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Mariane Kirchgessner – the last days of her life.


_________________

(A fraction of the awaited Kirchgessner biography by Mr. Rath Bossler*)

_________________

In Nuremberg, and while travelling there from Stuttgart, Mariane kept talking about her dear brother, whom she had not spoken to for seven years. She was full of delight as she would be with him very soon. Although she loved her two sisters, of whom the younger one accompanied her for the last eight years on her travels; she found that there was a certain intimacy and harmony of their feelings towards her brother, which I movingly admired.

Her brother used to be commission merchant for the duke of Baden in Odenheim, four hours away from her hometown Bruchsal, and fifteen hours from Stuttgart, where we went to. Because of the nearness of this day journey, the good sister expected that he would come to visit her, as soon as he was told that she’d told him that she’d be in Stuttgart.

 But she only wanted to let him know after they had set a date for her concert. So I wrote to him on behalf of her, invited him and his wife to the concert and was hoping day by day that he’d get in touch. 

Fourteen days had passed and we still had not heard from him. We wrote to him again and made sure it was sent recorded, but still the letter took four weeks to arrive at his office. **)

Mariane could not understand why her brother was not in touch and was very worried about his well-being. In the meantime they had the opportunity to travel to Stuttgart, and they had the possibility to let her brother know that she was in the area. He then sent a messenger instantly to invite his sister to Odenheim, because of important business affairs he was unable to travel to see her.

My girl-friend was not happy about this as she wanted him to attend her concert.

*) We already wrote about this script in a previous issue of our newspaper – not only as a dignified memorial of the deceased, also great reading material for everyone. We don’t feel the need of having to repeat everything again. 

**) This proves that all the moaning about the post in Wuertemberg was not unjustified.

Instead we thought about the journey to Odenheim: Two drawbacks occurred. There are many narrow passes near Odenheim, and we would struggle getting through then with our touring car. 

The car has fairly broad rails; if we were to use a different vehicle then Mariane’s much loved harmonica would have to be left behind. This was impossible. – Eventually I decided (unfortunately!) to stay behind in Stuttgart as her brother promised to send his vehicle.

I was worried about her as it was November and she decided – having a fragile and weak physique – to take on the journey in an open top vehicle. She was only used to our own comfortable touring car which shielded her from wind and weather. But she was determined. We asked the brother to send his car plus companion, who arrived on the evening of the 17th November.

Dear Kirchgessner, shielded against the cold, took on the journey the next day at 6am, - on a really cold and foggy day - accompanied by her sister and the companion.

They stopped with her relatives in “Oberamtey zu Breiten” for lunch and arrived in the evening (it was already dark) at the fatal narrow passes. The coachman used a hand lantern but unfortunately the light blew out.

I had travelled the most of Europe with our dear Mariane, and we came across many dangerous and bad passes and roads in the past; we never overthrew the vehicle and nothing has ever happened to her but every time we mentioned narrow passes she feared. And I always felt sorry for her whenever we had to pass these narrow roads.

Although she was barely able to see her surroundings, as she had sadly lost her eyesight, she always imagined the worst scenario; and although we used to try to convince her that the danger was over, it did not help. So imagine how feared she was on this journey! –

The coachman had to ride to Odenheim which was approx. half an hour away, so he could mend the lantern. Until he returned nearly the quarter of an hour had passed. 

In the meantime the horses started to be restive and wanted to leave. That was all we needed; our already scared friend was feared even more now and wanted to leave the vehicle. One had to help her out of the touring car and she waited outside in wind and fog until the lantern was brought back to them. 

One can imagine that this was very unfavourable for the fragile lady. – 

The narrow pass had now been passed and soon the loving siblings embraced: but this overwhelming joy – would it not prove too much for my weak friend? – 

Instead the whole journey was forgotten, after all one was joyful and happy to finally be together, and they spent all Sunday planning a journey to Mannheim *) and the next morning the three siblings and their brother’s wife went ahead.

*) Mannheim is eleven hours away from Odenheim; the eldest sister is married there to Mr. Meyer (Grossherzoglich- Badenschen Hof-Oekonomierat) = An oldfashioned  TITLE

This was also a cheery visit, and sister and brother-in-law were positively surprised.

But because her brother’s business affairs and her sister’s determination to return to Stuttgart ruled their journeys they were only able to stay in Mannheim for one day: so on Tuesday morning they started travelling back home and the entire Mayersche family accompanied them until Schwezingen. None of the siblings who felt so happy knew at that time that this would be the last time they would embrace!

