵的女人，她身上有种魅力，那种冷艳和风情，无时无刻不从紫黑色的貂皮大衣里散发出来；一方面又害怕她那张冰冷的大理石般的脸上表现出来的严肃和强硬。我重新拿起笔，写下了这段话：

“爱与被爱，这是多么幸福的事！然而，当你崇拜着一个把你玩弄于股掌之中的女人；当你成为一个美丽的女暴君的奴隶，她可以无情地把你踩在脚下，那时，你的快乐就变得黯淡无光了。大力士参孙爱上大利拉，即使大利拉一次次背叛了他，使非利士人抓住他，挖出了他的眼珠子，但是直到最后，参孙都沉醉于这份愤怒和爱情之中，眼睛依然没有离开这个美丽的背叛者。”

我在充满甜香的金银花的露台上吃早餐，一边读着《犹滴传》。我很羡慕英雄何乐弗尼，因为他被这位具有帝王风范的女人犹滴用一把剑砍下了头，他的死带着血淋淋的美感。

“万能的上帝惩罚他，将他交到一个女人的手中。”

这句话奇怪地给我留下了深刻的印象。

我觉得这些犹太人很不解风情。当他们的上帝说起女性时，应该能寻找到更合适的词汇来形容。

“万能的上帝惩罚他，将他交到一个女人的手中。”我重复着这句话。我该怎么办，才能让万能的上帝把我也交到女人的手中呢？

我的老天，房东太太居然过来了。才过了一夜，她看起来更小了。在绿色的葡萄藤中，那件白睡衣又出现了。是维纳斯，还是那个寡妇？

这次出现的是那个寡妇，她向塔尔塔科夫斯卡太太问好，然后又问我借书来读。我跑回房间，抱了一堆书出来。




后来我记起，我那张维纳斯的画像也夹在书中。但是来不及了，她肯定已经看到了那张画像和我题在上面的充满激情的题记了。她会说什么呢？

我听到她在笑。

她在笑我吗？

今晚是满月，月光隐约映照在花园旁边的低矮的铁杉上。银色的薄雾弥漫在阳台、树林和眼睛所能及的景物上，远方的轻雾像泛着涟漪的水纹一样逐渐飘散开来，逐渐消失不见。

我再也坐不住了，感觉冥冥中有一种奇怪的力量在呼唤我。我再次穿上衣服，走进花园。

这个神秘的力量将我引向草地，引向她，我的女神，我的爱人。

夜沉沉的，有些冷，我轻轻打了个冷战。空气中弥散着花草和树木的香气，让人迷醉。

景象庄严！四周有音乐响起，夜莺在哭泣，星星在微蓝的天幕中闪着光。草地光滑，像一面镜子，又像结满冰的池塘。

维纳斯的雕像肃然而立，在月光下显得非常明亮。

但是，发生了什么？一件黑色的裘皮大衣从女神的肩膀上滑到脚面上。我呆呆地站在那里，愕然地盯着她，一种不可名状的恐惧袭上心头，我逃走了。

我加快了脚步，突然注意到我没走主道。正当我准备绕进旁边一条绿色小道的时候，我看到了维纳斯。她坐在前面的一条石凳上，不是石头雕成的漂亮美人，而是有热血和脉搏的活生生的爱之女神。她缓缓走向我，就像那尊雕像开始呼吸一样。实际上，这个奇迹只完成了一半，她白色的头发仍然像石头，她白色的袍子像月光般闪着光，也许是缎子做成的？黑色的裘皮大衣从她的肩膀上垂下来。她的嘴唇红艳艳的，她的脸颊看起来也有了血色。她的眼睛射出绿色的如恶魔般的光焰。现在她大笑起来。




她的笑声非常神秘，非常——
 我不知道如何去形容。这笑声让我的呼吸都停滞了。我更加急速地向前跑，每跑几步，我就得停下来喘几口气。那嘲弄的笑声一直跟着我穿过昏暗的林荫路，穿过明亮的空地，一直跟进只有月光能钻进的灌木丛里。我迷路了，东游西荡，不时有冷汗从我的额头上流下来。

最后，我站住了，念叨了一段简短的独白。

她走了——
 一个或许迷人或许粗俗的人走了。

我骂自己：

“蠢驴！”

这个词对我起了显著的影响，像具有魔力一样，让我释放自己，重新主宰自己。

现在我完全沉静下来。

我带着兴奋的心情重复道：“蠢驴！”

眼前的一切变得完全清晰和明朗起来，这儿有温泉，那里有黄杨夹道的小路，房子在那边，我朝房子慢慢踱过去。

然而——
 突然间，她又出现了。月光照在绿树上面，仿佛给它们绣上了银边。透过树隙的微光，我又看到了那个白色的身影，这个让我崇拜、害怕、渴望逃离的大理石般的女人又出现了。

我三两下就跳到了屋子里，喘息着，不由反思起来。

难道我真的就是一个业余爱好者或者是个大蠢驴？





这是一个闷热的早晨，空气仿佛凝固了，一股浓重的气味充斥在空气中，令人感到刺激和兴奋。我又坐在充满甜香的露台上，阅读《奥德赛》，欣赏美丽的女巫把她的仰慕者变成禽兽。这是一幅多么美好的远古时代的爱情图画啊！




从外面的树枝上传来叶子沙沙的轻响，我翻书页时也发出沙沙的轻响。露台也是如此。

一个女人的长袍——




她来了——
 维纳斯——
 但是没有穿裘皮大衣——
 哦，不，这一次是那个寡妇——
 但——
 噢，她也是一个维纳斯。多么具有风情的一个女人！

她穿着特别轻巧的白色的晨衣，一双眼睛望着我，身材看起来纤秾合度，充满诗意和优雅。她的个子不高也不矮，脸型很诱人，感觉像某个年代的法国侯爵夫人，有一种热辣的超越庸常的美。她那并不显小的红唇，看起来柔软迷人。她的皮肤极其细嫩，透过薄布料，甚至能看到胳膊和胸部下青色的筋脉。她有一头浓密的红发，是红色的，不是金色，也不是黄色，披散在她的脖根部，充满某种说不出的魔力。她的眼神，像一支绿色的发着光的箭，与我的眼睛相接——
 是的，她的眼睛是绿色的，有种无法言表的魅力，像贵重的绿宝石，像深不可测的高山湖泊。

她注意到了我的困惑，一时间让我无所适从，因为我仍然保持坐姿，头上还戴着帽子。

她顽皮地笑了。

最后，我站起来，向她鞠躬。她走过来，离我更近了，突然爆出一阵孩童般的大笑。我像个半吊子或大傻瓜一样，在这个时刻，又一次结结巴巴起来。

就这样，我们相识了。

女神问了我的名字，也告诉了我她的名字。




她叫旺达·冯·杜娜耶。

事实上，她就是我的维纳斯。

“但是，女士，你是怎么发现的？”

“夹在你书中的一幅画——
 ”

“哦，我把这事忘记了。”

“图画背面的题词非常奇特。”

“哪里奇特？”

她望着我。

“有时候，我一直希望了解一个真正的梦想家——
 也许是为了体会某种不同的人生经验——
 而你似乎就是那个最疯狂的。”

“亲爱的女士，实际上——
 ”真令人讨厌，我又一次变成了一头结巴的蠢驴，而且还脸红了，十六岁的年轻人脸红不会让人觉得不合适，而不是我这样老了十岁的——




“昨天晚上，你害怕见到我？”

“事实上——
 当然——
 你不坐下吗？”

她坐下了，享受着我的尴尬表情——
 其实，在现在这个大白天里，我反而比昨天晚上更怕她了。一丝微妙的嘲笑的表情显现在她微微抽动的上嘴唇边。

“你视爱，特别是女人，为一种不怀好意的东西，”她开始发表自己的看法，“一种你需要竭力去抵抗的东西，即使这番抵抗不成功。你觉得他们那强大的力量给你一种愉快的折磨或是一种残酷的刺激。我认为这是相当现代的一个观点。”

“你不同意吗？”

“不。”她决然地说，摇了摇头，带动卷发飞起，像扬起红色的火焰。

“在我的人生中努力想要实现的想法是，类似于古希腊人的那种宁静的感性——
 没有痛苦的愉悦。我不相信基督徒们、现代人、精神骑士们所鼓吹的那种爱。是的，看我，我就是一个比异端更异端的异教徒。








‘当爱神在艾达山的树林里爱上英雄阿喀琉斯的时候，你觉得她经过长时间的考虑了吗？’





“这些来自歌德《罗马哀歌》中的诗句总是会感动我。

“在这个世界上，只有英雄时代才存在爱。‘当男神与女神相爱’，那时，‘仰慕来自匆忙一瞥，快乐由仰慕而来’。所有其他的都是虚假的、做作的、不诚实的。基督教的可怕象征，十字架，总是让我感到恐怖。基督徒们总喜欢把一些不和谐的、充满敌意的东西带到世界和无知的人们之间。

“精神与感官的战争，是现代人的福音书。我一点也不想碰它。”

“是的，女士，奥林匹斯山可能是适合您的地方。”我回答，“但是，我们这些现代人，不再支持这种古老的宁静，至少在爱情上不能。只要一想到要和别人分享一个女人——
 即使是阿斯帕西娅[4]
 ，也会引起我们的反感。我们像我们的神一样善于嫉妒，例如，我们已经把芙丽涅[5]
 的名字变成一个用来辱骂的词汇了。

“我们宁愿喜欢一个荷尔拜因式的处女，即使她脸色苍白，长相平平，因为她是完整属于我们的；而古代的维纳斯，不管她是多么美丽，她总是朝秦暮楚，今天爱阿喀琉斯，明天爱帕里斯，后天爱阿多尼斯[6]
 。如果自然天性战胜了我们，让我们把所有的赞美和情感都献给这样的女人，那么她生命中的宁静的快乐对我们来说就是邪恶和残忍，我们会把这种快乐看做是我们必须为此而赎的罪。”




“所以，你也是那些迷恋现代女人中的一个罢了，那些可怜的、狂热的女人体察不出什么是真正的男人，她们只懂得茫无头绪地寻找完美的梦中情人。这些男人每日在这样的泪和笑中，早已玷污了自己的基督教责任。他们欺骗着别人也被别人欺骗，他们一直在寻觅、选择和舍弃，他们从不感到快乐，也从不给别人带来幸福。他们指责命运不公，然而他们却平静地承认他们希望像海伦和阿斯帕西亚那样去爱和生活。大自然在男女关系上并不存在永恒。”

“但是，亲爱的女士——
 ”


“请听我讲完。男人的自我主义，让他希望把女人当做珍宝一样保存起来。然而，所有试图在这个变动不拘的人类世界，想让爱情这种最容易变化的东西永恒存在而做出的努力，都以失败告终，不管是宗教仪式、誓言还是法律。你能否认我们的基督教世界已经腐化下去了吗？”




“但是——
 ”

“但是，你要说的是，那些反抗社会制度的人会被流放、被烙刑、被石击。是的，我准备冒一下险，我的原则非常异端化，我想过我自己想过的生活。我不会在意你们那些虚伪的关心，我就是要去做，我宁愿活得快乐。发明基督教婚姻仪式的人很好，他同时发明了不朽这个东西。而我，不想永生。我，旺达·冯·杜娜耶，在咽下生命中最后一口气的时候，如果担心自己纯净的灵魂是否能够加入天使唱诗班，担心我的遗骸是否能够重生变成新的事物，这有意义吗？难道我应该专属于一个我不爱的男人吗？仅仅因为我曾经爱过他？不，我不会放弃，我爱那些使我感到愉悦的任何人，我也喜欢将快乐带给每一个爱我的人，这种想法很丑陋吗？不，这远比让我残忍地折磨一个为我憔悴的可怜男人，享受这种折磨的快乐要好得多。我年轻、富有、美丽，我会生活得快乐而满足。”




她说话时，眼里透着顽皮的神情。我抓住她的手，然而事实上我真的不知道该做什么，我就是个真正的傻瓜，最后我竟放开了。

“你这番坦白，”我说，“打动了我，不单单是这些——
 ”

我那令人讨厌的怯懦再一次统治了我，就像我的脖子被套上了一条绳子一样。

“你的意思是——
 ”

“我是说——
 我是——
 对不起——
 刚才我打断了你的话。”

“怎样？”

长时间的静默。无疑，她陷入自己的内心独白中，用我的词来形容，就是——
 “蠢驴”。

“我能否问一下，”我开口了，“你是怎么得出这些结论的呢？”

“很简单，我父亲是个有智慧的人，从小，我就置身于古代艺术的氛围之中。10岁时，我读过《吉尔·布拉斯》，12岁，我读过《圣女贞德》。当其他孩子把《小矮子》、《蓝胡子》、《灰姑娘》作为童年朋友时，我的朋友是维纳斯和阿波罗、赫剌克勒斯和拉奥孔。我丈夫是个个性开朗安详的人，即使在我们婚后不久他得了不治之症，我也没见他皱过眉头。去世的那天晚上，他把我紧紧地抱在怀里。生前有好几个月他只能坐在轮椅上，那段时间他经常跟我开玩笑说：‘嗯，你有仰慕者吗？’我羞怯地红了脸。‘不要骗我，’他加上这一句话，‘欺骗让我感觉非常丑陋。找一个或几个有魅力的男人来爱你吧，你是个好女人，但还是个半大孩子，你还需要玩具。’




“我想我几乎不必告诉你，在他活着的时候，我根本没有其他情人。但也正因为他，我才变成了现在这样，一个古希腊风格的女人。”

“一个女神。”我插了一句。

“哪一个？”她笑了笑。

“维纳斯。”

她皱着眉，摆了摆手：“也许，真的有一个‘穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯’。你要当心啊，我有一件非常大非常大的裘皮大衣，可以把你整个人包住。我有把你网到我的网中的想法。”

“你相信吗？”我迅速说，因为我脑中闪过一个看似极好的念头，尽管实际上是很老套和陈腐的，“你相信你的理论可以在当下实行吗？维纳斯被允许在铁路系统和电报系统里自由游荡而不受惩罚，展示其不受遮蔽的美和宁静吗？”

“不受遮蔽，当然不，至少要穿着裘皮大衣，”她哂笑着回答，“你希望我这样做吗？”

“然后——
 ”

“然后什么？”

“如果她们能够拥有每天为她们干无聊琐碎费力气的活的奴隶，是可以像古希腊人那样享有美丽、自由、宁静、幸福的人生的。”

“当然，”她戏谑地说，“一个奥林匹斯山的神祇，比如我，就需要一整队的奴隶。你得小心啊！”

“为什么？”




我被她那些强硬的话吓到了，脱口而出“为什么”，她好像一点也不感到吃惊。

她翘起嘴唇，露出细小洁白的牙齿，语气漫不经心，似乎现在讨论的都是无关紧要的小事似的：“你想做我的奴隶吗？”

“爱情中没有公平可言，”我严肃地回答，“如果我必须在两个选择中选一个的话，要么统治对方，要么被对方统治，那么似乎做一个漂亮女人的奴隶看起来更让我感到满意。但是，我到哪里去找一个懂得如何控制男人，冷静、充满自信、处事严格，而不是通过对小事喋喋不休来获得威信的女人呢？”

“喔，这个不难办。”

“你是想——
 ”

“比如——
 我，”她大笑，背向后靠，“我有专制的天资——
 还有必需的裘皮大衣——
 但是昨晚你好像被我吓到了。”

“确实很严重。”

“现在呢？”

“现在，我比以前任何时候都更怕你。”





我和——
 维纳斯，现在每天都在一起，一天中大部分时间都在一起。我们在我那散发甜香的露台吃早餐，在她那小小的起居室里喝下午茶。我也有机会在她面前展示我很小很小的才华，要不我学习各种科学知识和艺术，又不能为一个漂亮娇小的女人服务，那有什么用呢？

但是这个女人其实一点也不小，事实上她给我留下了深刻的烙印。今天，我给她画了一幅画，特别明显地感觉到她的时尚穿着与她那像浮雕的头脸很不相衬，她的脸型不太像罗马人，倒很像希腊人。




有时我把她画成普绪克[7]
 ，然后又重新把她画成阿施塔特[8]
 ，这取决于她眼睛中表达的东西，有时她的眼睛带着迷茫的梦幻般的色彩，有时又显出半狂热的、疲倦的渴求神情。不过，她坚决要求只画一幅画。

我应该给她画上裘皮大衣。

我怎么能有怀疑呢？如果不是她，还有谁能适合这高贵的裘皮大衣呢？





昨天晚上我跟她在一起，我给她朗诵《罗马哀歌》。然后我把书放到一边，临时发挥了一下，她看起来很高兴，事实上她被我折服了，她的胸脯起伏不止。

或者我做错了什么？

雨点忧郁地轻敲玻璃窗，火焰在壁炉里发出噼啪的轻响，给冬天带来一丝暖意。和她在一起，让我有了家的感觉。这一刻，我对这个美丽女人的恐惧消失了。我吻她的手，她默许了。

然后，我坐在她的脚边，给她朗诵我写给她的一首短诗。

穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯




请把你的脚踏在奴隶的背上，

噢，你，一半是地狱恶魔，一半是梦幻天使，

在这片黑色的庄严的阴影中，

唯有你的身体散发光芒。





类似于此。这一次，我的诗终于不止第一段了。那晚在她的要求下，我给了她整首诗，自己没有留底。当我现在写日记的时候，只能回忆起这第一段了。

我被一段奇怪的感情困住了。我不认为我爱上了旺达，我确信，在我们第一次见面的时候，我没有那种类似触电一样的感觉。但是，她那超凡脱俗的、圣洁的美逐渐把我拉入这个魔幻陷阱。这不是精神上的什么情感支持，而是一种生理上的臣服，来得缓慢而彻底。

我一天天地越陷越深，而她——
 她只是微笑。





今天，没有原由地，她突然对我说：“你引起了我的兴趣。大多数男人都是普通的，在艺术上没有什么热忱和诗意，而你，在这方面具有一定的深度、保持热情的能力和认真劲，这些打动了我，有可能我会学着爱上你。”

下了一场短暂而强烈的阵雨之后，我们一起走到外面的草地上，走到那尊维纳斯雕像前。周围都是泥泞，湿气像熏香一样盘旋着向上飘去。一弯残缺的彩虹挂在天边，树枝上还在不时滴下雨滴，但小麻雀和燕雀已经卖力地在枝头跳来跳去。它们欢快地叽叽喳喳叫着，似乎正为什么事而高兴。雨后，到处充满清新的气息。我们无法穿过草地，因为它还积满雨水，在阳光照射下，好似一个小池塘。从对面看去，爱神的雕像看起来像从一个反射着波光的镜面上升起似的，她的头部有一群小飞虫在跳舞，闪着光，像给她的头部镶了一圈光环。




旺达沉浸在美景之中。因为沿路的长椅还是湿的，她就把头靠在我的肩膀上休息了一会儿。她显得略有一丝疲惫，眼睛半闭着，我的脸颊能感觉到她的呼吸。

不知道怎么，我鼓起勇气，抓住她的手，问道：

“你能爱我吗？”

“为什么不？”她回答，宁静清澈的眼睛看向我，不过时间不长。

过了一会儿，我跪在她面前，将脸埋在她带着淡淡香气的细布长外衣上。

“但是，萨乌宁——
 这是不对的。”她喊。

我抓起她小巧的脚，把我的唇印了上去。

“你越来越放肆了。”她叫着，挣脱开我的束缚，快速地逃回她的屋子里，只在我的手上留下一只可爱的拖鞋。

这是一个预兆吗？





一整天我都不敢靠近她。到了晚上，当我坐在露台上，她突然从楼上阳台的绿叶丛中探出头来，红发欢快地飘舞着：“你为什么还不上来？”她不耐烦地嚷着。

我立刻跑上楼，到了楼上，忽然没有了勇气。我轻轻敲门，她没有说请进，但是打开了门，靠门而立。

“我的拖鞋呢？”

“它在——
 我有——
 我想——
 ”我结巴起来。

“赶紧去把我的拖鞋拿来，然后我们一起喝茶聊天。”

当我返回的时候，她正在泡茶。我把她的拖鞋规整地放在桌子上，然后像个孩子似的站在一角等待挨罚。




我注意到她的眉头轻微地皱了一下，嘴角显出冷硬和支配一切的气势，这副表情迷住了我。

突然她大笑起来。

“于是——
 你真的爱——
 我？”

“是的，我所受的痛苦是你无法想象的。”

“你受的痛苦？”她复又大笑起来。

她的话让我非常反感，觉得自己受到污辱，精神差点崩溃，但是所有这些都没有用。

“为什么？”她继续问，“我全身心地喜欢你。”

她把手递给我，用友爱的态度看着我。

“你愿意做我的妻子吗？”

旺达看着我——
 该怎么形容她看我的眼神呢？我想首先是惊讶，然后带着一丝嘲弄。

“是什么给了你这么大的勇气？”

“勇气？”

“是的，勇气，向别人求婚的勇气，特别是向我求婚。”她提起拖鞋，“是通过和这只拖鞋建立的友谊吗？——
 哦，开个玩笑。你真的想娶我吗？”

“是的。”

“哦，萨乌宁，这是一个严肃的问题。我相信，你爱我，我也很关心你，更重要的是我们能找到彼此感兴趣的其他东西，我们不会这么快就厌弃对方。但是你知道，我是一个喜怒无常的人，这就是为什么我对婚姻特别郑重的原因。如果我承担了某种责任，我希望能够遵守它。但是我担心——
 不——
 这将会伤害你。”

“请对我完全坦白吧。”我回答。




“哦，坦率地说，我不相信我能爱一个男人多于——
 ”她优雅地将头微微侧向一边，斟酌着。

“一年。”

“你这么设想——
 也许一个月。”

“即使是我，也只有一个月吗？”

“噢，你——
 也许两个月吧。”

“两个月！”我惊叫。

“两个月已经很长了。”

“女士，你不是在古代啊。”

“你看，你不能接受这个事实。”

旺达走过房间，斜靠着壁炉，把一只胳膊架在壁炉台上，望着我。

“我该拿你怎么办呢？”她重新审视我。

“你愿意怎么做就怎么做吧！”我顺从地回答，“只要你高兴就行。”

“这话多么前后矛盾啊！”她叫道，“一开始，你希望我做你的妻子，现在你又愿意做我的玩具了。”

“旺达——
 我爱你。”

“现在，我们又退回原点了。你爱我，希望我做你的妻子，但是我不希望投入一个新的婚姻，因为我怀疑咱们两人关系的持久性。”

“可是我想跟你一起冒一次险，如何？”我回答。

“但是，这取决于我是否愿意跟你一起冒险。”她平静地说，“我能很容易地设想自己的一生从属于一个男人，他将是一个完美的人，可以控制我，用他的魅力来征服我，你明白吗？而任何男人——
 我非常清楚这一点——
 一旦他们陷入爱情，就会变得软弱、柔顺和可笑。他将自己放到女人的手中，跪倒在她面前。我唯一能够爱上的男人，是令我跪倒在他面前的男人。我很喜欢你，所以我愿意试着与你在一起。”




我跪倒在她面前。

“我的上帝，现在你就开始跪拜了，”她笑话我，“你起了一个好头。”当我重新站起来时，她说，“我会给你一年的时间来征服我，以便让我相信，我们彼此是合适的。那样我们或许会永远生活在一起。如果你能成功，我便做你的妻子，萨乌宁，一个尽职尽责的妻子。在这一年里，我们可以像夫妻一样生活在一起——
 ”

热血涌到我的脸上。

她的眼睛里也有微光一闪。

“我们会住在一起，”她继续说，“分享彼此的生活，这样就能发现咱们俩是否真的适合对方。我准许你行使所有做一个丈夫、爱人和朋友的权利，你满意吗？”

“我猜，我必须要做到。”

“你不用勉强。”

“嗯，我希望——
 ”

“很好，这才是一个男人应该说的话。牵着我的手。”





接下来的十天，除了晚上，我都和她在一起。任何时候我都可以直视着她的眼睛，握着她的手，听她说话，陪她去她想去的地方。

我的爱对我来说就像深不见底的深渊，让我陷得越来越深。现在已经没有什么能把我从深渊里拯救出来了。

这天下午，我们坐在维纳斯塑像前的草地上休息。我摘了些花，然后将它们投到她的衣兜里。她用这些花编了个花环，戴在维纳斯的头上。

突然，旺达奇怪地看了我一眼，我有些迷乱，瞬间激情像大火一样漫过我的头脑，使我无法控制自己的理智。我伸出双手拥抱住她，吻上她的唇，而她——
 她将我拉到她起伏的胸前。




“你生气了？”我问她。

“我从来不为这些自然举动生气——
 ”她回答，“但是——
 我——
 担心你受到伤害。”

“噢，我正在遭受可怕的痛苦。”

“可怜的人！”她理了理我前额上凌乱的头发，“我希望这不是因为我的错。”

“是的——
 ”我回答，“我对你的爱已经变成一种疯狂的行为。一想到我可能会失去你，事实上也许我真的会失去你，这种想法日日夜夜地折磨着我。”

“但是你还没有真正拥有我。”旺达说，再次用她那强烈兴奋的表情注视着我，就是这个表情让我陷落进去。然后她站起来，用白得略带透明的小手，把蓝色的银莲花戴在维纳斯缠绕着卷发的白色头颅上。我伸出双手抱住了她的身体，这个举动不由自主，一半违背了我的意志。

“我再也不能过没有你的日子了，噢，你这个美好的女人！”我说，“相信我，就相信我这一次，这次我不是讨好你，也不是说梦话。在我灵魂深处，我坚信我的生命与你不可分离。如果你要离开我，我会崩溃，我会死。”

“真的不需要，因为我爱你啊，”她捧起我的下巴，“真是个傻瓜！”

“但是你只在特定的条件下才属于我，而我是无条件地属于你的——
 ”

“这不明智，萨乌宁，”她有些吃惊，“你不了解我吗？难道你不愿意完全了解我吗？当别人对我有礼有节，我也会表现得很好；但如果一个人舍弃自我，完全从属于我，我会变得傲慢自大——
 ”

“那就这样做吧，傲慢自大、专制蛮横，”我的声音里充满兴奋，“只对我，永远只对我这样做。”我伏在她脚边，抱住她的膝盖。




“事情会朝坏的结局发展的，我的朋友。”她冷静地说，没有激动。

“不会走到终点，”我兴奋地大嚷，几近疯狂，“唯有死亡能分开我们。如果你不能属于我，不能全部、永远属于我，那么——
 我愿意做你的奴隶，服侍你，忍受你的任何事情，只要你不赶我走。”

“你冷静一下，”她说，弯腰亲着我的前额，“我真的非常喜欢你，但是你的方法不是能征服和拥有我的方法。”

“我愿意为你做任何事，绝对是任何你希望我做的事，只要不失去你。”我喊道，“不要离开我，我承受不起。”

“站起来！”

我顺从地站了起来。

“你真是一个奇怪的人，”旺达说，“你希望不惜任何代价得到我？”

“是的，不惜任何代价。”

“那么，比如这种代价何如？——
 ”她沉思着回答，一丝暗藏的奇怪的表情闪现在她的眼角，“假如我不再爱你了，假如我属于别人了呢？”

刹那间我全身漫过一阵战栗，我凝视着她，她稳稳地、自信地站在我面前，眼睛闪过一道冷光。

“你看，这个想法吓到你了吧。”她继续说，脸上露出一个美丽的微笑。

“当我想到，被我所爱，同时也回应了我的爱的女人，不顾我的感受，投入别人的怀抱，我便感到极度憎恶。但是我还有其他选择吗？假如我爱上这样的一个女人，爱到疯狂，难道我愿意仅为了自己那一点矜夸的长处而背叛她，从而失去一切吗？难道我会送自己一颗穿过头颅的子弹吗？我对女人只有两个办法。如果我不能获得一个高贵纯真的女人的爱，而这个女人会一生忠诚于我，与我共享人生，那么，我也不希望自己的爱情弄到半途而废或不冷不热，我宁愿服从一个没有道德、忠诚和怜悯的女人的统治。像这样以自我为中心的女人同样是我的理想对象。如果我不能在爱情中享受到充足的、完整的幸福，我希望品尝它剩余残渣中的痛苦和折磨，我希望被一个我爱的女人残忍地虐待和背叛，越残酷越好，这也是一份奢侈的享受啊。”




“你失去理智了吗？”旺达大喊。

“我用自己全部的灵魂和理性爱你，假如我还想继续活下去，你的存在和个性，对我必不可少。请在这两种办法中选择一个吧，按你希望的跟我在一起，或者做你的丈夫，或者做你的奴隶。”

“很好，”旺达说，皱着细细的、弯弯的眉毛，“完全在我的力量下，控制一个对我感兴趣的、爱我的男人，这看起来好像很有趣，至少我不会缺乏娱乐了。你把做决定的权利留给我不够明智，这样我就会选择让你成为我的奴隶，成为我的一个玩偶。”


“喔，请这样做吧。”我半是战栗、半是欣喜地说，“如果婚姻是建立在双方同意的平等基础上，那么，最狂热的激情则来自相互对立的双方，这同样是真实的。我们便是这样的对立面，甚至可以说是敌人。这就是为什么我对你的爱夹杂着一半怨恨一半恐惧的原因了。在这样的关系中，一方是铁锤，一方是砧板，我希望自己可以做砧板。如果让我俯视我爱的女人，我不会感觉幸福。当她残忍对待我的时候，我会崇拜她。”




“但是，萨乌宁，”旺达几乎是愤怒地回答，“你相信我能够虐待一个像你这样爱我，同时也被我所爱的男人吗？”

“为什么不，假如这样能使我更加崇拜你的话？男人可能真的会爱上那种高高在上的女人，这种女人通过自身的美貌、气质、智慧和意志征服我们，成为一个凌驾于我们之上的专制君主。”




“这样的女人会吸引你，但却被其他人厌恶。”

“是的，这就是我自身比较奇怪的地方。”

“也许，毕竟在你的情感中没有其他异常的或奇怪的地方。谁不喜欢漂亮的裘皮大衣？任何人都知道，也能感觉到，色情和残忍是紧密关联的。”

“不过对我而言，所有的这些元素都达到了最高程度。”我回答。

“换句话说，理性对你的作用力很小，你天生就比较温柔、耽于声色、容易服从。”

“难道殉道者也天生温柔和耽于声色吗？”

“殉道者？”

“与之相反，他们是——
 超感觉的人，能够在痛苦中发现快乐。他们寻找最极致可怕的折磨，甚至是死亡，就像其他人寻找快乐一样，而我——
 就是一个超感觉论者。”

“你要当心自己，别成为一个爱情的殉道者——
 女人的殉道者。”





我们坐在旺达的小阳台上，周围弥散着夏夜微醺的香气。头上有双层屋顶，第一层是葡萄藤搭成的绿色屋顶，第二层是有无数星星点缀其中的天穹。公园里不时传来小猫发情的哀嚎。我坐在女神脚边的小凳上，将我的童年经历细细道来。

“这么说，所有这些奇怪的举止早已经清晰地显露出来了？”旺达问道。

“是的，我都不记得什么时候保有的这些性格倾向。我妈妈告诉我，甚至在童年时代，我就是一个——
 超感觉论者。我拒不吃保姆的健康母乳，家里人只好给我吃羊奶。当我还是一个小男孩的时候，就在女人面前表现得特别害羞，这其实是对女性非常感兴趣的表现。我害怕教堂的灰色拱顶、半黑色的墙壁、华丽的圣坛和圣徒们的画像。然而，作为一份秘密的快乐，我偷偷地喜欢上了立在父亲小书房里的一尊维纳斯石膏像。我跪在她面前，向她念诵我学过的祈祷词——
 主祷文、圣母颂和基督信条。




“有一天晚上，我从床上爬起来去看她。一弯镰刀似的月亮照着我行进的路，也把女神笼罩在一层微蓝的冷光里。我拜倒在她面前，亲吻她冰冷的脚，就像农民们亲吻死去的救世主一样。

“一种无法控制的渴望牢牢地抓住了我。

“我站起来，抱住她冷硬的身体，吻她冰冷的嘴唇。突然我打了一个寒战，然后便逃走了。后来在一个梦里，我梦到女神好像站在我的床边，用举起的手臂恐吓我。

“很小的时候我便被送到学校，不久就念到中学。我开始狂热地学习自己能接触到的一切古代知识，所以，我对古希腊的诸神比对基督教还了解。我跟帕里斯一起，给了维纳斯那个决定命运的苹果，我看到特洛伊城在燃烧，还跟随尤利西斯去游历。所有这些故事的原型都是如此美好，以致深深烙在我的灵魂深处。那时同年龄段的男孩子粗鲁、下流，我则对任何低级、庸劣、丑恶的东西表现出无法克制的厌恶。

“对于当时正在慢慢成长的我来说，爱一个女人似乎是非常低级、丑陋的事情，因为它实在是太普通了。我避开跟女性的所有接触，简单说，我是一个疯狂的超感觉论者。

“14岁那年，我妈妈雇了一个迷人的女仆，她年轻、充满诱惑力、身材曼妙。有一天，我正坐在那里研究塔西佗[9]
 的作品，沉浸于古代条顿民族（日耳曼民族的一个分支）的美德中，而她在打扫我的房间。突然她停下了，弯腰向着我，手里还拿着扫帚，鲜艳、饱满、可爱的双唇碰触到了我的嘴唇。这个迷人的坏心眼的女人的吻让我浑身战栗，但是我举起我的——
 德语书，当做一个盾牌，来抵挡这个诱惑男人的女人，最后我气愤地跑出了房间。”




旺达大笑：“确实，很难再找到另一个像你这样的男人了。你继续。”

“那段时间还有另外一件不愉快的事情发生。”我继续讲自己的故事，“索博尔伯爵夫人，我的一个远房姑姑，前来拜访我的父母。她是个有着迷人微笑的美丽女人，但是我恨她，因为我们全家都把她当成梅萨利纳[10]
 皇后来对待。而我则故意用粗鲁、恶毒的行为，尽可能地给她难堪。

“有一天，我父母去了当地首府。我姑姑决定利用他们不在家的时候，给我一点惩罚。她穿着貂皮外套，突然走进我的房间，后面跟着厨师、厨房帮佣，还有那个我瞧不起的试图引诱我的坏女仆。他们没有问我任何问题就抓住我，无视我的剧烈反抗，把我的手脚绑起来。然后，我的姑姑，脸上挂着邪恶的微笑，卷起衣服袖子，用一根结实的鞭子抽打我。她抽打得很用力，我的血很快就流出来了。尽管心里还有不屈服的英雄气概，但是最后，我还是哭着请求她的怜悯。于是她给我松绑，我不得不跪在地上，感谢她的惩罚，并且亲吻了她的手。


“现在你能明白我这个超感觉论的傻瓜了吧！经过漂亮女人的鞭打，我突然意识到女人的重要意义。她穿着裘皮大衣，在我看来就像是一个暴怒的皇后。从那以后，我的姑姑便成了这个世界上最值得向往的女人。







“我的如小加图[11]
 般的坚忍，我面对女人的羞涩，只不过是对美的一种过度的感知。在我的想象中，耽于声色成为一种狂热的信仰。我对自己发誓，不会浪费这神圣的财富在普通人身上，我会把它留给理想中的女人，如果可能，就留给爱神。

“很早我就进入大学读书，这所大学位于我姑姑居住的首府。我的房间看起来像是浮士德的屋子，什么东西都搞得很乱，大壁橱里塞满了书，这些书是我从住在萨凡尼卡[12]
 的一个犹太商人手里买来的，而我买这些书仅仅是为了一首歌。屋里有地球仪、地图、长颈瓶、高空地图、动物骨骼、颅骨、名人半身像等。这地方似乎像是墨菲斯托扮成一个神志恍惚的训诂学者，随时从巨大的绿色储物柜后面走出来一样。

“我毫无系统、没有选择地学习了很多东西：化学、炼金术、历史、天文、哲学、法学、解剖学和文学。我读过荷马、维吉尔、奥西恩[13]
 、席勒、歌德、莎士比亚、塞万提斯、伏尔泰、莫里哀的作品，我还读过《古兰经》、《宇宙论》和卡萨诺瓦[14]
 的《回忆录》。每天，我都感到自己更迷惑，幻想得更严重，也更像个超感觉论者。一直以来，我脑海中总有一个美丽的理想女性形象盘旋，她会不时地像幻影般出现在我面前，出现在包了书皮的书上、动物骨架上，躺在铺满玫瑰花的床上，周围被丘比特环绕着。有时她又穿着奥林匹斯山上的女神的长袍出现，一张脸像石膏维纳斯雕像那样惨白严肃；有时她留着一头棕发，蓝眼睛，穿着我姑姑那样的红色的用貂皮装饰的外套。




“一天早上，她又带着美好的笑容在我幻想中的金色迷雾中出现了。我跑去看望索博尔伯爵夫人，伯爵夫人亲切友好地接待了我，甚至还给了我一个欢迎的吻，这让我的理智更加混乱了。她大概四十岁左右，但看起来就像世界上大多数保养良好的女人一样，仍然很有吸引力。她穿着一件带貂皮边的外套，这次是一件棕色貂皮边的绿色天鹅绒外套。但那次令我感到欢愉的严苛却不能从她身上辨别出来了。

“相反，她一点也不残忍，很干脆地允许我崇拜她。

“没多久，她就发现了我作为一个超感觉论者的愚蠢和无知，她很喜欢逗我开心。而我——
 则像一个年轻的神那样快乐。最令我高兴的是她允许我跪在她面前，吻她的手——那双鞭打过我的手。这是多么不可思议的一双手啊！手型漂亮、娇嫩、圆润、白皙，还有可爱的微窝。我真的爱上了她的手，我把玩着它们，将它们藏在貂皮的皮毛里，然后再拿出来，或者迎着光举起来，我的眼睛简直是看不够。”

旺达下意识地看了一下自己的手。我注意到了，微笑起来。

“从那些天超感觉论者在我身上的表现形式可以看出，我已经爱上了来自我姑姑的残忍鞭打。大概两年后，我只是因为喜欢一个女演员所饰演的角色就给她买了一栋庭院；再之后，我又成了一个受人尊敬的女性的追求者，她的品德无可挑剔，但最后她还是为了一个有钱的犹太人而背叛了我。你看，就是因为我曾经被那些假装有着最严格的道德准则和最高尚的理想的女人所欺骗、出卖，而导致我如此痛恨那些诗化的、感性的美德。假如一个女人足够坦白，对我说：我是蓬巴杜夫人[15]
 ，是卢克丽西亚·博尔贾[16]
 ，那么我将会崇拜她。”




旺达站起身，打开了窗户。

“你用一种奇特的方式，激起人的想象力，刺激人的神经，让人心跳加速。如果真实，你甚至可以为不道德行为加上光环。你的理想对象是一个大胆的天才型情妇，噢，你就是那种能够把一个女人的每一个细胞都腐化掉的男人。”





半夜，有人敲我的窗子，我起身打开，然后被惊呆了。维纳斯穿着裘皮大衣站在那里，就像她第一次出现在我面前时一样。

“你的故事扰乱了我的思维，我躺在床上翻来覆去睡不着。”她说，“你现在过来陪我一下。”

“稍等。”

当我走进旺达的房间时，她正蜷在壁炉旁边，壁炉里已经生起一堆火。

“秋天快来了，”她说，“夜晚已经变得非常冷。我害怕你会不喜欢我穿裘皮大衣，但是我没法脱下，要等到屋子足够暖和了才行。”

“不喜欢？——
 你在开玩笑——
 你知道的——
 ”我张开双臂抱住她，吻她。

“我当然知道，但是你为什么如此钟爱裘皮大衣呢？”

“天生喜欢，”我回答，“在我还是个孩子时就喜欢了。而且裘皮大衣对高度条理化的世界有刺激作用，这是普遍而自然的法则。它是一种生理刺激，让人身体酥麻，没有人能够完全避免。科学已经证实，电流和温暖具有一定的关系，无论如何，它们在人类肌体上是有联系的。住在热带地区的人们通常会产生热情的个性，这是由高温天气导致的。电也是如此。这可以解释为什么猫对很多有高度条理性的天才人物具有魔法般的影响的原因。这些动物王国的优雅的长尾动物，这些可爱的、像充电电池一般闪耀的小动物，成为穆罕默德、黎塞留红衣主教[17]
 、克雷比永[18]
 、卢梭或者维兰德[19]
 一类人的宠物。”




“也就是说，一个穿裘皮大衣的女人，”旺达嚷道，“其实是一个大点的猫，是充了电的电池？”

“当然。”我回答，“这就是我对于裘皮大衣作为力量和美貌的象征意义上的解释。在早期，只有君王和有地位的贵族才能独享，伟大的画家只为那些如皇后般尊贵的美人穿上裘皮大衣。那些最美丽的画面形象，比如拉斐尔为展现芙纳蕾娜[20]
 最美的身材曲线，提香为他的爱人装扮玫瑰色身躯的，都是黑色的裘皮大衣。”

“谢谢你这番关于爱的引经据典的论述。”旺达说，“但是你还没有告诉我一切事情。你将某些完全个人的东西与裘皮大衣联系到了一起。”

“确实。”我说，“我已经重复告诉过你，忍受痛苦对我来说具有特别的吸引力。再没有什么比一个美丽女人的专制、残酷，特别是背叛更能刺激我的了。我不能想象一个女人，有着尼禄[21]
 的灵魂和芙丽涅的身体，却不穿裘皮大衣，这种奇怪的想象源于对丑陋的审美。”




“我明白了。”旺达打断我，“它赋予女人支配的权利和优良的品质。”

“不仅仅如此，”我继续说，“你知道我是——
 超感觉论者。对于我来说，任何一件事都根植于想象，而且被夸大化。我很早熟，并且非常敏感，十岁的时候，我就开始读《殉教者传奇》。我记得阅读的时候心中产生恐惧，这种感觉让我极度欢喜。那些殉教者被投入监牢，被架在烤架上烘烤，被利箭穿过，被放在沥青中煮沸，被扔到荒野喂野兽，被钉在十字架上，所受的这些极端的可怕的痛苦实际上也夹杂着某种快乐。从那以后，经受这种残忍的折磨对我来说似乎是一种极致的快乐，特别是当这些折磨是由一个美丽的女人加之于身的时候。女人集所有的诗意和邪恶于一身，我还记得自己逐渐把这个念头变成了一种信念。

“我认为性是神圣的，事实上，它是唯一神圣的东西。在女人和她们的美貌上，我看到这种天赐的东西，因为她们担负着人类最重要的生存使命——
 种族繁衍。对我来说，女人是大自然的化身——
 伊希斯[22]
 ，而男人是她的牧师，是她的奴隶。女人一旦不再需要男人服务于自己，就应该像大自然一样抛弃男人。对男人来说，女人的残忍，甚至将他置之死地，都是肉体上的极端欢愉。





“我羡慕巩特尔王[23]
 ，新婚之夜，被布伦希尔德女王捆起来。我羡慕那个可怜的行吟诗人，他那反复无常的女主人给他缝上狼皮，经常跟他玩追赶猎物的游戏。我羡慕斯蒂拉德骑士[24]
 ，勇敢的亚马孙族少女莎尔卡在布拉格近郊的一处森林里，巧妙地诱捕了他，把他带到迪温城堡，折磨他一段时间后，用车轮碾死了他
 ——
 ”




“太令人讨厌了，”旺达嚷道，“我甚至希望你能落入这类野蛮女人之手，缝上兽皮，被野狗追咬，被压在车轮下，你将会因此失去你那些诗情画意的。”

“你这么想？我并不。”




“你现在失去理智了吗？”

“也许吧。但是让我继续讲下去。当我阅读这类描写极致的残忍行为的故事时，我放任自己的激情完善和发展。我特别喜欢看到那些表现这一主题的绘画作品。嗜血成性的暴君坐在宝座上，审讯者折磨、烘烤、残杀那些异教徒。历史书上记载的女人全都强大、美丽而暴虐，像莉布舍[25]
 、卢克丽西亚·博尔贾、匈牙利的艾格尼丝[26]
 、玛戈皇后[27]
 、巴伐利亚的伊莎贝拉[28]
 、苏丹王妃罗克斯莱娜[29]
 、18世纪的沙俄皇后[30]
 等等——
 所有我看到的这些人都穿着裘皮大衣或在礼服边沿镶上貂毛。”

“这就是貂皮大衣激起你奇特幻想的原因了。”旺达说，一边风情万种地将大衣盖在身上，黑色貂皮在她的胸部和双臂上闪闪发光，“喔，你现在感觉如何？是不是觉得被压在车轮下面？”

她那双能刺穿人心的绿眼睛直视着我，带着一种奇特的嘲弄意味。我被激情征服，拜倒在她面前，用双臂抱住了她。

“是的——
 你已经唤醒了我心灵深处的梦想，”我低喊，“它已经沉睡太久了。”

“现在呢？”她把手放在我的脖子上。




我沉醉在这只温暖的小手中，她的眼睛半闭，温柔地注视着我。

“我愿意做一个女人的奴隶，一个漂亮的女人，我热爱和崇拜的女人。”

“她因此而虐待你。”旺达大笑着打断我。

“是的，捆绑我，鞭打我，跟别的男人纠缠不清时就把我踩在脚下。”

“还是一个你被嫉妒冲昏头脑，跟情敌面对面时，被她转而作为礼物献给对手的放荡的女人。难道不是吗？最后这个戏剧性的场景你不喜欢吗？”

我害怕地看了旺达一眼。

“你的说法超过了我的想象。”

“当然，我们女人很善于想象。”她说，“你要当心，当你找到理想情人时，她对待你的方式比你想象的要残忍得多。”

“恐怕我已经找到了我的理想爱人。”我大声说，然后将我滚烫的脸颊埋在她的膝盖上。

“不会就是我吧？”旺达叫道，脱下裘皮大衣，在屋里大笑着走来走去。我下楼的时候她还在笑，当我站在院子里沉思时还能听到楼上传来她的笑声。





“你真的希望我就是你理想爱人的化身吗？”当我们今天在花园里相遇时，她俏皮地问我。

一开始我找不到答案回答她，两相对抗的情感在我心中激战。她坐在石椅上，手里玩弄着花儿。

“嗯，我——
 ”

我跪下来，抓住她的手。

“我再一次恳求你做我的妻子，我真诚的忠实的妻子。假如你不愿意这样做，那么请你做我的理想情人吧，完全没有任何条件，态度也不用温柔。”




“你知道，在这一年期间，如果证实了你就是我寻找的那个男人，我就准备把自己交付给你。”旺达严肃地回答，“但是我觉得，如果通过我，你能实现心中的梦想，你会更加感激我，你选择哪一个呢？”

“我相信，任何我想象的东西，都潜藏在你的个性之中。”

“你错了。”

“我相信，”我继续道，“你会非常享受完全掌控一个男人，折磨他——
 ”

“不，不！”她着急地大喊，“或者可能——
 ”她迟疑了。

“我好像不再了解自己了，”她继续说，“但是我必须向你坦白，你腐化了我的想象，使我热血沸腾。我开始喜欢你说的事情，当你讲到蓬巴杜夫人、凯瑟琳二世，以及其他所有自私、轻佻、残忍的女人时的激情，让我失去自制力，控制了我的灵魂。它驱使我变成那种女人，尽管邪恶，但是在她们有生之年却受到别人奴隶般的崇拜，死掉了，也拥有奇特的力量。

“你试图通过我在最小范围内做一个女暴君，一个家庭内的蓬巴杜夫人来做一个了结。”

我激动地说：“那么，如果这些想法发自你的本心，你就顺着自己的天性去做吧。不要半途而废，如果你不能做我真诚忠实的妻子，那就做女魔吧。”

因为失眠，我有些精神紧张，接近这么漂亮的女人，也令我感觉像在发烧。我回忆不起自己的言谈，但我记得自己吻了她的脚，最后还举起她的脚放在我的脖子上。她迅速放下去，几乎愤怒地站了起来。

“如果你爱我，萨乌宁，”她快速地说，声音听起来非常尖锐而威严，“就不要再对我说这些事情。你明白吗？绝不！否则我可能真的——
 ”她微笑了一下，然后又坐了下去。




“我是完全认真的，”我解释道，有点语无伦次，“我无限崇拜你，我愿意忍受所有你施加给我的折磨，只要你让我待在你的身边度过余生。”

“萨乌宁，我再一次警告你。”

“你的警告没有用。你只管做你想做的，只要你不赶走我。”

“萨乌宁，”旺达回答，“我只是一个比较轻浮的年轻女人，你把自己完全交给我，这对你非常危险。事实上当你成为我的一个玩具后，你会停止的。谁能保证我不会滥用你那疯狂的渴求呢？”

“你自身拥有高贵的品格。”

“但是权力让人昏头。”

“那就做吧，”我说，“把我踩在你的脚底。”

旺达伸出双臂揽住我的脖子，凝视着我的眼睛，摇了摇头。

“恐怕我不能那么做，但是为了你我会尝试一下，因为我爱你，萨乌宁，我不爱其他男人。”





今天，她突然戴着帽子、披着围巾，找我陪她逛街。她打算买条鞭子，有短柄的长鞭，一般用在狗身上的那种鞭子。

“这些满意吗？”店主问。

“不，这些太短了，”旺达说，看了我一眼，“我需要一个大的——
 ”

“我猜是条牛头犬吧？”店主说。

“是的，”她大声说，“我要那种在俄罗斯可以用来对付难管教的奴隶的鞭子。”

她仔细挑选，终于选定了一条鞭子，我一看到就感觉有种奇异的想逃跑的冲动。




“再见，萨乌宁。”她说，“我还有其他东西要买，你不用陪我了。”

我离开她，随便在街上散步。回去的路上，我发现旺达从一家毛皮商店里出来，她向我示意。

她看起来精神不错：“怎么说呢，我从来不会隐瞒，你那认真的富于幻想的个性多么令我着迷。这么一个认真的男人完全掌控在我的手中，事实上是高兴地躺在我的脚边，这个想法非常刺激我——
 但是这种吸引力能长久吗？女人爱男人，于是她虐待她的奴隶，然后把他踢到一边。”

“很好，当你厌倦了我的时候，把我踢到一边吧。”我回答，“我希望做你的奴隶。”

“我的体内蕴藏着危险因素，”我们走了一段路，旺达说，“你唤醒了它们，这对你很不利。你了解如何运用热情洋溢的色彩描绘愉悦、残忍、傲慢，如果我尝试控制你，把你当成我的第一个实验对象，你会如何说呢？我很想像狄奥尼修[31]
 那样，把铁牛的发明者装进铁牛里烘烤，就为了看看他的哀号和呻吟是否和一头真正的牛那样相同……也许我就是一个女狄奥尼修。”

“干吧。”我喊道，“这样我的梦想就会实现了。不论是好是坏，我都是你的。隐藏在我胸膛里的命运驱使着我，让我着魔，毫不留情。”





我亲爱的：

今天和明天我不想见你，后天晚上我希望见到你。然后——
 做我的奴隶
 。




你的主人

旺达





“做我的奴隶”下面划了线。我把早上收到的这张便条重新读了一遍，然后骑着一头毛驴——
 动物界博学教授的象征——
 上了山。我希望将我的渴念和贪欲，消融在喀尔巴阡山的壮美景色里。回去时，我又累又饿又渴，比任何时候都希望陷入爱河。我快速地换好衣服，不一会就去敲她的门。

“进来吧。”

我进去了。她站在房间中央，身上穿着一件白色的缎子礼服，看起来像有光在流淌，外面披着一件猩红色的貂皮镶边外套；头发是白色的，像撒了粉，上面戴着一顶镶满宝石的小皇冠。她站在那里，两臂交叉置于胸前，眉头紧皱着。

“旺达！”我朝她跑过去，正准备张开双臂抱住她、亲吻她，她退后一步，从上到下打量我。

“奴隶！”

“主人！”我跪下了，然后亲吻她长袍的边角。

“这样就对了。”

