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EDITOR’S NOTE

Ta1s volume, containing representative works by two of
the foremost realists of mideentury German literature,
Freytag and Fontane, brings, as an artistic parallel, selec-
tions from the work of the greatest realist of midcentury
German painting: Adolph von Menzel.

Ku~o Fraxcke.






THE LIFE OF GUSTAV FREYTAG

By Er~est F. HENDERSON, PH.D., L.H.D.

Author of A History of Germany in the Middle Ages; A Short History of
Germany, etc.

[ _German_] T is difficult to assign to Gustav Freytag his
exact niche in the hall of fame, because
of his many-sidedness. He wrote one novel
of which the statement has been made by
an eminent French critic that no book in
the German langunage, with the exception
of the Bible, has enjoyed in its day so

wide a circulation; he wrote one comedy which for years
was more frequently played than any other on the German
stage; he wrote a series of historical sketches — Pictures
of the German Past he calls them — which hold a unique
place in German literature, being as charming in style as
they are sound in scholarship. Add to these a work on the
principles of dramatic eriticism that is referred to with
respect by the very latest writers on the subject, an import-
ant biography, a second very successful novel, and a series
of six historical romances that vary in interest, indeed, but
that are a noble monument to his own nation and that,
alone, would have made him famous.

As a novelist Freytag is often compared with Charles
Dickens, largely on account of the humor that so frequently
breaks forth from his pages. It is a different kind of
humor, not so obstreperous, not so exaggerated, but it
helps to lighten the whole in much the same way. One
moment it is an incongruous simile, at another a bit of
sly satire; now infinitely small things are spoken of as
though they were great, and again we have the reverse.
m
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2 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

It is in his famous comedy, The Journalists, which ap-
peared in 1853, that Freytag displays his humor to its best
advantage. Some of the situations themselves, without
being farcical, are exceedingly amusing, as when the
Colonel, five minutes after declaiming against the ambition
of journalists and politicians, and enumerating the different
forms under which it is concealed, lets his own ambition run
away with him and is won by the very same arts he has just
been denouncing. Again, Bolz’s capture of the wine-mer-
chant Pigpenbrink at the ball given under the auspices of
the rival party is very cleverly described indeed. There is
a difference of opinion as to whether or not Bolz was invent-
ing the whole dramatic story of his rescue by Oldendorf,
but there can be no difference of opinion as to the comicality
of the scene that follows, where, under the very eyes of his
rivals and with the consent of the husband, Bolz prepares
to kiss Mrs. Piepenbrink. The play abounds with curious
little bits of satire, quaint similes and unexpected exaggera-
tions. ‘¢ There is so much that happens,’’ says Bolz in his
editorial capacity, ‘‘ and so tremendously much that does
not happen, that an honest reporter should never be at a
loss for novelties.”” Playing dominoes with polar bears,
teaching seals the rudiments of journalism, waking up as
an owl with tufts of feathers for ears and a mouse in one’s
beak, are essentially Freytagian conceptions; and no one
else counld so well have expressed Bolz’s indifference to fur-
ther surprises —they may tell him if they will that some
one has left a hundred millions for the purpose of painting
all negroes white, or of making Africa four-cornered; but
he, Bolz, has reached a state of mind where he will accept
as truth anything and everything.

Freytag’s greatest novel, entitled Soll und Haben (the
technical commercial terms for ¢¢ debit’’ and ¢ credit ’’),
appeared in 1856. Dombey and Son by Dickens had been
published a few years before and is worth our attention
for a moment because of a similarity of theme in the two
works. In both, the hero is born of the people, but comes
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in contact with the aristocracy not altogether to his own
advantage ; in both, looming in the background of the story,
is the great mercantile house with its vast and mysterious
transactions. The writer of this short article does not
hesitate to place Debit and Credit far ahead of Dombey
and Son. That does not mean that there are not single
episodes, and occasionally a character, in Dombey and Son
that the German author could never have achieved. But,
considered as an artistic whole, the English novel is so
disjointed and uneven that the interest often flags and
almost dies, while many of the characters are as grotesque
and wooden as so many jumping-jacks. In Freytag’s work,
on the other hand, the different parts are firmly knitted
together; an ethical purpose runs through the whole, and
there is a careful subordination of the individual char-
acters to the general plan of the whole structure. It is
much the same contrast as that between an old-fashioned
Italian opera and a modern German tone-drama. In the
one case the effects are made through senseless repetition
and through tours de force of the voice; in the other there
is a steady progression in dramatic intensity, link joining
link without a gap.

But to say that Debit and Credit is a finer book than
Dombey and Son is not to claim that Freytag, all in all, is
a greater novelist than Dickens. The man of a single fine
book would have to be superlatively great to equal one who
could show such fertility in creation of characters or pro-
duce such masterpieces of description. Dickens reaches
heights of passion to which Freytag could never aspire; in
fact the latter’s temperament strikes one as rather a cool
one. Even Spielhagen, far inferior to him in many regards,
could thrill where Freytag merely interests.

Freytag’s forte lay in fidelity of depiction, in the power
to ascertain and utilize essential facts. It would not be
fair to say that he had little imagination, for in the parts of
The Ancestors that have to do with remote times, times of
which our whole knowledge is gained from a few para-
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graphs in old chronicles and where the scenes and ineci-
dents have to be invented, he is at his best. But one of his
great merits lies in his evident familiarity with the locali-
ties mentioned in the pages as well as with the social
environment of his personages. The house of T. D.
Schréter in Debit and Credit had its prototype in the house
of Molinari in Breslau, and at the Molinaris Freytag
was a frequent visitor. Indeed in the company of the head
of the firm he even undertook just such a journey to the
Polish provinces in troubled times as he makes Anton take
with Schréter. Again, the life in the newspaper office, so
amusingly depicted in The Journalists, was out of the ful-
ness of his own experience as editor of a political sheet.
A hundred little natural touches thus add to the realism of
the whole and make the figures, as a German critic says,
““ stand out like marble statues against a hedge of yew.”’
The reproach has been made that many of Freytag’s char-
acters are too much alike. He has distinet types which
repeat themselves both in the novels and in the plays.
George Saalfeld in Valentine, for instance, is strikingly like
Bolz in The Journalists or Fink in Debit and Credit. Frey-
tag’s answer to such objections was that an author, like any
other artist, must work from models, which he is not obliged
constantly to change. The feeling for the solidarity of the
arts was very strong with him. He practically abandoned
writing for the stage just after achieving his most noted
success and merely for the reason that in poetic narration,
as he called it, he saw the possibility of being still more
dramatic. He felt hampered by the restrictions which the
necessarily limited length of an evening’s performance
placed upon him, and wished more time and space for the
explanation of motives and the development of his plot. In
his novel, then, he clung to exactly the same arrangement of
his theme as in his drama—its initial presentation, the
intensification of the interest, the climax, the revulsion, the
catastrophe. Again, in the matter of contrast he deliber-
ately followed the lead of the painter who knows which
colors are complementary and also which ones will clash.

3
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GUSTAV FREYTAG 5

What, now, are some of the special qualities that have
made Freytag’s literary work so enduring, so dear to the
Teuton heart, so sueccessful in every sense of the word?
For one thing, there are a clearness, conciseness and ele-
gance of style, joined to a sort of musical rhythm, that hold
one captive from the beginning. So evident is his meaning
in every sentence that his pages suffer less by translation
than is the case with almost any other author.

Freytag’s highly polished sentences seem perfectly spon-
taneous, though we know that he went through a long
period of rigid training before achieving success. ‘¢ For
five years,’’ he himself writes, ¢ T had pursued the secret
of dramatic style; like the child in the fairy-tale I had
sought it from the Sun, the Moon, and the Stars. At
length I had found it: my soul could create securely and
comfortably after the manmer which the stage itself de-
manded.”” He had found it, we are given to understand,
in part through the study of the French dramatists of his
own day of whom Secribe was one just then in vogue.
From them, says a critic, he learned ‘¢ lightness of touch,
brevity, conciseness, directness, the use of little traits as
a means of giving insight into character, different ways of
keeping the interest at the proper point of tension, and a
thousand little devices for clearing the stage of superfluous
figures or making needed omes appear at the crucial
moment.’’ Among his tricks of style, if we may call them
so, are inversion and elision; by the one he puts the
emphasis just where he wishes, by the other he hastens
the action without sacrificing the meaning. Another of
his weapons is contrast — grave and gay, high and low sue-
ceed each other rapidly, while vice and virtue follow suit.

No writer ever trained himself for his work more con-
sciously and consistently. He experimented with each play,
watched its effect on his audiences, asked himself seriously
whether their apparent want of interest in this or that
portion was due to some defect in his work or to their own
obtuseness. He had failures, but remarkably few, and they
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did not discourage him; nor did momentary success in one
field prevent him from abandoning it for another in which
he hoped to accomplish greater things. He is his own
severest critie, and in his autobiography speaks of certain
productions as worthless which are only relatively want-
ing in merit.

Freytag’s orderly treatment of his themes affords con-
stant pleasure to the reader. He proceeds as steadily
toward his climax as the builder does toward the highest
point of his roof. He had learned much about climaxes,
so he tells us himself, from Walter Scott, who was the first
to see the importance of a great final or concluding effect.

We have touched as yet merely on externals. Elegance
of style, orderliness of arrangement, consecutiveness of
thought alone would never have given Freytag his place in
German literature. All these had first to be consecrated
to the service of a great idea. That idea as expressed in
Debit and Credit is that the hope of the German nation
rests in its steady commercial or working class. He shows
the dignity, yes, the poetry of labor. The nation had failed
to secure the needed political reforms, to the bitter dlsap-
pointment of numerous patriots; Freytag’s mission was to
teach that there were other things worth while besides
these constitutional liberties of which men had so long
dreamed and for which they had so long struggled.

Incidentally he holds the decadent noble up to scorn, and
shows how he still clings to his old pretensions while their
very basis is crumbling under him. It is a new and active
life that Freytag advocates, one of toil and of routine, but
one that in the end will give the highest satisfaction. Such
ideas were products of the revolution of 1848, and they
found the ground prepared for them by that upheaval.
Freytag, as Fichte had done in 1807 and 1808, inaugurated
a campaign of education which was to prove enormously
successful. A French critic writes of Debit and Credit
that it was ‘¢ the breviary in which a whole generation of
Germans learned to read and to think,”’ while an English
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translator (three translations of the book appeared in
England in the same year) calls it the Uncle Tom’s Cabin
of the German workingman. A German critic is furious
that a work of such real literary merit should be compared
to one so flat and insipid as Mrs. Stowe’s production; but he
altogether misses the point, which is the effect on the people
of a spirited defense of those who had hitherto had no
advocate.

Freytag has been called an opportunist, but the term
should not be considered one of reproach. It certainly was
opportune that his great work appeared at the moment
when it was most needed, a moment of discouragement, of
disgust at everything high and low. It brought its smiling
message and remained to cheer and comfort. The Journal-
ists, too, was opportune, for it called attention to a class of
men whose work was as important as it was unappreciated.
Up to 1848, the year of the revolution, the press had been
under such strict censorship that any frank discussion of
public matters had been out of the question. But since then
distinguished writers, like Freytag himself, had taken the
helm. Even when not radical, they were dreaded by the
reactionaries, and even Freytag escaped arrest in Prussia
only by hastily becoming a court official of his friend the
Duke of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha— within whose domains
he already owned an estate and was in the habit of residing
for a portion of each year — and thus renouncing his Prus-
sian citizenship. Even Freytag’s Pictures from the Ger-
man Past may be said to have been opportune. Already,
for a generation, the new school of scientific historians —
the Rankes, the Wattenbachs, the Waitzs, the Giesebrechts
—had been piling up their discoveries, and collating and
publishing manuseripts describing the results of their
labors. They lived on too high a plane for the ordinary
reader. Freytag did not attempt to ¢ popularize ’’ them
by cheap methods. He served as an interpreter between
the two extremes. He chose a type of facts that would have
seemed trivial to the great pathfinders, worked them up
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with care from the sources, and by his literary art made
them more than acceptable to the world at large. In these
Pictures from the German Past, as in the six volumes of
the series of historical romances entitled The Ancestors, a
patriotic purpose was not wanting. Freytag wished to
show his Germans that they had a history to be proud of,
a history whose continuity was unbroken; the nation had
been through great vicissitudes, but everything had tended
to prove that the German has an inexhaustible fund of
reserve force. Certain national traits, certain legal insti-
tutions, could be followed back almost to the dawn of his-
tory, and it would be found that the Germans of the first
centuries of our era were not nearly so barbarous as had
been supposed.

And so with a wonderful talent for selecting typical and
essential facts and not overburdening his narrative with
detail he leads us down the ages. The hero of his intro-
ductory romance in The Ancestors is a Vandal chieftain
who settles among the Thuringians at the time of the great
wandering of the nations — the hero of the last of the series
is a journalist of the nineteenth century. All are descend-
ants of the one family, and Freytag has a chance to develop
some of his theories of heredity. Not only can bodily apti-
tudes and mental peculiarities be transmitted, but also the
tendency to act in a given case much as the ancestor would
have done.

It cannot be denied that as Freytag proceeds with The
Ancestors the tendency to instruct and inform becomes too
marked. He had begun his career in the world by lecturing
on literature at the University of Breslau, but had severed
his connection with that institution becaunse he was not
allowed to branch out into history. Possibly those who
opposed him were right and the two subjects are incapable
of amalgamation. Freytag in this, his last great work,
revels in the fulness of his knowledge of facts, but shows
more of the thoroughness of the scholar than of the imagi-
nation of the poet. The novels become epitomes of the
history of the time. No type of character may be omitted.
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So popes and emperors, monks and missionaries, German
warriors and Roman warriors, minstrels and students,
knights, crusaders, colonists, landskechts, and mercenaries
are dragged in and made to do their part with all too
evident fidelity to truth.

We owe much of our knowledge of Freytag’s life to a
charming autobiography which served as a prefatory vol-
ume to his collected works. Freytag lived to a ripe old age,
dying in 1895 at the age of seventy-nine. Both as a news-
paper editor and as a member of parliament (the former
from 1848 to 1860, the latter for the four years from 1867
to 1871) he had shown his patriotism and his interest in
public affairs. Many of his numerous essays, written for
the Grenzboten, are little masterpieces and are to be found
among his collected works published in 1888. As a mem-
ber of parliament, indeed, he showed no marked ability and
his name is associated with no important measure.

Not to conceal his shortcoming it must be said that Frey-
tag, at the time of the accession to the throne of the present
head of the German Empire, laid himself open to much
censure by attacking the memory of the dead Emperor
Frederick who had always been his friend and patron.

In conclusion it may be said that no one claims for
Freytag a place in the front rank of literary geniuses. He
is no Goethe, no Schiller, no Dante, no Milton, no Shakes-
peare. He is not a pioneer, has not changed the course of
human thought. But yet he is an artist of whom his country
may well be proud, who has added to the happiness of hun-
dreds of thousands of Germans, and who only needs to be
better understood to be thoroughly enjoyed by foreigners.

England and America have much to learn from him—
the value of long, careful, and unremitting study; the
advantage of being thoroughly familiar with the scenes and
types of character depicted; the charm of an almost un-
equaled simplicity and directness. He possessed the rare
gift of being able to envelop every topic that he touched
with an atmosphere of elegance and distinction. His pro-
ductions are not ephemeral, but are of the kind that will
endure.
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THE JOURNALISTS * (1853)

TRANSLATED BY ERNEST F. HENDERSON, PH.D., L.H.D.

ACT I
Scene 1

A summer parlor in the COLONEL’S house. Handsome furnishings. In the
centre of rear wall an open door, behind it a verandah and garden; on
the sides of rear wall large windows. Right and left, doors; on the
right, well in front, a window. Tables, chairs, a small sofa.

Ipa s sitting in front on the right reading a book. The COLONEL enters
through centre door with an open box in his hand in which are dahlias.

ch- OLONEL. Here, Ida, are the new varieties of
( j/ dahlias our gardener has grown. You’ll have

to rack your brains to find names for them.
ﬁ*u» Day after tomorrow is the Horticultural
Society meeting, when I am to exhibit and

christen them.

Ipa. This light-colored one here should be called the
¢¢ Adelaide.”’

CoroNeL. Adelaide Runeck, of course. Your ownname is
out of the running, for as a little dahlia you have long
been known to the flower-trade.

Ipa. One shall be called after your favorite writer, ¢ Boz.”’

CoLoNeL. Splendid! And it must be a really fine one, this
yellow one here with violet points. And the third
one — how shall we christen that?

Ipa (stretching out her hand entreatingly to her father).
¢ Edward Oldendorf.”’

CoroxerL. What! The professor? The editor? Oh no,
that will not do! It was bad enough for him to take
over the paper; but that he now has allowed himself
to be led by his party into running for Parliament —
that I can never forgive him.

* Permission S. Hirzel, Leipzig.
[11]
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Ipa. Here he comes himself.
CoLoxNEL (aside). It used to be a pleasure to me to hear
his footstep; now I can hardly keep from being rude

when I see him.
Enter OLDENDORF.

OLpENDORF. (ood morning, Colonel!

Ina (with a friendly greeting). Good morning, Edward.
Help me to admire the new dahlias that father has
grown.

CoroverL. But do not trouble the professor. Such trifles
no longer interest him; he has bigger things in his head.

OrpEnporf. At all events I have not lost my ability to
enjoy what gives you pleasure.

CoroNEL (grumbling to himself). You have not given me
much proof of that. I fear you take pleasure in doing
the very things that vex me. You are doubtless quite
busy now with your election, Mr. Future Member of
Parliament !

OLpExDorF. You know, Colonel, that I myself have less
than any one else to do with it.

Corover. Oh, I don’t believe that! It is the usual custom
in such elections, I imagine, to pay court to influential
persons and shake hands with the voters, to make
speeches, scatter promises, and do all the other little
devil’s tricks.

OrLpENpORF. You yourself do not believe, Colonel, that I
would do anything discreditable?

CoronNeL. Not? I am not so sure, Oldendorf. Since you
have turned journalist, edit your Union and daily re-
proach the State with its faulty organization, you are
no longer what you used to be.

OLDENDORF (who up to this point has been conversing with
Ipa about the flowers, but now turns to the CoLONEL).
Does what I now say or write conflict with my former
views? It would be hard to convince me of that. And
still less can you have noticed any change in my feel-
ings or in my conduct toward you. ;
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Coro~NeL (obdurate). Well, I don’t see what reason you
would have for that. I am not going to spoil my morn-
ing by quarreling. Ida may try to straighten things
out with you. I am going to my flowers. [Takes the
box and exit toward the garden.]

OvLpexporF. What has put your father in such a bad
humor? Has something in the newspaper vexed him
again?

Ina. I do not think so. But it annoys him that now in
polities you again find it necessary to advocate meas-
ures he detests and attack institutions he reveres.
(Shyly.) Edward, is it really impossible for you to
withdraw from the election?

Ovpexporr. It is impossible.

Ipa. I should then have you here, and father could regain
his good humor; for he would highly appreciate the
sacrifice you were making for him, and we could look
forward to a future as peaceful as our past has been.

Ovpexporr. I know that, Ida, and I feel anything but
pleasure at the prospect of becoming member for this
town; yet I cannot withdraw.

Ioa (turning away). Father is right. You have changed
entirely since becoming editor of the paper.

Ovroexporr. Ida! You too! If this is going to cause dis-
cord between us I shall indeed feel badly.

Ina. Dear Edward! I am only grieving at losing you for
so long.

Ovpexporr. I am not yet elected. If I do become member
and can have my way, I will take you to the capital and
never let you leave my side again.

Ipa. Ah, Edward, we can’t think of that now! But do
spare father.

OrpExDorRF. You know how much I stand from him; and
I don’t give up hope of his becoming reconciled to me.
The election once over, I will make another appeal to
his heart. I may wrest from him a favorable answer
that will mean our marriage.
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Ipa. But do humor his little foibles. He is in the garden
near his dahlia bed; express your delight over the gay
colors. If you go at it skilfully enough perhaps he
may still call one the ¢ Edward Oldendorf.”” We have
been talking of it already. Come! [Exeunt both.]

Enter SENDEN, BLUMENBERG, CARL, SCHMOCK.

Sexpex (entering). Is the Colonel alone?

Carr. Professor Oldendorf is with him.

SexpenN. Take in our names. [Ewzit Carn.] This ever-
lasting Oldendorf! I say, Blumenberg, this connection
of the old gentleman with the Union must stop. We
cannot really call him one of us so long as the professor
frequents this house. We need the Colonel’s influential
personality.

BrumenBERc. It is the best-known house in town—the
best society, good wine, and art.

Sexpex. I have my private reasons, too, for bringing the
Colonel over to our side. And everywhere the pro-
fessor and his clique block our way.

BrumensERe. The friendship shall cease. I promise you
that it shall cease, gradually, within the next few weeks.
The first step has already been taken. The gentlemen
of the Union have fallen into the trap.

Sexpexn. Into what trap?

BrumenBERG. The one I set for them in our paper. [Turn-
mg upon SCHEMOCK who is standing in the doorway.]
‘Why do you stand bere, Schmock? Can’t you wait at
the gate?

Scemock. - I went where you did. Why should I not stand
here? I know the Colonel as well as you do.

BrumenBEre. Don’t be forward and don’t be impudent.
Go and wait at the gate, and when I bring you the
article, quickly run with it to the press —understand?

Scemock. How can I help understanding when you croak
like a raven? [Exzit.]
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BrumENnBERG (f0 SENDEN). He is a vulgar person, but he is
useful! Now that we are alone, listen! The other day
when you brought me to call here, I begged the Colonel
just to write down his ideas on the questions of the day.

SeNxpEN. Yes, alas! You piled on the flattery much too
thick, but the old gentleman did, nevertheless, at last
take fire.

BrumexBere. We begged him to read to us what he had
written; he read it to us, we praised it.

SexpEN. It was very tiresome all the same.

BrumeEnBere. I begged it of him for our paper.

SenpEN. Yes, unfortunately! And now I must carry these
bulky things to your press. These articles are too
heavy; they won’t do the Coriolanus any good.

BrumexBErRG. Yet I printed them gladly. When a man
has written for a paper he becomes a good friend of
that paper. The Colonel at once subscribed for the
Coriolanus, and, the next day, invited me to dinner.

SENDEN (shrugging his shoulders). If that is all you gain
by it!

BrumenBere. It is merely the beginning.— The articles
are clumsy; why should I not say so?

SexpEN. God knows they are!

BrumeNBERG. And no one knows who the author is.

SexpEN. That was the old gentleman’s stipulation. I
imagine he is afraid of Oldendorf.

BrumexBERG. And precisely what I anticipated has come
to pass. Oldendorf’s paper has today attacked these
articles. Here is the latest issue of the Union.

SeENDEN. Let me look at it. Well, that will be a fine mix-up!
Is the attack insulting?

BrumexBerec. The Colonel will be sure to consider it so.
Don’t you think that that will help us against the
professor?

SeExpEN. Upon my honor you are the slyest devil that ever
crept out of an inkstand!

BrumEnBERe. Give it to me, the Colonel is coming.
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Enter the COLONEL.

CoLoNEL. Good morning, gentlemen!— [aside] and that
Oldendorf should just happen to be here! If only he
will remain in the garden! Well, Mr. Edifor, how is
the Coriolanus?

BrLumexBEre. Our readers admire the new articles marked
with an arrow. Is there any chance that some more —

CoLoNEL (drawing a manuscript from his pocket and look-
ing round). 1 rely on your discretion. As a matter
of fact I wanted to read it through again on account
of the structure of the sentences.

BrumexnBere. That can best be done in the proof-reading.

CoroneL. I think it will do. Take it; but not a word —

BrumenBeEre. You will let me send it at once to press.
[At the door.] Schmock!

[SceMmock appears at the door, takes the manuscript
and exit quickly.]

SexpEN. Blumenberg is keeping the sheet up to the mark,
but, as he has enemies, he has to fight hard to defend
himself.

CoroNEL (amused). Enemies? Who does not have them?
But journalists have nerves like women. Everything
excites you; every word that any one says against you
rouses your indignation! Oh come, you are sensitive
people!

BrumexBerGc. Possibly you are right, Colonel. But when
one has opponents like this Union —

Coro~NeL. Oh, yes, the Union. It is a thorn in the flesh to
both of you. There is a great deal in it that I cannot
praise; but, really when it comes to sounding an alarm,
attacking, and pitching in, it is cleverer than your
paper. The articles are witty; even when they are on
the wrong side one cannot help laughing at them.

BrumexnBere. Not always. In today’s attack on the best
articles the Coriolanus has published in a long time I
see no wit at all.

CorLoNeL. Attack on what articles?
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BrumeNBERG. On yours, Colonel. I must have the paper
somewhere about me. [Searches, and gives him a copy
of the Union.]

CoroneL. Oldendorf’s paper attacks my articles! [Reads.]
‘¢ We regret such lack of knowledge — *’

BrumenBErG. And here —

CoroneL. ‘¢ Itis anunpardonable piece of presumption >’—
What! I am presumptuous?

BrumenBEre. And here —

Coroner. ‘¢ Onemay beindoubt as to whether the naiveté
of the contributor is comical or tragical, but at all
events he has no right to join in the discussion’’—
[Throwing down the paper.] Oh, that is contemptible!
It is a low trick!

Enter Ipa and OLDENDORF from the garden.

SENDEN (aside). Now comes the cloud-burst!

CoroneL. Professor, your newspaper is making progress.
To bad principles is now added something else —
baseness.

Ipa (frightened). . Father!

OLDENDORF (comang forward). Colonel, how can you jus-
tify this insulting expression?

CoroNEL (holding out the paper to him). Look here! That
stands in your paper! In your paper, Oldendorf!
OvpExporr. The tone of the attack is not quite as calm as

I could have wished —

CoroNeL. Not quite so calm? Not really?

Orpexporr. In substance the attack is justified.

CoroverL. Sir! You dare say that to me!

Toa. Father!

OvpeExporr. Colonel, I donot comprehend this attitude, and
I beg you to consider that we are speaking before wit-
nesses.

Coronen. Do not ask for any consideration. It would
have been your place to show consideration for the man
whose friendship you are otherwise so ready to claim.

Vor. XII—2
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Ovrpexporr. But, first of all, tell me frankly what is your
own connection with the articles attacked in the
Coriolanus?

CoroNeL. A very chance connection, too insignificant in
your eyes to deserve your regard. The articles are
by me!

Ipa. Heavens!

OLDENDORF (vehemently). By you? Articles in the paper
of this gentleman?

Iba (entreating him). Edward!

OLpENDORF (more calmly). The Union has attacked not you
but an unknown person, who to us was merely a par-
tisan of this gentleman. You would have spared us
both this painful scene had you not concealed from me
the fact that you are a correspondent of the Coriolanus.

Coroxer. You will have to stand my continuing not to
make you a confidant of my actions. You have here
given me a printed proof of your friendship, which does
not- make me long for other proofs.

OLpENDORF (taking up his hat). 1 can only say that I deeply
regret the occurrence, but do not feel myself in the
least to blame. T hope, Colonel, .that, when you think
the matter over calmly, you will come to the same con-
clusion. Good-by, Miss Ida. Good day to you.

) [Exit as far as centre door.]

Ipa (entreating). Father, don’t let him leave us that way!

CoroNeL. It is better than to have him stay.

Enter ADELAIDE.

ApELATDE (entering in elegant traveling costume, meets
OLDENDORF at the door). Not so fast, Professor!
[OLbENDORF kisses her hand and leaves.]
Ipa }( together) Adelaide! [Falls into her arms.]
CoLoNEL g *  Adelaide! And at such a moment!
ApeLaE (holding Iva fast and stretching out her hand to
the CoronerL). Shake hands with your compatriot.
Aunt sends love, and Rosenau Manor, in its brown
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autumn dress, presents its humble compliments. The
fields lie bare, and in the garden the withered leaves
dance with the wind.— Ah, Mr. von Senden!

CorLoNEL (introducing). Mr. Blumenberg, the editor.

SexpEN. We are delighted to welcome our zealous agri-
culturist to the city.

ApeLAIDE. And we should have been pleased occasionally
to meet our neighbor in the country.

CoroneL. He has a great deal to do here. He is a great
politician, and works hard for the good ca&e.

Aperaipe. Yes, indeed, we read of his doings in the news-
paper. I drove through your fields yesterday. Your
potatoes are not all in yet. Your steward didn’t get
through with the work.

SeENDEN. You Rosenau people are privileged to get through
a week earlier than any one else.

Aperame. On the other hand, we have nothing to do but
to farm. (A4micably.) The neighbors send greetings.

SexpEN. Thank you. We must relinquish you now to
friends who have more claim on you than we have. But
will you not receive me in the course of the day so that
I can ask for the news from home? [AprLAIDE inclines
her head.]

SExDEN. Good-by, Colonel. (To Ipa.) My respectful
compliments, Miss Berg.

[Exit together with BLUMENBERG.]

Ipa (embracing ApeLapE). 1 have you at last. Now every-
thing will be all right!

AperLaipe. What is to be ali right? Is anything not all
right? Back there some one passed me more quickly
than usual, and here I see glistening eyes and a fur-
rowed brow. [Kisses her on the eyes.] They shall
not ruin your pretty eyes. And you, honored friend,
turn a more friendly countenance to me.

CoLoveL. You must stay with us all winter; it will be the
first you have given us in a long time; we shall try to
deserve such a favor.

L}
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ApeLame (seriously). It is the first one since my father’s
death that I have cared to mingle with the world again.
Besides, I have business that calls me here. You know
I came of age this summer, and my legal friend, Judge
Schwarz, requires my presence. Listen, Ida, the serv-
ants are unpacking, go and see that things are properly
put away. (dAside.) And put a damp cloth over your
eyes for people can see that you have been crying.
[Exit Ipa to the right. ApeLAE quickly goes up to
the CdONEL.] What is the matter with Ida and the
professor?

CoroxeL. That would be a long story. I shall not spoil
my pleasure with it now. We men are at odds; our
views are too opposed.

ApeLame. But were not your views opposed before this,
too? And yet you were on such good terms with
Oldendorf!

CoroneL. They were not so extremely opposed as now.

ApeLapE. And which of you has changed his views?

Coroner. H’m! Why, he, of course. He is led astray in
great part by his evil companions. There are some
men, journalists on his paper, and especially there is
a certain Bolz.

ApELADE (astde). What’s this I hear?

