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EDITOR’S NOTE

THais volume is devoted, in the main, to three of the most
prominent Austrian dramatists and novelists: Anzen-
gruber, Rosegger, and Schonherr, writers connected with
each other through their intimate knowledge and loving
portrayal of popular life. That these writers, as a group,
show a close affinity to such painters as Defregger, Leibl,
and Thoma, some of whose works are here reproduced for
illustration, seems obvious.

Adolf Wilbrandt, whose Master of Palmyra opens this
volume, was a writer of an entirely different stamp. His
inclusion here is justified by the fact that his management
of the Vienna Burg Theatre has formed an epoch in the
history of the Austrian stage. The kinship of his art
with that of painters like Henneberg and Spangenberg is
apparent.

Ku~o Francke.






ADOLF WILBRANDT #*

By CuarLEs WHARTON STORK, PH.D.
Instructor in English, University of Pennsylvania

[~ German.| BRMAN literature of the nineteenth cen-
tury has two principal characteristics.
These are: first, an unusual closeness to
the life of the people; and second, the
power of assimilating the Greek and
Latin classies, and of reproducing their
figures with renewed vitality. These

qualities often exist together in the same author; notably

in Goethe, with his Iphigenie and Roman Elegies on the
one hand, his Wilhelm Meister and his Ballads on the other.

In Faust, of course, both elements are united. Then we

have Morike writing Erinna to Sappho in a thoroughly

Grecian spirit, and again, too, in another mood giving us

the song of a German peasant girl. The dramatist Grill-

parzer achieved nearly equal success with classic legend
and with Austrian history, and the list might be continued
indefinitely. In the past generation few writers have culti-
vated both of these qualities with more ardor than has

Adolf Wilbrandt.

Wilbrandt was born August 24, 1837, at Rostock, a piec-
turesque town in Mecklenburg by the Baltic Sea. His
father was a professor of philology in the university there,
and the son acquired early an unquenchable passion for
knowledge. At the age of twenty-one he became a Doctor of
Philosophy, his favorite subjects being history, languages,
art, and metaphysies; his favorite author, Plato. But
the young man was not destined to remain in a fugitive
and cloistered virtue. Of himself he writes: ‘¢ From

fis (mzmsz et

* The writer of this biographical sketch wishes to thank Wilbrandt’s son,
Professor Robert Wilbrandt, of the University of Tiibingen, for his assistance
in preparing it.

Vor. XVI—1



2 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

patriotism I became a journalist, from natural impulse a
poet.”’

In 1859 Wilbrandt undertook the varied and exacting
duties of newspaper work. His home was then at Munich,
where he became intimately associated with an artistie
circle, including such men as Paul Heyse and Franz von
Lenbach. But eager though he was at first, the incipient
poet eventually found out that journalism did not suit him.
He was wearied by ‘‘the eternal monotony of eternal
change.’”” He thereupon made his début-in literature by
an excellent boock on the dramatist Heinrich von Kleist.
Following this came his novel Spirits and Mortals, a melo-
dramatic work, full of ill-regulated genius. But the en-
thusiast had overtaxed his powers, and suffered in con-
sequence a nervous breakdown. In his convalescence
Wilbrandt resolved henceforth to live in art, ‘‘ the realm
of eternal things,”’ and he at once put his resolution into
effect by a long sojourn in Italy with Heyse, Lenbach, and
other artistic friends.

Wilbrandt returned to Munich in 1872 and there resumed
creative writing with a number of light comedies on con-
temporary society and artist life. 'The best of these is
probably The Painters, with its tomboy heroine who wishes
to forget her sex and live among the artists as a ‘‘ good
fellow.”” However, these comedies were written merely as
a relief, until the dramatist should have mastered his eraft
and fully recovered his health. His next serious work con-
sisted of several classic plays on subjects from Roman
history. Wilbrandt was no doubt turned in this direction
by having to adapt for the modern stage a number of Greek
tragedies, besides plays of Calderon and Shakespeare.
The most interesting of his original tragedies was Arria
and Messalina. In general this form of drama seems today
rather artificial in its attempt to infuse modern feeling into
historic personages, though in Wilbrandt’s case this fault
is partly redeemed by great smoothness and beauty of style.
At the time, the author achieved an immediate success, and
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from then on until the end of his life he continued to write
with unremitting vigor.

It would be impossible in this brief article to give any
adequate idea of Wilbrandt’s chief publications. Besides
plays he wrote a score of excellent novels, several volumes
of short stories, numerous political articles, criticisms of
Hoélderlin and Reuter, and a fair amount of lyric poetry.
In 1881 Wilbrandt was made director of the ‘‘ Burg
Theatre ’’ at Vienna, one of the greatest honors in the
German theatrical world. In 1884 he was decorated and
given personal nobility by the king of Bavaria. In 1887 he
resigned his position at Vienna, after a most successful
directorship, to write more at leisure in his native town of
Rostock. During his connection with the ‘¢ Burg Theatre ”’
Wilbrandt had married Auguste Baudius, a celebrated
Austrian actress. In the following years he produced his
most mature and lasting work, notably his greatest play,
The Master of Palmyra, which appeared in 1889. On his
seventieth birthday a number of noted authors, his per-
sonal friends, compiled a volume in his honor, to which was
prefaced a letter of Chancellor Von Biilow. Four years
later, on June 14, 1911, he died in the midst of new plans
and enterprises.