“噢，你多么美啊！”

“我还令你满意吗？”她走到镜子面前，带着骄傲自得的心情看着镜中的自己。

“我快要疯狂了！”

她的下唇嘲弄地抽动了一下，半闭的眼睛嘲讽地瞟了我一眼。

“把鞭子给我拿过来。”

我环顾整个房间。




“不要动，”她叫道，“就跪在那里不许动。”她走到壁炉旁，从架子上取下鞭子，然后微笑着看看我，鞭子掠过她的发梢，发出嘶嘶的轻响。她慢慢卷起上身皮衣的袖筒。

“不可思议的女人！”我惊叹道。

“安静，奴隶！”她突然面现怒容，狠狠地瞪着我，用鞭子抽打我。一会儿之后，她又温柔地抱住我，怜惜地弯腰靠近我，用半是害羞半是胆怯的语气问我：“我弄伤你了吗？”

“没有。”我回答，“即使有，来自你的伤痛也是一种快乐。如果你感到高兴，那就继续打我吧。”

“但是这种鞭打并不能给我带来快乐。”

我再次被奇怪的沉醉感俘虏了。

“鞭打我，”我祈求道，“鞭打我，不要怜悯我。”

旺达举起鞭子，打了我两下：“现在感到满意了吗？”

“没有！”

“已经很重了，还没有吗？”

“鞭打我，求求你，这对我来说是一种享受。”

“好吧，因为你知道我打得不重。”她回答，“我无心伤害你，这种残酷的游戏并不符合我的本性。如果我真的是那种折磨自己奴隶的女人，你就会真正感到恐惧了。”

“不，旺达，”我说，“我爱你胜过爱我自己，我甘愿把生死交到你手中。我很严肃地说，你可以做你想做的任何事，各种任性的想法都可以实施。”

“萨乌宁！”

“把我踩在脚底下！”我喊道，俯下身子，将脸贴在她面前的地上。

“我讨厌这些表演。”旺达焦躁地说。




“那么，更狠地虐待我吧。”

一阵奇异的沉默。

“萨乌宁，我最后一次警告你。”旺达开口道。

“假如你爱我，那就对我残忍吧。”我两眼注视着她恳求道。

“假如我爱你，”旺达重复道，“很好！”她退后几步，看着我，脸上带着一抹凝重的笑，“做我的奴隶吧，让你尝尝命运被交到女人手中究竟意味着什么。”她边说边踢了我一脚。

“现在感觉怎么样？奴隶？”

然后她挥起鞭子。

“起来！”

我准备站起身。

“不是这样，”她要求道，“跪着。”

我服从了，她开始重新挥鞭子。

鞭子快速有力地落在我的后背和胳膊上，每一下都切入肉里，火辣辣地痛，但是这种疼痛让我感到喜悦，因为它来自我所崇拜的人，我愿意每一时刻都匍匐在她的脚下。

她停下了鞭打：“我开始享受这一切了。今天就到这里吧。我有一种魔鬼般的好奇心，想看看你的承受力到底是多少。当我看到你在我的鞭下颤抖翻滚，听到你的呻吟和哀哭，我有一种残酷的愉悦感。我想继续毫无怜悯地鞭打你，直到你向我跪地求饶，直到你丧失知觉。你已经唤醒了我心底隐藏的危险因素了，现在赶紧起来吧。”

我抓住她的手，把嘴唇印在她手上。

“放肆！”

她一脚将我踢开。

“滚出我的视线，奴隶！”








一夜混乱的、兴奋的梦之后，我醒过来了。天才刚刚亮。

在我记忆中回旋的那些事情都是真的吗？它是真实发生的还是存在于梦境中呢？可以肯定我被鞭打过了，我能感觉到每一道鞭痕，数出后背上烧灼般的红红的条纹。她——
 鞭打我了。现在我记起了一切。

我的梦境变成了现实。我会有什么感受？梦想实现时我觉得失望吗？

不，我仅仅觉得有点累，但是她的残酷还是让我狂喜。噢，我是如此爱她，崇拜她！没有别的语言能表达我对她的感情，我完全就是她的，成为她的奴隶让我多么高兴啊！





她站在阳台上叫我，我飞快地跑上楼。她站在门槛上，向我亲热地伸出手：“我感到很愧疚！”我抱住她，她把头埋在我的怀里。

“为什么？”

“请试着忘掉昨天那一幕丑恶的画面吧，”她用颤抖的声音说道，“我已经满足了你那疯狂的愿望，现在让我们变得理性起来，相亲相爱。在这一年里，我会成为你的妻子。”

“我的主人，”我叫道，“我是你的奴隶！”

旺达打断我：“不要再提奴隶、残忍、鞭打之类的言辞了。我不会给予你任何此类能让你满足的东西，除了为你穿上裘皮大衣。过来帮我穿上吧。”





顶端站着拿弓箭的丘比特的青铜小座钟，指针指向了午夜十二点。

我站起来，试图离开。

旺达没有说什么，但是拥抱了我，她将我带到长椅后面，开始吻我。这个无声的语言有些让人理解、让人信服的东西——







它告诉我的比我能理解到的多得多。

旺达全身洋溢着慵懒的情调，她那半闭的眼睛略显蒙眬，白粉下的头发像红色瀑布闪着微光，红白相间的长袍随着她的动作沙沙作响，她漫不经心地偎着带裘皮的外套，这是多么风骚的温柔啊！

“请——
 ”我结结巴巴地说，“不过你一定会生我的气的。”

“你愿意说什么就请说。”她低声地说。

“哦，那么鞭打我吧，否则我会疯掉的。”

“我不是禁止你说这些话了吗？”旺达严厉地说，“你真是无可救药。”

“噢，我爱你爱到骨头里。”我双膝跪地，热切地将脸贴在她的膝盖上。

旺达沉思地说：“我现在真的相信，你的疯狂是一种恶魔般的、永不满足的对声色犬马的贪恋。这种不正常的生活方式会让我们患精神病的。你少一些自命清高，会变得明智些。”

“喔，那就让我变明智吧。”我低语。我的手从她的头发中穿过，把玩着她闪光的裘皮大衣。裘皮大衣随着她胸膛的起伏而上下波动，就像月光下的波浪一般，让我神思迷蒙。

我吻着她，不，应该是她粗野无情地吻我，好像要用吻杀死我似的。我神志不清，丧失理性，现在我呼吸困难，试图努力解放自己。

旺达问我：“怎么了？”

“我感到难受。”

“你感到难受——
 ”她突然爆发出一阵开心的大笑。

“你还笑！”我呻吟道，“难道你不知道——
 ”

她突然严肃起来，用手捧着我的脸，将我的头粗暴地拉向她的胸脯。




“旺达！”我结结巴巴唤道。

“当然，你很享受这些。”她又笑了，“但是等一下，我会让你理智起来。”

我赶紧大声说：“不，我不再问这个问题了——
 不论你是否希望一直属于我，或者仅只是短时间的陶醉。我希望能完全享用这份幸福。你现在是属于我的，失去你总比从没拥有你要强得多。”

“你现在比较明智了。”她说，再次用似乎能杀人的红唇吻我。我一把撕开她的裘衣外套和蕾丝胸罩，她光裸的胸部便彻底展现在我的面前。

然后我的知觉再次离我远去——




我能记起的第一件事是，当我看到自己手上流血的时候，她不露感情地问我：“你抓伤了我吗？”

“是的，我相信，是我伤了你。”





人生很奇怪，一旦有新人介入，每一种关系都呈现出不同的面貌。

我们一起度过了美妙的时光，我们爬山、游湖、共读，我还完成了旺达的肖像画。现在我们互相爱着，她微笑的脸庞多么美丽！

然后她的一个朋友来了，离过婚的女人，看起来更老些，更有经验，比旺达更少顾虑，这个女人开始在每一个方面影响着我们。

旺达皱眉，对我表现出了一定的不耐。

她不再爱我了吗？





将近两周，这种让人难以忍受的约束存在于我们中间。她的朋友跟她在一起，我们从没有单独相处的时间。一群男人围着她们。我比较严肃和忧郁，因此扮演了一个荒谬可笑的情人角色。旺达对待我的态度就像是一个陌生人。




今天，当我出外散步时，她一本正经地跟在我后面。我看出她是有意这样做的，有些高兴，她会对我说什么呢？

“我的朋友不理解我是多么爱你。她既不认为你英俊，也不觉得你有特别的吸引力。从早到晚，她总是向我灌输一些我认为无聊琐碎的城市生活的诱惑面，暗示我有许多优势，我可以参加那些大型派对，我能有很多人才出众、仪表堂堂的爱慕者。但这些有什么用呢？我爱上了你。”

那一刻我激动得无法呼吸：“我不希望阻挡你获得幸福，旺达，不用考虑我的感受。”然后我取下帽子，做了个请她先走的手势。她非常惊讶地看着我，但是没有说什么。

回来的路上，我又偶然遇见了她。她偷偷地握住我的手，闪着光的眼睛里充满喜悦、充满被允诺的幸福。那一瞬间，我将这些天来所受的折磨统统抛到了脑后，我的心灵创伤治愈了。

现在我再一次意识到我有多么爱她了。





“我的朋友抱怨你。”今天旺达对我说。

“也许她觉得我看不起她。”

“但是你为什么看不起她呢？你这个小傻瓜！”旺达叫道，同时用两只手拉我的耳朵。

“她是个伪君子。”我说，“我只尊敬品德高尚的女人，或者是为了寻求快乐而活得坦然的女人。”

“比如像我这样的。”旺达调皮地回答，“但是你看，孩子，一个女人只有在稀有的情况下才会这么做。她既不耽于感官的愉悦，也不像男人一样追求精神上的自由。她的正常状态是肉体和精神的混合体。她的心渴望永远迷惑男人，而她自己则希望移情别恋。这个结果不可避免导致冲突，因此她经常会违背自己的意愿，谎言和欺骗渗入她的行为和个性中，最终使其品性堕落。”




“这无疑是对的。”我说，“女人有种意图掌控爱情的天性，这导致她惯于欺骗。”

“但是这也是世界要求女人的。”旺达打断我，“看看这种女人吧，她在伦贝格有一个丈夫和一个情人，而在这里她又有了一个崇拜者。她欺骗了他们三个人，但她还是得到他们三人的尊敬和世界的敬佩。”

“我不关心这些。”我说，“她企图让你孤立，她看待你就像看待拿去买卖的商品一样。”

“为什么不？”这个漂亮的女人快乐地打断我的话，“每个女人都有一种希望以自身的吸引力获得利益的本能和心愿。听说有很多女人跟自己不爱的或者感觉不到快乐的人生活在一起，因为假如你冷血地这么做时，你能从中获得更大的利益。”

“旺达，你说什么呢？”

“为什么不？你要多留意我刚刚对你说的话。永远不要认为你爱的女人是可靠的，女人的天性中有超过你想象力的危险。女人既没有她的崇拜者和守卫者所认为得那么好，也没有她的敌人认为得那么坏。女人的特性就是没有特性。最好的女人有时也会泥足深陷，最坏的女人也会出人意料地突然上升到伟大美好的程度，让那些鄙视她的人感到羞愧。没有一个女人是绝对的好或绝对的坏，在任何时刻，她的想法、情感和行为，都可以是最残忍的同时也是最慈悲的、最肮脏的同时也是最纯洁的。同文明的进化相比，女人还保持着她们自造物主创造她们以来本真的一面。她还保有未开化人的天性，有时忠诚，有时不忠，有时宽容，有时残忍，这一切都要根据当时控制她的冲动想法来决定。遍观历史，道德性格往往由深层的严肃文化塑造。男人，不管是自私的，还是邪恶的，都遵循这些规则。女人从来不遵守这些规则，她只遵从冲动。千万不要忘记，更不要认为，你爱的女人是可靠的。”








她的朋友走了，我终于有一个晚上可以跟她单独在一起了。她似乎为了这个最好的夜晚存储了所有的爱，她从来没有这么善良、这么亲近、无限温柔。

能够吻着她的唇，甚至能死在她的怀里，这是多么幸福的事啊！这时的她是放松的、完全属于我的。她的头靠在我的胸前，我们的眼睛彼此寻找着对方，沉醉在极度欢喜之中。

我还是不敢相信、领会，这个女人是我的，完全属于我的。

“有一点她是对的。”旺达说，没有动，也没有睁开眼睛，好像还在沉睡一样。

“谁？”

她保持沉默。

“你的朋友？”

她点头：“是的。她是对的，你不是一个男人，你是一个梦想家，一个迷人的骑士。你肯定可以成为一个无价的奴隶，但我不能想象你是一个丈夫。”

我被吓住了。

“怎么了，你在发抖吗？”

“只要一想到我会很容易失去你，我就感到浑身发抖。”我回答。

“你因为这个而不高兴吗？”她说，“我在跟你恋爱之前属于别人，在你之后可能还会有其他人拥有我，你会因此不高兴吗？如果同时有另一个男人像你这样开心，你是否会更加不高兴？”




“旺达！”

“你看，”她继续说，“这是一个好方法，这样你就不会失去我，我也深深地喜欢你，我们心灵相通。我愿意和你一直生活在一起，除了我可能——
 ”

“好主意，”我喊道，“你刚才让我充满了某种恐惧。”

“你会少爱我吗？”

“恰恰相反。”

旺达用左臂撑着身体。“我相信，”她说，“如果想永久抓住一个男人的心，那么就不要忠诚于他，这点非常重要。有哪个忠诚的女人像赫泰拉[32]
 那样受人尊崇呢？”

“自己深爱的女人不忠于自己，这是一种痛苦的刺激，是最高的迷幻之药。”

“对你也适合吗？”旺达飞快地问。

“对我也适合。”

“那么如果我给你这样的愉悦呢？”旺达嘲弄地笑道。

“我将承受可怕的痛苦，但我会更加爱慕你。不过你不能欺骗我，你可以带着恶魔般的崇高对我说：我只爱你一个人，但我也会给那些使我感到愉悦的人以幸福。”

旺达摇头：“我不喜欢欺骗，我很诚实，但没有哪个男人能承受如此的真实。如果我对你说：这种宁静的、耽于声色的异教徒生活就是我的理想，你有多大的力量去承受？”

“当然，我能承受任何事情，只要不失去你。我感到自己对于你来说是多么渺小。”




“但是，萨乌宁——
 ”

“事实如此。因为这个原因——
 ”

“为了这个原因，你——
 ”她顽皮地笑了，“我猜对了吗？”

“我愿意做你的奴隶，”我叫道，“成为你不受限制的私有财产，没有个人意志，你可以任意处置，而且绝不会成为你的负担。当你畅饮生活的美酒，当你被奢华包围，你安然享受宁静的幸福和奥林匹亚般的爱情。我希望做你的奴仆，给你穿鞋，给你脱鞋，于愿已足。”

“你确定要继续错下去啊。”旺达回答，“如果做我的奴隶，你能忍受我爱上别人吗？而且在古代世界，享受快乐的自由，没有奴隶制度是无法想象的，有一种类似上帝看到一个男人跪在他面前颤抖的感觉。我想要一个奴隶，你听到了吗，萨乌宁？”

“难道我不是你的奴隶吗？”

“那么听我说，”旺达激动地说，抓着我的手，“既然我爱你，我就想成为你的。”

“一个月？”

“也许吧，或许两个月。”

“然后呢？”

“然后你成为我的奴隶。”

“那么你呢？”

“我？为什么你这么问？我是女神，偶尔我会从奥林匹斯山上下来看你，轻轻地、秘密地。但是这意味着什么呢？”旺达说，用双手支着头，陷入沉思，“金色的梦想从来就没有变成现实。”一种奇特的忧思笼罩了她全身，我从来没有看见过她这个样子。

“为什么无法实现呢？”我开始问。

“因为奴隶制早已经不存在了。”




“那我们就去还存在奴隶制的国家，去东方，去土耳其。”我急切地说。

“萨乌宁——
 你是认真的吗？”旺达说，眼神像燃烧起来一样。

“是的，非常认真。我希望做你的奴隶。”我继续说，“我希望你施加于我的力量得到法律的保护。我希望将我的生命交付于你的手上。我不希望从你手中保护或解救自己。噢，当我感到自己完全依赖于你的意愿、你的突发奇想、你的招手和叫唤，这是多么激起人快感的乐事啊！有时你屈尊对奴隶仁慈，允许奴隶吻你的双唇，对他来说可能意味着生或死，这又多么令人高兴啊！”我跪了下来，将滚烫的前额贴在她的膝盖上。

“你在说胡话。”旺达情绪激动地说，“你真的永远爱我？”她将我搂在胸前，吻着我，“你希望如此吗？”

“我以上帝和我的名誉发誓，我愿意成为你的奴隶，无论何时何地，只要你想，只要你给我命令。”我大喊，差点控制不住自己的情绪。

“那如果我把你从你的世界带走呢？”旺达说。

“那么请把我带走吧。”

“所有这些很吸引我。”旺达说道，“它与任何事情都不同——
 一个男人，他崇拜我，而我也全心爱他，他完全属于我，依赖于我的意志和反复无常的想法，是我的私有物和奴隶，但是我——
 ”

她奇怪地看着我。

“假如我变得可怕的轻浮，都应归咎于你。”她接着说，“看起来似乎你已经开始害怕我了，但是你还是需要发誓。”

“我会遵守自己的誓言。”

“我等着看。”她回答，“我开始享受这一切了。上帝保佑，这不是幻想，你变成了我的奴隶，而我——
 我在试着变成‘穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯’。”








我认为我终于懂得了这个女人，理解她，但是现在我发现我必须重新开始认识她。不久前，她还对我的梦想激烈地反对，而现在，她却试图用清醒的、严肃的态度来实践一番。

她草写了一份合同，声明我以自己的名誉发誓并同意做她的奴隶，只要她愿意。

她搂着我的脖子，给我念诵这份前所未有的、令人难以置信的合同，每句话结束，都以一个吻终结。

“但是这份合同中的所有义务好像都在我这边。”我逗弄她。

“当然。”她非常严肃地回答，“你不再是我的情人，所以我也从对你的所有责任和义务中抽身。你要把我所有的关切看做单纯的仁慈。你不再有任何权利，也不能够向我索取任何东西。我施加于你的力量没有限制。记住，你不会比一条狗或其他生物的待遇好。你是我的所有物，我的玩物，当我想要一小时的娱乐时，我可以把你随便摔成碎片。你什么都不是，而我是你的主宰，你能理解吗？”她大笑着再次吻我，而我感到一股冰冷的战栗掠过全身。

“你不允许我有一点点的条件吗？”我开口。

“条件？”她皱起眉头，“啊哈，你已经害怕了，或者你可能后悔了。但现在已经晚了，你发过誓了，用你的名誉作保。不过我可以听听。”

“首先，我希望合同中包含这一条，‘你永远不会离开我’，而且你不能把我作为恩惠交给你的其他爱慕者——
 ”

“但是萨乌宁，”旺达叫道，声音里饱含感情，泪光闪烁，“你怎么能想象——
 一个男人，如此全身心地爱我，把自己的生命完全交给我——
 ”她停了下来。




“不，不！”我吻着她的手，“对于你施加给我的羞辱我不会害怕。请原谅我这丑陋的想法吧。”

旺达高兴地笑起来，将脸庞贴近我，看起来像在思考。

“你好像忘掉了什么，”她充满风情地低语，“最重要的事情。”

“一个条件？”

“是的，那就是我必须穿上裘皮大衣。”旺达叫道，“但是我答应你，我会做的。因为它给我一种专制暴君的感觉。我也会非常残酷地对待你，你能理解吗？”

“可以签合同了吗？”我问。

“还不行，首先我要把你的这个条件加上去，并且实际签字必须在合适的时间和地点进行。”

“要在君士坦丁堡吗？”

“不，我得想想。在一个每人都可以拥有奴隶的地方，你拥有一个奴隶，这有什么特别呢？我希望——
 只有我拥有一个奴隶——
 在我们这个文明、严肃而又世俗的世界里，一个奴隶，无助地仅仅臣服于我的力量，只因为我的美貌和个性，而不是由于法律或所有权或被逼迫，这一点吸引了我。但是无论如何，我们应该去一个没有什么人认识的地方，这样你以我的仆人身份出现在世人面前不会让人感到苦恼。也许会去意大利吧，罗马或者那不勒斯。”





我们坐在旺达的长椅上。她穿着貂皮外套，松散的头发好像狮子的鬃毛从后背落下来。她吻我的嘴唇，好像要从我的身体里抽出我的灵魂。我的头昏昏，我的血开始沸腾，我怦怦的心跳猛烈地撞击着她的。

“我希望完全接受你的控制，旺达。”我突然叫道，狂乱的激情攫住了我，让我无法清醒地思考和自由地决断，“无论好坏，我把自己完全交付给你的仁慈，没有任何条件，对你的力量也没有任何限制。”




说这些话的时候，我慢慢滑落长椅，伏在她脚边，用迷醉的眼光仰望着她。

“你现在非常俊美！”她说，“你半睁的眼睛充满迷恋，让我感到快乐，让我着迷。如果现在你被鞭打至死，在这极端的痛苦下，你的表现看起来得有多么精彩啊！你有殉道者的眼睛。”





尽管有时候，我会担忧，就这么把自己完全地、无条件地交到一个女人的手上，如果她滥用我的激情和她的权利，又该如何呢？

紧接着，我将经历一次自童年时代就占据我的全部想象的事情，它给我带来最具诱惑力的恐惧。真是瞎操心，她只不过是跟我玩一场荒唐放荡的游戏罢了，没有别的意思。她爱我，她有道德，品性高贵，绝不会违背誓约。但是这些都掌握在她的手上——
 她想怎么做就怎么做——
 这真的是一个让人怀疑和忧虑的诱惑啊。

现在我能理解曼侬·莱斯戈和那个可怜的骑士了。就算骑士带着枷锁，就算她已经成为另一个男人的女主人，他还是爱慕着她。

爱情与美德无关，与利益无关，它能喜爱、原谅和承受一切事情，因为爱情必然如此。并不是我们的判断力引领我们去接近爱情，也不是利益或者是被我们发现的缺点，导致我们背离自己、厌恶自己。

有一股甜蜜的、温柔的、神秘的力量引领着我们去接近它，我们不再能思考、感受和希求。我们放任自己，从不去问将往何处去。





今天有个俄国王子出现在人行道上，他那如运动员似的体魄、英俊的脸庞、优雅的举止，引起了其他人的广泛兴趣。特别是女人们，立刻盯紧了他，好像他是一头野兽似的。但他并没有注意到任何人，只是神色忧郁地踯躅着。他带着两个仆人，其中一个是穿着红缎子衣服的黑人，另一个是穿着闪闪发光制服的切尔克斯人[33]
 。突然他看到了旺达，于是用自己冰冷刺骨的眼神直盯着她，甚至转过头来顺着她的方向望去。当她走过时，他站在那里静止不动，用眼光一直追随着她。




而她——
 她也用那双闪耀着热情之火的绿眸子一点点吞噬着他——
 并且还希望做点什么可以重新遇见他。

她走路、移步、注视他的样子，都在灵巧地卖弄风情，让我感到窒息。回去的路上，我谈到此事，她皱起了眉头。

“你想做什么？”她说，“这个王子是我有可能喜欢的男人，他让我神迷目眩，而我是自由的，我能做我喜欢做的任何事情——
 ”

“难道你不再爱我了——
 ”我害怕地结结巴巴说道。

“我只爱你。”她回答，“但是我希望王子能向我求爱。”

“旺达！”

“你不是我的奴隶吗？”她平静地说，“难道我不是维纳斯，冷酷的、穿着裘皮大衣的北方维纳斯吗？”

我沉默了。我被她的言辞击溃了。她冷酷的表情就像一把插在我心口上的匕首。

“你必须立刻给我弄到那个王子的姓名、住址和基本经济情况。”她继续说，“你明白了吗？”

“但是——
 ”

“没有争论的余地，你必须服从！”旺达叫道，神情比我预想过她可能会有的表情更加严厉，“如果拿不到我想要的东西就不用来见我了。”




直到下午我才把旺达想要的资料搞到手。她让我像一个仆人一样站在她面前，而她则靠坐在扶手椅上听我报告，微笑着，然后点点头，她看起来好像比较满意。

“拿我的脚凳来。”她不耐烦地命令道。

我服从了她的命令，把脚凳放在她面前，然后跪着将她的脚搁在上面，做完以后仍然保持跪地的姿势。

短暂的沉默之后，我带着忧伤开口问：“这些什么时候会结束？”

她突然爆发出一阵戏谑的大笑：“一切都还没有开始呢！”

“你比我想象得还要无情。”我受伤地回答。

“萨乌宁，”旺达开始认真地说，“我还没做什么事情，即使是一丁点的事情都没有，你就已经认为我无情了。那么当我把你的幻想变成现实的时候；当我过着快乐、自由的生活，周围环绕着一群仰慕者的时候；当我确实实现了你的理想，把你踩在脚下，鞭打你的时候，你又会怎么样呢？”

“你将我的幻想看得太严肃了。”

“太严肃了？一旦开始假扮，我就很难停下了。”她回答，“你知道我非常讨厌表演和喜剧，但是你喜欢。是我的主意还是你的？是我劝服你，还是你激发了我的想象力？现在我对这些事认真了。”

“旺达，”我安慰她，“请你安静地听我说。我们彼此深爱对方，我们感到很幸福，而你愿意因为一时的心血来潮而毁掉我们全部的未来吗？”

“这不是一时的心血来潮。”她叫道。

“是什么？”我害怕了。

“一种潜伏在我内心深处的东西，”她安静地、沉思地说，“如果不是你唤醒了它们，让它们生长出来，也许它们永远不会见光。现在它们已经成长为一种强大的冲动力，充满我的全身，我很享受它们，我不能、也不愿控制它们，而你却想收回——
 你——
 还是一个男人吗？”




“亲爱的旺达，我的甜心！”我开始安抚她、亲吻她。

“不要——
 你不是个男人——
 ”

“那你呢？”我生气了。

“我很固执，”她回答，“你知道我并没有很强大的想象力，跟你一样实际行动力很差，但是当我决心做什么事情的时候，我一定会坚定地做下去。反对的声音越大，我越会确定不疑地继续坚持。让我自己一个人待一会儿。”

她推开我，站了起来。

“旺达！”我也站了起来，面对着她。

“现在你知道我是什么样的人了。”她继续说，“我再次警告你，你还有得选择，我不想强迫你做我的奴隶。”

“旺达，”我情绪激动地回答，眼中充满泪水，“你不知道我有多爱你吗？”

她的嘴唇不屑地一撇。

“你错了，你正在让自己变得比原本更加恶劣，本来你是个善良高贵的人——
 ”

“你怎么知道我的天性是什么？”她激烈地打断我，“你很快就会知道我是什么样的人。”

“旺达！”

“做决定吧，你愿意无条件地服从我吗？”

“如果我说不呢？”

“那就——
 ”

她冷冷地、充满蔑视地向我走过来。当她站在我面前的时候，双臂交叉放在胸前，嘴边露出恶魔般的笑容，事实上她就是我幻想中的专制暴君。她的措辞非常强硬无情，眼睛里没有一丝仁慈或者怜悯。




“那么——
 ”她终于开口了。

“你生气了，”我喊道，“你要惩罚我吗？”

“噢，不！”她回答，“我会让你走。你是自由的，我不要你了。”

“旺达——
 我，我这么爱你——
 ”

“是的，你很爱我，亲爱的。”她带着蔑视的神情说，“但是你是个胆小鬼、撒谎者、不遵守誓言的人。赶快滚吧——
 ”

“旺达，我——
 ”

“混蛋！”

血涌上头，我跪在她的脚下，哭了起来。

“又掉眼泪了！”她开始大笑，噢，这笑声多么令人惊恐，“赶快滚——
 我不想再看见你。”

“我的天啊！”我禁不住哭起来，“我愿意做你吩咐我做的任何事情，做你的奴隶，做一个任你处置的只属于你的物品——
 我不能忍受——
 我不能没有你。”我抱住她的膝盖，吻她的手。

“你必须是我的奴隶，承受我的鞭打，因为你不是个男人。”她平静地说，态度镇定，既不生气，更不激动，这种态度最为伤人，“现在我理解你了。你天性像狗，只崇拜那些踢打你的人，别人越踢得厉害，你就越崇拜他。我现在总算明白你了，你也会了解我的。”

她来回踱步，而我还保持跪姿，头仰着，泪水不断地从我的眼中流出来。

“过来！”旺达坐在长椅上，向我严厉地发出命令。我服从了，坐在她旁边。她阴郁地看着我，然后眼底突然闪过一道光，接着她笑了，把我拉到她的胸前，开始吻我眼角的泪水。








我的奇怪处境就像莉莉花园的狗熊一样，我能够逃走，但是我不愿意，一旦她威胁要给我自由，我就准备忍受这一切。





她能重新鞭打我就好了。她现在对我这么仁慈让我觉得非常怪异。我就像一只被抓住的小老鼠，有一只漂亮的猫可以随意玩弄我。她随时都可能把我撕成碎片，我这颗老鼠的心吓得快迸裂了。

她的目的是什么呢？她如此对待我有什么打算吗？





她好像完全忘记了合同的事，还有我们之间的主奴关系。难道是因为她的倔强？或者因为我不再与她对抗，服从于她的女王式的心血来潮，而导致她放弃了整个计划？

她对我非常亲切、温柔、充满爱意，我们度过了一段异常美好的时光。

今天她让我给她念《浮士德》，是恶魔墨菲斯托化成一个云游的学者遇到浮士德的一幕。她向我瞥了一眼，带着奇怪的笑意。

“我不明白，”当我念完的时候，她说，“一个人能用清楚、简明和聪敏的方式，将这么伟大和美好的思想表达出来，他怎么可能还像你一样同时是一个超感觉的、爱空想的傻瓜呢？”

“你觉得满意吗？”我说，吻她的前额。

她轻敲我的额头。“我爱你，萨乌宁。”她低喃，“我相信我再也不会像爱上你一样爱别人了。让我们理性些，你认为呢？”

我没有回答，而是深深地抱紧了她，一种模糊的酸楚的幸福充溢我的胸腔，我的眼眶潮湿了，一滴泪落到她的手上。

“你怎么哭了？”她叫道，“真像个孩子！”








在一次愉快的驾车旅行时，我们碰到了那个俄国王子。他正坐在马车上，看到我傍在旺达旁边，显出一种不高兴的惊讶来。他好像意图用自己灰色的带电的眼睛勾引旺达。而她，则对他似乎漫不经心。那时我真希望跪在她的面前吻她的脚。她的目光漠然地掠过他，就好像他是无生命的物体似的，比如一棵树，然后转向我，优雅地笑了。





当我向她道晚安的时候，她显得有些莫名的心烦意乱。发生了什么事？

“你要走了，我很难过。”她说，我正站在门槛上。

“是否缩短我的考验期完全取决于你，停止折磨我——
 ”我恳求道。

“难道你想象不到这种强迫行为对我也是一种折磨吗？”

“那么就结束它，”我叫道，拥抱住她，“做我的妻子吧。”

“绝不可能，萨乌宁。”她轻声说，但态度非常坚定。

“你这是什么意思？”

我的心灵深处被恐惧占满了。

“你不是我想要的男人。”

我望着她，慢慢松开了搂着她的腰的胳膊，然后离开屋子，而她——
 没有叫我回去。





一个无眠的夜。我做了无数决定，又统统放弃了。早上，我给她写了一封信，宣布我们的关系结束。当我封信封的时候，我的手一直颤抖着，最后弄伤了手指。

当我上楼把信交给她的女仆的时候，我的膝盖软得快要跌倒了。

门开了，旺达探出头来，头上满是卷发夹子。




“我的头发还没有弄好，”她笑着，“这是什么？”

“一封信——
 ”

“给我的？”

我点点头。

“啊，你想跟我断绝关系。”她嘲弄道。

“昨天你不是告诉我，我不是你想要的男人吗？”

“现在我还可以重复一遍。”

“好，好，那么——
 ”我全身都在发抖，说不出话，只得把信递给她。

“你拿着吧，”她说，冷冷地打量我，“你忘了一件事，不管你是否适合做我的男人，你都可以做我的奴隶，这是毫无疑问的。”

“夫人！”我被吓住了。

“今后你可以这么叫我。”旺达回答，带着一种难以形容的蔑视向后一甩头，“24小时内赶紧把自己的事情处理完，后天我要动身去意大利，你会作为我的仆人跟着我。”

“旺达——
 ”

“我禁止任何亲密行为。”她打断了我的话，“同样地，你不能进入我的房间，除非我叫你或者摇铃；不经过我的允许不能跟我讲话。从现在开始，你的名字不再叫做萨乌宁，而是——
 格列高。”

我气愤地全身发抖，但是，很不幸的是，我不能拒绝，甚至心里还感到一丝奇特的快乐和刺激。

“但是夫人，你也知道我现在的处境，”我带着点困惑说道，“我必须依靠我的父亲，我不确定他是否能给我一大笔钱仅仅为了去旅游——
 ”

“那就意味着你没钱了，格列高，”旺达说，看起来很高兴，“这样更好，你将完全依靠我，成为我事实上的奴隶了。”




“你不考虑考虑，”我试图抗议，“作为男人的荣耀，我不可能——
 ”

“我确实考虑过了，”她用一种近乎命令的语气回答道，“作为一个男人的荣耀，你必须遵守誓言。你要实践自己的承诺，作为一个奴隶跟着我，无论我到何地，命令你干什么，你都必须服从。现在你可以走了，格列高。”

我转身向门。

“等一下——
 你可以吻我的手。”她把手伸给我，带着某种骄矜的不在意。我这个半瓶醋、蠢驴、悲惨的奴隶，便不受控制地轻柔地将自己的嘴唇印在她的手背上。我的嘴唇发干，还带着兴奋的热烫。

她优雅地点了点头。

然后我就被放行了。





直到很晚，我房间的灯依然亮着，炉火在青色的大壁炉里燃着。我还有很多书信和文件需要处理。秋天，像往年一样，已经来临了。

突然，她用鞭子的短柄敲了敲我的窗户。

我推开窗子，看到她站在外面，披着那件貂皮镶边的外套，戴着一顶凯瑟琳大帝[34]
 喜欢的那种哥萨克式高顶圆边的帽子。

“准备好了吗，格列高？”她阴郁地问。

“还没有，夫人。”我回答。

“我喜欢这个称呼。”她说，“你要一直叫我夫人，明白吗？我们明天早上九点出发。一直到首府，你都是我的同伴和朋友。但是当我们登上长途客运车的那一刻起，你就是我的奴隶、我的仆人。现在关上窗子，打开门。”




我服从她的命令做了。她进了门，挖苦地皱着眉问我：“那么，你是怎么喜欢我的？”

“旺达，你——
 ”

“谁允许你这么称呼我的？”她给了我一鞭子。

“你很漂亮，夫人。”

旺达微笑了，坐在扶手椅上：“跪下——
 跪在椅子旁边。”

我遵从了。

“吻我的手。”

我抓住她冰凉的小手吻了一下。

“还有嘴唇——
 ”

我心中激情澎湃，伸出双臂紧紧抱住了这个漂亮的、冷酷的女人，热烈地吻她的脸、她的手臂、她的胸膛。她用相同的热情回应我——
 眼睛闭着，像在梦中。当她离开时，已经过了午夜了。






早上九点钟，一切如她吩咐，旅行前的准备都已经安排妥帖了。我们坐着一辆舒适的轻便马车，离开了喀尔巴阡山健康疗养区。我人生中最有趣的一幕已经拉开了序幕，而谁也难以预料它的结局是什么。




到目前为止，一切都很顺利。我坐在旺达身边，她优雅、智慧地跟我谈天，就像是跟一个好朋友一样。我们谈到意大利，谈到皮谢姆斯基[35]
 新面世的小说，还有瓦格纳的音乐。她穿着一套亚马孙款式的旅行装：黑色连衣裙，上身套着一件相同材质的黑色裘皮镶边的短外套。这套装扮很适合她，凸显她婀娜多姿的身材。外面还披着一件黑色的裘皮大衣。她的头发卷成一个古典发式，垂在挂着黑色面纱的黑色裘皮帽子下面。旺达心情很好，她还喂我糖吃；玩弄我的头发；解开我脖子上的领结，做成一个很漂亮的帽章；用裘皮大衣包着我的膝盖；暗地里捏我的手指头。当我们的犹太车夫开始频繁打盹时，她甚至给了我一个吻。她冰凉的嘴唇带着新鲜的初秋玫瑰结了霜的香气，那玫瑰独自盛开在光裸的茎干和黄叶之间，花萼上还挂着初霜的小小的冰晶。








我们到达首府火车站。旺达脱了裘皮大衣，扔到我的手臂上，走去买票。

当她回来时，她完全变了。

“这是你的票，格列高。”她用一种傲慢女主人对待奴隶的腔调说话。

“三等车厢的票？”我略带滑稽地惊恐问。

“当然。”她继续说，“现在你要仔细，等我在包厢安顿下来，不再需要你的时候，你才能去你的车厢。到达每一站，你必须跑来我的包厢问我有什么吩咐，别忘记了。现在把裘皮大衣给我。”

于是我就像谦卑的奴隶似的，服侍她进了站。她找到一个空着的头等车厢的包厢。我跟着她，她靠着我肩膀上了车。我用熊皮将她的脚包好，放到暖瓶上。




然后她朝我点头，示意我可以离开了。我慢慢登上一列三等车厢，车厢里满是令人厌恶的烟草味，看起来好像是地狱入口处冥河上的浓雾。现在我有空闲时间思考一下人类存在的难题和其中最难的谜题——
 女人了。





不管火车什么时候停靠站台，我都要立刻跳下来跑去她的车厢，脱了帽子等候她的命令。她或者要一杯咖啡，然后要一杯水，另一次她要一盆温开水洗手，如此等等。她允许一些男人进入她的包厢，追求她。我感到无比的嫉妒，还必须像只羚羊一样跳着脚忙来忙去，以便快速满足她的需求，同时还不能错过火车。

就这样一晚上过去了。我既没有时间吃上一口饭，也没办法睡觉，我只能和波兰农民、犹太贩子和普通大兵们呼吸着同样的充满洋葱味的空气。

当我登上她的车厢，她正躺在床垫上，披着舒适的裘皮大衣，盖着兽皮，就像一个东方的暴君，而那些男人像印度神一样，直直地靠着墙坐着，几乎不敢呼吸。





她在维也纳逗留了一天购物，特别是买了很多奢华礼服。她继续把我当做仆人，我跟在她后面约十步之远，以示尊敬。她把各种包裹都丢给我，甚至不肯屈尊正眼看我一眼。而我就像是一头载货的驴子，气喘吁吁地跟在她后面。

离开维也纳之前，她拿走了我所有的衣服，然后给了旅馆的侍者。她命令我穿起她为我准备的制服。这是一套她看中颜色的克拉科夫[36]
 人服饰，浅蓝色衣服镶红边，一顶红色的方形帽子，装饰着孔雀羽毛。这套衣服我穿着还挺合身。




银色纽扣是她的纹章。我觉得自己被卖掉了或者把自己抵押给了魔鬼。我那美丽的魔鬼将我从维也纳带到了佛罗伦萨。我的同伴不再是穿亚麻衣服的波兰马祖夫舍人和头发油腻的犹太人，而是卷发的康塔蒂尼人和开朗的意大利第一士兵团的军官，还有一个德国穷画家。烟草味中夹杂的不再是洋葱味而是意大利腊肠和奶酪的味道。

夜幕再次降临了。我躺在木床上，就像躺在刑台上，我的胳膊和腿像要断掉了。尽管如此，这里却充盈着某种诗意。星星在夜空闪烁，那个意大利警官有一张类似于观景殿的阿波罗[37]
 那样英俊的脸，德国穷画家正在吟唱着一首好听的德国歌曲：





夜色正在堆积，

无边的星星开始闪亮，

我最深的思念泛滥，

温柔地填满整个夜晚。





我的心灵，

穿过梦之海，




永不停止航行，

在你这里，找到轻松。





而我正在想念的那个美丽的女人正睡在华丽舒适的裘皮大衣上。





佛罗伦萨！多么拥挤、嘈杂！到处都是纠缠不休的搬运工和马车夫。旺达选了一辆马车坐上去，然后打发走搬运工。

“我要仆人做什么用！”她说，“格列高——
 这是车票——
 取行李去！”

她裹着裘皮大衣，安静地坐在马车里，而我只能一个个地把行李箱提过来。提最后一个的时候，我力气用尽了，一个和善的长着一张聪明的脸的警察走过来帮我。她笑了。

“这个挺重的，”她说，“我的所有裘皮衣服都在里面。”

我登上车夫的座位，擦掉额头滴下的汗水。她给了旅馆的名字，车夫便赶着马上路。没过多久，我们停在一个富丽堂皇的入口。

“还有房间吗？”她问前台侍者。

“有，夫人。”

“给我两间，一间给我的仆人。两间全都带火炉。”

“两间上等房，夫人，都带火炉，”侍者匆忙回答，“没有供热的那间给您的仆人。”

她看了看，然后鲁莽地说：“房间很舒服。立刻生火。我的仆人可以睡在没有生火的那间房里。”

我只能望着她。

“把行李箱拿来，格列高。”她命令道，根本不去注意我的表情，“在这期间我要换衣服，然后去餐厅吃晚饭，你也去吃点晚饭。”




她去另外一间房间的时候，我把行李拖上楼，然后帮助侍者在她的卧房生起火。侍者试图用蹩脚的法语询问我的雇主的情况。我迅速浏览四周，壁炉里的火烧得很旺，白色大床散发着淡淡香味，地上铺着小块地毯。我现在又累又饿，就下楼找吃的。一个好心肠的侍者，曾经在奥地利军队服役过，跟我用德语谈论了几句，他指给我餐厅的位置，还服侍我用餐。36个小时内，我终于喝到第一口新鲜的饮料，吃了第一口热饭。这时，旺达进来了。

我站了起来。

“你把我带到仆人吃饭的餐厅是什么意思？”她疾言厉色对侍者说，全身都冒着气愤的火焰。说完她转身离开了。

同时我感谢老天自己被允许继续吃饭。之后我爬上四楼来到我的房间，我小小的行李箱也在这里，一盏小油灯可怜地燃着，房间很小，没有炉火，没有窗户，只有一个很小的通风口。如果这里不是那么极端寒冷，会让我想起威尼斯的皮翁比[38]
 。我不由自主地大笑起来，还被自己的回声给吓着了。


突然，门开了，侍者用意大利特有的戏剧化手势叫我：“你赶紧下楼，去夫人房间。”我拿起帽子，跌跌撞撞地来到二楼她房门前，然后敲门。




“进来！”

我进去了，闭上门，小心翼翼地站着。

旺达把自己归置得很舒服。她坐在红色沙发上，穿着一件带蕾丝边的白色细布睡衣，脚搁在相配套的脚凳上。她将裘皮大衣放到一边，这正是她第一次遇到我，我把她当做爱的女神所穿的那件衣服。

枝型大烛台发出的黄光投影在大镜子上，从敞开的壁炉伸出的红色火焰像要喷射到绿色的天鹅绒地毯上，茶褐色貂皮大衣衬着她光滑的雪白肌肤，红得发亮的头发，让这个女人显得更加美丽。她清亮而又冷酷的脸转向我，冰冷的绿色眼睛审视着我。




“我对你很满意，格列高。”她说。

我鞠了一躬。

“靠近我。”

我听从她的命令。

“再靠近点，”她低下头，用手摩挲着貂皮，“穿着裘皮大衣的维纳斯接受了她的奴隶。我能明白你不是普通的梦想者，你离你的梦想不远，你是个随时准备把梦想变为现实的男人，不管这些梦想有多么疯狂。我承认，我很喜欢，这种精神打动了我。这种精神有一种力量，这是唯一令人尊敬的力量。我相信在异乎寻常的情况下，在一个伟大事迹层出的时代，看起来是你的弱点的，可能会表现出非一般的力量。在帝国早期，你会是一个殉教者；在宗教改革时期，你会是一个再洗礼论者；在法国大革命时期，你大概会是个具有雄心壮志的吉伦特派[39]
 成员之一，登上断头台的时候还唱着《马赛曲》。但是你是我的奴隶，我的——
 ”

她突然跳起来，裘皮大衣滑落下去，她伸出手臂，轻柔地搂住了我的脖子。

“我亲爱的奴隶，萨乌宁，噢，我多么爱你，我多么崇拜你，你穿着这身克拉科夫制服显得多么英俊啊！你今晚在那间没有火炉的小破屋里会冻坏的。要我给你一件裘皮大衣吗，亲爱的？那边那件大的——
 ”




她迅速拾起它，扔到我的肩上，我还没明白发生了什么事情，已经披上了这件裘皮大衣。

“这件裘皮大衣衬得你的脸很是英俊，凸显了你的贵族风范。一旦你停止做我的奴隶，你必须穿这件带貂皮的天鹅绒外套，明白吗？否则我也不会再穿那些裘皮大衣了。”

然后她再次抚摸我、吻我，最后把我拉到那个小沙发上。

“你似乎对这件裘皮大衣很满意，”她说，“快，快点给我，要不我就失去所有高贵的感觉了。”

我把衣服给她披上，她将右臂伸进袖子里。

“这是提香画中人的姿势，不过现在可足够滑稽的。别总是这么严肃，会让我伤感的。在全世界面前，你仅仅只是我的仆人，不是我的奴隶，因为你还没有签合同。你仍然是自由的，任何时候都可以离开。你扮演的角色很完美，我很喜欢。但是你会不会已经感到厌烦了？你不认为我很讨厌吗？哦，说点什么吧——
 我命令你。”

“我必须向你坦白吗？”我说。

“是的。”

“虽然你利用了这份特权，”我继续说，“但我还是更深地爱你、狂热地崇拜你，即使你对我更加糟糕也是如此。你所做的一切都让我血液沸腾、灵魂迷醉。”我把她拉近抱住，吻上她湿热的嘴唇。

“噢，你这个美丽的女人！”我凝视着她低喊，在热情高涨的冲动下，我把裘皮大衣从她的肩上扯掉了，把嘴唇贴到她的脖子上吻着。

“甚至当我表现冷酷的时候，你还爱我。”旺达说，“现在立刻滚出去——
 你让我感到厌烦——
 听到没有？”

她打了我一耳光，打得我眼冒金星，耳朵嗡嗡响。

“帮我穿上裘皮大衣，奴隶。”




我赶快帮她穿上。

“真是笨死了，”她嚷道，快穿好的时候又打了我一耳光，我感觉自己的脸色变得苍白。

“伤着你了吗？”她问，用手轻触我的脸。

“不，没有。”我说。

“无论如何，你没有理由抱怨，即使你想抱怨也不行。现在再吻我。”

我伸出胳膊抱住她，她的嘴唇与我的嘴唇紧紧贴合到一起。她那件很重的裘皮大衣压在我的胸前，我有了一种奇怪的被压迫的感觉，就好像一只野兽——
 一只母熊，在拥抱我。我似乎感觉她的爪子嵌进了我的肉体，但这时，母熊却放开了我。

我心中充满美妙的希望，回到了自己那间可怜的仆人小屋，倒在那张硬床上。

“生活真的是令人惊奇的稀奇古怪。”我在想，“前一刻，最美丽的女人，维纳斯，还靠在我的胸前；这一刻，你就有机会体验中国的地狱了。跟我们不同的是，他们不把人扔到火里，而是让魔鬼把罪人赶到冰原上。”

“很有可能他们的宗教创立者就睡在不生火的房间里。”





晚上，我猛然尖叫一声从睡梦中惊醒。我梦到自己在冰原上迷失了方向，徒劳地试图寻找出路。突然，一个爱斯基摩人用驯鹿驾着雪橇过来，他长了一张侍者的脸，就是给我没有炉火的房间的那个侍者。

“你在找什么，先生？”他喊道，“这里是北极。”

一会儿之后他消失了。旺达穿着溜冰鞋滑到这片光滑的冰原上，她那白缎子的长裙在风中猎猎飞舞，她的白貂皮外套、帽子，特别是她的脸，比雪原白得更加亮眼。她直冲向我，伸出双臂抱住我，然后开始吻我。我猛然感觉血液热热地流过全身。




“你在做什么？”我惊恐地问道。

她大笑。现在我细看她，发现她不是旺达，而是一只巨大的白色的母熊，正将爪子探进我的身体。

我绝望地叫喊。当我醒来，惊惧地环顾房间四周的时候，还能听到她恶魔般的笑声。

早上，我站在旺达门前，侍者端来咖啡，我接过来，然后端给我那漂亮的女主人。她已经穿戴好，看起来容光焕发，面色清新而红润。她向我优雅地微笑，当我准备恭敬地退出房间时，她把我叫回去了。

“过来，格列高，一起吃早饭吧。”她说，“然后我们去找房子，我不想住在旅馆了。这里很让人难堪，如果我跟你闲谈超过一分钟，人们立刻会说：‘这个美丽的俄罗斯女人跟她的仆人有暧昧关系。你看，凯瑟琳那种人还没消亡呢。’”

一小时后我们出发了。旺达戴着她的俄罗斯帽子，我穿着我的克拉科夫人制服。我们引发了一场小骚动。我跟在她身后十步远，表情看起来很庄重，但是我很想大笑出声。每条街上几乎都有一所或几所有吸引力的房子，贴出标签“有房出租”。旺达每次都让我先上楼，只有当房屋条件令她满意的时候，她才上楼看看。到中午，我已经累得像一头狩猎归来的猎犬了。

我们进了一所新房子，没有看到适合居住的房间，于是又离开了。旺达有些情绪低落，她突然对我说：“萨乌宁，你在扮演自己角色的时候的严肃劲儿很迷人，而我们施加给对方的约束实在恼人。我不想再继续了，我爱你，我要吻你，我们去这间房间吧。”

“但是，我的夫人——
 ”我插话。

“格列高？”她走进相邻的开放的走廊，在黑暗中爬上几级台阶，然后伸出双臂热情而温柔地抱住了我，开始吻我。




“哦，萨乌宁，你真是太聪明了。作为一个奴隶，你比我想象中的危险。你让人无法抗拒，我恐怕会再次深深爱上你。”

“难道你不再爱我了吗？”我问，一阵突然的恐慌攫住了我的心。

她严肃地摇头，再次用她丰润迷人的双唇吻我。

我们返回旅馆。旺达吃午餐，命令我快点吃东西。

当然，我的午餐没有她的快，因此当我吃第二块牛排的时候，侍者进来，用他那戏剧化的姿势叫我：“夫人让你赶快过去。”

我只好痛苦地舍弃我的食物，又累又饿，跑去找旺达，她已经上街了。

“我真的无法想象你会这么冷酷无情。”我抱怨道，“干这么多累活，都不给我个安宁的时间吃饭。”

旺达高兴地笑：“我以为你都吃完了，但是没关系，男人生来就是为了忍受痛苦的，特别是你。殉道者连牛排都没得吃呢。”

我恨恨地跟在她后面，饥饿咬噬着我。

“我放弃了在市区找一处房屋的想法。”旺达继续说，“很难找到一层楼是隔离的，让我们可以做我们想做的事。像我们这种奇怪的、危险的关系，绝不能有不和谐的音符。我该去租一整套别墅——
 你会吃惊的。现在我允许你去满足自己的食欲，观赏一下佛罗伦萨。到晚上我才会回去，如果需要你，我会派人找你的。”





我参观了多莫大教堂、维琪奥王宫和佣兵凉廊，然后我在阿诺河岸边伫立很久。我一次次地巡视着这座壮观、古老的佛罗伦萨城，圆炮塔和塔楼以轻柔的直线插入蔚蓝的万里无云的天空。我注视着壮丽的大桥，宽宽的拱桥下，美丽的黄色浪花翻滚着流向远方。青绿的远山环绕着城市，以及城市里苗条的柏树，众多的建筑、宫殿和修道院。