CoroNeL. But probably you know him yourself. Why, he
comes from your neighborhood.

ApeLame. He is a Rosenau boy.

CorLoNEL. I remember. Your father, the good old general,
could not endure him.

ApELAE. At least he sometimes said so.

CoroNEL. Since then this Bolz has become queer. His
mode of life is said to be irregular, and I fear his
morals are pretty loose. Heis Oldendorf’s evil genius.

Aperampe. That would be a pity!— No,Idonot believeit!

Coroxer. What do you not believe, Adelaide?

ApeLatDE (smiling). Idonotbelieve in evil geniuses. What
has gone wrong between you and Oldendorf can be set
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right again. Enemies today, friends tomorrow — that
1s the way in politics; but Ida’s feelings will not change
so quickly. Colonel, I have brought with me a beau-
tiful design for a dress. That new dress I mean to
wear this winter as bridesmaid.

CoroneL. No chance of it! You can’t catch me that way,
girl. I’ll carry the war into the enemy’s country. Why
do you drive other people to the altar and let your own
whole neighborhood joke you about being the Sleeping
Beauty and the virgin farmer?

AperaIpE (laughing). Well, so they do.

CorLoNEL. The richest heiressin the whole distriet! Courted
by a host of adorers, yet so firmly intrenched against
all sentiment; no one can comprehend it.

Aperaipe. My dear Colonel, if our young gentlemen were
as lovable as certain older ones—but, alas! they
are not.

CorLoxeL. You shan’t escape me. We shall hold you fast
in town, until we find one among our young men whom
you will deem worthy-to be enrolled under your com-
mand. For whoever be your chosen husband, he will
have the same experience I have had —namely, that,
first or last, he will have to do your bidding.

ApeLamE (quickly). Will you do my bidding with regard
to Ida and the professor? Now I have you!

CoroneL. Will you do me the favor of choosing your hus-
band this winter while you are with us? Yes? Now
I have you!

Aperame. It’s a bargain! Shake hands! [Holds out her
hand to him.]

CorLoNEL (puts his hand in hers, laughing). Well, you’re
outwitted. [Exit through centre door.]

ApeLAE (alone). I don’t think I am. What, Mr. Conrad
Bolz! Is that your reputation among people! You
live an irregular life? You have loose morals? You
are an evil genins?—

¢
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Enter KORB.

Kore (through the centre door with a package). Where
shall T put the account-books and the papers, Miss
Adelaide?

ApeLaE. In my apartment. Tell me, dear Korb, did you
find your room here in order?

Kors. In the finest order. The servant has given me two
wax candles; it is pure extravagance.

ApEramE. You need not touch a pen for me this whole day.
I want you to see the town and look up your acquaint-

~ances. You have acquaintances here, I suppose?

Kore. Not very many. It is more than a year since 1 was
last here.

ApeLaE (indifferently). But are there no people from
Rosenau here?

Kore. Among the soldiers are four from the village.
There is John Lutz of Schimmellutz —

ApeLame. I know. Have you no other acquaintance here
from the village?

Kors. None at all, except him, of course—

AperapeE. Except him? Whom do you mean?

Kore. Why, our Mr. Conrad.

ApeLaE. Ob, to be sure! Are you not going to visit him?
I thought you had always been good friends.

Kors. Going to visit him? That is the first place I am
going to. I have been looking forward to it during the
whole journey. He is a faithful soul of whom the vil-
lage has a right to be proud.

ApEramE (warmly). Yes, he has a faithful heart.

Kors (eagerly). Evermerry, ever friendly, and so attached
to the village! Poor man, it is a long time since he was
there!

Aperape. Don’t speak of it!

Kors. He will ask me about everything—about the
farming —

ApeLaE (eagerly). And about the horses. The old sor-
rel he was so;fond of riding is still alive.
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Kors. And about the shrubs he planted with you.

Aperame. Especially about the lilac-bush where my arbor
now stands. Be sure you tell him about that.

Kore. And about the pond. Three hundred and sixty
carp! i

ApeLame. And sixty gold-tench; don’t forget that. And
the old carp with the copper ring about his body, that
he put there, came out with the last haul, and we threw
him back again.

Kors. And how he will ask about you, Miss Adelaide!

ApeEramE. Tell him I am well.

KorB. And how you have carried on the farming since the
general died; and that youn take his newspaper whlch I
read aloud to the farm-hands afterward.

Aperambe. Just that you need not tell him. [Sighing,
aside.] On these lines I shall learn nothing whatever.

. [Pause, gravely.] See here, dear Korb, I have heard
all sorts of things about Mr. Bolz that surprise me.
He is said to live an irregular life.

Kore. Yes, I imagine he does; he always was a wild eolt.

Aperaipe. He is said to spend more than his income.

Kore. Yes, that is quite possible. But I am perfectly
sure he spends it merrily.

ApELADE (aside). Small consolation I shall get from him!
(Indifferently.) He has now a good position, I sup-
pose; won’t he soon be looking for a wife?

Kors. A wife? No,heisnotdoingthat. Itisimpossible.

Aperame. Well, I heard something of the kind; at least
he is said to be much interested in a young lady. Peo-
ple are talking of it.

Kors. Why, that would be —no, I don’t believe it. (Has-
tily.) But I'll ask him about it at once.

Aperame. Well, he would be the last person to tell you.
One learns such things from a man’s friends and
acquaintances. The village people ought to know it,
I suppose, if a Rosenau man marries.

Kors. Of course they should. I must get at the truth
of that.
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Aperame. You would have to go about it the right way.
You know how crafty he is.

Kors. Oh, I'll get round him all right. 1’1l find some way.

Aperame. Go, dear Korb! [Ewxit Kors.] Those were sad
tidings with which the Colonel met me. Conrad —im-
moral, unworthy? Itisimpossible! A noble character
cannot change to that extent. I do not believe one word
of what they say! [Ezit.]

Scene 11

Editorial room of the “ Union.” Doors in the centre and on both sides.
On the left, in the foreground, a desk with newspapers and documents.
On the right, a similar, smaller table. Chairs.

Enter BoLz, through the side door on the right, then MILLER through the

centre door.

Bowz (eagerly). Miller! Factotum! Where is the mail?

MiLLER (nimbly with a package of letters and newspapers).
Here is the mail, Mr. Bolz; and here, from the press,
is the proof-sheet of this evening’s issue to be corrected.

Borz (at the table on the left quickly opewing, looking
through, and marking letters with a pencil). I have
already corrected the proof, old rascal!

MrmLer. Not quite. Down here is still the ‘¢ Miscellane-
ous ’> which Mr. Bellmaus gave the type-setters.

Bovz. Letushaveit! [Readsinthenéwspaper.] ¢ Wash-
ing stolen from the yard’’—*¢Triplets born’’—
‘¢ Concert ’—*¢ Concert —‘¢ Meeting of an Associa-
tion ?’ —¢¢ Theatre >’ —all in order — ‘¢ Newly invented
engine ”’—*‘‘ The great sea-serpent spied.” [Jump-
g up.] What the deuce is this? Is he bringing up
the old sea-serpent again? It ought to be cooked into
a jelly for him, and he be made to eat it cold. [Hurries
to the door on the right.] Bellmaus, monster, come
out!

Enter BELLMAUS.

BerLrLMavs (from the right, pen in hand). What is the

matter? Why all this noise?
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Bovz (solemnly). Bellmaus, when we did you the honor
of intrusting you with the odds and ends for this
newspaper, we never expected you to bring the ever-
lasting great sea-serpent writhing through the columns
of our journal!— How could you put in that worn-
out old lie?

BrrLmavus. It just fitted. There were exactly six lines
left.

Borz. That is an excuse, but not a good one. Invent your
own stories. What are you a journalist for? Make
a little ‘‘ Communication,”” an observation, for in-
stance, on human life in general, or something about
dogs running around loose in the streets; or choose
a bloodcurdling story such as a murder out of polite-
ness, or how a woodchuck bit seven sleeping children, -
or something of that kind. So infinitely much happens,
and so infinitely much does not happen, that an honest
newspaper man ought never to be without news.

Berrmavs. Give it here, I will change it. [Goes to the
table, looks into a printed sheet, cuts a clipping from
1t with large shears, and pastes it on the copy of the
newspaper.]

Borz. That’s right, my son, so do, and mend thy ways.
[Opening the door on the right.] XKimpe, can you
come in a moment? (70 MiLLER, who is waiting at the
door.) Take that proof straight tothe press! [MiLLEr
takes the sheet from BeLLMAUS and hurries off.]

Enter KAMPE.

Kimpe. But I can’t write anything decent while you are
making such a noise.

Borz. You can’t? What have you just written, then? At
most, I imagine, a letter to a ballet-dancer or an order
to your tailor.

Brrumaus. No, he writes tender letters. He is seriously
in love, for he took me walking in the moonlight yester-
day and scorned the idea of a drink.
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Kimpe (who has seated himself comfortably). Gentlemen,
it is unfair to call a man away from his work for the
sake of making such poor jokes.

Borz. Yes, yes, he evidently slanders you when he main-

~ tains that you love anything else but your new boots
and to some small degree your own person. You your-
self are a love-spurting nature, little Bellmaus. You
glow like a fusee whenever you see a young lady.
Spluttering and smoky you hover around her, and yet
don’t dare even to address her. But we must be lenient
with him; his shyness is to blame. He blushes in
woman’s presence, and 1is still capable of lovely
emotions, for he started out to be a lyrie poet.

BerLmavus. 1 don’t care to be continually reproached with
my poems. Did I ever read them to you?

Borz. No, thank Heaven, that audacity you never had.
(Seriously.) But, now, gentlemen, to business. To-
day’s number is ready. Oldendorf is not yet here, but
meanwhile, let us hold a confidential session. Olden-
dorf must be chosen deputy from this town to the next
Parliament; our party and the Unton must put that
through. How does our stock stand today?

Kimpe. Remarkably high. Our opponents agree that no
other candidate would be so dangerous for them, and
our friends everywhere are most hopeful. But you
know how little that may signify. Here is the list of
the voters. Our election committee sends word to you
that our calculations were correct. Of the hundred
voters from our town, forty surely ours. About an
equal number are pledged to the other party; the
remnant of some twenty votes are undecided. It is
clear that the election will be determined by a very
small majority.

Borz. Of course we shall have that majority — a majority
of from eight to ten votes. Just say that, everywhere,
with the greatest assuredness. Many a one who is still
undecided will come over to us on hearing that we are
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the stronger. Where is the list of our uncertain
voters? [Looks it over.]

Kimpe. I have placed a mark wherever our friends think
some influence might be exerted.

Borz. 1 see two crosses opposite one name; what do they
signify?

Kimpe. That is Piepenbrink, the wine-dealer Piepenbrink.
He has a large following in his distriet,is a well-to-do
man, and, they say, can command five or six votes
among his adherents. : :

Borz. Him we must have. What sort of a man is he?

Kimpe. He is very blunt, they say, and no politician at all.

BeLLmavus. But he has a pretty daughter.

Kimpe. What’s the use of his pretty daughter? I’d
rather he had an ugly wife — one could get at him more
easily.

Berumaus. Yes, but he has one—a lady with little curls
and fiery red ribbons in her cap.

Borz. Wife or no wife, the man must be ours. Hush,
some one is coming; that is Oldendorf’s step. He
needn’t know anything of our conference. Go to'your
room, gentlemen. To be continued this evening.

Kimpe (at the door). It is still agreed, I suppose, that in
the next number I resume the attack on the new corre-
spondent of the Coriolanus, the one with the arrow.

Borz. Yes, indeed. Pitch into him, decently but hard.
Just now, on the eve of the election, a little row with
our opponents will do us good; and the articles with
the arrow give us a great opening.

[Exeunt KimPE and BELLMAUS.]

Enter OLDENDORF through cenire door.

OrpENDORF. Good-day, Conrad.

Bowz (at the table on the right, looking over the list of
voters). Blessed be thy coming! The mail is over
there; there is nothing of importance.

OLpExpORF. Do you need me here today?
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Borz. No, my darling. This evening’s issue is ready. For
tomorrow Kimpe is writing the leading article.

OLpExDORF. About what?

Borz. A little skirmish with the Coriolanus. Another one
against the unknown correspondent with the arrow
who attacked our party. But do not worry; I told
Kimpe to make the article dignified, very dignified.

OLpExporr. For Heaven’s sake, don’t! The article must
not be written.

Borz. 1 fail to comprehend you. What use are political
opponents if you cannot attack them?

Orpenporr. Now see here! These articles were written
by the Colonel; he told me so himself today.

Borz. . Thunder and lightning!

OLpExDORF (gloomily). You may imagine that along with
this admission went other intimations which place me
just now in a very uncomfortable position as regards
the Colonel and his family.

Bowz (seriously). And what does the Colonel want you
to do?

OLpExporr. He will be reconciled to me if I resign the
editorship of this paper and withdraw as candidate
for election.

Borz. The devil! He is moderate in his demands!

OvpExporr. 1 suffer under this discord; to you, as my
friend, I can say so.

Bowrz (going up to him and pressing his hand). Solemn
moment of manly emotion!

OvpeEnporRF. Don’t play the clown just now. You can
imagine how unpleasant my position in the Colonel’s
house has become. The worthy old gentleman either
frigid or violent; the conversation spiced with bitter
allusions; Ida suffering—1I can often see that she has
been erying. If our party wins and I become member
for the town, I fear I shall lose all hope of marrying
Ida.
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Bovrz (vehemently). And if you withdraw it will be a
serious blow to our party. (Rapidly and emphatically.)
The coming session of Parliament will determine the
fate of the country. The parties are almost equal.
Every loss is a blow of a vote to our cause. In this
town we have no other candidate but you, who is suffi-
ciently popular to make his election probable. If you
withdraw from the contest, no matter what the reason,
our opponents win.

OvrpeExnporF. Unfortunately what you say is true.

Bovz (with continued vehemence). I won’t dwell on my
confidence in your talents. I am convinced that, in the
House, and, possibly, as one of the ministers, you will
be of service to your country. I merely ask you, now,
to remember your duty to our political friends,
who have pinned their faith on you, and to this paper
and ourselves, who for three years have worked for
the credit of the name of Oldendorf which heads our
front page. Your honor is at stake, and every moment
of wavering is wrong.

OrLpENDORF (dignified). You are exciting yourself without
reason. I too deem it wrong to retire now when I am
told that our cause needs me. But in confessing to
you, my friend, that my decision means a great per-
sonal sacrifice, I am not compromising either our cause
or ourselves as individuals.

Borz (soothingly). Right you are! You are a loyal com-
rade. And so peace, friendship, courage! Your old
Colonel won’t be inexorable.

OrpeExporr. He has grown intimate with Senden, who flat-
ters him in every way, and has plans, I fear, which
affect me also. I should feel still more worried but
for knowing that I have now a good advocate in the
Colonel’s house. Adelaide Runeck has just arrived.

Borz. Adelaide Runeck? She into the bargain! (Quickly
calling through the door on the right.) Kimpe, the
article against the knight of the arrow is not to be
written. Understand?
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Enter KAMPE.

KimpE (at the door, pen in hand). But what is to be writ-
ten, then?

Borz. The devil only knows! See here! Perhaps I can
induce Oldendorf to write the leading article for
tomorrow himself. But at all events you must have
something on hand.

Kimpe. But what?

Borz (excitedly). For all I care write about emigration
to Australia; that, -at any rate, will give no offense.

Kimpe. Good! Am I to encourage it or advise against it?

Bovz (quickly). Advise against it, of course; we need
every one who is willing to work here at home. Depict
Australia as a contemptible hole. Be perfectly truth-
ful but make it as black as possible—how the Kan-
garoo, balled into a heap, springs with invincible malice
at the settler’s head, while the duckbill nips at the back
of his legs; how the gold-seeker has, in winter, to
stand up to his neck in salt water while for three
months in summer he has not a drop to drink; how he
may live through all that only to be eaten up at last
by thievish natives. Make it very vivid and end up
with the latest market prices for Australian wool from
the Times. You’ll find what books you need in the
library. [Slams the door to.]

OrpENDORF (at the table). Do you know Miss Runeck? She
often inquires about you in her letters to Ida.

Borz. Indeed? Yes, to be sure, I know her. We are from
the same village —she from the manor-house, I from
the parsonage. My father taught us together. Oh,
yes, I know her!

OvpExporr. How comes it that you have drifted so far
apart? You never speak of her.

Borz. H’m! It is an old story—family quarrels, Mon-
tagues and Capulets. I have not seen her for a long
time. .

OrpENDORF (smiling). I hope that you too were not
estranged by politics.
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Borz. Polities did, indeed, have something to do with our
separation; you see it is the common misfortune that
party life destroys friendship.

OLpExporF. Sad to relate! In religion any educated man
will tolerate the convictions of another; but in politics
we treat each other like reprobates if there be the
slightest shade of difference of opinion between us.

Borz (aside). Matter for our next article! (Aloud.)
‘“ The slightest shade of difference of opinion between
us.”” Just what I think! We must have that in our
paper! (Entreating.) Look! A nice little virtuous
article: ‘“An admonition to our voters — Respect our
opponents, for they are, after all, our brothers!”’
(Urging him more and more.) Oldendorf, that would
be something for you—there is virtue and humanity
in the theme; writing will divert you, and you owe the
paper an article because you forbade the feud. Please
do me the favor! Go into the back room there and
write. No one shall disturb you.

OLpENDORF (smiling). You are just a vulgar intriguer!

Borz (forcing him from his chair). Please, you’ll find ink
and paper there. Come, deary, come! [He accom-
panies him to the door on the left. Exit OLDENDORF.
Bovz calling after him.] Will you have a cigar? An
old Henry Clay? [Draws a cigar-case from his pocket.]
No? Don’t make it too short; it is to be the principal
article! [He shuts the door, calls through the door on
the right.] The professor is writing the article him-
self. See that nobody disturbs him! [Coming to the
front.] So thatis settled.—Adelaide hereintown! I’ll
go straight to her! Stop, keep cool, keep cool! Old
Bolz, you are no longer the brown lad from the par-
sonage. And even if you were, she has long since
changed. Grass has grown over the grave of a certain
childish inclination. Why are you suddenly thumping
so, my dear soul? Here in town she is just as far off
from you as on her estates. [Seating himself and play-
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ing with a pencil.] ‘¢ Nothing like keeping cool,’’ mur-
mured the salamander as he sat in the stove fire.
Enter KorB.

Kors. Is Mr. Bolz in?

Bovz (jumping up). Korb! My dear Korb! Welcome,
heartily welcome! It is good of you not to have for-
gotten me. [Shakes hands with him.] I am very glad
to see you.

Kors. And I even more to see you. Here we are in town.
The whole village sends greetings! From Anton the
stable-boy —he is now head man—to the old night
watchman whose horn you once hung up on the top of
the tower. Oh, what a pleasure this is!

Borz. How is Miss Runeck? Tell me, old chap!

Kors. Very well indeed, now. But we have been through
much. The late general was ill for four years. It was
a bad time. You know he was always an irritable man.

Borz. Yes, he was hard to manage.—

Kors. And especially during his illness. But Miss Ade-
laide took care of him, so gentle and so pale, like a
perfect lamb. Now, since his death, Miss Adelaide
runs the estate, and like the best of managers. The
village is prospering again. I will tell you everything,
but not until this evening. Miss Adelaide is waiting
for me; I merely ran in quickly to tell you that we are
here,

Borz. Don’t be in such a hurry, Korb.—So the people in
the village still think of me?

Kors. I should say they did! No one can understand why
you don’t come near us. If was another matter while
the old gentleman was alive, but now —

Bovrz (seriously). My parents are dead; a stranger lives in
the parsonage.

Kors. But we in the manor-hoyse are still alive! Miss
Runeck would surely be delighted —

Borz. Does she still remember me?

Kors. Of course she does. This very day she asked about
you.
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Borz. What did she ask, old chap?

Kore. She asked me if it was true what people are saying,
that you have grown very wild, make debts, run after
girls, and are up to the devil generally.

Bovz. Good gracious! You stood up for me, I trust?

Kors. Of course! I told her that all that might be taken
for granted with you.

Borz. Confound it! That’s what she thinks of me, is it?
Tell me, Korb, Miss Adelaide has many suitors, has she
not?

Kors. The sands of the sea are as nothing to it.

Borz (vexed). But yet she can finally choose only one, I
suppose.

Kors (slyly). Correct! But which one? That’s the ques-
tion.

Borz. Which do you think it will be?

Kors. Well, that is difficult to say. There is this Mr. von
Senden who is now living in fown. If any one has a
chance it is probably he. He fusses about us like a
weasel. Just as I was leaving he sent to the house a
whole dozen of admission cards to the great féte at
the club. It must be the sort of club where the upper
classes go arm-in-arm with the townspeople.

Borz. Yes, it is a political society of which Senden is
a director. It is casting out a great net for voters.
And the Colonel and the ladies are going?

Kors. I hear they are. I, too, received a card.

Borz (to himself). Has it come to this? Poor Oldendorf!
— And Adelaide at the club féte of Mr. von Senden!

Kors (to himself). How am I going to begin and find out
about his love-affairs? (d4loud.) Oh, see here, Mr.
Conrad, one thing more! Have you possibly some real
good friend in this concern to whom you could intro-
duce me?

Borz. Why, old chap?

Kors. 1t is only—1I am a stranger here, and often have

commissions and errands where I need advice. I
Vor. XII —3
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should like to have some one to consult should you
chance to be away, or with whom I could leave word
for you.

Borz. You will find me here at almost any time of day.
[At the door.] Bellmaus! [Enter BELLmMavus.] You
see this gentleman here. He is an honored old friend
of mine from my native village. Should he happen not
to find me here, you take my place.— This gentleman’s
name is Bellmaus, and he is a good fellow.

Kors. I am pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Bell-
maus.

Berimavs. And I to make yours. You have not told
me his name yet.

Borz. Korb. He has had a great deal to carry in his life,
and has often carried me on his back, too.

BerLamus. I too am pleased, Mr. Korb. [They shake
hands.]

Kors. Well, that is in order, and now I must go or Miss
Adelaide will be waiting.

Borz. Good-by! Hope to see you very soon again.

[Ezit KorB; exit BELLMAUS through door on the right.]

Borz (alone). So this Senden is courting her! Oh, that is
bitter!

Enter HENNING, followed by MILLER.

Hex~ineg (in his dressing-gown, hurriedly, with a printed
roll in his hand). Your servant, Mr. Bolz! Is ‘‘ oppo-
nent ’’ spelt with one p or with two p’s? The new
proofreader has corrected it one p.

Bovrz (deep in his thoughts). Estimable Mr. Henning, the
Union prints it with two p’s.

Henxine. 1 said so at once. [To Mmirer.] It must be
changed; the press is waiting. [Ezit MiLLER hastily.]
I took occasion to read the leading article. Doubtless
you wrote it yourself. It is very good, but too sharp,
Mr. Bolz. Pepper and mustard —that will . give
offense; it will cause bad blood.

Bovz (still deep in his thoughts, violently). 1 always did
have an antipathy to this man!
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Hex~ing (hurt). How? What? Mr. Bolz? You have an
antipathy to me?

Borz. To whom? No, dear Mr. Henning, you are a good
fellow and would be the best newspaper owner in the
world, if only you were not often as frightened as a -
hare. [Embraces him.] My regards to Mrs. Henning,
sir, and leave me alone. I am thinking up my next
article. v

Henxine (while he is being thrust out). But do, please,
write very moderately and kindly, dear Mr. Bolz.

Bowvz (alone, walking to and fro again). Senden avoids me
whenever he can. He stands things from me that any
one else would strongly resent. Is it possible that he
suspects —

Enter MILLER.

Mmrer (hurriedly). A lady I don’t know wishes to pay her
respects to you.

Borz. A lady! And to me?

Mrrer. To the editor. [Hands him a card.]

Borz (reads). Leontine Pavoni-Gessler, née Melloni from
Paris. She must have to do with art. Is she pretty?

MrLer. H’'m! So, so!

Borz. Then tell her we are very sorry that we eannot have
the pleasure, that it is the editor’s big washing-day.

MiLLer. What?

Borz (vehemently). Washing, children’s washing. That
we are sitting up to the elbows in soapsuds.

Mmrer (laughing). And 1 am to—

Bovrz (impatiently). You’re a blockhead! [At the door.]
Bellmaus! [Enter BeLumavus.] Stay here and receive
the visitor. [Gives him the card.]

BeLumavus. Ah, that is the new ballet-dancer who is ex-
pected here. [Inspecting his coat.] But I'm not
dressed for it!

Borz. All the more dressed she will be. [To MiLER.]
Show the lady in. [Exit MILLER. ]
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Berimavs. But really I cannot—
Bovrz (irritably). Oh the devil, don’t put on airs! [Goes
to the table, puts papers in the drawer, seizes his hat.]

Enter MADAME PAVONI.

Mapame Pavont. Have I the honor of seeing before me the
editor of the Union?

BerLimavus (bowing). To be sure—that is to say—won’t
you kindly be seated? [Pushes up chairs.]

Borz. Adelaide is clear-sighted and clever. How can she
possibly fail to see through that fellow?

Mapame Pavoni. Mr. Editor, the intelligent articles about
art which adorn your paper — have prompted me —

BerLmaus. Ob, please!

Bovrz (having made up his mind). I must gain entrance into
this elub-féte!

[Exit with a bow to the lady. BeLLMAUS and MabaME
Pavont sit facing each other.]

ACT II

Scexe I

The COLONEL'S summer parlor. In the foreground on the right IpA and
ADELAIDE, next to ADELAIDE the COLONEL, all sitting. In fromt of them
a table with coffee set.

CoLoNEL (in conversation with ADELAIDE, laughing). A
splendid story, and cleverly told! I am heartily glad
that you are with us, dear Adelaide. Now, at any rate,
we shall talk about something else at table besides this
everlasting politics! H’m! The professor has not
come today. He never used to miss our coffee-hour.
[Pause; ApeLawme and Ipa look at each other. Ipa
sighs.]

AperLame. Perhaps he has work to do.

Ipa. Or he is vexed with us because I am going to the féte
tonight.
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CoroNEL (irritably). Nonsense, you are not his wife nor
even openly his fiancée. You are in your father’s house
and belong in my circle.—H’m! I see he treasures it
up against me that I did some plain speaking the other
day. I think I was a little impatient.

ApELADE (nodding her head). Yes, a little, I hear.

1oa. He is worried about the way you feel, dear father.

Coroner. Well, I have reason enough to be vexed; don’t
remind me of it. And that, in addition, he lets himself
be mixed up in these elections, is unpardonable.
[Walks up and down.] But you had better send for
him, Ida.

IpA rings. Enter CARL.

Ipa. Our compliments to the professor and we are wait-
ing coffee for him. [Exit CarL.]

CoroneL. Well, that about waiting was not quite neces-
sary. Why, we have finished our coffee.

AperLape. Ida has not finished yet.

Ipa. Hush!

Aperame. Why did he ever let himself be put up as candi-
date? He has plenty to do as it is.

CoLoNEL. Pure ambition, girls. The devil of ambition pos-
sesses these young men. He impels them as steam does
a locomotive.

Inpa. No, father, he never thought of himself in the matter.

CoroNeL. It does not stand out quite so nakedly as, ‘I
must make a career for myself,”’ or ¢‘ I wish to become
a famous man.’’ The procedure is more delicate. The
good friends come along and say: ‘‘ Your duty to the
good cause requires you to—it is a erime against your
country if you do not—it is a sacrifice for you but we
demand it.”” And so a pretty mantle is thrown around
vanity, and the candidate issues forth—from pure
patriotism of course! Don’t teach an old soldier
worldly wisdom. We, dear Adelaide, sit calmly by and
laugh at such weaknesses.
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Aperame. And are indulgent toward them when we have
so good a heart as you.
CoLoNEL. Yes, one profits by experience.

Enter CARL.

Carr. Mr. von Senden and two other gentlemen.

CoroneL. What do they want? Pleased to see them!
[Exit CarL.] Allow me to have them shown in here,
children. Senden never stays long. He is a roving
spirit. [The ladies rise.]

Ipa. The hour is again spoiled for us.

Aperame. Don’t mind it; we shall have all the more time
to dress. [Exeunt Ipa and ADELAIDE on the left.]

Enter SENDEN, BLUMENBERG, a third gentleman.

Sexpex. Colonel, we come on behalf of the committee for
the approaching election to notify you that that com-
mittee has unanimously voted to make you, Colonel,
our party’s candidate.

CoLoneEL. Me?

SeExpEN. The committee begs you to accept this nomina-
tion so that the necessary announcement can be made
to the voters at this evening’s féte.

CoroNEL. Are you in earnest, dear Senden? Where did
the committee get such an idea?

SExpeEN. Colonel, our president, who had previously
agreed to run for our town, found that it would be more
advantageous to be candidate from a provincial dis-
trict; apart from him no one of our townsmen is so
well known and so popular with the citizens as your-
self. If you accede to our request our party is certain
of vietory; if you refuse, there is every probability .
that our opponents will have their own way. You will
agree with us that such an eventuality must be avoided
under all circumstances.

CoroneL. I see all that; but, on personal grounds, it is
impossible for me to help our friends in this matter.
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SENDEN (%o the others). Let me explain to the Colonel cer-
tain things which will possibly make him look favor-
ably on our request.

[Exeunt BLUMENBERG and the other gentlemen into
the garden, where they are visible from tiume to
time.]

CoroneL. But, Senden, how could you put me in this em-
barrassing position? You know that for years Olden-
dorf has frequented my house and that it will be ex-
tremely unpleasant for me openly to oppose him.

Sexpen. If the professor is really so devoted to you and
your household, he has now the best opportunity to
show it. It is a foregone conclusion that he will at
once withdraw.

Coroner. I am not quite so sure of that; he is very stub-
born in many ways.

Sexpen. If he do not withdraw such egotism can scarcely
still be called stubbornness. And in such a case you
would scarcely be under obligations to him; obliga-
tions, Colonel, which might work injury to the whole
country. Besides, he has no chance of being elected if
you accept, for you will defeat him by a majority not
large but sure.

CoroveL. Are we so perfectly certain of this majority?

SExpeEN. I think I can guarantee it. Blumenberg and the
other gentlemen have made very thorough inquiries.

CoroxeL. It would serve the professor quite right if he
had to withdraw in my favor.— But no—no; it will
not do at all, my friend.