Professor R. M. Meyer thinks that the chief quality of
‘Wilbrandt’s works is that of charm. If this view be ac-
cepted, the charm has surely come of right, for few men
have so agreeably impressed their personality upon those
who knew them. But this charm, both in the man and in
his works, is united with a sense of dignity and high intel-
lectual poWer. All of these characteristics are apparent in
the portrait by Lenbach —one of his best — painted when
the poet was twenty-eight. The forehead is high and
majestic, the features classically delicate, the eyes remark-
ably deep and lustrous. Richard Voss gives us the fol-
lowing personal description: ¢‘‘At the very outset I had
the feeling as if I were speaking with a sage of ancient
Greece; I felt myself at once a youth, his scholar. My love
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toward him grew as I spoke to him and he listened. In
his presence my heart was quieted and made happy — for
the first time in a long while. At the same time I enjoyed
his presence as one enjoys looking at a work of art. His
spiritual brow, heavy with thought; his earnest eyes, full
of light, which looked penetratingly into one’s soul; the
charm of his smile, the melody of his voice—he was a
splendid representation of manhood.”” One of Wilbrandt’s
fellow-citizens of Rostock adds an account of the poet at
home. ¢ Whoever had the privilege of entering his living-
room, took away an impression never to be forgotten of the
spirit of classic beauty which pervaded it. Casts after the
antique, wonderful reproductions of Michelangelo from the
Sistine Chapel, long rows of his beloved books . . .,
and then the master himself. . . . With unaltered youth
the dark, fiery eyes shone in the gloriously modeled poet’s
countenance, the soft wavy hair was hardly gray. ;
The master fitted into the world of ancient beauty that
surrounded him.”” To this we need only add that he was
a most generous and inspiring friend, a lifelong lover of
life — its griefs and trials, as well as its joys and triumphs,
—in brief a man happy in himself and in every human
relationship. It was said of him that he died young be-
cause he could never grow old.

The personality of the man has been dwelt upon some-
what at length because only thus can we form an idea of
his writings, and more particularly of The Master of
Palmyra. Enough has been said to indicate how truly a
Hellene was Wilbrandt. On the other hand he was a
thorough student of his native province and country, a
loyal Mecklenburger and a most patriotic German. Prince
Von Biilow goes so far as to say that the fundamental note
in his work is a strong and faithful love for his German
home and for the German people. As an especial admirer
of Plato, Wilbrandt is an idealist; but as he was also deeply
rooted in his native soil, he always supports his theories
by an adequate and sympathetic knowledge of human
nature.
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In general we may say that Wilbrandt’s novels and
comedies are German in character, and the tragedies Greek.
His dominant interest is intellectual rather than emotional.
The summary of a given plot is therefore likely to impress
the unfamiliar reader as colorless and abstract, but, as
Professor Meyer says, Wilbrandt nearly always overcomes
the dangers of a ‘‘ thought-novel ’’ by incorporating his
1dea into a living character. His people are real, but not
as a rule very individual. His style, both in prose and
verse, is exceptionally lucid, compact and finished. Again
to quote Dr. Meyer, he combines ‘¢ passionate earnestness
of soul with magical grace of form.’’ A healthy humor and
exquisite good taste cause him to avoid mawkishness on
the one side and crude realism on the other.

Wilbrandt’s novels are nearly all set in contemporary
Germany. In them he often combats exaggerated modern
notions. For example, in Hermann Ifinger he attacks sen-
suous realism in the painting of the ‘‘ Makart period,’’ in
Easter Island he explodes a Utopia planned on the ideals
of Nietzsche. He has a peculiar gift of describing the
education of his characters by each other and by life, ex-
emplifying the hope, as he puts it, of winning men ¢ to
beauty, morality, activity, intellectuality, and finally —to
unity.”’ He is notably tolerant and optimistic. Among the
best of his novels not already mentioned are The Rothen-
burgers and Franz, in which he celebrates the character of
his native land. He believes that of modern men the Ger-
man is not only the simplest and most normal, but is also
the natural leader of the world toward the future ideals of
the race.

The range of subject and setting in Wilbrandt’s plays
is much wider. Besides the modern comedies and the
Roman tragedies already mentioned, he has plays, for
instance, of the Nibelungen story (Kriemhild), of England
in the time of James 1. (Robert Kerr), of Swiss medieval
history (The Conspirators), of renaissance and modern
Italy (Giordano Bruno and Adssunta Leont). In all cases
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Wilbrandt is more interested in the ‘‘ soul problems ’’
involved than in the mere action, and this is perhaps a
reason why, despite the refinement of the author’s dra-
matie technique, only one of his serious plays still holds the
stage. The richest and most beautiful of the plays to read
are Timandra and Hairan; the former centering around the
death of Socrates, the latter reverently depicting a Syrian
prophet so similar to Christ that its production was for-
bidden by an over-zealous censor.

Some doubt exists as to whether on the whole Adolf
Wilbrandt is greater as a novelist or as a playwright, but
on one point all erities are clear; namely, that The Master
of Palmyra is not only his masterpiece but is one of the
best plays of its generation in German literature. It is a
‘¢ thought-play,’’ but it is a thought-play that will act, and
is acted today on the best stages of Germany. Its full
meaning and beauty can only be perceived by a careful and
sympathetic reading, and this is not because the style is
involved or obscure. The difficulty of appreciation arises
from the fact that the dramatic interest of the parts may
draw our attention from the deep central motive of the
whole. The play presents two worlds, a material and a
spiritual, and its chief distinetion is the clearness with
which we are made to see into the latter through the former.