这是个不同的世界——
 我们现在所处的世界——
 是一个充满快乐、美感和微笑的世界。这里的景色也不像我们那里的那么肃穆和冷峻。从这里到远处浅青色山中散布的白色别墅那里需要很长的路程，但是没有一处地方不是阳光照耀。人们不像我们那里那么严肃，也许，他们想得少，但是他们全都看起来非常幸福。

听说在南方死亡也更容易。

现在我有一种模糊的感觉，没有棘刺的美和没有折磨的爱是存在的。

旺达找到一处漂亮讨喜的小别墅，将它租了下来，租了一整个冬天。它位于阿诺河左岸一处迷人的小山上，卡希纳公园对面。它周围有一个诱人的小花园，花园里有可爱的小路、草坪和漂亮的山茶花地。别墅有两层楼，是意大利样式的方形建筑。一边有一条开放的走廊，走廊里有许多古代的石膏雕像，石砌的台阶从这里通到花园。穿过走廊，是一个华丽的大理石雕砌的浴池，有螺旋式楼梯通到女主人的卧室。

旺达一个人占据了二楼。

她把一楼的一间房分配给了我，很舒适，还有壁炉。

我漫步穿过花园，在一个小山丘上，发现了一座小寺。寺庙的门锁着，门上有缝隙，我贴上去打眼往里瞧，看到里边白色的基座上有一尊爱神的雕像。

一丝战栗掠过全身，我似乎听到她对我说：“你在那里吗？我已经期待你很久了。”





晚上，一个迷人的女仆带来命令说女主人要见我。我登上宽宽的大理石楼梯，穿过二楼前厅接待室和一个布置豪华的大厅，轻敲卧室的门。我敲门的动作很轻，以防随处摆放的奢侈品会恐吓我。没有人应答，我在门前站了一会儿。我感觉自己像是站在凯瑟琳大帝的卧室门前，似乎她随时都可能出来，穿着由红缎带装饰光裸的前胸的绿色裘皮睡衣，还有她那一头白色粉状的卷发。




我再次敲门，旺达不耐烦地拉开了门。

“为什么这么迟？”她问。

“我已经站在门前，你没有听到敲门声。”我胆怯地回答。她把门关上，抱住我，领我来到她刚刚躺着的红缎沙发上。整个房间都是用红缎装饰的——
 壁纸、窗帘、门帘、床罩等等。一幅参孙和大利拉的油画装饰了整个天花板。

旺达穿着一套令人迷醉的睡衣迎接我。白色的绸裙裹住她窈窕的身姿，衣服的皱褶飘拂得优雅动人，手臂和前胸状似不经意地半隐半现在镶着绿色天鹅绒边的紫貂裘衣的皮毛中，红头发用一条黑珍珠绳串扎着，从脑后一直垂到臀部。

“穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯。”我喃喃自语。她将我拉到她的胸口，吻得我差点窒息。然后我就听不到什么，也无法思考了，沉溺于难以想象的天堂极乐的一片汪洋里。

“你还爱我吗？”她问，眼神热切而温柔。

“你问的什么！”我喊道。

“你还记得自己的誓言吗？”她带着迷人的微笑继续说，“现在一切事情都准备好了，一切都准备就绪，我再问你一次，成为我的奴隶，是你认真的希望吗？”

“难道我还不是你的奴隶？”我惊讶地问。

“你还没有签合同。”

“合同——
 什么合同？”




“哦，我看看，你是希望放弃吧，”她说，“那好，过去的事就让它过去吧。”

“但是旺达，你是知道的，没有什么比服侍你、做你的奴隶能让我更幸福了。我可以舍弃任何东西，情愿受你的控制，直到死去——
 ”

“当你激情澎湃、热情洋溢地说这些话的时候，真是非常英俊啊！我比任何时候都更爱你了，你希望我支配你、对你严厉冷酷，我恐怕办不到。”

“我不这样认为。”我微笑回答，“合同在哪里？”

“既然你知道在我的完全控制下意味着什么，我已经草拟了第二份合同，在合同里你宣布决定灭掉自己，如果我愿意，我甚至能杀死你。”

“把合同拿给我。”

当我打开合同阅读的时候，旺达拿来笔和墨水。她坐在我旁边，手臂绕着我的脖子，越过我的肩头阅读这份合同。

第一份合同写道：

旺达·冯·杜娜耶夫人与萨乌宁·冯·库什姆斯基先生的合同

萨乌宁·冯·库什姆斯基先生自即日起解除与旺达·冯·杜娜耶夫人的婚约，同时宣布放弃作为爱人的一切权利。凭一个男人和贵族的名誉起誓，从今以后，他自愿成为她的奴隶，直到她恢复他的自由为止。

作为旺达·冯·杜娜耶的奴隶，他更名为格列高，无条件地满足她的任何要求，服从她的任何命令。他必须永远遵从女主人，要把她的任何善意的举动都当做是额外的仁慈。

旺达·冯·杜娜耶不仅可以处罚她的奴隶，即使他只是略有不注意或犯了微小的错误，而且有权因一时兴起而虐待他或仅仅只是为了消磨时间而折磨他。只要她愿意，什么时间都可以杀死他。总之，他是她不受任何限制的私有财产。




假如旺达·冯·杜娜耶给奴隶以自由，萨乌宁·冯·库什姆斯基先生同意全部忘掉他在做奴隶期间所经受的一切事情，并且立誓——
 绝不在任何情况下考虑报复或反击。

旺达·冯·杜娜耶作为他的女主人，同意尽可能经常穿裘皮大衣，特别是当她计划残酷对待她的奴隶的时候。





在合同最下面写着今天的日期。

第二份合同只有短短一句话。





多年后我已经厌倦了生存和假象，我自愿结束这毫无意义的生命。





当我阅读完的时候，我被深深的恐惧攫住了。还有时间，我还能撤退，但是激情的疯狂和这个美丽的女人轻松地倚靠着我的肩膀的情景，还是让我的恐惧消散了。

“萨乌宁，这份合同你需要手抄一份。”旺达指着第二份合同说道，“必须完全是你的笔迹。当然，那份合同就不需要了。”

我很快就抄录了一份指证是我自杀的字，递给旺达。她读完后，微笑着放到了桌子上。

“现在，你还有勇气签这份合同吗？”她狡猾地笑，头略斜着问我。

我拿起了笔。

“让我先签吧。”旺达说，“你的手在发抖，你是担忧幸福能否属于你？”




她拿过合同和笔，我的内心在剧烈挣扎。我仰头望了一会，天花板上的油画呈现给我的观感，跟其他意大利和荷兰画院的油画一样，是完全不合历史的，但这个现实却带给我一种奇怪的情感，对我有不可思议的影响。大利拉，这个华丽的女人，一头火红的头发，在大红沙发上舒适地伸展开四肢，穿着黑色的裘皮外套，衣服半敞，略弯下腰，微笑着俯视被非利士人打败并捆住的参孙。她的笑带着卖弄风情的嘲讽，充满恶魔般的残忍。她的眼睛半闭，迎上参孙的目光。他看她的最后一眼带着狂热的激情，他依然爱着她。而他的敌人却跪在他的胸上，把烧得发红的烙铁去戳瞎他的眼睛。

“现在——
 ”旺达说，“你的思想为什么迷失了？你怎么了？就算你签了合同，一切仍将保持原样。你还不理解吗，亲爱的？”

我看着这份合同，她的名字是用粗体写的。我再一次凝视她具有强大魔力的眼睛，然后拿起笔，快速签完了合同。

“你在发抖，”旺达冷静地说，“要我帮忙吗？”

她举起我的手，我的名字出现在第二份合同的下面。旺达重新看了一遍这两份合同，然后把它们锁在沙发旁边的抽屉里。

“那么现在，你把护照和钱给我。”

我拿出钱包递给她。她检查完，点点头，把它们全都放到一起。我跪在她面前，头靠着她的胸部，沉迷于甜蜜的微醉的氛围中。

她突然一脚把我踹开，跳起来，拉响了铃绳。三个年轻的苗条的黑人女佣应声进来了。她们全身像乌木一样黑，从头到脚都穿着红缎衣服，每人手里拿着一条绳子。

我猛然意识到了自己的处境，试图站起来。旺达傲然地站在我面前，冰冷的美丽脸庞上，两道忧郁的眉，一双蔑视的眼，转向我。她像女主人一样，做了个手势下命令，在我确切意识到要发生什么之前，非洲女佣已经把我按到了地上，绑住我的手脚，一只手绑到了身后，我像待处决的犯人似的，几乎不能动弹。




“给我鞭子，海蒂。”旺达用非常平静的语气命令道。

非洲女佣跪着把鞭子递给女主人。

“现在把我这沉重的裘皮大衣脱了，”旺达继续说，“它们阻碍到我了。”

女佣遵从了。

“把外套拿来。”旺达命令。

海蒂快速递给她放在床边的貂皮镶边的短外套，旺达用优雅的动作穿上了它。

“现在将他绑到柱子上。”

女佣们抬起我，用一条粗绳子把我绑在一根支撑着宽大的意大利床的床柱上。

然后，她们突然消失了，就像大地吞噬了她们似的。

旺达轻轻地靠近我，她那白色的缎子长裙在身后浮动，像银子，像月光。她的头发像火焰般向外延伸，直抵貂皮外套上的白毛。现在她站在我面前，左手扶住臀部，右手举着鞭子，突然爆笑起来。

“现在，我们之间的游戏已经结束了。”她用毫无感情的冰冷的声音说道，“我们将彻底认真地重新开始。你这个傻瓜，我嘲笑你、鄙视你，你那疯狂的迷恋让自己成为——
 我——
 一个轻浮的、反复无常的女人的玩物。你不再是我爱的男人，而是——
 我的奴隶，你的生死取决于我的怜悯。

“你应该了解我的。

“首先，说实在的你应该尝尝鞭子的滋味了。虽然你没做什么必须要受此惩罚的事，但是你能深刻了解，如果你愚笨、不服从命令或者执拗，会得到什么结果。”




她用一种野性的优雅姿势，卷起貂皮外套的袖子，抽打我的背。

我尽力避开，这鞭打像用刀子割我的肉。

“你喜不喜欢这样？”她叫道。

我沉默着。

“等一下你就会像狗一样在我的鞭子下哀号的。”她威吓道，同时开始再次鞭打我。

鞭子飞快地、接连不断地落下来，带着令人惊异的力量，落在我的背上、胳膊上、脖子上。我咬紧牙关，不叫出声来。现在她转而抽打我的脸，温热的血从我的脸上流下来。她笑着，继续鞭打我。

“直到现在，我才理解你，”她叫道，“某人完全掌控在另一个人的手里，这是一件多么令人享受的事情！比如一个爱你的男人——
 你爱我吗？——
 噢，不！我还没把你撕成碎片，每打你一下，我的快乐就会更多一些。现在，你像虫子一样蜷曲着、尖叫着、哀号着，你会发现，我一点也不仁慈。”

最后，她看起来累坏了。

她把鞭子扔到一边，躺在沙发上，按铃。

女佣出现了。

“解下他的绳子。”

她们给我松开绳子，我像个木块一样倒在地板上。这些黑人女仆笑了起来，露出白白的牙齿。

“解开他脚上的绳子。”

她们服从了，但是我还是站不起来。

“过来，格列高。”

我努力靠近这个美丽的女人。对我来说，她似乎从没有像今天这么具有诱惑力，尽管她如此冷酷和蔑视我。




“再近点，”旺达命令道，“跪下，吻我的脚。”

她从白缎长裙的边缘伸出脚，而我，这个超感觉论者的傻瓜，便将自己的嘴唇印了上去。

“接下来一整月，你都不能见我，格列高。”她严肃地说，“我希望跟你成为陌生人，这样你可以很容易地适应我们的新关系。同时你要在花园工作，等候我的命令。现在，你可以离开了，奴隶。”





单调乏味的一个月终于过去了。沉重的工作、忧郁的渴望，渴望着她，那个施加给我所有痛苦的女人。

我被安置在一个园丁手下，帮助他修剪树木、清除篱笆、移植花木、整修花床、打扫砂石路。我和他吃一样粗糙的饭菜，睡同样的硬木床，我跟鸡的作息时间相同。我能时不时地听到我的女主人，周围簇拥着崇拜者，自得地享受生活。有一次，我甚至在花园里听到她欢快的笑声。

我看起来实在是傻。是我现在的生活导致这样的结果，还是以前就是如此？一个月期限到后天就结束了，她会怎么对待我？亦或是她已经忘记了我，把我扔在这里修剪树枝、捆扎花朵，直到老死？

书面命令。





命令奴隶格列高来为我服务。

旺达·杜娜耶





第二天清晨，我带着忐忑不安的心情，拉开缎子窗帘，走进我的女神的卧房，房间里仍然充溢着愉快的幽暗氛围。

“是你吗，格列高？”她问。我跪在壁炉前生火，听到我所爱的人的声音，禁不住浑身颤抖。我看不到她，她躺在窗帘后面四根立柱支撑的床上。




“是的，夫人。”我回答。

“现在什么时辰？”

“已经过了九点。”

“吃早饭吧。”

我赶忙给她取来早餐，然后跪着把盘子送到她的床前。

“这是您的早餐，夫人。”

旺达拉开窗帘，当我第一眼看到她的时候，感觉有点奇怪。她的头发松散地落在枕头上，看起来非常陌生，一个美丽的女人，但是让我热爱的柔和的线条没有了，她的脸很僵硬，有种倦怠和纵欲过度的样子。

仅仅是因为以前我没有注意到吗？

她绿色的眼睛审视着我，好奇多于威胁，也许带点可怜。她慵懒地拉开黑色的裘皮睡衣，露出光裸的双肩。

这一时刻，她是如此迷人，让人疯狂，我感到血液冲向脑门和心房。我手上的盘子开始摇晃，她注意到了，伸手从梳妆台上拿起鞭子。

“你太蠢笨了，奴隶。”她皱起眉头。

我低头看地面，尽可能稳稳地托住盘子。她一边吃着早餐，一边打呵欠，然后把四肢伸进华丽的裘皮大衣里。

她按铃，我再次进去。

“把这封信交给柯西尼王子。”

我赶到市中心，把信交给王子。他是一个非常英俊的年轻小伙，有一双熠熠放光的黑眼睛。

我满心嫉妒，把他的回话带给旺达。




“你怎么了？”她居心不良地问我，“你的脸色很苍白。”

“没什么，夫人，我只是走得太快了。”

午餐时间，王子来了，坐在她身边，而我被迫服务他们俩人。他们开着玩笑，而我对他们来说，就像不存在一样。有一瞬间，我阴暗了，当我给王子的玻璃杯里倒葡萄酒时，我故意溢出到桌布上和她的长礼服上。

“太蠢笨了！”旺达叫道，给了我一耳光。王子笑起来，她也笑。我感到血直冲到脸上。

吃完午饭，她驾车去卡希纳公园。她有一辆小马车、一匹漂亮的棕色英国马，她自己拉着缰绳。我坐在后面，注意看她，每当有受人尊敬的绅士向她鞠躬的时候，她总是卖弄风情地点头微笑。

我扶她下车，她轻靠在我肩膀上。这种轻微的接触让我全身像通了电一样。她——
 是一个美好的女人，我比以前更加爱她了。





晚上六点吃饭时，她邀请了一群男女，我服侍他们，但这次我没有把酒洒到桌布上。

一个耳光比十句话管用，它能让你迅速明白，特别是当这个打击来自一个女人的小手的时候。





晚饭后她驾车去佩哥拉剧院。当她下楼时，穿着黑色天鹅绒大衣，镶貂皮衣领，头上戴着一顶白玫瑰花冠，美得光彩夺目。我打开马车门，扶她坐进去。到达剧院门前时，我先从马车夫的位置跳下来，让她扶着我的手臂，这甜蜜的负担使我身体颤抖。我打开包厢的门，然后在大厅等她。

演出持续了四个小时，她接受那些骑士的探望，而在同时，我却气得咬牙切齿。








女主人最后一次按铃都过午夜了。

“生火！”她粗暴地命令，壁炉里的火生起来，“上茶！”当我把俄国茶具拿来，她已经在女佣的帮助下换上了白色的家居睡衣。

海蒂离开了。

“把我的裘皮睡衣拿来。”旺达说，慵倦地伸展四肢。我从扶手椅上抓起她的手，紧紧地握住。她慢腾腾、懒散地穿上睡衣，然后便躺到了沙发垫子上。

“给我脱鞋，我要穿那双天鹅绒的拖鞋。”

我跪在她面前，费力给她脱鞋。旺达嚷嚷：“快点，快点！你弄疼我了，你等等——
 我来教你！”她举起鞭子抽打我，鞋很快就脱掉了。

“现在立刻给我滚！”她踢了我一脚——
 然后我就回去睡觉了。





今晚我陪同她参加一个晚会。在前厅她命令我帮她脱下裘皮大衣，然后带着高傲的微笑和胜利的自信，走进灯火灿烂的大厅。我又一次沮丧地、乏味地等待时间慢慢过去。当大门打开一小会儿的时候，音乐声不时飘到我的耳朵。有几个侍者尝试跟我聊天，但是很快又放弃了，因为我只会几个意大利单词。

最后我睡过去了，梦到我怀着强烈的嫉妒之心杀掉了旺达。我被判处死刑，然后看着自己被绑在绞刑架上，斧头砍了下来，我能感觉到它落在脖子上，但是我还活着——




行刑者打了我一巴掌。

不，不是行刑者，是旺达愤怒地站在我面前，问我要她的裘皮大衣。我在她身边愣怔了一瞬，便帮她穿上了。




帮一个美丽的女人穿上裘皮大衣，看见并能触摸到她那裹进华丽柔软的裘皮里的脖子和手臂，托起她散在衣领上的头发，真是一件令人愉悦的事情。当她脱掉裘皮大衣时，留在衣服皮毛上的她身体的余温和淡淡的香气，足够使我发疯。





终于这一天，既没有客人，也没有剧院应酬，也没有其他同伴，我宽慰地长出一口气。旺达坐在长廊上看书，很明显没有命令给我。傍晚时分，银色的薄雾笼罩四周，她便回屋了。我服侍她用晚餐，她独自一人吃着，但没有看我一眼，也没跟我说过一个字，甚至都没给我耳光。

我真的希望她能给我一耳光。我的泪水充满眼眶，我感觉她深深地羞辱了我，她甚至认为折磨我、虐待我都是不值得的。

在上床前，她按铃叫我。

“你今晚睡在我这里。我昨天晚上做噩梦了，害怕单独一个人呆着。从沙发那里拿个垫子，然后睡在我脚边的熊皮上。”

旺达熄灭了灯，房间里仅有的照明是吊在天花板上的一顶小灯。她上了床：“别翻身，会吵着我的。”

我照着她的命令做了，但很长时间总是睡不着。我看着这个美得像天神的女人，她躺在黑色裘皮睡衣上，胳膊搁在脖子下方，红头发披散到上面，显得仪态万方。我看到她丰满的前胸随着有规律的呼吸一起一伏。每当她翻身的时候，我都会起来，看她是否会需要我。

但她没有唤我。

没有任务需要我完成，我不过是她晚上的一盏灯，或者是放在枕头下面的一把左轮手枪。








是我疯了还是她疯了？所有这些是出自一个富有创造力的、肆无忌惮的女人的头脑，试图超越我这个超感觉论者的妄想吗？或者这个女人真的具有尼禄式人格，喜欢把有想法、有感觉、有愿望的人踩在脚底，就像踩一条虫子似的，从中获得恶魔般的快乐？

我经历了什么？

当我跪着把咖啡托盘呈到她床边的时候，旺达突然将手放到我的肩膀上，一双眼睛深深地凝视着我。

“你的眼睛多么漂亮！”她轻轻地说，“特别是忍受痛苦的时候，你觉得不快乐吗？”

我低下头，保持沉默。

“萨乌宁，你还爱我吗？”她突然情绪激动地喊道，“你还会爱我吗？”

她把我拉过去，热烈地抱住我，导致咖啡托盘翻掉了，罐子、杯子掉到地上，咖啡洒在地毯上。

“旺达——
 我的旺达！”我哭着喊道，激情地抱紧她，吻她的唇、脸庞和胸口，“我的痛苦在于，你对我越坏，背叛我的次数越多，我却越来越爱你。噢，我会在爱恨和嫉妒的折磨中死去的。”

“但是我没有背叛你，萨乌宁。”旺达微笑。

“没有吗，旺达？别这么无情地开玩笑，难道我没有给王子送信——
 ”

“当然，这是一封邀请他共进晚餐的信。”

“自从我们来到佛罗伦萨，你已经——
 ”

“我完全忠诚于你，”旺达回答，“我发誓我是纯洁的。我做的所有这一切，仅仅是为了完成你的梦想，都是为了你的缘故。但是，我需要一个爱人，否则事情会半途而废，最后你反而会责备我对你不够残忍。我亲爱的漂亮奴隶！不过今天你应该重新变成萨乌宁，我唯一爱过的男人。我没有把你的衣服都扔掉，就放在箱子里。去穿上在喀尔巴阡山健康疗养院时穿过的衣服，当时我们正爱得亲密无间。忘记从那以后发生的所有事吧，噢，在我怀里你会忘得很容易的，我会吻掉你所有的悲伤。”




她像对待小孩子一样对待我，吻我、抚摸我，最后她优雅地微笑说：“去，现在去穿衣服，我也要穿衣服，我应该穿那件裘皮外套吗？噢，是的，我知道，现在立刻去。”

当我返回时，她正站在房间中央，身上穿着白色缎子长袍，外面套着红色的貂皮镶边的外套。她的头发喷了白色粉末，戴着一顶小小的宝石皇冠。有一瞬间，我想起凯瑟琳二世，但是她没给我更多的时间回忆。她把我拉到沙发上，坐在她身边，我们度过了快乐的两小时。她不再是严厉的喜怒无常的女主人，而完全是一个好女人，一个温柔的情人。她给我看能找到的她的照片和书籍，用智慧、明晰的态度和良好的品位来谈论它们。我不止一次狂热地吻她的手，然后她让我朗诵莱蒙托夫的诗歌。当我被热情灼烧着的时候，她把小手放到了我的手中。她的表情很柔和，她的眼睛充满温柔的快乐。

“你幸福吗？”

“目前还没有。”

然后她倚靠在垫子上，慢慢解开外套。

但是我拿过貂皮，迅速盖住她半裸的胸部。“你会让我疯狂的。”我结结巴巴地说。

“过来！”

我躺在她的胳膊上，她的舌头像蛇一样吻着我，然后再次低语：“你幸福了吗？”




“极其幸福！”我叫道。

她大笑，这恶魔般的尖锐的笑声，让我的后背窜过一道寒意。

“你曾经梦想成为奴隶，成为漂亮女人的玩物。而现在你在梦想着成为一个自由的人，一个男人，我的爱人——
 你这个傻瓜，只要我一个手势，你就会重新成为我的奴隶。跪下。”

我从沙发上跪到她脚前，但是我的眼睛仍然充满怀疑地瞪着她。

“你不相信！”她看着我，双手交叉抱于胸前，“我厌倦了，你就在这儿跪几小时吧。别这样看着我——
 ”

她踢了我几脚。

“我希望你是什么，你就是什么，一个人，一件东西，一只动物——
 ”

她按铃，三个女仆进来了。

“把他的手绑在后面。”

我仍然跪着，并不反抗，任她们将我绑起来。她们把我带到花园，一个作为南面分割线的小葡萄园里，园中栽植着玉米，还有些干掉的茎干立在那里，旁边有一张犁。

女仆们把我绑在柱子上，用她们的金发针扎我来逗乐，但没有持续多长时间，旺达很快出现了，头上戴着貂皮帽子，双手插在外套的口袋里。她给我松绑，然后把我的手缠到我的后背，在我的脖子上套上牛轭，再装上犁。

这几个黑魔鬼驱赶我下田，其中一个扶住犁，另一个拿绳子牵引我，第三个挥鞭子抽打我，穿着裘皮大衣的维纳斯则站在旁边观看。





第二天，当我服侍她进晚餐时，旺达说：“再拿一套餐具来，我希望你今天陪我进餐。”我坐在她对面，她说，“不，坐到我旁边来。”

她心情很好，用匙子舀汤给我喝，用餐叉喂我东西吃，像活泼好动的小猫一样把头搁在餐桌上，跟我调笑。我同情地看了一眼海蒂，她今天代替我服侍。也许是比正常需要的时间略长，就是现在，我才注意到海蒂那高贵的近似欧洲人的面部特征和美丽的如雕塑般的胸部，像是斧削出的黑色大理石一般。这个黑色的魔鬼注意到她取悦了我，便露出牙齿笑了。她还没离开房间，旺达就跳脚大怒。




“你竟然敢当着我的面看其他的女人！也许你喜欢她多过喜欢我，她更是个恶魔。”

我害怕了，我从来没有看到她像今天这样。她突然面色惨白，嘴唇和全身都在颤抖。穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯也会为自己的奴隶而嫉妒。她从钩子上抓过鞭子，抽到我的脸上。然后她叫来黑人女仆，她们绑住我，把我拖到酒窖里，扔在这个黑暗、阴冷的地下隔间——
 一个真正的监牢。

门咔嚓一声关上了，门闩拉上了，上了锁。我成了一名囚徒。

我躺在那里，不知道过了多久，像一头被绑在潮湿草地上的小牛，等待被送到屠宰场。没有灯光，没有食物，没有水，也没有睡眠。她看起来想把我饿死，如果在这之前我没有被冻死的话。我冷得瑟瑟发抖，或者是发烧了。我承认我开始恨这个女人了。





一道血红的强光从地板穿过来，这是门被猛推开后直射进来的光线。

旺达出现在门口，全身裹在黑貂皮里，手中拿着个点着的火把。

“你还活着吗？”她问。

“你要来杀我吗？”我用低沉、嘶哑的声音反问。

旺达快走了两步，来到我身边，她跪下来，把我的头搁在她的膝盖上：“你病了？你的眼睛发红。你还爱我吗？我希望你能爱我。”




她抽出一把短剑，当刀锋划过我的眼睛时，我开始感到恐惧，我相信她是来杀我的。她笑了，然后切断了绑着我的绳子。






现在每天晚上吃完晚饭后她都会叫我。我给她读书，她跟我讨论各种有趣的问题。她看起来完全改变了，似乎很为自己背叛我的野蛮行径和残忍地对待我而感到羞耻。这种动人的温柔改变了她的整个人，当她伸手给我吻别的时候，眼睛里闪现出超常的仁慈和爱的力量。这种情感让我感动得流泪，也让我们忘记了生存的苦难和对死亡的恐惧。








我给她读《曼侬·莱斯戈》，她有了些联想，但没有说一个字，只是不时微笑，最后她合上了书本。

“你不想让我继续读下去了？”

“今天先不了。我们自己来演一出《曼侬·莱斯戈》。我在卡希纳还有个约会，而你，我亲爱的骑士，就陪我去吧。我知道你会去，对吗？”

“你可以命令我。”

“我不会命令你，我是请求你。”她用无可比拟的诱惑力回答，然后站起来，把手放在我的肩膀上，凝视着我。

“你的眼睛！”她叫道，“我爱你，萨乌宁。你不会了解我有多么爱你。”

“是的，我了解。”我苦涩地回答，“你爱我以致准备去和别的男人约会。”

“我这样做，是想更能引诱你。”她兴奋地说，“我必须有爱慕者，这样就不会失去你。我不希望失去你，从来不想，你听见了吗？我只爱你，你是我的唯一。”




她热烈地吻我的嘴唇。

“噢，如果可能，我情愿把我整个灵魂化为一个吻献给你——
 这样——
 但是现在跟我来。”

她披上一件黑色天鹅绒外套，戴着一顶黑色俄罗斯式帽子，迅速穿过长廊，登上马车。

“格列高来驾车。”她把车夫叫出来，车夫很吃惊地退了下去。

我坐到车夫的位置，生气地挥鞭赶马。

在卡希纳，旺达从一条主干道拐进一条树木茂盛的小道，然后下了车。现在是晚上，只有零星的星星透过乌云闪出微光，然后消失在夜空。阿诺河岸站着一个男人，穿着一件黑外套，戴着一顶土匪帽，凝望着黄色的波浪。旺达飞快地穿过灌木丛，轻拍他的肩膀。我看到他转身抓住了她的手，然后他们消失在绿色围墙之后。

接下来的一个小时充满折磨，终于某一边的灌木发出瑟瑟声响，他们回来了。

男人陪她登上马车，灯光映照着一张极其年轻、温柔、心不在焉的脸，他正玩着自己长长的亚麻色卷发，我从来没有见过他。

她伸出手，他尊敬地吻了一下，然后她向我打了个手势上车，马车迅速地沿着河边的绿色围墙疾驰而去。





花园的门铃响了，是一张很熟悉的脸，就是卡希纳的那个男人。

“您怎么称呼？”我用法语问。他胆怯地摇头。

“冒昧问一下，您会德语吗？”他小心地问。

“是的，请问您的名字？”

“哦，我还没有名字。”他为难地回答，“请跟你的女主人说，从卡希纳来的德国画家已经到了，希望见她——
 她本人。”




旺达走到阳台，朝陌生人点头。

“格列高，请这位绅士进来。”她叫我。

我引导画家上楼。

“谢谢，我能找到她，非常感谢。”他快步跑上楼梯。我站在下面，怀着深深的同情看着这个可怜的德国男人。

穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯已经让这个男人的灵魂落入她红发的圈套，他会为她画画，然后疯掉。





这是冬天阳光明媚的一天，似乎有金色的光线洒落在树叶上，以及下面绿色的草地上，走廊一角的山茶花长出很多新芽。旺达坐在凉廊里画画，德国画家坐在她对面，两手折叠，崇拜地看着她。不，他凝望着她的脸，带着狂喜的心情完全沉浸于其中。

但是她并没有看他，甚至也没有看我，我正拿着铲子整理花床。我可以看到她、感觉她离我很近，这让我产生一个感觉，像是一首诗，又像一首乐曲。





画家走了。我想做一件冒险的事。我走上长廊，靠近她，问道：“你爱画家吗，夫人？”

她看我一眼，没有动怒，摇摇头，最后终于笑了。

“我对他感到很抱歉，”她回答，“但是我不爱他，我不爱任何人——
 我曾经爱过你，那么热烈深情地爱你，好像爱你是我最可能的事——
 但是现在，我不再爱你了，我的心空了、死了，这让我觉得悲哀。”

“旺达！”我喊道，被深深感动了。

“很快，你也不会爱我了。当你觉得到了那一地步的时候就告诉我，我会给你自由。”




“我这一生都是你的奴隶，因为我仰慕你，一直仰慕着你。”我叫道，狂热的爱再次宿命般地击中了我，迷昏了我的神智。

旺达带着奇怪的愉快神情看着我：“多多考虑你所做的事。我非常爱你，对你做那些残暴的事，也只是为了实现你的梦想。一些原始的感觉，对你的一种同情，仍然在我的胸中激荡。当这种感觉消失的时候，谁能知道我是否还会让你自由呢？我是否不再变得残忍、无情，甚至野蛮呢？我是否不再为折磨、拷打崇拜我的男人而感到恶魔般的快乐呢？而我对他漠不关心，也许会爱上其他人，我可能很乐意看到他因为爱我而死。认真考虑考虑吧。”

“我已经考虑很久了。”我回答，身上掠过一阵燥热，“没有你，我存活不下去。假如你给我自由，我会死掉。让我做你的奴隶吧，或者杀了我，但是不要赶我走。”

“好吧，那就做我的奴隶吧。”她回答，“但是不要忘了我已经不再爱你了。你的爱对我来说甚至比不过一条狗，狗是随便让我踢的。”





今天，我参观了美第奇的维纳斯像。

时间还早，这个小八角房间透进来微弱的光线，像是一个庇护所。我双手交叉，站在这尊安静的女神雕像前，献上我深深的仰慕之情。

但我没有站很久。

画廊里没有一个人，甚至也没有英国人。我跪了下来，仰望着这尊可爱的窈窕的雕像，她那圣洁而丰满的脸庞，芬芳的卷发掩映在前额的两端。





我的女主人又按铃了。

现在是中午，然而她还躺在床上，胳膊枕在脑后。




“我想洗澡，”她说，“你来协助我。锁门。”

我服从了。

“现在下楼，确认下面的门是否锁上了。”

我沿着从她的卧室通向浴池的旋转楼梯走下去，心情激动，脚下颠踬，不得不扶住铁栏杆。待确认通向凉廊和花园的门锁住了以后，我返回楼上。旺达坐在床边，头发披散着，身上披着绿色的天鹅绒大衣。当她活动的时候，我才注意到她只穿着裘皮大衣，这让我开始感到害怕，不知道为什么。我像一个被判处死刑的人，走向绞刑架，当我看到绞刑架的时候，全身都发抖了。

“过来，格列高，抱我起来。”

“夫人，你的意思是？”

“过来抱我，还不明白吗？”

我把她抱起来，她躺在我的臂弯里，手揽着我的脖子。慢慢地，一步一步地，我抱着她下了楼。她的头发不时划过我的脸颊，她的脚踩着我的膝盖。因为抱着这美丽的负担，我浑身颤抖，似乎随时都有可能跌倒。

这间浴池是一个宽大的高高的圆形建筑，从塔楼的红色玻璃上射进一缕柔和的光线。两棵棕榈树展开阔大的叶子，像是屋顶上覆盖了一层长长的天鹅绒垫子。这里的台阶铺着土耳其地毯，通向房间中央的白色大理石浴池。

“楼上梳妆台有一条绿色缎带，”我把旺达放到长沙发上，她说，“去拿来给我，顺便带上鞭子。”

我飞快地跑上楼，然后返回，跪下来把东西交到女主人的手中。她让我用绿色缎带把一头厚厚的头发盘成一个发髻，然后我开始为她放洗澡水。我做得非常笨拙，因为我的手脚都不听使唤。我一次次地望着那个躺在红色天鹅绒垫子上的美丽女人，她美妙的胴体在裘皮大衣下若隐若现。有一种魔力超过了我的自我意志迫使我去看。我感觉她的放荡和色欲在半藏半露。我正在想入非非之时，发现浴池已经满了。旺达一下脱掉裘皮外套，站在我面前，就像法庭上的女神一样。




当她脱掉衣服的那一刻，她看起来是那么圣洁，就像是我崇拜很久的神祇。我跪在她面前，虔诚地把嘴唇印在她的脚上。

前一刻我的灵魂还是波涛汹涌，下一刻突然就变得完全平静，现在我没有感觉到一丁点旺达的冷酷。

她慢慢走下楼梯，我平静地看着她走下来，心中不夹杂什么折磨或渴求。我看着她踏入浴池，然后出来，她的每一动作所激起的小小浪花，都像是温柔的爱人与她嬉戏。

虚无主义的美学家说得对：一个真实的苹果比画家笔下的要漂亮，一个活生生的女人比石雕的维纳斯要美丽。

当她离开浴池的时候，有银色的水滴和玫瑰色的光线在她的躯体上流淌。我陷入了沉默的狂喜，我用亚麻布床单包裹住她，擦干她曼妙的身体。虽然现在有一只脚踏到我背上，把我当踏脚凳，但我还是感觉到一种宁静的喜悦充溢着我的心。她披着宽大的天鹅绒外衣，躺在垫子上，柔软的貂皮裹着大理石一般冰冷的身体。她把左胳膊伸进黑色的裘皮大衣的袖子里，支撑着自己，像一只睡着的天鹅，右手看似不经意地玩弄着鞭子。

我偶然瞥了一眼对面墙上的大镜子，不禁叫了起来，因为我看到我们俩被镶在金色的框架里，看起来像是一幅画。这幅画非常漂亮、奇特、富有想象力，但是一想到它的轮廓和颜色会像雾一样消散，我就感到深深的悲哀。

“怎么了？”旺达问。




我把镜子指给她看。

“啊，真漂亮！”她叫起来，“但是不能定格这一幕，永久保存，真是太遗憾了。”

“为什么不？”我问，“任何艺术家，甚至是最著名的画家，都会因为你给他这个机会画画，用画笔使你永恒，而感到自豪。”

“当我想到这么超越庸常的美女会从这个世界消失，”我继续说，热切地望着她，“就感到惊恐——
 你那愉快的面部表情、充满神秘的绿色眼睛、具有魔力的头发、曼妙的躯体等等。这个想法让我充满被毁灭的死一般的恐惧，但是艺术家的手，可以将你挽救过来。你不会像我们一样永远消亡，人世间找不到你的一点踪迹。你的画像会留存下来，甚至当你化为尘土的时候，你的美超越了死亡，继续存在于人世间。”

旺达微笑了。

“太糟糕了，当今意大利已经没有提香或拉斐尔了，”她说，“但是，也许爱情会为了赎罪而创造出一个天才。我那个小德国画家能不能做到？”

“是的，他可以为你作画。我相信爱之女神已经为他调好颜料了。”





年轻画家在他的别墅里整理出一间工作室，他完全被她的爱情之网俘虏。开始他画了一幅圣母玛利亚像，红头发、绿眼睛的圣母。只有德国的理想主义者才会试图把这个受过良好教育的女人画作一个圣洁的象征。这个可怜的家伙真的比我更像一头大蠢驴，但是很不幸，我们的蒂塔尼亚[40]
 不久就发现了我们的驴耳朵。








现在她嘲笑着我们，是怎样的笑声啊！我站在工作室敞开的窗户下，听着她傲慢而悦耳的笑声，心中充满嫉妒。





“你疯了吗？我——
 啊，真是不可思议，难道我像圣母吗？”她叫道，再次大笑起来，“等一下，我给你看看另一张画像，是我自己画的，你可以模仿。”

她的头出现在窗户上，阳光照射下红色的头发像一团燃烧的火焰。

“格列高！”

我赶忙跑上楼，穿过走廊，走进工作室。

“带画家去浴池。”旺达命令道，然后匆忙离开了。

没多久旺达便回来了，只穿着一件貂皮大衣，手里拿着鞭子。她下了楼，像以前一样躺在天鹅绒垫子上。我趴在她的脚下，她用一只脚踩着我，右手玩弄着鞭子。“看着我，”她说，“用你那深情热切的眼神看着我。对，就是这样。”

画家的脸色变得苍白，一双梦幻般的蓝眼睛贪婪地注视着这一场景。他的嘴张着，但是没有说话。

“那么，你喜欢这个画面吗？”

“是的，这就是我想要画的。”德国画家说，实际上这不是他口头说出的话，而是清楚表现出来的悲叹，是一个受伤的灵魂的哭泣——
 一个受伤要死的灵魂。








炭笔素描已经完成，头部和身体部分也填上了色，通过粗线条的勾勒，她那魔鬼般的脸已经显现，绿眼睛也闪出生气。

旺达双手交叉抱胸，站在画布前。

画家脸色重又变得苍白，赶紧解释道：“这幅画，如同威尼斯学院的那些作品，既是一幅肖像画，同时又在讲述一个故事。”

“你准备给它起什么名字？”旺达问道，“你怎么了？生病了吗？”

“我恐怕——
 ”他用热烈的眼神凝视着这个穿裘皮大衣的美丽女人，回答道，“我们来谈这幅画吧。”

“好，我们谈谈这幅画。”

“我想象爱之女神为了一个凡人从奥林匹斯山上降落凡间。我们的现实世界总是很冷，她试图裹在厚重的裘皮大衣里以便让她出色的身体暖和过来，然后将她的脚放在情人的膝盖上。我想象这个美丽的女暴君喜欢做的事，就是在厌倦吻她的奴隶时，转而鞭打他。她越是把他踩在脚下，他便越是爱她。所以我把这幅画叫做——
 《穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯》。”





画家画得很慢，但是他的激情却在一天天飞快地高涨。我很害怕他最后会自杀。她在玩弄他，她提出了许多他无法解答的谜，他感觉自己的血液在凝结，但这些都让她觉得愉快。

她坐在那里，吃着冰糖，把包装纸卷成一个个小球，然后掷向画家。

“很高兴你今天兴致挺高，”画家说，“但是现在你的脸失去了我需要画到画中去的表情。”




“你要画到画中的表情，”她微笑了，“等一下。”

她站起来，抽了我一鞭子。画家惶然地看着她，脸上现出孩子般的讶异的表情，混杂着厌恶和崇拜。

当旺达抽我的时候，脸上的表情变得越来越残忍和轻蔑，这让我感到投入和沉醉。

“这就是你要画到画中的表情吧？”她叫道。画家面对着她眼中射出的冷光，困惑地低下了头。

“是这个表情——
 ”他结巴着说道，“但是我现在不能画——
 ”

“什么？”旺达轻蔑地说，“也许我能帮你。”

“是的——
 ”德国人喊道，状若疯狂，“来鞭打我吧。”

“哦，我很荣幸！”她耸了耸肩，“假如我要鞭打你，我会非常认真冷静的。”

“鞭打我吧，死了都可以！”画家喊道。

“那你允许我把你绑起来吗？”她微笑着问。

“是的——
 ”他呻吟道。

旺达离开房间，过了一会儿，她回来了，手里拿着绳子。

“那么——
 你有勇气把自己交给一个穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯的手中吗？一个美丽的暴君，不论好坏？”她嘲讽地问道。

“是的，绑上我吧。”画家迟钝地回答。旺达将他的手绑到后面，一条绳子穿过胳膊，一条绳子绕过身体，将他绑在窗户的十字窗栓上。然后她卷起裘皮大衣，抓起鞭子，走向他。

这情景对我有极强的吸引力，我无法全面描述，我感到自己的心脏跳得非常急促。抽了第一鞭后，旺达微笑着缩回手臂，鞭稍在空中发出嘶嘶声。画家轻轻抖索了一下，然后她一鞭一鞭抽打他。她红唇半张，牙齿闪着微光，直到最后他用可怜的蓝眼睛祈求她的怜悯，她才停止。这一场景实在无法描述。








她现在单独坐在那里，他正在画她的头部。

她把我安排在隔壁房间，房间里有厚厚的窗帘，别人看不见我，但我能看见任何事情。

现在她打算干什么？

她担心他吗？她已经把他逼到发疯了，或者她谋划了一个新的方式来折磨我？我的膝盖发抖了。

他们在交谈。他放低声音，因而我听不到一个字，她也用同样的方式回答。这意味着什么？这是他们之间的一种相互理解吗？

我忍受着痛苦的折磨，心脏似乎要爆炸了。

他跪在她面前，拥抱着她，头靠着她的胸。而她——
 无情地——
 狂笑，现在我听到她说话了：

“啊！你还需要一顿鞭子。”

“夫人！女神！难道你没有心吗？——
 不能爱吗？”画家喊道，“难道你都不懂，爱意味着什么吗？不懂被欲望和激情折磨的滋味吗？你甚至不能想象我所承受的痛苦是什么，你对我没有怜悯吗？”

“没有！”她傲慢而又嘲弄地回答，“但是我有鞭子。”

她迅速从裘皮外套的口袋里抽出鞭子，用手柄拍在他的脸上。他站了起来，退后了好几步。

“现在，你准备好重新画画了吗？”她冷冷地问。他没有回答，只是返回画架，拿起了画笔和调色板。

这幅画非常棒，是一幅不能再好的肖像画，同时也具有理想的质素，颜色亮丽，超越自然，甚至恶毒，我这么形容它。

画家把他承受的所有磨难、爱慕和咒怨都画到了画里。








现在他给我画像，我们每天有几个小时的时间单独在一起。今天他突然转身用颤抖的声音问我：

“你爱那个女人吗？”

“是的。”

“我也爱她。”他的眼睛被泪水浸湿了，静默了一会儿，开始继续画画。

“在德国我的家乡，有一座山可以给她居住。”他低语，“她是个魔鬼。”





画像终于完成了，她坚持以王后的方式慷慨地给他酬金。

“哦，你已经付给我了。”他痛苦地微笑，拒绝了。

离开前，他偷偷地打开了公事包，让我看里面。我惊呆了，里边这幅画上她看我的样子就好像是从镜子中走出来的一样，栩栩如生、活灵活现。

“我会带走这幅画。”他说，“这幅是我的，她不能从我这里拿去。这是我用自己的心血挣得的。”





“我对那个可怜的画家感到歉疚，”她今天对我说，“我这么品德高尚，看起来很荒唐。你不这么认为吗？”

我不敢回答她。

“噢，我忘了我在跟一个奴隶对话。我需要一些新鲜空气，我希望转移视线，忘掉它们。”

“准备马车，快！”

她的新衣非常奢华，貂皮镶边的蓝紫色天鹅绒做成的俄罗斯式短靴；同样材料的裙子，用长条纹和玫瑰色的裘皮装饰；上身穿了一件合身的外套，也装饰着貂皮；头上戴了一顶凯瑟琳二世式的高帽子，帽子上插了一根宝石搭扣的羽毛；红头发蓬松地披在背后。她登上车夫的座位，抓起皮鞭，我坐在后面的座位上，她奋力扬鞭策马，马车像疯了一般飞了出去。




表面上她今天的目的是吸引别人的注意力，征服别人，而且她完全成功了。她像一头卡希纳的母狮，每个人都对着她的马车点头致意，小径上的行人聚到一起，议论着她。她对任何人都不留意，除了不时地向年老的绅士点头招呼。

突然，一个年轻人骑着一匹黑马飞速地跑过来。当他看到旺达，便放慢速度，鞭马走近；当他接近了旺达，便完全止住马，让旺达过去。她也看到了他——
 像母狮遇到公狮，他们的眼睛交会了。她迅速地驾车经过他，但是她摆脱不了他带有魔力的注视，仍是转过头来追随着他。

当我看到他半是惊讶半是欣喜的眼神，我的心跳停止了，她贪婪地注视着他，而他也的确值得审视。

他确实算得上一个高贵的极品男人，不，可以说是我一生中看到的最好的了。他看起来像贝凡维迪宫[41]
 里的大理石雕像，身材修长；钢铁般的肌肉；同样的脸和卷发；让他显得特别英俊的地方是没有留胡子；如果他的屁股再窄些，可能会让人以为他是女扮男装；他的嘴唇——
 狮子的嘴唇——
 略略张开，露出牙齿，使他的表情显得奇怪，给他这张英俊的脸添加了一丝残酷的味道。




阿波罗正在痛打马西亚斯[42]
 。

他穿着黑色的高筒靴，白色的皮革紧紧包裹着臀部，上身套着意大利骑兵军官式样的黑色裘皮短外套，羊皮镶边，还有些华丽的环状物，黑色头发上戴着一顶红色的土耳其毡帽。

我现在理解了男性爱神厄洛斯，对于苏格拉底能够在亚西比德[43]
 面前保持高尚的道德情操而感到万分惊奇。





我从来没有见过母狮如此兴奋，当她跳下马车走进别墅的时候，脸上还在发烧。她快步上楼，做了一个专横的手势让我快点跟上。

她在房间里走来走去，过了好长时间，她开始说话，声音急促，吓了我一跳。

“你现在赶紧去查清卡希纳的那个男人是谁——
 哦，那个男人！你看到他了吗？你对他有什么看法？告诉我。”

“他是个很英俊的人。”我迟钝地回答。

“他多么俊美，”她停了下，靠在扶手椅上，“他让我喘不过气来。”

“我能理解他给你的印象。”我说，头脑中的想象力带着我疯狂地旋转，“我也迷失在对他的崇拜中，我能想象——
 ”

“你能想象？”她大声笑起来，“这个男人是我的情人，他会把你绑起来，你将享受到他对你的痛打。现在快去吧。”








夜幕降临前，我终于得到了自己渴望知道的信息。

当我返回时，旺达仍然穿着整齐。她斜靠在沙发上，脸埋在手里，头发凌乱，像是母狮红色的鬃毛。

“他叫什么名字？”她问，语气超乎寻常的平静。

“亚历克斯·帕帕多波利斯。”

“是希腊人？”

我点头。

“他多大？”

“没有你大。他们说他在巴黎上学，是个无神论者。他曾经在坎迪亚跟土耳其人打过仗，据说他在种族仇恨和杀戮方面比他的英勇还要出名。”

“这样看来他是一个男人。”她的眼睛闪出火花。

“他现在住在佛罗伦萨，”我继续说，“据说很有钱——
 ”

“我没有问你这些！”她立刻尖锐地打断我的话，“这个男人很危险，你害怕他吗？我有点害怕。他有妻子吗？”

“没有。”

“情妇呢？”

“也没有。”

“一般他去哪个剧院看戏？”

“今天晚上他会去尼柯里尼剧院，维吉尼亚·马里尼和萨尔维尼[44]
 在那里演出。他们都是意大利，也许是全欧洲，最著名的艺术家。”




“给我订个包厢——
 快点！”她命令道。

“但是，夫人——
 ”

“你想尝尝皮鞭的滋味吗？”





当我把观看戏剧的望远镜和节目单放在她的包厢一角，给她调整好脚凳，她对我说：“你在前厅等我。”

我站在前厅，身子靠着墙，以便支撑自己不因为嫉妒和愤怒而滑落下去——
 不，这词不对，应该是致命的恐惧。

我看着包厢里的旺达，她穿着一件蓝色的绸缎礼服，光裸的肩上围着大貂皮斗篷。他坐在旺达的对面，我看到他们深情地互相凝视。对他们来说，哥尔多尼[45]
 的《帕梅拉》[46]
 、萨尔维尼、马里尼、观众，甚至是整个世界，都不存在了，而我——
 当时的我又是什么呢？





今天她去参加希腊大使的舞会，她知道自己会在那里遇到他吗？无论如何，她都打扮得像是会遇到他的样子。她穿着一件厚厚的深绿色绸裙，胸部和胳膊都裸着，衬托出她完美的身材；头发盘成一个造型像火焰的髻，插了一朵荷花，芦苇叶子扭成几股从后背上垂下来。她的脸上不再显出骚动或兴奋颤抖的痕迹，她很平静，那么平静，以致我感觉自己的血液都凝结了，在她的视线下我的心开始变冷。她带着倦怠、懒散的表情，慢慢地登上大理石楼梯，任凭华贵的披肩滑落，无精打采地走进大厅，大厅里数百支蜡烛发出的烟形成一阵银色的雾。




过了好一会儿，我的眼睛一直迷茫地追随着她，然后我无意识地拾起从我手中滑落的披肩，上面还有从她的光裸的肩膀传来的温暖。

我吻着它，眼中充满泪水。





他到了。

他穿着紫貂皮镶边的黑色天鹅绒外套，像一个俊美、傲慢的专制暴君，玩弄着男人的灵魂和生命。他站在前厅，骄傲地环顾四周，眼睛停在我的身上，让我心中不安了很久。

在他冰冷目光的注视下，我又一次被极端的恐惧攫住了。我有预感，这个男人能够吸引她、迷惑她、征服她。与他勇猛的男子气概相比，我感觉到自己的低下，心中充满羡慕和嫉妒。

我觉得自己仅仅是一个行为古怪的、软弱无能的生物，最丢脸的是，我想恨他，但是我做不到。这么多仆人中，他为什么选中我呢？

他用那独特的贵族气派，朝我点头，示意我过去，而我——
 我服从了他的命令——
 违背了自己的意愿。

“拿着我的裘皮大衣。”他命令道。

我浑身都因怨恨在发抖，但是我服从了，卑躬屈膝像个奴隶。





整晚我都在前厅等着，发烧一样胡言乱语。许多奇怪的影像从我眼前闪过，我看见他们相遇——
 他们交换眼神，对视很久。我看到她穿过大厅，陶醉地扑到他的怀里，眼睑半闭，靠着他的胸脯。我看到他作为爱的至圣化身，躺在沙发上，不是作为奴隶，而是作为主人。她就守在他的脚下，而我跪着服侍他们，茶盘在我手里摇晃，我看到他拿起了鞭子，但是现在仆人都在议论他。