SexpeEn. We know, Colonel, what a sacrifice we are asking
of you, and that nothing could compensate you for it
save the consciousness of having done your country a
great service.

CoroveL. To be sure.

Sexpex. It would be so regarded in the capital, too, and I
am convinced that your entering the House would also
cause pleasure in other circles than those of your
numerous friends and admirers.
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CoroNeL. I should meet there many old friends and com-
rades. (Aside.) I should be presented at Court.
SenpeEx. The minister of war asked very warmly after
you the other day; he too must have been one of your
companions in arms.

CorLoneL. Yes indeed! As young blades we served in the
same company and played many mad pranks together.
It would be a pleasure to see him now in the House,
drawing his honest face into dark lines. He was a wild
devil in the regiment, but a fine boy.

SexpeN. Nor will he be the only one to receive you with

open arms.
CoLoneL. In any case, I should have to think the matter
over.

SexpEx. Don’t be angry, Colonel, if I urge you to decide.
This evening we have to introduce their candidate to
our citizen guests. It is high time, or all is lost.

CoLoNEL (hesitating). Senden, you put a knife to my
throat! [SexpeN, from the door, motions the gentle-
men in the garden to come in.]

Brumeneere. We venture to urge you, knowing that so
good a soldier as you, Colonel, makes up his mind
quickly.

CoLo~EL (after struggling inwardly). Well, so be it, gentle-
men, I accept! Tell the committee I appreciate their
confidence. This evening we will talk over details.

BrumenBere. We thank you, Colonel. The whole town will
be rejoiced to hear of your decision.

CoLoNEL. Good-by until this evening. [Ezeunt the visit-
ors; CoLoNEL alone, thoughtfully.] 1 fear I ought not
to have accepted so quickly; but I had to do the minister
of war that favor. What will the girls say to it? And
Oldendorf? [Enter OLpExporr.] There he is him-
self. [Clears his throat.] He will be astonished. I
can’t help it, he must withdraw. Good morning, Pro-
fessor, you come just at the right moment.
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OrpeNporF (hastily). Colonel, there is a report in town
that Mr. von Senden’s party have put you up as their
candidate. I ask for your own assurance that you
would not accept such a nomination.

CoroNeL. And, supposing the proposition had been made
to me, why should I not accept as well as you? Yes,
rather than you; for the motives that would determine
me are sounder than your reasons.

OLpExDORF. So there is some foundation then to the
rumor?

CoroneL. To be frank, it is the truth. I have accepted.
You see in me your opponent.

Ovpexporr. Nothing so bad has yet occurred to trouble
our relations. Colonel, could not the memory of a
friendship, hearty and undisturbed for years, induce
you to avoid this odious conflict?

CoroneL. Oldendorf, I could not act otherwise, believe me.
It is your place now to remember our old friendship.
You are a younger man, let alone other relationships;
you are the one now to withdraw.

OLpENDORF (more excitedly). Colonel, I have known you
for years. I know how keenly and how deeply you feel
things and how little your ardent disposition fits youn
to bear the petty vexations of current politics, the wear-
ing struggle of debates. Oh, my worthy friend, do
listen to my exhortations and take back your consent.

CoroxEL. Let that be my concern. I am an old block of
hard timber. Think of yourself, dear Oldendorf. You
are young, you have fame as a scholar; your learning
assures you every success. Why, in another sphere of
activity, do you seek to exchange honor and recognition
for naught but hatred, mockery, and humiliation? For
with such views as yours you cannot fail to harvest
them. Think it over. Be sensible, and withdraw.

OrpExporr. Colonel, could I follow my own inclinations I
should do so on the spot. But in this contest I am under
obligations to my friends. I cannot withdraw now.



42 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

CorLoNEL (excitedly). Nor can I withdraw, lest I harm the
good cause. We are no further now than in the begin-
ning. (Aside.) Obstinate fellow! [Both walk up and
down on opposite sides of the stage.] Youhavenot the
least chance whatever of being elected, Oldendorf; my
friends are sure of having the majority of the votes.
You are exposing yourself to a public defeat.
(Kindly.) 1 should dislike having you of all people
beaten by me; it will cause gossip and scandal. Just
think of it! It is perfectly useless for you to conjure
up the conflict.

OLpexDorRF. Even if it were such a foregone conclusion as
you assume, Colonel, I should still have to hold out to
the end. But as far as I ean judge the general senti-
ment, the result is by no means so certain. And think,
Colonel, if you should happen to be defeated —

CoroxNeL (irritated). I tell you, that will not be the case.

Ovpe~xporr, But if it should be? How odious that would
be for both of us! How would you feel toward me
then! I might possibly welcome a defeat in my heart;
for you it would be a terrible mortification, and,
Colonel, I dread this possibility.

Coro~NeL. For that very reason you should withdraw.

OrpeExporr. I can no longer do so; but there is still time
for you.

CoLoNEL (vehemently). Thunder and lightning, sir, I have
said yes; I am not the man to cap it with a no! [Both
walk up and down.] That appears to end it, Professor!
My wishes are of no account to you; I ought to have
known that! We must go our separate ways. We have
become open opponents; let us be honest enemies —

OLpENDORF (seizing the CoLoNeL’s hand). Colonel, I con-
sider this a most unfortunate day; for I see sad results
to follow. Rest assured that no circumstances can
shake my love and devotion for you.

CoLoneL. We are drawn up in line of battle, as it were.
You mean to let yourself be defeated by an old military
man. You shall have your desire.
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Orpenporr. I ask your permission to tell Miss Ida of our
conversation.

CorLoNEL (somewhat uneasy). You had better not do that
just now, Professor. An opportunity will come in due
time. At present the ladies are dressing. I myself will
say what is necessary.

Orpexporr. Farewell, Colonel, and think of me without
hard feelings.

CoroxeL. I will try my best, Professor. [Ewxit OLDEN-
porr.] He has not given in! What depths of ambi-
tion there are in these scholars!

Enter IpA, ADELAIDE.

Ipa. Was not that Edward’s voice?

CovroneL. Yes, my child.

Aperame. And he has gone away again? Has anything
happened?

Coronen. Well, yes, girls. To make a long story short,
Oldendorf does not become member for this town, but L

ADELAIDE (s Her) You, Colonel?

Ipa g " You, father?

Ipa. Has Edward withdrawn?

Aperame. Is the election over?

CoroveL. Neither one nor the other. Oldendorf has
proved his much-vaunted devotion to us by not with-
drawing, and election day is not yet past. But from
what I hear there is no doubt that Oldendorf will be
defeated.

Ipa. And you, father, have come out before everybody as
his opponent?

Aperame. And what did Oldendorf say to that, Colonel?

CorLoNeL. Don’t excite me, girls! Oldendorf was stubborn,
otherwise he behaved well, and as far as that is con-
cerned all is in order. The grounds which determined
me to make the sacrifice are very weighty. I will ex-
plain them to you more fully another time. The matter
is decided; I have accepted; let that suffice for the
present.
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Ipa. But, dear father —

CoLoneL. Leave me in peace, Ida, I have other things to
think of. This evening I am to speak in public; that
is, so to say, the custom at such elections. Don’t worry,
my child, we’ll get the better of the professor and his
clique.

[Exit CoLoNEL toward the garden. Ipa amd Abpe-
LAIDE stand facing each other and wring their
hands.]

Ina. What do you say to that?

Aperame. You are his daughter—what do you say?

Ina. Not possible!—Father! Scarcely had he finished
explaining to us thoroughly what petty mantles ambi-
tion assumes in such elections —

Aprrame. Yes, he described them right vividly, all the
little wraps and cloaks of vanity.

Ipa. And within an hour he lets them throw the cloak about
himself. Why, it is terrible! And if father is not
elected? It was wrong of Edward not to give in to
father’s weakness. Is that your love for me, Pro-
fessor? He, too, never thought of me!

Aperame. Shall T tell you what? Let us hope that they
both fail. These politicians! It was bad enough for
you when only one was in politics; now that both have
tasted of the intoxicating drink you are dome for.
Were I ever to come into a position to make a man my
master, I should impose upon him but one condition,
the wise rule of conduct of my old aunt: Smoke
tobacco, my husband, as much as you please; at most
it will spoil the walls; but never dare to look at a news-
paper — that will spoil your character. [Kors appears
at the door.] 'What news do you bring, Korb?

Kors (hastily, mysteriously). Itisn’t true!

ApELAIDE (the same). What isn’t true?

Kors. That he has a fiancée. He has no idea of it. His
friend says he has but one lady-love.

ApELAIDE (eagerly). Who is she?
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Kors. His newspaper.

AperamE (relieved). Ah, indeed. (4loud.) Omne can see
by that how many falsehoods people tell. It is good,
dear Korb. [Exit Kogs.]

Ipa. What isn’t true?

ApeLAIDE (sighing). ‘Well, that we women are cleverer
than men. We talk just as wisely and I fear are just
as glad to forget our wisdom at the first opportunity.
We are all of us together poor sinners!

Ipa. You can joke about it. You never knew what it was
to have your father and the man you loved oppose each
other as enemies.

AperamE. Do you think so? Well, I once had a good
friend who had foolishly given her heart to a hand-
some, high-spirited boy. She was a mere child and it was
a very touching relationship: knightly devotion on his
part and tender sighings on hers. Then the young hero-
ine had the misfortune to become very jealous, and so
far forgot poetry and deportment as to give her heart’s
chosen knight a box on the ear. It was only a little
box, but it had fateful consequences. The young lady’s
father had seen it and demanded an explanation. Then
the young knight acted like a perfeet hero. He took
all the blame upon himself and told the alarmed father
that he had asked the young lady to kiss him — poor
fellow, he never had the courage for such a thing!—
and the blow had been her answer. A stern man was
the father; he treated the lad very harshly. The hero
was sent away from his family and his home, and the
heroine sat lonely in her donjon-tower and mourned
her lost one.

Ipa. She ought to have told her father the truth.

ApELAIDE. Oh, she did. But her confession made matters
only worse. Years have gone by since then, and the
knight and his lady are now old people and have become
quite sensible.
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Ipa (smiling). And, because they are sensible, do they not
love each other any longer?

ApeLame. How the man feels about it, dear child, I cannot
tell you exactly. He wrote the lady a very beautiful
letter after the death of her father — that is all T know
about it. But the lady has greater confidence than
you, for she still hopes. (Earnestly.) Yes, she hopes;
and even her father permitted that before he died —
you see, she still hopes.

Ipa (embracing her). And who is the banished one for
whom she still hopes?

Aperame. Hush, dearest, that is a dark secret. Few per-
sons living know about it; and when the birds on the
trees of Rosenau tell each other the story they treat it
as a dim legend of their forefathers. They then sing
softly and sorrowfully, and their feathers stand on end
with awe. In due time you shall learn all about it;
but now you must think of the féte, and of how pretty
you are going to look.

Ipa. On the one hand the father, on the other the lover —
how will it end?

ApeLame. Do not worry. The one is an old soldier, the
other a young statesman; two types that we women
have wound around our little fingers from time
immemorial! [Both leave.]

Scene IT

Side room of a public hall. The rear wall a great arch with columns,
through which one looks into the lighted hall and through it into another.
On the left, toward the front, a door. On the right, tables and chairs;
chandeliers. Later, from time to time distant music. In the hall ladies
and gentlemen walking about or standing in groups. SENDEN, BLUMEN-
BERG, behind them SCHMOCK coming from the hall.

SenpEN. All is going well. There is a splendid spirit in
the company. These good townspeople are delighted
with our arrangements. It was a fine idea of yours,
Blumenberg, to have this féte.
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Brumexsere. Only hurry and get people warmed up!
It’s a good thing to begin with some musie. Vienna
waltzes are best on account of the women. Then comes
a speech from you, then some solo singing, and, at
supper, the introduction of the Colonel, and the toasts.
It can’t help being a success; the men must have hearts
of stone if they don’t give their votes in return for
such a féte.

SexpeN. The toasts have been apportioned.

BrumenBere. But the music?— Why has the musie
stopped?

SexpEN. I am waiting for the Colonel to arrive.

BrumexBeErae. He must be received with a blare of trum-
pets. It will flatter him, you know.

SexpexN. That’s what I ordered. Directly after, they start
up a march and we bring him in in procession.

BrumexBure. First rate! That will lend solemnity to his
entrance. Only think up your speech. Be popular, for
today we are among the rabble.

Enter guests, among them HENNING.

SENDEN (doing the honors with BLumenBEra). Delighted to
see you here! We knew that you would not fail us. Is
this your wife?

Guest. Yes, Mr. von Senden, this is my wife.

SexpEN. You here, too, Mr. Henning? Welcome, my dear
sir!

Hexxine. I was invited by my friend and really had the
curiosity to come. My presence, I hope, will not be
unpleasant to any one?

SENDEN. Quite the contrary. We are most pleased to
greet you here.

[Guests leave through centre door; SENDEN goes out
m conversation with them.]

BrumenBERG. He knows how to manage people. It’s the
good manners of these gentlemen that does it. He is
useful— useful to me too. He manages the others, and
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I manage him. [ZTurning, he sees SCEMOCK, who is
hovering near the door.] What are you doing here?
Why do you stand there listening? You are not a door-
keeper! See that you keep out of my vicinity. Divide
yourself up among the company.

Scemock. Whom shall I go to if I know none of these
people at all? You are the only person I know.

BrumEeNBERG. Why must you tell people that you know
me? I consider it no honor to stand next to you.

Scamock. If it is not an honor it’s not a disgrace either.
But I can stay by myself.

BrumexBEre. Have you money to get something fo eat?
Go to the restaurant-keeper and order something
charged to me. The committee will pay for it.

Scamock. I don’t care to go and eat. I have no need to
spend anything. IThave had my supper. [Blare of trum-
pets and march in the distance. FExit BLUMENBERG.
Scamock alone, coming forward, angrily.] 1 hate
bim! I'll tell him I hate him, that I despise him from
the bottom of my heart! [Turns to go, comes back.]
But I cannot tell him so, or he will cut out all I send in
for the special correspondence I write for his paper!
I will try to swallow it down!

[Exit through centre door.]

Enter BoLz, Kampe, BELLMAUS by side door.

Borz (marching in). Behold us in the house of the Capu-
lets! [Pretends to thrust a sword into its scabbard.]
Conceal your swords under roses. Blow your little
cheeks up, and look as silly and innocent as possible.
Above all, don’t let me see you get into a row, and if
you meet this Tybaldus Senden be so good as to run
round the corner. [The procession is seen marching
through the rear halls.] You, Romeo Bellmaus, look
out for the little women. I see more fluttering curls

and waving kerchiefs there than are good for your
peace of mind.
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Kimpe. I bet a bottle of champagne that if one of us gets
into a row it will be you.

Borz. Possibly. But I promise you that you shall surely
come in for your share of it. Now listen to my plan
of operations. You Kimpe—[Enter ScEMOCK.]
Stop! Who is that? Thunder! The factotum of the
Coriolanus! Our incognito has not lasted long.

Scamock (even before the last remark, has been seen look-
g in at the door, coming forward). I wish you good
evening, Mr. Bolz.

Borz. I wish you the same and of even better quality, Mr.
Schmock.

Scamock. Might I have a couple of words with you?

Bovrz. A couple? Don’t ask for too few, noble armor-
bearer of the Coriolanus! A couple of dozen words
you shall have, but no more.

Scemock. Could you not employ me on your paper.

Bowrz (to Kimpe and BeLumaus). Do you hear that? On
our paper? H’m! ’Tis much you ask, noble Roman!

Scamock. I am sick of the Coriolanus. I would do any
kind of work you needed done. I want to be with
respectable people, where one can earn something and
be treated decently.

Borz. What are you asking of us, slave of Rome? We
to entice you away from your party —never! We do
violence to your political convictions? Make you a
renegade? We bear the guilt of your joining our
party? No, sir! We have a tender conscience. It
rises in arms against your proposition!

Scamock. Why do you let that trouble you? Under
Blumenberg I have learned to write whichever way
the wind blows. I have written on the left and again
on the right. I can write in any direction.

Bowrz. Iseeyouhavecharacter. Youwould be a sure success
on our paper. Your offer does us honor, but we cannot
accept it now. So momentous an affair as your defec-

tion needs deep consideration. Meanwhile you will
Vor. XI1I—4
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have confided in no unfeeling barbarian. (4side to the
others.) = We may be able to worm something out of
him. Bellmaus, you have the tenderest heart of us
three; you must devote yourself to him today.

Berimaus. But what shall I do with him?

Borz. Take him into the restaurant, sit down in a corner
with him, pour punch into every hollow of his poor
head until his secrets jump out like wet mice. Make
him chatter, especially about the elections. Go, little
man, and take good care not to get overheated yourself
and babble.

Berpmaus. In that case I shall not see much of the féte.

Borz. That’s true, my son! But what does the féte mean
to you? Heat, dust, and stale dance-music. Besides,
we will tell you all about it in the morning; and then
you are a poet, and can imagine the whole affair to be
much finer than it really was. So don’t take it to
heart. You may think you have a thankless réle, but
it is the most important of all, for it requires coolness
and cleverness. Go, mousey, and look out about get-
ting overheated.

Brerrmavs. Il look out, old tom-cat.—Come along
Schmock! [BeLumavus and ScEMOCK leave.]

Borz. We might as well separate, too.

Kimpe. I’ll go and see how people feel. If I need you
Il look you up.

Borz. I had better not show myself much. I’ll stay
around here. [Exit Kimpe.] Alone at last! [Goes
to centre door.] There stands the Colonel, closely sur-
rounded. It is she! She is here, and I have to lie in
hiding like a fox under the leaves.— But she has falcon
eyes,— perhaps —the throng disperses—she is walk-
ing through the hall arm-in-arm with Ida— (Ezcit-
edly.) They are drawing nearer! (Irritably.) Oh,
bother! There is Korb rushing toward me! And just
now!
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Enter KoRB.

Kors. Mr. Conrad! I can’t believe my eyes! You here,
at this féte!

Borz (hastily). Hush, old chap! I’'m not here without a
reason. I can trust you—you’re one of us, you know.

Kore. Body and soul. Through all the talking and fid-
dling I've kept saying to myself, ‘‘ Long live the
Union!’’ Here she is! [Shows him a paper wn his
pocket.]

Borz. Good, Korb, you can do me a great favor. In a
corner of the refreshment room Bellmaus is sitting
with a stranger. He is to pump the stranger, but
cannot stand much himself and is likely to say things
he shouldn’t. You’ll do the party a great service if
you will hurry in and drink punch so as to keep Bell-
maus up to the mark. You have a strong head —1I
know it from of old.

Kors (hastily). I go! You are as full of tricks as ever,
I see. You may rely on me. The stranger shall suc-
cumb, and the Union shall triumph.

[Exit quickly. The music ceases.]

Borz. Poor Schmock! [A4f the door.] Ah, they are still
walking through the hall. Ida is being spoken to, she
stops, Adelaide goes on— (Ezcitedly.) she’s coming,
she’s coming alone!

ApErLatDE (makes a motion as though to pass the door, but
suddenly enters. Borz bows). Conrad! My dear doc-
tor! [Holds out her hand. Borz bends low over it.]

ADELAIDE (in joyous emotion). I knew you at once from
a distance. Let me see your faithful face. Yes, it has
changed but little—a scar, browner, and a small line
about the mouth. I hope it is from laughing.

Borz. If at this moment I feel like anything but laughing
it is only a passing malignity of soul. I see myself
double, like a melancholy Highlander. In your pres-
ence my long happy childhood passes bodily before my
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eyes. All the joy and pain it brought me I feel as viv-
idly again as though I were still the boy who went into
the wood for you in search of wild adventures and
caught robin-red-breasts. And yet the fine creature 1
see before me is so different from my playmate that 1
realize I am only dreaming a beautiful dream. Your
eyes shine as kindly as ever, but— (Bowing.) I have
scarcely the right still to think of old dreams.

ApeLamE. Possibly I, too, am not so changed as you think;
and changed though we both be, we have remained
good friends, have we not?

Borz. Rather than give up one iota of my claim to your
regard, I would write and print and try to sell mali-
cious articles against myself.

AperamE. And yet you have been too proud all this time
even to come and see your friend in fown. Why have
you broken with the Colonel?

Borz. I have not broken with him. On the contrary, I
have a very estimable position in his house —one that
I can best keep by going there as seldom as possible.
The Colonel, and occasionally Miss Ida, too, like to
assuage their anger against Oldendorf and the news-
paper by regarding me as the evil one with horns and
hoofs. A relationship so tender must be handled with
care —a devil must not cheapen himself by appearing
every day.

Aperaipe. Well, I hope you will now abandon this lofty
viewpoint. I am spending the winter in town, and I
hope that for love of your boyhood’s friend you will
call on my friends as a denizen of this world.

Borz. In any réle you apportion me.

Aperame. Even in that of a peace-envoy between the
Colonel and Oldendorf?

Borz. If peace be at the cost of Oldendorf’s withdrawal,
then no. Otherwise I am ready to serve you in all good
works.
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ApeLampe. But I fear that this is the only price at which
peace can be purchased. You see, Mr. Conrad, we too
have become opponents.

Borz. To do anything against your wishes is horrible to
me, son of perdition though I be. So my saint wills
and commands that Oldendorf do not become member
of Parliament?

Aperame. I will it and command it, Mr. Devil!

Borz. 1t is hard. Up in your heaven you have so many
gentlemen to bestow on Miss Ida; why must you carry
off a poor devil’s one and only soul, the professor?

Aperame. It is just the professor I want, and you must
let me have him,

Borz. I am in despair. I would tear my hair were the
place not so unsuitable. I dread your anger. The
thought makes me tremble that you might not like this
election.

ApeLamE. Well, try to stop the election, then.

Borz. That I cannot do. But so soon as it is over I am
fated to mourn and grow melancholy over your anger.
I shall withdraw from the world—far, far to the
North Pole. There I shall end my days sadly, play-
ing dominoes with polar bears, or spreading the ele-
ments of journalistic training among the seals. That
will be easier to endure than the scathing glance of
your eyes.

ApeLaE (laughing). Yes, that’s the way you always were.
You made every possible promise and acted exactly
as you pleased. But before starting for the North
Pole, perhaps you will make one more effort to
reconcile me here. [Kimpe is seen at the door.]
Hush!—1 shall look forward to your visit. Farewell,
my re-found friend! [Exit.]

Borz. And thus my good angel turns her back to me in
anger! And now, politics, thou witeh, I am irretriev-
ably in thy power! [Exit quickly through centre door.]
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Enter PIEPENBRINK, Mgs. PIEPENBRINK, BERTHA escorted by FrirTz
KLEINMICHEL, and KLEINMICHEL through cenire door. Quadrille
behind the scenes.

PrepenBrINK. Thank Heaven, we are out of this erowd!

Mgzs. PiepenBrINK. It is very hot.

KueinmicEEL. And the music is too loud. There are too
many trumpets and I hate trumpets.

PicpenBrINK. Here’s a quiet spot; we’ll sit down here.

Frirz. Bertha would prefer staying in the ball-room.
Might I not go back with her?

PierensriNK. I have no objection to you young people
going back into the ball-room, but I prefer your stay-
ing here with us. I like to keep my whole party
together.

Mges. PiepENBRINK. Stay with your parents, my child!

Piepexsring. Sit down! (To his wife.) You sit at the
corner, Fritz comes next to me. You take Bertha -
between you, neighbors. Her place will soon be at
your table, anyway. [They seat themselves at the
table on the right—at the left corner Mzs. PIEPEN-
BRINK, then he himself, Frirz, BErTHA, KLEINMICHEL. ]

Frirz. When will ‘“ soon ”’ be, godfather? You have been
saying that this long time, but you put off the wedding
day further and further.

PiepexBriNK. That is no concern of yours.

Frirz. I should think it is, godfather! Am I not the man
that wants to marry Bertha?

PmrrenBrINK. That’s a fine argument! Any one can want
that. But it’s I who am to give her to you, which is
more to the point, young man; for it is going to be
hard enough for me to let the little wag-tail leave my
nest. So you wait. You shall have her, but wait!

KreixmiceEeL. He will wait, neighbor.

PiepexBrINK. Well, I should strongly advise him to do so.
Hey! Waiter, waiter!
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Mzs. PrepeNBrINE. What poor service one gets in such
places!

PiepExBrINK. Waiter! [Waiter comes.] My name is
Piepenbrink. I brought along six bottles of my own
wine. The restaurant-keeper has them. I should like
them here. [While the waiter is bringing the bottles
and glasses BorLz and Kimpe appear. Waiter from
time to time in the background.]

Borz (asitde to Kimpe). Which one is it?

Kimpe. The one with his back to us, the broad-shouldered
one.

Borz. And what kind of a business does he carry on?

Kimpe. Chiefly red wines.

Borz. Good! (dloud.) Waiter, a table and two chairs
here! A bottle of red wine! [Waiter brings what has
been ordered to the fromt, on the left.]

Mgs. PiepEnBrINKE. What are those people doing here?

Piepexsrink. That is the trouble with such promiscuous
assemblies, that one never can be alone.

KreinmicaeL., They seem respectable gentlemen; I think
I have seen one of them before.

PrerENBRINK (decisively). Respectable or not, they are in
our way.

KrernmiceEL. Yes, to be sure, so they are.

BorLz (seating himself with Kimpe). Here, my friend, we
can sit quietly before a bottle of red wine. I hardly
dare to pour it out, for the wine at such restaurants
is nearly always abominable. What sort of stuff do
you suppose this will be?

PrerexBrINK (irritated). Indeed? Just listen to that!

Kimpe. Let’s try it. [Pours out; in a low voice.] There
is a double P. on the seal; that might mean Piepen-
brink.

PrerexBrINK. Well, I am curious to know what these
greenhorns will have to say against the wine.

Mgs. PiepexnBrink. Be quiet, Philip, they can hear you
over there.



56 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

BoLz (in a low tone). I’m sure you are right. The restau-
rant takes its wine from him. That’s his very reason
for coming. _

PrerexBriNK. They don’t seem to be thirsty; they are not
drinking.

Bovz (tastes it; aloud). Not bad!

PiepENBRINK (ironically). Indeed?

BoLz (takes another sip). A good, pure wine.

PrepexBRINK (relieved). The fellow’s judgment is not so
bad. .

Borz. But it does not compare with a similar wine that
I recently drank at a friend’s house.

PiepexnBrINK. Indeed?

Borz. I learned then that there is only one man in town
from whom a sensible wine-drinker should take his
red wine.

Kimpe. And that is?

PiepExBRINK (ironically). 1 really should like to know.

Bovz. It’s a certain Piepenbrink.

PIepENBRINK (nodding his head contentedly). Good!

Kimpe. Yes, it is well known to be a very reliable firm.

PiepexBrINK. They don’t know that their own wine, too, is
from my cellars. Ha! Ha! Ha!

Borz (turning to him). Are you laughing at us, Sir?

PierexBriNk. Ha! Ha! Ha! No offense. I merely heard
you talking about the wine. So you like Piepenbrink’s
wine better than this here? Ha! Ha! Ha!

Bovrz (slightly indignant). Sir, I must request you to find
my expressions less comical. Idonotknow Mr. Piepen-
brink, but I have the pleasure of knowing his wine; and
so I repeat the assertion that Piepenbrink has better
wine in his cellar than this here. What do you find to
laugh at in that? You do mot know Piepenbrink’s
wines and have no right to judge of them,

PrepexsriNk. I do not know Piepenbrink’s wines, I do not
know Philip Piepenbrink either, I never saw his wife
—do you hear that, Lottie? — And when his daughter
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Bertha meets me I ask, ¢ Who is that little black-
head?’’ That is a funny story. Isn’t it, Kleinmichel?

KreinmiceeL. It is very funny! [Laughs.]

Borz (rising with dignity). Sir,I am a stranger to you and
have never insulted you. You look honorable and I
find you in the society of charming ladies. For that
reason I cannot imagine that you came here to mock at
strangers. As man to man, therefore, I request you
to explain why you find my harmless words so astonish-
ing. If you don’t like Mr. Piepenbrink why do you
visit it on us?

PiepenBrINK (rising). Don’t get too excited, Sir. Now,
see here! The wine you are now drinking is also from
Piepenbrink’s cellar, and I myself am the Philip
Piepenbrink for whose sake you are pitching into me.
Now, do you see why I laugh?

Borz. Ah, is that the way things stand? You yourself
are Mr. Piepenbrink? Then I am really glad to make
your acquaintance. No offense, honored Sir!

PiepeExBrINK. No, no offense. Everything is all right.

Borz. Since you were so kind as to tell us your name, the
next thing in order is for you to learn ours. I’m Bolz,
Doctor of Philosophy, and my friend here is Mr.
Kiampe.

Pierexerixk. Pleased to meet you.

BorLz. We are comparative strangers in this company and
bad withdrawn to this side room as one feels slightly
embarrassed among so many new faces. But we
should be very sorry if by our presence we in any
way disturbed the enjoyment of the ladies and the con-
versation of so estimable a company. Tell us frankly
if we are in the way, and we will find another place.

PiepensriNk. You seem to me a jolly fellow and are not
in the least in my way, Doctor Bolz—that was the
name, was it not?

Mes. PiepenBrINK. We, too, are strangers here and had
only just sat down. Piepenbrink! [Nudges him
slightly.]
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PrepenBrINE. I tell you what, Doctor, as you are already
acquainted with the yellow-seal from my cellar and
have passed a very sensible verdict upon it, how would
it be for you to give it another trial here? Sit down
with us if you have nothing better to do, and we will
have a good talk together.

Bovrz (with dignity, as throughout this whole scene, during
which both he and Kimpe must not seem to be in any
way pushing). That is a very kind invitation, and we
accept it with pleasure. Be good enough, dear Sir, to
present us to your company.

PiepenriNk. This here is my wife.

Borz. Do not be vexed at our breaking in upon you,
Madam. We promise to behave ourselves and to be as
good company as lies in the power of two shy bachelors.

PiepensriNk. Here is my danghter.

Borz (f0 Mgs. PiepexBrINK). One could have known that
from the likeness.

PiepexBriNK. This is my friend, Mr. Kleinmichel, and this,
Fritz Kleinmichel, my daughter’s fiancé.

Borz. 1 congratulate you, gentlemen, on such delightful
society. (To PiepensriNk.) Permit me to sit next to
the lady of the house. Kémpe, I thought you would sit
next to Mr. Kleinmichel. [They sit down.] Now we
alternate! Waiter! [Waiter comes to him.] Two
bottles of this!