The dominant idea of the drama is one of universal truth
and significance : namely, the welcomeness of death after
we have lived our natural lives, and the consequent folly
of wishing to live beyond our generation. Apelles, the
‘¢ Master,”” a young architect and warrior, declares that
if his vigor of mind and body be preserved, he desires to
live forever. This wish is miraculously granted, and the
play develops as a struggle between the hero’s love of life
and the wisdom of our mortal destiny. After surviving all
his friends and kindred Apelles learns that

He only truly lives, who lives in others,—
Who grows in them, in them renews himself.
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Parallel with this thought is the Hindu belief in the
transmigration of souls. In each act of the play, while the
hero proceeds seemingly unaltered, he is accompanied by
another spirit, always appearing in a different form.
While the soul of Apelles persists in one body, this more
volatile essence passes through five separate personalities.
On the stage the part is taken throughout by the same
actress, and nothing is more charming than the delicate
identity which runs through the changing characters. By
means of this second soul Apelles learns that

The vital spirit leaps from form to form;
Narrow is man’s existence, one shape only

Mid thousands ean it seize on and evolve,

Can hold but that; then let it strive not toward

The teeming ocean of eternity,
Which only God can fill.

One might well doubt whether a play could successfully
be built on such a philosophic theme. The answer lies
in the triumphant performance of the feat. The Master of
Palmyra is carefully proportioned, consisting of four minor
plays, a prologue and an epilogue. The first four scenes
of Act I compose the prologue, and nearly the whole of
Act V the epilogue. Between these are four episodes in
the life of the hero, unconnected dramatically save by the
mystical figure of Pausanias, the ‘¢ Care-Releaser,”’ who
appears at the end of each as the harbinger of death, and
in each demands of Apelles whether he still desires to live
forever. The more feminine soul that accompanies the
“ Master *’ is first Zoe, a Christian enthusiast; then Phoebe,
a Roman girl, his mistress; then Persida, his wife; then
the youth Nymphas, his grandson; finally Zenobia, a hum-
ble benefactress of the poor.

The success of the whole is founded above all upon the
moral elevation and spiritual consistency of the main char-
acter of the play, Apelles, a character in which we easily
detect traits of Wilbrandt himself. We have alluded to
Wilbrandt’s passionate love of life. He once said he had
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been so richly blessed with happiness that he would not
complain even if the heaviest grief came upon him. Note
the words of Apelles:

Though life a hundred times with rage and hate

Should come, with howling madness and with grief,
I would defy it, hold it, cling unto if.

But Wilbrandt the philosopher saw in the end the deeper
truth of the old Greek epitaph: ‘I was naught, am
naught; Do thou who livest, eat, drink, jest and follow.”’
At the end of Act I we see that the love of beauty is a
part of the ‘“ Master’s ’’ religion; Wilbrandt himself be-
lieved that the cultivation of art and science was a moral
duty of the modern man. Observe, too, the attitude of
religious tolerance: the bigot is made hateful, whether he
be pagan or Christian. The poet’s love of teaching is
shown in the scene with Nymphas. And throughout the
play there is a spirit of earnestness and nobility in the
hero which could only be sustained by a man who, in the
words of Milton, was ‘‘ himself a true poem.”’

The other characters also are full of interest. Of the
companion soul which begins as Zoe no more need be said;
its changing loveliness is like that of a butterfly, so much
a part of its motion that it cannot be analyzed. But the
mother with her patient solicitude, and Longinus with his
philosophy: ‘¢ On the poison-tree of life grow two good
fruits: wisdom and friendship ’’—how clearly they are
indicated! There is a fine crusty flavor in the cynicism of
Timolaus, and Septimius is a masterly bit of subtle sketeh-
ing. Besides this, each episode is dramatically effective,
beginning quietly and rising imperceptibly to a climax.
The poetry is rather one of thought than of imagery, the
action being too rapid to allow much background.

In all of his works Wilbrandt rather creates a new, ideal
life than imitates the life about him, and in The Master
of Palmyra this is particularly true. Thz setting in the
“‘ queen city of the desert’’ prepares the reader for a
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THE MASTER OF PALMYRA

A Dramatic Poem 1x Five Acts

DRAMATIS PERSONZAE

APELLES, the “ Master of Palmyra”

LONGINUS, his friend

PAUSANIAS, the Lord of Death, a symbolic figure

PUBLIUS SATURNINUS, ¢ Roman general

TIMOLAUS

JuLius AURELIUS VAHBALLAT }Noble citizens of Palmyra
SepTiMIUs MALKU

JAMBLICUS, son of Longinus

HERENNIANUS, leader of the Christian community in Palmyra
NYMPHAS, grandson of Apelles

SABBAEUS, an insurgent against the Christian rule

AGRrrPPA, 0 Christian, citizen of Palmyra, son of Jarchai
MAEONIUS, an old man

First CITIZEN OF PALMYRA } The First CITIZEN is afterward known as
SEcoND CITIZEN OF PALMYRA JarcuAI
SLAVE OF APELLES

AN Orp MaN

A BLIND MAN

A Voice

BoLaNA, mother of Apelles

ZoE, a Christian enthusiast

PHOEBE, ¢ Roman girl

PERSIDA, sister of Heremnianus

TRYPHENA, daughter of Persida

ZENOBIA, ¢ prophetess

SLAVE OF BoLAaNA

A WoMAN

Priests, soldiers, people of all classes, male and female slaves

Prace: In or near Palmyra. Time of the Roman Empire before and ofter
Constantine.
[10]



THE MASTER OF PALMYRA (1889)

TRANSLATED BY CHARLES WHARTON STORK, PH.D.