Upon arrival in Schwezingen they said good-bye to each other. Brother-in-law and sister and children went back to Mannheim; but the two other sisters, the brother and his wife continued travelling to Odenheim. 

On their way back the first sign of bad foreshadowing showed: they had not been travelling for long, when suddenly the stage-coachman overthrew the vehicle. No one was hurt; but Mariane was clearly shaken. 

In the end every one was happy having survived this adventure. They finally arrived in Odenheim where they stayed together happily until Wednesday.

Thursday, 24th November the loving sister and brother said good-bye – only to soon find themselves again in a better life!

My dear friend Kirchgessner arrived with me in Stuttgart again, on the very same day.

I can not deny – all my friends in Stuttgart know about it – that I have spent the entire seven days of her being away worried and agitated. So I was even happier to see her all happy and healthy when she returned.

With great pleasure she told me about her brother-in-law’s and brother’s well-being and also about the talented children. About Amalien, the eldest, eleven year old daughter of her sister, she told me that she is doing incredible well at reading music, and that she is able to play the fortepiano really well and impressive, and also she has a very impressive voice. Because she was so talented she wanted to educate her so she could become a harmonica player and show her all the advantages. 

She cared a lot for her brother’s children and she believed that the children would not get the necessary education in such a small town, compared to her sister’s children in Mannheim. 

When the coachman set off again for Stuttgart she sent back some books and music sheets and resolved to care more for the children from now on.

We left our loved ones again on the Saturday as we had to be in Tuebingen for a concert on the Sunday, 27th of November, which was kindly organised by Mr. Bilfinger *). 

*) Mr. Bilfinger was governor with the young Earl of Zeppelin, a lovely friend of Art, who was very interested in our blessed K, and I am still thanking him emotionally.

We arrived in good time in Tuebingen: Sunday afternoon at 3pm *) the concert was held in “Kollegien-Saale”.

*) It is common in Tuebingen to hold concerts at this time of the day – this is, if I remember right – because of the scholarship holders who usually sit down and eat dinner early.

There were far more audience then we ever expected and Mr. Bilfinger and a dilettante entertained everyone by singing. Our Kirchgessner played her solo and also the second part without any accompaniment. 

She played Joh. Seb. Bach’s the superb four-part chorale: “Was Gott thut, das ist wohlgethan” (what God does is done fine);

This play was going to be her last unachievable harmonica concert on this earth.

Back in Tuebingen we had great pleasure of meeting Mr. Dr. Cotta who accommodated us. He showed me letters of his friends in Switzerland – in Zurich and Luzern - of Pestalozzi in Yverdun, who I was looking forward to meeting.

We then continued our journey and arrived – as it was freezing cold and the mountains were covered in deep snow – on Friday, 2nd of December at “Gasthof zur Krone” (= inn) in Schaffenhausen.

My girl-friend was incredibly glad that we had finally reached our destination, Switzerland, and had developed a big appetite.

On Saturday morning I posted my letters, done my visits and got the truth confirmed that Biedersinn was living here. 

In the afternoon we did some more visits and Kirchgessner was in good spirit.

Also on the Sunday she was more than happy to visit the Rheinfall on Monday. She was pleased that professors Mueller, Freler, Mezger and his son the priest – who played the flute fabulously – came to visit her. Also Mr. “Rittmeister” Ziegler, president of the musical college, Mr. Peyer and Mr. Auberlen (director of music) came to see her. 

Towards the evening she complained about not feeling too well and went to her bed early. Her sister and I believed that she might be suffering from a cold again; she was given painkillers. But all through the night she was agitated and her temperature rose more and more, so on Monday morning we sent for the doctor. 

Dr. Stockar came to see her, and he also believed that she was suffering from a cold. 

I was slightly relieved by the diagnosis, however myself and her sister were worried about our girl-friend being so half hearted about the whole situation. 

In the afternoon the doctor came back and have us all hope; but the fever continued and she had a very disturbed night from Monday through to Tuesday.

She felt slightly better on the Tuesday although towards the evening she complained about stitches in her abdomen. Surprisingly the temperature rose so much that she started to rave. I sent for the doctor during the night and begged him to tell me the truth about her condition. He explained that he was really worried about her illness. 

We tried everything possible to rescue our dear ill patient: with permission of Dr. Stockar we also consulted Dr. Wepfer. Both doctors had a long talk and tried everything possible to keep her alive.

Both doctors stayed aside our ill patient all day long; however the illness deteriorated and was still going strong by Wednesday and Thursday night, and she raved even more.