PiepenBrINE. Hold on! You won’t find that wine here.
I brought my own kind. You’re to drink with me.

Borz. But Mr. Piepenbrink —

PiepenBrINK. No remonstrances! You drink with me.
And when I ask any one to drink with me, Sir, I don’t
mean to sip, as women do, but to drink out and fill up.
You must make up your mind to that.

Borz. Well, I am content. We as gratefully accept your
hospitality as it is heartily offered. But you must
then let me have my revenge. Next Sunday you are
all to be my guests, will you? Say yes, my kind host!
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Punctually at seven, informal supper. I am single, so
it will be in a quiet, respectable hotel. Give your con-
sent, my dear Madam. Shake hands on it, Mr. Piepen-
brink.— You, too, Mr. Kleinmichel and Mr. Fritz!
[Holds out his hand to each of them.]

PmpexeriNkg. If my wife is satisfied it will suit me all
right.

Borz. Done! Agreed! And now the first toast. To the
good spirit who brought us together today, long may
he live!— [Questioning those about him.] What’s
the spirit’s name?

Frirz Kueinmicaen. Chance.

Bowrz. No, he has a yellow cap.

PierexBrINE. Yellow-seal is his name.

Borz. Correct! Here’s his health! We hope the gentle-
man may last a long time, as the cat said to the bird
when she bit its head off.

Kreixmrcaen. We wish him long life just as we are put-
ting an end to him.

Borz. Well said! Long life!

PepexeriNk. Long life! [They touch glasses. PIEPEN-
BRINK o his wife.] It is going to turn out well today,
after all.

Mgzs. PiepexBrINK. They are very modest nice men.

Borz. You can’t imagine how glad I am that our good
fortune brought us into such pleasant company.
For although in there everything is very prettily
arranged —

PiepenBrINK. It really is all very creditable.

Borz. Very creditable! But yet this political society is
not to my taste.

PiepENBRINK. Ah, indeed! You don’t belong to the party,
I suppose, and on that account do not like it.

Borz. It’s not that! But when I reflect that all these
people have been invited, not really to heartily enjoy
themselves, but in order that they shall presently give
their votes to this or that gentleman, it cools my ardor.
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Piepexsrixk. Oh, it can hardly be meant just that way.
Something could be said on the other side—don’t you
think so, comrade?

Kreixmiceer. I trust no one will be asked to sign any
agreement here.

Borz. Perhaps not. I have no vote to cast and I am proud
to be in a company where nothing else is thought of
but enjoying oneself with one’s neighbor and paying
attention to the queens of society — to charming women !
Touch glasses, gentlemen, to the health of the ladies,
of the two who adorn our circle. [AU touch glasses.]

PierexsrINK. Come here, Lottie, your health is being drunk.

Bovrz. Young lady, allow a stranger to drink to your future
prosperity.

Piepexsrink. What else do you suppose they are going to
do in there?

Frirz KieinmiceEL, 1 hear that at supper there are to be
speeches, and the candidate for election, Colonel Berg,
is to be introduced.

PiepexnBrINK. A very estimable gentleman.

KrieixmicueL. Yes, it is a good choice the gentlemen on
the committee have made.

ADELAIDE, who has been visible in the rear, now saunters in.

Aperame. He sitting here? What sort of a company is
that?

Kimpe. People say that Professor Oldendorf has a good
chance of election. Many are said to be going to vote
for him.

PiepenBrINR. I have nothing to say against him, only tc
my mind he is too young.

SENDEN i8 seen in the rear, later BLUMBERG and guests.

SENDEN. You here, Miss Runeck?

ApeELamE. I’m amusing myself with watching those queer

people. They act as though the rest of the company
were non-existent.
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Sexpex. What do I see? There sits the Union itself and
next to one of the most important personages of the
féte! [The music ceases.]

Borz (who has meanwhile been conversing with Mrs. PIe-
PENBRINK but has listened attentively —to Mr. PIEPEN-
BRINK). There, you see the gentlemen cannot desist
from talking polities after all. (70 PIEPENBRINK.)
Did you not mention Professor Oldendorf?

PiepExnBrINK. Yes, my jolly Doctor, just casually.

Borz. When you talk of him I heartily pray you to say
good things about him; for he is the best, the noblest
man I know.

PiepexsriNE. Indeed? You know him?

KreinmicHEL. Are you possibly a friend of his?

Borz. More than that. Were the professor to say to me
today: ¢ Bolz, it will help me to have you jump into
the water,’” I should have to jump in, unpleasant as it
would be to me just at this moment to drown in water.

PiepexsriNK. Oho! That is strong!

Borz. In this company I have no right to speak of candi-
dates for election. But if I did have a member to elect
he should be the one —he, first of all.

PiepexsriNk. But you are very much prejudiced in the
man’s favor.

Borz. His political views do not concern me here at all.
But what do I demand of a member? That he be a
man; that he have a warm heart and a sure judgment,
and that he know unwaveringly and unquestionably
what is good and right; furthermore, that he have the
strength to do what he knows to be right without delay,
without hesitation.

PrepEnsriNk. Bravo!

Kueinmiceer. But the Colonel, too, is said to be that kind
of a man.

Borz. Possibly he is, I do not know; but of Oldendorf I
know it. I looked straight into his heart on the occa-
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sion of an unpleasant experience 1 went through. I
was once on the point of burning to powder when he
was kind enough to prevent it. Him I have to thank
for sitting here. He saved my life.

Sexpex. He lies abominably! [Starts forward.]

ADpELADE (holding him back). Be stilll I believe there is
some truth to the story.

PierexsrINK. Well now, it was very fine of him to save
your life; but that kind of thing often happens.

Mazs. PiepENBrINK. Do tell us about it, Doctor!

Borz. The little affair is like a hundred others and would
not interest me at all, had I not been through it myself.
Picture to yourself an old house. I am a student living
on the third floor. In the house opposite me lives a
young scholar; we do not know each other. At dead
of night I am awakened by a great noise and a strange
crackling under me. If it were mice, they must have
been having a torchlight procession for the room was
brilliantly illuminated. I rush to the window, the
bright flame from the story under me leaps up to where
I stand. My window-panes burst about my head, and
a vile cloud of smoke rushes in on me. There being
no great pleasure under the circumstances in leaning
out of the window, I rush to the door and throw it
open. The stairs, too, cannot resist the mean impulse
peculiar to old wood, they are all ablaze. Up three
flights of stairs and no exit! I gave myself up for
lost. Half unconscious I hurried back to the window.,
I heard the cries from the street, ‘A man! a man!
This way with the ladder!’’ A ladder was set up. In
an instant it began to smoke and to burn like tinder.
It was dragged away. Then streams of water from
all the engines hissed in the flames beneath me. Dis-
tinetly I could hear each separate stream striking the
glowing wall. A fresh ladder was put up; below there
was deathly silence and you can imagine that I, too, had
no desire to make much of a commotion in my fiery
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furnace. ‘‘It can’t be done,’’ cried the people below.
Then a full, rich voice rang out: ‘¢ Raise the ladder
higher!’’ Do you know, I felt instantly that this was
the voice of my rescuer. ‘¢ Hurry!’’ eried those below.
Then a fresh cloud of vapor penetrated the room. I
had had my share of the thick smoke, and lay prostrate
on the ground by the window.

Mgrs. PiepENBRINE. Poor Doctor Bolz!

PiePENBRINK (eagerly). Go on! [SeNDEN starts forward.]

ADELAIDE (holding him back). Please, let him finish, the
story is true!

Borz. Then a man’s hand seizes my neck. A rope is
wound round me under the arms, and a strong wrist
raises me from the ground. A moment later I was on
the ladder, half dragged, half carried; with shirt
aflame, and unconscious, I reached the pavement.—
I awoke in the room of the young scholar. Save for a
few slight burns, I had brought nothing with me over
into the new apartment; all my belongings were
burned. The stranger nursed me and cared for me
like a brother. Not until I was able to go out again did
I learn that this scholar was the same man who had
paid his visit to me that night on the ladder. You see
the man has his heart in the right spot, and that’s why
I wish him now to become member of Parliament, and
why I could do for him what I would not do for myself;
for him I could electioneer, intrigue, or make fools of
honest people. That man is Professor Oldendorf.

PrepexBrINK. Well, he’s a tremendously fine man!
[Rising.] Here’s to the health of Professor Olden-
dorf! [All rise and touch glasses.]

Bovz (bowing pleasantly to all—to Mzs. PiepENBRINK). I
see warm sympathy shining in your eyes, dear madam,
and I thank you for it. Mr. Piepenbrink, I ask per-
mission to shake your hand; you are a fine fellow.
[Slaps him on the back and embraces him.] Give me
your hand, Mr. Kleinmichel! [Embraces him.] And
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you, too, Mr. Fritz Kleinmichel! May no child of
yours ever sit in the fire, but if he does may there ever
be a gallant man at hand to pull him out. Come nearer,
I must embrace you, too. .

Mgzs. PiepEXBRINK (much moved). Piepenbrink, we have
veal-cutlets tomorrow. What do you think? [Con-
verses with him in a low tone.]

ApeLampe. His spirits are running away with him!

Sexpex. He is unbearable! I see that you are as indig-
nant as I am. He snatches away our people; it can no
longer be endured.

Borz (who had gone the rounds of table, returning and
standing in front of Mrs. PIEPENBRINK). If really isn’t
right to let it stop here. Mr. Piepenbrink, head of the
house, I appeal to you, I ask your permission —hand
or mouth?

ApELAIDE (horrified, on the right toward the front). He
is actually kissing her!

PiepexBrINK. Sail in, old man, courage!

Mgs. PiepENBRINE. Piepenbrink, I no longer know you!

ApeLAIDE (at the moment when BoLz is about to kiss Mgs.
Pi1ePENBRINK crosses the stage, passing them casually,
as it were, and holds her bouquet between Borz and
Mzs. PiepeNBRINK. In a low tone, quickly to Bourz).
You’re going too far! You are being watched!

[Passes to the rear on the left, and exit.]

Borz. A fairy interferes!

SENDEN (who has already been haranguing some of the
other guests, including BLUMENBERG, noisily pushes
forward at this moment —to those at the table). He
is presumptuous; he has thrust himself in!

PiepENBRINK (bringing down his hand on the table and
rising). Oho! T like that! If T kiss my wife or let
her be kissed, that is nobody’s concern whatever! No-
body’s! No man and no woman and no fairy has a
right to put a hand before her mouth.

Bovrz. Very true! Splendid! Hear! Hear!
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SexpeN. Revered Mr. Piepenbrink, no offense against
you! The company is charmed to see you here. Only
to Mr. Bolz we will remark that his presence is causing
scandal. So completely opposed are his political prin-
ciples that we must regard his appearing at this féte
as an unwarrantable intrusion!

Borz. My political principles opposed? In society I know
no other political principle than this—to drink with
nice people and not to drink with those whom I do not
consider nice. With you, Sir, I have not drunk.

PIePENBRINK (striking the table). That was a good one!

SeExpEN (hotly). You thrust yourself in here!

Borz (indignantly). Thrust myself in?

PiepexBriNk. Thrust himself in? Old man, you have an
entrance ticket, I suppose?

Bornz (frankly). Here is my ticket! It is not you I am
showing it to, but this honorable man from whom you
are trying to estrange me by your attack. Kimpe,
give your ticket to Mr. Piepenbrink. He is the man to
judge of all the tickets in the world!

PrerexBriNE. Here are two tickets just exactly as valid
as my own. Why, you scattered them right and left
like sour grape juice. Oho! I see quite well how
things stand! I’m not one of your crowd, either, but
you want to get me. That’s why you came to my house
again and again—because you expected to capture
me. Because I am a voter, that’s why you’re after me,
But because this honorable man is not a voter he does
not count for you at all. We know those smooth tricks!

Sexpex. But, Mr. Piepenbrink!

PrepexBrINK (interrupting him, more angrily). Is that
any reason for insulting a peaceful guest? Is it a
reason for closing my wife’s mouth? It is an injustice
to this man, and he shall stay here as long asI do. And
he shall stay here by my side. And whoever attempts

to attack him will have to deal with me!
Vor. XITI—5
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Borz. Your fist, good sir! You’re a faithful comrade!
And so hand-in-hand with you Philip, I defy the Capu-
let and his entire clan!

Prpexprink. Philip! Right you are, Conrad, my boy!
Come here! They shall swell with anger till they
burst! Here’s to Philip and Conrad! [They drink
brotherhood.]

Borz. Long live Piepenbrink!

PiepexBrINK. So, old chum! Shall I tell you what!
Since we are having so good a time I think we’ll leave
all these people to their own devices, and all of yon
come home with me. I’ll brew a punch and we’ll sit
together as merrily as jackdaws. I’ll escort you, Con-
rad, and the rest of you go ahead.

SENDEN (and guests). But do listen, revered Mr. Piepen-
brink!

PiepexBriNK. 1’1l listen to nothing. I'm done with you!

Enter BELLMAUS and other guests.

BeruMavs (hurrying through the crowd). Here I am!

Borz. My nephew! Gracious Madam, I put him under
your protection! Nephew, you escort Madam Piepen-
‘brink. (Mgs. PIEPENBRINK takes a firm grip on BELL-
MaUs’s arm and holds him securely. Polka behind the
scene.) Farewell, gentlemen, it’s beyond your power
to spoil our good humor. There, the music is striking
up! We march off in a jolly procession, and again I
cry in conclusion, Long live Piepenbrink!

Tre Departiné OxEes. Long live Piepenbrink! [They
march off in triumph. Frirz KLeinmiceEeL and his
fiancée, Kimpe with Kieinmicuer, Mrs. PIEPENBRINK
with BeLLMAvs, finally Borz with PIEPENBRINK.]

Enter COLONEL.

CoLoxeL. What’s going on here?
SENDEN. An outrageous scandal!l The Union has kid-
napped our two most important voters!
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ACT III

ScexnE I

The CoLoNEL'Ss Summer Parlor.

The COLONEL in fromt, walking rapidly up and down. In the rear, ADE-
LAIDE and IpA arm-in-arm, the latter in great agitation. A short pause.
Then enter SENDEN.

SENDEN (hastily calling through centre door). All goes

well! 37 votes against 29.

CoroxeL. Who has 37 votes?

SExpex. Why you, Colonel, of course!

CoroxeL. Of course! (FEzit SExpEN.) The election day
is unendurable! In no fight in my life did I have this
feeling of fear. It is a mean cannon-fever of which
any ensign might be ashamed. And it is a long time
since I was an ensign! [Stamping his foot.] Con-
found it! [Goes to rear of stage.]

Ipa (coming forward with Aperape). This uncertainty is
frightful. Only one thing is sure, I shall be unhappy
whichever way this election turns out. [Leans on

- ADELAIDE. ]

Aperaipe. Courage! Courage, little girl! Things may
still turn out all right. Hide your anxiety from your
father; he is in a state of mind, as it is, that does not
please me at all.

Enter BLUMENBERG in haste; the COLONEL rushes toward him.

CoroxeL. Now, sir, how do things stand?

BrumexBERG. 41 votes for you, Colonel, 34 for our op-
ponents; three have fallen on outsiders. The votes
are being registered at very long intervals now, but
the difference in your favor remains much the same.
Eight more votes for you, Colonel, and the victory is
won. We have every chance now of coming out ahead.
I am hurrying back, the decisive moment is at hand.
My compliments to the ladies! [Exit.]

CoroneL. Ida! [Ipa hastens to him.] Are you my good
daughter?
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Ina. My dear father!

CoroxeL. I know what is troubling you, child. You are
worse off than any one. Console yourself, Ida; if, as
seems likely, the professor has to make way for the old
soldier, then we’ll talk further on the matter. Olden-
dorf has not deserved it of me; there are many things
about him that I do not like. But you are my only
child. I shall think of that and of nothing else; but
the very first thing to do is to break down the young
man’s obstinacy. [Releases Ipa; walks up and down
again.]

ApELADE (in the foreground, aside). The barometer has
risen, the sunshine of pardon breaks through the
clouds. If only it were all over! Such excitement is
infectious! (70 Ina.) You see you do not yet have
to think of entering a nunnery.

Ipa. But if Oldendorf is defeated, how will he bear it!

ADpELAIDE (Shrugging her shoulders). He loses a seat in
unpleasant company and wins, instead, an amusing
little wife. I think he ought to be satisfied. In any
case he will have a chance to make his speeches..
Whether he makes them in one house or another, what
1s the difference? I fancy you will listen to him more
reverently than any other member.

Ipa (shyly). But Adelaide, what if it really would be better
for the country to have Oldendorf elected?

ApeELaE. Yes, dearest, in that case there is no help for
the country. Our State and the rest of the European
nations must learn to get along without the professor.
You have yourself to attend to first of all; you wish
to marry him; you come first. [Enter CarL.] What
news, Carl?

CarL. Mr. von Senden presents his compliments and
reports 47 to 42. The head of the election committee,
he says, has already congratulated him.

CovoxeL. Congratulated? Lay out my uniform, ask for
the key of the wine-cellar, and set the table; we are
likely to have visitors this evening.
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CarL. Yes, Colonel. [Exit.]
CoroNEL (to himself in the foreground). Now, my young
professor! My style does not please you? It may be
that you are right. I grant you are a better journalist.
But here, where it is a serious matter, you will find
yourself in the wrong, just for once. [Pause.] I may
be obliged to say a few words this evening. It used
to be said of me in the regiment, indeed, that I could
always speak to the point, but these manceuvres in
civilian dress disconcert me a little. Let’s think it
over! It will be only proper for me to mention Olden-
dorf in my speech, of course with due respect and
appreciation; yes indeed, I must do that. He is an
honest fellow, with an excellent heart, and a scholar
with fine judgment. And he can be very amiable if you
disregard his political theories. We have had pleasant
evenings together. And as we sat then around my fat
tea-kettle and the good boy began to tell his stories,
Ida’s eyes would be fixed on his face and would shine
with pleasure —yes, and my own old eyes, too, I think.
Those were fine evenings! Why do we have them no
longer? Bah! They’ll come back again! He’ll bear
defeat quietly in his own way—a good, helpful way.
No sensitiveness in him! He really is at heart a fine
fellow, and Ida and I could be happy with him. And
so, gentlemen and electors — but thunder and lightning!

I can’t say all that to the voters! I’ll say to them —

Enter SENDEN.

SENDEN (exzcitedly). Shameful, shameful! All is lost!
CorLoNerL. Aha! (Instantly draws himself up in military
posture.)
ADELAIDE My presentiment! Father! [Hur-
(together). ries to him.]
Ipa Dear me!
Sexpen. It was going splendidly. We had 47, the oppo-

nents 42 votes. Eight votes were still to be cast. Two
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more for us and the day would have been ours. The
legally appointed moment for closing the ballot-box
had come. All looked at the clock and called for the
dilatory voters. Then there was a trampling of feet
in the corridor. A group of eight persons pushed
noisily into the hall, at their head the vulgar wine-
merchant Piepenbrink, the same one who at the féte
the other day —

Apevame. We know, go on—

Senpen. Each of the band in turn came forward, gave his
vote and ¢ Edward Oldendorf ’’ issued from the lips
of all. Then finally came this Piepenbrink. Before
voting he asked the man next to him: ¢‘Is the pro-

fessor sure of it?’’ ¢‘Yes,”’ was the reply. ¢ Then
I, as last voter, choose as member of Parliament ’’—
[Stops.]

AperLame. The professor?

Sexpex. No. ‘A most clever and cunning politician,’’ so
he put it, ¢ Dr. Conrad Bolz.”” Then he turned short
around and his henchmen followed him.

ADELAIDE (aside, smiling). Aha!

SexpeN. Oldendorf is member by a majority of two votes.

Coroxer. Ugh!

SexpEN. Itis a shame! No one is to blame for this result
but these journalists of the Union. Such a running
about, an intriguing, a shaking of hands with all the
voters, a praising of this Oldendorf, a shrugging of the
shoulders at us— and at you, dear Sir!

CoroxeL. Indeed?

Ipa. That last is not true.

ApELAIDE (f0 SENDEN). Show some regard, and spare those
here.

Coroxer. You are trembling, my daughter. You are a
woman, and let yourself be too much affected by such
trifles. I will not have you listen to these tidings any
longer. Go, my child! Why, your friend has won,
there is no reason for you to cry! Help her, Miss
Adelaide!
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Ipa (is led by ApELAIDE to the side door on the left; entreat-
ingly). Leave me! Stay with father!

SexpEN. Upon my honor, the bad faith and arrogance with
which this paper is edited are no longer to be endured.
Colonel, since we are alone—for Miss Adelaide will
let me count her as one of us—we have a chance to
take a striking revenge. Their days are numbered
now. Quite a long time ago, already, I had the owner
of the Union sounded. He is not disinelined to sell the
paper, but merely has scruples about the party now
controlling the sheet. At the club-féte I myself had
a talk with him.

Aperame. What’s this I hear?

SenDEN. This outcome of the election will cause the great-
est bitterness among all our friends, and I have no
doubt that, in a few days, by forming a stock company,
we can collect the purchase price. That would be a
deadly blow to our opponents, a trinmph for the good
cause. The most widely-read sheet in the province in
our hands, edited by a committee —

Aperame. To which Mr. von Senden would not refuse his
aid —

SeENDEN. As a matter of duty I should do my part. Col-
onel, if you would be one of the shareholders, your
example would at once make the purchase a sure thing.

CorLoxeL. Sir, what you do to further your political ideas
is your own affair. Professor Oldendorf, however, has
been a welcome guest in my house. Never will I work
against him behind his back. You would have spared
me this moment had you not previously deceived me by
your assurances as to the sentiments of the majority.
However, I bear you no malice. You acted from the
best of motives, I am sure. I beg the company to
excuse me if I withdraw for today. I hope to see you
tomorrow again, dear Senden.

SeEnpEN. Meanwhile I will start the fund for the purchase
of the newspaper. I bid you good day. [Exit.]
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CovroxeL. Pardon me, Adelaide, if I leave you alone. I
have some letters to write, and [with a forced laugh]
my newspapers to read.

ApeLane (sympathetically). May I not stay with you now,
of all times?

Coro~EeL (with an effort). I shall be better off alone, now.

[Exit through centre door.]

ApeLaDE (alone). My poor Colonel! Injured vanityishard

at work in his faithful soul. And Ida. [Gently opens

- the door onthe left, remains standing.] She is writing.
It is not difficult to guess to whom. [Closes the door.]
And for all of this mischief that evil spirit Journalism
is to blame. Everybody complains of it, and every one
tries to use it for his own ends. My Colonel scorned
newspaper men until he became one himself, and Sen-
den misses no opportunity of railing at my good friends
of the pen, merely because he wishes to put himself in
their place. I see Piepenbrink and myself becoming
journalists, too, and combining to edit a little sheet
under the title of Naughty Bolz. So the Union is in
danger of being secretly sold. It might be quite a good
thing for Conrad: he would then have to think of some-
thing else besides the newspaper. Ah! the rogue would
start a new one at once!

Enter OLDENDORF and CARL.

OLpENDORF (while still outside of the room). And the Col-
onel will receive no one?

CarL. No one, Professor. [Exit.]

ADpELADE (going up to OLbENDORF). Dear Professor, this
is not just the right moment for you to come. We are
very much hurt and out of sorts with the world, but
most of all with you.

OrpExporr. I am afraid you are, but I must speak to him.

Enter Ipa through the door on the left.

Ina (going toward him). Edward! I knew you would
come !
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Ovpexporr. My dear Ida! [Embraces her.]
Iva (with her arms around his neck). And what will become
of us now!?

Enter COLONEL through centre door.

CoroxeL (with forced calmness). You shall remain in no
doubt about that, my daughter! I beg you, Professor,
to forget that you were once treated as a friend in this
household. I require you, Ida, to banish all thought
of the hours when this gentleman entertained youn with
his sentiments. (More violently.) Be still! In my
own house at least I submit to no attacks from a jour-
nalist. Forget him, or forget that you are my daughter.
(o in there! [Leads Iba, not ungently, out to the left,
and places himself in front of the door.] On this
ground, Mr. Editor and Member of Parliament, before
the heart of my child, you shall not beat me.

[Exit to the left.]

ApELATDE (aside). Dear me! That is bad!

OLDENDORF (as the CoLoNEL turns to go, with determina-
tion). Colonel, it is ungenerous of you to refuse me
this interview. [Goes toward the door.]

ApELAIDE (intercepting him quickly). Stop! No further!
He is in a state of excitement where a single word
might do permanent harm. But do not leave us this
way, Professor; give me just a few moments.

OrpExporF. I must, in my present condition of mind, ask
your indulgence. I have long dreaded just such a
scene, and yet I hardly feel able to control myself.

ApeLame. You know our friend; you know that his quick
temper drives him into acts for which later he would
gladly atone.

Orpexporr. This was more than a fit of temper. It means
a breach between us two—a breach that seems to me
beyond healing.

ApeLame. Beyond healing, Professor? If your sentiments
toward Ida are what I think they are, healing is not so
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difficult. Would it not be fitting for you even now —
especially now — to accede to the father’s wishes. Does
not the woman you love deserve that, for once at least,
you sacrifice your ambition?

OrpeExporr, My ambition, yes; my duty, no.

AperLaipe. Your own happiness, Professor, seems to me to
be ruined for a long time, possibly forever, if you part
from Ida in this way.

OLpeNDORF (gloomily). Not every one can be happy in his
private life.

Aperampe. This resignation does not please me at all, least
of all in a man. Pardon me for saying so, plainly.
(Ingratiatingly.) Is the misfortune so great if you
become member for this town a few years later, or even
not at all?

Ovpexporr. Miss Runeck, I am not conceited. Idonotrate
my abilities very high, and, as far as I know myself,
there is no ambitious impulse lurking at the bottom of
my heart. Possibly, as you do now, so a later age will
set a low estimate on our political wrangling, our party
aims, and all that that includes. Possibly all our labor
will be without result; possibly much of the good we
hope to do will, when achieved, turn out to be the oppo-
site—yes, it is highly probable that my own share
in the struggle will often be painful, unedifying, and
not at all what you would call a grateful task; but all
that must not keep me from devoting my life to the
strife and struggle of the age to which I belong. That
struggle, after all, is the best and noblest that the
present has to offer. Not every age permits its sons
to achieve results which remain great for all time; and,
I repeat, not every age can make those who live in it
distinguished and happy.

AperLame. I think every age can accomplish that if the
individuals will only understand how to be great and
happy. [Rising.] You, Professor, will do nothing for
your own little home-happiness. You force your friends
to act for you.
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Orpenporr. At all events cherish as little anger against
me as possible, and speak a good word for me to Ida.

Aperaipe. I shall set my woman’s wits to aiding you, Mr.
Statesman. [Exit OLDENDORF.]

AperamE (alome). So this is one of the noble, scholarly,
free spirits of the German nation? And he climbs into
the fire from a sheer sense of duty! But to conquer
anything — the world, happiness, or even a wife —for
that he never was made!

Enter CARL.

CarL (announcing). Dr. Bolz!

ApeLame. Ah! He at least will be no such paragon of
virtue ! — Where is the Colonel?

Carr. In Miss Ida’s room.

AperLabeE. Show the gentleman in here. [Ewzit Carn.] I
feel somewhat embarrassed at seeing you again, Mr.
Bolz; I shall take pains to conceal it.

Enter BoLz.

Borz. A poor soul has just left you, vainly seeking con-
solation in your philosophy. I too come as an unfortu-
nate, for yesterday I incurred your displeasure; and
but for your presence, which cut short a vexatious
scene, Mr. von Senden, in the interests of social pro-
priety, would doubtless have pitched into me still
harder. I thank you for the reminder you gave me;
I take it as a sign that you will not withdraw your
friendly interest in me.

AprLaE (aside). Very pretty, very diplomatie! — Tt is
kind of you to put so good a construction on my aston-
ishing bebhavior. But pardon me if T presume to inter-
fere again; that scene with Mr. von Senden will not,
I trust, give provocation for a second one?

Borz (aside). This eternal Senden! (Aloud.) Your in-
terest in him furnishes me grounds for avoiding further
consequences. I think I can manage it.
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Aperame. I thank you. And now let me tell you that you
are a dangerous diplomatist. You have inflicted a
thorough defeat on this household. On this unfortu-
nate day but one thing has pleased me — the one vote
which sought to make you member of Parliament.

Borz. It was a crazy idea of the honest wine-merchant.

ApeLamE. You took so much trouble to put your friend in,
why did you not work for yourself? The young man
I used to know had lofty aims, and nothing seemed
beyond the range of his soaring ambition. Have you
changed, or is the fire still burning?

Borz (smailing). Ihave become a journalist, Miss Adelaide.

Aperame. Your friend is one, too.

Borz. Only as a side issue. But I belong to the guild.
He who has joined it may have the ambition to write
wittily or well. All that goes beyond that is not for us.

Aperame. Not for you?

Borz. For that we are too flighty, too restless and scatter-
brained.

ApeLADE. Are you in earnest about that, Conrad?

Borz. Perfectly in earnest. Why should I wish to seem
to you different from what I am? We journalists feed
our minds on the daily news; we must taste the dishes
Satan cooks for men down to the smallest morsel; so
you really should make allowances for us. The daily
vexation over failure and wrong doing, the perpetual
little excitements over all sorts of things— that has an
effect upon a man. At first one clenches one’s fist,
then one learns to laugh at it. If you work only for
the day you come to live for the day.

ApELADE (perturbed). But that is sad, I think.

Borz. On the contrary, it is quite amusing. We buzz like
bees, in spirit we fly through the whole world, suck
honey when we find it, and sting when something dis-
pleases us. Such a life is not apt to make great heroes,
but queer dicks like us are also needed.
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ApELAIDE (aside). Now he too is at it, and he is even worse
than the other one.

BorLz. We won’t waste sentiment on that acecount. 1 serib-
ble away so long as it goes. When it no longer goes,
others take my place and do the same. When Conrad
Bolz, the grain of wheat, has been crushed in the great
mill, other grains fall on the stones until the flour is
ready from which the future, possibly, will bake good
bread for the benefit of the many.

Aperame. No, no, that is morbidness; such resignation is
wrong.