他是个长得像女人的男人，他知道自己长得很漂亮，相应地，他的举止也变得女性化。他一天换四五次衣服，像那些爱慕虚荣的交际花一样。

在巴黎，他第一次穿上女装，男人们给他寄来无数情书。一个意大利歌星，因歌艺和多情而出名，甚至闯入他的家，跪在他面前，威胁说假如他不答应相好就自杀。

“很抱歉，”他微笑回答，“我希望能成全你，但是你必须收回这个威胁，因为我是个男人。”





大厅已经寥落了下来，但她显然并没有走的意思。

透过窗帘，天色开始变亮了。

最后，我终于听到她厚重的裙子拖地发出的沙沙声，在她后面像涌上绿色的波浪一般。她一步步靠近他，开始跟他谈话。

我在她眼里几乎不存在，她甚至都不费神给我一个命令。

“给夫人披上斗篷。”他命令道。当然，他不认为自己需要亲自照顾她。

当我为她披上斗篷的时候，他抱着胳膊站在一边。当我跪在地上为她穿上裘皮靴子时，她轻轻地把手放到了他的肩上，问道：

“你对母狮有何感想？”

“母狮子选择了一头公狮子一起生活，当公狮子被其他的狮子攻击，”希腊人继续他的故事，“母狮子会安静地躺在一边观看战斗，即使它的伴侣情势恶劣，它也不打算帮忙。它会冷漠地看着公狮子被对手的爪子攻击，流血而死。然后它追随胜利者——
 一个陌生者——
 这就是雌性动物的天性。”




这时，我的母狮子迅速而又古怪地看了我一眼。

这让我浑身颤抖，尽管我不知道为什么——
 黎明的血色阳光照着我和她和他。





她没有上床睡觉，仅是脱掉礼服，散开头发，然后命令我生火。她坐在壁炉前，直视着壁炉里的火光。

“夫人，您还需要我吗？”我问道，声音越来越低，最后一个字听不见了。

旺达摇摇头。

我离开房间，穿过走廊，坐在通向花园的一级台阶上。轻柔的北风带来阿诺河新鲜、潮湿的凉爽空气，绿色的小山绵延到远方玫瑰色的迷雾里，金色的雾霭笼罩在城市上空和多莫大教堂的圆形炮塔上。

几颗星星还闪烁在淡蓝色的天空中。

我解开外套，将发热的前额抵在大理石上。到目前为止已经发生的一切在我看来就是一场孩子的玩笑，但是现在情势开始变得严重起来，非常严重。

我预感到一场灾难来临，我能够看见它，用双手抓住它，但是缺乏直面它的勇气，我的力量崩溃了。坦率地说，我不怕可预见的痛苦和折磨，也不怕逼近我的羞辱，我只是害怕失去这个女人，这个我狂热地爱着的女人。但这是不可阻挡的、决定性的，我突然像个孩子一样哭了起来。








这一天，她一直把自己锁在房间里，让黑人女仆服侍她。当夜晚的星星在蓝色的天幕上闪亮，我看见她穿过花园，于是我小心地跟在她后面，看着她走进维纳斯神庙。我偷偷地跟着，透过门上的缝隙窥视她。

她站在女神塑像前，双手合十祈祷，爱之星发出的神圣的蓝色光芒照在她的身上。





晚上，我躺在床上，害怕失去她的恐惧和绝望强有力地缠住了我，让我变成了英雄和浪荡子。我点起走廊挂在圣像下的红色小油灯，走进她的卧房，用一只手把灯光遮住。

母狮子被逐猎得力气耗尽，陷在枕头里睡了，仰面躺着，双手紧握，呼吸沉重。她看起来正被噩梦搅扰，我慢慢抽回手，让红色的灯光照在她精致的脸上。

她没有醒。

我轻手轻脚地把灯放在地板上，坐在旺达的床边，头枕着她柔软温热的胳膊。

她轻轻动了动，但依然没有醒。我就这样坐在灯光下，也不知道待了多久，直到因为痛苦的折磨而变成一块石头。

最后，一阵战栗攫住了我，我终于能哭出来了。我哭了，眼泪滴在她的胳膊上，她微颤了几下，最后终于坐了起来。她用手揉揉眼睛，然后看到了我。

“萨乌宁。”她叫道，恐惧多于愤怒。

我没有回答。

“萨乌宁，”她温柔地说，“发生什么事了？你病了吗？”

她的声音充满同情、和善和满满的爱，让我感觉胸口抽紧，像是被红红的烧得灼热的钳子钳住一样，我开始大声哭起来。




“萨乌宁，我的可怜的不幸的朋友，”她的手轻抚我的头发，“我很抱歉，非常抱歉，但我无法帮你，我不知道这世界上有没有最好的方法能够治愈你。”

“噢，旺达，这是必须的吗？”我痛苦地哀吟道。

“什么？萨乌宁，你指的是什么？”

“你不再爱我了吗？你对我甚至连一点点同情都没有了吗？那个漂亮的陌生人已经完全俘获你了吗？”

“我不能撒谎，”她略停了一下，然后轻声回答道，“他给我留下深刻的印象，我没法分析，总之超过我所受的痛苦和担忧。这种印象我只在诗歌或戏剧里见到过，不过我一直认为这是想象中虚构出来的。噢，他像一头公狮子，强壮、俊美，而且温和，不像北部地区某些男人那么粗鲁野蛮。我很抱歉，萨乌宁，我已经被他吸引了，我必须占有他。我说的是什么啊？如果他想拥有我，我一定会把自己交给他的。”

“多考虑考虑你的名誉，旺达，你还保持着自己的纯洁。我对你来说已经不再意味着什么了吗？”

“我还在考虑这个问题。我的意愿已经越来越强大，我希望——
 ”她羞怯地把脸埋进枕头，“我希望成为他的妻子——
 假如他愿意拥有我的话。”

“旺达！”我哭了，一种极端的恐惧攫住了我，夺去了我的呼吸，让我失去了自我意识，“你希望成为他的妻子，永远属于他。哦，不要赶我走！他不爱你——
 ”

“谁说的？”她气愤道。

“他不爱你，”我热烈地说，“但是我爱你，我崇拜你，我是你的奴隶，我愿意你把我踩在脚底下，我希望一辈子把你托在胳膊上。”




“谁说他不爱我？”她激烈地打断我。

“噢，是我，是我！没有你，我根本没有办法活下去，发发慈悲吧，旺达，对我仁慈一点！”

她再次审视我，脸上的表情是冷漠的、无情的，她邪恶地微笑了。

“你说他不爱我，”她轻蔑地说，“那么好吧，你把这当成自我安慰好了。”

她转过身，给了我一个蔑视的背影。

“我的老天，你是个没有血肉的女人吗？你难道没有心吗？”我哭道，胸口一阵痉挛。

“你知道我是什么人，”她冷冷地回答，“我是个石头做成的女人——
 穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯——
 这是你的理想情人。跪下，向我祈祷。”

“旺达！”我恳求道，“求你仁慈一些吧！”

她大笑起来。我把脸埋到她的枕头里，巨大的痛苦冲过泪水的闸门奔流而出。

长久的静默，然后旺达慢慢站了起来。

“你让我感到厌烦。”她说。

“旺达！”

“我累了，我要去睡觉。”

“发发慈悲吧，不要赶我走，没有一个男人像我这么爱你，绝没有。”我祈求道。

“我要睡觉！”她再次转过身。

我突然跳起，抓过她挂在床边的匕首，从刀鞘中抽出刀来，对着我的胸膛。

“我应该在你的眼皮底下自杀！”我呆滞地低声道。

“随你便，”旺达漠不关心地回答，大声地打着呵欠，“但是我要睡觉了，我太困了。”




一时间我石化了，然后禁不住又哭又笑起来。最后我把匕首插在自己的腰带上，跪在她面前。

“旺达，听我说，就一会儿。”我恳求道。

“我要睡觉，你听不到吗？”她生气地跳下床来，用脚踢着我，“你忘了我是你的女主人了？”

看我没有移动，她抓起鞭子开始抽打我。我站了起来，她继续打我——
 这次打在我的脸上。

“你这无赖，奴隶！”

我握紧拳头，仰头向天，突然下定决心，离开了她的卧房。她把鞭子扔到一边，爆发出一阵清楚明了的笑声。我能想象自己那戏剧化的态度是多么滑稽。





我决定离开这个无情的女人，放自己自由，她对我那么残忍，现在还准备破坏誓言，背叛我，把这当成一个奴隶似的奉献者忍受所有痛苦的回报。

我把仅有的几件东西塞到包里，然后坐下来给她写信：





亲爱的夫人：

我爱你爱到疯狂，我把自己完全交给你掌控，没有一个男人像我这样受控于一个女人。你亵渎了我最神圣的感情，跟我玩了一个粗鲁、愚蠢的游戏。当然，如果你仅仅是残忍和无情，我可能仍然爱你。但现在你变得——
 低俗，我不再是你随意踢一脚、任意鞭打的奴隶了。你自己说可以放我自由，我现在要离开你这个我只能憎恨和鄙视的女人。




萨乌宁·库什姆斯基





我把信交给黑人女仆，然后尽我所能飞快逃离了。等气喘吁吁跑到火车站，我的心中突然涌上一阵痛楚，不由停了下来。我开始哭泣，我想逃走，但是我不能，真是够丢脸的。我转过身——
 去哪里？——
 回到她身边吗？我憎恨她，然而同时又仰慕她。

我再次停住了，我不能回去，我不敢。

但是现在我怎么才能离开佛罗伦萨呢？我记得自己没有钱了，一个子儿也没有。那么好吧，用脚走，做一个诚实的乞讨者总比吃妓女的面包强。

但是我还是没有走。

她拿着我的誓约和保证书，我必须回去，也许她会放我走。

走了几步，我再次停住了。

她拿着我的保证书和合同，只要她愿意，我就仍然是她的奴隶，直到她给我自由。但是我也可以自杀。

我穿过卡希纳，来到阿诺河边，黄色的河水毫无变化地泼溅着河堤上几棵零落的柳树。我坐在那里，计算我存活在世间的最后账目，将我的完整一生做了一个总结性回顾。总体上来说，我的存在就是一件不幸的事——
 欢乐很少，只有无穷无尽的无关紧要和毫无价值的事情，在这些事情当中，我只收获了痛苦、不幸、恐惧、失望、希望破灭、苦恼、悲伤和难过。

我想到我的母亲，我那么深地爱着她，却不得不看着她因为可怕的疾病而逐渐衰弱下去，去世了；我哥哥，本来有足够的希望活得快乐、幸福，却在像花朵一样盛开的青年时代死掉了，甚至还没有来得及品尝生活的滋味；我那去世的保姆，童年时代的玩伴，和我一起打闹、学习的朋友；还有我的斑鸠，常常朝我叫唤，但对其他伴儿却不这样——
 所有这一切，都已经过去了，归于尘土。




我大声笑着，滑到水里，与此同时我一把抓住了一根柳枝，悬在河面上。恍惚中，我看到了那个给我带来所有痛苦的女人，她悬停在河面上，在太阳的照射下，闪闪发光，像是透明的，头上和背后像有红色的火焰。她转过脸来看着我，笑了。





我再次回来了，全身湿透，滴着水，因为愧疚和发烧而身上滚烫。女仆已经把我的信交上去了，我心情迷惘地等待着这个无情的、被冒犯的女人的判决。

好吧，让她杀我吧。我自己下不了手，但是我也没有继续活下去的希望了。

当我走回别墅时，她正站在长廊上，靠着栏杆，脸上光彩照人，绿眼睛闪闪发光。

“你还活着呢？”她说，没有动。我静静地站着，低着头。

“把匕首还给我，”她继续说，“对你没什么用。你没有勇气结束自己的生命。”

“我丢了。”我回答，身体因寒冷而禁不住颤抖。

她看着我，眼神傲慢而轻蔑。

“我猜你把它丢到阿诺河了。”她耸了耸肩，“没关系，那么，你为什么不走了？”

我嘟哝了几句，不只是她，连我都没有明白说的是什么。

“噢，你没有钱，”她叫道，“呶！”她用难以描述的蔑视的手势，把自己的钱包扔给我。

我没有去捡。




我们俩都沉默了一会儿。

“难道你不想离开了？”

“我不能离开。”





旺达独自驾车去了卡希纳，没有带我，去了剧院，也没有带上我，黑人女仆在服侍她。没有人问候我，我游荡在花园里，优柔寡断，像一个宠物找不到主人。

我躺在灌木丛中，望着一对麻雀在抢食一粒种子。

突然，我听到女人衣裙走动时的飒飒声。

旺达穿着黑色绸缎礼服，离我很近，近到几乎靠近我的脖子。那个希腊人跟她在一起，他们在热烈地讨论着什么，但我连一个词都不能理解。他跺跺脚，以便把石子踢到四方，然后突然往空中甩了一马鞭，旺达吓了一跳。

她在害怕希腊人会鞭打她吗？

他们交往得很深了吗？

他离开了她，旺达喊他，他没有听到，或者是不想听到。

旺达悲哀地低下头，然后坐在最近的石椅上。她坐了很久，陷入沉思之中。我带着恶意的快感注视着她，最后我凝聚起全部的意志力，面带嘲讽地走到她面前。她大吃一惊，禁不住浑身发抖。

“我来是为了祝你幸福！”我说，鞠了一躬，“我看亲爱的夫人也需要一个主人。”

“是的，感谢上帝！”她叫道，“而不是一个新的奴隶，我已经拥有足够多了。一个主人！女人需要一个她为之崇拜的主人。”

“你崇拜他，旺达？”我叫道，“这个野蛮人——
 ”

“是的，我爱他，我从来没有这么爱一个人。”




“旺达！”我握紧拳头，泪水盈满眼眶，心中充满谵妄的激情和甜蜜的疯狂，“很好，那就让他做你的丈夫吧，让他做你的主人，但是我仍然希望做你的奴隶，一辈子都是。”

“你还希望做我的奴隶，甚至是现在？这倒很有趣，但我担心他不会允许。”

“他？”

“是啊，他已经在嫉妒你了，”她叫道，“他——
 嫉妒你！他要求我立刻解雇你，当我告诉他你是——
 ”

“你告诉他？”我重复道，惊呆了。

“我把一切都告诉他了，我们的所有故事，你的所有不快，所有事情——
 而他，并没有被这个故事逗乐，而是大怒，气得直跺脚。”

“然后威胁要打你吗？”

旺达看着地面，沉默了。

“是的，肯定是这样，”我用嘲讽的、苦涩的语气说道，“你很怕他，旺达。”我拜倒在她的脚下，激动地抱住她的膝盖，“我不需要任何东西，除了做你的奴隶，我希望一直待在你身边，成为你的一条狗——
 ”

“你知道吗？你让我感到厌烦。”旺达漠然地说。

我跳了起来，心中沸腾。

“你已经不再残忍了，而是低俗。”我说，语气清楚明晰，每一个字都强调了一下。

“你已经在信里说了。”旺达回答道，傲慢地耸耸肩，“一个有头脑的男人从来不会重复他自己。”

“你对待我的方式呢？”我爆发了，“你把这叫什么？”

“我可以惩罚你，”她讽刺地说，“但是这次我更愿意向你说明原因，而不是鞭打你。你没有权利指责我，我不是一直跟你说实话吗？难道我没有不止一次警告你？难道我不是全心全意、充满激情地爱你？难道我向你隐瞒事实了吗？——
 把自己置于我的掌控下很危险；在我面前表现谦卑；我希望被征服。但是你希望做我的玩具、我的奴隶，你发现最高的快乐是匍匐在一个拿着鞭子的傲慢、残忍的女人的脚下，现在你还想要什么？在我体内危险的因子一直潜伏着，是你，第一个唤醒了它们。假如我现在因为拷打你、虐待你而感到快乐，这也是你的错。你让我变成现在这样的人，而现在你甚至毫无男子气概，那么软弱、卑劣地来指责我。”




“是的，我很愧疚，”我说，“但我难道不是因此而在承受折磨吗？现在让我们结束这个残忍的游戏吧。”

“这也是我的希望。”她回答，用一种奇怪的、不诚实的眼光看着我。

“旺达！”我激烈地喊道，“不要逼迫我走上绝路，你看我又是一个男人了。”

“你就像是一把稻草烧的火，”她回答，“能激发一时的骚动，但很快燃尽了也就熄灭了。你想象着可以威胁我，这只不过让你显得非常可笑而已。假如你是我一开始认为的那种男人，认真、矜持、严肃，我会衷心地爱你，成为你的妻子。女人需要一个可以让她尊敬的男人，但像你这样自愿把脖子放到她脚下的人，她只会将他当做一个受欢迎的玩具，当她厌倦了，就扔到一边了。”

“你可以尝试把我扔到一边，”我嘲讽地说，“玩具也是有危险的。”

“不要挑战我，”旺达叫道，她的眼睛开始燃起怒火，脸色通红。

“如果你现在不能属于我，”我的声音尽量压抑着愤怒，“那么，也不会有其他人能够占有你。”

“这是哪部戏剧的台词？”她嘲弄道，抓住我的胸襟，怒火让她的脸色苍白，“不要挑战我，我不残忍，但我不知道自己是否变得如此，不知道是否能够控制。”




“没有什么比让他成为你的情人或者变成你的丈夫更糟糕的了。”我叫道，越来越愤怒。

“我可以让你成为——
 他的奴隶。”她飞快地回答，“你不是在我的控制之下吗？我不是拿着你的协约吗？当然，如果我绑住你，然后告诉他可以任意处置，你也会得到享受的。”

“夫人，你疯了吗？”我喊道。

“我的神智完全清醒，”她平静地说，“我最后一次警告你，不要试图反抗，我已经走了这么远，还会很容易地走得更远。我有一点憎恶你，让他把你打到死，我大概可以获得真正的快乐。我极力遏制自己这么做，但是——
 ”

我几乎不能控制自己，上前抓住她的手腕，将她压到地板上，这样她便跪在我面前。

“萨乌宁！”她叫道，愤怒和恐惧爬上她的脸。

“如果你跟他结婚，我会杀了你。”我威胁道，这些话从我的胸腔里蹦出来，嘶哑而沉闷，“你是我的，我不会放你走，我是那么爱你。”然后我紧紧抓住她，将她拉到我怀里。我的右手不由自主地抓住了别在腰带上的匕首。

旺达瞪大眼睛，用一种冷静的、难以理解的眼神看着我。

“我喜欢你这种方式，”她漫不经心地说，“现在你是一个男人，我知道这一刻自己依然爱着你。”

“旺达！”我欢喜地哭了起来，俯身到她跟前，吻着她的脸，而她，突然爆发出一阵愉快的大笑，然后她说道，“你已经完成你的理想，你对我满意吗？”

“你的意思是？”我结结巴巴道，“你不是认真的吧？”




“我很认真，”她继续笑着，“我爱你，只爱你，你——
 你这个傻瓜，小男人——
 竟不知道所有这一切都只是假装和表演。用鞭子鞭打你对我来说真是非常艰难的一件事，那时我更愿意给你的脸上印满热吻。但是现在我们经历了那么多，不是吗？我扮演这个残酷的角色比你期待的还好，现在你应该很满意我做一个品德优良的小妻子，而不是完全令人讨厌的，是不是？我们将像有理性的人那样生活在一起——
 ”

“你要嫁给我！”我叫道，喜出望外。

“是的——
 嫁给你——
 我亲爱的男人。”旺达低语，吻着我的手。

我把她拥到怀里。

“现在，你不再是格列高，我的奴隶，”她说，“而是萨乌宁，我爱的男人——
 ”

“那个希腊人——
 你不爱他了吗？”我激动不安地问道。

“你怎么能想象我爱这种野蛮类型的男人呢？你的眼瞎了啊？我真是担心你……”

“我差点因为你的原因而自杀。”

“真的？”她叫道，“啊，当我一想到你陷在阿诺河里，我就浑身发抖。”

“但是你救了我，”我温柔地回答，“你停在河面上，向我微笑，你的笑唤回了我的生命。”





当我把她抱到怀里时有一种奇怪的感觉，她默默地倚在我的胸前，笑着让我吻她。我感觉自己像从谵妄的狂乱里突然清醒过来，或者像是一个遭遇海难的人，与波浪搏斗了很多天，几次差点被大海吞噬生命，终于看到了安全的海岸。








“我恨佛罗伦萨，你在这里一直过得不快乐。”当我跟她道晚安的时候，她这样宣称，“我希望尽快离开，最好是明天。如果你能替我写几封信那就足够好了，我会在这段时间驾车去城里跟造访者道别。我这样安排你还满意吗？”

“当然，我可爱的、美丽的女人。”





一大早她便来敲我的门，问我睡得怎么样。她的温柔体贴令人非常舒服，我从来没想到她可以这么温柔。





她已经走了四个多小时了，我早已写完了信，现在正坐在大厅里，朝街道上观察是否能远远地看见她的马车。我有点担心她，尽管我知道没有什么理由感到怀疑或恐惧。但是一种压抑的感觉沉甸甸地压在我心底，让我摆脱不了，也许是过去那种痛苦在我心灵上留下了阴影。





她回来了，容光焕发，心满意足。

“怎么样，一切都还如你所愿吧？”我轻声问，吻她的手。

“是的，亲爱的。”她回答，“我们今晚就出发，帮我打包行李吧。”





快到晚上的时候，她让我去邮局给她寄信，我驾着她的马车，一小时后便回来了。

当我登上宽宽的大理石楼梯，黑人女仆咧着嘴笑着对我说：“夫人叫你。”

“还有其他人在这里吗？”

“没有。”她回答道，像一只小黑猫蹲在楼梯上。

我慢慢穿过楼上的大客厅，然后停在她的卧室前。




为什么我的心跳得这么厉害？难道我不感到十分幸福吗？

我轻轻推开门，拉开门帘，看到旺达正躺在沙发上，她好像没有注意到我。她看起来多么美啊！银灰色的裙子，剪裁合体，时髦的样式衬出她完美的身材，前胸和胳膊都露在外面。她的头发用一根黑色的天鹅绒缎带扎了起来。壁炉里的火烧得很旺，吊灯发出微红的光，整个房间像浸在血色里一样。

“旺达！”最后我叫道。

“哦，萨乌宁，”她愉快地叫我，“我等你都等得不耐烦了。”她跳了起来抱住我，然后坐回奢华的垫子上，试图把我拉到她跟前。我轻轻地滑到她脚下，把我的头枕在她的膝盖上。

“你知道今天我有多么爱你吗？”她轻轻地低语，拨开我前额上的几缕凌乱的头发，吻我的眼睛。

“你的眼睛多么美！我爱它们就像爱你一样。但是今天它们让我沉醉，我完全——
 ”她伸展修长的四肢，从红色的眼睫下温柔地凝视着我。

“你——
 你很冷淡——
 你抱我就像是抱一块木头，等一下，我要激发你爱的火焰。”她说，再次抱紧我，爱抚地吻我的嘴唇，“……我不能再取悦你了，我觉得我应该重新残酷地对待你。很显然我今天对你太好了，你知道，小傻瓜，我要做什么呢？我应该鞭打你——
 ”

“但是亲爱的——
 ”

“我要这么做。”

“旺达！”

“来吧，让我把你绑起来，”她继续说，快乐地在房间跑来跑去，“我想看你陷入爱河的样子，你明白吗？这是绳子，我不知道我还能这么做吗？”

她开始捆我的脚，然后将我的手绑在背后，像捆犯人一样捆住我的胳膊。




“来，”她兴奋地说，“你现在还能动吗？”

“不能。”

“很好——
 ”

然后她把一根粗绳子打了个绳套，套在我的头上，再拉到臀部绑住，她将我紧紧地绑在一根柱子上。

一阵奇怪的战栗刹那掠过我的全身。

“我感觉自己似乎将要被处决。”我低声说。

“不错，你今天会有一次彻底的惩罚——
 ”旺达叫道。

“但是请你穿上裘皮外套。”我说。

“我很愿意给你这份快乐。”她回答，于是穿上了那件裘皮外套。然后她站在我面前，两臂抱在胸前，半眯着眼睛审视着我。

“你还记得狄奥尼修的公牛的故事吗？”她问。

“好像还有点模糊的印象，怎么了？”

“朝臣给这个叙拉古的暴君发明了一种新的刑具，叫铁牛。把那些被处以极刑的人关到铁牛里面，然后将铁牛推到火炉里。一旦铁牛开始变热，受刑者便开始被折磨得狂呼乱叫，他们的号哭听起来像一头公牛的嚎叫。

“狄奥尼修优雅地朝发明者点头，为了立刻试验这个发明，他把发明者关到了铁牛里面。

“这是一个有教益的故事。你给我种下了自私、傲慢、残忍——
 你也将是它们的第一个受害者。我现在真正享受到控制一个像我一样思考、感觉和渴望的男人的滋味。我喜欢虐待一个体力和智力都比我强的男人，特别是那个男人爱我。

“你还爱我吗？”




“爱到疯狂！”我喊道。

“那样更好了。”她回答，“这样你会从我准备施加给你的刑罚里享受到更多。”

“你怎么了？”我问道，“我看不懂你，今天你的眼睛里显出真正残忍的光芒。你现在非常美丽——
 完全就是一个‘穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯’。”

旺达没有回答我，她用胳膊搂住我的脖子，亲吻我。我再一次被狂热的激情俘虏了。

“鞭子在哪里？”我问。

旺达笑了起来，后退了好几步。

“你真的坚持被鞭打？”她问，高傲地甩了一下头。

“是的。”

突然，旺达的脸色完全变了，似乎被愤怒扭曲了，那一瞬间，她看起来甚至非常丑陋。

“很好，那么——
 你——
 鞭打他！”她大声喊道。

就在这时候，那个有着一头黑色卷发的漂亮的希腊人从四根床柱后面的窗帘里走出来。一看到他我几乎说不出话，瞬间石化了。这真是一个可怕的喜剧的场面，我大笑出声，从来没有一次我同时受到这么残酷的折磨和污辱。

这超出我所有的想象。当我的情敌穿着马靴、白色紧身马裤和天鹅绒短外套，从床边走出来，我看到他那运动员一般结实的四肢，一阵冰冷的战栗禁不住爬上我的后背。

“你确实很残忍。”他转身对旺达说。

“只不过非常喜欢快乐罢了。”她用一种野性的幽默回答，“只有快乐才具有存在的价值。能够享受快乐的人不容易逃离生活，而承受痛苦的人则会像欢迎朋友一样迎接死亡。




“但是，希望享受快乐的人必须学会让生活变得快乐，就像古希腊人一样。他可以毫不犹豫地牺牲其他人，把快乐建立在其他人的痛苦之上；他从来不觉得抱歉；他准备好了将其他人套到他的马车或者犁上，就像对待动物一样；他肯定知道怎么使奴隶像他那样感觉和享受，让他们为他服务、取乐而毫不愧疚；奴隶是否喜欢这些，他们是否会走向绞刑架或毁灭，都不关他的事儿；他必须永远记住，假如他们控制了他，就像他控制他们一样，他们会用相同的方式对待他，他会用自己的汗水、鲜血、灵魂来偿付他们的快乐。这就是真实的古代世界：快乐和残忍、自由和奴役齐头并进。假如人们希望活得像奥林匹斯山的众神，那么必须拥有奴隶，可以把奴隶们扔进鱼塘；还有角斗士，可以随时投入战斗；同时在宴会时，不介意被鲜血意外溅上。”

她的话让我的自我意识完全清醒了。

“给我松绑！”我气愤地大叫。

“难道你不是我的奴隶、我的所有物吗？”旺达回答道，“你想让我给你展示合同吗？”

“松开我！”我威胁道，“否则——
 ”我猛拽绳子。

“他能解开绳子吗？”旺达问道，“他威胁要杀了我。”

“不用担心。”希腊人说，扯了扯我的脚链。

“我会喊救命的。”我说。

“没有人会听到，”旺达说，“没有人能够阻止我凌虐你最神圣的情感，或者跟你玩一个轻佻的游戏。”她继续说，用恶魔般的嘲讽的语气，重复我写给她的信里的言辞。

“你认为我此刻只是残忍无情，还是变得越来越低俗？什么？你还爱我，还是已经开始恨我、鄙视我？鞭子在这里——
 ”希腊人快步走到她身边，她把鞭子递给他。




“你敢！”我大喊，气得浑身颤抖，“我不允许——
 ”

“噢，因为我没有穿裘皮大衣。”希腊人挖苦地笑道，他从床上拿起短貂皮外套穿上。

“你真值得人崇拜。”旺达叫道，吻了吻他，帮他穿上裘皮外套。

“我真的可以鞭打他吗？”他问。

“做你想做的吧。”旺达回答。

“禽兽！”我大喊，奋力反抗。

希腊人用冰冷的虎狼一般的眼神俯视着我，试着挥了一下鞭子。当他收回鞭子时，胳膊上的肌肉鼓胀了出来，鞭子擦过空气发出嘶嘶声。我像马西亚斯那样被捆绑着，等待阿波罗的鞭笞。

我环顾房间四周，然后视线停在天花板上。天花板上那幅画中的参孙正躺在大利拉的脚下，而他的眼睛就要被非利士人挖出来了。这幅画对当时的我来说是一个象征，一个激情和贪欲、男人和女人之爱的永恒的寓言。“我们每个人最后都是参孙，”我想，“不管好坏，不管穿着普通外套还是貂皮外套，最后都会被他所爱的女人背叛。”

“现在让我收拾收拾他。”希腊人说，呲牙咧嘴，脸上显出嗜血的表情，就是我第一次看到他时所显露出的那种表情。

他开始鞭打我——
 那么无情、凶残。因为疼痛，每一鞭我都不可遏止地浑身抖动，眼泪滑过脸颊。而这时，旺达穿着裘皮外套，斜靠在沙发上，以手支撑着身体，她用残忍的好奇心旁观着这一幕，大笑着弯下了腰。

被一个取胜了的情敌在我无限仰慕的女人面前肆意鞭打，这种感觉无法形容。我几乎被羞辱和绝望折磨疯了。

最令人羞愧的是，尽管我的处境非常可怕，最开始我确实感觉到一种野性的、超感觉的刺激——
 在阿波罗的鞭打和维纳斯的残酷大笑之下。但是当阿波罗一鞭接一鞭抽过来时，直打得我忘了所有诗意，最终无力愤怒，只能咬紧牙关，开始诅咒我那野性的梦想、女人和爱情。




突然，我极度恐怖地清晰地意识到，盲目的激情和贪欲让男人——
 甚至从何乐弗尼[47]
 、阿伽门农[48]
 开始——
 走入死胡同，走入女人背叛、折磨、奴役和死亡的陷阱。

我像从一个梦中醒来。

鲜血顺着鞭子流下来，我像一条被人任意践踏的虫子，伤痕累累。但他还在无情地鞭打我，而旺达则继续毫无怜悯地大笑。她甚至还同时锁上了打包好的行李，穿上她旅行时穿的裘皮大衣。当她挽着希腊人的胳膊下楼，钻进马车，她仍在笑着。

然后，一切归于静默。

我屏息倾听。

马车门砰地一声关上了，马儿开始拉着马车向前飞驰——
 然后一切都结束了。








有一瞬间，我想报仇，想杀了他，但是我仍然被那讨厌的合同束缚着。除了遵守诺言，咬紧牙关，我什么都不能做。





在我历经如此惨痛的折磨之后，我的第一个冲动想法，是寻找一份费力的、危险的和没有自我的工作。我想当一名士兵，去亚洲或者阿尔及尔，但我的父亲已经老迈多病，他需要我的照顾。

我秘密回到老家，两年中帮他承担责任，学习如何照管田地，以前我从来没有做过这些。去“劳动”，去“尽责”，使我像一条鱼儿因为获得新鲜的活水而高兴。后来我父亲去世，我继承了遗产，但这并不意味着我的生活有什么改变。

我穿上自己的西班牙靴子，照旧理性地生活着，感觉似乎有个老人站在我的背后，用他睿智的大眼睛注视着我。

有一天，我收到一个盒子，里边有一封信，我认出了旺达的笔迹。

我莫名地有些触动，打开信，读了起来。





先生：

从那晚佛罗伦萨离别之后，现在已经过去三年了。我觉得我应该向你承认，其实我深深地爱着你。然而，你那荒诞的献身精神和疯狂的激情，几乎让我的爱窒息。从你成为我的奴隶那一刻开始，我就知道，你永远不可能成为我的丈夫了。当然，我认为在我个人的力量下成全你的梦想，是一件非常有趣的事情，同时我也娱乐了自己，也许，我治好了你。

我找到了一个我所需要的强壮的男人，跟他在一起我很开心。我觉得每一个人都能找到适合自己的伴侣。

但是世间所有事情都有终结，我的幸福竟是如此短暂！大约一年前，他在一场斗争中死去。自那以后，我便住在巴黎，过着阿斯帕西亚似的生活——







你生活得怎么样？——
 如果你已经能够控制自己的想象力，你的生活肯定充满阳光。你身上的特质，最开始便吸引了我——
 智力明晰、心地善良，最重要的是，你那——
 严肃的道德感。

希望我的鞭打治愈了你，这种治疗方式很残忍，但是很有效。你的记忆中会有这么一个女人如此深刻地爱过你。我把那个可怜的德国画家的画送给你。

穿裘皮大衣的维纳斯





我禁不住笑了，因为当我陷入沉思，这个漂亮的女人就会突然出现在我的面前，穿着貂皮镶边的天鹅绒外套，手里拿着鞭子。我向着这个我疯狂爱过的女人微笑，向着曾经让我迷醉的裘皮外套微笑，向着鞭子微笑，最后我微笑着对自己说：治疗方式很残忍，但是很有效，最主要的一点是，我已经痊愈了。





“那么，这个故事的寓意是什么？”我把手稿放到桌子上，问萨乌宁。

“寓意就是我是一只蠢驴。”他大声道，没有转过头，似乎很窘迫，“如果我能鞭打她——
 ”

“一个奇妙的治疗方法，”我说，“你可以用在你的农家女仆身上——
 ”

“哦，她们已经习惯了，”他热切地回答，“想象一下，在我们那些娇弱的、胆怯的、情绪激动的女士身上使用，会有什么结果——
 ”

“有什么寓意吗？”

“女人，大自然创造了她，男人培养了她。她是男人的敌人，她只能做他的奴隶或暴君，但是——
 不能成为他的伴侣。只有当她享有跟他相同的权利的时候，具有平等的教育和工作机会的时候，她才能成为他的伴侣。




“现在，我们只能选择做铁锤或砧板，我就是那种让女人当奴隶看待的蠢驴，你觉得呢？

“故事的寓意在于：一个人，只要允许别人鞭打他，他就应受鞭打。

“如你所见，这种鞭打比较适合我，我头脑里玫瑰色的超感觉论的迷雾已经消散了。没有人能够使我相信，‘贝拿勒斯神圣的猴子’[49]
 或者‘柏拉图的公鸡’[50]
 就是神的化身。”






[1]
 罗拉·蒙特兹（Lola Montez），十九世纪中期欧洲著名交际花，德国国王路德维希一世的情人，国王因此被赶下台。她还与大仲马、海涅等皆有来往。1861年去世。





[2]
 帕夏（Pasha），原奥斯曼帝国高级官员的称谓，相当于“勋爵”。





[3]
 《曼侬·莱斯戈》，法国作家普雷沃作于1731年的长篇小说。贵族青年格里奥邂逅年轻姑娘曼侬·莱斯戈，对她一见钟情。为了满足曼侬贪图享乐的欲望，格里奥荒废正业，赌博、行骗，两次入狱。格里奥的父亲设法使曼侬流放美洲，格里奥追随前往。最后，曼侬死于沙漠，格里奥返回法国。





[4]
 古希腊著名妓女，伯利克里的情妇，以聪明智慧著称。





[5]
 公元前4世纪古希腊著名妓女，被认为是当时雅典最美的女人。





[6]
 阿多尼斯（Adonis），希腊神话中美女密拉（Myrrha）与父亲乱伦所生之子，一出世就俊美动人，寓意美与罪恶总是相伴而生。爱神对其一见钟情，把他交给冥后珀耳塞福涅抚养。阿多尼斯长大后，冥后也爱上了他，舍不得让他离开。但他对恋爱没有丝毫兴趣，只喜欢驰骋于山林之间打猎。后来，阿多尼斯外出狩猎时被野猪咬死。





[7]
 普绪克是希腊一个小城邦国王的三女儿，长得美貌绝伦，维纳斯嫉妒普绪克的美貌，派儿子厄洛斯（罗马神话中的爱神丘比特）去惩罚她，让她嫁给怪兽。但厄洛斯被普绪克的美丽和善良打动，杀死了怪兽，每天晚上飞往深宫与之在黑暗中幽会。普绪克从来没有看到他的脸。有一次，普绪克趁丘比特熟睡之际点亮烛火，发现他俊美绝伦。丘比特为凡间的火光所伤，愤而离开，又为维纳斯所囚。但他最后还是挣脱了母亲的束缚，救出了伤心后悔的普绪克，两人最终结为夫妻。





[8]
 阿施塔特（Astarte），腓尼基和迦南的女性主神，后被引入古埃及神话，成为太阳神拉的女儿，其名有子宫之意，可见一开始是生育女神，《旧约》中的亚斯他录也是阿施塔特女神，其地位相当于希腊的美和生育之女神。





[9]
 塔西佗（Tacitus，约55—120年），是古罗马最伟大的历史学家，著有《演说家对话录》、《日耳曼尼亚志》、《罗马史》、《罗马编年史》等。





[10]
 瓦勒拉·梅萨利纳（Valeria Messalina），罗马皇后，克劳迪乌斯一世的第三个妻子。克劳迪乌斯发现她在自己离开期间与情夫结婚后将其处死。





[11]
 马尔库斯·波尔基乌斯·加图·乌地森西斯（Marcus Porcius Cato Uticensis，公元前95—前46年），又名小加图（Cato the Younger；Cato Minor），以区别他的祖父——
 老加图。小加图是罗马共和国末期的政治家和演说家，是一个斯多葛学派的追随者。他因为其传奇般的坚忍和固执而闻名（特别是他与恺撒长期不和），他不受贿、诚实、厌恶当时普遍的政治腐败。





[12]
 伦贝格的犹太人居住地。





[13]
 奥西恩，爱尔兰传说中3世纪的盖尔族英雄和游吟诗人。





[14]
 贾科莫·卡萨诺瓦（Giacomo Girolamo Casanova，1725—1798），极富传奇色彩的意大利冒险家、作家、“追寻女色的风流才子”，18世纪享誉欧洲的大情圣。





[15]
 蓬巴杜夫人（1721—1764），法国皇帝路易十五的著名情妇、社交名媛，是一位拥有铁腕的女强人，也是一个具有争议的历史人物。





[16]
 卢克丽西亚·博尔贾，教皇亚历山大六世之女，以美貌著称，结过5次婚。





[17]
 黎塞留（1585—1642），法国宰相、枢机主教、政治家，被后人称为法国历史上最伟大、最具谋略，也最无情的政治家。





[18]
 普洛斯普·乔伊特·德·克雷比永（Prosper Jolyot de Crebillon，1674—1762），法国古典悲剧作家。





[19]
 克里斯多夫·马丁·维兰德（Christoph Martin Wieland，1733—1813），德国作家，是德国启蒙运动后期的重要代表。





[20]
 据说芙纳蕾娜是罗马一家面包房主的女儿，长得非常美丽，拉斐尔的情人。传说拉斐尔以她为模特所绘的作品有《披纱巾的少女》，在其他圣母像中也曾多次出现这张脸。





[21]
 尼禄·克劳狄乌斯·德鲁苏斯·日耳曼尼库斯（Nero Claudius Drusus Germanicus，37—68），古罗马帝国朱里亚·克劳狄王朝的最后一任皇帝，也是古罗马乃至欧洲历史上有名的暴君，54—68年在位。





[22]
 古埃及司生育和繁殖的女神。





[23]
 德国英雄史诗《尼伯龙根之歌》中的勃艮第王。尼德兰王子齐格弗里德早年曾杀死巨龙，占有尼伯龙根族的宝物。他向勃艮第国王巩特尔的妹妹克林希德求婚。巩特尔在他的帮助下打败撒克逊人，娶得冰岛女王布伦希尔德为妻，然后同意齐格弗里德与克林希德结婚。10年后，夫妇二人回勃艮第省亲，某次姑嫂发生争执，布伦希尔德得悉巩特尔是依靠齐格弗里德的力量才娶的她，感到受了侮辱，唆使巩特尔的侍臣哈根杀死齐格弗里德，并把他所藏的尼伯龙根宝物沉入莱茵河。13年之后，克林希德为了复仇，嫁给势力强大的匈奴国王埃采尔。又过了13年，她设计邀请巩特尔等人来匈奴国相聚，指挥军队对他们大肆杀戮，最后抓住哈根，命他说出尼伯龙根宝物的下落，遭到拒绝，于是杀死巩特尔和哈根，她最后也死于部下之手。





[24]
 这个故事取自捷克民间传说，莎尔卡因情人的不忠而狂怒，她发誓要向所有男人复仇。骑士斯蒂拉德看到一位被绑在树上的悲伤少女。他不知道，这一切都是莎尔卡的计谋。莎尔卡的美丽迷惑了斯蒂拉德，令他神魂颠倒，于是，他给了少女自由。这时，莎尔卡用手中的药迷倒了斯蒂拉德和他的士兵，使他们全部都沉入到熟睡之中。然后，她以预先约定的号角为暗号，从森林之中召来了自己的同伴，血洗了斯蒂拉德和他的士兵。后来捷克民族音乐家贝德里希·斯美塔那曾以此为素材创作过交响诗套曲《我的祖国》的第三乐章《莎尔卡》。






[25]
 波希米亚王后。





[26]
 匈牙利国王安德烈三世之妻。





[27]
 法国王后，亨利二世之女，亨利四世之妻。





[28]
 法国王后，查理六世之妻。





[29]
 奥斯曼帝国苏莱曼一世的宠妃。





[30]
 即叶卡捷琳娜二世，原为德意志一公爵之女，1745年嫁给俄皇彼得三世·费奥多罗维奇。1762年6月28日，叶卡捷琳娜二世在宫廷政变中废黜彼得三世，并登上皇位。她对外两次同土耳其作战，三次参加瓜分波兰，把克里木汗国并入俄国，打通黑海出海口，建立了人类历史上空前绝后的俄罗斯帝国。她的政绩卓越，一段段令人目不暇接的情史更成为一代代史学家津津乐道的话题。





[31]
 古叙拉古（位于意大利西西里岛）著名的暴君。





[32]
 古希腊名妓。





[33]
 原住高加索黑海沿岸至库尔德斯坦地区，属欧罗巴人种地中海类型。





[34]
 即俄国女皇叶卡捷琳娜二世·阿列克谢耶芙娜（Екатерина
 II Алексеевна
 ），部分译著依照英文写法（Catherine II 或 Catherine the Great）而称呼她为凯瑟琳二世或凯瑟琳大帝。





[35]
 阿列克谢·皮谢姆斯基（A,Pisemski，1821—1888），俄国作家，生于没落贵族家庭，1844年莫斯科大学毕业，先后在政府机关任职约10年。1848年开始发表作品，代表作品有《窝囊废》、《她有罪过吗？》、《一千个农奴》、《苦命》、《大雷雨》、（与奥斯特洛夫斯基合作）、《四十年代的人们》、《在漩涡中》、《小市民》等。皮谢姆斯基十分熟悉俄国外省生活风习，擅长讽刺，在作品中暴露贵族地主的精神空虚和小市民的无聊习气，对受压迫的农奴和受凌辱的妇女表示同情。





[36]
 克拉科夫，波兰城市，位于波兰南部维斯瓦河岸。





[37]
 观景殿的阿波罗，白色大理石古代雕塑，高2.24米，由希腊雕塑家莱奥卡雷斯完成于公元前350年到前325年，15世纪文艺复兴时期重新发现，被认为是最伟大的古代雕塑，现藏于梵蒂冈博物馆。





[38]
 威尼斯过去臭名昭著的监狱，卡萨诺瓦曾从此监狱逃走。





[39]
 吉伦特派（Girondin），指法国大革命期间推翻波旁王朝既而掌握实权的共和派。因其中很多人原是吉伦特省人，因此被称为吉伦特派。





[40]
 蒂塔尼亚，莎士比亚喜剧《仲夏夜之梦》中的精灵王奥伯伦的妻子。因为精灵王与妻子发生争吵，于是精灵王设计让她沉睡，给她的眼睛滴入爱情水，让她醒来时爱上看见的第一个人。当蒂塔尼亚醒来时，身边正好坐着预备在公爵婚礼上表演而套着驴头的织工波通，于是她立刻爱上了波通。后来奥伯伦用另一种药水解除了蒂塔尼亚虚幻的热恋，两人重归于好。





[41]
 贝凡维迪宫，梵蒂冈珍藏艺术珍品的地方。





[42]
 马西亚斯（Marsyas），古希腊神话中的人物，以精湛的笛艺著称，曾向阿波罗挑战，比试谁是吹笛高手。





[43]
 亚西比德（前450？—前404年，Alcibiades），雅典城邦的政治家，出身名门，早年监护人为伯利克里，是雅典著名的美男子，生活方式放荡不羁。亚西比德十几岁就投入苏格拉底门下，是苏格拉底宠爱的学生之一。史载苏格拉底曾三次参加伯罗奔尼撒战争，并曾在战争中搭救亚西比德。





[44]
 萨尔维尼（Tommaso Salvini,1829—
 1916），意大利演员，生于演员家庭，擅演悲剧，曾在欧洲各国巡回演出。扮演过莎士比亚剧作中的许多角色，以演奥赛罗一角著称。主张演员应生活于角色的生活之中，每次演出都要感受角色的感情。





[45]
 哥尔多尼（Carlo Goldoni，1707—1793），意大利剧作家，现代喜剧创始人，主张喜剧面向现实，改革“即兴喜剧”的演出方式，改变演员只是根据提纲即兴表演的陋习，开创新型的喜剧。一生写有戏剧100多部，代表作如《一仆二主》、《女店主》、《狡猾的寡妇》等。





[46]
 《帕梅拉》原是18世纪中叶英国著名小说家塞缪尔·理查森的一部小说，后被哥尔多尼改编为戏剧。故事讲述贫家女帕梅拉到一户上流家庭当女仆，在女主人去世后，男主人垂涎她的美貌，多次欲强夺她的贞操，要求她做他的情妇，遭帕梅拉严词拒绝。最终男主人被她的贞洁自持折服，改邪归正，而她也在男主人逐渐转变之后，爱上了他。最后男主人克服社会偏见，娶她为妻。





[47]
 据《圣经·犹滴传》记载，亚述军队首领何乐弗尼，准备攻取伯夙利亚。伯夙利亚城的一个普通女子犹滴前往亚述军营，用自己的美貌迷住了何乐弗尼，趁机割下他的头颅，安全返回伯夙利亚，把何乐弗尼的首级挂在城头上。亚述军队失去首领，人心大乱，伯夙利亚城因此得救。





[48]
 希腊神话中的迈锡尼王，希腊诸王之王。特洛伊战争是因为他想称霸爱琴海，他的弟弟墨涅拉俄斯的妻子海伦被特洛伊王子帕里斯拐走只是导火线。在战争中，阿伽门农成为希腊联合远征军统帅。战争胜利后，他顺利回到家乡，然而阿伽门农在出征时因为得罪狩猎女神阿耳忒弥斯，只得以长女伊菲革涅亚献祭，他的妻子克吕泰涅斯特拉为此而怀恨在心，便与情人埃癸斯托斯一起谋害了他，并统治了迈锡尼王国。





[49]
 贝拿勒斯，又名瓦拉纳西，印度教圣地，位于印度北方邦东南部，坐落在恒河中游左岸，河岸附近的街头巷尾，到处树立着象征湿婆的神柱，释迦牟尼初转法轮的鹿野苑就在瓦拉纳西附近。城内庙中饲养了很多猴子，猴子在印度被认为是很神圣的动物。哲学家叔本华用此语来形容女人。





[50]
 柏拉图给人下定义，说“人是无羽毛的两足动物”，他的一个喜欢恶作剧的学生便把一只拔光了羽毛的公鸡提到他面前，柏拉图无言以对。

























附录一
 莫索克生平简介


利奥波德·冯·萨克·莫索克1836年出生于加利西亚的伦贝格城，本人有西班牙、德国和斯拉夫血统。传说他的家族创始人是堂·马提亚·萨克，一个西班牙贵族，16世纪迁到布拉格定居。莫索克的父亲曾做过伦贝格的警官，母亲夏洛特·冯·莫索克则出身俄罗斯贵族。


莫索克是家中长子，父母结婚后第九年降生，幼年体弱多病，家里人觉得他活不长久。但是在母亲把他交给一个健壮的俄罗斯农妇抚养之后，他的身体情况转好了。莫索克后来曾说，他在这位农妇身上，不仅获得了健康，还获得了“灵魂”。他从农妇口中听到了很多俄罗斯民族奇特而忧伤的民间传说，这使得莫索克本人终其一生都对俄罗斯抱持着热爱。当他很小的时候，便目睹了1848年大革命的血腥场面。12岁，全家移居布拉格。在布拉格，这个早熟的孩子第一次接触德语，很快便熟练掌握了。应该说，很小的时候，莫索克便发现了自己身上那些使他的小说与众不同的情调和某些个性化的元素。

研究莫索克生命中那些强烈影响了他在性方面奇特想象力的最初萌芽，是一件让人感到兴趣盎然的事情。小时候，他就很容易被残忍野蛮的事物吸引，他喜欢观看行刑场面的绘画，而描绘殉教者的作品是他最爱读的读物。到了青春期，他便常梦到自己被绳索捆缚，受一个折磨他的野蛮女人控制。一个匿名读者表示，加利西亚的女人要么奴役自己的丈夫，要么就变成处境悲惨的奴隶。根据谢里切特·格罗叙述，10岁那年，莫索克便曾亲眼目睹某伯爵夫人，他父亲的一个亲戚，扮演前者的角色，这个场景留给他深刻的印象。伯爵夫人美丽而又放浪，小男孩很仰慕她，爱慕她的美貌，羡慕她穿的奢华的裘皮大衣。她接受了来自男孩的爱慕和殷勤，偶尔还会让他帮忙服侍。有一次，男孩跪在她面前给她穿貂皮拖鞋，禁不住吻了一下她的脚。伯爵夫人大笑，踢了他一下，莫索克感觉很愉快。之后又发生了一起事件，则更加深化了他的想象力。那天他正和姊妹们玩捉迷藏，他藏在伯爵夫人卧室的衣架后。这时伯爵夫人突然回来了，还带着她的一个情人。小男孩吓得不知所措，偷眼瞧到伯爵夫人坐在沙发里抚摸情人。没过多久，伯爵和他的两个朋友冲了进来，然而他还没开始质问妻子，伯爵夫人已经站起来，凶悍地照他的脸来了一拳，打得伯爵连连倒退，血流不止。然后她抓起鞭子，抡鞭把三个人都赶出了房间，那个情人也趁着混乱溜走了。正好衣架因为撞击倒在地上，小男孩出现在伯爵夫人面前。愤怒的伯爵夫人把怒火发泄到他身上，一把把他推到地上，用膝盖按着他的肩膀，毫不留情地打了他一顿。小男孩虽然感到身体疼痛，但精神上却体验到一种奇特的愉悦。在伯爵夫人痛打男孩的过程中，伯爵回来了，他不再恼怒，而是像奴隶般温顺谦卑，跪在妻子面前请求她的原谅。伯爵夫人放男孩离开时，她正在踢打伯爵。小男孩还想继续窥视，可惜门已经关上了，他看不见，但却能听见鞭子挥动的声音和伯爵的呻吟。