Instructor in English, University of Pennsylvania.

ACT I

In the desert near Palmyra. Complete desolation; low yellow cliffs shut in
the background and make a sort of cave, before which a rough slab of
rock is arranged as a resting-place.

Scene 1

ZOE enters left, in simple white costume, a veil or kerchief round her face.

ZoE.

She walks languidly as if exhausted. Looks dully about.

I’ve lost my way.— No tree, no spring; naugh?
else
But dreary solitude. My limbs are faint,
And with the burning glare of yellow sand
And steely heavens mine eyes grow dim; nor
yet
Do I behold Palmyra.— Here I’ll rest.
[Sits down on the bench of rock.]
O soundless desert! all thy waves are sleeping.
Each living thing is still, except the eagles
That circle noiseless in the sea-blue air
As if they sailed to distant shores unseen,
Like mighty beings whom no thirst consumes,
No weariness weighs down.—O heavenly
spirits ! —
Should such be passing o’er this desert sea—
Be near me, waft me coolness with your wings,
Make strong my heart and guide me on my way.

1
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A pale, sick WoMaN and a blind and feeble OLD MAX, both ill-clad, enter
left, walking painfully. The WOMAN leads the OLp MaN, who coughs
feebly from time to time. The WOMAN carries some half-withered flowers
which she lays on the ground mear the bench; then with arms crossed
she bows deeply toward the cliff.

WoMax (somewhat itmpatiently).
You too must bow.
OLp Mav. ‘What, are we there?
Woman. Have 1
Not told you so? (Raising her voice.) Come
forth, oh Cavern-Dweller.
Where art thou?
BLinp MaN (coughing). Come, ah come!
ZoE (in surprise). ‘Whom do ye call?
Woman (looking distrustfully at Zog).
The aged hermit here.
Zok (gazing about wn astonishment).
‘What, mid these rocks?
WoMaN (more confidentially).
Were you no stranger, you would hardly ask.
Hermits inhabit the Egyptian desert
Amid the rocks, and so does this man here.
(More softly.)
Yet do the wisest people of Palmyra
Think him no mortal, but a mighty spirit,
The Lord of Life. Seldom he shows himself;
And if he will not, we must needs go back.
Then too, alas! instead of him may come
The other, the Black Spirit whom we hate,
(Yet more softly.)
The Lord of Death.
Zok (smaling incredulously).
You deem so?
WomMmaN (pushing the blind man).
Call him, you.
Brinp MAN (coughing, in a weak voice).
Come Lord, ah come.
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WoMAN. He’s chirping like a cricket.
[She bows again deeply, with crossed arms.)
Appear! oh Lord of Life, to us poor mortals.

Scexe II

PausaNi1as steps suddenly from behind the cliff, as out of a cleft. He is
pale, shrouded in black from head to foot.

Pavusanias. What would you here? While all Palmyra else
Is thinking only of her warrior band,
Who fight for you against the Persian host,
What seek you for yourselves?
Womax (bending even more deeply).
Great Lord, oh give
Some remedy, some blessing, some enchantment
So that I die not. I am sick; thou seest it—
Pavsavms. I see.
Woman. My suffering! My sore disease!
The doctors say: There’s nothing that can help
you,
Submit. But I have crawled here painfully
And slowly, almost dying on the way.
Pavusanmas. And yet, oh strange and miserable creature,
You still would live, you erave not for relief
From this your great distress and tribulation?
Woman.  One yet would gladly live, oh Lord. And death
Is dreadful.
Pavsanias (to the Oup Man).
‘Well, and you, so old and blind?
OLp Max (coughing).
Give but a remedy, that we may live.
Pavsanms. Fools! ye none the less must perish,
Perish as your fate ordains.
Think you that the Lord of Being
Is so lavish of the holy
Precious gift of life, that he
Lets it molder in such rotten,
Brittle and corrupted vessels?
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Know, the withered leaf must fall

That the new may bud and burgeon!
Brinp Man. That is hard!— And yet they say

To some lucky man or other

Life immortal may be given.
Pausanias (sternly).

Might I rule, ’twould fall to no man.

One, however, shall attain it:

Only one by God’s high pleasure,

; No one else may gain this goal.

Woman.  Lord, where is he? Lord, when comes he?
Pausanmas. E’en today.

Womax. What, hither?
Pausanias. Hither.
‘Woman. I am here.

Pavusanias. But ’tis not you.

(To the Op Max.) No, nor you. Be off!—

So many
On the battle-field today
Died in combat with the Persians,
Young men in their bloom,— and you,
Withered leaves, would you not fall?
Go!
Woman (staring at him, suddenly cries out).
Alas!
Brixp Max. What is’t?
Womax (whispers, trembling). The Lord of
Death it was that spoke with us.
We must fall then, we must perlsh
Brixp Max. We must perish!
Woman. Yes, ’tis he.
I did sean him, and I knew him;
With his pale eyes coldly gazing
How he pierced me to the heart!
We must perish —-
Pavsaxnmas (commandingly). Get ye back
To Palmyra!
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OLp MaN (trembling, coughing).
Yes, we’re going.
[The two, hand in hand, slink out, left, with-
out looking back.]