Bovz. Such resignation will eventually be found in every
profession. It is not your lot. To you is due a differ-
entkind of happiness, and youwill indit. (Feelingly.)
Adelaide, as a boy I wrote you tender verses and
lulled myself in foolish dreams. I was very fond of
you, and the wound our separation inflicted still smarts
at times. [ApELADE makes a deprecatory gesture.]
Don’t be alarmed, I am not going to painyou. I long be-
grudged my fate, and had moments when I felt like an
outcast. Butnow when youstand there before me in full
radiancy, so lovely, so desirable, when my feeling for
you is as warm as ever, I must say to you all the same:
Your father, it is true, treated me roughly; but that he
separated us, that he prevented you, the rich heiress,
who could claim anything, with your own exclusive
circle of friends, from throwing herself away on a wild
boy who had always shown more presumption than
power —that was really very sensible, and he acted
quite rightly in the matter.

ApELAIDE (in her agitation seizing his hands). Thank you,
Conrad, thank you for speaking so of my dead father!
Yes, you are good, you have a heart. It makes me very
happy that you should have shown it to me.

Borz. Tt is only a tiny little pocket-heart for private use.
It was quite against my will that it happened to make
its appearance.
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Aperame. And now enough of us two! Here in this house
our help is needed. You have won, have completely
prevailed against us. I submit, and acknowledge you
my master. But now show mercy and let us join forces.
In this conflict of you men a rude blow has been struck
at the heart of a girl whom I love. I should like to
make that good again and I want you to help me.

Borz. I am at your command.

Aperame. The Colonel must be reconciled. Think up some
way of healing his injured self-esteem.

Borz. I have thought it over and have taken some steps.
Unfortunately, all I can do is to make him feel that
his anger at Oldendorf is folly. This soft conciliatory
impulse you alone can inspire.

Aperape. Then we women must try our luck.

Borz. Meanwhile I will hurry and do what little I can.

Aperame. Farewell, Mr. Editor. And think not only of
the progress of the great world, but also occasionally
of one friend, who suffers from the base egotism of
wishing to be happy on her own account.

Borz. You have always found your happiness in looking
after the happiness of others. With that kind of ego-
tism there is no difficulty in being happy. [Exit.]

ApeLatpE (alone). He still loves me! He is a man with
feeling and generosity. But he, too, is resigned. They
are all 1//— these men! They have no courage! From
pure learning and introspection they have lost all con-
fidence in themselves. This Conrad! Why doesn’t he
say to me: ‘‘Adelaide, I want you to be my wife?’’
He can be brazen enough when he wants to! God for-
bid! He philosophizes about my kind of happiness
and his kind of happiness! It was all very fine, but
sheer nonsense.— My young country-squires are quite
different. They have no great burden of wisdom and
have more whims and prejudices than they ought to;
but they do their hating and loving thoroughly and
boldly, and never forget their own advantage. They
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are the better for it! Praised be the country, the fresh
air, and my broad acres! [Pause; with decision.] The
Union is to be sold! Conrad must come to the country
to get rid of his erotchets! [Sits down and writes;
rings; enter Carr.] Take this note to Judge Schwarz;
I want him kindly to come to me on urgent business.
[Exit CarL.]

Enter IpA through the side door on the left.

Ipa. T am too restless to keep still! Let me cry here to
my heart’s content! [Weeps on AprLaDE’S neck.]

AprLAIDE (tenderly). Poor child! Tlie bad men have been
very cruel to you. It’s all right for you to grieve,
darling, but don’t be so still and resigned! ;

Ipa. I have but the one thought: he is lost to me—lost
forever!

AperameE. You are a dear good girl. But be reassured!
You haven’t lost him at all. On the contrary, we’ll see
to it that you get him back better than ever. With
blushing cheeks and bright eyes he shall reappear to
you, the noble man, your chosen demigod — and your
pardon the demigod shall ask for having caused you
pain!—

Ipa (looking up at her). What are you telling me?

Aperame. Listen! This night I read in the stars that you
were to become Mrs. Member-of-Parliament. A big
star fell from heaven, and on it was written in legible
letters: ‘¢ Beyond peradventure she shall have him!”’
The fulfilment has attached to it but one condition.

Ipa. What condition? Tell me!

AperamE. I recently told you of a certain lady and an
unknown gentleman. You remember?

Ipa. I have thought of it incessantly.

ApeLamE. Good! On the same day on which this lady
finds her knight again shall you also be reconciled with
your professor —mot sooner, not later. Thus it is
written.
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Ina. I am so glad to believe you. And when will the day
come?

ApeLame. Yes, dear, I do not know that exactly. But I
will confide in you, since we girls are alone, that the
said lady is heartily tired of the long hoping and wait-
ing and will, I fear, do something desperate.

Ipa (embracing her). If only she will hurry up!

ApEeLaE (holding her). Hush! Some man might hear us!
[Enter Kors.] What is it, old friend?

Kore. Miss Adelaide, out there is Mr. Bellmaus, the
friend —

AperLame. Very well, and he wishes to speak to me?

Kozrs.  Yes. I myself advised him to come to you; he has
something to tell you.

Aperame. Bring him in here! [Ezit Kors.]

Inpa. Let me go away; my eyes are red with weeping.

ApeLame. Well go, dear. In a few minutes I will rejoin
vou. (Ezit Ina.) He too! The whole Union —one
after the other!

Enter BELLMAUS,

Berumavs (shyly, bowing repeatedly). You permit me,
Miss Runeck!

ApeLADE (kindly). I am glad to receive your visit, and am
curious about the interesting disclosures you have to
make to me.

Berumavs. There is no one to whom I would rather confide
what I have heard, Miss Runeck, than to you. Having
learned from Mr. Korl that you are a subseriber to
our newspaper I feel sure —

ApeLame. That I deserve, too, to be a friend of the editors.
Thank you for the good opinion.

BeLimavs. There is this man Schmock! He is a poor fel-
low who has been little in good society and was until
now on the staff of the Coriolanus.

Aperampe. I remember having seen him.

BeLLmavs. At Bolz’s request I gave him a few glasses of
punch. He thereupon grew jolly and told me of a great
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plot that Senden and the editor of the Coriolanus have
hatched between them. These two gentlemen, so he
assures me, had planned to diseredit Professor Olden-
dorf in the Colonel’s eyes and so drove the Colonel into
writing articles for the Coriolanus.

ApeLamEe. But is the young man who made you these reve-
lations at all trustworthy?

BerLmavs. He can’t stand much punch, and after three
glasses he told me all this of his own accord. In gen-
eral I don’t consider him very reputable. I should call
him a good fellow, but reputable —no, he’s not quite
that.

ApevLag (indifferently). Do you suppose this gentleman
who drank the three glasses of punch would be willing
to repeat his disclosures before other persons?

Berumaus. He said he would, and spoke of proofs too.

Aperae (astde). Aba! (Aloud.) I1fearthe proofswon’t
amount to much. And you have not spoken of it to the
professor or Mr. Bolz?

BerLLmaus. Our professor is very much occupied these
days, and Bolz is the jolliest man in the world; but his
relations with Mr. von Senden being already strained
I thought—

ApeLae (quickly). And you were quite right, dear Mr.
Bellmaus. So in other regards you are content with
Mr. Bolz?

Berimavus. He is a sociable, excellent man, and I am on
very good terms with him. All of us are on very good
terms with him.

Aperame. I am glad to hear it.

Berumavus. He sometimes goes a little too far, but he has
the best heart in the world.

Aprrame (aside). ‘“Out of the mouths of babes and
sucklings ’’ ye shall hear the truth!

BeLLmavs. His nature, you know, is a purely prosaic one;

for poetry he has not the least comprehension.
Vor. XII—6



82 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

Aperaipe. Do you think so?

BerLumavus. Yes, he often bursts forth on the subject.

ApeLame (rising). I thank you for your communication
even if I cannot attach weight to it, and I am glad to
have met in you one of the editorial staff. Journalists,
I find, are dangerous people, and it is just as well to
secure their good will; although I, as an unimportant
person, will try never to furnish matter for a news-
paper article. [As BerLmavus lingers.] Can I do any-
thing more for you?

BeLLMavs (with warmth). Yes, Miss Runeck, if you would
be so good as to accept this copy of my poems. They
are poems of youth, to be sure, my first attempts, but
I count on your friendly indulgence. [Draws a gilt-
edged book from his pocket, and hands it to her.]

ApeLamE. I thank you heartily, Mr. Bellmaus. Never
before has a poet presented me with his works. I shall
read the beautiful book through in the country, and,
under my trees, shall rejoice that I have friends in
town who spare a thought for me too, when they repre-
sent beauty for other people.

BerLMavs (fervently). Rest assured, Miss Runeck, that
no poet will forget you, who has once had the good
fortune to make your acquaintance.

[Exit with a deep bow.]

Aperampe. This Mr. Schmock with the three glasses of
punch is well worth cultivating, I should say. Secarcely
have I arrived in town when my room turns into a
regular business office, where editors and authors ply
their trade. I fear that is an omen.

[Exit to the left.]

It grows dark. The COLONEL enters from the garden.

CoroNEL (slowly coming forward). I am glad that all is
over between us. [Stamping his foot.] I am very
glad! [In a depressed tone.] 1 feel free and more
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relieved than for a long time. I think I could actually
sing! At this moment I am the subject of conversa-
tion over all tea-cups, on all beer-benches. Everywhere
arguing and laughter: It serves him right, the old
fool! Damn! [Enter Carw, with lights and the news-
paper.] Who told you to bring the lamp?

Carr. Colonel, it is your hour for reading the newspaper.
Here it is. [Lays it on the table.]

CoLoNeL. A low rabble, these gentlemen of the pen!
Cowardly, malicious, insidious in their anonymity.
How this band will triumph now, and over me! How
they will laud their editor to the skies! There lies the
contemptible sheet! In it stands my defeat, trumpeted
forth with full cheeks, with scornful shrugs of the
shoulders —away withit! [Walks up and down, looks
at the newspaper on the ground, picking it up.] All
the same I will drink out the dregs! [Seats himself.]
Here, right in the beginning! [Reading.] ¢ Professor
Oldendorf —majority of two votes. This journal is
bound to rejoice over the result.”” —1I don’t doubt it!—
“‘ But no less a matter for rejoicing was the electoral
contest which preceded it.”’— Naturally—¢¢It has
probably never before been the case that, as here, two
men stood against each other who were so closely
united by years of friendship, both so distinguished
by the good will of their fellow-citizens. It was a,
knightly combat between two friends, full of gen-
erosity, withonut malice, without jealousy; yes doubt-
less, deep down in his heart, each harbored the hope
that his friend and opponent and not himself would
be the vietor ’— [Lays down the paper; wipes his
brow.] What sort of language is that? [Reads.]
¢ and aside from some special party views, never did
a man have greater claims to victory than our honored
opponent. What he, through his upright, noble per-
sonality stands for among his wide circle of friends
and acquaintances, this is not the place to dwell upon.
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But the way in which, by his active participation in
all public spirited enterprises of the town, he has given
aid and counsel, is universally known and will be real-
ized by our fellow-citizens, especially today, with heart-
felt gratitude.”” [Lays the paper aside.] That is a
vile style! [Reads on.] ‘‘By a very small majority
of votes our town has deecreed to uphold the younger
friend’s political views in Parliament. But by all
parties today—so it 1s reported —addresses and
deputations are being prepared, not to extol the victor
in the electoral contest, but to express to his opponent
the general reverence and respect of which never a
man was more worthy than he.””—That is open
assassination! That is a fearful indiscretion of Olden-
dorf’s, that is the revenge of a journalist, so fine and
pointed! Oh, it is just like him! No, itis not like him!
Itis revolting, it is inhuman! What am I to do! Depu-
tations and addresses to me? To Oldendorf’s friend?
Bal, it is all mere gossip, newspaper-babble that costs
nothing but a few fine words! The town knows nothing
of these sentiments. It is blackguardism!

Enter CARL.

Carn. Letters from the local mail. [Lays them on the
table.] [Exit.]
Coronen. There is something up, here, too. I dread to
' open them. [Breaks open the first one.] What the -
devil! A poem?—and to me? ‘‘To our noble oppo-
nent, the best man in town.’’ — Signed? What is the
signature? ¢ B—aus!’”’ B—aus? I don’t know it,
it must be a pseudonym! [Reads.] It seems to be
exceedingly good poetry!— And what have we here?
[Opens the second letter.] *‘ To the benefactor of the
poor, the father of orphans.’”” An address!— [Reads.]
‘‘ Veneration and kindliness.””’ — Signature: ¢ Many
women and girls.”” The seal a P.P.— Good God, what
does it all mean? Have I gone mad? If these are
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really voices from the town, and if tnat is the way

people look on this day, then I must confess men think
better of me than I do of myself!

Enter CARL.

CarL. A number of gentlemen wish to speak to you,
Colonel.

CoLoNEL. What sort of gentlemen?

Carr. They say: A deputation from the voters.

CoLoNeL. Show them in. This confounded newspaper was
right, after all.

Enter PIEPENBRINK, KLEINMICHEL and three other gentlemen.
They bow, the COLONEL likewise.

PiepenBrINK (solemnly). My Colonel: A number of voters
have sent us as a deputation to you to inform you on
this special day that the whole town considers you a
most respectable and worthy man.

CoroxneL (stiffly). I am obliged for the good opinion.

PiepenBRINK. You have no reason to feel obliged. It is
the truth. You are a man of honor through and
through, and it gives us pleasure to tell you so; you
cannot object to hearing this from your fellow-citizens.

CoroneL. I always did consider myself a man of honor,
gentlemen.

PiepenBrINK. There you were quite right. And you have
proved your good principles, too. On every ocecasion.
In cases of poverty, of famine, of caring for orphans,
also at our shooting-club meeting—always when we
citizens enjoyed or needed a benevolent good man, you
were among the first. Always simple and loyal with-
out arrogance or supercilious manners. That’s the
reason why we universally love and honor you.
(Colonel wipes his eyes.) Today many of us gave their
votes to the professor. Some on account of politics,
some because they know that he is your close friend
and possibly even your future son-in-law.



86 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

CoLoNEL (not harshly). Sir—

PrerexsrINK. Nor did I myself vote for you.

CoLONEL (somewhat more excitedly). Sir—

PiepExBrINK. But for that very reason I come to you with
the rest, and that is why we tell you what the citizens
think of you. And we hope that for long years to
come you will preserve to us your manly principles
and friendly heart as an honored, most respected
gentleman and fellow-citizen.

CoLoNEL (without harshmess). Why do you not say that
to the professor, to the man that you have chosen?

PiepexBriNK. He shall first deserve it in Parliament be-
fore the town thanks him. But you have deserved it
of us, and therefore we come to you.

CoronEL (heartily). 1 thank you, sir, for your kind words.
They are very comforting to me just now. May I ask
your name?

PrepexBrINK. My name is Piepenbrink.

CoLoNEL (morely coldly, but not impolitely). Ah, indeed,
that is your name! (With dignity.) 1 thank you,
gentlemen, for the friendly sentiment you have ex-
pressed, whether it be that you render the true opinion
of the town, or speak according to the desire of indi-
viduals. I thank you, and shall go on doing what I
think is right. [Bows, so does the deputation; exit
latter.] This, then, is that Piepenbrink, the close
friend of his friend! But the man’s words were sensi-
ble and his whole demeanor honorable; it cannot
possibly be all rascality. Who knows! They are clever
intriguers; send into my house newspaper articles,
letters, and these good-natured people, to make me
soft-hearted; act in public as my friends, to make me
confide again in their falseness! Yes, that is it. It is
a preconcerted plan! They will find they have mis-
calculated!
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Enter CARL.

CarL. Dr. Bolz! .

CoroNeL. I am at home to no one any longer!

CarL. So I told the gentleman; but he insisted on speak-
ing to you, saying that he came in on an affair of
honor.

CoroxeL. What? But Oldendorf won’t be so insane—
show him in here!

Enter Borz.

Bovrz (with dignity). Colonel, I come to make you an
announcement which the honor of a third person
necessitates.

CoroxeL. I am prepared for it, and beg you not to pro-
long it unduly.

Borz. No more than is requisite. The article in this even-
ing’s Union which deals with your personality was
written by me and inserted by me in the paper without
Oldendorf’s knowledge.

CoroveL. It can interest me little to know who wrote the
article. .

Borz (courteously). But I consider it important to tell you
that it is not by Oldendorf and that Oldendorf knew
nothing about it. My friend was so taken up these last
weeks with his own sad and painful experiences that
he left the management of the paper entirely to me.
For all that has lately appeared in it I alone am
responsible.

CoroxEL. And why do you impart this information?

Borz. You have sufficient penetration to realize, Colonel,
that, after the scene which took place today between
you and my friend, Oldendorf as a man of honor could
neither write such an article nor allow it to appear in
his paper.

CoLoNeL. How so, sir? In the article itself I saw nothing
unsuitable.

Borz. The article exposes my friend in your eyes to the
suspicion of having tried to regain your good-will by
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unworthy flattery. Nothing is further from his
thoughts than Such a method. You, Colonel, are too
honorable a man yourself to consider a mean action
natural to your friend.

CoroxeL. You are right. (d4side.) This defiance is un-
bearable! (Aloud.) Is your explanation at an end?

Borz. Itis. I must add still another: that I myself regret
very much having written this article.

Coroner. I imagine I do not wrong you in assuming that
you have already written others that were still more
to be regretted.

Borz (continuing). I had the article printed before hear-
ing of your last interview with Oldendorf. (Very
courteously.) My reason for regretting it is, that it
is not quite true. I was too hasty in deseribing your
personality to the public. Today, at least, it is no
longer a true portrait; it is flattering.

CoLoNEL (bursting out). Well, by the devil, that is rude!

Bovz. Your pardon—it is only true. I wish to convince
you that a journalist can regret having written false-
hoods.

CoroneL. Sir! (d4side.) 1 must restrain myself, or he
will always get the better of me.— Dr. Bolz, I see that
you are a clever man and know your trade. Since, in
addition, you seem inclined today to speak only the
truth, I must beg you to tell me further if you, too,
organized the demonstrations which purport to repre-
sent to me public sentiment.

Borz (bowing). 1 have, as a matter of fact, not been
inactive in the matter.

CoroxEeL (holding out the letter to him, angrily). Did you
prompt these, too?

Borz. In part, Colonel. This poem is the heart-outpour-
ing of an honest youth who reveres in you the paternal
friend of Oldendorf and the ideal of a chivalrous hero.
I inspired him with the courage to send you the poem.
It was well-meant, at any rate. The poet will have
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to seek another ideal. The address comes from women
and girls who constitute the Association for the
Education of Orphans. The Association includes
among its members Miss Ida Berg. I myself composed
this address for the ladies; it was written down by the
daughter of the wine-merchant Piepenbrink.
CoroxeL. That was just about my opinion concerning
these letters. It is needless to ask if you too are the
contriver who sent me the citizens?
Borz. At all events I did not discourage them. [From
without a male chorus of many voices.]
Hail! Hail! Hail!
Within the precinets of our town,
Blessed by each burgher’s son,

There dwells a knight of high renown,
A noble, faithful one.

‘Who doth in need for aid apply
To this brave knight sends word;
For love is his bright panoply
And merey is his sword.

We laud him now in poem and song
Protector of the lowly throng.
The Colonel, the Colonel,
The noble Colonel Berg!

CoLoNEL (rings after the first measure of the song. CarL
enters). You are to let no one in if you wish to remain
In my service.

Carr. Colonel, they are already in the garden, a great
company of them. It is the glee club; the leaders are
already at the steps.

Bovz (who has opened the window). Very well sung,
Colonel — from La Juive — he is the best tenor in town
and the accompaniment is exceedingly original.

CoLonEL (aside). It is enough to drive one mad. [Aloud.]

Show the gentlemen in!
Exit CARL. At the end of the verse enter FRrITZ KLEINMICHEL
and two other gentlemen.
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Frirz Kuersmicuen. Colonel, the local glee club asks to
be allowed to sing you some songs—kindly listen to
the little serenade as a feeble expression of the general
veneration and love.

CoroNeL. Gentlemen, I regret exceedingly that a case of
illness in my family makes it desirable for me to have
you curtail your artistic performance. I thank you
for your intentions, and beg you will sing to Professor
Oldendorf the songs you had designed for me.

Fritz KueinmicEEL. We considered it our duty first to
greet you before visiting your friend. In order not to
disturb invalids, we will, with your permission, place
ourselves further away from the house, in the garden.

CoLoneL. Do as you please. [Frirz KreinmicHEL and
the two others leave.] Is this act, too, an invention
of yours? '

Borz (with a bow). Partially at least. But you are too
kind, Colonel, if you look upon me as the sole originator
of all these demonstrations. My share in it is really
a small one. I have done nothing but edit public
opinion a little; all these different people are not dolls,
which a skilful puppet-man can move around by pull-
ing wires. These are all voices of capable and honor-
able persons, and what they have said to you is actually
the general opinion of the town—that is to say, the
conviction of the better and more sensible elements
in the town. Were that not the case I should have
labored quite in vain with these good people to bring
a single one of them into your house.

CoroxeL. He is right again, and I am always in the wrong!

Borz (very courteously). Permit me to explain further,
that I consider these tender expressions of general
regard out of place now, and that I deeply regret my
share in them. Today at least, no friend of Oldendorf
has any occasion to praise your chivalrous sentiments
or your self-effacement.
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CoLoNEL (going toward him). Doctor Bolz, you use the
privilege of your profession to speak recklessly, and
are insulting outsiders in a way that exhausts my
patience. You are in my house, and it is a custom-
ary social amenity to respect the domicile of one’s
opponent.

Bovrz (leaning on a chair, good-naturedly). If you mean
by that that you have a right to expel from your house
unwelcome‘guests you did not need to remind me of it,
for this very day you shut your doors on another
whose love for you gave him a better right to be here
than I have.

CoroneL. Sir, such brazen-facedness I have never yet
experienced.

Bovrz (with a bow). I am a journalist, and claim what you
have just called the privilege of my profession.
[Grand march by brass band. Enter Caru quickly.]

CoLoNEL (going toward him). Shut the garden gate; no
one is to come in. [The music stops.]

Borz (at the window). You are locking your friends out;
this time I am innocent.

Carn. Ab, Colonel, it is too late. The singers are back
there in the garden, and in front a great procession is
approaching the house; it is Mr. von Senden and the
entire club. [Goes to rear of stage.]

CoLoNEL (fo Borz). Sir, I wish the conversation between
us to end.

Borz (speaking back at him from the window). In your
position, Colonel, I find the desire very natural
[Looking out again.] A brilliant procession! They
all carry paper lanterns, and on the lanterns are
inscriptions! Besides the ordinary club mottoes, I see
others. Why isn’t Bellmaus ever looking when he
might be helping the newspaper? [Taking out a note
book.] We’ll quickly note those inscriptions for our
columns. [Over his shoulder.] Pardon me! Oh, that
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is truly remarkable: ‘‘ Down with our enemies!’’ And
here a blackish lantern with white letters —*‘¢ Death
to the Union!’’ Holy thunder! [Calls out of the win-
dow.] Good evening, gentlemen!

CoLoNEL (going up to him). Sir, you’re in league with the
devil!

Bovz (turning quickly around). Very kind of you, Colonel,
to show yourself at the window with me. [CoLoNeL
retreats.] 4

SexpEN (from below). Whose voice is that?

Borz. Good evening, Mr. von Senden!— The gentleman
with the dark lantern and white inseription would
oblige us greatly by kindly lifting it up to the Colonel.
Blow your light out, man, and hand me the lantern.
So, thank you—man with the witty motto! [Pulling
wn the stick and lantern.] Here, Colonel, is the docu-
ment of the brotherly love your friends cherish toward
us. [Tears the lantern from the stick.] The lantern
for you, the stick for the lantern-bearer! [Throws the
stick out of the window.] 1 have the honor to bid you
good day! [Turns to go, meets ADELAIDE.]

Male chorus, close at hand again: “ Within the precincts of our
town;”’ trumpets join in; then many voices: “Long live

CoLoNEL BerG! Hurrah!” ADELAIDE has entered on the left,
during the notse.

ApeLapE. Well, is the whole town upside-down today?
Borz. I’ve done my share; he is half converted. Good
night!
CoLoxNEL (throwing the lantern on the ground —in a rage).
To the devil with all journalists!
Male chorus, SENDEN, BLUMENBERG and many other gentlemen, in
procession, are visible through the door into the garden; the

deputation comes in; chorus and lantern-bearers form a group
at the entrance.

SENDEN (with a loud voice while the curtain is lowered).

Colonel, the Club has the honor of greeting its revered
members |
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ACT IV

Scexe I

The COLONEL'S summer parlor. COLONEL enters from the garden, followed
by Carw.

CoroNEL (on entering, crossly). Who ordered William to
bring the horse round in front of the bedrooms? The
brute makes a noise with his hoofs that would wake the
dead.

Carn. Are you not going to ride today, Colonel?

CoronEL. No. Take the horse to the stable!

Carn. Yes, Colonel. [Exit.]

CoLoNEL (rings, CarL reappears at the door). Is Miss
Runeck at home?

CarL. She is in her room; the judge has been with her an
hour already.

Corover. What? Early in the morning?

CarL. Here she is herself.

[Exit as soon as ADELAIDE enters.]

Enter ADELAIDE and KORB through the door on the right.

ApeLampE (fo Kors). You had better remain near the gar-
den gate, and when the said young man comes bring
him to us. [Exit Kors.] Good-morning, Colonel.
[Going up to him and examining him gaily.] How is
the weather today?

CoLoneL. Gray, girl, gray and stormy. Vexation and
grief are buzzing round in my head until it is fit to
burst. How is the child?

ApeLaipE. Better. She was wise enough to fall asleep
toward morning. Now she is sad, but calm.

CoLoneL. This very calmness annoys me. If she would
only once shriek and tear her hair a bit! It would be
horrible, but there would be something natural about it.
It is this smiling and then turning away to dry secret
tears that makes me lose my composure. It is un-
natural in my child.
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Aperame. Possibly she knows her father’s kind heart bet-
ter than he does himself ; possibly she still has hopes.

Coroner. Of what? Of a reconciliation with him? After
what has happened a reconciliation between Oldendorf
and myself is out of the question.

ApeLaipE (aside). I wonder if he wants me to contradict
him?

Enter Kors.

Kors (to ApeLame). The gentleman has come.

Aperame. I will ring. [Ezit Kors.] Help me out of a
little dilemma. I have to speak with a strange young
man who seems in need of help, and I should like to
have you stay near me.— May I leave this door open?
[Points to the door on the left.]

CorLoneL. That means, I suppose, in plain English, that I
am to go in there?

Apevame. I beg it of you— just for five minutes.

CoroNeL. Very well—if only I don’t have to listen.

AperLape. I do not require it; but you will listen all the
same if the conversation happens to interest you.

CorLoNeL (smiling). In that ease I shall come out.

[Exit to the left; ADELAIDE rings.]

Enter ScEMOCK. KORB also appears at the entrance, but quickly
withdraws.

Scemock (with a bow). I wish you a good-morning. Are
you the lady who sent me her secretary?

Aperame. Yes. You said you wished to speak to me per-
sonally.

Scamock. Why should the secretary know about it if I
want to tell you something? Here are the notes that
Senden wrote and that I found in the paper-basket of
the Coriolanus. Look them over, and see if they will
be of use to the Colonel. What can I do with them?
There’s nothing to be done with them.

ApELADE (looking through them, reading, in an aside).
‘“Here I send you the wretched specimens of style,
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etc.”” Incautious and very low-minded! [Lays them
on the table. Aloud.] At any rate these unimportant
notes are better off in my paper-basket than in any
one else’s. And what, sir, induces you to confide in me?

Scamock. I suppose because Bellmaus told me you were a
clever person who would choose a good way of telling
the Colonel to be on his guard against Senden and
against my editor; and the Colonel is a kind man; the
other day he ordered a glass of sweet wine and a sal-
mon sandwich as a lunch for me.

CoroneL (visible at the door, clasping his hands sympa-
thetically). Merciful heavens!

Scamock. Why should I let him be duped by these people?

ApeLame. Since you did not dislike the lunch, we will see
that you get another one.

Scamock. Oh please, don’t trouble yourself on my account.

Aperame. Can we help you with anything else?

Scemock. What should you be able to help me with?
[Exzamining his boots and clothes.] 1 have everything
in order now. My trouble is only that I have got
into the wrong occupation. I must try to get out. of
literature.

ApELADE (sympathetically). It is very hard, I suppose, to
feel at home in literature?

Scamock. That depends. My editor is an unfair man.
He cuts out too much and pays too little. ‘‘Attend to
your style first of all,’’ says he; ‘‘ a good style is the
chief thing.”’ ‘¢ Write impressively, Schmock,’’ says
he; ¢‘ write profoundly; it is required of a newspaper
today that it be profound.’”” Good! I write profoundly,
I make my style logical! But when I bring him what
I have done he hurls it away from him and shrieks:
“ What is that? That is heavy, that is pedantic!’’
says he. ¢ You must write dashingly; it’s brilliant you
must be, Schmock. It is now the fashion to make
everything pleasant for the reader.”” WhatamItodo?
I write dashingly again; I put a great deal of brilliant
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stuff in the article; and when I bring it he takes his red
pencil and strikes out all that is commonplace and
leaves me only the brilliant stuff remaining.

CorLoxNEL. Are such things possible?

Scamock. How can I exist under such treatment? How
can I write him only brilliant stuff at less than a penny
a line. I can’t exist under it! And that is why I’'m
going to try to get out of the business. If only I could
earn twenty-five to thirty dollars, I would never in my
life write again for a newspaper; I would then set up
for myself in business—a little business that could
support me.

Aperame. Wait a moment! [Looks into her purse.]

CoLoxEL (hastily coming forward). Leave that to me, dear
Adelaide. The young man wants to cease being a jour-
nalist. That appeals to me. Here, here is money such
as you desire if you will promise me from this day on
not to touch a pen again for a newspaper. Here, takeit.

Scamock. A Prussian bank note — twenty-five thalers in
currency? On my honor, I promise you, on my honor

. and salvation, I go this very day to a cousin of mine
who has a paying business. Would you like an 1.0.U.,
Colonel, or shall I make out a long-term promissory
note?

CoronEL. (et out with your promissory note!

Scemock. Then I will write out a regular 1.O.U. I prefer
it to be only an 1.0.U.

CoroxEL (impatiently). I don’t want your I.0.U. either.
Sir, for God’s sake get out of the house!

SceMock. And how about the interest? If I can have it
at five per cent. I should like it.