这个场景无疑对一个心理敏感的孩子具有很大的影响，我们从莫索克这些人生经历中已经寻到了其作品中那些特殊情感产生的现实基础。就像他的传记中所说，在莫索克的生命里，女人是一种能直接引发爱或恨的生物，吸引力和残酷本性可以使她们轻易把男人踩在脚下。莫索克第一部反映波兰革命的重要小说《艾米沙》，就给女主人公添加了一些伯爵夫人的个性特征，连莫索克最喜爱的情感符号
 ——
 鞭子和裘皮大衣，都能在这段青少年经历中找到解释。他喜欢用这样的语句形容一位魅力女性：“我喜欢她穿着裘皮大衣的模样。”而对一位没有魅力的女性则这样说：“我想象不出她穿裘皮大衣的样子。”他的草稿纸上有一段时间用一个穿着俄罗斯贵族服饰的人物来装饰，这个人的外套有貂皮镶边，手里拿着鞭子。他房间墙壁上的图片，都是穿着裘皮大衣的女人，模仿荷兰画家鲁本斯的风格。他还在书房的长椅上搭了一件女式的裘皮斗篷，这样自己可以时不时抚摸一下。他的大脑似乎可以从这种抚摸中接收到席勒在烂苹果里找到的相同的刺激。







13岁那年，莫索克经历了1848年大革命的烽烟。受当时运动影响，他和一个年轻女士参与保卫街道上的路障，这位女士也是他家的亲戚，他后来把她描述成一个腰间插着枪的女战士。

不过这只是他教育经历中的小插曲，后来他便继续自己的学业。在审美品位上，他的父亲给他提供了更高层的教育。他们家有一项特别活动，业余戏剧表演，有时还会演出歌德和果戈理的严肃正剧，这对培养和引导孩子们的审美情趣很有帮助。

然而，大概在16岁，一个悲剧发生了，给莫索克的心灵带来了沉重的撞击，现实世界第一次在他面前展现出了残酷的一面，同时也让他对自身力量的认识开始觉醒。这个悲剧就是他最喜爱的妹妹突然死去了，他开始变得严肃沉静，他一直认为这件事是他一生的转折点。

进入布拉格和格拉茨大学以后，他便热情地投入学习当中，19岁获得法律方面的博士学位，不久他成了格拉茨的一名德国历史教师。然而渐渐地，文学的独特魅力主宰了他的命运，没多久他就放弃了教师职业。他的小说获得了全欧洲的赞誉。




他的爱情经历给他的生活带来深刻的影响，这些影响有些是微小和短暂的，有些则是他纯粹幸福的源泉，特别是某些夸张的因素引发了他堂吉诃德式的天性。他妻子曾经讲道，他一直渴望在生命中增加一些戏剧性和浪漫的因素。他曾经作为私人秘书，陪同一位俄罗斯公主去佛罗伦萨，享受了几天温馨时光。但是这些插曲更多以欺骗和痛苦收场。当他结束一段关系后，四年内几乎都无法解脱，于是他便在小说里将这种经历写了出来。


有一次，他跟一位美丽女孩订了婚，但不久他又在格拉茨遇到另一位年轻女孩奥罗拉·罗梅林。罗梅林当时27岁，跟母亲生活在一起，已经和一位生产手套的商人订了婚。罗梅林虽然家境贫寒，受教育程度有限，对世界没多少了解，但她具有与生俱来的智慧和才华。据她陈述，她是通过给莫索克写信认识他的，为了从他那里要回她的朋友开玩笑写给莫索克的信件。信中她采用了旺达·冯·杜娜耶的化名。


莫索克在把信件送还之前，要求见见写信人，基于心中对浪漫历险经历的期盼，他把写信人想象成是一个已婚的贵族女人，有可能是俄罗斯公爵夫人，衣着简朴只是一种掩饰。罗梅林没有急于揭穿事实真相，她迎合着莫索克对她的想象，于是在两人之间，一张神秘的大网拉开了。在两人的交往过程中，罗梅林努力维持神秘感，使自己不受他的影响，但两人还是被对方的魅力吸引了，他们确定了关系，1873年结了婚，还有了一个孩子。

但是不久，两人都有所醒悟，罗梅林发现了莫索克性格中的病态、幻想和不切实际，莫索克也发现自己的妻子既不是贵族，更不是一位他想象中高高在上的女王。有一次，全家人玩一个游戏，莫索克让妻子鞭打他，罗梅林拒绝了，于是他便让女仆这么做。罗梅林一开始并没有把这件事看得很重，但莫索克却很快把自己的想法付诸行动，而且还从残忍的折磨中获得极大的满足。事后，罗梅林要求解雇女仆，因为女仆有可能把这件出格的奇怪的事情大肆宣扬，莫索克没有犹豫，立刻同意了妻子的想法。女仆被解雇了，但他仍然时常让妻子陷入尴尬的境地，导致妻子不得不时时妥协。作为一个正常人，罗梅林没有办法享受这种愉悦，他们的家庭不可避免地陷入悲剧的边缘。他劝妻子每天鞭打他，用他自己设计的钉满钉子的皮鞭，但罗梅林根本不愿这么做。





莫索克发现这种身体上的虐待，刺激了他的文学创作，可以让他在作品中塑造自己理想中的能够征服男性的女王形象。他对妻子解释说，当他面对现实生活时，他虚构的幻想就不能困扰和迷惑他了。但他并没有因此而感到满足，他还有一个更强烈的愿望，希望妻子不忠。为此他甚至在报纸上登了一则广告，说有一位年轻漂亮的女性希望与健康充满活力的男性结识。罗梅林虽然愿意顺从丈夫，但很不喜欢做到这个地步。她按照约定去一家旅馆，跟应征这则广告的陌生男子见面，当她向男子说明自己的情况之后，男子像骑士那样将她送回了家。过了一段时间，莫索克终于成功地把妻子引向不忠之路。他特别注意妻子在这种场合怎么梳妆打扮，有一次他站在门口跟妻子告别，大声说：“噢，我是多么嫉妒他！”这句话让罗梅林感觉受到了极端的侮辱，从这一刻起，她对丈夫的爱转变成了恨，两人的分离也只是时间问题罢了。


罗梅林认识了罗森塔尔，罗森塔尔是一个聪明的记者，他以化名雅克·圣塞利为《费加罗报》的读者熟知。罗森塔尔看到了她的痛苦，对她表示了同情和爱慕。当时拒绝跟莫索克离婚的罗梅林终于决定去巴黎跟罗森塔尔住在一起，后来莫索克同意签署离婚协议。但是，罗梅林声称自己从未与罗森塔尔发生性关系，罗森塔尔是个身体虚弱的男人。




后来，莫索克与赫尔达·梅斯特走到了一起。梅斯特做过莫索克的秘书和翻译，罗梅林形容梅斯特是一个干净、衰老，但很会卖弄风情的老处女，一些传记作者将梅斯特描述为一个多才多艺的优雅女性，她似乎是用自己母爱般的胸怀照顾着莫索克。也许这两种描述都是真实的。

我们要注意到，就像罗梅林所清楚描述的那样，除了他变态的性要求之外，莫索克本质上是一个善良、富有同情心的人，而且对他们的孩子非常关爱。奥伦伯格引用一位奥地利女作家的话说：“除了性行为古怪，他是一个亲切和善、直率、具有同情心的人，对孩子们来说也是一个仁慈的父亲。”他几乎没什么需求，不喝酒不抽烟，虽然他喜欢给自己倾慕的女人穿上裘皮大衣和奢华的服饰，但他自己的衣着却很朴素。他的妻子引用另一个人的话，说他天真得像孩子，顽皮得像猴子。

1883年，莫索克和赫尔达·梅斯特在德国陶努斯附近的一个村庄林德海姆定居。莫索克很喜欢这个地方，在他的庄园里，有一座中世纪的废弃城堡，据说跟当年的某起悲剧相关。经过漫长的法律上的拖延之后，莫索克和梅斯特可以合法地生活在一起了。没多久他们的两个孩子也出生了。莫索克度过了比较安静的晚年。最开始，村民们对这个人有所怀疑，但他很快就赢得了他们的爱戴，甚至成了村庄里的托尔斯泰，成为村民的朋友，他这一时期的作品也具有托尔斯泰式的共产主义想法。莫索克开创，他的妻子参与演出的戏剧演出，让他家的名誉传播到四邻八村。后来他的身体情况开始恶化，1894年他去瑙海姆旅行，但对身体没什么改善，1895年3月9日，莫索克去世。









哈夫洛克·埃利斯



（Havelock Ellis，1859—1939，旧译哈夫洛克·霭理士，又译霭理斯，英国思想家、文艺批评家、性心理学家，西方现代性学的奠基人。著有《性心理学》《禁忌的功能》等）
 





















附录二 莫索克签署的两份合约

范妮·冯·皮斯特夫人和利奥波德·冯·萨克·莫索克先生的合约

利奥波德·冯·萨克·莫索克先生用自己的名誉发誓，同意成为冯·皮斯特夫人的奴隶，在六个月的期限内，执行她的所有要求。

为了维护她的利益，冯·皮斯特夫人不能要求他做任何方式的不名誉的事情（不管是作为一个男人还是一个公民）。并且，她允许他每天六个小时的个人写作时间，不能看他的信件和作品。如果他有任何冒犯、疏漏或不尊重的事件发生，女主人（范妮·冯·皮斯特）有权使用她所喜欢的任何方式惩罚她的奴隶（利奥波德·冯·萨克·莫索克）。总之，她的所有物应完全服从女王，把她的仁慈当做是一件宝贵的礼物，不能要求她的爱，更没有权利做她的爱人。为了她的利益，范妮·冯·皮斯特会尽可能身穿裘皮大衣，特别是当她残忍的时候。

【后来删除】六个月的期限结束后，这段成为奴隶的历史应该被双方当做不存在，也不要用严肃的暗示来指代它。所有发生过的事情被遗忘，从前的恋爱关系可以恢复。

这六个月期限不需要连续，中间可以被打断，也可以由女王的一时兴致而开始和结束。

双方在此签字，特此证明。








范妮·冯·皮斯特

利奥波德·冯·萨克·莫索克

1869年12月8日合约生效。

旺达和萨克·莫索克签署的合约

我的奴隶：

我接受你成为我的奴隶，并待在我的身边，条件如下：





你要完全放弃自己的身份。

你要完全服从于我的意志。

你仅是掌握在我手中的没有判断力的工具，需要毫无异议地执行我的所有命令。假如你忘记了自己的奴隶身份，没有无保留地在任何条件下都服从我，我有权惩罚你。如果我愿意，我还可以纠正你的错误，而你不能有所抱怨。

我准许你做的所有快乐的事情，你都必须把它当成是我给你的恩赐，你应该满怀感谢予以承认。我会一直在你面前表现完美，但我并没有义务这么做。

你既不是我的儿子，也不是我的兄弟或者朋友，你除了匍匐在尘埃里做我的奴隶，什么都不是。

你的身体和灵魂都属于我，即使这让你感到巨大的痛苦，你也必须将自己的感觉和柔情屈从于我的权威。

合同允许我实施最残忍的暴行，假如我弄残了你的身体，你必须忍受，不能抱怨。你要像一个奴隶那样为我工作，尽管我可能会因为沉醉于灯红酒绿的生活，而让你处于匮乏状态或者将你踩在脚下，你必须不发一句怨言亲吻刚刚践踏过你的双脚。我有权随时解雇你，但你不能违反我的意志离开我。如果你想逃跑，你很快就会认识到，我有权用各种各样难以想象的可怕的方法折磨你到死。




对我来说，你什么都不是；对你来说，我是你的一切，是你的生命，你的未来，你的幸福，你的不幸，你的痛苦和你的愉悦。

你必须执行我要求你做的任何事，不管它是好是坏，假如我要求你犯罪，你也必须服从我的命令做一个罪犯。

你的荣誉属于我，就像你的血液、你的思维和你的能力为我工作一样。

如果你发现我的统治让你无法忍受，你感到身上的锁链太沉重，那么你只能去自杀，因为我绝不会给你自由。





“我用自己的名誉发誓，自愿成为旺达·冯·杜娜耶夫人的奴隶，用最正确的方式执行她的命令，绝不反抗她强加在我身上的任何事情。”





利奥波德·萨克·莫索克博士、爵士

































INTRODUCTION

Leopold von Sacher-Masoch was born in Lemberg, Austrian Galicia, on January 27, 1836. He studied jurisprudence at Prague and Graz, and in 1857 became a teacher at the latter university. He published several historical works, but soon gave up his academic career to devote himself wholly to literature. For a number of years he edited the international review, Auf der Hohe
 , at Leipzig, but later removed to Paris, for he was always strongly Francophile. His last years he spent at Lindheim in Hesse, Germany, where he died on March 9, 1895. In 1873 he married Aurora von Rumelin, who wrote a number of novels under the pseudonym of Wanda von Dunajew, which it is interesting to note is the name of the heroine of Venus in Furs
 . Her sensational memoirs which have been the cause of considerable controversy were published in 1906.

During his career as writer an endless number of works poured from Sacher-Masoch’s pen. Many of these were works of ephemeral journalism, and some of them unfortunately pure sensationalism, for economic necessity forced him to turn his pen to unworthy ends.

There is, however, a residue among his works which has a distinct literary and even greater psychological value. His principal literary ambition was never completely fulfilled. It was a somewhat programmatic plan to give a picture of contemporary life in all its various aspects and interrelations under the general title of the Heritage of Cain
 . This idea was probably derived from Balzac’s Comedie Humaine
 . The whole was to be divided into six subdivisions with the general titles Love, Property, Money, The State, War, and Death. Each of these divisions in its turn consisted of six novels, of which the last was intended to summarize the author’s conclusions and to present his solution for the problems set in the others.




This extensive plan remained unachieved, and only the first two parts, Love and Property, were completed. Of the other sections only fragments remain. The present novel, Venus in Furs
 , forms the fifth in the series, Love.

The best of Sacher-Masoch’s work is characterized by a swift narration and a graphic representation of character and scene and a rich humor. The latter has made many of his shorter stories dealing with his native Galicia little masterpieces of local color.

There is, however, another element in his work which has caused his name to become as eponym for an entire series of phenomena at one end of the psycho-sexual scale. This gives his productions a peculiar psychological value, though it cannot be denied also a morbid tinge that makes them often repellent. However, it is well to remember that nature is neither good nor bad, neither altruistic nor egoistic, and that it operates through the human psyche as well as through crystals and plants and animals with the same inexorable laws.

Sacher-Masoch was the poet of the anomaly now generally known as masochism. By this is meant the desire on the part of the individual affected of desiring himself completely and unconditionally subject to the will of a person of the opposite sex, and being treated by this person as by a master, to be humiliated, abused, and tormented, even to the verge of death. This motive is treated in all its innumerable variations. As a creative artist Sacher-Masoch was, of course, on the quest for the absolute, and sometimes, when impulses in the human being assume an abnormal or exaggerated form, there is just for a moment a flash that gives a glimpse of the thing in itself.




If any defense were needed for the publication of work like Sacher-Masoch’s it is well to remember that artists are the historians of the human soul and one might recall the wise and tolerant Montaigne’s essay On the Duty of Historians
 where he says, “One may cover over secret actions, but to be silent on what all the world knows, and things which have had effects which are public and of so much consequence is an inexcusable defect.”

And the curious interrelation between cruelty and sex, again and again, creeps into literature. Sacher-Masoch has not created anything new in this. He has simply taken an ancient motive and developed it frankly and consciously, until, it seems, there is nothing further to say on the subject. To the violent attacks which his books met he replied in a polemical work, Uber den Wert der Kritik
 .

It would be interesting to trace the masochistic tendency as it occurs throughout literature, but no more can be done than just to allude to a few instances. The theme recurs continually in the Confessions
 of Jean Jacques Rousseau; it explains the character of the chevalier in Prevost’s Manon l’Escault
 . Scenes of this nature are found in Zola’s Nana
 , in Thomas Otway’s Venice Preserved
 , in Albert Juhelle’s Les Pecheurs d’Hommes
 , in Dostojevski. In disguised and unrecognized form it constitutes the undercurrent of much of the sentimental literature of the present day, though in most cases the authors as well as the readers are unaware of the pathological elements out of which their characters are built.




In all these strange and troubled waters of the human spirit one might wish for something of the serene and simple attitude of the ancient world. Laurent Tailhade has an admirable passage in his Platres et Marbres
 , which is well worth reproducing in this connection:

“Toutefois, les Hellenes, dans, leurs cites de lumiere, de douceur et d’harmonie, avaient une indulgence qu’on peut nommer scientifique pour les troubles amoureux de l’esprit. S’ils ne regardaient pas l’aliene comme en proie a la vistation d’un dieu (idee orientale et fataliste), du moins ils savaient que l’amour est une sorte d’envoutement, une folie ou se manifeste l’animosite des puissances cosmiques. Plus tard, le christianisme enveloppa les ames de tenebres. Ce fut la grande nuite. L’Eglise condamna tout ce qui lui parut neuf ou menacant pour les dogmes implacable ui reduisaient le monde en esclavage.”

Among Sacher-Masoch’s works, Venus in Furs
 is one of the most typical and outstanding. In spite of melodramatic elements and other literary faults, it is unquestionably a sincere work, written without any idea of titillating morbid fancies. One feels that in the hero many subjective elements have been incorporated, which are a disadvantage to the work from the point of view of literature, but on the other hand raise the book beyond the sphere of art, pure and simple, and make it one of those appalling human documents which belong, part to science and part to psychology. It is the confession of a deeply unhappy man who could not master his personal tragedy of existence, and so sought to unburden his soul in writing down the things he felt and experienced. The reader who will approach the book from this angle and who will honestly put aside moral prejudices and prepossessions will come away from the perusal of this book with a deeper understanding of this poor miserable soul of ours and a light will be cast into dark places that lie latent in all of us.




Sacher-Masoch’s works have held an established position in European letters for something like half a century, and the author himself was made a chevalier of the Legion of Honor by the French Government in 1883, on the occasion of his literary jubilee. When several years ago cheap reprints were brought out on the Continent and attempts were made by various guardians of morality—they exist in all countries—to have them suppressed, the judicial decisions were invariably against the plaintiff and in favor of the publisher. Are Americans children that they must be protected from books which any European school-boy can purchase whenever he wishes? However, such seems to be the case, and this translation, which has long been in preparation, consequently appears in a limited edition printed for subscribers only. In another connection Herbert Spencer once used these words: “The ultimate result of shielding men from the effects of folly, is to fill the world with fools.” They have a very pointed application in the case of a work like Venus in Furs
 .

F. S.

Atlantic City April, 1921












































“But the Almighty Lord hath struck him, and hath delivered him into the hands of a woman.”

—The Vulgate, Judith, xvi. 7.































Venus in Furs
 




My company was charming.

Opposite me by the massive Renaissance fireplace sat Venus; she was not a casual woman of the half-world, who under this pseudonym wages war against the enemy sex, like Mademoiselle Cleopatra, but the real, true goddess of love.

She sat in an armchair and had kindled a crackling fire, whose reflection ran in red flames over her pale face with its white eyes, and from time to time over her feet when she sought to warm them.

Her head was wonderful in spite of the dead stony eyes; it was all I could see of her. She had wrapped her marble-like body in a huge fur, and rolled herself up trembling like a cat.

“I don’t understand it,” I exclaimed, “It isn’t really cold any longer. For two weeks past we have had perfect spring weather. You must be nervous.”

“Much obliged for your spring,” she replied with a low stony voice, and immediately afterwards sneezed divinely, twice in succession. “I really can’t stand it here much longer, and I am beginning to understand—”




“What, dear lady?”

“I am beginning to believe the unbelievable and to understand the un-understandable. All of a sudden I understand the Germanic virtue of woman, and German philosophy, and I am no longer surprised that you of the North do not know how to love, haven’t even an idea of what love is.”

“But, madame,” I replied flaring up, “I surely haven’t given you any reason.”

“Oh, you—” The divinity sneezed for the third time, and shrugged her shoulders with inimitable grace. “That’s why I have always been nice to you, and even come to see you now and then, although I catch a cold every time, in spite of all my furs. Do you remember the first time we met?”

“How could I forget it,” I said. “You wore your abundant hair in brown curls, and you had brown eyes and a red mouth, but I recognized you immediately by the outline of your face and its marble-like pallor—you always wore a violet-blue velvet jacket edged with squirrel-skin.”

“You were really in love with the costume, and awfully docile.”

“You have taught me what love is. Your serene form of worship let me forget two thousand years.”

“And my faithfulness to you was without equal!”

“Well, as far as faithfulness goes—”

“Ungrateful!”

“I will not reproach you with anything. You are a divine woman, but nevertheless a woman, and like every woman cruel in love.”

“What you call cruel,” the goddess of love replied eagerly, “is simply the element of passion and of natural love, which is woman’s nature and makes her give herself where she loves, and makes her love everything, that pleases her.”




“Can there be any greater cruelty for a lover than the unfaithfulness of the woman he loves?”

“Indeed!” she replied. “We are faithful as long as we love, but you demand faithfulness of a woman without love, and the giving of herself without enjoyment. Who is cruel there—woman or man? You of the North in general take love too soberly and seriously. You talk of duties where there should be only a question of pleasure.”

“That is why our emotions are honorable and virtuous, and our relations permanent.”

“And yet a restless, always unsatisfied craving for the nudity of paganism,” she interrupted, “but that love, which is the highest joy, which is divine simplicity itself, is not for you moderns, you children of reflection. It works only evil in you. As soon as you wish to be natural, you become common. To you nature seems something hostile; you have made devils out of the smiling gods of Greece, and out of me a demon. You can only exorcise and curse me, or slay yourselves in bacchantic madness before my altar. And if ever one of you has had the courage to kiss my red mouth, he makes a barefoot pilgrimage to Rome in penitential robes and expects flowers to grow from his withered staff, while under my feet roses, violets, and myrtles spring up every hour, but their fragrance does not agree with you. Stay among your northern fogs and Christian incense; let us pagans remain under the debris, beneath the lava; do not disinter us. Pompeii was not built for you, nor our villas, our baths, our temples. You do not require gods. We are chilled in your world.”

The beautiful marble woman coughed, and drew the dark sables still closer about her shoulders.




“Much obliged for the classical lesson,” I replied, “but you cannot deny, that man and woman are mortal enemies, in your serene sunlit world as well as in our foggy one. In love there is union into a single being for a short time only, capable of only one thought, one sensation, one will, in order to be then further disunited. And you know this better than I; whichever of the two fails to subjugate will soon feel the feet of the other on his neck—”

“And as a rule the man that of the woman,” cried Madame Venus with proud mockery, “which you know better than I.”

“Of course, and that is why I don’t have any illusions.”

“You mean you are now my slave without illusions, and for that reason you shall feel the weight of my foot without mercy.”

“Madame!”

“Don’t you know me yet? Yes, I am cruel—since you take so much delight in that word-and am I not entitled to be so? Man is the one who desires, woman the one who is desired. This is woman’s entire but decisive advantage. Through his passion nature has given man into woman’s hands, and the woman who does not know how to make him her subject, her slave, her toy, and how to betray him with a smile in the end is not wise.”

“Exactly your principles,” I interrupted angrily.

“They are based on the experience of thousands of years,” she replied ironically, while her white fingers played over the dark fur. “The more devoted a woman shows herself, the sooner the man sobers down and becomes domineering. The more cruelly she treats him and the more faithless she is, the worse she uses him, the more wantonly she plays with him, the less pity she shows him, by so much the more will she increase his desire, be loved, worshipped by him. So it has always been, since the time of Helen and Delilah, down to Catherine the Second and Lola Montez.”




“I cannot deny,” I said, “that nothing will attract a man more than the picture of a beautiful, passionate, cruel, and despotic woman who wantonly changes her favorites without scruple in accordance with her whim—”

“And in addition wears furs,” exclaimed the divinity.

“What do you mean by that?”

“I know your predilection.”

“Do you know,” I interrupted, “that, since we last saw each other, you have grown very coquettish.”

“In what way, may I ask?”

“In that there is no way of accentuating your white body to greater advantage than by these dark furs, and that—”

The divinity laughed.

“You are dreaming,” she cried, “wake up!” and she clasped my arm with her marble-white hand. “Do wake up,” she repeated raucously with the low register of her voice.

I opened my eyes with difficulty.

I saw the hand which shook me, and suddenly it was brown as bronze; the voice was the thick alcoholic voice of my cossack servant who stood before me at his full height of nearly six feet.

“Do get up,” continued the good fellow, “it is really disgraceful.”

“What is disgraceful?”

“To fall asleep in your clothes and with a book besides.” He snuffed the candles which had burned down, and picked up the volume which had fallen from my hand, “with a book by”—he looked at the title page— “by Hegel. Besides it is high time you were starting for Mr. Severin’s who is expecting us for tea.”




*****

“A curious dream,” said Severin when I had finished. He supported his arms on his knees, resting his face in his delicate, finely veined hands, and fell to pondering.

I knew that he wouldn’t move for a long time, hardly even breathe. This actually happened, but I didn’t consider his behavior as in any way remarkable. I had been on terms of close friendship with him for nearly three years, and gotten used to his peculiarities. For it cannot be denied that he was peculiar, although he wasn’t quite the dangerous madman that the neighborhood, or indeed the entire district of Kolomea, considered him to be. I found his personality not only interesting—and that is why many also regarded me a bit mad—but to a degree sympathetic. For a Galician nobleman and land-owner, and considering his age—he was hardly over thirty—he displayed surprising sobriety, a certain seriousness, even pedantry. He lived according to a minutely elaborated, half-philosophical, half-practical system, like clock-work; not this alone, but also by the thermometer, barometer, aerometer, hydrometer, Hippocrates, Hufeland, Plato, Kant, Knigge, and Lord Chesterfield. But at times he had violent attacks of sudden passion, and gave the impression of being about to run with his head right through a wall. At such times every one preferred to get out of his way.

While he remained silent, the fire sang in the chimney and the large venerable samovar sang; and the ancient chair in which I sat rocking to and fro smoking my cigar, and the cricket in the old walls sang too. I let my eyes glide over the curious apparatus, skeletons of animals, stuffed birds, globes, plaster-casts, with which his room was heaped full, until by chance my glance remained fixed on a picture which I had seen often enough before. But today, under the reflected red glow of the fire, it made an indescribable impression on me.




It was a large oil painting, done in the robust full-bodied manner of the Belgian school. Its subject was strange enough.

A beautiful woman with a radiant smile upon her face, with abundant hair tied into a classical knot, on which white powder lay like a soft hoarfrost, was resting on an ottoman, supported on her left arm. She was nude in her dark furs. Her right hand played with a lash, while her bare foot rested carelessly on a man, lying before her like a slave, like a dog. In the sharply outlined, but well-formed linaments of this man lay brooding melancholy and passionate devotion; he looked up to her with the ecstatic burning eye of a martyr. This man, the footstool for her feet, was Severin, but beardless, and, it seemed, some ten years younger.

“Venus in Furs
 ,” I cried, pointing to the picture. “That is the way I saw her in my dream.”

“I, too,” said Severin, “only I dreamed my dream with open eyes.”

“Indeed?”

“It is a tiresome story.”

“Your picture apparently suggested my dream,” I continued. “But do tell me what it means. I can imagine that it played a role in your life, and perhaps a very decisive one. But the details I can only get from you.”

“Look at its counterpart,” replied my strange friend, without heeding my question.

The counterpart was an excellent copy of Titian’s well-known “Venus with the Mirror” in the Dresden Gallery.




“And what is the significance?”

Severin rose and pointed with his finger at the fur with which Titian garbed his goddess of love.

“It, too, is a ‘Venus in Furs,’” he said with a slight smile. “I don’t believe that the old Venetian had any secondary intention. He simply painted the portrait of some aristocratic Mesalina, and was tactful enough to let Cupid hold the mirror in which she tests her majestic allure with cold satisfaction. He looks as though his task were becoming burdensome enough. The picture is painted flattery. Later an ‘expert’ in the Rococo period baptized the lady with the name of Venus. The furs of the despot in which Titian’s fair model wrapped herself, probably more for fear of a cold than out of modesty, have become a symbol of the tyranny and cruelty that constitute woman’s essence and her beauty.

“But enough of that. The picture, as it now exists, is a bitter satire on our love. Venus in this abstract North, in this icy Christian world, has to creep into huge black furs so as not to catch cold—”

Severin laughed, and lighted a fresh cigarette.

Just then the door opened and an attractive, stoutish, blonde girl entered. She had wise, kindly eyes, was dressed in black silk, and brought us cold meat and eggs with our tea. Severin took one of the latter, and decapitated it with his knife.

“Didn’t I tell you that I want them soft-boiled?” he cried with a violence that made the young woman tremble.

“But my dear Sevtchu—” she said timidly.

“Sevtchu, nothing,” he yelled, “you are to obey, obey, do you understand?” and he tore the kantchuk which was hanging beside the weapons from its hook.

The woman fled from the chamber quickly and timidly like a doe.




“Just wait, I’ll get you yet,” he called after her.

“But Severin,” I said placing my hand on his arm, “how can you treat a pretty young woman thus?”

“Look at the woman,” he replied, blinking humorously with his eyes. “Had I flattered her, she would have cast the noose around my neck, but now, when I bring her up with the kantchuk, she adores me.”

“Nonsense!”

“Nonsense, nothing, that is the way you have to break in women.”

“Well, if you like it, live like a pasha in your harem, but don’t lay down theories for me—”

“Why not,” he said animatedly. “Goethe’s ‘you must be hammer or anvil’ is absolutely appropriate to the relation between man and woman. Didn’t Lady Venus in your dream prove that to you? Woman’s power lies in man’s passion, and she knows how to use it, if man doesn’t understand himself. He has only one choice: to be the tyrant over or the slave of woman. As soon as he gives in, his neck is under the yoke, and the lash will soon fall upon him.”

“Strange maxims!”

“Not maxims, but experiences,” he replied, nodding his head, “I have actually felt the lash. I am cured. Do you care to know how?”

He rose, and got a small manuscript from his massive desk, and put it in front of me.

“You have already asked about the picture. I have long owed you an explanation. Here—read!”

Severin sat down by the chimney with his back toward me, and seemed to dream with open eyes. Silence had fallen again, and again the fire sang in the chimney, and the samovar and the cricket in the old walls. I opened the manuscript and read:




CONFESSIONS OF A SUPERSENSUAL MAN.

The margin of the manuscript bore as motto a variation of the well-known lines from Faust:





“Thou supersensual sensual woer A woman leads you by the nose.”

—MEPHISTOPHELES.





I turned the title-page and read: “What follows has been compiled from my diary of that period, because it is impossible ever frankly to write of one’s past, but in this way everything retains its fresh colors, the colors of the present.”

*****

Gogol, the Russian Moliere, says—where? well, somewhere—“the real comic muse is the one under whose laughing mask tears roll down.”

A wonderful saying.

So I have a very curious feeling as I am writing all this down. The atmosphere seems filled with a stimulating fragrance of flowers, which overcomes me and gives me a headache. The smoke of the fireplace curls and condenses into figures, small gray-bearded kokolds that mockingly point their finger at me. Chubby-cheeked cupids ride on the arms of my chair and on my knees. I have to smile involuntarily, even laugh aloud, as I am writing down my adventures. Yet I am not writing with ordinary ink, but with red blood that drips from my heart. All its wounds long scarred over have opened and it throbs and hurts, and now and then a tear falls on the paper.




The days creep along sluggishly in the little Carpathian health-resort. You see no one, and no one sees you. It is boring enough to write idyls. I would have leisure here to supply a whole gallery of paintings, furnish a theater with new pieces for an entire season, a dozen virtuosos with concertos, trios, and duos, but—what am I saying—the upshot of it all is that I don’t do much more than to stretch the canvas, smooth the bow, line the scores. For I am—no false modesty, Friend Severin; you can lie to others, but you don’t quite succeed any longer in lying to yourself—I am nothing but a dilettante, a dilettante in painting, in poetry, in music, and several other of the so-called unprofitable arts, which, however, at present secure for their masters the income of a cabinet minister, or even that of a minor potentate. Above all else I am a dilettante in life.

Up to the present I have lived as I have painted and written poetry. I never got far beyond the preparation, the plan, the first act, the first stanza. There are people like that who begin everything, and never finish anything. I am such a one.

But what am I saying?

To the business in hand.

I lie in my window, and the miserable little town, which fills me with despondency, really seems infinitely full of poetry. How wonderful the outlook upon the blue wall of high mountains interwoven with golden sunlight; mountain-torrents weave through them like ribbons of silver! How clear and blue the heavens into which snowcapped crags project; how green and fresh the forested slopes; the meadows on which small herds graze, down to the yellow billows of grain where reapers stand and bend over and rise up again.

The house in which I live stands in a sort of park, or forest, or wilderness, whatever one wants to call it, and is very solitary.




Its sole inhabitants are myself, a widow from Lemberg, and Madame Tartakovska, who runs the house, a little old woman, who grows older and smaller each day. There are also an old dog that limps on one leg, and a young cat that continually plays with a ball of yarn. This ball of yarn, I believe, belongs to the widow.

She is said to be really beautiful, this widow, still very young, twenty-four at the most, and very rich. She dwells in the first story, and I on the ground floor. She always keeps the green blinds drawn, and has a balcony entirely overgrown with green climbing-plants. I for my part down below have a comfortable, intimate arbor of honeysuckle, in which I read and write and paint and sing like a bird among the twigs. I can look up on the balcony. Sometimes I actually do so, and then from time to time a white gown gleams between the dense green network.

Really the beautiful woman up there doesn’t interest me very much, for I am in love with someone else, and terribly unhappy at that; far more unhappy than the Knight of Toggenburg or the Chevalier in Manon l’Escault
 , because the object of my adoration is of stone.

In the garden, in the tiny wilderness, there is a graceful little meadow on which a couple of deer graze peacefully. On this meadow is a stone statue of Venus, the original of which, I believe, is in Florence. This Venus is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in all my life.

That, however, does not signify much, for I have seen few beautiful women, or rather few women at all. In love too, I am a dilettante who never got beyond the preparation, the first act.

But why talk in superlatives, as if something that is beautiful could be surpassed?

It is sufficient to say that this Venus is beautiful. I love her passionately with a morbid intensity; madly as one can only love a woman who never responds to our love with anything but an eternally uniform, eternally calm, stony smile. I literally adore her.





I often lie reading under the leafy covering of a young birch when the sun broods over the forest. Often I visit that cold, cruel mistress of mine by night and lie on my knees before her, with the face pressed against the cold pedestal on which her feet rest, and my prayers go up to her.




The rising moon, which just now is waning, produces an indescribable effect. It seems to hover among the trees and submerges the meadow in its gleam of silver. The goddess stands as if transfigured, and seems to bathe in the soft moonlight.

Once when I was returning from my devotions by one of the walks leading to the house, I suddenly saw a woman’s figure, white as stone, under the illumination of the moon and separated from me merely by a screen of trees. It seemed as if the beautiful woman of marble had taken pity on me, become alive, and followed me. I was seized by a nameless fear, my heart threatened to burst, and instead—Well, I am a dilettante. As always, I broke down at the second stanza; rather, on the contrary, I did not break down, but ran away as fast as my legs would carry me.

*****

What an accident! Through a Jew, dealing in photographs I secured a picture of my ideal. It is a small reproduction of Titian’s “Venus with the Mirror.” What a woman! I want to write a poem, but instead, I take the reproduction, and write on it: Venus in Furs
 .


You are cold, while you yourself fan flames. By all means wrap yourself in your despotic furs, there is no one to whom they are more appropriate, cruel goddess of love and of beauty!—After a while I add a few verses from Goethe, which I recently found in his paralipomena to
 Faust
 .







TO AMOR

“The pair of wings a fiction are,

The arrows, they are naught but claws,

The wreath conceals the little horns,

For without any doubt he is

Like all the gods of ancient Greece

Only a devil in disguise.”





Then I put the picture before me on my table, supporting it with a book, and looked at it.

I was enraptured and at the same time filled with a strange fear by the cold coquetry with which this magnificent woman draped her charms in her furs of dark sable; by the severity and hardness which lay in this cold marble-like face. Again I took my pen in hand, and wrote the following words:

“To love, to be loved, what happiness! And yet how the glamour of this pales in comparison with the tormenting bliss of worshipping a woman who makes a plaything out of us, of being the slave of a beautiful tyrant who treads us pitilessly underfoot. Even Samson, the hero, the giant, again put himself into the hands of Delilah, even after she had betrayed him, and again she betrayed him, and the Philistines bound him and put out his eyes which until the very end he kept fixed, drunken with rage and love, upon the beautiful betrayer.”

I was breakfasting in my honey-suckle arbor, and reading in the Book of Judith. I envied the hero Holofernes because of the regal woman who cut off his head with a sword, and because of his beautiful sanguinary end.




“The almighty Lord hath struck him, and hath delivered him into the hands of a woman.”

This sentence strangely impressed me.

How ungallant these Jews are, I thought. And their God might choose more becoming expressions when he speaks of the fair sex.

“The almighty Lord hath struck him, and hath delivered him into the hands of a woman,” I repeated to myself. What shall I do, so that He may punish me?

Heaven preserve us! Here comes the housekeeper, who has again diminished somewhat in size overnight. And up there among the green twinings and garlandings the white gown gleams again. Is it Venus, or the widow?

This time it happens to be the widow, for Madame Tartakovska makes a courtesy, and asks me in her name for something to read. I run to my room, and gather together a couple of volumes.

Later I remember that my picture of Venus is in one of them, and now it and my effusions are in the hands of the white woman up there together. What will she say?

I hear her laugh.

Is she laughing at me?

It is full moon. It is already peering over the tops of the low hemlocks that fringe the park. A silvery exhalation fills the terrace, the groups of trees, all the landscape, as far as the eye can reach; in the distance it gradually fades away, like trembling waters.

I cannot resist. I feel a strange urge and call within me. I put on my clothes again and go out into the garden.

Some power draws me toward the meadow, toward her, who is my divinity and my beloved.




The night is cool. I feel a slight chill. The atmosphere is heavy with the odor of flowers and of the forest. It intoxicates.

What solemnity! What music round about! A nightingale sobs. The stars quiver very faintly in the pale-blue glamour. The meadow seems smooth, like a mirror, like a covering of ice on a pond.

The statue of Venus stands out august and luminous.

But—what has happened? From the marble shoulders of the goddess a large dark fur flows down to her heels. I stand dumbfounded and stare at her in amazement; again an indescribable fear seizes hold of me and I take flight.

I hasten my steps, and notice that I have missed the main path. As I am about to turn aside into one of the green walks I see Venus sitting before me on a stone bench, not the beautiful woman of marble, but the goddess of love herself with warm blood and throbbing pulses. She has actually come to life for me, like the statue that began to breathe for her creator. Indeed, the miracle is only half completed. Her white hair seems still to be of stone, and her white gown shimmers like moonlight, or is it satin? From her shoulders the dark fur flows. But her lips are already reddening and her cheeks begin to take color. Two diabolical green rays out of her eyes fall upon me, and now she laughs.

Her laughter is very mysterious, very—I don’t know. It cannot be described, it takes my breath away. I flee further, and after every few steps I have to pause to take breath. The mocking laughter pursues me through the dark leafy paths, across light open spaces, through the thicket where only single moonbeams can pierce. I can no longer find my way, I wander about utterly confused, with cold drops of perspiration on the forehead.




Finally I stand still, and engage in a short monologue.

It runs—well—one is either very polite to one’s self or very rude.

I say to myself:

“Donkey!”

This word exercises a remarkable effect, like a magic formula, which sets me free and makes me master of myself.

I am perfectly quiet in a moment.

With considerable pleasure I repeat: “Donkey!”

Now everything is perfectly clear and distinct before my eyes again. There is the fountain, there the alley of box-wood, there the house which I am slowly approaching.

Yet—suddenly the appearance is here again. Behind the green screen through which the moonlight gleams so that it seems embroidered with silver, I again see the white figure, the woman of stone whom I adore, whom I fear and flee.

With a couple of leaps I am within the house and catch my breath and reflect.

What am I really, a little dilettante or a great big donkey?

*****

A sultry morning, the atmosphere is dead, heavily laden with odors, yet stimulating. Again I am sitting in my honey-suckle arbor, reading in the Odyssey
 about the beautiful witch who transformed her admirers into beasts. A wonderful picture of antique love.

There is a soft rustling in the twigs and blades and the pages of my book rustle and on the terrace likewise there is a rustling.

A woman’s dress—She is there—Venus—but without furs—No, this time it is merely the widow—and yet—Venus-oh, what a woman!




As she stands there in her light white morning gown, looking at me, her slight figure seems full of poetry and grace. She is neither large, nor small; her head is alluring, piquant—in the sense of the period of the French marquises—rather than formally beautiful. What enchantment and softness, what roguish charm play about her none too small mouth! Her skin is so infinitely delicate, that the blue veins show through everywhere; even through the muslin covering her arms and bosom. How abundant her red hair—it is red, not blonde or golden-yellow—how diabolically and yet tenderly it plays around her neck! Now her eyes meet mine like green lightnings—they are green, these eyes of hers, whose power is so indescribable—green, but as are precious stones, or deep unfathomable mountain lakes.

She observes my confusion, which has even made me discourteous, for I have remained seated and still have my cap on my head.

She smiles roguishly.

Finally I rise and bow to her. She comes closer, and bursts out into a loud, almost childlike laughter. I stammer, as only a little dilettante or great big donkey can do on such an occasion.

Thus our acquaintance began.

The divinity asks for my name, and mentions her own.

Her name is Wanda von Dunajew.

And she is actually my Venus.

“But madame, what put the idea into your head?”

“The little picture in one of your books—”

“I had forgotten about it.”

“The curious notes on its back—”

“Why curious?”

She looked at me.




“I have always wanted to know a real dreamer some time—for the sake of the change—and you seem one of the maddest of the tribe.”

“Dear lady—in fact—” Again I fell victim to an odious, asinine stammering, and in addition blushed in a way that might have been appropriate for a youngster of sixteen, but not for me, who was almost a full ten years older—

“You were afraid of me last night.”

“Really—of course—but won’t you sit down?”

She sat down, and enjoyed my embarrassment—for actually I was even more afraid of her now in the full light of day. A delightful expression of contempt hovered about her upper lip.

“You look at love, and especially woman,” she began, “as something hostile, something against which you put up a defense, even if unsuccessfully. You feel that their power over you gives you a sensation of pleasurable torture, of pungent cruelty. This is a genuinely modern point of view.”

“You don’t share it?”

“I do not share it,” she said quickly and decisively, shaking her head, so that her curls flew up like red flames.


“The ideal which I strive to realize in my life is the serene sensuousness of the Greeks—pleasure without pain. I do not believe in the kind of love which is preached by Christianity, by the moderns, by the knights of the spirit. Yes, look at me, I am worse than a heretic, I am a pagan.






‘Doest thou imagine long the goddess of love took counsel

When in Ida’s grove she was pleased with the hero Achilles?’





“These lines from Goethe’s Roman Elegy
 have always delighted me.





“In nature there is only the love of the heroic age, ‘when gods and goddesses loved.’ At that time ‘desire followed the glance, enjoyment desire.’ All else is factitious, affected, a lie. Christianity, whose cruel emblem, the cross, has always had for me an element of the monstrous, brought something alien and hostile into nature and its innocent instincts.




“The battle of the spirit with the senses is the gospel of modern man. I do not care to have a share in it.”

“Yes, Mount Olympus would be the place for you, madame,” I replied, “but we moderns can no longer support the antique serenity, least of all in love. The idea of sharing a woman, even if it were an Aspasia, with another revolts us. We are jealous as is our God. For example, we have made a term abuse out of the name of the glorious Phryne.

“We prefer one of Holbein’s meagre, pallid virgins, which is wholly ours to an antique Venus, no matter how divinely beautiful she is, but who loves Anchises today, Paris tomorrow, Adonis the day after. And if nature triumphs in us so that we give our whole glowing, passionate devotion to such a woman, her serene joy of life appears to us as something demonic and cruel, and we read into our happiness a sin which we must expiate.”

“So you too are one of those who rave about modern women, those miserable hysterical feminine creatures who don’t appreciate a real man in their somnambulistic search for some dream-man and masculine ideal. Amid tears and convulsions they daily outrage their Christian duties; they cheat and are cheated; they always seek again and choose and reject; they are never happy, and never give happiness. They accuse fate instead of calmly confessing that they want to love and live as Helen and Aspasia lived. Nature admits of no permanence in the relation between man and woman.”




“But, my dear lady—”

“Let me finish. It is only man’s egoism which wants to keep woman like some buried treasure. All endeavors to introduce permanence in love, the most changeable thing in this changeable human existence, have gone shipwreck in spite of religious ceremonies, vows, and legalities. Can you deny that our Christian world has given itself over to corruption?”

“But—”

“But you are about to say, the individual who rebels against the arrangements of society is ostracized, branded, stoned. So be it. I am willing to take the risk; my principles are very pagan. I will live my own life as it pleases me. I am willing to do without your hypocritical respect; I prefer to be happy. The inventors of the Christian marriage have done well, simultaneously to invent immortality. I, however, have no wish to live eternally. When with my last breath everything as far as Wanda von Dunajew is concerned comes to an end here below, what does it profit me whether my pure spirit joins the choirs of angels, or whether my dust goes into the formation of new beings? Shall I belong to one man whom I don’t love, merely because I have once loved him? No, I do not renounce; I love everyone who pleases me, and give happiness to everyone who loves me. Is that ugly? No, it is more beautiful by far, than if cruelly I enjoy the tortures, which my beauty excites, and virtuously reject the poor fellow who is pining away for me. I am young, rich, and beautiful, and I live serenely for the sake of pleasure and enjoyment.”

While she was speaking her eyes sparkled roguishly, and I had taken hold of her hands without exactly knowing what to do with them, but being a genuine dilettante I hastily let go of them again.

“Your frankness,” I said, “delights me, and not it alone—”




My confounded dilettantism again throttled me as though there were a rope around my neck.

“You were about to say—”

“I was about to say—I was—I am sorry—I interrupted you.”

“How, so?”

A long pause. She is doubtless engaging in a monologue, which translated into my language would be comprised in the single word, “donkey.”

“If I may ask,” I finally began, “how did you arrive at these—these conclusions?”

“Quite simply, my father was an intelligent man. From my cradle onward I was surrounded by replicas of ancient art; at ten years of age I read Gil Blas
 , at twelve La Pucelle
 . Where others had Hop-o’-my-thumb, Bluebeard, Cinderella, as childhood friends, mine were Venus and Apollo, Hercules and Lackoon. My husband’s personality was filled with serenity and sunlight. Not even the incurable illness which fell upon him soon after our marriage could long cloud his brow. On the very night of his death he took me in his arms, and during the many months when he lay dying in his wheel chair, he often said jokingly to me: ‘Well, have you already picked out a lover?’ I blushed with shame. ‘Don’t deceive me,’ he added on one occasion, ‘that would seem ugly to me, but pick out an attractive lover, or preferably several. You are a splendid woman, but still half a child, and you need toys.’

“I suppose, I hardly need tell you that during his life time I had no lover; but it was through him that I have become what I am, a woman of Greece.”

“A goddess,” I interrupted.

“Which one,” she smiled.




“Venus.”

She threatened me with her finger and knitted her brows. “Perhaps, even a ‘Venus in Furs.’ Watch out, I have a large, very large fur, with which I could cover you up entirely, and I have a mind to catch you in it as in a net.”

“Do you believe,” I said quickly, for an idea which seemed good, in spite of its conventionality and triteness, flashed into my head, “do you believe that your theories could be carried into execution at the present time, that Venus would be permitted to stray with impunity among our railroads and telegraphs in all her undraped beauty and serenity?”

“Undraped
 , of course not, but in furs,” she replied smiling, “would you care to see mine?”

“And then—”

“What then?”

“Beautiful, free, serene, and happy human beings, such as the Greeks were, are only possible when it is permitted to have slaves who will perform the prosaic tasks of every day for them and above all else labor for them.”

“Of course,” she replied playfully, “an Olympian divinity, such as I am, requires a whole army of slaves. Beware of me!”

“Why?”

I myself was frightened at the hardiness with which I uttered this “why”; it did not startle her in the least.

She drew back her lips a little so that her small white teeth became visible, and then said lightly, as if she were discussing some trifling matter, “Do you want to be my slave?”

“There is no equality in love,” I replied solemnly. “Whenever it is a matter of choice for me of ruling or being ruled, it seems much more satisfactory to me to be the slave of a beautiful woman. But where shall I find the woman who knows how to rule, calmly, full of self-confidence, even harshly, and not seek to gain her power by means of petty nagging?”




“Oh, that might not be so difficult.”

“You think—”

“I—for instance—” she laughed and leaned far back—“I have a real talent for despotism—I also have the necessary furs—but last night you were really seriously afraid of me!”

“Quite seriously.”

“And now?”

“Now, I am more afraid of you than ever!”

*****

We are together every day, I and—Venus; we are together a great deal. We breakfast in my honey-suckle arbor, and have tea in her little sitting-room. I have an opportunity to unfold all my small, very small talents. Of what use would have been my study of all the various sciences, my playing at all the arts, if I were unable in the case of a pretty, little woman—

But this woman is by no means little; in fact she impresses me tremendously. I made a drawing of her today, and felt particularly clearly, how inappropriate the modern way of dressing is for a cameo-head like hers. The configuration of her face has little of the Roman, but much of the Greek.

Sometimes I should like to paint her as Psyche, and then again as Astarte. It depends upon the expression in her eyes, whether it is vaguely dreamy, or half-consuming, filled with tired desire. She, however, insists that it be a portrait-likeness.




I shall make her a present of furs.

How could I have any doubts? If not for her, for whom would princely furs be suitable?

*****

I was with her yesterday evening, reading the Roman Elegies
 to her. Then I laid the book aside, and improvised something for her. She seemed pleased; rather more than that, she actually hung upon my words, and her bosom heaved.

Or was I mistaken?

The rain beat in melancholy fashion on the window-panes, the fire crackled in the fireplace in wintery comfort. I felt quite at home with her, and for a moment lost all my fear of this beautiful woman; I kissed her hand, and she permitted it.

Then I sat down at her feet and read a short poem I had written for her.

VENUS IN FURS.

“Place thy foot upon thy slave,

Oh thou, half of hell, half of dreams;

Among the shadows, dark and grave,

Thy extended body softly gleams.”





And—so on. This time I really got beyond the first stanza. At her request I gave her the poem in the evening, keeping no copy. And now as I am writing this down in my diary I can only remember the first stanza.





I am filled with a very curious sensation. I don’t believe that I am in love with Wanda; I am sure that at our first meeting, I felt nothing of the lightning-like flashes of passion. But I feel how her extraordinary, really divine beauty is gradually winding magic snares about me. It isn’t any spiritual sympathy which is growing in me; it is a physical subjection, coming on slowly, but for that reason more absolutely.




I suffer under it more and more each day, and she—she merely smiles.

*****

Without any provocation she suddenly said to me today: “You interest me. Most men are very commonplace, without verve or poetry. In you there is a certain depth and capacity for enthusiasm and a deep seriousness, which delight me. I might learn to love you.”

After a short but severe shower we went out together to the meadow and the statue of Venus. All about us the earth steamed; mists rose up toward heaven like clouds of incense; a shattered rainbow still hovered in the air. The trees were still shedding drops, but sparrows and finches were already hopping from twig to twig. They are twittering gaily, as if very much pleased at something. Everything is filled with a fresh fragrance. We cannot cross the meadow for it is still wet. In the sunlight it looks like a small pool, and the goddess of love seems to rise from the undulations of its mirror-like surface. About her head a swarm of gnats is dancing, which, illuminated by the sun, seem to hover above her like an aureole.

Wanda is enjoying the lovely scene. As all the benches along the walk are still wet, she supports herself on my arm to rest a while. A soft weariness permeates her whole being, her eyes are half closed; I feel the touch of her breath on my cheek.




How I managed to get up courage enough I really don’t know, but I took hold of her hand, asking,

“Could you love me?”