Scexe IIT

Pausanias. Pitiable slavish creatures,
Dust-born children of mankind!
Like to limpets of the ocean
Fastened on a slippery rock,
So they cling to bare existence;
Suffer and endure, but die not.
Zoe (who has risen and turned back, steps forward;

quietly).
Nay, not all.
Pausanias. ‘What, thou so young a maiden,
Thou fear’st not death?
ZoE. Not I.
PavusaNias. Well said. So vaunt

A many, proud or spiritle;s; but trust me,
"Tis light to say what scarce can be made good.

From behind the rock there steps, as did PAUSANIAS, a noble-looking OLD
Max, with white hair but with a fresh youthful countenance, clad in
yellow of the color of the desert.

Pausanias. Ask him!
ZoE. Who is he?
Pausanias. Mightier he than thou.
The. wise man whom Palmyra’s fools were
seeking.

[The Oup MaN, with mild and friendly mien,
advances toward Zoe, who bows reverently
before him.]

OLp Ma~. Thou wanderest from Damascus through the

desert. ,

What drives thee to Palmyra? i
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Zoe (simply and quietly). God’s decree.
I go to preach the tidings of salvation.
OLp Man. Unto the heathen?
Zok. Yes.
OLp Max. A Christian?
ZoE. Yes.
OLp Max. The Spirit drives thee?
ZoE. ! Thou hast said.
OLp Max. Thou fear’st not
To face these heathen? What if they should
spurn
And hate thee? What if they destroy
Thy tender life with stones?
ZoE. God’s will shall guide
Both hearts and stones alike.
OLp Max. And what if God
Should prophesy unto thee by my lips
That thou today shalt stain with maiden blood
Palmyra’searth? Should tell thee that thine eye
Must needs be quenched in darkness ere the
night,
If thou Palmyra seest?
Z.0E. I dread.— And yet
I wish to see it, father. Then ere day
1’1l be in Paradise.
OLp Max. If some false dream
Should cheat thy credulous soul? Should’st
thou sleep on
And never waken?
Zox (staring at him). Wherefore questionest thou
My soul so deeply ? — Thou ! who art thou, then?
[Soft mysterious music. Zok listens aston-
ished, but with visibly wearied senses and
the look of one gradually falling asleep.]
ZoE. The air breathes music.— In mine ear ’tis day;

But night comes o’er mine eyes. My soul is
bright
And dark.
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Zow (stmply and quietly). God’s decree.
1 go to preach the tidiags of salvation.
Owp Max. Unto the heathen?
Zox. Yes. &3
O1p Max. A Christian? S
Zow. You. s
OLp Max. The Spirit drives thee! : Yo
Zoe. Thou hast said. : "i’ﬁ
OLp Max. Thou fear’st n&
To face these heum? What if they should
spurn L
And hate thee? What if they destroy e ‘*
Thy tender life¢ with stones? *i'i
Zow. God’s will shall guide
Both hearts an: stomes alike. pA
OLy Max, And what if God
Shoul THEOTRAIN voFo phaary my lips
That thou today shalt stain with maiden blood
Palmyra’searth? Should tell thee that thine eye
Must needs be g muehed in darkness ere the
night,
If thou Palmyra seest? - ‘
Zow. I dread.— And yet
I wish to see it, futher. Then ere day A
I’ll be in Paradise.
Oup Max. 1If some false dream £2
Should cheat thy credulous soul? Should’st
thou sleep on o
And never waken? v
Zow (staring at him). Wherefore questionest thou

My soual so deeply? -~ Thou!who art thou, then?
[Soft mysterious music. Zow listens aston-

From the Painting 5%19@73,%1” wzth ms'xblz/ wearied semses and

Zox.

e loo fa oA 5%dually falling asleep.]
The air breathes music.— In mine ear ’tis day, w8
But night comes o’er mine eyes. My soul is
bright iy
And dark. g
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[Swnks back on the stone bench, in such a way
that PausanNis ts standing at her head and
the OLp Max at her feet. She closes her
eyes.]

ZoE. What happened to me? Who art thou?
OLp Man. I?— Though I should wish to tell thee,
Thou could’st never understand it,
Or thy spirit comprehend.
O thou spirit, born to die—
Pavusanms. Thou must perish—
Zok (repeating as in a dream). 1 must perish.
Orp Max. Yet shalt thou behold a wonder.

[Trumpets and horns at some distance; first
a short note like a signal, then a swelling
fanfare. Zor listens, slightly raising her
head, but with her eyes more and more
tightly closed.]

Oup Max. Hear’st thou, maiden?
Zok. Horns are sounding.
War-notes.
Pausanias. Victors home-returning.
Maxny Voices (behind the scenes). |
Hail the Conqueror! Hail Apelles!
Zok. Now they’re calling.
Pausanias. ‘¢ Hail the Conqueror!
Hail Apelles of Palmyra!’’
OLp Max. Aye, Apelles of Palmyra!
Come, and let thy spirit’s portals
Open! Let thy proudest wishes
Fly forth boldly like to eagles!
Voices (as before, but nearer).
Hail the Conqueror! Hail Apelles!
APELLES (behind the scenes).
Silence! Leave me! Praise the gods!
Home!
Pavsanias, He’s coming!