ApeLamE. The gentleman makes you a present of the
money. -

Scamock. He makes me a present of the money? It’s a
miracle! I tell you what, Colonel, if I don’t succeed
with the money it remains a gift, but if I work my way
up with it I return it. I hope I will work my way up.
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CoLoNEL. Do just as you like about that.

Scamock. I like to have it that way, Colonel.— Meanwhile
I thank you, and may some other joy come to make it
up to you. Good day, Sir and Madam.

Aperate. We must not forget the lunch. [Rings, Kors
enters.] Dear Korb! [Talks in a low tone to him.]

Scemock. O please, do not go to that trouble!

[Exeunt Scamock and Kogrs.]

CorLoNeL. And now, dear lady, explain this whole conver-
sation; it concerns me intimately enough.

ApeLAE. Senden spoke tactlessly to outsiders about his
relations with you and your household. This young
man had overheard some of it, and also had notes writ-
ten by Senden ir his possession, which contained unsuit-
able expressions. I thought it best to get these notes
out of his hands.

CoroNeL. I want you to let me have those letters, Adelaide.

AprELAE (entreating). Why, Colonel?

CoroneEL. I won’t get angry, girl.

AperAamE. Nor is it worth while to do so. But still I beg
you won’t look at them. You know enough now, for
you know that he, with his associates, does not merit
such great confidence as you have latterly reposed
in him.

CoLoNEL (sadly). Well, well!l In my old days I have had
bad luck with my acquaintances.

Aperame. If you put Oldendorf and this one (pointing to
the letters) in the same class you are quite mistaken.

Coroner. I don’t do that, girl. For Senden I had no such
affection, and that’s why it is easier to bear it when he
does me an injury.

ApeLae (gently). And because you loved the other one,
that was the reason why yesterday you were so—

CoronEL. Say it, mentor —so harsh and violent!

Aperame. Worse than that, you were unjust.

Coroxer. I said the same thing to myself last night, as I

went to Ida’s room and heard the poor thing ery. I
Vor. XII—7
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was a hurt, angry man and was wrong in the form —
but in the matter itself I was, all the same, right. Let
him be member of Parliament; he may be better suited
for it than I. It is his being a newspaper writer that
separates us.

Aperame. But he is only doing what you did yourself!

CoroxeL. Don’t remind me of that folly! Were he as my
son-in-law to hold a different opinion from mine re-
garding current happenings —that I could doubtless
stand. But if day by day he were to proclaim aloud to
the world feelings and sentiments the opposite of mine,
and I had to read them, and had to hear my son-in-law
reproached and laughed at for them on all sides by old
friends and comrades, and I had to swallow it all—
you see that is more than I could bear!

Aperame. And Ida? Because you won’t bear it Ida is to
be made unhappy?

CoroNeL. My poor child! She has been unhappy through-
out the whole affair. This half-hearted way of us men
has long been a mistake. It is better to end it with
one sharp pain.

ApELATDE (seriously). I cannot see that ending of it as yet.
I shall only see it when Ida laughs once more as merrily
as she used to do.

CovLonEL (excitedly walking about, exclaiming). Well then,
I’ll give him my child, and go and sit alone in a corner.
I had other views for my old age, but God forbid that
my beloved girl should be made unhappy by me. He is
reliable and honorable, and will take good care of her.
I shall move back to the little town I came from.

ADELADE (seizing his hand). My revered friend, no—you
shall not do that! Neither Oldendorf nor Ida would
accept their happiness at such a price. But if Senden
and his friends were secretly to take the paper away
from the professor, what then?

CoroxEL (joyfully). Then he would no longer be a journal-
ist! (Uneasily.) ButI won’t hear of such a thing. I
am no friend of underhanded action.
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Aperame. NoramlI! (Heartily.) Colonel,youhave often
shown a confidence in me that has made me happy and
proud. Even today you let me speak more frankly
than is usually permitted to a girl. Will you give me
one more great proof of your regard?

CoroxEL (pressing her hand). Adelaide, we know how we
stand with each other. Speak out!

AperapE. For one hour, today, be my faithful knight.
Allow me to lead you wherever I please.

CoroNeL. What are you up to, child?

Aperame. Nothing wrong, nothing unworthy of you or of
me. You shall not long be kept in the dark about it.

Coroxer. If I must, I will surrender. But may I not
know something of what I have to do?

ApeLaE. You are to accompany me on a visit, and at the
same time keep in mind the things we have just talked
over so sensibly.

CoronNEL. On a visit?

Enter KOrs.

ApeLAmE. On a visit I am making in my own interest.

Kors (to Aperame). Mr. von Senden wishes to pay his
respects.

CoroverL. I don’t wish to see him now.

AperLame. Be calm, Colonel! We have not time to be
angry even with him. I shall have to see him for a few
moments.

CoronEL. Then I will go away.

ApeLADE (entreating). But you will accompany me di-
rectly? The carriage is waiting.

CoroNEL. I obey the command. [Exzit to the left.]

Aperame. I have made a hasty decision; I have ventured
on something that was doubtless too bold for a girl; for
now that the crisis is at hand, I feel my courage leaving
me. I had to do it for his sake and for all our sakes.
(To Kors.) Ask Miss Ida to get ready —the coach-
man will come straight back for her. Dear Korb, let
your thoughts be with me. I am going on a weighty
errand, old friend! [Exit ADELAIDE.]
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Kors (alone). Gracious, how her eyes shine! What is she

up to? She’s not going to elope with the old Colonel,

I hope! Well, whatever she is up to, she will carry it

through. There is only one person who could ever be

a match for her. Oh, Mr. Conrad, if only I could

speak! [Ezit.]
Scexe IT

Editorial room of the Union. Enter Borz through the door on the left,
directly afterward MILLER.

Bovrz (at middle door). In here with the table!

MiiEr (carries small table, all set, with wine-bottles,
glasses and plates, to the foreground on the left; brings
up five chairs while he speaks). Mr. Piepenbrink sends
his regards, with the message that the wine is yellow-
seal, and that, if the Doctor drinks any healths, he must
not forget Mr. Piepenbrink’s health. He was very
jolly, the stout gentleman. And Madam Piepenbrink
reminded him that he ought to subscribe for the Union.
He commissioned me to see to it.

Borz (who meanwhile has been turning over papers at the
work-table on the right, rising). Let’s have some wine !
[MiLLER pours some in a glass.] In honor of the
worthy vintner! [Drinks.] I treated him scanda-
lously, but he has proved true-hearted. Tell him his
health was not forgotten. There, take this bottle
along!— Now, get out! [Exzit MiLLer. Borz opening
the door on the left.] Come, gentlemen, today I carry
out my promise. [Enter Kimpe, BeLLmaus, KORNER. ]
This is the lunch I agreed to give. And now, my charm-
ing day-flies, put as much rose-color into your cheeks
and your humors as your wits will let you. [Pouring
out.] The great victory is won; the Union has cele-
brated one of the noblest of triumphs; in ages still to
come belated angels will say with awe: ¢‘ Those were
glorious days,”’ and so on—see continuation in today’s
paper. Before we sit down, the first toast —
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Kimpe. The member-elect—

Borz. No, our first toast is to the mother of all, the great
power which produces members — the newspaper, may
she prosper!

ArrL. Hurrah! [Clink glasses.]

Borz. Hurrah! And secondly, long live—hold on, the
member himself is not here yet.

Kimpe. Here he comes.

Enter OLDENDORF.

Borz. The member from our venerable town, editor-in-
chief and professor, journalist, and good fellow, who
is angry just now because behind his back this and that
got into the paper —hurrah for him!

Airv. Hurrah!

OLDENDORF (in a friendly tone). I thank you, gentlemen.

Borz (drawing OLDENDORF fo the front). And you are no
longer vexed with us?

OLpENDORF. Your intention was good, but it was a great
indiscretion.

Borz., Forget all about it! (Aloud.) Here, take your
glass and sit down with us. Don’t be proud, young
statesman! Today you are one of us. Well, here sits
the editorial staff! Where is worthy Mr. Henning —
where tarries our owner, printer and publisher, Gabriel
Henning?

Kimpe. I met him a little while ago on the stairs. He
crept by me as shyly as though he were some one who
had been up to mischief.

Borz. Probably he feels as Oldendorf does—he is again
not pleased with the attitude of the paper.

MiLLer (thrusting in his head). The papers and the mail!

Borz. Over there! [MiLuer enters, lays the papers on
the work-table.]

Miurer. Here is the Coriolanus. There is something in
it about our paper. The errand-boy of the Coriolanus
grinned at me scornfully, and recommended me to look
over the article.
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Borz. Giveithere! Be quiet, Romans, Coriolanus speaks.
—All ye devils, what does that mean? [Reads.] ‘‘On
the best of anthority we have just been informed that a
great change is imminent in the newspaper affairs of
our province. Our opponent, the Union, will cease to
direct her wild attacks against all that is high and
holy.”— This high and holy means Blumenberg.—
¢ The ownership is said to have gone over into other
hands, and there is a sure prospect that we shall be
able from now on to greet as an ally this widely read
sheet.”” How does that taste to you, gentlemen?

MiLLER. Thunder!

KaiMmepE. } (Al together.) Nonsense!

BeLLMAUS. It’s a lie!

OrpExDorF. It’s another of Blumenberg’s reckless in-
ventions.

Borz. There is something behind it all. Go and get me
Gabriel Henning. [Ezit Mmwser.] This owner has
played the traitor; we have been poisoned. [Spring-
ing up.] And this is the feast of the Borgia! Pres-
ently the misericordia will enter and sing our dirge.
Do me the favor at least to eat up the oysters before
it be too late.

OLDEXDORF (who has seized the newspaper.) Evidently this
news is only an uncertain rumor. Henning will tell
us there is no truth in it. Stop seeing ghosts, and sit
down with us.

Bovz (seating himself). 1 sit-down, not because I put faith
In your words, but because I don’t wish to do injustice
to the lunch. Get hold of Henning; he must give an
account of himself.

Orpexporr. But, as you heard, he is not at home.

Bovrz (zealously eating). O, thou wilt have a fearful
awakening, little Orsini! Bellmaus, pour me out some
wine. Butif the story be not true, if this Coriolanus have
lied, by the purple in this glass be it sworn I will be his



THE JOURNALISTS 103

murderer! The grimmest revenge that ever an injured
journalist took shall fall on his head; he shall bleed to
death from pin-pricks; every poodle in the street shall
look on him scornfully and say: ‘‘Fie, Coriolanus, I
wouldn’t take a bite at you even if you were a saus-
age.”” [A knock is heard. Bovrzlays down his knife.]
Memento mori! There are our grave-diggers. The
last oyster, now, and then farewell thou lovely world!

Enter JUDGE SCHWARZ and SENDEN from the door on the left; the door
remains open.

Scawarz. Obedient servant, gentlemen!

SexpEN. Your pardon if we disturb you.

Borz (remaining seated at the table). Not in the least.
This is our regular luncheon, contracted for a whole
year — fifty oysters and two bottles daily for each
member of the staff. Whoever buys the newspaper has
to furnish it.

Scawarz. What brings us here, Professor, is a communi-
cation which Mr. Henning should have been the first
to make to you. He preferred handing over the task
to me.

OLpExDoOrF. I await your communication.

Scawarz. Mr. Henning has, from yesterday on, trans-
ferred to me by sale all rights pertaining to him as
owner of the newspaper Union.

Ovrpexporr. To you, Judge?

Scawarz. I acknowledge that I have bought it merely as
accredited agent of a third person. Here is the deed;
it contains no secrets. [Hands him a paper.]

OLpexporr (looking through it, to Borz). It is drawn up
by a notary in due form—sold for thirty thousand
thalers. [Agitation among the staff-members.] Let
me get to the bottom of the matter. Is this change of
owner also to be connected with a change in the politi-
cal attitude of the sheet?
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SENDEN (coming forward). Certainly, Professor, that was
the intention in making the purchase.

Orpenporr. Do I possibly see in you the new owner?

SenpEN.: Not that, but I have the honor to be a friend of
his. You yourself, as well as these gentlemen, have a
right to demand the fulfilment of your contracts.
Your contracts provide, I understand, for six months’
notice. It goes without saying that you continue to
draw your salary until the expiration of this term.

Borz (rising). You are very kind, Mr. von Senden. Our
contracts empower us to edit the paper as we see fit,
and to control its tone and its party affiliations. For
the next half-year, therefore, we shall not only continue
to draw our salaries but also to conduet the paper for
the benefit of the party to which you have not the honor
to belong.

SENDEN (angrily). We’ll find a way to prevent that!

Ovrpexporr., Calm yourself. That kind of work would
scarcely be worthy of us. If such are the circumstances,
I announce that I resign the editorship from today, and
release you from all obligations to me.

Borz. Idon’t mind. I make the same announcement.

BeLLMAUSs.

Kimpe } (together). We too!

KorNER

SENDEN (0 ScEWARz). You can testify that the gentlemen
voluntarily renounce their rights.

Borz (to the staff). Hold on, gentlemen, don’t be too
generous. It is all right for you to take no further
part in editing the paper if your friends withdraw.
But why abandon your pecuniary claims on the new
owner?

BeLrmavs. I’d rather take nothing at all from them; I’ll
follow your example.

Borz (stroking him). Noble sentiment, my son! We’ll
make our way in the world together. What do you
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think of a hand-organ, Bellmaus! We’ll take it to fairs
and sing your songs through. I’ll turn and you’ll sing.

OLpENDORF. Since the new owner of the paper is not one
of you, you will, in concluding this transaction, find the
question only natural—To whom have we ceded our
rights?

SENDEN. The present owner of the paper is—

Enter COLONEL through side door on the left.

OLDENDORF (starting back in alarm). Colonel?

Borz. Ah, now it is becoming high tragedy!

CoroxerL. First of all, Professor, be assured that I have
nothing to do with this whole affair, and merely come
at the request of the purchaser. Not until I came here,
did I know anything of what was going on. I hope you
will take my word for that.

Borz. Well, I find this game unseemly, and I insist on
being told who this new owner is who mysteriously
hides behind different persons!

Enter ADELAIDE from the side door, left.

Aperame. He stands before you!

Borz. T should just like to faint.

Berimavs. That is a heavenly joke!

ApELADE (bowing). How do you do, gentlemen! [To the
staff.] Am I right in assuming that these gentlemen
have hitherto been connected with editing the paper?

Berimavs (eagerly). Yes, Miss Runeck! Mr. Kdampe for
leading articles, Mr. Korner for the French and Eng-
lish correspondence, and I for theatre, music, fine arts,
and miscellaneous.

ApeLaipeE. I shall be much pleased if your principles will
let you continue devoting your talents to my news-
paper. [The three members of the staff bow.]

Berimavs (laying his hand on his heart). Miss Runeck,
under your editorship I’ll go to the ends of the world!

ApeLADE (smiling and politely). Ah, no, merely into that
room. [Points to the door on the right.] I need half
an hour to collect my thoughts for my new activities.
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BerLimaus (while departing). That’s the best thing I ever
heard! [Brrimavs, Kimpe, KorNer leave.]

Aperame. Professor, you resigned the management of the
paper with a readiness which delights me. (Point-
edly.) 1 wish to edit the Union in my own fashion.
[Seizes his hand and leads him to the CoLoxEL.] Colo-
nel, he is no longer editor; we have outwitted him; you
have your satisfaction.

Coro~NEL (holding out his arms to him). Come, Oldendorf!
For what happened I have been sorry since the moment
we parted.

Orpexporr, My honored friend!

ADELAIDE (pointing to the door on the left). There is some
one else in there who wants to take part in the recon-
ciliation. It might be Mr. Gabriel Henning.

Ipa appears at the side door.

Ipa. Edward! [OLbENDORF hurries to the door, Ipa meets
him, he embraces her. Both leave on the left. The
CoLoNEL follows.]

ApeLamE (sweetly). Before asking you, Mr. von Senden,
to interest yourself in the editing of the newspaper, I
beg you to read through this correspondence which I
received as a contribution to my columns.

SENDEN (takes a glance at them). Miss Runeck, I don’t
know whose indiscretion —

Aperae. Fear none on my part. I am a newspaper pro-
prietor, and (with marked emphasis) shall keep edi-
torial secrets. [SENpEN bows.] May I ask for the
deed, Judge? And will you gentlemen be kind enough
to ease the mind of the vendor as to the outcome of
the transaction? [Mutual bows. SENDEN and SCHWARZ
leave.]

AperamE (after a short pause). Now, Mr. Bolz, what am I
going to do about you?
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Borz. I am prepared for anything. I am surprised at
nothing any more. If some one should go straight off
and spend a capital of a hundred millions in painting
negroes white with oil-colors, or in making Africa
four-cornered, I should not let it astonish me. If I
wake up tomorrow as an owl with two tufts of feathers
for ears and a mouse in my beak, I will say, ““All
right,’’ and remember that worse things have happened.

ApeLapE. What is the matter with you, Conrad? Are you
displeased with me?

Borz. With you? You bave been generous as ever; only
too generous. And it would all have been fine, if only
this whole scene had been impossible. That fellow
Senden!

AperapE. We have seen the last of him! Conrad, I’'m one
of the party!

Borz. Hallelujah! T hear countless angels blowing on
their trumpets! I’ll stay with the Union!/

ApeLADE. About that I am no longer the one to decide.
For I have still a confession to make to you. I, too,
am not the real owner of the newspaper.,

Borz. You are not? Now, by all the gods, I am at my
wit’s end. I’m beginning not to care who this owner is.
Be he man, will-of-the-wisp, or the devil Beelzebub in
person, I bid him defiance.

AperLape. He is a kind of a will-of-the-wisp, a little some-
thing of a devil, and from top to toe a great rogue.
For, Conrad, my friend, beloved of my youth, it is you
yourself. [Hands him the deed.]

Bovz (stupefied for @ moment, reads). ‘¢ Ceded to Conrad
Bolz ’’—correct! So that would be a sort of gift.
Can’t be accepted, much too little! [Throws the paper
aside.] Prudence be gone! [Falls on his knees before
Aperame.] Here I kneel, Adelaide! What I am say-
ing I don’t know in my joy, for the whole room is
dancing round with me. If you will take me for your
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husband, you will do me the greatest favor in the world.
If you don’t want me, box my ears and send me off!
ApeLamE (bending down to him). 1 do want you! (Kiss-
ing him.) This was the cheek!
Borz. And these are the lips. [Kisses her; they remain
n an embrace; short pause.]

Enter COLONEL, IDA, OLDENDORF.
CoLoNEL (in amazement, at the door). What is this?
Borz. Colonel, it takes place under editorial sanction.
CoronerL. Adelaide, what do I see?
ADELAIDE (stretching out her hand to the CoLoNEL). Dear
friend, I’'m betrothed to a journalist!
[4s Ipa and OLDENDORF from either side hasten to
the pair, the curtain falls.]



DOCTOR LUTHER (1859)

By Gustav FreEyTAG

TRANSLATED BY E. H, BABBITT, A.B.
Assistant Professor of German, Tufts College

OME well-meaning men still wish that the de-
fects of their old church had not led to so
great a revolt, and even liberal Roman Catho-
lics still fail to see in Luther and Zwingli
anything but zealous heretics whose wrath

brought about a schism. May such views vanish from

Germany! All religious denominations have reason to

attribute to Luther whatever in their present faith is genu-

ine and sincere, and has a wholesome and sustaining influ-
ence. The heretic of Wittenberg is fully as much the
reformer of the German Catholics as of the Protestants.

This is true not only because the teachers of the Catholic

Church in their struggle against him outgrew the old

scholasticism, and fought for their sacraments with new

weapons gained from his language, his culture, and his
moral worth ; nor because he, in effect, destroyed the church
of the Middle Ages and forced his opponents at Trent to
raise a firmer structure, though seemingly within the old
forms and proportions; but still more because he expressed
the common basis of all German denominations, of our
spiritual courage, piety, and honesty, with such force that
a good deal of his own nature, to the present benefit of
every German, has survived in our doctrines and language,
in our civil laws and morals, in the thoughtfulness of our
people, and in our science and literature. Some of the
ideas for which Luther’s stubborn and contentious spirit
fought, against both Catholics and Calvinists, are aban-
doned by the free investigation of modern times. His
intensely passionate beliefs, gained in the heartrending
struggles of a devout soul, occasionally missed an impor-
tant truth. Sometimes he was harsh, unfair, even cruel
toward his opponents; but such things should no longer
[100]
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disturb any German, for all the limitations of his nature
and training are as nothing compared with the fulness of
the blessings which have flowed from his great heart into
the life of our nation.

But he should not have seceded after all, some people
say; for his action has divided Germany into two hostile
camps, and the ancient strife, under varying battle-cries,
has continued to our day. Those who think so might assert
with equal right that the Christian revolt from Judaism
was not necessary — why did not the apostles reform the
venerable high-priesthood of Zion? They might assert that
Hampden would have done better if he had paid the ship-
money and had taught the Stuarts their lesson peaceably;
that William of Orange committed a crime when he did
not put his life and his sword into the hands of Alva, as
Egmont did ; that Washington was a traitor because he did
not surrender himself and his army to the English; they
might condemn as evil everything that is new and great
in doctrine and in life and that owes its birth to a struggle
against what is old.

To but few mortals has been vouchsafed such a powerful
influence as Luther had upon their contemporaries and
upon subsequent ages. But his life, like that of every great
man, leaves the impression of an affecting tragedy when
attention is centred on its pivotal events. It shows us,
like the career of all heroes of history whom Fate permitted
to live out their lives, three stages. First, the personality
of the man develops, powerfully influenced by the restriet-
ing environment. It tries to reconcile incompatibilities,
while in the depth of his soul ideas and convictions are
gradually translated into volition. At last they burst forth
in a definite action, and the solitary individual enters upon
the contest with the world. Then follows a period of
greater activity, more rapid growth, and larger victories.
The influence of the one man upon the masses grows ever
greater. Mightily he draws the whole nation to follow in
his footsteps, and becomes its hero, its pattern; the vital
force of millions appears summed up in one man.
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But the spirit of the nation does not long endure the
preéminence of a single, well-centred personality; for the
life and the power and the needs of a nation are more mani-
fold than even the greatest single force and lofty aim. The
eternal contrast between the individual and the nation
appears. Even the soul of a nation is, in the presence of
the eternal, a finite personality—but in comparison with
the individual it appears boundless. A man is forced by
the logical result of his thoughts and actions, by all the
significance of his own deeds, into a closely restricted path.
The soul of the nation needs for its life irreconcilable con-
trasts and incessant effort in most varied directions. Much
that the individual failed to assimilate rises to fight against
him. The reaction of the people begins —at first weak,
here and there, based on different reasons and with slight
justification ; then it grows stronger and ever more victori-
ous. Finally the intellectual influence of the life of the
individual is limited to his own followers, and crystallizes
into a single one of the many elements of national growth.
The last period of a great life is always filled with secret
resignation, with bitterness, and with silent suffering.

Thus it was with Luther. The first of these periods con-
tinued up to the day on which he posted his theses, the
second until his return from the Wartburg, the third to
his death and the beginning of the Schmalkaldic War. Itis
not the purpose of this sketch to give his entire biography,
but to tell briefly how he developed and what he was. Much
in his nature appears strange and unpleasing so long as he
is viewed from afar; but this historic figure has the re-
markable quality of becoming greater and more attractive
the more closely it is approached, and from beginning to
end it would inspire a good biographer with admiration,
tenderness, and a certain good humor.

Luther rose from the great source of all national strength,
the freeholding peasant class. His father moved from
Méhra, a forest village of the Thuringian mountains, where
his relatives constituted half the population, northward
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into the neighborhood of Mansfeld, to work as a miner.
So the boy’s cradle stood in a cottage in which was still
felt the old thrill of the ghosts of the pine wood and the
dark clefts which were thought to be the entrances to the
ore veins of the mountain. Certainly the imagination of
the boy was often busy with dark traditions from heathen
mythology. He was accustomed to feel the presence of
uncanny powers as well in the phenomena of nature as in
the life of man. When he turned monk such remembrances
from childhood grew gloomier and took the shape of the
devil of Scripture, but the busy tempter who everywhere
lies in wait for the life of man always retained for him
something of the features of the mischievous goblin who
secretly lurks about the peasant’s hearth and stable.

His father, a curt, sturdy, vigorous man, firm in his
resolves, and of unusual, shrewd common sense, had worked
his way, after hard struggles, to considerable prosperity.
He kept strict discipline in his household. Even in later
years Luther thought with sadness of the severe punish-
ments he had endured as a boy and the sorrow they had
caused his tender, childish heart. But Old Hans Luther,
nevertheless, up to his death in 1530, had some influence
on the life of his son. When at the age of twenty-two
Martin secretly entered the monastery the old man was
violently angry; for he had already planned a good match
for him. Friends finally succeeded in bringing the angry
father to consent to a reconciliation; and as his imploring
son confessed that a terrible apparition had driven him to
the secret vow to enter the monastery, he replied with the
sorrowful words, ‘‘ God grant that it was not a deception
and trick of the devil;”’ and he still further wrenched the
heart of the monk by the angry question, ‘‘ You thought
you were obeying the command of God when you went into
the monastery; have you not heard also that you shall obey
your parents?’’ These words made a deep impression on
the son, and when, many years after, he sat in the Wartburg,
expelled from the Church and outlawed by the Emperor,
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he wrote to his father the touching words: ‘‘ Do you still
wish to tear me from the monastery? You are still my
father and I your son. The law and the power of God are
on your side— on my side human weakness. But look that
you boast not yourself against God, he has been before-
hand with you,— he has taken me out himself.”” From that
time on it seemed to the old man as if his son were restored
to him. Old Hans had once counted upon having a grand-
son for whom he would work. He now came back obsti-
nately to this thought, caring nothing for the rest of the
world, and soon urged his son to marry; his encourage-
ment was net the least of the influences to which Luther
yielded, and when his father, advanced in years, at last a
councillor of Mansfeld, lay in his death throes and the
minister bent over him and asked the dying man if he
wished to die in the purified faith in Christ and the Holy
Gospel, old Hans gathered his strength once more and said
curtly, ¢ He is a wretch who does not believe in it.”” When
Luther told this later he added admiringly, ‘¢ Yes that was
a man of the old time.’’ The son received the news of the
father’s death in the fortress of Coburg. When he read
the letter, in which his wife inclosed a picture of his young-
est daughter Magdalena, he uttered to a companion merely
the words, ‘“ Well, my father is dead too,’’ rose, took his
psalter, went into his room, and prayed and wept so hard
that, as the faithful Veit Dietrich wrote, his head was con-
fused the next day; but he came out again with his soul at
peace. The same day he wrote with deep emotion to Mel-
anchthon of the great love of his father and of his intimate
relations with him. ¢¢ I have never despised death so much
as today. We die so often before we finally die. Now I am
the oldest of my family and I have the right to follow him.””

From such a father the son inherited what was funda-
mental to his character —truthfulness, a sturdy will,
straightforward common sense, and tact in dealing with men
and affairs. His childhood was full of rigor. He had many
a bitter experience in the Latin school and as a choir boy,

Vor. XII —8
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though tempered by kindness and love, and he kept through
it all— what is more easily kept in the lowlier circles of
life — a heart full of faith in the goodness of human nature
and reverence for everything great in the world. When he
was at the University of Erfurt, his father was already in a
position to supply his needs more abundantly. He felt the
vigor of youth, and was a merry companion with song and
lute. Of his spiritual life at that time little is known except
that death came near him, and that in a thunder storm he
was ‘¢ called upon by a ferrible apparition from heaven.”’
In terror he took a vow to go into a monastery, and quickly
and secretly carried out his resolve,

From that time date our reports about the troubles of
his soul. At odds with his father, full of awe at the thought
of an incomprehensible eternity, cowed by the wrath of
God, he began with supernatural exertions a life of renun-
ciation, devotion, and penance. He found no peace. All
the highest questions of life rushed with fearful force upon
his defenseless, wandering soul. Remarkably strong and
passionate with him was the necessity of feeling himself
in harmony with God and the universe. What theology
offered him was all unintelligible, bitter, and repulsive.
To his nature the riddles of the moral order of the universe
were most important. That the good should suffer, and
the evil succeed; that God should condemn the human race
to the monstrous burden of sin because a simple-minded
woman had bitten into an apple; that this same God should
endure our sins with love, toleration, and patience; that
Christ at one time sent away honorable people with sever-
ity, and at another time associated with harlots, publicans,
and sinners —‘‘ human understanding with its wisdom
turns to folly at this.”” Then he would complain to his
spiritual adviser, Staupitz: ‘¢ Dear Doctor, our Lord treats
people so cruelly. Who can serve Him if he lays on blows
like this?’’ But when he got the answer, ‘¢ How else could
He subdue the stubborn heads?’’ this sensible argument
could not console the young man. With fervid desire to
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find the incomprehensible God, he searched all his thoughts
and dreams with self-torture. Every earthly thought,
every beat of his youthful blood, became for him a cruel
wrong. He began to despair of himself; he wrestled in
unceasing prayer, fasted and scourged himself. At one
time the priests had to break into his cell in which he had
been lying for days in a condition not far from insanity.
With warm sympathy Staupitz looked upon such heart-
rending torment, and sought to give him peace by blunt
counsel. Once when Luther had written to him, ¢ Oh, my
sin! My sin! My sin!’’ his spiritual adviser gave him the
answer, ‘‘ You long to be without sin, and you have no real
sin. Christ is the forgiveness of real sins, such as parri-
cide and the like. If Christ is to help you, you must have
a list of real sins, and not come to Him with such trash
and make-believe sins, seeing a sin in every trifle.”” The
manner in which Luther gradually raised himself above
such despair was decisive for his whole life. The God
whom he served was at that time a God of terror. His
anger was to be appeased only by the means of grace which
the ancient Church prescribed —in the first place through
constant confession, for which there were innumerable pre-
scriptions and formul® which seemed to the heart empty
and cold. By strictly prescribed activities and the practice
of so-called good works, the feeling of real atonement and
inward peace had not come to the young man. Finally a
saying of his spiritual adviser pierced his heart like an
arrow: ‘‘That alone is true penance which begins with
love for God. Love for God and inward exaltation is not
the result of the means of grace which the Church teaches;
it must go before them.’” This doctrine from Tauler’s
school became for the young man the basis of a new spirit-
unal and moral relation to God; it was for him a sacred
discovery. The transformation of his spiritual life was
the principal thing. For that he had to work. From the
depths of every human heart must come repentance, expia-
tion, and atonement. He and every man could lift himself
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up to God, alone. Not until now did he realize what free
prayer was. In place of a far-off divine power which he
had formerly sought in vain through a hundred forms and
childish confessions, there came before him at last the
image of an all-loving protector to whom he could speak
at any time joyfully and in tears; to whom he could bring
all sorrow, every doubt; who took unceasing interest in
him, cared for him, granted or denied his heartfelt petitions
tenderly, like a good father. So he learned to pray; and
how ardent his prayers became! From this time he lived
in peace with the beloved God whom he had finally found,
every day, every hour. His intercourse with the Most High
became more intimate than with the dearest companions of
this earth. When he poured out his whole self before Him,
then calm came over him and a holy peace, a feeling of
unspeakable love. He felt himself a part of God, and
remained in this relation to Him from that time throughout
his whole life. He heeded no longer the roundabout ways
of the ancient Church; he could, with God in his heart,
defy the whole world. Even thus early he ventured to
believe that those held false doctrine who put so much
stress on works of penance, that there was nothing beyond
these works but a cold satisfaction and a ceremonious con-
fession; and when, later, he learned from Melanchthon that
the Greek word for penitence, peravoia, meant literally
‘¢ change of mind,’’ it seemed to him a wonderful revela-
tion. On this ground rested the confident assurance with
which he opposed the words of Scripture to the ordinances
of the Church. By this means Luther in the monastery
gradually worked his way to spiritual liberty. All his
later doctrines, his battles against indulgences, his imper-
turbable steadfastness, his method of interpreting the
Scriptures, rested upon the struggles through which he,
while a monk, had found his God; and it may well be said
that the new era of German history began with Luther’s
prayers in the monastery. Life was soon to thrust him
under its hammer, to harden the pure metal of his soul.
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In 1508 Luther reluctantly accepted the professorship of
dialectics at the new university of Wittenberg. He would
rather have taught that theology which even then he be-
lieved the true one. When, in 1510, he went to Rome on
business for his order, it is well known what devotion and
piety marked his sojourn in the Holy City, and with what
horror the heathen life of the Romans and the moral cor-
ruption and worldliness of the clergy filled him. It was
there where his devotions, while he was officiating at mass,
were disturbed by the reckless jests which the Roman
priests of his order called out to him. He never forgot the
devil-inspired words* as long as he lived.