“Why not,” she replied, letting her calm, clear look rest upon me, but not for long.

A moment later I am kneeling before her, pressing my burning face against the fragrant muslin of her gown.

“But Severin—this isn’t right,” she cried.

But I take hold of her little foot, and press my lips upon it.

“You are getting worse and worse!” she cried. She tore herself free, and fled rapidly toward the house, the while her adorable slipper remained in my hand.

Is it an omen?

*****

All day long I didn’t dare to go near her. Toward evening as I was sitting in my arbor her gay red head peered suddenly through the greenery of her balcony. “Why don’t you come up?” she called down impatiently.

I ran upstairs, and at the top lost courage again. I knocked very lightly. She didn’t say come-in, but opened the door herself, and stood on the threshold.

“Where is my slipper?”

“It is—I have—I want,” I stammered.

“Get it, and then we will have tea together, and chat.”

When I returned, she was engaged in making tea. I ceremoniously placed the slipper on the table, and stood in the corner like a child awaiting punishment. I noticed that her brows were slightly contracted, and there was an expression of hardness and dominance about her lips which delighted me.




All of a sudden she broke out laughing.

“So—you are really in love—with me?”

“Yes, and I suffer more from it than you can imagine?”

“You suffer?” she laughed again.

I was revolted, mortified, annihilated, but all this was quite useless.

“Why?” she continued, “I like you, with all my heart.”

She gave me her hand, and looked at me in the friendliest fashion.

“And will you be my wife?”

Wanda looked at me—how did she look at me? I think first of all with surprise, and then with a tinge of irony.

“What has given you so much courage, all at once?”

“Courage?”

“Yes courage, to ask anyone to be your wife, and me in particular?” She lifted up the slipper. “Was it through a sudden friendship with this? But joking aside. Do you really wish to marry me?”

“Yes.”

“Well, Severin, that is a serious matter. I believe, you love me, and I care for you too, and what is more important each of us finds the other interesting. There is no danger that we would soon get bored, but, you know, I am a fickle person, and just for that reason I take marriage seriously. If I assume obligations, I want to be able to meet them. But I am afraid—no—it would hurt you.”

“Please be perfectly frank with me,” I replied.

“Well then honestly, I don’t believe I could love a man longer than—” She inclined her head gracefully to one side and mused.




“A year.”

“What do you imagine—a month perhaps.”

“Not even me?”

“Oh you—perhaps two.”

“Two months!” I exclaimed.

“Two months is very long.”

“You go beyond antiquity, madame.”

“You see, you cannot stand the truth.”

Wanda walked across the room and leaned back against the fireplace, watching me and resting one of her arms on the mantelpiece.

“What shall I do with you?” she began anew.

“Whatever you wish,” I replied with resignation, “whatever will give you pleasure.”

“How illogical!” she cried, “first you want to make me your wife, and then you offer yourself to me as something to toy with.”

“Wanda—I love you.”

“Now we are back to the place where we started. You love me, and want to make me your wife, but I don’t want to enter into a new marriage, because I doubt the permanence of both my and your feelings.”

“But if I am willing to take the risk with you?” I replied.

“But it also depends on whether I am willing to risk it with you,” she said quietly. “I can easily imagine belonging to one man for my entire life, but he would have to be a whole man, a man who would dominate me, who would subjugate me by his inate strength, do you understand? And every man—I know this very well—as soon as he falls in love becomes weak, pliable, ridiculous. He puts himself into the woman’s hands, kneels down before her. The only man whom I could love permanently would be he before whom I should have to kneel. I’ve gotten to like you so much, however, that I’ll try it with you.”




I fell down at her feet.

“For heaven’s sake, here you are kneeling already,” she said mockingly. “You are making a good beginning.”

When I had risen again she continued, “I will give you a year’s time to win me, to convince me that we are suited to each other, that we might live together. If you succeed, I will become your wife, and a wife, Severin, who will conscientiously and strictly perform all her duties. During this year we will live as though we were married—”

My blood rose to my head.

In her eyes too there was a sudden flame—

“We will live together,” she continued, “share our daily life, so that we may find out whether we are really fitted for each other. I grant you all the rights of a husband, of a lover, of a friend
 . Are you satisfied?”

“I suppose, I’ll have to be?”

“You don’t have to.”

“Well then, I want to—”

“Splendid. That is how a man speaks. Here is my hand.”

*****

For ten days I have been with her every hour, except at night. All the time I was allowed to look into her eyes, hold her hands, listen to what she said, accompany her wherever she went.

My love seems to me like a deep, bottomless abyss, into which I subside deeper and deeper. There is nothing now which could save me from it.

This afternoon we were resting on the meadow at the foot of the Venus-statue. I plucked flowers and tossed them into her lap; she wound them into wreaths with which we adorned our goddess.




Suddenly Wanda looked at me so strangely that my senses became confused and passion swept over my head like a conflagration. Losing command over myself, I threw my arms about her and clung to her lips, and she—she drew me close to her heaving breast.

“Are you angry?” I then asked her.

“I am never angry at anything that is natural—” she replied, “but I am afraid you suffer.”

“Oh, I am suffering frightfully.”

“Poor friend!” she brushed my disordered hair back from my fore-head. “I hope it isn’t through any fault of mine.”

“No—” I replied,—“and yet my love for you has become a sort of madness. The thought that I might lose you, perhaps actually lose you, torments me day and night.”

“But you don’t yet possess me,” said Wanda, and again she looked at me with that vibrant, consuming expression, which had already once before carried me away. Then she rose, and with her small transparent hands placed a wreath of blue anemones upon the ringletted white head of Venus. Half against my will I threw my arm around her body.

“I can no longer live without you, oh wonderful woman,” I said. “Believe me, believe only this once, that this time it is not a phrase, not a thing of dreams. I feel deep down in my innermost soul, that my life belongs inseparably with yours. If you leave me, I shall perish, go to pieces.”

“That will hardly be necessary, for I love you,” she took hold of my chin, “you foolish man!”

“But you will be mine only under conditions, while I belong to you unconditionally—”




“That isn’t wise, Severin,” she replied almost with a start. “Don’t you know me yet, do you absolutely refuse to know me? I am good when I am treated seriously and reasonably, but when you abandon yourself too absolutely to me, I grow arrogant—”

“So be it, be arrogant, be despotic,” I cried in the fulness of exaltation, “only be mine, mine forever.” I lay at her feet, embracing her knees.

“Things will end badly, my friend,” she said soberly, without moving.

“It shall never end,” I cried excitedly, almost violently. “Only death shall part us. If you cannot be mine, all mine and for always, then I want to be your slave
 , serve you, suffer everything from you, if only you won’t drive me away.”

“Calm yourself,” she said, bending down and kissing my forehead, “I am really very fond of you, but your way is not the way to win and hold me.”

“I want to do everything, absolutely everything, that you want, only not to lose you,” I cried, “only not that, I cannot bear the thought.”

“Do get up.”

I obeyed.

“You are a strange person,” continued Wanda. “You wish to possess me at any price?”

“Yes, at any price.”

“But of what value, for instance, would that be?”—She pondered; a lurking uncanny expression entered her eyes—“If I no longer loved you, if I belonged to another.”

A shudder ran through me. I looked at her. She stood firmly and confident before me, and her eyes disclosed a cold gleam.




“You see,” she continued, “the very thought frightens you.” A beautiful smile suddenly illuminated her face.

“I feel a perfect horror, when I imagine, that the woman I love and who has responded to my love could give herself to another regardless of me. But have I still a choice? If I love such a woman, even unto madness, shall I turn my back to her and lose everything for the sake of a bit of boastful strength; shall I send a bullet through my brains? I have two ideals of woman. If I cannot obtain the one that is noble and simple, the woman who will faithfully and truly share my life, well then I don’t want anything half-way or lukewarm. Then I would rather be subject to a woman without virtue, fidelity, or pity. Such a woman in her magnificent selfishness is likewise an ideal. If I am not permitted to enjoy the happiness of love, fully and wholly, I want to taste its pains and torments to the very dregs; I want to be maltreated and betrayed by the woman I love, and the more cruelly the better. This too is a luxury.”

“Have you lost your senses,” cried Wanda.

“I love you with all my soul,” I continued, “with all my senses, and your presence and personality are absolutely essential to me, if I am to go on living. Choose between my ideals. Do with me what you will, make of me your husband or your slave.”

“Very well,” said Wanda, contracting her small but strongly arched brows, “it seems to me it would be rather entertaining to have a man, who interests me and loves me, completely in my power; at least I shall not lack pastime. You were imprudent enough to leave the choice to me. Therefore I choose; I want you to be my slave, I shall make a plaything for myself out of you!”

“Oh, please do,” I cried half-shuddering, half-enraptured. “If the foundation of marriage depends on equality and agreement, it is likewise true that the greatest passions rise out of opposites. We are such opposites, almost enemies. That is why my love is part hate, part fear. In such a relation only one can be hammer and the other anvil. I wish to be the anvil. I cannot be happy when I look down upon the woman I love. I want to adore a woman, and this I can only do when she is cruel towards me.”




“But, Severin,” replied Wanda, almost angrily, “do you believe me capable of maltreating a man who loves me as you do, and whom I love?”

“Why not, if I adore you the more on this account? It is possible to love really only that which stands above us
 , a woman, who through her beauty, temperament, intelligence, and strength of will subjugates us and becomes a despot over us.”

“Then that which repels others, attracts you.”

“Yes. That is the strange part of me.”

“Perhaps, after all, there isn’t anything so very unique or strange in all your passions, for who doesn’t love beautiful furs? And everyone knows and feels how closely sexual love and cruelty are related.”

“But in my case all these elements are raised to their highest degree.” I replied.

“In other words, reason has little power over you, and you are by nature, soft, sensual, yielding.”

“Were the martyrs also soft and sensual by nature?”

“The martyrs?”

“On the contrary, they were supersensual men
 , who found enjoyment in suffering. They sought out the most frightful tortures, even death itself, as others seek joy, and as they were, so am I—supersensual
 .”

“Have a care that in being such, you do not become a martyr to love, the martyr of a woman
 .”




We are sitting on Wanda’s little balcony in the mellow fragrant summer night. A twofold roof is above us, first the green ceiling of climbing-plants, and then the vault of heaven sown with innumerable stars. The low wailing love-call of a cat rises from the park. I am sitting on footstool at the feet of my divinity, and am telling her of my childhood.

“And even then all these strange tendencies were distinctly marked in you?” asked Wanda.

“Of course, I can’t remember a time when I didn’t have them. Even in my cradle, so mother has told me, I was supersensual
 . I scorned the healthy breast of my nurse, and had to be brought up on goats’ milk. As a little boy I was mysteriously shy before women, which really was only an expression of an inordinate interest in them. I was oppressed by the gray arches and half-darknesses of the church, and actually afraid of the glittering altars and images of the saints. Secretly, however, I sneaked as to a secret joy to a plaster—Venus which stood in my father’s little
 library. I kneeled down before her, and to her I said the prayers I had been taught—the Paternoster, the Ave Maria, and the Credo.

“Once at night I left my bed to visit her. The sickle of the moon was my light and showed me the goddess in a pale-blue cold light. I prostrated myself before her and kissed her cold feet, as I had seen our peasants do when they kissed the feet of the dead Savior.

“An irresistible yearning seized me.

“I got up and embraced the beautiful cold body and kissed the cold lips. A deep shudder fell upon me and I fled, and later in a dream, it seemed to me, as if the goddess stood beside my bed, threatening me with up-raised arm.




“I was sent to school early and soon reached the gymnasium. I passionately grasped at everything which promised to make the world of antiquity accessible to me. Soon I was more familiar with the gods of Greece than with the religion of Jesus. I was with Paris when he gave the fateful apple to Venus, I saw Troy burn, and followed Ulysses on his wanderings. The prototypes of all that is beautiful sank deep into my soul, and consequently at the time when other boys are coarse and obscene, I displayed an insurmountable aversion to everything base, vulgar, unbeautiful.

“To me, the maturing youth, love for women seemed something especially base and unbeautiful, for it showed itself to me first in all its commonness. I avoided all contact with the fair sex; in short, I was supersensual to madness.

“When I was about fourteen my mother had a charming chamber-maid, young, attractive, with a figure just budding into womanhood. I was sitting one day studying my Tacitus and growing enthusiastic over the virtues of the ancient Teutons, while she was sweeping my room. Suddenly she stopped, bent down over me, in the meantime holding fast to the broom, and a pair of fresh, full, adorable lips touched mine. The kiss of the enamoured little cat ran through me like a shudder, but I raised up my Germania
 , like a shield against the temptress, and indignantly left the room.”

Wanda broke out in loud laughter. “It would, indeed, be hard to find another man like you, but continue.”

“There is another unforgetable incident belonging to that period,” I continued my story. “Countess Sobol, a distant aunt of mine, was visiting my parents. She was a beautiful majestic woman with an attractive smile. I, however, hated her, for she was regarded by the family as a sort of Messalina. My behavior toward her was as rude, malicious, and awkward as possible.




“One day my parents drove to the capital of the district. My aunt determined to take advantage of their absence, and to exercise judgment over me. She entered unexpectedly in her fur-lined kazabaika
 , followed by the cook, kitchen-maid, and the cat of a chamber-maid whom I had scorned. Without asking any questions, they seized me and bound me hand and foot, in spite of my violent resistance. Then my aunt, with an evil smile, rolled up her sleeve and began to whip me with a stout switch. She whipped so hard that the blood flowed, and that, at last, notwithstanding my heroic spirit, I cried and wept and begged for mercy. She then had me untied, but I had to get down on my knees and thank her for the punishment and kiss her hand.

“Now you understand the supersensual fool! Under the lash of a beautiful woman my senses first realized the meaning of woman. In her fur-jacket she seemed to me like a wrathful queen, and from then on my aunt became the most desirable woman on God’s earth.

“My Cato-like austerity, my shyness before woman, was nothing but an excessive feeling for beauty. In my imagination sensuality became a sort of cult. I took an oath to myself that I would not squander its holy wealth upon any ordinary person, but I would reserve it for an ideal woman, if possible for the goddess of love herself.

“I went to the university at a very early age. It was in the capital where my aunt lived. My room looked at that time like Doctor Faustus’s. Everything in it was in a wild confusion. There were huge closets stuffed full of books, which I bought for a song from a Jewish dealer on the Servanica; there were globes, atlases, flasks, charts of the heavens, skeletons of animals, skulls, the busts of eminent men. It looked as though Mephistopheles might have stepped out from behind the huge green store as a wandering scholiast at any moment.




“I studied everything in a jumble without system, without selection: chemistry, alchemy, history, astronomy, philosophy, law, anatomy, and literature; I read Homer, Virgil, Ossian, Schiller, Goethe, Shakespeare, Cervantes, Voltaire, Moliere, the Koran, the Kosmos, Casanova’s Memoirs. I grew more confused each day, more fantastical, more supersensual. All the time a beautiful ideal woman hovered in my imagination. Every so and so often she appeared before me like a vision among my leather-bound books and dead bones, lying on a bed of roses, surrounded by cupids. Sometimes she appeared gowned like the Olympians with the stern white face of the plaster Venus; sometimes in braids of a rich brown, blue-eyes, in my aunt’s red velvet kazabaika
 , trimmed with ermine.

“One morning when she had again risen out of the golden mist of my imagination in all her smiling beauty, I went to see Countess Sobol, who received me in a friendly, even cordial manner. She gave me a kiss of welcome, which put all my senses in a turmoil. She was probably about forty years old, but like most well-preserved women of the world, still very attractive. She wore as always her fur-edged jacket. This time it was one of green velvet with brown marten. But nothing of the sternness which had so delighted me the other time was now discernable.

“On the contrary, there was so little of cruelty in her that without any more ado she let me adore her.

“Only too soon did she discover my supersensual folly and innocence, and it pleased her to make me happy. As for myself—I was as happy as a young god. What rapture for me to be allowed to lie before her on my knees, and to kiss her hands, those with which she had scourged me! What marvellous hands they were, of beautiful form, delicate, rounded, and white, with adorable dimples! I really was in love with her hands only. I played with them, let them submerge and emerge in the dark fur, held them against the light, and was unable to satiate my eyes with them.”




Wanda involuntarily looked at her hand; I noticed it, and had to smile.

“From the way in which the supersensual predominated in me in those days you can see that I was in love only with the cruel lashes I received from my aunt; and about two years later when I paid court to a young actress only in the roles she played. Still later I became the admirer of a respectable woman. She acted the part of irreproachable virtue, only in the end to betray me with a rich Jew. You see, it is because I was betrayed, sold, by a woman who feigned the strictest principles and the highest ideals, that I hate that sort of poetical, sentimental virtue so intensely. Give me rather a woman who is honest enough to say to me: I am a Pompadour, a Lucretia Borgia, and I am ready to adore her.”

Wanda rose and opened the window.

“You have a curious way of arousing one’s imagination, stimulating all one’s nerves, and making one’s pulses beat faster. You put an aureole on vice, provided only if it is honest. Your ideal is a daring courtesan of genius. Oh, you are the kind of man who will corrupt a woman to her very last fiber.”

*****

In the middle of the night there was a knock at my window; I got up, opened it, and was startled. Without stood “Venus in Furs,” just as she had appeared to me the first time.




“You have disturbed me with your stories; I have been tossing about in bed, and can’t go to sleep,” she said. “Now come and stay with me.”

“In a moment.”

As I entered Wanda was crouching by the fireplace where she had kindled a small fire.

“Autumn is coming,” she began, “the nights are really quite cold already. I am afraid you may not like it, but I can’t put off my furs until the room is sufficiently warm.”

“Not like it—you are joking—you know—” I threw my arm around her, and kissed her.

“Of course, I know, but why this great fondness for furs?”

“I was born with it,” I replied. “I already had it as a child. Furthermore furs have a stimulating effect on all highly organized natures. This is due both to general and natural laws. It is a physical stimulus which sets you tingling, and no one can wholly escape it. Science has recently shown a certain relationship between electricity and warmth; at any rate, their effects upon the human organism are related. The torrid zone produces more passionate characters, a heated atmosphere stimulation. Likewise with electricity. This is the reason why the presence of cats exercises such a magic influence upon highly-organized men of intellect. This is why these long-tailed Graces of the animal kingdom, these adorable, scintillating electric batteries have been the favorite animal of a Muhammad, Cardinal Richelieu, Crebillon, Rousseau, Wieland.”

“A woman wearing furs, then,” cried Wanda, “is nothing else than a large cat, an augmented electric battery?”

“Certainly,” I replied. “That is my explanation of the symbolic meaning which fur has acquired as the attribute of power and beauty. Monarchs and the dominant higher nobility in former times used it in this sense for their costume, exclusively; great painters used it only for queenly beauty. The most beautiful frame, which Raphael could find for the divine forms of Fornarina and Titian for the roseate body of his beloved, was dark furs.”




“Thanks for the learned discourse on love,” said Wanda, “but you haven’t told me everything. You associate something entirely individual with furs.”

“Certainly,” I cried. “I have repeatedly told you that suffering has a peculiar attraction for me. Nothing can intensify my passion more than tyranny, cruelty, and especially the faithlessness of a beautiful woman. And I cannot imagine this woman, this strange ideal derived from an aesthetics of ugliness, this soul of Nero in the body of a Phryne, except in furs.”

“I understand,” Wanda interrupted. “It gives a dominant and imposing quality to a woman.”

“Not only that,” I continued. “You know I am supersensual
 . With me everything has its roots in the imagination, and thence it receives its nourishment. I was already prematurely developed and highly sensitive, when at about the age of ten the legends of the martyrs fell into my hands. I remember reading with a kind of horror, which really was rapture, of how they pined in prisons, were laid on the gridiron, pierced with arrows, boiled in pitch, thrown to wild animals, nailed to the cross, and suffered the most horrible torment with a kind of joy. To suffer and endure cruel torture from then on seemed to me exquisite delight, especially when it was inflicted by a beautiful woman, for ever since I can remember all poetry and everything demonic was for me concentrated in woman. I literally carried the idea into a sort of cult.




“I felt there was something sacred in sex; in fact, it was the only sacred thing. In woman and her beauty I saw something divine, because the most important function of existence—the continuation of the species—is her vocation. To me woman represented a personification of nature, Isis, and man was her priest, her slave. In contrast to him she was cruel like nature herself who tosses aside whatever has served her purposes as soon as she no longer has need for it. To him her cruelties, even death itself, still were sensual raptures.

“I envied King Gunther whom the mighty Brunhilde fettered on the bridal night, and the poor troubadour whom his capricious mistress had sewed in the skins of wolves to have him hunted like game. I envied the Knight Ctirad whom the daring Amazon Scharka craftily ensnared in a forest near Prague, and carried to her castle Divin, where, after having amused herself a while with him, she had him broken on the wheel—”

“Disgusting,” cried Wanda. “I almost wish you might fall into the hands of a woman of their savage race. In the wolf’s skin, under the teeth of the dogs, or upon the wheel, you would lose the taste for your kind of poetry.”

“Do you think so? I hardly do.”

“Have you actually lost your senses.”

“Possibly. But let me go on. I developed a perfect passion for reading stories in which the extremist cruelties were described. I loved especially to look at pictures and prints which represented them. All the sanguinary tyrants that ever occupied a throne; the inquisitors who had the heretics tortured, roasted, and butchered; all the woman whom the pages of history have recorded as lustful, beautiful, and violent women like Libussa, Lucretia Borgia, Agnes of Hungary, Queen Margot, Isabeau, the Sultana Roxolane, the Russian Czarinas of last century—all these I saw in furs or in robes bordered with ermine.”




“And so furs now rouse strange imaginings in you,” said Wanda, and simultaneously she began to drape her magnificent fur-cloak coquettishly about her, so that the dark shining sable played beautifully around her bust and arms. “Well, how do you feel now, half broken on the wheel?”

Her piercing green eyes rested on me with a peculiar mocking satisfaction. Overcome by desire, I flung myself down before her, and threw my arms about her.

“Yes—you have awakened my dearest dream,” I cried. “It has slept long enough.”

“And this is?” She put her hand on my neck.

I was seized with a sweet intoxication under the influence of this warm little hand and of her regard, which, tenderly searching, fell upon me through her half-closed lids.

“To be the slave of a woman, a beautiful woman, whom I love, whom I worship
 .”

“And who on that account maltreats you,” interrupted Wanda, laughing.

“Yes, who fetters me and whips me, treads me underfoot, the while she gives herself to another.”

“And who in her wantonness will go so far as to make a present of you to your successful rival when driven insane by jealousy you must meet him face to face, who will turn you over to his absolute mercy. Why not? This final tableau doesn’t please you so well?”

I looked at Wanda frightened.

“You surpass my dreams.”




“Yes, we women are inventive,” she said, “take heed, when you find your ideal, it might easily happen, that she will treat you more cruelly than you anticipate.”

“I am afraid that I have already found my ideal!” I exclaimed, burying my burning face in her lap.

“Not I?” exclaimed Wanda, throwing off her furs and moving about the room laughing. She was still laughing as I went downstairs, and when I stood musing in the yard, I still heard her peals of laughter above.

*****

“Do you really then expect me to embody your ideal?” Wanda asked archly, when we met in the park today.

At first I could find no answer. The most antagonistic emotions were battling within me. In the meantime she sat down on one of the stone-benches, and played with a flower.

“Well—am I?”

I kneeled down and seized her hands.

“Once more I beg you to become my wife, my true and loyal wife; if you can’t do that then become the embodiment of my ideal, absolutely, without reservation, without softness.”

“You know I am ready at the end of a year to give you my hand, if you prove to be the man I am seeking,” Wanda replied very seriously, “but I think you would be more grateful to me if through me you realized your imaginings. Well, which do you prefer?”

“I believe that everything my imagination has dreamed lies latent in your personality.”

“You are mistaken.”




“I believe,” I continued, “that you enjoy having a man wholly in your power, torturing him—”

“No, no,” she exclaimed quickly, “or perhaps—.” She pondered.

“I don’t understand myself any longer,” she continued, “but I have a confession to make to you. You have corrupted my imagination and inflamed my blood. I am beginning to like the things you speak of. The enthusiasm with which you speak of a Pompadour, a Catherine the Second, and all the other selfish, frivolous, cruel women, carries me away and takes hold of my soul. It urges me on to become like those women, who in spite of their vileness were slavishly adored during their lifetime and still exert a miraculous power from their graves.

“You will end by making of me a despot in miniature, a domestic Pompadour.”

“Well then,” I said in agitation, “if all this is inherent in you, give way to this trend of your nature. Nothing half-way. If you can’t be a true and loyal wife to me, be a demon.”

I was nervous from loss of sleep, and the proximity of the beautiful woman affected me like a fever. I no longer recall what I said, but I remember that I kissed her feet, and finally raised her foot and put my neck under it. She withdrew it quickly, and rose almost angrily.

“If you love me, Severin,” she said quickly, and her voice sounded sharp and commanding, “never speak to me of those things again. Understand, never! Otherwise I might really—” She smiled and sat down again.

“I am entirely serious,” I exclaimed, half-raving. “I adore you so infinitely that I am willing to suffer anything from you, for the sake of spending my whole life near you.”

“Severin, once more I warn you.”




“Your warning is vain. Do with me what you will, as long as you don’t drive me away.”

“Severin,” replied Wanda, “I am a frivolous young woman; it is dangerous for you to put yourself so completely in my power. You will end by actually becoming a plaything to me. Who will give warrant that I shall not abuse your insane desire?”

“Your own nobility of character.”

“Power makes people over-bearing.”

“Be it,” I cried, “tread me underfoot.”

Wanda threw her arms around my neck, looked into my eyes, and shook her head.

“I am afraid I can’t, but I will try, for your sake, for I love you Severin, as I have loved no other man.”

*****

Today she suddenly took her hat and shawl, and I had to go shopping with her. She looked at whips, long whips with a short handle, the kind that are used on dogs.

“Are these satisfactory?” said the shopkeeper.

“No, they are much too small,” replied Wanda, with a side-glance at me. “I need a large—”

“For a bull-dog, I suppose?” opined the merchant.

“Yes,” she exclaimed, “of the kind that are used in Russia for intractable slaves.”

She looked further and finally selected a whip, at whose sight I felt a strange creeping sensation.

“Now goodby, Severin,” she said. “I have some other purchases to make, but you can’t go along.”




I left her and took a walk. On the way back I saw Wanda coming out at a furrier’s. She beckoned me.

“Consider it well,” she began in good spirits, “I have never made a secret of how deeply your serious, dreamy character has fascinated me. The idea of seeing this serious man wholly in my power, actually lying enraptured at my feet, of course, stimulates me—but will this attraction last? Woman loves a man; she maltreats a slave, and ends by kicking him aside.”

“Very well then, kick me aside,” I replied, “when you are tired of me. I want to be your slave.”

“Dangerous forces lie within me,” said Wanda, after we had gone a few steps further. “You awaken them, and not to your advantage. You know how to paint pleasure, cruelty, arrogance in glowing colors. What would you say should I try my hand at them, and make you the first object of my experiments. I would be like Dionysius who had the inventor of the iron ox roasted within it in order to see whether his wails and groans really resembled the bellowing of an ox.

“Perhaps I am a female Dionysius?”

“Be it,” I exclaimed, “and my dreams will be fulfilled. I am yours for good or evil, choose. The destiny that lies concealed within my breast drives me on—demoniacally—relentlessly.”





“My Beloved,

I do not care to see you today or tomorrow, and not until evening the day after tomorrow, and then as my slave
 .

Your mistress

Wanda.”









“As my slave” was underlined. I read the note which I received early in the morning a second time. Then I had a donkey saddled, an animal symbolic of learned professors, and rode into the mountains. I wanted to numb my desire, my yearning, with the magnificent scenery of the Carpathians. I am back, tired, hungry, thirsty, and more in love than ever. I quickly change my clothes, and a few moments later knock at her door.




“Come in!”

I enter. She is standing in the center of the room, dressed in a gown of white satin which floods down her body like light. Over it she wears a scarlet kazabaika
 , richly edged with ermine. Upon her powdered, snowy hair is a little diadem of diamonds. She stands with her arms folded across her breast, and with her brows contracted.

“Wanda!” I run toward her, and am about to throw my arm about her to kiss her. She retreats a step, measuring me from top to bottom.

“Slave!”

“Mistress!” I kneel down, and kiss the hem of her garment.

“That is as it should be.”

“Oh, how beautiful you are.”

“Do I please you?” She stepped before the mirror, and looked at herself with proud satisfaction.

“I shall become mad!”

Her lower lip twitched derisively, and she looked at me mockingly from behind half-closed lids.

“Give me the whip.”

I looked about the room.

“No,” she exclaimed, “stay as you are, kneeling.” She went over to the fireplace, took the whip from the mantle-piece, and, watching me with a smile, let it hiss through the air; then she slowly rolled up the sleeve of her fur-jacket.




“Marvellous woman!” I exclaimed.

“Silence, slave!” She suddenly scowled, looked savage, and struck me with the whip. A moment later she threw her arm tenderly about me, and pityingly bent down to me. “Did I hurt you?” she asked, half-shyly, half-timidly.

“No,” I replied, “and even if you had, pains that come through you are a joy. Strike again, if it gives you pleasure.”

“But it doesn’t give me pleasure.”

Again I was seized with that strange intoxication.

“Whip me,” I begged, “whip me without mercy.”

Wanda swung the whip, and hit me twice. “Are you satisfied now?”

“No.”

“Seriously, no?”

“Whip me, I beg you, it is a joy to me.”

“Yes, because you know very well that it isn’t serious,” she replied, “because I haven’t the heart to hurt you. This brutal game goes against my grain. Were I really the woman who beats her slaves you would be horrified.”

“No, Wanda,” I replied, “I love you more than myself; I am devoted to you for death and life. In all seriousness, you can do with me whatever you will, whatever your caprice suggests.”

“Severin!”

“Tread me underfoot!” I exclaimed, and flung myself face to the floor before her.

“I hate all this play-acting,” said Wanda impatiently.

“Well, then maltreat me seriously.”

An uncanny pause.




“Severin, I warn you for the last time,” began Wanda.

“If you love me, be cruel towards me,” I pleaded with upraised eyes.

“If I love you,” repeated Wanda. “Very well!” She stepped back and looked at me with a sombre smile. “Be then my slave, and know what it means to be delivered into the hands of a woman
 .” And at the same moment she gave me a kick.

“How do you like that, slave?”

Then she flourished the whip.

“Get up!”

I was about to rise.

“Not that way,” she commanded, “on your knees.”

I obeyed, and she began to apply the lash.

The blows fell rapidly and powerfully on my back and arms. Each one cut into my flesh and burned there, but the pains enraptured me. They came from her whom I adored, and for whom I was ready at any hour to lay down my life.


She stopped. “I am beginning to enjoy it,” she said, “but enough for today. I am beginning to feel a demonic curiosity to see how far your strength goes. I take a cruel joy in seeing you tremble and writhe beneath my whip, and in hearing your groans and wails; I want to go on whipping without pity until you beg for mercy, until you lose your senses. You have awakened dangerous elements in my being. But now get up.”




I seized her hand to press it to my lips.

“What impudence.”

She shoved me away with her foot.

“Out of my sight, slave!”




*****

After having spent a feverish night filled with confused dreams, I awoke. Dawn was just beginning to break.

How much of what was hovering in my memory was true; what had I actually experienced and what had I dreamed? That I had been whipped was certain. I can still feel each blow, and count the burning red stripes on my body. And she
 whipped me. Now I know everything.

My dream has become truth. How does it make me feel? Am I disappointed in the realization of my dream? No, I am merely somewhat tired, but her cruelty has enraptured me. Oh, how I love her, adore her! All this cannot express in the remotest way my feeling for her, my complete devotion to her. What happiness to be her slave!

*****

She calls to me from her balcony. I hurry upstairs. She is standing on the threshold, holding out her hand in friendly fashion. “I am ashamed of myself,” she says, while I embrace her, and she hides her head against my breast.

“Why?”

“Please try to forget the ugly scene of yesterday,” she said with quivering voice, “I have fulfilled your mad wish, now let us be reasonable and happy and love each other, and in a year I will be your wife.”

“My mistress,” I exclaimed, “and I your slave!”

“Not another word of slavery, cruelty, or the whip,” interrupted Wanda. “I shall not grant you any of those favors, none except wearing my fur-jacket; come and help me into it.”

*****




The little bronze clock on which stood a cupid who had just shot his bolt struck midnight.

I rose, and wanted to leave.

Wanda said nothing, but embraced me and drew me back on the ottoman. She began to kiss me anew, and this silent language was so comprehensible, so convincing—

And it told me more than I dared to understand.

A languid abandonment pervaded Wanda’s entire being. What a voluptuous softness there was in the gloaming of her half-closed eyes, in the red flood of her hair which shimmered faintly under the white powder, in the red and white satin which crackled about her with every movement, in the swelling ermine of the kazabaika
 in which she carelessly nestled.

“Please,” I stammered, “but you will be angry with me.”

“Do with me what you will,” she whispered.

“Well, then whip me, or I shall go mad.”

“Haven’t I forbidden you,” said Wanda sternly, “but you are incorrigible.”

“Oh, I am so terribly in love.” I had sunken on my knees, and was burying my glowing face in her lap.

“I really believe,” said Wanda thoughtfully, “that your madness is nothing but a demonic, unsatisfied sensuality. Our unnatural way of life must generate such illnesses
 . Were you less virtuous, you would be completely sane.”

“Well then, make me sane,” I murmured. My hands were running through her hair and playing tremblingly with the gleaming fur, which rose and fell like a moonlit wave upon her heaving bosom, and drove all my senses into confusion.




And I kissed her. No, she kissed me savagely, pitilessly, as if she wanted to slay me with her kisses. I was as in a delirium, and had long since lost my reason, but now I, too, was breathless. I sought to free myself.

“What is the matter?” asked Wanda.

“I am suffering agonies.”

“You are suffering—” she broke out into a loud amused laughter.

“You laugh!” I moaned, “have you no idea—”

She was serious all of a sudden. She raised my head in her hands, and with a violent gesture drew me to her breast.

“Wanda,” I stammered.

“Of course, you enjoy suffering,” she said, and laughed again, “but wait, I’ll bring you to your senses.”

“No, I will no longer ask,” I exclaimed, “whether you want to belong to me for always or for only a brief moment of intoxication. I want to drain my happiness to the full. You are mine now, and I would rather lose you than never to have had you.”

“Now you are sensible,” she said. She kissed me again with her murderous lips. I tore the ermine apart and the covering of lace and her naked breast surged against mine.

Then my senses left me—

The first thing I remember is the moment when I saw blood dripping from my hand, and she asked apathetically: “Did you scratch me?”

“No, I believe, I have bitten you.”

*****

It is strange how every relation in life assumes a different face as soon as a new person enters.




We spent marvellous days together; we visited the mountains and lakes, we read together, and I completed Wanda’s portrait. And how we loved one another, how beautiful her smiling face was!

Then a friend of hers arrived, a divorced woman somewhat older, more experienced, and less scrupulous than Wanda. Her influence is already making itself felt in every direction.

Wanda wrinkles her brows, and displays a certain impatience with me.

Has she ceased loving me?

*****

For almost a fortnight this unbearable restraint has lain upon us. Her friend lives with her, and we are never alone. A circle of men surrounds the young women. With my seriousness and melancholy I am playing an absurd role as lover. Wanda treats me like a stranger.

Today, while out walking, she staid behind with me. I saw that this was done intentionally, and I rejoiced. But what did she tell me?

“My friend doesn’t understand how I can love you. She doesn’t think you either handsome or particularly attractive otherwise. She is telling me from morning till night about the glamour of the frivolous life in the capital, hinting at the advantages to which I could lay claim, the large parties which I would find there, and the distinguished and handsome admirers which I would attract. But of what use is all this, since it happens that I love you.”

For a moment I lost my breath, then I said: “I have no wish to stand in the way of your happiness, Wanda. Do not consider me.” Then I raised my hat, and let her go ahead. She looked at me surprised, but did not answer a syllable.




When by chance I happened to be close to her on the way back, she secretly pressed my hand. Her glance was so radiant, so full of promised happiness, that in a moment all the torments of these days were forgotten and all their wounds healed.

I now am aware again of how much I love her.

*****

“My friend has complained about you,” said Wanda today.

“Perhaps she feels that I despise her.”

“But why do you despise her, you foolish young man?” exclaimed Wanda, pulling my ears with both hands.

“Because she is a hypocrite,” I said. “I respect only a woman who is actually virtuous, or who openly lives for pleasure’s sake.”

“Like me, for instance,” replied Wanda jestingly, “but you see, child, a woman can only do that in the rarest cases. She can neither be as gaily sensual, nor as spiritually free as man; her state is always a mixture of the sensual and spiritual. Her heart desires to enchain man permanently, while she herself is ever subject to the desire for change. The result is a conflict, and thus usually against her wishes lies and deception enter into her actions and personality and corrupt her character.”




“Certainly that is true,” I said. “The transcendental character with which woman wants to stamp love leads her to deception.”

“But the world likewise demands it,” Wanda interrupted. “Look at this woman. She has a husband and a lover in Lemberg and has found a new admirer here. She deceives all three and yet is honored by all and respected by the world.”

“I don’t care,” I exclaimed, “but she is to leave you alone; she treats you like an article of commerce.”




“Why not?” the beautiful woman interrupted vivaciously. “Every woman has the instinct or desire to draw advantage out of her attractions, and much is to be said for giving one’s self without love or pleasure because if you do it in cold blood, you can reap profit to best advantage.”

“Wanda, what are you saying?”

“Why not?” she said, “and take note of what I am about to say to you. Never feel secure with the woman you love
 , for there are more dangers in woman’s nature than you imagine. Women are neither as good
 as their admirers and defenders maintain, nor as bad
 as their enemies make them out to be. Woman’s character is characterlessness
 . The best woman will momentarily go down into the mire, and the worst unexpectedly rises to deeds of greatness and goodness and puts to shame those that despise her. No woman is so good or so bad, but that at any moment she is capable of the most diabolical as well as of the most divine, of the filthiest as well as of the purest, thoughts, emotions, and actions. In spite of all the advances of civilization, woman has remained as she came out of the hand of nature. She has the nature of a savage, who is faithful or faithless, magnanimous or cruel, according to the impulse that dominates at the moment. Throughout history it has always been a serious deep culture which has produced moral character. Man even when he is selfish or evil always follows principles
 , woman never follows anything but impulses
 . Don’t ever forget that, and never feel secure with the woman you love.”

*****

Her friend has left. At last an evening alone with her again. It seems as if Wanda had saved up all the love, which had been kept from her, for this superlative evening; never had she been so kind, so near, so full of tenderness.




What happiness to cling to her lips, and to die away in her arms! In a state of relaxation and wholly mine, her head rests against my breast, and with drunken rapture our eyes seek each other.

I cannot yet believe, comprehend, that this woman is mine, wholly mine.

“She is right on one point,” Wanda began, without moving, without opening her eyes, as if she were asleep.

“Who?”

She remained silent.

“Your friend?”

She nodded. “Yes, she is right, you are not a man, you are a dreamer, a charming cavalier, and you certainly would be a priceless slave, but I cannot imagine you as husband.”

I was frightened.

“What is the matter? You are trembling?”

“I tremble at the thought of how easily I might lose you,” I replied.

“Are you made less happy now, because of this?” she replied. “Does it rob you of any of your joys, that I have belonged to another before I did to you, that others after you will possess me, and would you enjoy less if another were made happy simultaneously with you?”

“Wanda!”

“You see,” she continued, “that would be a way out. You won’t ever lose me then. I care deeply for you and intellectually we are harmonious, and I should like to live with you always, if in addition to you I might have—”




“What an idea,” I cried. “You fill me with a sort of horror.”

“Do you love me any the less?”

“On the contrary.”

Wanda had raised herself on her left arm. “I believe,” she said, “that to hold a man permanently, it is vitally important not to be faithful to him. What honest woman has ever been as devotedly loved as a hetaira?”

“There is a painful stimulus in the unfaithfulness of a beloved woman. It is the highest kind of ecstacy.”

“For you, too?” Wanda asked quickly.

“For me, too.”

“And if I should give you that pleasure,” Wanda exclaimed mockingly.

“I shall suffer terrible agonies, but I shall adore you the more,” I replied. “But you would never deceive me, you would have the daemonic greatness of saying to me: I shall love no one but you, but I shall make happy whoever pleases me.”

Wanda shook her head. “I don’t like deception, I am honest, but what man exists who can support the burden of truth. Were I say to you: this serene, sensual life, this paganism is my ideal, would you be strong enough to bear it?”

“Certainly. I could endure anything so as not to lose you. I feel how little I really mean to you.”

“But Severin—”

“But it is so,” said I, “and just for that reason—”

“For that reason you would—” she smiled roguishly—“have I guessed it?”

“Be your slave!” I exclaimed. “Be your unrestricted property, without a will of my own, of which you could dispose as you wished, and which would therefore never be a burden to you. While you drink life at its fullness, while surrounded by luxury, you enjoy the serene happiness and Olympian love, I want to be your servant, put on and take off your shoes.”




“You really aren’t so far from wrong,” replied Wanda, “for only as my slave could you endure my loving others. Furthermore the freedom of enjoyment of the ancient world is unthinkable without slavery. It must give one a feeling of like unto a god to see a man kneel before one and tremble. I want a slave, do you hear, Severin?”

“Am I not your slave?”

“Then listen to me,” said Wanda excitedly, seizing my hand. “I want to be yours, as long as I love you.”

“A month?”

“Perhaps, even two.”

“And then?”

“Then you become my slave.”

“And you?”

“I? Why do you ask? I am a goddess and sometimes I descend from my Olympian heights to you, softly, very softly, and secretly.

“But what does all this mean,” said Wanda, resting her head in both hands with her gaze lost in the distance, “a golden fancy which never can become true.” An uncanny brooding melancholy seemed shed over her entire being; I have never seen her like that.

“Why unachievable?” I began.

“Because slavery doesn’t exist any longer.”

“Then we will go to a country where it still exists, to the Orient, to Turkey,” I said eagerly.




“You would—Severin—in all seriousness,” Wanda replied. Her eyes burned.

“Yes, in all seriousness, I want to be your slave,” I continued. “I want your power over me to be sanctified by law; I want my life to be in your hands, I want nothing that could protect or save me from you. Oh, what a voluptuous joy when once I feel myself entirely dependent upon your absolute will, your whim, at your beck and call. And then what happiness, when at some time you deign to be gracious, and the slave may kiss the lips which mean life and death to him.” I knelt down, and leaned my burning forehead against her knee.

“You are talking as in a fever,” said Wanda agitatedly, “and you really love me so endlessly.” She held me to her breast, and covered me with kisses.

“You really want it?”

“I swear to you now by God and my honor, that I shall be your slave, wherever and whenever you wish it, as soon as you command,” I exclaimed, hardly master of myself.

“And if I take you at your word?” said Wanda.

“Please do!”

“All this appeals to me,” she said then. “It is different from anything else—to know that a man who worships me, and whom I love with all my heart, is so wholly mine, dependent on my will and caprice, my possession and slave, while I—”

She looked strangely at me.

“If I should become frightfully frivolous you are to blame,” she continued. “It almost seems as if you were afraid of me already, but you have sworn.”

“And I shall keep my oath.”




“I shall see to that,” she replied. “I am beginning to enjoy it, and, heaven help me, we won’t stick to fancies now. You shall become my slave, and I—I shall try to be Venus in Furs
 .”

*****

I thought that at last I knew this woman, understood her, and now I see I have to begin at the very beginning again. Only a little while ago her reaction to my dreams was violently hostile, and now she tries to carry them into execution with the soberest seriousness.

She has drawn up a contract according to which I give my word of honor and agree under oath to be her slave, as long as she wishes.

With her arm around my neck she reads this, unprecedented, incredible document to me. The end of each sentence she punctuates with a kiss.

“But all the obligations in the contract are on my side,” I said, teasing her.

“Of course,” she replied with great seriousness, “you cease to be my lover, and consequently I am released from all duties and obligations towards you. You will have to look upon my favors as pure benevolence. You no longer have any rights, and no longer can lay claim to any. There can be no limit to my power over you. Remember, that you won’t be much better than a dog, or some inanimate object. You will be mine, my plaything, which I can break to pieces, whenever I want an hour’s amusement. You are nothing, I am everything. Do you understand?” She laughed and kissed me again, and yet a sort of cold shiver ran through me.

“Won’t you allow me a few conditions—” I began.

“Conditions?” She contracted her forehead. “Ah! You are afraid already, or perhaps you regret, but it is too late now. You have sworn, I have your word of honor. But let me hear them.”




“First of all I should like to have it included in our contract, that you will never completely leave me, and then that you will never give me over to the mercies of any of your admirers—”

“But Severin,” exclaimed Wanda with her voice full of emotion and with tears in her eyes, “how can you imagine that I—and you, a man who loves me so absolutely, who puts himself so entirely in my power—” She halted.

“No, no!” I said, covering her hands with kisses. “I don’t fear anything from you that might dishonor me. Forgive me the ugly thought.”

Wanda smiled happily, leaned her cheek against mine, and seemed to reflect.

“You have forgotten something,” she whispered coquettishly, “the most important thing!”

“A condition?”

“Yes, that I must always wear my furs,” exclaimed Wanda. “But I promise you I’ll do that anyhow because they give me a despotic feeling. And I shall be very cruel to you, do you understand?”

“Shall I sign the contract?” I asked.

“Not yet,” said Wanda. “I shall first add your conditions, and the actual signing won’t occur until the proper time and place.”

“In Constantinople?”

“No. I have thought things over. What special value would there be in owning a slave where everyone owns slaves. What I want is to have a slave, I alone
 , here in our civilized sober, Philistine world, and a slave who submits helplessly to my power solely on account of my beauty and personality, not because of law, of property rights, or compulsions. This attracts me. But at any rate we will go to a country where we are not known and where you can appear before the world as my servant without embarrassment. Perhaps to Italy, to Rome or Naples.”




*****

We were sitting on Wanda’s ottoman. She wore her ermine jacket, her hair was loose and fell like a lion’s mane down her back. She clung to my lips, drawing my soul from my body. My head whirled, my blood began to seethe, my heart beat violently against hers.

“I want to be absolutely in your power, Wanda,” I exclaimed suddenly, seized by that frenzy of passion when I can scarcely think clearly or decide freely. “I want to put myself absolutely at your mercy for good or evil without any condition, without any limit to your power.”

While saying this I had slipped from the ottoman, and lay at her feet looking up at her with drunken eyes.

“How beautiful you now are,” she exclaimed, “your eyes half-broken in ecstacy fill me with joy, carry me away. How wonderful your look would be if you were being beaten to death, in the extreme agony. You have the eye of a martyr.”

*****

Sometimes, nevertheless, I have an uneasy feeling about placing myself so absolutely, so unconditionally into a woman’s hands. Suppose she did abuse my passion, her power?

Well, then I would experience what has occupied my imagination since my childhood, what has always given me the feeling of seductive terror. A foolish apprehension! It will be a wanton game she will play with me, nothing more. She loves me, and she is good, a noble personality, incapable of a breach of faith. But it lies in her hands —if she wants to she can
 . What a temptation in this doubt, this fear!




Now I understand Manon l’Escault and the poor chevalier, who, even in the pillory, while she was another man’s mistress, still adored her.

Love knows no virtue, no profit; it loves and forgives and suffers everything, because it must. It is not our judgment that leads us; it is neither the advantages nor the faults which we discover, that make us abandon ourselves, or that repel us.

It is a sweet, soft, enigmatic power that drives us on. We cease to think, to feel, to will; we let ourselves be carried away by it, and ask not whither?

*****

A Russian prince made his first appearance today on the promenade. He aroused general interest on account of his athletic figure, magnificent face, and splendid bearing. The women particularly gaped at him as though he were a wild animal, but he went his way gloomily without paying attention to any one. He was accompanied by two servants, one a negro, completely dressed in red satin, and the other a Circassian in his full gleaming uniform. Suddenly he saw Wanda, and fixed his cold piercing look upon her; he even turned his head after her, and when she had passed, he stood still and followed her with his eyes.

And she—she veritably devoured him with her radiant green eyes—and did everything possible to meet him again.

The cunning coquetry with which she walked, moved, and looked at him, almost stifled me. On the way home I remarked about it. She knit her brows.




“What do you want,” she said, “the prince is a man whom I might like, who even dazzles me, and I am free. I can do what I please—”

“Don’t you love me any longer—” I stammered, frightened.

“I love only you,” she replied, “but I shall have the prince pay court to me.”

“Wanda!”

“Aren’t you my slave?” she said calmly. “Am I not Venus, the cruel northern Venus in Furs?”

I was silent. I felt literally crushed by her words; her cold look entered my heart like a dagger.

“You will find out immediately the prince’s name, residence, and circumstances,” she continued. “Do you understand?”

“But—”

“No argument, obey!” exclaimed Wanda, more sternly than I would have thought possible for her, “and don’t dare to enter my sight until you can answer my questions.”

It was not till afternoon that I could obtain the desired information for Wanda. She let me stand before her like a servant, while she leaned back in her arm-chair and listened to me, smiling. Then she nodded; she seemed to be satisfied.

“Bring me my footstool,” she commanded shortly.

I obeyed, and after having put it before her and having put her feet on it, I remained kneeling.

“How will this end?” I asked sadly after a short pause.

She broke into playful laughter. “Why things haven’t even begun yet.”

“You are more heartless than I imagined,” I replied, hurt.

“Severin,” Wanda began earnestly. “I haven’t done anything yet, not the slightest thing, and you are already calling me heartless. What will happen when I begin to carry your dreams to their realization, when I shall lead a gay, free life and have a circle of admirers about me, when I shall actually fulfil your ideal, tread you underfoot and apply the lash?”




“You take my dreams too seriously.”

“Too seriously? I can’t stop at make-believe, when once I begin,” she replied. “You know I hate all play-acting and comedy. You have wished it. Was it my idea or yours? Did I persuade you or did you inflame my imagination? I am taking things seriously now.”

“Wanda,” I replied, caressingly, “listen quietly to me. We love each other infinitely, we are very happy, will you sacrifice our entire future to a whim?”

“It is no longer a whim,” she exclaimed.

“What is it?” I asked frightened.

“Something that was probably latent in me,” she said quietly and thoughtfully. “Perhaps it would never have come to light, if you had not called it to life, and made it grow. Now that it has become a powerful impulse, fills my whole being, now that I enjoy it, now that I cannot and do not want to do otherwise, now you want to back out— you—are you a man?”

“Dear, sweet Wanda!” I began to caress her, kiss her.

“Don’t—you are not a man—”

“And you,” I flared up.

“I am stubborn,” she said, “you know that. I haven’t a strong imagination, and like you I am weak in execution. But when I make up my mind to do something, I carry it through, and the more certainly, the more opposition I meet. Leave me alone!”

She pushed me away, and got up.




“Wanda!” I likewise rose, and stood facing her.

“Now you know what I am,” she continued. “Once more I warn you. You still have the choice. I am not compelling you to be my slave.”

“Wanda,” I replied with emotion and tears filling my eyes, “don’t you know how I love you?”

Her lips quivered contemptuously.

“You are mistaken, you make yourself out worse than you are; you are good and noble by nature—”

“What do you know about my nature,” she interrupted vehemently, “you will get to know me as I am.”

“Wanda!”

“Decide, will you submit, unconditionally?”

“And if I say no.”

“Then—”

She stepped close up to me, cold and contemptuous. As she stood before me now, the arms folded across her breast, with an evil smile about her lips, she was in fact the despotic woman of my dreams. Her expression seemed hard, and nothing lay in her eyes that promised kindness or mercy.

“Well—” she said at last.

“You are angry,” I cried, “you will punish me.”

“Oh no!” she replied, “I shall let you go. You are free. I am not holding you.”