Vor. XVI—-2
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OLp Max. Let him come then!
[Draws a yellow veil from his head and lays
it over Zor’s face.]
Let his eye see no one here,
(To Zoz.)
Neither thee, nor him, nor me!

Scene IV

)

Zom seems to sleep, with the OLD MAN and PAUSANIAS motionless behind
her to right and left. APELLES and LONGINUS enter right, in armor;
APELLES in the prime of manhood, LONGINUS still a youth. The music
ceases.

APELLES (as he enters).
This way, Longinus.

LoxNcinus. What’s come o’er you, man?
The others wait for you.

APELLES. Well, let them go;
They know the roads that lead into Palmyra
Without my help. Lookback of you. ‘‘ The Cave
Of Life ’ they call it.

Loxcinus (looking around). "Tis a dreary place.

AreLLEs (pointing to the stone bench).
You see yon naked block? ’Tis said that he
Who sleeps and dreams thereon shall never die.

(Smiling.)
I'd like to prove it, friend.
Lox~agINus. A superstition
O? the silly rabble!
APELLES. Who can tell? You said

Yourself that ’twas a miracle today
How mid the throng of foes death found me not.
“ You are immortal!’’ you did shout. (Gaily.)
And therefore N y
I’d seek now if some god may not fulfil
The saying of a man. .

ahe s A
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APELLES.

LoxNGINus.

APELLES.

APELLES.

Loxcinus.
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And would you then
Live ever, on and on? — Now in your eye
The glow of victory gleams; the sunny goddess
Of Fortune loves and showers on you her bless-
ings;
But—is she constant, think you?
Fortune? Fortune?
I know life’s burden. Fortune did but hold
The ladder which with panting steps I mounted,
Slow, patient, of good cheer; because for hard-
ship '
I feel that I was formed, and bless the toil
AsIthereby amblest. Since Work and Pleasure
Are twins, each living only in the other,
I live in both, and they preserve for me
The joy of being, even as sleep and waking
Preserve the form of being. If those black mice,
Trouble and Sorrow come to vex my state —
Iknow they serve grim Death, I hear them gnaw;
But still my watchmen, those twin friends of
mine,
Stalwart and true, can fright the vermin off.
So you would fain live ever?
Ever — while
This power of soul, and strength of arm are
mine,
To feel the joy of life and hold it fast!
(Smiling again.)
Which lures me to lie down here —

[He approaches the bench. The soft myste-
rious music sounds again. APELLES re-
mains standing in bewilderment.]

What was that? —
Do you hear music?
I liear nothing.
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Nothing?
But still it sounds; nor far, nor near; within
there,

And yet outside.— Why shrink or tarry? No;
I’ve willed it and I’ll do’t.

[Goes again to the stone bench; stands sud-

denly still as if bound.)
Longinus!
Yes?

ArrLLES (struggling against a sensation of dread).

A force mysterious! — Before my sight

~ Is naught but air, and yet—a giant arm

Is stretched before my breast to hold me back,

Letting me not come near yon bench of stone.

(Summoning his courage, with raised wvoice.)

What art thou, Force unseen? Why hinderest
thou

My strength of body and my manly will

From here demanding of the gods my fate?

OLp Max (without moving).

That which hinders, fain would warn thee.
Search thy will, and see thou ask not
‘What may prove to be thy bane!

ArELLES (after listening in astonishment and confusion).

Loxcinus.
APELLES.
LoxciNus.
APELLES.

LoxciNus.
APELLES.

Hark, Longinus!

What’s the matter?
Did you hear it?

I?

Yes, you.

That strange voice, so far —yet near.
I heard nothing.

Yet I heard it.
Words I caught, but they resounded
In the hollow of my ears,
Flying off like birds nocturnal
Ere their voice was understood. -
Hark!
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OLp Max (as before). Apelles of Palmyra!

APELLES.
OLp Max.

APELLES.

OLp Max.

APELLES.

OLp Maxw.

Clearly am I called by name,
Have a care! For what thou seekest,
Thou, and thou alone, shalt win —
So the Almighty hath decreed,
If thou will’st it. But beware!
Endless life may only be
Endless time for vain repenting.
So beware!

I hear thee now,
Voice of one that warns unseen;
But thou warnst in vain. A mighty
Blessing cannot grow a curse.
Naught deters me; no, not even
This thy threat. Ye Powers Exalted!
Masters over death and life,
Give but certainty that neither
Soul nor body shall grow weary,
And I press the gift of life
Ever, bridelike, to my heart.
Good! ’Twill be as thou desirest.
For the Lord of Life has heard thee,
And he holds thee to this earth.
Clearer! Louder! From the distance
Hearing, scarce I comprehend.
Marked in forehead thou shalt wander,
Waking without sleep of death —

Zox (repeating, as in a dream).

APELLES.
Ovp Man.

Waking without sleep of death —

Words! Mere words! I cannot grasp them.
Thou to all the sons of earth

As a picture, an example

That shall preach the lore of death,

Clear the mystery of living.