But the hierarchy, however deeply its corruption shocked
him, still contained his whole hope; outside of it there was
no God and no salvation. The noble idea of the Catholic
Church, and its eonquests of fifteen hundred years, enrap-
tured the mind even of the strongest. And when this
German in Roman clerical dress, at the risk of his life,
inspected the ruins of ancient Rome and stood in awe before
the gigantic columns of the temples which, according to
report, the Goths had once destroyed, the sturdy man from
the mountains of the old Hermunduri little dreamed that
it would be his own fate to destroy the temples of medieval
Rome more thoroughly, more fiercely, more grandly. Luther
came back from Rome still a faithful son of the great
Mother Church. All heresy, such as that of the Bohemians,
was hateful to him. He took a warm interest, after his
return, in Reuchlin’s contest against the judges of heresy
at Cologne, and, in 1512, stood on the side of the Human-
ists; but even then he felt that something separated him
from this movement. When, a few years later, he was in
Gotha, he did not call upon the worthy Mutianus Rufus,
although he wrote him a very polite letter of apology; and
soon after he was offended by the inward coldness and
secular tone in which theological sinners were ridiculed

* Cito remitte matri filiolum!” (“Send the little boy right home to his
mother.”)
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in Erasmus’ dialogues. The profane worldliness of the
Humanists was never quite in harmony with the cheerful
faith of Luther’s soul, and the pride with which he after-
ward offended the sensitive Erasmus in a letter which was
meant to be conciliatory, was probably even then in his soul.
Even the forms of literary modesty adopted by Luther at
that time give the impression that they were wrung from
an unbending spirit by the power of Christian humility.

For even at that time he felt himself secure and strong
in his faith. As early as 1516 he wrote to Spalatin, who
was the link of intercourse between him and the Elector,
Frederick the Wise, that the Elector was the most prudent
of men in the things of this world, but was afflicted with
sevenfold blindness in matters concerning God and the
salvation of the soul. And Luther had reason for this
expression, for the provident spirit of that moderate prince
appeared in his careful efforts, among other things, to
gather in for domestic use the means of grace recommended
by the Church. For instance, he had a special hobby for
sacred relics, and just at this time Staupitz, the vicar of
the Augustinian order for Saxony, was occupied in the
Rhine region and elsewhere in collecting them for the
Elector. For Luther the absence of his superior was im-
portant, for he had to fill his place. He was already a
respected man in his order. Although professor (of the-
ology since 1512), he still lived in his monastery in Witten-
berg and generally wore his monk’s habit; and now he
visited the thirty monasteries in his charge, deposed priors,
uttered severe censure of bad discipline, and urged severity
against fallen monks. But something of the simple faith
of the brother of the monastery still clung to him.

It was in this spirit of confidence and German sincerity
that he wrote, October 31, 1517, after he had posted the
theses against Tetzel on the church door, to Archbishop
Albert of Mainz, the protector of the seller of indulgences.
Full of the popular belief in the wisdom and the goodwill
of the highest rulers, Luther thought (he often said so
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later) that it was only necessary to present honestly to the
princes of the Church the disadvantage and immorality of
such abuses. But how childish this zeal of the monk ap-
peared to the polished and worldly prince of the Church!
What so deeply offended the honest man was, from the
point of view of the Archbishop, a matter long settled. The
sale of indulgences was an evil in the Church a hundred
times deplored, but as unavoidable as many institutions
seem to the politician; while not good in themselves, they
must be kept for the sake of a greater interest. The great-
est interest of the Archbishop and the curia was their
supremacy, which was acquired and maintained by such
commercial dealings. The great interest of Luther and the
people was truth. This was the parting of the ways.

And so Luther entered upon the struggle, a poor and
faithful son of the Church, full of German devotion to
authority; but yet he had in his character something which
gave him strength against too extreme exercise of this
authority —a close relation to his God. He was then
thirty-four years old, in the fulness of his strength, of
medium stature, his body vigorous and without the corpu-
lency of his later years, appearing tall beside the small,
delicate, boyish form of Melanchthon. In the face which
showed the effects of vigils and inward struggles, shone
two fiery eyes whose keen brilliancy was hard to meet.
He was a respected man, not only in his order, but at the
University; not a great scholar —he learned Greek from
Melanchthon in the first year of his professorship, and
Hebrew soon after. He had no extensive book learning,
and never had the ambition to shine as a writer of Latin
verse; but he was astonishingly well-read in the Scriptures
and some of the Fathers of the Church, and what he had
once learned he assimilated with German thoroughness.
He was the untiring shepherd of his flock, a zealous
preacher, a warm friend, once more full of a decorous
cheerfulness; he was of an assured bearing, polite and skil-
ful in social intercourse, with a confidence of spirit which
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often lighted up his face in a smile. The small events of
the day might indeed affect him and annoy him. He was
excitable, and easily moved to tears, but on any great
emergency, after he had overcome his early nervous excite-
ment, such as, for instance, embarrassed him when he first
appeared before the Diet at Worms — then he showed won-
derful calmness and self-command. He knew no fear.
Indeed, his lion’s nature found satisfaction in the most
dangerous situations. The danger of death into which he
sometimes fell, the malicious ambushes of his enemies,
seemed to him at that time hardly worthy of mention. The
reason for this superhuman heroism, as one may call it,
was again his close personal relation to his God. He had
long periods in which he wished, with a cheerful smile, for
martyrdom in the service of truth and of his God. Ter-
rible struggles were still before him, but those in which
men opposed him did not seem to deserve this name. He
had defeated the devil himself again and again for years.
He even overcame the fear and torment of hell, which did
its ntmost to cloud his reason. Such a man might perhaps
be killed, but he could hardly be conquered.

The period of the struggle which now follows, from the
beginning of the indulgences controversy until his depart-
ure from the Wartburg — the time of his greatest victories
and of his tremendous popularity —is perhaps best known ;
but it seems to us that even here his nature has never yet
been correctly judged.

Nothing is more remarkable at this period than the man-
ner in which Luther became gradually estranged from the
Church of Rome. His life was modest and without am-
bition. He clung with the deepest reverence to the lofty
idea of the Church, for fifteen hundred years the com-
munion of saints; and yet in four short years he was des-
tined to be cut off from the faith of his fathers, torn from
the soil in which he had been so firmly rooted. And during
all this time he was destined to stand alone in the struggle,
or at best with a few faithful companions— after 1518
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together with Melanchthon. He was to be exposed to all
the perils of the fiercest war, not only against innumerable
enemies, but also in defiance of the anxious warnings of
sincere friends and patrons. Three times the Roman party
tried to silence him-—through the official activity of
Cajetan, through the persuasive arts of Miltitz, and the
untimely persistence of the contentious Eck. Three times
he spoke to the Pope himself in letters which are among the
most valuable documents of those years. Then came the
parting. He was anathematized and outlawed. Accord-
ing to the: old university custom, he burned the enemy’s
declaration of war, and with it the possibility of return.
‘With cheerful confidence he went to Worms in order that
the princes of his nation might decide whether he should
die or thenceforth live among them without pope or church,
according to the Bible alone.

At first, when he had printed his theses against Tetzel,
he was astonished at the enormous excitement which they
caused in Germany, at the venomous hatred of his enemies,
and at the signs of joyful recognition which he received
from many sides. Had he, then, done such an unheard-of
thing? What he had expressed was, he knew, the belief of
all the best men of the Church. When the Bishop of
Brandenburg had sent the Abbot of Lehnin to him, with the
request that Luther would suppress the printed edition of
his German sermon on indulgences and grace, however near
the truth he might be, the brother of the poor Augustinian
monastery was deeply moved that such great men should
speak to him in so friendly and cordial a manner, and he
was ready to give up the printing rather than make himself
a monster that disturbed the Church. Eagerly he sought
to refute the report that the Elector had instigated his
quarrel with Tetzel— ‘¢ they wish to involve the innocent
prince in the enmity that falls on me.’”” He was ready to
do anything to keep the peace before Cajetan and with
Miltitz. One thing he would not do—recant what he had
said against the unchristian extension of the system of
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indulgences; but recantation was the only thing the hier-
archy wanted of him. For a long time he still wished for
peace, reconciliation, and return to the peaceful activity
of his cell; and again and again a false assertion of his
opponents set his blood on fire, and every opposition was
followed by a new and sharper blow from his weapon.

Even in the first letter to Leo X, May 30, 1518, Luther’s
heroic assurance is remarkable. He is still entirely the
faithful son of the Church. He still concludes by falling at
the Pope’s feet, offers him his whole life and being, and
promises to honor his voice as the voice of Christ, whose
representative the head of the Church is; but even from this
devotion befitting the monk, the vigorous words flash out:
¢ If I have merited death, I refuse not to die.”” In the body
of the letter, how strong are the expressions in which he
sets forth the coarseness of the sellers of indulgences!
Here, too, his surprise is honest that his theses are making
so much stir with their unintelligible sentences, involved,
according to the old custom, to the point of riddles. And
good humor sounds in the manly words: ‘¢ What shall I
do? T cannot recant. In our century full of intellect and
beauty, which might put Cicero into a corner, I am only
an unlearned, limited, poorly educated man! But the goose
must needs cackle among the swans.”’

The following year almost all who honored Luther united
in the endeavor to bring about a reconciliation. Staupitz
and Palatin, and the Elector through them, seolded, be-
sought, and urged; the papal chamberlain, Miltitz himself,
praised Luther’s attitude, and whispered to him that he was
entirely right, implored him, drank with him, and kissed
him. Luther, to be sure, thought he knew that the courtier
had a secret mission to make him a captive, if possible,
and bring him to Rome. But the peacemakers successfully
hit upon the point in which the stubborn man heartily
agreed with them-—that respect for the Chureh must
be maintained, and its unity must not be destroyed. Luther
promised to keep quiet and to submit the decision of the
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contested points to three worthy bishops. While in this
position he was urged to write a letter of apology to the
Pope. But even this letter of March 3, 1519, though ap-
proved by the mediators and written under compulsion, is
characteristic as showing the advance Luther had made.
Humility, such as our theologians see in it, is hardly pres-
ent, but a cautious diplomatic attitude throughout. Luther
regrets that what he has done to defend the honor of the
Roman Church should have been interpreted as lack of
respect in him. He promises henceforth to say nothing
more about indulgences —if, that is, his opponents will do
the same; he offers to address a manifesto to the people in
which he will advise them to give proper obedience to the
Church and not to be estranged from her because his
adversaries have been insolent and he himself harsh. But
all these submissive words do not conceal the rift which
already separates his mind from the essential basis of the
Church of Rome. It sounds like cold irony when he writes:
¢ What shall I do, Most Holy Father? I am at a complete
loss. I cannot endure the weight of your anger, and yet
I do not know how to escape it. They demand a recantation
from me. If it could accomplish what they propose by it, I
would recant without hesitation, but the opposition of my
adversaries has spread my writings farther than I had
ever hoped; they have taken hold too deeply on the souls
of men. In Germany today talent, learning, freedom of
judgment are flourishing. If I should recant, I should cover
the Church, in the judgment of my Germans, with still
greater disgrace. It is they—my adversaries—who have
brought the Church of Rome into disrepute with us in
Germany.’”” He finally closes politely: ‘‘If I should be
able to do more, I shall without doubt be very ready. May
Christ preserve your Holiness! Martin Luther.”

Much is to be read between the lines of this studied
reserve. Even if the vain Eck had not immediately set all
Wittenberg University by the ears, this letter could hardly
have been considered at Rome as a token of repentant sub-
mission.
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The thunderbolt of excommunication had been hurled;
Rome had spoken. Now Luther, again completely his old
self, wrote once more to the Pope that great and famous
letter which, at the request of the untiring Miltitz, he dated
back to September 6, 1520, that he might be able to ignore
the bull of excommunication. It is a beautiful reflection of
a resolute mind which from a lofty standpoint ealmly sur-
veys its opponent, and at the same time is magnificent in
its sincerity, and of the noblest spirit. With sincere sym-
pathy he speaks of the personality and of the difficult posi-
tion of the Pope; but it is the sympathy of a stranger. He
still laments with melancholy the condition of the Church,
but it is plain that he himself has already outgrown it. It
is a farewell letter. With the keenest severity there is still
a firm attitude and silent sorrow. Such is the way a man
parts from what he has once loved and found unworthy.
This letter was to be the last bridge for the peacemakers.
For Luther it was the liberation of his soul.

In these years Luther had become a different man. In
the first place he had acquired prudence and self-reliance
in his intercourse with the most exalted personages, and
at heavy cost had won insight into the policies and the
private character of the rulers. Nothing was at heart more
painful to the peaceable nature of his sovereign than this
bitter theological controversy, which sometimes furthered
his political ends but always disturbed his peace of mind.
Constant efforts were made by his court to keep the Witten-
berg people within bounds, and Luther always saw to it
that they were made too late. Whenever the faithful
Spalatin dissuaded him from the publication of a new
polemic, he received the answer that there was no help for
it, that the sheets were printed and already in the hands of
many and could not be suppressed. And in his dealings
with his adversaries Luther had acquired the assurance of
a seasoned warrior. He was bitterly hurt when Hieronymus
Emser, in the spring of 1518, craftily took him to a banquet
in Dresden where he was forced to argue with angry
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enemies, especially when he learned that a Dominican friar
had listened at the door and the next day had spread it in
the town that Luther had been completely silenced, and that
the listener had had difficulty to restrain himself from rush-
ing into the room and spitting in Luther’s face. At that
first meeting with Cajetan Luther still prostrated himself
humbly at the feet of the prince of the Church; after the
second he allowed himself to express the view that the car-
dinal was as fit for his office as an ass to play the harp. He
treated the polite Miltitz with fitting politeness. The
Roman had hoped to tame the German bear, but soon the
courtier came of his own accord into the position which was
appropriate for him —he was used by Luther. And in the
Leipzig disputation against Eck the favorable impression
which the self-possessed, honest, and sturdy nature of
Luther produced was the best counterpoise to the self-
satisfied assurance of his clever opponent.

But Luther’s inward life calls for greater sympathy. It
was after all a terrible period for him. Close to exaltation
and victory lay for him deathly anxiety, torturing doubt,
and horrible apparitions. He, almost alone, was in arms
against all Christendom, and was becoming more and more
irreconcilably hostile to the mightiest power, which still
included everything that had been sacred to him since his
youth. What if, after all, he were wrong in this or that!
He was responsible for every soul that he led away with
him — and whither? What was there outside the Church but
destruction and perdition for time and for eternity? If
his adversaries and anxious friends cut him to the heart
with reproaches and warnings, the pain, the secret remorse,
the uncertainty which he must not acknowledge to any one,
were greater beyond comparison. He found peace, to be
sure, in prayer. Whenever his fervid soul, seeking its
God, rose in mighty flights, he was filled with strength,
peace, and cheerfulness. But in hours of less tense exalta-
tion, when his sensitive spirit quivered under unpleasant
impressions, then he felt himself embarrassed, divided,
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under the spell of another power which was hostile to his
God. He knew from childhood how actively evil spirits
ensnare mankind; he had learned from the Scripture that
the Devil works against the purest to ruin them. On his
path the busy devils were lurking to weaken him, to mislead
him, to make innumerable others wretched through him.
He saw their work in the angry bearing of the cardinal,
in the scornful face of Eck, even in the thoughts of his own
soul. He knew how powerful they had been in Rome. Even
in his youth apparitions had tormented him; now they
reappeared. From the dark shadows of his study the
spectre of the tempter lifted its claw-like hand against his
reason. Even while he was praying the Devil approached
him in the form of the Redeemer, radiant as King of
Heaven with the five wounds, as the ancient Church repre-
sented Him. But Luther knew that Christ appears to poor
humanity only in His words, or in humble form, as He hung
upon the cross; and he roused himself vigorously and cried
to the apparition: ‘‘ Avaunt, foul fiend! ’’—and the vision
disappeared. Thus the strong heart of the man worked for
years in savage indignation — always renewed. It was a
sad struggle between reason and insanity, but Luther
always came out victorious; the native strength of his sound
nature prevailed. In long prayer, often lasting for hours,
the stormy waves of his emotion became calm, and his
massive intelligence and his conscience brought him every
time out of doubt to certainty. He considered this process
of liberation as a gracious inspiration of his God, and after
such moments ke who had once been in such anxious doubt
was as firm as steel, indifferent to the opinion of men, not
to be moved, inexorable. Quite a different picture is that of
his personality in contest with earthly foes. Here he re-
tains almost everywhere the superiority of convietion, par-
ticularly in his literary feuds.

The literary activity which he developed at this time was
gigantic. Up to 1517 he had printed little. From that
time on he was not only the most productive but the great-
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est popular writer of Germany. The energy of his style,
the vigor of his argumentation, the ardor and passion of
his conviction, carried away his readers. No one had ever
spoken thus to the people. His language lent itself to every
mood, to all keys; now brief, forcible, sharp as steel, now
in majestic breadth, the words poured in among the people
like a mighty stream. A figurative expression, a striking
simile, made the most difficult thoughts intelligible. His
was a wonderfully creative power. He used language with
sovereign ease. As soon as he touched a pen his mind
worked with the greatest freedom; his sentences show the
cheerful warmth which filled him, the perfect charm of
sympathetic creation is poured out upon them. And such
power is by no means least apparent in the attacks which
he makes upon individual opponents, and it is closely con-
nected with a fault which caused misgivings even to his
admiring contemporaries. He liked to play with his op-
ponents. His imagination clothed the form of an enemy
with a grotesque mask, and he teased, scorned, and stabbed
this picture of his imagination with turns of speech which
had not always the grace of moderation, or even of decency;
but in the midst of vituperation, his good humor generally
had a conciliatory effect— although, to be sure, not upon
his victims. Petty spite was rarely visible; not seldom the
most imperturbable good-nature. Sometimes he fell into a
true artistic zeal, forgot the dignity of the reformer, and
pinched like a German peasant boy, even like a malicious
goblin. What blows he gave to all his opponents, now with
a club, wielded by an angry giant, now with a jester’s -
bauble! He liked to twist their names into ridiculous
forms, and thus they lived in Wittenberg circles as beasts,
or as fools. Eck became Dr. Geck; Murner was adorned
with the head and claws of a cat; Emser, who had printed
at the head of most of his pamphlets his coat-of-arms the
head of a horned goat, was abused as a goat. The Latin
name of the renegade humanist Cochldus, was retranslated,
and Luther greeted him as a snail with impenetrable armor,
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and—sad to say— sometimes also as a dirty boy whose
nose needed wiping. Still worse, terrible even to his con-
temporaries, was the reckless violence with which he de-
claimed against hostile princes. It is true that he some-
times bestowed upon his sovereign’s cousin, Duke George
of Saxony, a consideration hardly to be avoided. Each con-
sidered the other the prey of the devil, but in secret each
esteemed in the other a manly worth. Again and again they
fell into dissension, even in writing, but again and again
Luther prayed warmly for his neighbor’s soul. The reck-
less wilfulness of Henry VIIIL. of England, on the other
hand, offended the German reformer to the depths of his
soul; he reviled him horribly and without cessation; and
even in his last years he treated the hot-headed Henry of
Brunswick like a naughty school-boy. ‘¢ Clown ’’ was the
mildest of many dramatic characters in which he repre-
sented him. When, later, such outpourings of excessive
zeal stared at him from the printed page, and his friends
complained, he would be vexed at his rudeness, upbraid
himself, and honestly repent. But repentance availed
_little, for on the next occasion he would commit the same
fault; and Spalatin had some reason to look distrustfully
upon a projected publication even when Luther proposed
to write very gently and tamely. His opponents could not
equal him in his field. They called names with equal vigor,
but they lacked his inward freedom. Unfortunately it can-
not be denied that this little appendage to the moral dignity
of his nature was sometimes the spice which made his
writings so irresistible to the honest Germans of the six-
teenth century.

In the antumn of 1517 he had got into a quarrel with a
reprobate Dominican friar; in the winter of 1520 he burned
the Pope’s bull. In the spring of 1518 he had prostrated
himself at the feet of the Vicar of Christ; in the spring of
1521 he declared at the Diet of Worms, before the emperor
and the princes and the papal legates, that he believed
neither the Pope nor the Councils alone, only the testimony
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of the Holy Scripture and the interpretation of reason.
Now he was free, but excommunication and outlawry hov-
ered over his head. He was inwardly free, but he was free
as the beast of the forest is free, and behind him bayed the
blood-thirsty pack. He had reached the culminating point
of his life, and the powers against which he had revolted,
even the thoughts which he himself had aroused among the
people, were working from now on against his life and
doctrine.

Even at Worms, so it appears, it had been made clear to
Luther that he must disappear for a while. The customs of
the Franconian Knights, among whom he had faithful fol-
lowers, suggested the idea of having him spirited away by
armed men. Elector Frederick, with his faithful friends,
discussed the abduction, and it was quite after the manner
of this prince that he himself did not wish to know the
place of retreat,-in order to be able, in case of need, to
swear to his ignorance. Nor was it easy to win Luther
over to the plan, for his bold heart had long ago overcome
earthly fear; and with an enthusiastic joy, in which there
was much fanaticism and some humor, he watched the
attempts of the Romanists to put out of the way a man of
whom Another must dispose, He who spoke through his
lips.

Unwillingly he submitted. The secret was not easy to
keep, however skilfully the abduction had been planned. At
first none of the Wittenbergers but Melanchthon knew
where he was. But Luther was the last man to submit to
even the best-intentioned intrigue. Very soon an active
communication arose between the Wartburg and Witten-
berg. No matter how much caution was used in delivering
the letters, it was difficult to avoid suspicion. In his forti-
fied retreat, Luther found out earlier than the Witten-
bergers what was going on in the world outside. He was
informed of everything that happened at his university,
and tried to keep up the courage of his friends and direct
their policy. It is touching to see how he tried to strengthen

Vor. XII—9
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Melanchthon, whose unpractical nature made him feel pain-
fully the absence of his sturdy friend. ‘¢ Things will get
on without me,’’ he writes to him; ‘‘ only have courage. I
am no longer necessary to you. If I get out, and I cannot
return to Wittenberg, I shall go into the wide world. You
are men enough to hold the fortress of the Lord against
the Devil, without me.”” He dated his letters from the
air, from Patmos, from the desert, from ‘¢ among the birds
that sing merrily on the branches and praise God with all
their might from morning to night.”” Once he tried to be
crafty. He inclosed in a letter to Spalatin a letter intended
to deceive: ¢‘ It was believed without reason that he was
at the Wartburg. He was living among faithful brethren.
It was surprising that no one had thought of Bohemia;’’
and then came a thrust—not ill-tempered-—at Duke
George of Saxony, his most active enemy. This letter
Spalatin was to lose with well-planned carelessness so that
it should come into the hands of the enemy. But in this
kind of diplomacy he was certainly not logical, for as soon
as his leonine nature was aroused by some piece of news,
he would determine impulsively to start for Erfurt or Wit-
tenberg. It was hard for him to bear the inactivity of his
life. He was treated with the greatest attention by the
governor of the castle, and this attention expressed itself,
as was the custom at that time, primarily in the shape of
the best care in the matter of food and drink. The rich
living, the lack of activity, and the fresh mountain air into
which the theologian was transported, had their effect upon
soul and body. He had already brought from Worms a
physical infirmity, now there were added hours of gloomy
melancholy which made him unfit for work.

On two successive days he joined hunting parties, but his
heart was with the few hares and partridges which were
driven into the net by the troop of men and dogs. ¢ Inno-
cent creatures! 'The papists persecute in the same way! ”’
To save the life of a little hare he had wrapped him in the
sleeve of his coat. The dogs came and crushed the animal’s
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bones within the protecting coat. ‘‘ Thus Satan rages
against the souls that I seek to save.”” Luther had reason
for protecting himself and his friends from Satan. He had
rejected all the authority of the Church; now he stood
terribly alone; nothing was left to him but his last resort —
the Secriptures. The ancient Church had represented
Christianity in continual development. The faith had been
kept in a fluid state by a living tradition which ran parallel
with the Scriptures, by the Councils, by the Papal decrees;
and they had adapted themselves, like a facile stream, to
the sharp corners of national character, to the nrgent needs
of each age. It is true that this noble idea of a perpetually
living organism had not been preserved in its original
purity. The best part of its life had vanished; empty
cocoons were being preserved. The old democratic church
had been transformed into the irresponsible sovereignty of
a few, had been stained with all the vices of an uncon-
scientious aristocracy, and was already in striking opposi-
tion to reason and popular feeling. What Luther, however,
could put in its place—the word of the Scriptures—
although it gave freedom from a hopeless mass of soulless
excrescences, threatened on the other hand new dangers.
What was the Bible? Between the earliest and latest
writings of the sacred book lay perhaps two thousand
years. KEven the New Testament was not written by Christ
himself, not even entirely by those who had received the
sacred doctrine from his lips. It was compiled after his
death. Portions of it might have been transmitted inex-
actly. Everything was written in a foreign tongue, which
it was difficult for the Germans to understand. Even the
keenest penetration was in danger of interpreting falsely
unless the grace of God enlightened the interpreter as it
had the apostles. ‘The ancient Church had settled the mat-
ter summarily; in it the sacrament of holy orders gave
such enlightenment. Indeed, the Holy Father even laid
claim to divine authority to decide arbitrarily what should
be right, even when his will was contrary to the Scriptures.
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The reformer had nothing but his feeble human knowledge,
and prayer.

The first unavoidable step was that he must use his
reason, for a certain critical treatment even of the Holy
Bible was necessary. Nor did Luther fail to see that the
books of the New Testament were of varying worth. It is
well known that he did not highly esteem the Apocalypse,
and that the Epistle of James was regarded by him as ¢‘ an
epistle of straw.”” But his objection to particular portions
never shook his faith in the whole. His belief was inflex-
ible that the Holy Secriptures, excepting a few books, con-
tained a divine revelation in every word and letter. It was
for him the dearest thing on earth, the foundation of all
his learning. He had put himself so in sympathy with it
that he lived among its figures as in the present. The
more urgent his feeling of responsibility, the warmer the
passion with which he clung to Scripture; and a strong
instinet for the sensible and the fitting really helped him
over many dangers. His discrimination had none of the
hair-splitting sophistry of the ancient teachers. He de-
spised useless subtleties, and, with admirable tact, let go
what seemed to him unessential; but, if he was not to lose
his faith or his reason, he could do nothing, after all, but
found the new doctrine on words and conditions of life
fifteen hundred years old, and in some cases he became the
victim of what his adversary Eck called ‘¢ the black letter.”’

Under the urgency of these conditions his method took
form. If he had a question to settle, he collected all the
passages of Holy Secripture which seemed to offer him an
answer. He sought earnestly to understand all passages
in their context, and then he struck a balance, giving the
greatest weight to those which agreed with each other, and
for those which were at variance patiently striving to find
a solution which might reconcile the seeming contradiction.
The resulting conviction he firmly established in his heart,
regardless of temptations, by fervent prayer. With this
procedure he was sometimes bound to reach conclusions
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which seemed, even to ordinary human understanding,
vulnerable. When, for instance, in the year 1522, he under-
took, from the Scriptures, to put matrimony on a new moral
basis, reason and the needs of the people were certainly on
his side when he subjected to severe criticism the eighteen
grounds of the Ecclesiastical Law for forbidding and annul-
ling marriages and condemned the unworthy favoring of
the rich over the poor. But it was, after all, strange when
Luther tried to prove from the Bible alone what degrees
of relationship were permitted and what were forbidden,
especially as he also took into consideration the Old Testa-
ment, in which various queer marriages were contracted
without any opposition from the ancient Jehovah. God
undoubtedly had sometimes allowed his elect to have two
wives.

And it was this method which, in 1529, during the dis-
cussions with the Calvinists, made him so obstinate, when
he wrote on the table in front of him, ‘¢ This ¢s my body,”’
and sternly disregarded the tears and outstretched hand of
Zwingli. He had never been narrower and yet never
mightier —the fear-inspiring man who had won his con-
viction in the most violent inward struggles against doubt
and the Devil. It was an imperfect method, and his
opponents attacked it, not without success. With it his
doctrine became subject to the fate of all human wisdom.
But in this method there was also a vivid emotional pro-
cess in which his own reason and the culture and the inward
needs of his time found better expression than he himself
knew. And it became the starting-point from which a
conscientious spirit of investigation has wrought for the
German people the highest intellectual freedom.