“Wanda—I, who love you so—”

“Yes, you, my dear sir, you who adore me,” she exclaimed contemptuously, “but who are a coward, a liar, and a breaker of promises. Leave me instantly—”

“Wanda I—”




“Wretch!”

My blood rose in my heart. I threw myself down at her feet and began to cry.

“Tears, too!” She began to laugh. Oh, this laughter was frightful. “Leave me—I don’t want to see you again.”

“Oh my God!” I cried, beside myself. “I will do whatever you command, be your slave, a mere object with which you can do what you will—only don’t send me away—I can’t bear it—I cannot live without you.” I embraced her knees, and covered her hand with kisses.

“Yes, you must be a slave, and feel the lash, for you are not a man,” she said calmly. She said this to me with perfect composure, not angrily, not even excitedly, and it was what hurt most. “Now I know you, your dog-like nature, that adores where it is kicked, and the more, the more it is maltreated. Now I know you, and now you shall come to know me.”

She walked up and down with long strides, while I remained crushed on my knees; my head was hanging supine, tears flowed from my eyes.

“Come here,” Wanda commanded harshly, sitting down on the ottoman. I obeyed her command, and sat down beside her. She looked at me sombrely, and then a light suddenly seemed to illuminate the interior of her eye. Smiling, she drew me toward her breast, and began to kiss the tears out of my eyes.

*****

The odd part of my situation is that I am like the bear in Lily’s park. I can escape and don’t want to; I am ready to endure everything as soon as she threatens to set me free.




*****

If only she would use the whip again. There is something uncanny in the kindness with which she treats me. I seem like a little captive mouse with which a beautiful cat prettily plays. She is ready at any moment to tear it to pieces, and my heart of a mouse threatens to burst.

What are her intentions? What does she purpose to do with me?

*****

It seems she has completely forgotten the contract, my slavehood. Or was it actually only stubbornness? And she gave up her whole plan as soon as I no longer opposed her and submitted to her imperial whim?

How kind she is to me, how tender, how loving! We are spending marvellously happy days.

Today she had me read to her the scene between Faust and Mephistopheles, in which the latter appears as a wandering scholar. Her glance hung on me with strange pleasure.

“I don’t understand,” she said when I had finished, “how a man who can read such great and beautiful thoughts with such expression, and interpret them so clearly, concisely, and intelligently, can at the same time be such a visionary and supersensual ninny as you are.”

“Were you pleased,” said I, and kissed her forehead.

She gently stroked my brow. “I love you, Severin,” she whispered. “I don’t believe I could ever love any one more than you. Let us be sensible, what do you say?”

Instead of replying I folded her in my arms; a deep inward, yet vaguely sad happiness filled my breast, my eyes grew moist, and a tear fell upon her hand.




“How can you cry!” she exclaimed, “you are a child!”

*****

On a pleasure drive we met the Russian prince in his carriage. He seemed to be unpleasantly surprised to see me by Wanda’s side, and looked as if he wanted to pierce her through and through with his electric gray eyes. She, however, did not seem to notice him. I felt at that moment like kneeling down before her and kissing her feet. She let her glance glide over him indifferently as though he were an inanimate object, a tree, for instance, and turned to me with her gracious smile.

*****

When I said goodnight to her today she seemed suddenly unaccountably distracted and moody. What was occupying her?

“I am sorry you are going,” she said when I was already standing on the threshold.

“It is entirely in your hands to shorten the hard period of my trial, to cease tormenting me—” I pleaded.

“Do you imagine that this compulsion isn’t a torment for me, too,” Wanda interjected.

“Then end it,” I exclaimed, embracing her, “be my wife.”

“Never, Severin
 ,” she said gently, but with great firmness.

“What do you mean?”

I was frightened in my innermost soul.

“You are not the man for me
 .”

I looked at her, and slowly withdrew my arm which was still about her waist; then I left the room, and she—she did not call me back.




*****

A sleepless night; I made countless decisions, only to toss them aside again. In the morning I wrote her a letter in which I declared our relationship dissolved. My hand trembled when I put on the seal, and I burned my fingers.

As I went upstairs to hand it to the maid, my knees threatened to give way.

The door opened, and Wanda thrust forth her head full of curling-papers.

“I haven’t had my hair dressed yet,” she said, smiling. “What have you there?”

“A letter—”

“For me?”

I nodded.

“Ah, you want to break with me,” she exclaimed, mockingly.

“Didn’t you tell me yesterday that I wasn’t the man for you?”

“I repeat it now
 !”

“Very well, then.” My whole body was trembling, my voice failed me, and I handed her the letter.

“Keep it,” she said, measuring me coldly. “You forget that is no longer a question as to whether you satisfy me as a man; as a slave
 you will doubtless do well enough.”

“Madame!” I exclaimed, aghast.


“That is what you will call me in the future,” replied Wanda, throwing back her head with a movement of unutterable contempt. “Put your affairs in order within the next twenty-four hours. The day after to-morrow I shall start for Italy, and you will accompany me as my servant.”







“Wanda—”

“I forbid any sort of familiarity,” she said, cutting my words short, “likewise you are not to come in unless I call or ring for you, and you are not to speak to me until you are spoken to. From now on your name is no longer Severin, but Gregor
 .”

I trembled with rage, and yet, unfortunately, I cannot deny it, I also felt a strange pleasure and stimulation.

“But, madame, you know my circumstances,” I began in my confusion. “I am dependent on my father, and I doubt whether he will give me the large sum of money needed for this journey—”

“That means you have no money, Gregor,” said Wanda, delightedly, “so much the better, you are then entirely dependent on me, and in fact my slave.”

“You don’t consider,” I tried to object, “that as man of honor it is impossible for me—”

“I have indeed considered it,” she replied almost with a tone of command. “As a man of honor you must keep your oath and redeem your promise to follow me as slave whithersoever I demand and to obey whatever I command. Now leave me, Gregor!”

I turned toward the door.

“Not yet—you may first kiss my hand.” She held it out to me with a certain proud indifference, and I the dilettante, the donkey, the miserable slave pressed it with intense tenderness against my lips which were dry and hot with excitement.

There was another gracious nod of the head.

Then I was dismissed.

*****




Though it was late in the evening my light was still lit, and a fire was burning in the large green stove. There were still many things among my letters and documents to be put in order. Autumn, as is usually the case with us, had fallen with all its power.

Suddenly she knocked at my window with the handle of her whip.

I opened and saw her standing outside in her ermine-lined jacket and in a high round Cossack cap of ermine of the kind which the great Catherine favored.

“Are you ready, Gregor?” she asked darkly.

“Not yet, mistress,” I replied.

“I like that word,” she said then, “you are always to call me mistress, do you understand? We leave here tomorrow morning at nine o’clock. As far as the district capital you will be my companion and friend, but from the moment that we enter the railway-coach you are my slave, my servant. Now close the window, and open the door.”

After I had done as she had demanded, and after she had entered, she asked, contracting her brows ironically, “well, how do you like me.”

“Wanda, you—”

“Who gave you permission?” She gave me a blow with the whip.

“You are very beautiful, mistress.”

Wanda smiled and sat down in the arm-chair. “Kneel down—here beside my chair.”

I obeyed.

“Kiss my hand.”

I seized her small cold hand and kissed it.

“And the mouth—”

In a surge of passion I threw my arms around the beautiful cruel woman, and covered her face, arms, and breast with glowing kisses. She returned them with equal fervor—the eyelids closed as in a dream. It was after midnight when she left.




*****

At nine o’clock sharp in the morning everything was ready for departure, as she had ordered. We left the little Carpathian health-resort in a comfortable light carriage. The most interesting drama of my life had reached a point of development whose denouement it was then impossible to foretell.

So far everything went well. I sat beside Wanda, and she chatted very graciously and intelligently with me, as with a good friend, concerning Italy, Pisemski’s new novel, and Wagner’s music. She wore a sort of Amazonesque travelling-dress of black cloth with a short jacket of the same material, set with dark fur. It fitted closely and showed her figure to best advantage. Over it she wore dark furs. Her hair wound into an antique knot, lay beneath a small dark fur-hat from which a black veil hung. Wanda was in very good humor; she fed me candies, played with my hair, loosened my neck cloth and made a pretty cockade of it; she covered my knees with her furs and stealthily pressed the fingers of my hand. When our Jewish driver persistently went on nodding to himself, she even gave me a kiss, and her cold lips had the fresh frosty fragrance of a young autumnal rose, which blossoms alone amid bare stalks and yellow leaves and upon whose calyx the first frost has hung tiny diamonds of ice.

*****

We are at the district capital. We get out at the railway station. Wanda throws off her furs and places them over my arm, and goes to secure the tickets.




When she returns she has completely changed.

“Here is your ticket, Gregor,” she says in a tone which supercilious ladies use to their servants.

“A third-class ticket,” I reply with comic horror.

“Of course,” she continues, “but now be careful. You won’t get on until I am settled in my compartment and don’t need you any longer. At each station you will hurry to my car and ask for my orders. Don’t forget. And now give me my furs.”

After I had helped her into them, humbly like a slave, she went to find an empty first-class coupe. I followed. Supporting herself on my shoulder, she got on and I wrapped her feet in bear-skins and placed them on the warming bottle.

Then she nodded to me, and dismissed me. I slowly ascended a third-class carriage, which was filled with abominable tobacco-smoke that seemed like the fogs of Acheron at the entrance to Hades. I now had the leisure to muse about the riddle of human existence, and about its greatest riddle of all—woman
 .

*****

Whenever the train stops, I jump off, run to her carriage, and with drawn cap await her orders. She wants coffee and then a glass of water, at another time a bowl of warm water to wash her hands, and thus it goes on. She lets several men who have entered her compartment pay court to her. I am dying of jealousy and have to leap about like an antelope so as to secure what she wants quickly and not miss the train.

In this way the night passes. I haven’t had time to eat a mouthful and I can’t sleep, I have to breathe the same oniony air with Polish peasants, Jewish peddlers, and common soldiers.




When I mount the steps of her coupe, she is lying stretched out on cushions in her comfortable furs, covered up with the skins of animals. She is like an oriental despot, and the men sit like Indian deities, straight upright against the walls and scarcely dare to breathe.

*****

She stops over in Vienna for a day to go shopping, and particularly to buy series of luxurious gowns. She continues to treat me as her servant. I follow her at the respectful distance of ten paces. She hands me her packages without so much as even deigning a kind look, and laden down like a donkey I pant along behind.

Before leaving she takes all my clothes and gives them to the hotel waiters. I am ordered to put on her livery. It is a Cracovian costume in her colors, light-blue with red facings, and red quadrangular cap, ornamented with peacock-feathers. The costume is rather becoming to me.

The silver buttons bear her coat of arms. I have the feeling of having been sold or of having bonded myself to the devil. My fair demon leads me from Vienna to Florence. Instead of linen-garbed Mazovians and greasy-haired Jews, my companions now are curly-haired Contadini, a magnificent sergeant of the first Italian Grenadiers, and a poor German painter. The tobacco smoke no longer smells of onions, but of salami and cheese.

Night has fallen again. I lie on my wooden bed as on a rack; my arms and legs seem broken. But there nevertheless is an element of poetry in the affair. The stars sparkle round about, the Italian sergeant has a face like Apollo Belvedere, and the German painter sings a lovely German song.








“Now that all the shadows gather

And endless stars grow light,

Deep yearning on me falls

And softly fills the night.”





“Through the sea of dreams

Sailing without cease,

Sailing goes my soul

In thine to find release.”





And I am thinking of the beautiful woman who is sleeping in regal comfort among her soft furs.

*****

Florence! Crowds, cries, importunate porters and cab-drivers. Wanda chooses a carriage, and dismisses the porters.

“What have I a servant for,” she says, “Gregor—here is the ticket— get the luggage.”

She wraps herself in her furs and sits quietly in the carriage while I drag the heavy trunks hither, one after another. I break down for a moment under the last one; a good-natured carabiniere
 with an intelligent face comes to my assistance. She laughs.

“It must be heavy,” said she, “all my furs are in it.”

I get up on the driver’s seat, wiping drops of perspiration from my brow. She gives the name of the hotel, and the driver urges on his horse. In a few minutes we halt at the brilliantly illuminated entrance.

“Have you any rooms?” she asks the porter.




“Yes, madame.”

“Two for me, one for my servant, all with stoves.”

“Two first-class rooms for you, madame, both with stoves,” replied the waiter who had hastily come up, “and one without heat for your servant.”

She looked at them, and then abruptly said: “they are satisfactory, have fires built at once; my servant can sleep in the unheated room.”

I merely looked at her.

“Bring up the trunks, Gregor,” she commands, paying no attention to my looks. “In the meantime I’ll be dressing, and then will go down to the dining-room, and you can eat something for supper.”

As she goes into the adjoining room, I drag the trunks upstairs and help the waiter build a fire in her bedroom. He tries to question me in bad French about my employer. With a brief glance I see the blazing fire, the fragrant white poster-bed, and the rugs which cover the floor. Tired and hungry I then descend the stairs, and ask for something to eat. A good-natured waiter, who used to be in the Austrian army and takes all sorts of pains to entertain me in German, shows me the dining-room and waits on me. I have just had the first fresh drink in thirty-six hours and the first bite of warm food on my fork, when she enters.




I rise.

“What do you mean by taking me into a dining-room in which my servant is eating,” she snaps at the waiter, flaring with anger. She turns around and leaves.

Meanwhile I thank heaven that I am permitted to go on eating. Later I climb the four flights upstairs to my room. My small trunk is already there, and a miserable little oil-lamp is burning. It is a narrow room without fire-place, without a window, but with a small air-hole. If it weren’t so beastly cold, it would remind me of one of the Venetian piombi
 . Involuntarily I have to laugh out aloud, so that it re-echoes, and I am startled by my own laughter.




Suddenly the door is pulled open and the waiter with a theatrical Italian gesture calls “You are to come down to madame, at once.” I pick up my cap, stumble down the first few steps, but finally arrive in front of her door on the first floor and knock.

“Come in!”

I enter, shut the door, and stand attention.

Wanda has made herself comfortable. She is sitting in a neglige of white muslin and laces on a small red divan with her feet on a footstool that matches. She has thrown her fur-cloak about her. It is the identical cloak in which she appeared to me for the first time, as goddess of love.

The yellow lights of the candelabra which stand on projections, their reflections in the large mirrors, and the red flames from the open fireplace play beautifully on the green velvet, the dark-brown sable of the cloak, the smooth white skin, and the red, flaming hair of the beautiful woman. Her clear, but cold face is turned toward me, and her cold green eyes rest upon me.

“I am satisfied with you, Gregor,” she began.

I bowed.

“Come closer.”

I obeyed.

“Still closer,” she looked down, and stroked the sable with her hand. “Venus in Furs receives her slave. I can see that you are more than an ordinary dreamer, you don’t remain far in arrears of your dreams; you are the sort of man who is ready to carry his dreams into effect, no matter how mad they are. I confess, I like this; it impresses me. There is strength in this, and strength is the only thing one respects. I actually believe that under unusual circumstances, in a period of great deeds, what seems to be your weakness would reveal itself as extraordinary power. Under the early emperors you would have been a martyr, at the time of the Reformation an anabaptist, during the French Revolution one of those inspired Girondists who mounted the guillotine with the marseillaise on their lips. But you are my slave, my—”




She suddenly leaped up; the furs slipped down, and she threw her arms with soft pressure about my neck.

“My beloved slave, Severin, oh, how I love you, how I adore you, how handsome you are in your Cracovian costume! You will be cold to-night up in your wretched room without a fire. Shall I give you one of my furs, dear heart, the large one there—”

She quickly picked it up, throwing it over my shoulders, and before I knew what had happened I was completely wrapped up in it.

“How wonderfully becoming furs are to your face, they bring out your noble lines. As soon as you cease being my slave, you must wear a velvet coat with sable, do you understand? Otherwise I shall never put on my fur-jacket again.”

And again she began to caress me and kiss me; finally she drew me down on the little divan.

“You seem to be pleased with yourself in furs,” she said. “Quick, quick, give them to me, or I will lose all sense of dignity.”

I placed the furs about her, and Wanda slipped her right arm into the sleeve.

“This is the pose in Titian’s picture. But now enough of joking. Don’t always look so solemn, it makes me feel sad. As far as the world is concerned you are still merely my servant; you are not yet my slave, for you have not yet signed the contract. You are still free, and can leave me any moment. You have played your part magnificently. I have been delighted, but aren’t you tired of it already, and don’t you think I am abominable? Well, say something—I command it.”




“Must I confess to you, Wanda?” I began.

“Yes, you must.”

“Even it you take advantage of it,” I continued, “I shall love you the more deeply, adore you the more fanatically, the worse you treat me. What you have just done inflames my blood and intoxicates all my senses.” I held her close to me and clung for several moments to her moist lips.

“Oh, you beautiful woman,” I then exclaimed, looking at her. In my enthusiasm I tore the sable from her shoulders and pressed my mouth against her neck.

“You love me even when I am cruel,” said Wanda, “now go!—you bore me—don’t you hear?”

She boxed my ears so that I saw stars and bells rang in my ears.

“Help me into my furs, slave.”

I helped her, as well as I could.

“How awkward,” she exclaimed, and was scarcely in it before she struck me in the face again. I felt myself growing pale.

“Did I hurt you?” she asked, softly touching me with her hand.

“No, no,” I exclaimed.

“At any rate you have no reason to complain, you want it thus; now kiss me again.”

I threw my arms about her, and her lips clung closely to mine. As she lay against my breast in her large heavy furs, I had a curiously oppressive sensation. It was as if a wild beast, a she-bear, were embracing me. It seemed as if I were about to feel her claws in my flesh. But this time the she-bear let me off easily.




With my heart filled with smiling hopes, I went up to my miserable servant’s room, and threw myself down on my hard couch.

“Life is really amazingly droll,” I thought. “A short time ago the most beautiful woman, Venus herself, rested against your breast, and now you have an opportunity for studying the Chinese hell. Unlike us, they don’t hurl the damned into flames, but they have devils chasing them out into fields of ice.

“Very likely the founders of their religion also slept in unheated rooms.”

*****

During the night I startled out of my sleep with a scream. I had been dreaming of an icefield in which I had lost my way; I had been looking in vain for a way out. Suddenly an eskimo drove up in a sleigh harnessed with reindeer; he had the face of the waiter who had shown me to the unheated room.

“What are you looking for here, my dear sir?” he exclaimed. “This is the North Pole.”

A moment later he had disappeared, and Wanda flew over the smooth ice on tiny skates. Her white satin skirt fluttered and crackled; the ermine of her jacket and cap, but especially her face, gleamed whiter than the snow. She shot toward me, inclosed me in her arms, and began to kiss me. Suddenly I felt my blood running warm down my side.

“What are you doing?” I asked horror-stricken.

She laughed, and as I looked at her now, it was no longer Wanda, but a huge, white she-bear, who was digging her paws into my body.




I cried out in despair, and still heard her diabolical laughter when I awoke, and looked about the room in surprise.

Early in the morning I stood at Wanda’s door, and the waiter brought the coffee. I took it from him, and served it to my beautiful mistress. She had already dressed, and looked magnificent, all fresh and roseate. She smiled graciously at me and called me back, when I was about to withdraw respectfully.

“Come, Gregor, have your breakfast quickly too,” she said, “then we will go house-hunting. I don’t want to stay in the hotel any longer than I have to. It is very embarassing here. If I chat with you for more than a minute, people will immediately say: ‘The fair Russian is having an affair with her servant, you see, the race of Catherines isn’t extinct yet.’”

Half an hour later we went out; Wanda was in her cloth-gown with the Russian cap, and I in my Cracovian costume. We created quite a stir. I walked about ten paces behind, looking very solemn, but expected momentarily to have to break out into loud laughter. There was scarcely a street in which one or the other of the attractive houses did not bear the sign camere ammobiliate
 . Wanda always sent me upstairs, and only when the apartment seemed to answer her requirements did she herself ascend. By noon I was as tired as a stag-hound after the hunt.

We entered a new house and left it again without having found a suitable habitation. Wanda was already somewhat out of humor. Suddenly she said to me: “Severin, the seriousness with which you play your part is charming, and the restrictions, which we have placed upon each other are really annoying me. I can’t stand it any longer, I do love you, I must kiss you. Let’s go into one of the houses.”




“But, my lady—” I interposed.

“Gregor?” She entered the next open corridor and ascended a few steps of the dark stair-way; then she threw her arms about me with passionate tenderness and kissed me.

“Oh, Severin, you were very wise. You are much more dangerous as slave than I would have imagined; you are positively irrestible, and I am afraid I shall have to fall in love with you again.”

“Don’t you love me any longer then,” I asked seized by a sudden fright.

She solemnly shook her head, but kissed me again with her swelling, adorable lips.

We returned to the hotel. Wanda had luncheon, and ordered me also quickly to get something to eat.

Of course, I wasn’t served as quickly as she, and so it happened that just as I was carrying the second bite of my steak to my mouth, the waiter entered and called out with his theatrical gesture: “Madame wants you, at once.”

I took a rapid and painful leave of my food, and, tired and hungry, hurried toward Wanda, who was already on the street.

“I wouldn’t have imagined you could be so cruel,” I said reproachfully. “With all these, fatiguing duties you don’t even leave me time to eat in peace.”

Wanda laughed gaily. “I thought you had finished,” she said, “but never mind. Man was born to suffer, and you in particular. The martyrs didn’t have any beefsteaks either.”

I followed her resentfully, gnawing at my hunger.

“I have given up the idea of finding a place in the city,” Wanda continued. “It will be difficult to find an entire floor which is shut off and where you can do as you please. In such a strange, mad relationship as ours there must be no jarring note. I shall rent an entire villa—and you will be surprised. You have my permission now to satisfy your hunger, and look about a bit in Florence. I won’t be home till evening. If I need you then, I will have you called.”




I looked at the Duomo, the Palazzo Vecchio, the Logia di Lanzi, and then I stood for a long time on the banks of the Arno. Again and again I let my eyes rest on the magnificent ancient Florence, whose round cupolas and towers were drawn in soft lines against the blue, cloudless sky. I watched its splendid bridges beneath whose wide arches the lively waves of the beautiful, yellow river ran, and the green hills which surrounded the city, bearing slender cypresses and extensive buildings, palaces and monasteries.

It is a different world, this one in which we are—a gay, sensuous, smiling world. The landscape too has nothing of the seriousness and somberness of ours. It is a long ways off to the last white villas scattered among the pale green of the mountains, and yet there isn’t a spot that isn’t bright with sunlight. The people are less serious than we; perhaps, they think less, but they all look as though they were happy.

It is also maintained that death is easier in the South.

I have a vague feeling now that such a thing as beauty without thorn and love of the senses without torment does exist.

Wanda has discovered a delightful little villa and rented it for the winter. It is situated on a charming hill on the left bank of the Arno, opposite the Cascine. It is surrounded by an attractive garden with lovely paths, grass plots, and magnificent meadow of camelias. It is only two stories high, quadrangular in the Italian fashion. An open gallery runs along one side, a sort of loggia with plaster-casts of antique statues; stone steps lead from it down into the garden. From the gallery you enter a bath with a magnificent marble basin, from which winding stairs lead to my mistress’ bed-chamber.




Wanda occupies the second story by herself.

A room on the ground floor has been assigned to me; it is very attractive, and even has a fireplace.

I have roamed through the garden. On a round hillock I discovered a little temple, but I found its door locked. However, there is a chink in the door and when I glue my eye to it, I see the goddess of love on a white pedestal.

A slight shudder passes over me. It seems to me as if she were smiling at me saying: “Are you there? I have been expecting you.”

*****

It is evening. An attractive maid brings me orders to appear before my mistress. I ascend the wide marble stairs, pass through the anteroom, a large salon furnished with extravagant magnificence, and knock at the door of the bedroom. I knock very softly for the luxury displayed everywhere intimidates me. Consequently no one hears me, and I stand for some time in front of the door. I have a feeling as if I were standing before the bedroom of the great Catherine, and it seems as if at any moment she might come out in her green sleeping furs, with the red ribbon and decoration on her bare breast, and with her little white powdered curls.

I knocked again. Wanda impatiently pulls the door open.

“Why so late?” she asks.

“I was standing in front of the door, but you didn’t hear me knock,” I reply timidly. She closes the door, and clinging to me, she leads me to the red damask ottoman on which she had been resting. The entire arrangement of the room is in red damask—wallpaper, curtains, portieres, hangings of the bed. A magnificent painting of Samson and Delilah forms the ceiling.




Wanda receives me in an intoxicating dishabille. Her white satin dress flows gracefully and picturesquely down her slender body, leaving her arms and breast bare, and carelessly they nestle amid the dark hair of the great fur of sable, lined with green velvet. Her red hair falls down her back as far as the hips, only half held by strings of black pearls.

“Venus in Furs,” I whisper, while she draws me to her breast and threatens to stifle me with her kisses. Then I no longer speak and neither do I think; everything is drowned out in an ocean of unimagined bliss.

“Do you still love me?” she asks, her eye softening in passionate tenderness.

“You ask!” I exclaimed.

“You still remember your oath,” she continued with an alluring smile, “now that everything is prepared, everything in readiness, I ask you once more, is it still your serious wish to become my slave?”

“Am I not ready?” I asked in surprise.

“You have not yet signed the papers.”

“Papers—what papers?”

“Oh, I see, you want to give it up,” she said, “well then, we will let it go.”

“But Wanda,” I said, “you know that nothing gives me greater happiness than to serve you, to be your slave. I would give everything for the sake of feeling myself wholly in your power, even unto death—”

“How beautiful you are,” she whispered, “when you speak so enthusiastically, so passionately. I am more in love with you than ever and you want me to be dominant, stern, and cruel. I am afraid, it will be impossible for me to be so.”




“I am not afraid,” I replied smiling, “where are the papers?”

“So that you may know what it means to be absolutely in my power, I have drafted a second agreement in which you declare that you have decided to kill yourself. In that way I can even kill you, if I so desire.”

“Give them to me.”

While I was unfolding the documents and reading them, Wanda got pen and ink. She then sat down beside me with her arm about my neck, and looked over my shoulder at the paper.

The first one read:

AGREEMENT BETWEEN MME. VON DUNAJEW AND SEVERIN VON KUSIEMSKI

“Severin von Kusiemski ceases with the present day being the affianced of Mme. Wanda von Dunajew, and renounces all the rights appertaining thereunto; he on the contrary binds himself on his word of honor as a man and nobleman, that hereafter he will be her slave
 until such time that she herself sets him at liberty again.

“As the slave of Mme. von Dunajew he is to bear the name Gregor, and he is unconditionally to comply with every one of her wishes, and to obey every one of her commands; he is always to be submissive to his mistress, and is to consider her every sign of favor as an extraordinary mercy.

“Mme. von Dunajew is entitled not only to punish her slave as she deems best, even for the slightest inadvertence or fault, but also is herewith given the right to torture him as the mood may seize her or merely for the sake of whiling away the time. Should she so desire, she may kill him whenever she wishes; in short, he is her unrestricted property.




“Should Mme. von Dunajew ever set her slave at liberty, Severin von Kusiemski agrees to forget everything that he has experienced or suffered as her slave, and promises never under any circumstances and in no wise to think of vengeance or retaliation
 .

“Mme. von Dunajew on her behalf agrees as his mistress to appear as often as possible in her furs, especially when she purposes some cruelty toward her slave.”





Appended at the bottom of the agreement was the date of the present day.

The second document contained only a few words.





“Having since many years become weary of existence and its illusions, I have of my own free will put an end to my worthless life.”





I was seized with a deep horror when I had finished. There was still time, I could still withdraw, but the madness of passion and the sight of the beautiful woman that lay all relaxed against my shoulder carried me away.

“This one you will have to copy, Severin,” said Wanda, indicating the second document. “It has to be entirely in your own handwriting; this, of course, isn’t necessary in the case of the agreement.”

I quickly copied the few lines in which I designated myself a suicide, and handed them to Wanda. She read them, and put them on the table with a smile.




“Now have you the courage to sign it?” she asked with a crafty smile, inclining her head.

I took the pen.

“Let me sign first,” said Wanda, “your hand is trembling, are you afraid of the happiness that is to be yours?”

She took the agreement and pen. While engaging in my internal struggle, I looked upward for a moment. It occurred to me that the painting on the ceiling, like many of those of the Italian and Dutch schools, was utterly unhistorical, but this very fact gave it a strange mood which had an almost uncanny effect on me. Delilah, an opulent woman with flaming red hair, lay extended, half-disrobed, in a dark fur-cloak, upon a red ottoman, and bent smiling over Samson who had been overthrown and bound by the Philistines. Her smile in its mocking coquetry was full of a diabolical cruelty; her eyes, half-closed, met Samson’s, and his with a last look of insane passion cling to hers, for already one of his enemies is kneeling on his breast with the red-hot iron to blind him.

“Now—” said Wanda. “Why you are all lost in thought. What is the matter with you, everything will remain just as it was, even after you have signed, don’t you know me yet, dear heart?”

I looked at the agreement. Her name was written there in bold letters. I peered once more into her eyes with their potent magic, then I took the pen and quickly signed the agreement.

“You are trembling,” said Wanda calmly, “shall I help you?”

She gently took hold of my hand, and my name appeared at the bottom of the second paper. Wanda looked once more at the two documents, and then locked them in the desk which stood at the head of the ottoman.




“Now then, give me your passport and money.”

I took out my wallet and handed it to her. She inspected it, nodded, and put it with other things while in a sweet drunkenness I kneeled before her leaning my head against her breast.

Suddenly she thrusts me away with her foot, leaps up, and pulls the bell-rope. In answer to its sound three young, slender negresses enter; they are as if carved of ebony, and are dressed from head to foot in red satin; each one has a rope in her hand.

Suddenly I realize my position, and am about to rise. Wanda stands proudly erect, her cold beautiful face with its sombre brows and contemptous eyes is turned toward me. She stands before me as mistress, commanding, gives a sign with her hand, and before I really know what has happened to me the negresses have dragged me to the ground, and have tied me hand and foot. As in the case of one about to be executed my arms are bound behind my back, so that I can scarcely move.

“Give me the whip, Haydee,” commands Wanda, with unearthly calm.

The negress hands it to her mistress, kneeling.

“And now take off my heavy furs,” she continues, “they impede me.”

The negress obeyed.

“The jacket there!” Wanda commanded.

Haydee quickly brought her the kazabaika
 , set with ermine, which lay on the bed, and Wanda slipped into it with two inimitably graceful movements.

“Now tie him to the pillar here!”

The negresses lifted me up, and twisting a heavy rope around my body, tied me standing against one of the massive pillars which supported the top of the wide Italian bed.




Then they suddenly disappeared, as if the earth had swallowed them.

Wanda swiftly approached me. Her white satin dress flowed behind her in a long train, like silver, like moonlight; her hair flared like flames against the white fur of her jacket. Now she stood in front of me with her left hand firmly planted on her hips, in her right hand she held the whip. She uttered an abrupt laugh.

“Now play has come to an end between us,” she said with heartless coldness. “Now we will begin in dead earnest. You fool, I laugh at you and despise you; you who in your insane infatuation have given yourself as a plaything to me
 , the frivolous and capricious woman. You are no longer the man I love, but my slave
 , at my mercy even unto life and death.

“You shall know me!

“First of all you shall have a taste of the whip in all seriousness, without having done anything to deserve it, so that you may understand what to expect, if you are awkward, disobedient, or refractory.”

With a wild grace she rolled back her fur-lined sleeve, and struck me across the back.

I winced, for the whip cut like a knife into my flesh.

“Well, how do you like that?” she exclaimed.

I was silent.

“Just wait, you will yet whine like a dog beneath my whip,” she threatened, and simultaneously began to strike me again.

The blows fell quickly, in rapid succession, with terrific force upon my back, arms, and neck; I had to grit my teeth not to scream aloud. Now she struck me in the face, warm blood ran down, but she laughed, and continued her blows.




“It is only now I understand you,” she exclaimed. “It really is a joy to have some one so completely in one’s power, and a man at that, who loves you—you do love me?—No—Oh! I’ll tear you to shreds yet, and with each blow my pleasure will grow. Now, twist like a worm, scream, whine! You will find no mercy in me!”

Finally she seemed tired.

She tossed the whip aside, stretched out on the ottoman, and rang.

The negresses entered.

“Untie him!”

As they loosened the rope, I fell to the floor like a lump of wood. The black women grinned, showing their white teeth.

“Untie the rope around his feet.”

They did it, but I was unable to rise.

“Come over here, Gregor.”

I approached the beautiful woman. Never did she seem more seductive to me than today in spite of all her cruelty and contempt.

“One step further,” Wanda commanded. “Now kneel down, and kiss my foot.”

She extended her foot beyond the hem of white satin, and I, the supersensual fool, pressed my lips upon it.

“Now, you won’t lay eyes on me for an entire month, Gregor,” she said seriously. “I want to become a stranger to you, so you will more easily adjust yourself to our new relationship. In the meantime you will work in the garden, and await my orders. Now, off with you, slave!”

*****

A month has passed with monotonous regularity, heavy work, and a melancholy hunger, hunger for her, who is inflicting all these torments on me.




I am under the gardener’s orders; I help him lop the trees and prune the hedges, transplant flowers, turn over the flower beds, sweep the gravel paths; I share his coarse food and his hard cot; I rise and go to bed with the chickens. Now and then I hear that our mistress is amusing herself, surrounded by admirers. Once I heard her gay laughter even down here in the garden.

I seem awfully stupid to myself. Was it the result of my present life, or was I so before? The month is drawing to a close—the day after to-morrow. What will she do with me now, or has she forgotten me, and left me to trim hedges and bind bouquets till my dying day?

A written order.





“The slave Gregor is herewith ordered to my personal service.

Wanda Dunajew.”





With a beating heart I draw aside the damask curtain on the following morning, and enter the bedroom of my divinity. It is still filled with a pleasant half darkness.

“Is it you, Gregor?” she asks, while I kneel before the fireplace, building a fire. I tremble at the sound of the beloved voice. I cannot see her herself; she is invisible behind the curtains of the four-poster bed.

“Yes, my mistress,” I reply.

“How late is it?”

“Past nine o’clock.”

“Breakfast.”

I hasten to get it, and then kneel down with the tray beside her bed.




“Here is breakfast, my mistress.”

Wanda draws back the curtains, and curiously enough at the first glance when I see her among the pillows with loosened flowing hair, she seems an absolute stranger, a beautiful woman, but the beloved soft lines are gone. This face is hard and has an expression of weariness and satiety.

Or is it simply that formerly my eye did not see this?

She fixes her green eyes upon me, more with curiosity than with menace, perhaps even somewhat pityingly, and lazily pulls the dark sleeping fur on which she lies over the bared shoulder.

At this moment she is very charming, very maddening, and I feel my blood rising to my head and heart. The tray in my hands begins to sway. She notices it and reached out for the whip which is lying on the toilet-table.

“You are awkward, slave,” she says furrowing her brow.

I lower my looks to the ground, and hold the tray as steadily as possible. She eats her breakfast, yawns, and stretches her opulent limbs in the magnificent furs.

She has rung. I enter.

“Take this letter to Prince Corsini.”

I hurry into the city, and hand the letter to the Prince. He is a handsome young man with glowing black eyes.

Consumed with jealousy, I take his answer to her.

“What is the matter with you?” she asks with lurking spitefulness. “You are very pale.”

“Nothing, mistress, I merely walked rather fast.”

At luncheon the prince is at her side, and I am condemned to serve both her and him. They joke, and I am, as if non-existent, for both. For a brief moment I see black; I was just pouring some Bordeaux into his glass, and spilled it over the table-cloth and her gown.




“How awkward,” Wanda exclaimed and slapped my face. The prince laughed, and she also, but I felt the blood rising to my face.

After luncheon she drove in the Cascine. She has a little carriage with a handsome, brown English horse, and holds the reins herself. I sit behind and notice how coquettishly she acts, and nods with a smile when one of the distinguished gentlemen bows to her.

As I help her out of the carriage, she leans lightly on my arm; the contact runs through me like an electric shock. She is
 a wonderful woman, and I love her more than ever.

*****

For dinner at six she has invited a small group of men and women. I serve, but this time I do not spill any wine over the table-cloth.

A slap in the face is more effective than ten lectures. It makes you understand very quickly, especially when the instruction is by the way of a small woman’s hand.

*****

After dinner she drives to the Pergola Theater. As she descends the stairs in her black velvet dress with its large collar of ermine and with a diadem of white roses on her hair, she is literally stunning. I open the carriage-door, and help her in. In front of the theater I leap from the driver’s seat, and in alighting she leaned on my arm, which trembled under the sweet burden. I open the door of her box, and then wait in the vestibule. The performance lasts four hours; she receives visits from her cavaliers, the while I grit my teeth with rage.




It is way beyond midnight when my mistress’s bell sounds for the last time.

“Fire!” she orders abruptly, and when the fire-place crackles, “Tea!”

When I return with the samovar, she has already undressed, and with the aid of the negress slipped into a white negligee.

Haydee thereupon leaves.

“Hand me the sleeping-furs,” says Wanda, sleepily stretching her lovely limbs. I take them from the arm-chair, and hold them while she slowly and lazily slides into the sleeves. She then throws herself down on the cushions of the ottoman.

“Take off my shoes, and put on my velvet slippers.”

I kneel down and tug at the little shoe which resists my efforts. “Hurry, hurry!” Wanda exclaims, “you are hurting me! just you wait—I will teach you.” She strikes me with the whip, but now the shoe is off.

“Now get out!” Still a kick—and then I can go to bed.

*****

Tonight I accompanied her to a soiree. In the entrance-hall she ordered me to help her out of her furs; then with a proud smile, confident of victory, she entered the brilliantly illuminated room. I again waited with gloomy and monotonous thoughts, watching hour after hour run by. From time to time the sounds of music reached me, when the door remained open for a moment. Several servants tried to start a conversation with me, but soon desisted, since I knew only a few words of Italian.

Finally I fell asleep, and dreamed that I murdered Wanda in a violent attack of jealousy. I was condemned to death, and saw myself strapped on the board; the knife fell, I felt it on my neck, but I was still alive—




Then the executioner slapped my face.

No, it wasn’t the executioner; it was Wanda who stood wrathfully before me demanding her furs. I am at her side in a moment, and help her on with it.

There is a deep joy in wrapping a beautiful woman into her furs, and in seeing and feeling how her neck and magnificent limbs nestle in the precious soft furs, and to lift the flowing hair over the collar. When she throws it off a soft warmth and a faint fragrance of her body still clings to the ends of the hairs of sable. It is enough to drive one mad.

*****

Finally a day came when there were neither guests, nor theater, nor other company. I breathed a sigh of relief. Wanda sat in the gallery, reading, and apparently had no orders for me. At dusk when the silvery evening mists fell she withdrew. I served her at dinner, she ate by herself, but had not a look, not a syllable for me, not even a slap in the face.

I actually desire a slap from her hand. Tears fill my eyes, and I feel that she has humiliated me so deeply, that she doesn’t even find it worth while to torture or maltreat me any further.

Before she goes to bed, her bell calls me.

“You will sleep here tonight, I had horrible dreams last night, and am afraid of being alone. Take one of the cushions from the ottoman, and lie down on the bearskin at my feet.”

Then Wanda put out the lights. The only illumination in the room was from a small lamp suspended from the ceiling. She herself got into bed. “Don’t stir, so as not to wake me.”




I did as she had commanded, but could not fall asleep for a long time. I saw the beautiful woman, beautiful as a goddess, lying on her back on the dark sleeping-furs; her arms beneath her neck, with a flood of red hair over them. I heard her magnificent breast rise in deep regular breathing, and whenever she moved ever so slightly. I woke up and listened to see whether she needed me.

But she did not require me.

No task was required of me; I meant no more to her than a night-lamp, or a revolver which one places under one’s pillow.

*****

Am I mad or is she? Does all this arise out of an inventive, wanton woman’s brain with the intention of surpassing my supersensual fantasies, or is this woman really one of those Neronian characters who take a diabolical pleasure in treading underfoot, like a worm, human beings, who have thoughts and feelings and a will like theirs?

What have I experienced?

When I knelt with the coffee-tray beside her bed, Wanda suddenly placed her hand on my shoulder and her eyes plunged deep into mine.

“What beautiful eyes you have,” she said softly, “and especially now since you suffer. Are you very unhappy?”

I bowed my head, and kept silent.

“Severin, do you still love me,” she suddenly exclaimed passionately, “can you still love me?”

She drew me close with such vehemence that the coffee-tray upset, the can and cups fell to the floor, and the coffee ran over the carpet.

“Wanda—my Wanda,” I cried out and held her passionately against me; I covered her mouth, face, and breast with kisses.




“It is my unhappiness that I love you more and more madly the worse you treat me, the more frequently you betray me. Oh, I shall die of pain and love and jealousy.”

“But I haven’t betrayed you, as yet, Severin,” replied Wanda smiling.

“Not? Wanda! Don’t jest so mercilessly with me,” I cried. “Haven’t I myself taken the letter to the Prince—”

“Of course, it was an invitation for luncheon.”

“You have, since we have been in Florence—”

“I have been absolutely faithful to you” replied Wanda, “I swear it by all that is holy to me. All that I have done was merely to fulfill your dream and it was done for your sake.

“However, I shall take a lover, otherwise things will be only half accomplished, and in the end you will yet reproach me with not having treated you cruelly enough, my dear beautiful slave! But today you shall be Severin again, the only one I love. I haven’t given away your clothes. They are here in the chest. Go and dress as you used to in the little Carpathian health-resort when our love was so intimate. Forget everything that has happened since; oh, you will forget it easily in my arms; I shall kiss away all your sorrows.”

She began to treat me tenderly like a child, to kiss me and caress me. Finally she said with a gracious smile, “Go now and dress, I too will dress. Shall I put on my fur-jacket? Oh yes, I know, now run along!”

When I returned she was standing in the center of the room in her white satin dress, and the red kazabaika
 edged with ermine; her hair was white with powder and over her forehead she wore a small diamond diadem. For a moment she reminded me in an uncanny way of Catherine the Second, but she did not give me much time for reminiscences. She drew me down on the ottoman beside her and we enjoyed two blissful hours. She was no longer the stern capricious mistress, she was entirely a fine lady, a tender sweetheart. She showed me photographs and books which had just appeared, and talked about them with so much intelligence, clarity, and good taste, that I more than once carried her hand to my lips, enraptured. She then had me recite several of Lermontov’s poems, and when I was all afire with enthusiasm, she placed her small hand gently on mine. Her expression was soft, and her eyes were filled with tender pleasure.




“Are you happy?”

“Not yet.”

She then leaned back on the cushions, and slowly opened her kazabaika
 .

But I quickly covered the half-bared breast again with the ermine. “You are driving me mad.” I stammered.

“Come!”

I was already lying in her arms, and like a serpent she was kissing me with her tongue, when again she whispered, “Are you happy?”

“Infinitely!” I exclaimed.

She laughed aloud. It was an evil, shrill laugh which made cold shivers run down by back.

“You used to dream of being the slave, the plaything of a beautiful woman, and now you imagine you are a free human being, a man, my lover—you fool! A sign from me, and you are a slave again. Down on your knees!”

I sank down from the ottoman to her feet, but my eye still clung doubtingly on hers.

“You can’t believe it,” she said, looking at me with her arms folded across her breast. “I am bored, and you will just do to while away a couple of hours of time. Don’t look at me that way—”




She kicked me with her foot.

“You are just what I want, a human being, a thing, an animal—”

She rang. The three negresses entered.

“Tie his hands behind his back.”

I remained kneeling and unresistingly let them do this. They led me into the garden, down to the little vineyard, which forms the southern boundary. Corn had been planted between the espaliers, and here and there a few dead stalks still stood. To one side was a plough.

The negresses tied me to a post, and amused themselves sticking me with their golden hair-needles. But this did not last long, before Wanda appeared with her ermine cap on her head, and with her hands in the pockets of her jacket. She had me untied, and then my hands were fastened together on my back. She finally had a yoke put around my neck, and harnessed me to the plough.

Then her black demons drove me out into the field. One of them held the plough, the other one led me by a line, the third applied the whip, and Venus in Furs stood to one side and looked on.

*****


When I was serving dinner on the following day Wanda said: “Bring another cover, I want you to dine with me today,” and when I was about to sit down opposite her, she added, “No, over here, close by my side.”




She is in the best of humors, gives me soup with her spoon, feeds me with her fork, and places her head on the table like a playful kitten and flirts with me. I have the misfortune of looking at Haydee, who serves in my place, perhaps a little longer than is necessary. It is only now that I noticed her noble, almost European cast of countenance and her magnificent statuesque bust, which is as if hewn out of black marble. The black devil observes that she pleases me, and, grinning, shows her teeth. She has hardly left the room, before Wanda leaps up in a rage.




“What, you dare to look at another woman besides me! Perhaps you like her even better than you do me, she is even more demonic!”

I am frightened; I have never seen her like this before; she is suddenly pale even to the lips and her whole body trembles. Venus in Furs is jealous of her slave. She snatches the whip from its hook and strikes me in the face; then she calls her black servants, who bind me, and carry me down into the cellar, where they throw me into a dark, dank, subterranean compartment, a veritable prison-cell.

Then the lock of the door clicks, the bolts are drawn, a key sings in the lock. I am a prisoner, buried.

I have been lying here for I don’t know how long, bound like a calf about to be hauled to the slaughter, on a bundle of damp straw, without any light, without food, without drink, without sleep. It would be like her to let me starve to death, if I don’t freeze to death before then. I am shaking with cold. Or is it fever? I believe I am beginning to hate this woman.

*****

A red streak, like blood, floods across the floor; it is a light falling through the door which is now thrust open.

Wanda appears on the threshold, wrapped in her sables, holding a lighted torch.

“Are you still alive?” she asks.




“Are you coming to kill me?” I reply with a low, hoarse voice.

With two rapid strides Wanda reaches my side, she kneels down beside me, and places my head in her lap. “Are you ill? Your eyes glow so, do you love me? I want you to love me.”

She draws forth a short dagger. I start with fright when its blade gleams in front of my eyes. I actually believe that she is about to kill me. She laughs, and cuts the ropes that bind me.

*****

Every evening after dinner she now has me called. I have to read to her, and she discusses with me all sorts of interesting problems and subjects. She seems entirely transformed; it is as if she were ashamed of the savagery which she betrayed to me and of the cruelty with which she treated me. A touching gentleness transfigures her entire being, and when at the goodnight she gives me her hand, a superhuman power of goodness and love lies in her eyes, of the kind which calls forth tears in us and causes us to forget all the miseries of existence and all the terrors of death.

*****

I am reading Manon l’Escault
 to her. She feels the association, she doesn’t say a word, but she smiles from time to time, and finally she shuts up the little book.

“Don’t you want to go on reading?”

“Not today. We will ourselves act Manon l’Escault
 today. I have a rendezvous in the Cascine, and you, my dear Chevalier, will accompany me; I know, you will do it, won’t you?”

“You command it.”




“I do not command it, I beg it of you,” she says with irresistible charm. She then rises, puts her hands on my shoulders, and looks at me.

“Your eyes!” she exclaims. “I love you, Severin, you have no idea how I love you!”

“Yes, I have!” I replied bitterly, “so much so that you have arranged for a rendezvous with some one else.”

“I do this only to allure you the more,” she replied vivaciously. “I must have admirers, so as not to lose you. I don’t ever want to lose you, never, do you hear, for I love only you, you alone.”

She clung passionately to my lips.

“Oh, if I only could, as I would, give you all of my soul in a kiss— thus—but now come.”

She slipped into a simple black velvet coat, and put a dark bashlyk
 on her head. Then she rapidly went through the gallery, and entered the carriage.

“Gregor will drive,” she called out to the coachman who withdrew in surprise.

I ascended the driver’s seat, and angrily whipped up the horses.

In the Cascine where the main roadway turns into a leafy path, Wanda got out. It was night, only occasional stars shone through the gray clouds that fled across the sky. By the bank of the Arno stood a man in a dark cloak, with a brigand’s hat, and looked at the yellow waves. Wanda rapidly walked through the shrubbery, and tapped him on the shoulder. I saw him turn and seize her hand, and then they disappeared behind the green wall.

An hour full of torments. Finally there was a rustling in the bushes to one side, and they returned.

The man accompanied her to the carriage. The light of the lamp fell full and glaringly upon an infinitely young, soft and dreamy face which I had never before seen, and played in his long, blond curls.




She held out her hand which he kissed with deep respect, then she signaled to me, and immediately the carriage flew along the leafy wall which follows the river like a long green screen.

*****

The bell at the garden-gate rings. It is a familiar face. The man from the Cascine.

“Whom shall I announce?” I ask him in French. He timidly shakes his head.

“Do you, perhaps, understand some German?” he asks shyly.

“Yes. Your name, please.”

“Oh! I haven’t any yet,” he replies, embarrassed—“Tell your mistress the German painter from the Cascine is here and would like— but there she is herself.”

Wanda had stepped out on the balcony, and nodded toward the stranger.

“Gregor, show the gentleman in!” she called to me.

I showed the painter the stairs.

“Thanks, I’ll find her now, thanks, thanks very much.” He ran up the steps. I remained standing below, and looked with deep pity on the poor German.

Venus in Furs has caught his soul in the red snares of hair. He will paint her, and go mad.

*****

It is a sunny winter’s day. Something that looks like gold trembles on the leaves of the clusters of trees down below in the green level of the meadow. The camelias at the foot of the gallery are glorious in their abundant buds. Wanda is sitting in the loggia; she is drawing. The German painter stands opposite her with his hands folded as in adoration, and looks at her. No, he rather looks at her face, and is entirely absorbed in it, enraptured.




But she does not see him, neither does she see me, who with the spade in my hand am turning over the flower-bed, solely that I may see her and feel her nearness, which produces an effect on me like poetry, like music.

*****

The painter has gone. It is a hazardous thing to do, but I risk it. I go up to the gallery, quite close, and ask Wanda “Do you love the painter, mistress?”

She looks at me without getting angry, shakes her head, and finally even smiles.

“I feel sorry for him,” she replies, “but I do not love him. I love no one. I used to love you, as ardently, as passionately, as deeply as it was possible for me to love
 , but now I don’t love even you any more; my heart is a void, dead, and this makes me sad.”

“Wanda!” I exclaimed, deeply moved.

“Soon, you too will no longer love me,” she continued, “tell me when you have reached that point, and I will give back to you your freedom.”

“Then I shall remain your slave, all my life long, for I adore you and shall always adore you,” I cried, seized by that fanaticism of love which has repeatedly been so fatal to me.




Wanda looked at me with a curious pleasure. “Consider well what you do,” she said. “I have loved you infinitely and have been despotic towards you so that I might fulfil your dream. Something of my old feeling, a sort of real sympathy for you, still trembles in my breast. When that too has gone who knows whether then I shall give you your liberty; whether I shall not then become really cruel, merciless, even brutal toward; whether I shall not take a diabolical pleasure in tormenting and putting on the rack the man who worships me idolatrously, the while I remain indifferent or love someone else; perhaps, I shall enjoy seeing him die of his love for me. Consider this well.”

“I have long since considered all that,” I replied as in a glow of fever. “I cannot exist, cannot live without you; I shall die if you set me at liberty; let me remain your slave, kill me, but do not drive me away.”

“Very well then, be my slave,” she replied, “but don’t forget that I no longer love you, and your love doesn’t mean any more to me than a dog’s, and dogs are kicked.”

*****

Today I visited the Venus of Medici.

It was still early, and the little octagonal room in the Tribuna was filled with half-lights like a sanctuary; I stood with folded hands in deep adoration before the silent image of the divinity.

But I did not stand for long.

Not a human soul was in the gallery, not even an Englishman, and I fell down on my knees. I looked up at the lovely slender body, the budding breasts, the virginal and yet voluptuous face, the fragrant curls which seemed to conceal tiny horns on each side of the forehead.