From this blessing, grown a curse,

Thou shalt never find redemption,

Till thy spirit— (Is silent.)
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Zok (as before). Till thy spirit—
OLp Max. Dark in silence is the end.
Go and live thou!
Pavusanias. ' Go and live thou!
APELLES (after a pause).
Stillness.— Did you hear no voice?
Loxcixus. None.— You’re dreaming.
APELLEs. A mad dream.
Like a promise ’twas —but doubtful.
Hearing, I could not be sure.
‘¢ Go and live thou!’’ was the end;
‘“ Go and live thou! ”’ ’twas repeated.
(With a forced smile, rousing himself.)
We’ll be off, then. Come, let’s go!
AvureLius (calls, behind the scenes).

2

Good Apelles!
Seprimius (ditto). Ho! where are you?
Lo~cizus. Hark, they’re calling!
APELLES. Yes, our friends.—

Fare you well then, wonder-cavern.
““ Go and live!”’ is now the word.
(Smiling.)
Good, I’ve heard and will obey it.
To Palmyra, friend Longinus!
[Exit left, pulling LoNciNus with hum.]
ZoE (dreaming).
To Palmyra—
OLp MaN (to Zog, solemnly). Follow him!
Traveling on thy journey death-ward,
Showing him the path of fate.
Thou that givest life so lightly
For thy dream of joy celestial,—
In the name of the Almighty,
To a wondrous work I call thee,
Servant of the Eternal Will.
Thou shalt come again, but not
In this form, for thou shalt pattern
Life eternal ever changing.—
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Him to lead and to enlighten
Who in self would fain persist.
Wander thou from form to form,
Eager spirit, quick to alter!
Going forward, though at random
And in every transformation
Meeting him as new and strange,
Thou unknown and he unknowing,
Till God’s purpose be accomplished.

[Takes the veil from Zor’s face.]
Eye, awaken! Dream, depart!
In the hour of fate appointed
Dimly shalt thou dream this dream.
Blindly o’er the sand thou wentest,

(Pointing.)

Seek Palmyra with the others.
Go to perish!

’

Go to perish!
[The OLp MaN and Pausanias disappear; the
music ceases.]

Zoe (murmuring).

Go to perish —
[Awakens suddenly; starts up and stares all
about her.]
Was I here?
Did I sleep? and dream?—1 dreamt, sure.
(Recollecting.)
Of Apelles— of my spirit —
[Stares helplessly into space, lifting her hand
to her forehead.)
It has left me.— Daylight fair
All around; within here darkness.
(4s in a dream.)

¢ Seek Palmyra with the others’’ —

With what others? Who commanded?
[Makes a few steps -and takes her bundle
from the rock bench.]
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But how strong my wearied limbs are!
Throat and spirit fresh as morn.
Thanks ! thou pleasant place of resting,
Fare ye well, ye lovely dreams!
[Trumpets and horns from the left far off.
Zok glances in the direction of the sound.]
There they go then,—‘‘ Seek Palmyra
With the others.”’— Lord, I follow,
And commend me to Thy will. [Exit left.]

[The next three scenes contain nothing pertinent to the
main action of the play. In Scene V Bolana, the devoted
mother of Apelles, is discovered in front of her house in
Palmyra, anxiously waiting for news of the battle. Scene VI
introduces Timolaus, the old cynic, who has a bad word for
every one except his idol Apelles. The Seventh Scene
brings Apelles back in triumph.  First he is publicly thanked
by the Roman general Saturninus as chiefly responsible for
the day’s victory over the Persians. Saturninus also men-
tions that the hero, with his friends Aurelius Vahballat and
Septimius Malku, have supplanted the previous weak and
unjust government of Palmyra by one based on the consent
of the people. Apelles, in returning thanks for his honors,
tells that he is of mixed Greek and Syrian blood; on the
Greek side a lover of art and an architect, on the Syrian
a patriot devoted to the honor of his city Palmyra. The
Roman general then decrees that the spoils of vietory shall
be devoted to a temple of Fortune, which Apelles, the
¢ Master of Palmyra,’’ is to build on a site in full view
of his house. After the general’s departure the ambitious
Vahballat says to Apelles that he supposes they will stand
together to preserve their leadership. ¢ To preserve free-
dom, you mean,’”’ answers Apelles. From Timolaus we
have learned that Malku is a miser. At the end of the
scene Apelles is finally left alone with his mother Bolana.—
TRANSLATOR. ]
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Scexe VIII

(As in the three previous scenes)

An open square in Palmyra. Left, the house of APELLES, a stone bench
before the door. In the right foreground a small olive hedge, behind it
the lofty entrance-door of a pillared hall which retires into the wings.
In the background several palms on a slight elevation to which steps
lead up; still further back is visible part of the city wall and above it a
bare, moderately high range of mountains.

APELLES and BOLANA alone. PAUSANIAS steps out on the elevation from
the right. He is in Greco-Syrian dress like the others, but with black
turban-like head-gear and strikingly pale face.

Boraxa. You’re coming home now, son?

APELLES. You see I'm here.
Borana.  Yet not in spirit here.

APELLEs. I’'m with my fortune,

Both present and to come.
[Looks again toward the site of the future
temple; sees PausaNias. ]

APELLEs (aside). Who's that stands there?
Whence did he come? Just now I noticed no
one. (Goes to BorLaNa.)

What else, impatient mother, would you have
Than me in quiet here?

Borana (diffident and hesitating). I want to kiss you,—
And then to beg you come.

APELLEs. Within?

BovLawa, Why, don’t you
Need any rest then?

ApeLLEs (smiling). No.

Borawa. Your wounds?

APELLES. Nor they.