On Thursday morning, coming up to 9am, she was talking again, and asked the doctors whether there would still be hope for her to be rescued? And she asked me to organise a priest of her religion? –

She wished to confess and to pray according to customs of her church. I told her (as I had already informed myself about this) that there was a priest living half an hour from Schaffenhausen, and asked for him to come to see her.

Just half an hour later the priest was already at her bedside. The invalid reached out for the priest’s hand, and although she was incredibly weak she told the priest about her wishes. The chaplain fulfilled her wishes and prayed with her, and performed holy sacraments.

In the meantime I went next door and prayed in silence to the lord; I asked for his help and rescue. – 

Afterwards I went back into sick room where the priest was still sat with her and talked to her. She asked him to pray for her publicly. She trusts in God, he will be there for the weak; he could prevent her from death. Although she would comply with God’s will; she would ask him to let her stay on this Earth for a little while longer.

But if the Lord had decided to take her from this world, she would ask him to be allowed to rest in peace in his garden.  *)

*) This trustworthy soul did not know how much people in Schaffhausen thought of her. They would still think of her full of joy even after her death!

All day long she was by herself but one was not allowed to talk to her; she was still very weak and was supposed to rest a lot. She still seemed fine in the afternoon so we called for the doctor living closest as we wanted him to be part of our joy. We were full of hope and already believed that our dearest had cheated death. But the Lord had decided differently. At midnight she had a turn for the worse again and was talking confused. On Friday, 9th of December at approximately 10am we noticed that death was near.

All my hopes faded away and so did my consciousness. I was destroyed at the thought to lose her, I loved her like a father, after all she was my travel companion for the past eighteen years, and we shared many happy and also sad moments. 

She was heartbroken whenever she failed to please people. Her fingers – which once created such heavenly tunes and lifted so many thousands of people into higher regions - turned stiff – all has been robbed by death!

Dear precious people of Schaffenhausen **) who stood by me when she passed away, who had been so helpful, who cared so lovingly and deeply about myself and the sister of my dear Kirchgessner and never left us alone in any terrible situation – oh how can I thank you? 

May the eternal God delight you forever for everything you did! - 

**) Professors Mueller, Mezger, Freler – Names I will cherish and people who will be unforgettable – I will take them to my vault! 

The worrying hours of my friend dying – from 10am until evening – are still breaking my heart when I imagine her – and my friends know how much my soul suffered at this awful time.

At around four pm the same day Padre Laeuble, confessor at the convent Paradies (which is situated approximately half an hour from Schaffenhausen im Thurgau) came to see us to pray once again with my dying friend. And before she passed away she said a few times clearly: Beautiful! Very beautiful! And she also said Brother *) and Therese **) in a weakly voice. 

*) Our dying Kirchgessner did not experience anymore what we found out in Karlsruhe, eight days later, on the 27th of December,  on our journey back from Switzerland: her brother, whom she loved so much, had passed away on the 6th of December, three days before her own death. He died from the same illness as our dear friend! It seemed as if – those who have loved each other so much and had never been apart – paid for their trust in each other by dying together!

**) Therese was the name of her older sister who died in Mannheim in 1804.

Our poor friend had been suffering until 8.30pm; after that her spirit escaped into the hands of our Lord.

All her life she loved precious and beautiful objects: in the last few hours before she passed away she saw many gorgeous pictures; she saw rainbows, the sun, she heard children singing beautiful melodies, and heard bells ringing. Once (on Wednesday night) she called out for her sister once again. She said there were so many people in the other room, her sister should watch the harmonica, so no one would do any damage to it.  –

While she was lying there waiting for her she had no fear. She still was an example of Christian calmness and acquiescence.

“Admirable in fight and distress, my unforgotten friend! 

All through your life and death you have been kind and noble!” – Justi.


The general attendance after her death – which took place not only in Schaffenhausen but also in a few other towns in Switzerland was overwhelming. And the heartiness of all these noble people still brings tears of gratefulness to my eyes!

Professor Appenzeller in Winterthur wrote to professor Mueller in Schaffenhausen the day after her death:

“My dear friend!

I can still feel a shiver down my spine when I think back on the news you gave me regarding our dear Kirchgessner! Perhaps she is with the Lord by now – the only fatherland full of harmony. Her soul will be celebrating, her glance will now greet the light which has always shone in her world.

Untroubled harmony now rings in her chest – the spirit of her dreams has now disappeared and she will now have resolved the ‘mystery of existence’”.