*****

My mistress’s bell.

It is noonday. She, however, is still abed with her arms intertwined behind her neck.

“I want to bathe,” she says, “and you will attend me. Lock the door!”

I obey.

“Now go downstairs and make sure the door below is also locked.”

I descended the winding stairs that lead from her bedroom to the bath; my feet gave way beneath me, and I had to support myself against the iron banister. After having ascertained that the door leading to the Loggia and the garden was locked, I returned. Wanda was now sitting on the bed with loosened hair, wrapped in her green velvet furs. When she made a rapid movement, I noticed that the furs were her only covering. It made me start terribly, I don’t know why? I was like one condemned to death, who knows he is on the way to the scaffold, and yet begins to tremble when he sees it.

“Come, Gregor, take me on your arms.”

“You mean, mistress?”

“You are to carry me, don’t you understand?”

I lifted her up, so that she rested in my arms, while she twined hers around my neck. Slowly, step by step, I went down the stairs with her and her hair beat from time to time against my cheek and her foot sought support against my knee. I trembled under the beautiful burden I was carrying, and every moment it seemed as if I had to break down beneath it.

The bath consisted of a wide, high rotunda, which received a soft quiet light from a red glass cupola above. Two palms extended their broad leaves like a roof over a couch of velvet cushions. From here steps covered with Turkish rugs led to the white marble basin which occupied the center.




“There is a green ribbon on my toilet-table upstairs,” said Wanda, as I let her down on the couch, “go get it, and also bring the whip.”

I flew upstairs and back again, and kneeling put both in my mistress’s hands. She then had me twist her heavy electric hair into a large knot which I fastened with the green ribbon. Then I prepared the bath. I did this very awkwardly because my hands and feet refused to obey me. Again and again I had to look at the beautiful woman lying on the red velvet cushions, and from time to time her wonderful body gleamed here and there beneath the furs. Some magnetic power stronger than my will compelled me to look. I felt that all sensuality and lustfulness lies in that which is half-concealed or intentionally disclosed; and the truth of this I recognized even more acutely, when the basin at last was full, and Wanda threw off the fur-cloak with a single gesture, and stood before me like the goddess in the Tribuna.

At that moment she seemed as sacred and chaste to me in her unveiled beauty, as did the divinity of long ago. I sank down on my knees before her, and devoutly pressed my lips on her foot.

My soul which had been storm-tossed only a little while earlier, suddenly was perfectly calm, and I now felt no element of cruelty in Wanda.

She slowly descended the stairs, and I could watch her with a calmness in which not a single atom of torment or desire was intermingled. I could see her plunge into and rise out of the crystalline water, and the wavelets which she herself raised played about her like tender lovers.




Our nihilistic aesthetician is right when he says: a real apple is more beautiful than a painted one, and a living woman is more beautiful than a Venus of stone.

And when she left the bath, and the silvery drops and the roseate light rippled down her body, I was seized with silent rapture. I wrapped the linen sheets about her, drying her glorious body. The calm bliss remained with me, even now when one foot upon me as upon a footstool, she rested on the cushions in her large velvet cloak. The lithe sables nestled desirously against her cold marble-like body. Her left arm on which she supported herself lay like a sleeping swan in the dark fur of the sleeve, while her left hand played carelessly with the whip.

By chance my look fell on the massive mirror on the wall opposite, and I cried out, for I saw the two of us in its golden frame as in a picture. The picture was so marvellously beautiful, so strange, so imaginative, that I was filled with deep sorrow at the thought that its lines and colors would have to dissolve like mist.

“What is the matter?” asked Wanda.

I pointed to the mirror.

“Ah, that is really beautiful,” she exclaimed, “too bad one can’t capture the moment and make it permanent.”

“And why not?” I asked. “Would not any artist, even the most famous, be proud if you gave him leave to paint you and make you immortal by means of his brush.”

“The very thought that this extra-ordinary beauty is to be lost to the world,” I continued still watching her enthusiastically, “is horrible—all this glorious facial expression, this mysterious eye with its green fires, this demonic hair, this magnificence of body. The idea fills me with a horror of death, of annihilation. But the hand of an artist shall snatch you from this. You shall not like the rest of us disappear absolutely and forever, without leaving a trace of your having been. Your picture must live, even when you yourself have long fallen to dust; your beauty must triumph beyond death!”




Wanda smiled.

“Too bad, that present-day Italy hasn’t a Titian or Raphael,” she said, “but, perhaps, love will make amends for genius, who knows; our little German might do?” She pondered.

“Yes, he shall paint you, and I will see to it that the god of love mixes his colors.”

*****

The young painter has established his studio in her villa; he is completely in her net. He has just begun a Madonna, a Madonna with red hair and green eyes! Only the idealism of a German would attempt to use this thorough-bred woman as a model for a picture of virginity. The poor fellow really is an almost bigger donkey than I am. Our misfortune is that our Titania has discovered our ass’s ears too soon.

*****

Now she laughs derisively at us, and how she laughs! I hear her insolent melodious laughter in his studio, under the open window of which I stand, jealously listening.

*****

“Are you mad, me—ah, it is unbelievable, me as the Mother of God!” she exclaimed and laughed again. “Wait a moment, I will show you another picture of myself, one that I myself have painted, and you shall copy it.”




Her head appeared in the window, luminous like a flame under the sunlight.

“Gregor!”

I hurried up the stairs, through the gallery, into the studio.

“Lead him to the bath,” Wanda commanded, while she herself hurried away.

A few moments passed and Wanda arrived; dressed in nothing but the sable fur, with the whip in her hand; she descended the stairs and stretched out on the velvet cushions as on the former occasion. I lay at her feet and she placed one of her feet upon me; her right hand played with the whip. “Look at me,” she said, “with your deep, fanatical look, that’s it.”

The painter had turned terribly pale. He devoured the scene with his beautiful dreamy blue eyes; his lips opened, but he remained dumb.

“Well, how do you like the picture?”

“Yes, that is how I want to paint you,” said the German, but it was really not a spoken language; it was the eloquent moaning, the weeping of a sick soul, a soul sick unto death.

*****

The charcoal outline of the painting is done; the heads and flesh parts are painted in. Her diabolical face is already becoming visible under a few bold strokes, life flashes in her green eyes.

Wanda stands in front of the canvas with her arms crossed over her breast.

“This picture, like many of those of the Venetian school, is simultaneously to represent a portrait and to tell a story,” explained the painter, who again had become pale as death.




“And what will you call it?” she asked, “but what is the matter with you, are you ill?”

“I am afraid—” he answered with a consuming look fixed on the beautiful woman in furs, “but let us talk of the picture.”

“Yes, let us talk about the picture.”

“I imagine the goddess of love as having descended from Mount Olympus for the sake of some mortal man. And always cold in this modern world of ours, she seeks to keep her sublime body warm in a large heavy fur and her feet in the lap of her lover. I imagine the favorite of a beautiful despot, who whips her slave, when she is tired of kissing him, and the more she treads him underfoot, the more insanely he loves her. And so I shall call the picture: Venus in Furs
 .”

*****

The painter paints slowly, but his passion grows more and more rapidly. I am afraid he will end up by committing suicide. She plays with him and propounds riddles to him which he cannot solve, and he feels his blood congealing in the process, but it amuses her.

During the sitting she nibbles at candies, and rolls the paper-wrappers into little pellets with which she bombards him.

“I am glad you are in such good humor,” said the painter, “but your face has lost the expression which I need for my picture.”

“The expression which you need for your picture,” she replied, smiling. “Wait a moment.”

She rose, and dealt me a blow with the whip. The painter looked at her with stupefaction, and a child-like surprise showed on his face, mingled with disgust and admiration.




While whipping me, Wanda’s face acquired more and more of the cruel, contemptuous character, which so haunts and intoxicates me.

“Is this the expression you need for your picture?” she exclaimed. The painter lowered his look in confusion before the cold ray of her eye.

“It is the expression—” he stammered, “but I can’t paint now—”

“What?” said Wanda, scornfully, “perhaps I can help you?”

“Yes—” cried the German, as if taken with madness, “whip me too.”

“Oh! With pleasure,” she replied, shrugging her shoulders, “but if I am to whip you I want to do it in sober earnest.”

“Whip me to death,” cried the painter.

“Will you let me tie you?” she asked, smiling.

“Yes—” he moaned—

Wanda left the room for a moment, and returned with ropes.

“Well—are you still brave enough to put yourself into the power of Venus in Furs, the beautiful despot, for better or worse?” she began ironically.

“Yes, tie me,” the painter replied dully. Wanda tied his hands on his back and drew a rope through his arms and a second one around his body, and fettered him to the cross-bars of the window. Then she rolled back the fur, seized the whip, and stepped in front of him.

The scene had a grim attraction for me, which I cannot describe. I felt my heart beat, when, with a smile, she drew back her arm for the first blow, and the whip hissed through the air. He winced slightly under the blow. Then she let blow after blow rain upon him, with her mouth half-opened and her teeth flashing between her red lips, until he finally seemed to ask for mercy with his piteous, blue eyes. It was indescribable.




*****

She is sitting for him now, alone. He is working on her head.

She has posted me in the adjoining room behind a heavy curtain, where I can’t be seen, but can see everything.

What does she intend now?

Is she afraid of him? She has driven him insane enough to be sure, or is she hatching a new torment for me? My knees tremble.

They are talking. He has lowered his voice so that I cannot understand a word, and she replies in the same way. What is the meaning of this? Is there an understanding between them?

I suffer frightful torments; my heart seems about to burst.

He kneels down before her, embraces her, and presses his head against her breast, and she—in her heartlessness—laughs—and now I hear her saying aloud:

“Ah! You need another application of the whip.”

“Woman! Goddess! Are you without a heart—can’t you love,” exclaimed the German, “don’t you even know, what it means to love, to be consumed with desire and passion, can’t you even imagine what I suffer? Have you no pity for me?”

“No!” she replied proudly and mockingly, “but I have the whip.”

She drew it quickly from the pocket of her fur-coat, and struck him in the face with the handle. He rose, and drew back a couple of paces.

“Now, are you ready to paint again?” she asked indifferently. He did not reply, but again went to the easel and took up his brush and palette.

The painting is marvellously successful. It is a portrait which as far as the likeness goes couldn’t be better, and at the same time it seems to have an ideal quality. The colors glow, are supernatural; almost diabolical, I would call them.




The painter has put all his sufferings, his adoration, and all his execration into the picture.

*****

Now he is painting me; we are alone together for several hours every day. Today he suddenly turned to me with his vibrant voice and said:

“You love this woman?”

“Yes.”

“I also love her.” His eyes were bathed in tears. He remained silent for a while, and continued painting.

“We have a mountain at home in Germany within which she dwells,” he murmured to himself. “She is a demon.”

*****

The picture is finished. She insisted on paying him for it, munificently, in the manner of queens.

“Oh, you have already paid me,” he said, with a tormented smile, refusing her offer.

Before he left, he secretly opened his portfolio, and let me look inside. I was startled. Her head looked at me as if out of a mirror and seemed actually to be alive.

“I shall take it along,” he said, “it is mine; she can’t take it away from me. I have earned it with my heart’s blood.”




*****

“I am really rather sorry for the poor painter,” she said to me to-day, “it is absurd to be as virtuous as I am. Don’t you think so too?”

I did not dare to reply to her.

“Oh, I forgot that I am talking with a slave; I need some fresh air, I want to be diverted, I want to forget.

“The carriage, quick!”

Her new dress is extravagant: Russian half-boots of violet-blue velvet trimmed with ermine, and a skirt of the same material, decorated with narrow stripes and rosettes of furs. Above it is an appropriate, close-fitting jacket, also richly trimmed and lined with ermine. The headdress is a tall cap of ermine of the style of Catherine the Second, with a small aigrette, held in place by a diamond-agraffe; her red hair falls loose down her back. She ascends on the driver’s seat, and holds the reins herself; I take my seat behind. How she lashes on the horses! The carriage flies along like mad.

Apparently it is her intention to attract attention today, to make conquests, and she succeeds completely. She is the lioness of the Cascine. People nod to her from carriages; on the footpath people gather in groups to discuss her. She pays no attention to anyone, except now and then acknowledging the greetings of elderly gentlemen with a slight nod.

Suddenly a young man on a lithe black horse dashes up at full speed. As soon as he sees Wanda, he stops his horse and makes it walk. When he is quite close, he stops entirely and lets her pass. And she too sees him—the lioness, the lion. Their eyes meet. She madly drives past him, but she cannot tear herself free from the magic power of his look, and she turns her head after him.




My heart stops when I see the half-surprised, half-enraptured look with which she devours him, but he is worthy of it.

For he is, indeed, a magnificent specimen of man, No, rather, he is a man whose like I have never yet seen among the living. He is in the Belvedere, graven in marble, with the same slender, yet steely musculature, with the same face and the same waving curls. What makes him particularly beautiful is that he is beardless. If his hips were less narrow, one might take him for a woman in disguise. The curious expression about the mouth, the lion’s lip which slightly discloses the teeth beneath, lends a flashing tinge of cruelty to the beautiful face—

Apollo flaying Marsyas.

He wears high black boots, closely fitting breeches of white leather, short fur coat of black cloth, of the kind worn by Italian cavalry officers, trimmed with astrakhan and many rich loops; on his black locks is a red fez.

I now understand the masculine Eros, and I marvel at Socrates for having remained virtuous in view of an Alcibiades like this.

*****

I have never seen my lioness so excited. Her cheeks flamed when she left from the carriage at her villa. She hurried upstairs, and with an imperious gesture ordered me to follow.

Walking up and down her room with long strides, she began to talk so rapidly, that I was frightened.

“You are to find out who the man in the Cascine was, immediately—

“Oh, what a man! Did you see him? What do you think of him? Tell me.”




“The man is beautiful,” I replied dully.

“He is so beautiful,” she paused, supporting herself on the arm of a chair, “that he has taken my breath away.”

“I can understand the impression he has made on you,” I replied, my imagination carrying me away in a mad whirl. “I am quite lost in admiration myself, and I can imagine—”

“You may imagine,” she laughed aloud, “that this man is my lover, and that he will apply the lash to you, and that you will enjoy being punished by him.

“But now go, go.”

*****

Before evening fell, I had the desired information.

Wanda was still fully dressed when I returned. She reclined on the ottoman, her face buried in her hands, her hair in a wild tangle, like the red mane of a lioness.

“What is his name?” she asked, uncanny calm.

“Alexis Papadopolis.”

“A Greek, then,”

I nodded.

“He is very young?”

“Scarcely older than you. They say he was educated in Paris, and that he is an atheist. He fought against the Turks in Candia, and is said to have distinguished himself there no less by his race-hatred and cruelty, than by his bravery.”

“All in all, then, a man,” she cried with sparkling eyes.

“At present he is living in Florence,” I continued, “he is said to be tremendously rich—”




“I didn’t ask you about that,” she interrupted quickly and sharply. “The man is dangerous. Aren’t you afraid of him? I am afraid of him. Has he a wife?”

“No.”

“A mistress?”

“No.”

“What theaters does he attend?”

“Tonight he will be at the Nicolini Theater, where Virginia Marini and Salvini are acting; they are the greatest living artists in Italy, perhaps in Europe.

“See that you get a box—and be quick about it!” she commanded.

“But, mistress—”

“Do you want a taste of the whip?”

*****

“You can wait down in the lobby,” she said when I had placed the opera-glasses and the programme on the edge of her box and adjusted the footstool.

I am standing there and had to lean against the wall for support so as not to fall down with envy and rage—no, rage isn’t the right word; it was a mortal fear.

I saw her in her box dressed in blue moire, with a huge ermine cloak about her bare shoulders; he sat opposite. I saw them devour each other with their eyes. For both of them the stage, Goldoni’s Pamela
 , Salvini, Marini, the public, even the entire world, were non-existant to-night. And I—what was I at that moment?—




*****

Today she is attending the ball at the Greek ambassador’s. Does she know, that she will meet him there?

At any rate she dressed, as if she did. A heavy sea-green silk dress plastically encloses her divine form, leaving the bust and arms bare. In her hair, which is done into a single flaming knot, a white water-lily blossoms; from it the leaves of reeds interwoven with a few loose strands fall down toward her neck. There no longer is any trace of agitation or trembling feverishness in her being. She is calm, so calm, that I feel my blood congealing and my heart growing cold under her glance. Slowly, with a weary, indolent majesty, she ascends the marble staircase, lets her precious wrap slide off, and listlessly enters the hall, where the smoke of a hundred candles has formed a silvery mist.

For a few moments my eyes follow her in a daze, then I pick up her furs, which without my being aware, had slipped from my hands. They are still warm from her shoulders.

I kiss the spot, and my eyes fill with tears.

*****

He has arrived.

In his black velvet coat extravagantly trimmed with sable, he is a beautiful, haughty despot who plays with the lives and souls of men. He stands in the ante-room, looking around proudly, and his eyes rest on me for an uncomfortably long time.

Under his icy glance I am again seized by a mortal fear. I have a presentiment that this man can enchain her, captivate her, subjugate her, and I feel inferior in contrast with his savage masculinity; I am filled with envy, with jealousy.




I feel that I am a queer weakly creature of brains, merely! And what is most humiliating, I want to hate him, but I can’t. Why is that among all the host of servants he has chosen me.

With an inimitably aristocratic nod of the head he calls me over to him, and I—I obey his call—against my own will.

“Take my furs,” he quickly commands.

My entire body trembles with resentment, but I obey, abjectly like a slave.

*****

All night long I waited in the ante-room, raving as in a fever. Strange images hovered past my inner eye. I saw their meeting—their long exchange of looks. I saw her float through the hall in his arms, drunken, lying with half-closed lids against his breast. I saw him in the holy of holies of love, lying on the ottoman, not as slave, but as master, and she at his feet. On my knees I served them, the tea-tray faltering in my hands, and I saw him reach for the whip. But now the servants are talking about him.

He is a man who is like a woman; he knows that he is beautiful, and he acts accordingly. He changes his clothes four or five times a day, like a vain courtesan.

In Paris he appeared first in woman’s dress, and the men assailed him with love-letters. An Italian singer, famous equally for his art and his passionate intensity, even invaded his home, and lying on his knees before him threatened to commit suicide if he wouldn’t be his.

“I am sorry,” he replied, smiling, “I should like to do you the favor, but you will have to carry out your threat, for I am a man.”




*****

The drawing-room has already thinned out to a marked degree, but she apparently has no thought of leaving.

Morning is already peering through the blinds.

At last I hear the rustling of her heavy gown which flows along behind her like green waves. She advances step by step, engaged in conversation with him.

I hardly exist for her any longer; she doesn’t even trouble to give me an order.

“The cloak for madame,” he commands. He, of course, doesn’t think of looking after her himself.

While I put her furs about her, he stands to one side with his arms crossed. While I am on my knees putting on her fur over-shoes, she lightly supports herself with her hand on his shoulder. She asks:

“And what about the lioness?”

“When the lion whom she has chosen and with whom she lives is attacked by another,” the Greek went on with his narrative, “the lioness quietly lies down and watches the battle. Even if her mate is worsted she does not go to his aid. She looks on indifferently as he bleeds to death under his opponent’s claws, and follows the victor, the stronger—that is the female’s nature.”

At this moment my lioness looked quickly and curiously at me.

It made me shudder, though I didn’t know why—and the red dawn immerses me and her and him in blood.

*****

She did not go to bed, but merely threw off her ball-dress and undid her hair; then she ordered me to build a fire, and she sat by the fire-place, and stared into the flames.




“Do you need me any longer, mistress?” I asked, my voice failed me at the last word.

Wanda shook her head.

I left the room, passed through the gallery, and sat down on one of the steps, leading from there down into the garden. A gentle north wind brought a fresh, damp coolness from the Arno, the green hills extended into the distance in a rosy mist, a golden haze hovered over the city, over the round cupola of the Duomo.

A few stars still tremble in the pale-blue sky.


I tore open my coat, and pressed my burning forehead against the marble. Everything that had happened so far seemed to me a mere child’s play; but now things were beginning to be serious, terribly serious.




I anticipated a catastrophe, I visualized it, I could lay hold of it with my hands, but I lacked the courage to meet it. My strength was broken. And if I am honest with myself, neither the pains and sufferings that threatened me, not the humiliations that impended, were the thing that frightened me.

I merely felt a fear, the fear of losing her whom I loved with a sort of fanatical devotion; but it was so overwhelming, so crushing that I suddenly began to sob like a child.

*****

During the day she remained locked in her room, and had the negress attend her. When the evening star rose glowing in the blue sky, I saw her pass through the garden, and, carefully following her at a distance, watched her enter the shrine of Venus. I stealthily followed and peered through the chink in the door.




She stood before the divine image of the goddess, her hands folded as in prayer, and the sacred light of the star of love casts its blue rays over her.

*****

On my couch at night the fear of losing her and despair took such powerful hold of me that they made a hero and a libertine of me. I lighted the little red oil-lamp which hung in the corridor beneath a saint’s image, and entered her bedroom, covering the light with one hand.

The lioness had been hunted and driven until she was exhausted. She had fallen asleep among her pillows, lying on her back, her hands clenched, breathing heavily. A dream seemed to oppress her. I slowly withdrew my hand, and let the red light fall full on her wonderful face.

But she did not awaken.

I gently set the lamp on the floor, sank down beside Wanda’s bed, and rested my head on her soft, glowing arm.

She moved slightly, but even now did not awaken. I do not know how long I lay thus in the middle of the night, turned as into a stone by horrible torments.

Finally a severe trembling seized me, and I was able to cry. My tears flowed over her arm. She quivered several times and finally sat up; she brushed her hand across her eyes, and looked at me.

“Severin,” she exclaimed, more frightened than angry.

I was unable to reply.

“Severin,” she continued softly, “what is the matter? Are you ill?”

Her voice sounded so sympathetic, so kind, so full of love, that it clutched my breast like red-hot tongs and I began to sob aloud.




“Severin,” she began anew. “My poor unhappy friend.” Her hand gently stroked my hair. “I am sorry, very sorry for you; but I can’t help you; with the best intention in the world I know of nothing that would cure you.”

“Oh, Wanda, must it be?” I moaned in my agony.

“What, Severin? What are you talking about?”

“Don’t you love me any more?” I continued. “Haven’t you even a little bit of pity for me? Has the beautiful stranger taken complete possession of you?”

“I cannot lie,” she replied softly after a short pause. “He has made an impression on me which I haven’t yet been able to analyse, further than that I suffer and tremble beneath it. It is an impression of the sort I have met with in the works of poets or on the stage, but I always thought it was a figment of the imagination. Oh, he is a man like a lion, strong and beautiful and yet gentle, not brutal like the men of our northern world. I am sorry for you, Severin, I am; but I must possess him. What am I saying? I must give myself to him, if he will have me.”

“Consider your reputation, Wanda, which so far has remained spotless,” I exclaimed, “even if I no longer mean anything to you.”

“I am considering it,” she replied, “I intend to be strong, as long as it is possible, I want—” she buried her head shyly in the pillows —“I want to become his wife—if he will have me.”

“Wanda,” I cried, seized again by that mortal fear, which always robs me of my breath, makes me lose possession of myself, “you want to be his wife, belong to him for always. Oh! Do not drive me away! He does not love you—”

“Who says that?” she exclaimed, flaring up.

“He does not love you,” I went on passionately, “but I love you, I adore you, I am your slave, I let you tread me underfoot, I want to carry you on my arms through life.”




“Who says that he doesn’t love me?” she interrupted vehemently.

“Oh! be mine,” I replied, “be mine! I cannot exist, cannot live without you. Have mercy on me, Wanda, have mercy!”

She looked at me again, and her face had her cold heartless expression, her evil smile.

“You say he doesn’t love me,” she said, scornfully. “Very well then, get what consolation you can out of it.”

With this she turned over on the other side, and contemptuously showed me her back.

“Good God, are you a woman without flesh or blood, haven’t you a heart as well as I!” I cried, while my breast heaved convulsively.

“You know what I am,” she replied, coldly. “I am a woman of stone, Venus in Furs
 , your ideal, kneel down, and pray to me.”

“Wanda!” I implored, “mercy!”

She began to laugh. I buried my face in her pillows. Pain had loosened the floodgates of my tears and I let them flow.

For a long time silence reigned, then Wanda slowly raised herself.

“You bore me,” she began.

“Wanda!”

“I am tired, let me go to sleep.”

“Mercy,” I implored. “Do not drive me away. No man, no one, will love you as I do.”

“Let me go to sleep,”—she turned her back to me again.

I leaped up, and snatched the poinard, which hung beside her bed, from its sheath, and placed its point against my breast.

“I shall kill myself here before your eyes,” I murmured dully.




“Do what you please,” Wanda replied with complete indifference. “But let me go to sleep.” She yawned aloud. “I am very sleepy.”

For a moment I stood as if petrified. Then I began to laugh and cry at the same time. Finally I placed the poinard in my belt, and again fell on my knees before her.

“Wanda, listen to me, only for a few moments,” I begged.

“I want to go to sleep! Don’t you hear!” she cried, leaping angrily out of bed and pushing me away with her foot. “You forget that I am your mistress?” When I didn’t budge, she seized the whip and struck me. I rose; she struck me again—this time right in the face.

“Wretch, slave!”

With clenched fist held heavenward, I left her bedroom with a sudden resolve. She tossed the whip aside, and broke out into clear laughter. I can imagine that my theatrical attitude must have been very droll.

*****

I have determined to set myself free from this heartless woman, who has treated me so cruelly, and is now about to break faith and betray me, as a reward for all my slavish devotion, for everything I have suffered from her. I packed my few belongings into a bundle, and then wrote her as follows:





“Dear Madam,—

I have loved you even to madness, I have given myself to you as no man ever has given himself to a woman. You have abused my most sacred emotions, and played an impudent, frivolous game with me. However, as long as you were merely cruel and merciless, it was still possible for me to love you. Now you are about to become cheap
 . I am no longer the slave whom you can kick about and whip. You yourself have set me free, and I am leaving a woman I can only hate and despise.





Severin Kusiemski.”






I handed these lines to the negress, and hastened away as fast as I could go. I arrived at the railway-station all out of breath. Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my heart and stopped. I began to weep. It is humiliating that I want to flee and I can’t. I turn back— whither?—to her, whom I abhor, and yet, at the same time, adore.

Again I pause. I cannot go back. I dare not.

But how am I to leave Florence. I remember that I haven’t any money, not a penny. Very well then, on foot; it is better to be an honest beggar than to eat the bread of a courtesan.

But still I can’t leave.

She has my pledge, my word of honor. I have to return. Perhaps she will release me.

After a few rapid strides, I stop again.

She has my word of honor and my bond, that I shall remain her slave as long as she desires, until she herself gives me my freedom. But I might kill myself.

I go through the Cascine down to the Arno, where its yellow waters plash monotonously about a couple of stray willows. There I sit, and cast up my final accounts with existence. I let my entire life pass before me in review. On the whole, it is rather a wretched affair—a few joys, an endless number of indifferent and worthless things, and between these an abundant harvest of pains, miseries, fears, disappointments, shipwrecked hopes, afflictions, sorrow and grief.

I thought of my mother, whom I loved so deeply and whom I had to watch waste away beneath a horrible disease; of my brother, who full of the promise of joy and happiness died in the flower of youth, without even having put his lips to the cup of life. I thought of my dead nurse, my childhood playmates, the friends that had striven and studied with me; of all those, covered by the cold, dead, indifferent earth. I thought of my turtle-dove, who not infrequently made his cooing bows to me, instead of to his mate.—All have returned, dust unto dust.




I laughed aloud, and slid down into the water, but at the same moment I caught hold of one of the willow-branches, hanging above the yellow waves. As in a vision, I see the woman who has caused all my misery. She hovers above the level of the water, luminous in the sunlight as though she were transparent, with red flames about her head and neck. She turns her face toward me and smiles.

*****

I am back again, dripping, wet through, glowing with shame and fever. The negress has delivered my letter; I am judged, lost, in the power of a heartless, affronted woman.

Well, let her kill me. I am unable to do it myself, and yet I have no wish to go on living.

As I walk around the house, she is standing in the gallery, leaning over the railing. Her face is full in the light of the sun, and her green eyes sparkle.

“Still alive?” she asked, without moving. I stood silent, with bowed head.

“Give me back my poinard,” she continued. “It is of no use to you. You haven’t even the courage to take your own life.”

“I have lost it,” I replied, trembling, shaken by chills.




She looked me over with a proud, scornful glance.

“I suppose you lost it in the Arno?” She shrugged her shoulders. “No matter. Well, and why didn’t you leave?”

I mumbled something which neither she nor I myself could understand.

“Oh! you haven’t any money,” she cried. “Here!” With an indescribably disdainful gesture she tossed me her purse.

I did not pick it up.

Both of us were silent for some time.

“You don’t want to leave then?”

“I can’t.”

*****

Wanda drives in the Cascine without me, and goes to the theater without me; she receives company, and the negress serves her. No one asks after me. I stray about the garden, irresolutely, like an animal that has lost its master.

Lying among the bushes, I watch a couple of sparrows, fighting over a seed.

Suddenly I hear the swish of a woman’s dress.

Wanda approaches in a gown of dark silk, modestly closed up to the neck; the Greek is with her. They are in an eager discussion, but I cannot as yet understand a word of what they are saying. He stamps his foot so that the gravel scatters about in all directions, and he lashes the air with his riding whip. Wanda startles.

Is she afraid that he will strike her?

Have they gone that far?

He has left her, she calls him; he does not hear her, does not want to hear her.




Wanda sadly lowers her head, and then sits down on the nearest stone-bench. She sits for a long time, lost in thought. I watch her with a sort of malevolent pleasure, finally I pull myself together by sheer force of will, and ironically step before her. She startles, and trembles all over.

“I come to wish you happiness,” I said, bowing, “I see, my dear lady, too, has found a master.”

“Yes, thank God!” she exclaimed, “not a new slave, I have had enough of them. A master! Woman needs a master, and she adores him.”

“You adore him, Wanda?” I cried, “this brutal person—”

“Yes, I love him, as I have never loved any one else.”

“Wanda!” I clenched my fists, but tears already filled my eyes, and I was seized by the delirium of passion, as by a sweet madness. “Very well, take him as your husband, let him be your master, but I want to remain your slave, as long as I live.”

“You want to remain my slave, even then?” she said, “that would be interesting, but I am afraid he wouldn’t permit it.”

“He?”

“Yes, he is already jealous of you,” she exclaimed, “he, of you! He demanded that I dismiss you immediately, and when I told him who you were—”

“You told him—” I repeated, thunderstruck.

“I told him everything,” she replied, “our whole story, all your queerness, everything—and he, instead of being amused, grew angry, and stamped his foot.”

“And threatened to strike you?”

Wanda looked to the ground, and remained silent.

“Yes, indeed,” I said with mocking bitterness, “you are afraid of him, Wanda!” I threw myself down at her feet, and in my agitation embraced her knees. “I don’t want anything of you, except to be your slave, to be always near you! I will be your dog—”




“Do you know, you bore me?” said Wanda, indifferently.

I leaped up. Everything within me was seething.

“You are now no longer cruel, but cheap,” I said, clearly and distinctly, accentuating every word.

“You have already written that in your letter,” Wanda replied, with a proud shrug of the shoulders. “A man of brains should never repeat himself.”

“The way you are treating me,” I broke out, “what would you call it?”

“I might punish you,” she replied ironically, “but I prefer this time to reply with reasons instead of lashes. You have no right to accuse me. Haven’t I always been honest with you? Haven’t I warned you more than once? Didn’t I love you with all my heart, even passionately, and did I conceal the fact from you, that it was dangerous to give yourself into my power, to abase yourself before me, and that I want to be dominated? But you wished to be my plaything, my slave! You found the highest pleasure in feeling the foot, the whip of an arrogant, cruel woman. What do you want now?

“Dangerous potentialities were slumbering in me, but you were the first to awaken them. If I now take pleasure in torturing you, abusing you, it is your fault; you have made of me what I now am, and now you are even unmanly, weak, and miserable enough to accuse me.”

“Yes, I am guilty,” I said, “but haven’t I suffered because of it? Let us put an end now to the cruel game.”

“That is my wish, too,” she replied with a curious deceitful look.




“Wanda!” I exclaimed violently, “don’t drive me to extremes; you see that I am a man again.”

“A fire of straw,” she replied, “which makes a lot of stir for a moment, and goes out as quickly as it flared up. You imagine you can intimidate me, and you only make yourself ridiculous. Had you been the man I first thought you were, serious, reserved, stern, I would have loved you faithfully, and become your wife. Woman demands that she can look up to a man, but one like you who voluntarily places his neck under her foot, she uses as a welcome plaything, only to toss it aside when she is tired of it.”

“Try to toss me aside,” I said, jeeringly. “Some toys are dangerous.”

“Don’t challenge me,” exclaimed Wanda. Her eyes began to flash, and a flush entered her cheeks.

“If you won’t be mine now,” I continued, with a voice stifled with rage, “no one else shall possess you either.”

“What play is this from?” she mocked, seizing me by the breast. She was pale with anger at this moment. “Don’t challenge me,” she continued, “I am not cruel, but I don’t know whether I may not become so and whether then there will be any bounds.”

“What worse can you do, than to make your lover, your husband?” I exclaimed, more and more enraged.

“I might make you his
 slave,” she replied quickly, “are you not in my power? Haven’t I the agreement? But, of course, you will merely take pleasure in it, if I have you bound, and say to him.

“Do with him what you please.”

“Woman, are you mad!” I cried.

“I am entirely rational,” she said, calmly. “I warn you for the last time. Don’t offer any resistance, one who has gone as far as I have gone might easily go still further. I feel a sort of hatred for you, and would find a real joy in seeing him beat you to death; I am still restraining myself, but—”




Scarcely master of myself any longer, I seized her by the wrist and forced her to the ground, so that she lay on her knees before me.

“Severin!” she cried. Rage and terror were painted on her face.


“I shall kill you if you marry him,” I threatened; the words came hoarsely and dully from my breast. “You are mine, I won’t let you go, I love you too much.” Then I clutched her and pressed her close to me; my right hand involuntarily seized the dagger which I still had in my belt.




Wanda fixed a large, calm, incomprehensible look on me.

“I like you that way,” she said, carelessly. “Now you are a man, and at this moment I know I still love you.”


“Wanda,” I wept with rapture, and bent down over her, covering her dear face with kisses, and she, suddenly breaking into a loud gay laugh, said, “Have you finished with your ideal now, are you satisfied with me?”




“You mean?” I stammered, “that you weren’t serious?”

“I am very serious,” she gaily continued. “I love you, only you, and you—you foolish, little man, didn’t know that everything was only make-believe and play-acting. How hard it often was for me to strike you with the whip, when I would have rather taken your head and covered it with kisses. But now we are through with that, aren’t we? I have played my cruel role better than you expected, and now you will be satisfied with my being a good, little wife who isn’t altogether unattractive. Isn’t that so? We will live like rational people—”

“You will marry me!” I cried, overflowing with happiness.

“Yes—marry you—you dear, darling man,” whispered Wanda, kissing my hands.




I drew her up to my breast.

“Now, you are no longer Gregor, my slave,” said she, “but Severin, the dear man I love—”

“And he—you don’t love him?” I asked in agitation.

“How could you imagine my loving a man of his brutal type? You were blind to everything, I was really afraid for you.”

“I almost killed myself for your sake.”

“Really?” she cried, “ah, I still tremble at the thought, that you were already in the Arno.”

“But you saved me,” I replied, tenderly. “You hovered over the waters and smiled, and your smile called me back to life.”

*****

I have a curious feeling when I now hold her in my arms and she lies silently against my breast and lets me kiss her and smiles. I feel like one who has suddenly awakened out of a feverish delirium, or like a shipwrecked man who has for many days battled with waves that momentarily threatened to devour him and finally has found a safe shore.

*****

“I hate this Florence, where you have been so unhappy,” she declared, as I was saying goodnight to her. “I want to leave immediately, tomorrow, you will be good enough to write a couple of letters for me, and, while you are doing that, I will drive to the city to pay my farewell visits. Is that satisfactory to you?”

“Of course, you dear, sweet, beautiful woman.”

*****




Early in the morning she knocked at my door to ask how I had slept. Her tenderness is positively wonderful. I should never have believed that she could be so tender.

*****

She has now been gone for over four hours. I have long since finished the letters, and am now sitting in the gallery, looking down the street to see whether I cannot discover her carriage in the distance. I am a little worried about her, and yet I know there is no reason under heaven why I should doubt or fear. However, a feeling of oppression weighs me down, and I cannot rid myself of it. It is probably the sufferings of the past days, which still cast their shadows into my soul.

*****

She is back, radiant with happiness and contentment.

“Well, has everything gone as you wished?” I asked tenderly, kissing her hand.

“Yes, dear heart,” she replied, “and we shall leave tonight. Help me pack my trunks.”

*****

Toward evening she asked me to go to the post-office and mail her letters myself. I took her carriage, and was back within an hour.

“Mistress has asked for you,” said the negress, with a grin, as I ascended the wide marble stairs.

“Has anyone been here?”

“No one,” she replied, crouching down on the steps like a black cat.

I slowly passed through the drawing-room, and then stood before her bedroom door.




Why does my heart beat so? Am I not perfectly happy?

Opening the door softly, I draw back the portiere. Wanda is lying on the ottoman, and does not seem to notice me. How beautiful she looks, in her silver-gray dress, which fits closely, and while displaying in tell-tale fashion her splendid figure, leaves her wonderful bust and arms bare.

Her hair is interwoven with, and held up by a black velvet ribbon. A mighty fire is burning in the fireplace, the hanging lamp casts a reddish glow, and the whole room is as if drowned in blood.

“Wanda,” I said at last.

“Oh Severin,” she cried out joyously. “I have been impatiently waiting for you.” She leaped up, and folded me in her arms. She sat down again on the rich cushions and tried to draw me down to her side, but I softly slid down to her feet and placed my head in her lap.

“Do you know I am very much in love with you today?” she whispered, brushing a few stray hairs from my forehead and kissing my eyes.

“How beautiful your eyes are, I have always loved them as the best of you, but today they fairly intoxicate me. I am all—” She extended her magnificent limbs and tenderly looked at me from beneath her red lashes.

“And you—you are cold—you hold me like a block of wood; wait, I’ll stir you with the fire of love,” she said, and again clung fawningly and caressingly to my lips.

“I no longer please you; I suppose I’ll have to be cruel to you again, evidently I have been too kind to you today. Do you know, you little fool, what I shall do, I shall whip you for a while—”

“But child—”




“I want to.”

“Wanda!”

“Come, let me bind you,” she continued, and ran gaily through the room. “I want to see you very much in love, do you understand? Here are the ropes. I wonder if I can still do it?”

She began with fettering my feet and then she tied my hands behind my back, pinioning my arms like those of a prisoner.

“So,” she said, with gay eagerness. “Can you still move?”

“No.”

“Fine—”

She then tied a noose in a stout rope, threw it over my head, and let it slip down as far as the hips. She drew it tight, and bound me to a pillar.

A curious tremor seized me at that moment.

“I have a feeling as if I were about to be executed,” I said with a low voice.

“Well, you shall have a thorough punishment today,” exclaimed Wanda.

“But put on your fur-jacket, please,” I said.

“I shall gladly give you that pleasure,” she replied. She got her kazabaika
 , and put it on. Then she stood in front of me with her arms folded across her chest, and looked at me out of half-closed eyes.

“Do you remember the story of the ox of Dionysius?” she asked.

“I remember it only vaguely, what about it?”

“A courtier invented a new implement of torture for the Tyrant of Syracuse. It was an iron ox in which those condemned to death were to be shut, and then pushed into a mighty furnace.

“As soon as the iron ox began to get hot, and the condemned person began to cry out in his torment, his wails sounded like the bellowing of an ox.




“Dionysius nodded graciously to the inventor, and to put his invention to an immediate test had him shut up in the iron ox.

“It is a very instructive story.

“It was you who innoculated me with selfishness, pride, and cruelty, and you shall be their first victim
 . I now literally enjoy having a human being that thinks and feels and desires like myself in my power; I love to abuse a man who is stronger in intelligence and body than I, especially a man who loves me.

“Do you still love me?”

“Even to madness,” I exclaimed.

“So much the better,” she replied, “and so much the more will you enjoy what I am about to do with you now.”

“What is the matter with you?” I asked. “I don’t understand you, there is a gleam of real cruelty in your eyes today, and you are strangely beautiful—completely Venus in Furs
 .”

Without replying Wanda placed her arms around my neck and kissed me. I was again seized by my fanatical passion.

“Where is the whip?” I asked.

Wanda laughed, and withdrew a couple of steps.

“You really insist upon being punished?” she exclaimed, proudly tossing back her head.

“Yes.”

Suddenly Wanda’s face was completely transformed. It was as if disfigured by rage; for a moment she seemed even ugly to me.

“Very well, then you
 whip him!” she called loudly.

At the same instant the beautiful Greek stuck his head of black curls through the curtains of her four-poster bed. At first I was speechless, petrified. There was a horribly comic element in the situation. I would have laughed aloud, had not my position been at the same time so terribly cruel and humiliating.




It went beyond anything I had imagined. A cold shudder ran down my back, when my rival stepped from the bed in his riding boots, his tight-fitting white breeches, and his short velvet jacket, and I saw his athletic limbs.

“You are indeed cruel,” he said, turning to Wanda.


“Only inordinately fond of pleasure,” she replied with a wild sort of humor. “Pleasure alone lends value to existence; whoever enjoys does not easily part from life, whoever suffers or is needy meets death like a friend.




“But whoever wants to enjoy must take life gaily in the sense of the ancient world; he dare not hesitate to enjoy at the expense of others; he must never feel pity; he must be ready to harness others to his carriage or his plough as though they were animals. He must know how to make slaves of men who feel and would enjoy as he does, and use them for his service and pleasure without remorse. It is not his affair whether they like it, or whether they go to rack and ruin. He must always remember this, that if they had him in their power, as he has them they would act in exactly the same way, and he would have to pay for their pleasure with his sweat and blood and soul. That was the world of the ancients: pleasure and cruelty, liberty and slavery went hand in hand. People who want to live like the gods of Olympus must of necessity have slaves whom they can toss into their fish-ponds, and gladiators who will do battle, the while they banquet, and they must not mind if by chance a bit of blood bespatters them.”

Her words brought back my complete self-possession.




“Unloosen me!” I exclaimed angrily.

“Aren’t you my slave, my property?” replied Wanda. “Do you want me to show you the agreement?”

“Untie me!” I threatened, “otherwise—” I tugged at the ropes.


“Can he tear himself free?” she asked. “He has threatened to kill me.”




“Be entirely at ease,” said the Greek, testing my fetters.

“I shall call for help,” I began again.

“No one will hear you,” replied Wanda, “and no one will hinder me from abusing your most sacred emotions or playing a frivolous game with you.” she continued, repeating with satanic mockery phrases from my letter to her.

“Do you think I am at this moment merely cruel and merciless, or am I also about to become cheap? What? Do you still love me, or do you already hate and despise me? Here is the whip—” She handed it to the Greek who quickly stepped closer.

“Don’t you dare!” I exclaimed, trembling with indignation, “I won’t permit it—”

“Oh, because I don’t wear furs,” the Greek replied with an ironical smile, and he took his short sable from the bed.

“You are adorable,” exclaimed Wanda, kissing him, and helping him into his furs.

“May I really whip him?” he asked.

“Do with him what you please,” replied Wanda.

“Beast!” I exclaimed, utterly revolted.

The Greek fixed his cold tigerish look upon me and tried out the whip. His muscles swelled when he drew back his arms, and made the whip hiss through the air. I was bound like Marsyas while Apollo was getting ready to flay me.




My look wandered about the room and remained fixed on the ceiling, where Samson, lying at Delilah’s feet, was about to have his eyes put out by the Philistines. The picture at that moment seemed to me like a symbol, an eternal parable of passion and lust, of the love of man for woman. “Each one of us in the end is a Samson,” I thought, “and ultimately for better or worse is betrayed by the woman he loves, whether he wears an ordinary coat or sables.”

“Now watch me break him in,” said the Greek. He showed his teeth, and his face acquired the blood-thirsty expression, which startled me the first time I saw him.

And he began to apply the lash—so mercilessly, with such frightful force that I quivered under each blow, and began to tremble all over with pain. Tears rolled down over my cheeks. In the meantime Wanda lay on the ottoman in her fur-jacket, supporting herself on her arm; she looked on with cruel curiosity, and was convulsed with laughter.

The sensation of being whipped by a successful rival before the eyes of an adored woman cannot be described. I almost went mad with shame and despair.

What was most humiliating was that at first I felt a certain wild, supersensual stimulation under Apollo’s whip and the cruel laughter of my Venus, no matter how horrible my position was. But Apollo whipped on and on, blow after blow, until I forgot all about poetry, and finally gritted my teeth in impotent rage, and cursed my wild dreams, woman, and love.

All of a sudden I saw with horrible clarity whither blind passion and lust have led man, ever since Holofernes and Agamemnon—into a blind alley, into the net of woman’s treachery, into misery, slavery, and death.




It was as though I were awakening from a dream.

Blood was already flowing under the whip. I wound like a worm that is trodden on, but he whipped on without mercy, and she continued to laugh without mercy. In the meantime she locked her packed trunk and slipped into her travelling furs, and was still laughing, when she went downstairs on his arm and entered the carriage.

Then everything was silent for a moment.

I listened breathlessly.

The carriage door slammed, the horse began to pull—the rolling of the carriage for a short time—then all was over.

*****

For a moment I thought of taking vengeance, of killing him, but I was bound by the abominable agreement. So nothing was left for me to do except to keep my pledged word and grit my teeth.

*****

My first impulse after this, the most cruel catastrophe of my life, was to seek laborious tasks, dangers, and privations. I wanted to become a soldier and go to Asia or Algiers, but my father was old and ill and wanted me.

So I quietly returned home and for two years helped him bear his burdens, and learned how to look after the estate which I had never done before. To labor
 and to do my duty
 was comforting like a drink of fresh water. Then my father died, and I inherited the estate, but it meant no change.

I had put on my own Spanish boots and went on living just as rationally as if the old man were standing behind me, looking over my shoulder with his large wise eyes.




One day a box arrived, accompanied by a letter. I recognized Wanda’s writing.

Curiously moved, I opened it, and read.





“Sir.—

Now that over three years have passed since that night in Florence, I suppose, I may confess to you that I loved you deeply. You yourself, however, stifled my love by your fantastic devotion and your insane passion. From the moment that you became my slave, I knew it would be impossible for you ever to become my husband. However, I found it interesting to have you realize your ideal in my own person, and, while I gloriously amused myself, perhaps, to cure you.

I found the strong man for whom I felt a need, and I was as happy with him as, I suppose, it is possible for any one to be on this funny ball of clay.

But my happiness, like all things mortal, was of short duration. About a year ago he fell in a duel, and since then I have been living in Paris, like an Aspasia—


And you?—Your life surely is not without its sunshine, if you have gained control of your imagination, and those qualities in you have materialized, which at first so attracted me to you—your clarity of intellect, kindness of heart, and, above all else, your—
 moral seriousness
 .




I hope you have been cured under my whip; the cure was cruel, but radical. In memory of that time and of a woman who loved you passionately, I am sending you the portrait by the poor German.


Venus in Furs
 .”








I had to smile, and as I fell to musing the beautiful woman suddenly stood before me in her velvet jacket trimmed with ermine, with the whip in her hand. And I continued to smile at the woman I had once loved so insanely, at the fur-jacket that had once so entranced me, at the whip, and ended by smiling at myself and saying: The cure was cruel, but radical; but the main point is, I have been cured.

*****

“And the moral of the story?” I said to Severin when I put the manuscript down on the table.

“That I was a donkey,” he exclaimed without turning around, for he seemed to be embarrassed. “If only I had beaten her!”

“A curious remedy,” I exclaimed, “which might answer with your peasant-women—”

“Oh, they are used to it,” he replied eagerly, “but imagine the effect upon one of our delicate, nervous, hysterical ladies—”

“But the moral?”

“That woman, as nature has created her and as man is at present educating her, is his enemy. She can only be his slave or his despot, but never his companion
 . This she can become only when she has the same rights as he, and is his equal in education and work.

“At present we have only the choice of being hammer or anvil, and I was the kind of donkey who let a woman make a slave of him, do you understand?

“The moral of the tale is this: whoever allows himself to be whipped, deserves to be whipped.

“The blows, as you see, have agreed with me; the roseate supersensual mist has dissolved, and no one can ever make me believe again that these ‘sacred apes of Benares’ or Plato’s rooster are the image of God.”




















Appendix

TWO CONTRACTS OF VON SACHER-MASOCH

Contract between Mrs.Fanny von Pistor and Leopold von Sacher-Masoch

On his word of honor, Mr.leopold von Sacher-Masoch undertakes to be the slave of Mrs.von Pistor, and to carry out all her wishes for a period of six months.

On her behalf, Mrs.von Pistor shall not demand anything of him that would dishonor him in any way(as a man or as a citizen).Moreover, she shall allow him six hours a day for his personal work, and shall never look at his letters and writings. On the occurrence of any misdemeanor or negligence or act of lesemajeste, the mistress(Fanny von Pistor) may punish her slave(Leopold von Sacher-Masoch) in whatever manner she pleases. In short, the subject shall obey his sovereign with complete servility and shall greet any benevolence on her part as a precious gift; he shall not lay claim to her love nor to any right to be her lover, On her behalf, Fanny von Pistor undertakes to wear furs as often as possible, especially when she is behaving cruelly.




[Later deleted]At the end of the six months, this period of enslavement shall be considered by both parties as not having occurred, and they shall make no serious allusion to it. Everything that happened is to be forgotten, and the previous loving relations restored.

These six months need not run consecutively: they may be subject to interruptions beginning and ending according to the whims of the sovereign lady.

We, the undersigned, hereby confirm this contract.

Fanny Pistor Baganow

Leopold, Knight of Sacher-Masoch





Came into operation 8th
 December 1869.

Contract between Wanda and Sacher-Masoch

My slave,

The conditions under which I accept you as my slave and tolerate you at my side are as follows:

You shall renounce your identity completely.





You shall submit totally to my will.

In my hands you are a blind instrument that carries out all my orders without discussion. If ever you should forget that you are my slave and do not obey me implicitly in all matters, I shall have the right to punish and correct you as I please, without your daring to complain.


Anything pleasant and enjoyable that I shall grant you will be a favor on my part which you must acknowledge with gratitude. I shall always behave faultlessly toward you but shall have no obligations to do so.







You shall be neither a son nor a brother nor a friend; you shall be no more than my slave groveling in the dust.

Your body and your soul too shall belong to me, and even if this causes you great suffering, you shall submit your feelings and sentiments to my authority.

I shall be allowed to exercise the greatest cruelty, and if I should mutilate you, you shall bear it without complaint. You shall work for me like a slave and although I may wallow in luxury whilst leaving you in privation and treading you underfoot, you shall kiss the foot that tramples you without a murmur. I shall have the right to dismiss you at any time, but you shall not be allowed to leave me against my will, and if you should escape, you hereby recognize that I have the power and the right to torture you to death by the most horrible methods imaginable.

You have nothing save me; for you I am everything ,your life, your future ,your happiness, your unhappiness, your torment and your joys.

You shall carry out everything I ask of you, whether it is good or evil, and if I should demand that you commit a crime, you shall turn criminal to obey my will.

Your honor belongs to me, as does your blood, your mind and your ability to work.

Should you ever find my domination unendurable and should your chains ever become too heavy, you will be obliged to kill yourself, for I will never set you free.








“I undertake, on my word of honor, to be the slave of Mrs.Wanda von Dunajew, in the exact way that she demands, and to submit myself without resistance to everything she will impose on me.”

Dr.Leopold, Knight of Sacher-Masoch
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