With such tremendous trials there came also to the out-
cast monk at the Wartburg other minor temptations. He
had long ago, by almost superhuman intellectual activity,
overcome what were then regarded with great distrust as
fleshly impulses; now nature asserted herself vigorously,
and he several times asked his friend Melanchthon to pray
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for him on this account. Then Fate would have it that
during these very weeks the restless mind of Carlstadt in
Wittenberg fell upon the question of the marriage of
priests, and reached the conclusion, in a pamphlet on
celibacy, that the vow of chastity was not binding on
priests and monks. The Wittenbergers in general agreed
— first of all, Melanchthon, whose position in this matter
was freest from prejudice, since he had mnever received
ordination and had been married for two years.

So at this point a tangle of thoughts and moral questions
was caused from without in Luther’s soul, the threads of
which were destined to involve his whole later life. What-
ever heartfelt joy and worldly happiness was granted him
from this time on depended on the answer which he found
to this question. It was the happiness of his home-life
which made it possible for him to endure the later years.
Only in it did the flower of his abundant affection develop.
So Fate graciously sent the lonely man the message which
was to unite him anew and more firmly than ever with his
people; and the way in which Luther dealt with this question
is again characteristic. His pious disposition and the con-
servative strain in his nature revolted against the hasty
and superficial manner in which Carlstadt reasoned.

It may be assumed that much in his own feelings, at that
particular time, made him suspicious that the Devil might
be using this dubious question to tempt the children of
God, and yet at this very moment, in his confinement, he
had special sympathy for the poor monks behind monastery
walls. He searched the Seriptures. He had soon disposed
of the marriage of priests, but there was nothing in the
Bible about monks. ¢ The Seripture is silent; man is un-
certain.”” And then he was struck by the ridiculous idea
that even his nearest friends might marry. He writes to
the cautious Spalatin, ¢‘ Good Lord! Our Wittenbergers
want to give wives to the monks too. Well, they are not
going to hang one on my neck;’’ and he gives the ironical
warning, ‘‘ Look out that you do not marry too.’” But the
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problem still occupied him incessantly. Life is lived
rapidly in such great times. Gradually, through Me-
lanchthon’s reasoning, and, we may assume, after fervent
prayer, he found certainty. What settled the matter,
unknown to himself, must have been the recognition that
the opening of the monasteries had become reasonable and
necessary for a more moral foundation of ecivil life. For
almost three months he had struggled over the question.
On the first of November, 1521, he wrote the letter to his
father already cited.

The effect of his words upon the people was incalculable.
Everywhere there was a stir in the cloisters. From the
doors of almost all the monasteries and convents monks
and nuns stole out—at first singly and in secret flight;
then whole convents broke up. When Luther with greater
cares weighing upon him returned the next spring to Wit-
tenberg, the runaway monks and nuns gave him much to
do. Secret letters were sent to him from all quarters,
often from excited nuns who, the children of stern parents,
had been put into convents, and now, without money and
without protection, sought aid from the great reformer.
It was not unnatural that they should throng to Wittenberg.
Once nine nuns came in a carriage from the aristocratic
establishment at Nimpfschen — among them a Staupitz, two
Zeschaus, and Catherine von Bora. At another time six-
teen nuns were to be provided for, and so on. He felt
deep sympathy for these poor souls. He wrote in their
behalf and traveled to find them shelter in respectable
families. Sometimes indeed he felt it too much of a good
thing, and the hordes of runaway monks were an especial
burden to him. He complains that ¢ they wish to marry
immediately and are the most incompetent people for any
kind of work.”” Through his bold solution of a difficult
question he gave great offense. He himself had painful
experiences; for among those who now returned in tumult
to civil life there were, to be sure, high-minded men, but
also those who were rude and worthless. Yet all this never
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made him hesitate for a moment. As usual with him, he
was made the more determined by the opposition he met.
When, in 1524, he published the story of the sufferings of
a novice, Florentina of Oberweimar,'he repeated on the title
page what he had already so often preached: ‘¢ God often
gives testimony in the Secriptures that He will have no
compulsory service, and no one shall become His except
with pleasure and love. God help us! Is there no reasoning
with us? Have we no sense and no hearing? I say it again,
God will have no compulsory service. I say it a third time,
I say it a hundred thousand times, God will have no com-
pulsory service.”’

So Luther entered upon the last period of his life. His
disappearance in the Thuringian forest had caused an
enormous stir. His adversaries trembled before the anger
which arose in town and country against those who were
called murderers. But the interruption of his public
activity became fateful for him. So long as in Wittenberg
he was the central point of the struggle, his word, his pen,
had held sovereign control over the great intellectual
movement in north and south; now it worked without
method in different directions, in many minds. One of the
oldest of Luther’s allies began the confusion. Wittenberg
itself became the scene of a strange commotion. Then
Luther could endure the Wartburg no longer. Once before
he had been secretly in Wittenberg; now, against the
Elector’s will, he returned there publicly. And there began
a heroic struggle against old friends, and against the con-
clusions drawn from his own doctrine. His activity was
superhuman. He thundered without cessation from the
pulpit, in the cell his pen flew fast; but he could not reclaim
every dissenting mind. Even he could not prevent the
rabble of the towns from breaking out in savage fury
against the institutions of the ancient Church and against
hated individuals, nor the excitement of the people from
brewing political storms, nor the knights from rising
against the princes, and the peasants against the knights.
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What was more, he could not prevent the intellectual liberty
which he had won for the Germans from producing, even
in pious and learned men, an independent judgment about
creed and life, a judgment which was contrary to his own
convictions. There came the gloomy years of the Icono-
clasts, the Anabaptists, the Peasant Wars, the regrettable
dissensions over the sacrament. How often at this time
did Luther’s form rise sombre and mighty over the con-
testants! How often did the perversion of mankind and
his own secret doubts fill him with anxious care for the
future of Germany!

For in a savage age which was accustomed to slay with fire
and sword, this German had a high, pure conception of the
battles of the intellect such as no other man attained. Even
in the times of his own greatest danger he mortally hated
any use of violence. He himself did not wish to be sheltered
by his prince —indeed he desired no human protection for
his doctrine. He fought with a sharp quill against his foes,
but he burnt only a paper at the stake. He hated the Pope
as he did the Devil, but he always preached a love of peace
and Christian tolerance of the Papists. He suspected many
of being in secret league with the Devil, but he never
burned a witch. In all Catholic countries the pyres flamed
high for the adherents of the new creed; even Hutten was
under strong suspicion of having cut off the ears of a few
monks. So humane was Luther’s disposition that he enter-
tained cordial sympathy with the humiliated Tetzel and
wrote him a consolatory letter. To obey the authorities
whom God has established was his highest political principle.
Only when the service of his God demanded it did his opposi-
tion flame up. When he left Worms he had been ordered not
to preach — he who was just on the point of being declared
an outlaw. He did not submit to the prohibition, but his
honest conscience was fearful that this might be inter-
preted as disobedience. His conception of the position of
the Emperor was still quite the antiquated and popular one.
As subjects obey the powers that be, so the princes and
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electors had to obey the Emperor according to the law of
the land.

With the personality of Charles V. he had human sym-
pathy all his life —not only at that first period when he
greeted him as ¢* Dear Youngster,’” but also later, when he
well knew that the Spanish Burgundian was granting noth-
ing more than political tolerance to the German Reforma-
tion. ¢ He is pious and quiet,”’ Luther said of him; ‘‘ he
talks in a year less than I do in a day. He is a child of
fortune.”” He liked to praise the Emperor’s moderation,
modesty, and forbearance. Long after he had condemned
Charles’ policy, and in secret distrusted his character, he
insisted upon it among his table companions that the mas-
ter of Germany should be spoken of with reverence, and
said apologetically to the younger ones, ‘‘A politician can-
not be so frank as we of the clergy.”’

Even as late as 1530 it was his view that it was wrong for
the Elector to take arms against his Emperor. Not until
1537 did he fall in reluctantly with the freer views of his
circle, but he thought then that the endangered prince had
no right to make the first attack. The venerable tradition
of a firm, well articulated federal State was still thus active
in this man of the people at a time when the proud structure
of the old Saxon and Franconian empires was already
crumbling away. Yet in such loyalty there was no trace of
a slavish spirit. ‘When his prince once urged him to write
an open letter, his sense of truth rose against the title of the
Emperor, ¢“ Most Gracious Lord,’’ for he said the Emperor
was not graciously disposed toward him. And in his fre-
quent intercourse with those of rank, he showed a reckless
frankness which more than once alarmed the courtiers. In
all reverence he spoke truths to his own prince such as
only a great character may express and only a good-hearted
one can listen to. On the whole he cared little for the Ger-
man princes, much as he esteemed a few. Frequent and
Just were his complaints about their incapacity, their law-
lessness, and their vices. He also liked to treat the nobility
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with irony; the coarseness of most of them was highly dis-
tasteful to him. He felt a democratic displeasure toward
the hard and selfish jurists who managed the affairs of the
princes, worked for favor, and harassed the poor; for the
best of them he admitted only a very doubtful prospect of
the mercy of God. His whole heart, on the other hand, was
with the oppressed. He sometimes blamed the peasants
for their stolidity, and their extortions in selling their
grain, but he often praised their class, looked with cordial
sympathy upon their hardships, and never forgot that by
birth he belonged among them.

But all this belonged to the temporal order; he served
the spiritual. The popular conception was also firmly fixed
in his mind that two controlling powers ought to rule the
German nation in common—the Church and the princes;
and he was entirely right in proudly contrasting the sphere
where lay his rights and duties with that of the temporal
powers. In his spiritual field there were solidarity, a spirit
of sacrifice, and a wealth of ideals, while in secular affairs
narrow selfishness, robbery, fraud, and weakness were to
be found everywhere. He fought vigorously lest the au-
thorities should assume to control matters which concerned
the pastor and the independence of the congregations. He
judged all policies according to what would benefit his faith,
and according to the dictates of his Bible. Where the
Scriptures seemed endangered by worldly polities, he pro-
tested, caring little who was hit. It was not his fault that
he was strong and the princes were weak, and no blame
attaches to him, the monk, the professor, the pastor, if the
league of Protestant princes was weak as a herd of deer
against the crafty policy of the Emperor. He himself was
well aware that Italian diplomacy was not his strong point.
If the active Landgrave of Hesse happened not to follow
the advice of the clergy, Luther, in his heart, respected him
all the more: ‘¢ He knows what he wants and succeeds, he
has a fine sense of this world’s affairs.”

Now, after Luther’s return to Wittenberg, the flood of
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demacracy was rising among the people. He had opened
the monasteries; now the people called for redress against
many other social evils, such as the misery of the peasants,
the tithes, the traffic in benefices, the bad administration of
justice. Luther’s honest heart sympathized with this move-
ment. He warned and rebuked the landed gentry and the
princes. But when the wild waves of the Peasant War
flooded his own spiritual fields, and bloody deeds of violence
wounded his sensibilities; when he felt that the fanaties
and demagogues were exerting upon the hordes of peasants
an influence which threatened destruction to his doctrine;
then, in the greatest anger, he threw himself into opposition
to the uncouth mob. His call to the princes sounded out,
wild and warlike; the most horrible thing had fallen upon
him —the gospel of love had been disgraced by the wilful
insolence of those who called themselves its followers. His
policy here was again the right one; there was, unfortu-
nately, no better power in Germany than that of the princes,
and the future of the Fatherland depended upon them after
all, for neither the serfs, the robber barons, nor the isolated
free cities which stood like islands in the rising flood, gave
any assurance. Luther was entirely right in the essential
point, but the same obstinate, unyielding manner which
previously had made his struggle against the hierarchy so
popular, turned now against the people themselves. A cry
of amazement and horror shot through the masses. He was
a traitor! He who for eight years had been the favorite
and hero of the people suddenly became most unpopular.
His safety and his life were again threatened; even five
years later it was dangerous for him, on account of the
peasants, to travel to Mansfeld to visit his sick father. The
indignation of the people also worked against his doctrine.
The itinerant preachers and the new apostles treated him
as a lost, corrupted man.

He was outlawed, banned, and cursed by the populace.
Many well-meaning men, too, had not approved of his at-
tack on celibacy and monastic life. The country gentry
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threatened to seize the outlaw on the highways because he
had destroyed the nunneries into which, as into foundling
asylums, the legitimate daughters of the poverty-stricken
gentry used to be cast in earliest childhood. The Roman
party was triumphant; the new heresy had lost what so far
had made it powerful. Luther’s life and his doctrine seemed
alike near their end. :

Then Luther determined to marry. For two years
Catherine von Bora had lived in the house of Reichenbach,
the city clerk, afterward mayor of Wittenberg. A healthy,
good looking girl, she was, like many others, the abandoned
daughter of a family of the country gentry of Meissen.
Twice Luther had tried to find her a husband, as in fatherly
care he had done for several of her companions. Finally
Catherine declared that she would marry no one but Luther
himself, or his friend Amsdorf. Luther was surprised, but
he reached a decision quickly. Accompanied by Lucas
Kranach, he asked for her hand and married her on the
spot. Then he invited his friends to the wedding feast,
asked at Court for the venison which the Prince was
accustomed to presenf to his professors when they married,
and received the table wine as a present from the city of
Wittenberg. How things stood in Luther’s soul at that
time we should be glad to know. His whole being was under
the highest tension. The savage vigor of his nature struck
out in all directions. He was deeply shocked at the misery
which arose about him from burned villages and murdered
men. If he had been a fanatic in his ideas, he would prob-
ably have perished now in despair; but above the stormy
restlessness which could be perceived in him up to his mar-
riage, there shone now, like a clear light, the conviction that
he was the guardian of divine right among the Germans,
and that to protect civil order and morality, he must lead
public opinion, not follow it. However violent his utter-
ances are in particular cases, he appears just at this time
preéminently conservative, and more self-possessed than
ever. He also believed, it is true, that he was not destined
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to live much longer, and often and with longing awaited
his martyrdom. He entered wedlock, perfectly at peace
with himself on this point, for he had fully convinced him-
self of the necessity and the scriptural sanction of the
married state. In recent years he had urged all his
acquaintances to marry—finally even his old adversary,
the Archbishop of Mainz. He himself gave two reasons for
his decision. For many years he had deprived his father
of his son; and it would be like an atonement if he should
leave to old Hans a grandson in case of his own death.
There was also some defiance in it. His adversaries were
saying in triumph that Luther was humiliated, and since
all the world now took offense at him, he proposed to give
them still greater offense in his good cause. He was of
vigorous nature, but there was no trace of coarse sensu-
ality in him, and we may assume that the best reason,
which he eonfessed to no friend, was, after all, the decisive
one: Gossip had known for a long time more than he did,
but now he also knew that Catherine was dear to him.
¢ T am no passionate lover, but I am fond of her,’’ he wrote
to one of his closest friends.

And this marriage, performed in opposition to the judg-
ment of his contemporaries, and amid the shouts of scorn
of his adversaries, became the bond to which we Germans
owe as much as to the years in which he, a priest of the
ancient Church, bore arms in behalf of his theology. For
henceforth the husband, the father, and the citizen, became
the reformer also of the domestic life of his nation; and
the very blessing of their earthly life which Protestants
and Catholics share alike today is due to the marriage of
an excommunicated monk with a runaway nun,

For twenty more busy years he was destined to work as
an educator of his nation. During this time his greatest
work, the translation of the Bible, was completed, and in
this work, which he accomplished in codperation with his
Wittenberg friends, he acquired a complete control of the
language of the people—a language whose wealth and



DOCTOR LUTHER 143

power he first learned to realize through this work. We
know the lofty spirit which he brought to this undertaking.
His purpose was to create a book for the people, and for
this he studied industriously turns of phrases, proverbs,
and special terms which made up the people’s current
language. Even Humanists had written an awkward, in-
volved German, with clumsy sentences in unfortunate imita-
tion of the Latm style. Now the nation acquired for daily
reading a work which, in simple words and short sentences,
gave expression to the deepest wisdom and the best intel-
lectual life of the time. Along with Luther’s other works,
the German Bible became the foundation of the modern
German language, and this language, in which our whole
literature and intellectual life has found expression, has
become an indestructible possession which, in the gloomiest
times, even corrupted and distorted, has reminded the
various German strains that they have common interests.
Every individual in our country still rises superior to the
dialect of his native place, and the language of culture,
poetry, and science which Luther created is still the tie
which binds all German souls in unity.

And what he did for the social life of the Germans was
no less; for by his precepts and his writings he consecrated
family prayers, marriage and the training of children, the
daily life of the community, education, manners, amuse-
ments, whatever touches the heart, and all social pleasures.
He was everywhere active in setting up new ideals, in lay-
ing deeper foundations. There was no field of human duty
upon which he did not force his Germans to reflect. Through
his many sermons and minor writings he influenced large
groups of people, and by his innumerable letters, in which
he gave advice and consolation to those who asked for them,
he influenced individuals. When he incessantly urged his
contemporaries to examine for themselves whether a desire
was justified or not, or what was the duty of a father
toward his child, of the subject toward the authorities, of
the councillor toward the people, the progress which was
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made through him was so important because here too he
set free the conscience of the individual and put every-
where in the place of compulsion from without, against
which selfishness had defiantly rebelled, a self-control in
harmony with the spirit of the individual. How beautiful
is his conception of the necessity of training children by
schooling, especially in the ancient languages! How he
recommends the introduction of his beloved musie into the
schools! How large is his vision when he advises the city-
councils to establish public libraries! And again, how con-
scientiously he tried, in matters of betrothal and marriage,
to protect the heart of the lovers against stern parental
authority! To be sure, his horizon is always bounded by
the letter of the Scriptures, but everywhere there sounds
through his sermons, his advice, his censure, the beautiful
keynote of his German nature, the necessity of liberty and
discipline, of love and morality. He had overthrown the
old sacrament of marriage, but gave a higher, nobler, freer
form to the intimate relation of man and wife. He had
fought the clumsy monastery schools; and everywhere in
town and hamlet, wherever his influence was felt, there
grew up better educational institutions for the young. He
had done away with the mass and with Latin church musie;
he put in its place, for friends and foes alike, regular
preaching and German chorals.

As time advanced, it became ever more apparent that it
was a necessity for Luther to perceive God in every gra-
cious, good and tender gift of this world. In this sense
he was always pious and always wise—when he was out-
of-doors, or among his friends, in innocent merriment,
when he teased his wife, or held his children in his arms.
Before a fruit-tree, which he saw hanging full of fruit, he
rejoiced in its splendor, and said, ¢‘ If Adam had not fallen,
we should have admired all trees as we do this one.”” He
took a large pear into his hands and marveled: ¢ See!
Half a year ago this pear was deeper under ground than
it is long and broad, and lay at the very ead of the roots.
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These smallest and least observed creations are the greatest
miracles. God is in the humblest things of nature — a leaf
or a blade of grass.”” Two birds made their nest in the
Doctor’s garden and flew up in the evening, often fright-
ened by passers-by. He called to them, ‘‘ Oh, you dear
birds! Don’t fly away. I am very willing to have you here,
if you could only believe me. But just so we mortals have
no faith in our God.”” He delighted in the companionship
of whole-souled men; he drank his wine with satisfaction,
while the conversation ran actively over great things and
small. He judged with splendid humor enemies and good
acquaintances alike, and told jolly stories; and when he
got into discussion, passed his hand across his knee, which
was a peculiarity of his; or he might sing, or play the lute,
and start a chorus. Whatever gave innocent pleasure was
welcome to him. His favorite art was music; he judged
leniently of dancing, and, fifty years before Shakespeare,
spoke approvingly of comedy, for he said, ‘‘ It instructs us,
like a mirror, how everybody should conduct himself.?”’
‘When he sat thus with Melanchthon, Master Philip was
the charitable scholar who sometimes put wise limitations
upon the daring assertions of his lusty friend. If, at such
times, the conversation turned upon rich people, and Frau
Kiithe could not help remarking longingly, ‘‘ If my man
had had a notion, he would have got very rich,”” Melanch-
thon would pronounce gravely, ‘‘That is impossible;
for those who, like him, work for the general good cannot
follow up their own advantage.”’ But there was one sub-
ject upon which the two men loved to dispute. Melanchthon
was a great admirer of astrology, but Luther looked upon
this science with supreme contempt. On the other hand,
Luther, through his method of interpreting the Secrip-
tures — and alas! through secret political cares also—had
arrived at the conviction that the end of the world was near.
That again seemed to the learned Melanchthon very dubi-
ous. So if Melanchthon began to talk about the signs of
the zodiac and aspects, and explained Luther’s success by

Vor. XII — 10
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his having been born under the sign of the Sun, then Luther
would exclaim, ¢ I don’t think much of your Sol. I am a
peasant’s son. My father, grandfather, and great-grand-
father were thorough peasants.”” ¢ Yes,”” replied Me-
lanchthon, *‘ even in a hamlet, you would have become a
leader, a magistrate, or a foreman over other laborers.”’
¢ But,”’ cried Luther, victoriously, ¢ I have become a bach-
elor of arts, a master, a monk. That was not foretold by
the stars. And after that I got the Pope by the hair and
he in turn got me. I have taken a nun to wife and got
some children by her. Who saw that in the stars?’’ Me-
lanchthon, continuing his astrological prophecies and turn-
ing to the fate of the Emperor Charles, declared that this
prince was destined to die in 1584. Then Luther broke out
vehemently — ‘¢ The world will not last as long as that, for
when we drive out the Turks the prophecy of Daniel will
be fulfilled and completed; then the Day of Judgment is
certainly at our doors.”’

How lovable he was as father in his family! When his
children stood before the table and looked hard at the fruit
and the peaches, he said, ‘‘ If anybody wants to see the
image of one who rejoiceth in hope, he has here the real
model. Oh, that we might look forward so cheerfully to
the Judgment Day! Adam and Eve must have had much
better fruit! Ours are nothing but crab-apples in contrast.
And T think the serpent was then a most beautiful creature,
kindly and gracious; it still wears its crown, but after the
curse it lost its feet and beautiful body.’” Once he looked
at his three-year-old son who was playing and talking
to himself and said, ‘‘ This child is like a drunken man.
He does not know that he is alive, yet lives on safely and
merrily and hops and jumps. Such children love to be in
spacious apartments where they have room,’’ and he took
the child in his arms. ¢ You are our Lord’s little fool,
subject to His mercy and forgiveness of sins, not subject
to the Law. You have no fear; you are safe, nothing
troubles you; the way you do is the uncorrupted way.
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Parents always like their youngest children best; my little
Martin is my dearest treasure. Such little ones need their
parents’ care and love the most; therefore the love of their
parents always reaches down to them. How Abraham must
have felt when he had in mind to sacrifice his youngest and
dearest son! Probably he said nothing to Sarah about it.
That must have been a bitter journey for him.”” His
favorite daughter Magdalena lay at the point of death and
he lamented, ¢‘ T love her truly, but, dear God, if it be Thy
will to take her away to Thee, I shall gladly know that she
is with Thee. Magdalena, my little daughter, you would like
to stay here with your father, and yet you would be willing
to go to the other Father?’’ Then the child said, ‘¢ Yes,
dear father, as God wills.”” When she was dying he fell
on his knees before the bed and wept bitterly, and prayed
that God would redeem her; and so she fell asleep under
her father’s hands, and when the people came to help lay
out the corpse and spoke to the Doctor according to custom,
he said, ‘‘ I am cheerful in my mind, but the flesh is weak.
This parting is hard beyond measure. It is strange to
know she is certainly in peace and that it is well with her,
and yet to be so sorrowful all the time.”’

His Dominus, or Lord Kithe, as he liked to call his wife
in letters to his friends, had soon developed into a capable
manager. And she had no slight troubles: little children,
her husband often in poor health, a number of boarders —
teachers and poor students —her house always open, sel-
dom lacking scholarly or noble guests, and, with all that,
scanty means and a husband who preferred giving to receiv-
ing, and who once, in his zeal, when she was in bed with
a young child, even seized the silver baptismal presents of
the child in order to give alms. Luther, in 1527, for in-
stance, could not afford even eight gulden for his former
prior and friend Briesger. He writes to himsadly: ¢¢ Three
silver cups (wedding presents) are pawned for fifty gulden,
the fourth is sold. The year has brought one hundred
gulden of debts. Lucas Kranach will not go security for
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me any more, lest I ruin myself completely.”” Sometimes
Luther refuses presents, even those which his prince offers
him: but it seems that regard for his wife and children
gave him in later years some sense of economy. When he
died his estate amounted to some eight or nine thousand
gulden, comprising, among other things, a little country
place, a large garden, and two houses. This was surely in
large part Frau Kithe’s doing. By the way in which
Luther treats her we see how happy his household was.
When he made allusions to the ready tongue of women he
had little right to do so, for he himself was not by any
means a man who could be called reticent. When she
showed her joy at being able to bring to table all kinds of
fish from the little pond in her garden, the Doctor, for his
part, was deeply pleased but did not fail to add a pleasant
discourse on the happiness of contentment. Or when on
one occasion she became impatient at the reading of the
Psalter, and gave him to understand that she had heard
enough about saints—that she read a good deal every day
and could talk enough about them too—that God only
desired her to act like them; then the Doctor, in reply to
this sensible answer, sighed and said, ¢ Thus begins discon-
tent at God’s word. There will be nothing but new books
coming out, and the Seriptures will be again thrown into
the corner.’”’ But the firm alliance of these two good people
was for a long time not without its secret sorrow. We can
only surmise the suffering of the wife’s soul when, even
as late as 1527, Luther in a dangerous illness took final
farewell from her with the words: ¢ You are my lawful
wife, and as such you must surely consider yourself.’’
In the same spirit as with his dear ones, Luther con-
sorted with the high powers of his faith. All the good
characters from the Bible were true friends to him. His
vivid imagination had confidently given them shape, and,
with the simplicity of a child, he liked to picture to him-
self their conditions. When Veit Deitrich asked him what
kind of person the Apostle Paul was, Luther answered
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quickly, ‘“ He was an insignificant, slim little fellow like
Philip Melanchthon.”” The Virgin Mary was a graceful
image to him. . ‘‘ She was a fine girl,’’ he said admiringly;
‘¢ she must have had a good voice.”” He liked to think of
the Redeemer as a child with his parents, carrying the din-
ner to his father in the lumber yard, and to picture Mary,
when he stayed too long away, as asking —*‘ Darling, where
have you been so long?’’ One should not think of the
Saviour seated on the rainbow in glory, nor as the fulfiller
of the law—this conception is too grand and terrible for
man — but only as a poor sufferer who lives among sinners
and dies for them.

Even his God was to him preéminently the head of a
household and a father. He liked to reflect upon the econ-
omy of nature. He lost himself in wondering consideration
of how much wood God was obliged to create. ‘¢ Nobody
can calculate what God needs to feed the sparrows and the
useless birds alone. These cost him in one year more than
the revenues of the king of France. And then think of the
other things! God understands all trades. In his tailor
shop he makes the stag a coat that lasts a hundred years.
As a shoemaker he gives him shoes for his feet, and through
the pleasant sun he is a cook. He might get rich if he
would; he might stop the sun, inclose the air, and threaten
the pope, emperor, bishops and the doctors with death if
they did not pay him on the spot one hundred thousand
gulden. But he does not do that, and we are thankless
scoundrels.’’ He reflected seriously about where the food
comes from for so many people. Old Hans Luther had
asserted that there were more people than sheaves of grain.
The Doctor believed that more sheaves are grown than
there are people, but still more people than stacks of grain.
‘ But a stack of grain yields hardly a bushel, and a man
cannot live a whole year on that.”” Even a dunghill invited
him to deep reflection. ‘¢ God has as much to clear away
as to create. If He were not continually carrying things
off, men would have filled the world with rubbish long ago.”’
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And if God often punishes those who fear Him worse than
those who have no religion, he appears to Luther to be like
a strict householder who punishes his son oftener than his
good-for-nothing servant, but who secretly is laying up an
inheritance for his son; while he finally dismisses the serv-
ant. And merrily he draws the conclusion, ‘‘ If our Lord
can pardon me for having annoyed Him for twenty years
by reading masses, He can put it to my credit also that at
times I have taken a good drink in His honor. The world
may interpret it as it will.”’

He is also greatly surprised that God should be so angry
with the Jews. ¢¢ They have prayed anxiously for fifteen
hundred years with seriousness and great zeal, as their
prayer-books show, and He has not for the whole time
noticed them with a word. If I could pray as they do I
would give books worth two hundred florins for the gift.
It must be a great unutterable wrath. O, good Lord, punish
us with pestilence rather than with such silence! ”’

Like a child, Luther prayed every morning and evening,
and frequently during the day, even while eating. Prayers
which he knew by heart he repeated over and over with
warm devotion, preferably the Lord’s Prayer. Then he
recited as an act of devotion the shorter Catechism; the
Psalter he always carried with him as a prayer-book.
When he was in passionate anxiety his prayer became a
stormy wrestling with God, so powerful, great, and sol-
emnly simple that it can hardly be compared with other
human emotions. Then he was the son who lay despair-
ingly at his father’s feet, or the faithful servant who im-
plores his prince; for his whole conviction was firmly fixed
that God’s decisions could be affected by begging and urg-
ing, and so the effusion of feeling alternated in his prayer
with complaints, even with earnest reproaches. It has
often been told how, in 1540, at Weimar, he brought
Melanchthon, who was at the point of death, to life again.
When Luther arrived, he found Master Philip in the death

.throes, unconscious, his eyes set. Luther was greatly
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startled and said, ‘‘ God help us! How the Devil has
wronged this Organan,’’ then he turned his back to the com-
pany and went to the window as he was wont to do when
he prayed. ¢ Here,’’ Luther himself later recounted, ¢ Qur
Lord had to grant my petition, for I challenged Him and
filled His ears with all the promises of prayer which I could
remember from the Secriptures, so that He had to hear me
if I was to put any trust in His promises.’”’” Then he took
Melanchthon by the hand saying, ‘‘ Be comforted, Philip,
you will not die;’’ and Melanchthon, under the spell of his
vigorous friend, began at once to breathe again, came back
to consciousness, and recovered.

As God was the source of all good, so, for Luther, the
Devil was the author of everything harmful and bad. The
Devil interfered perniciously in the course of nature, in
sickness and pestilence, failure of crops and famine. But
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