Don’t call them ‘¢ wounds ’’ so proudly, they’re
but seratches
And will alas! I fear me, leave no scars
That might recall the exploits of this day.
Bovrawna. Then come and rest.
APELLES. Oh, later, mother, later.
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Borana. . Do spare yourself,

AreLLES (smiling). The ancient mother-song.
Borana.  You’ll kill yourself unless you spare yourself —

AreLLES (gently embracing her).

BovLana.

APELLES.

Pausanias.

APELLES.

There, mather, mother. Kill myself? What 1
Who’d live forever, and hate nothing more
Than that grim bloodless enemy of man,
The rascal, Death?
[Pausaxias moves and comes slowly nearer.]
I'd gladly shun him, mother,
Save than I fear him not. Who e’er begins
To fear this foe, he ceases then to live.
Come, mother, do not sigh. Who is so happy
As you and I are? Life soars up for us
Toward heaven and with carol of a lark
Foretells us happy days. Just leave me here
And let me hearken all that he prediets,
Then will I come inside — and spare and rest me.
Go, mother, you go first.
(Kisses her.)
You should go now—
(Submitting.)
Still, as yon like.

[He goes with her to the door; she embraces
him again.)

My everything!

[Goes into the house. Pauvsaxias has mean-
while sat down on the bench before the
house. APELLES advances again.]

Good mother,

Tell me, who’s sitting there?— An unknown

guest.—
‘Why do you rub your leg?

y "Tis itching still

From the bad words that you’ve been throwing

at me.
Strange fellow, I at you? And when?
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Erewhile.
But don’t you know me?
Yes, I know you now.
You were in camp outside there on the night
When we were stationed opposite the Persians,
Waiting the dawn. Around the fire were seated
Many young warriors— Romans and Pal-
myrans —
‘Who listened as you played upon the lyre
And sang, too, as you played. The tune was
eerie,
Straight to the marrow through the flesh it stole,
And seemed to breathe along the skin—yet
somehow,
I can’t tell how, it pleased me.
That I noted.
And others even more.
They 're lying now
Stretched on the sand, where they hear no more
musie.

AreLLEs (startled).

Pausanias.

APELLES.

PausanNias.

What are you saying, man? Whoever hears
Your lyre with joy —
Is hearing his last song;
For what they sing who come to bury him,
That slumbers in his ear.
You bloodless visage,
Who were you, then?
He whom you hate, my friend,

¢ The rascal, Death.”’
APeLLES (after a pause). You sit there on the bench

Pausanias.

APELLES.

Pavusaxias.

APELLES.

Before my door, and guests one may not scorn;
Therefore I’ll use no unkind word with you.
Much thanks.
But not from fear.
I know that well.
Why grace me with this visit then?
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Pausanus. Because
So haughtily and boldly you detest me,
As few do of your kind. Of course, my friend,
I’ve seen a-many clinging to the light;
But at the last a time came when the load
Of life weighed heavily upon their breast,
Till they groaned out: ‘¢ Come hither, Night
and Death,
And roll away this stone.”” For harder then
Was life to them than death.
APELLES. Pale ghost of night,
Whose joy is but to slay, you cannot feel
The magic strength, the holy glad desire
That glows through me to clasp life to myself.
If in thy stead the Lord of Life stood here —
He whom today I sought, but found him not —
- And offered endless being on this earth,
Here in this body, ne’er to be your prey,

I’d answer: ‘¢ Give it me!”’
Pavusanas, A haugnty word.
ApeELLEs. A true man’s word.
Pavusanias. Give heed; he’ll come perhaps

And take you at your boast. But otherwise —

Scexe IX

1st CrrizeNn (outside, left).
Come, let her speak no more. Away with her!
2p Crrizex (ditto).
No, let her speak and tell us of salvation!—
Don’t be confused, but speak!

APELLES. ‘What’s all this noise
And strife after so hard a day?

Zor (outside). - Ye men
And women of Palmyra!—

1st Crrizex (outside). No, be still there!

Out with her from Palmyra, from our town!
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Mos (outside).
Out with her! Out with her!
1st CiT1ZEN. Out with the Christian!
Or stone her, stone her!
2p CITIZEN. We will save you yet!
This way! This way!
[Seconp CrtizeN and others hurry past from
left, dragging Zok with them. Fimst CrrI-
ZEN and a great mob rush after them.]
APELLES. What’s here? Whom hunt ye so
Along our streets?
2p CrT1ZEN. Help her, Apelles, help!
1st CrtizeN. Away with her! Seize her!
Mos (confusedly). Away with her!
Strike her to earth!
APELLES (with mighty voice). Standback! That manis dead
Who dares to touch her! —1I, Apelles, son
Of Hermes, say it. I protect her here!
[General silence.]
ArerLLes. Who are you, maiden?
2p CrrIZEN. Hail, most noble sir!
This maiden —
APELLES. 'Tis herself I ask.— Say on.
Who and whence are you?
Zok (softly, with modest dignity). Zoe is my name.
I come here from Damascus through the desert.
For when the spirit moveth me —
APELLES. What spirit?
The wild enthusiasm of Nazareth
That still unwearied wanders through the world,
From town to town, from door to door, and bears
A tale of sin and godhead crucified,
Preaching damnation unto all who doubt?
Zok. We do but what the Holy Spirit’s voice
Within commands us. We receive salvation
That we may preach it ; only stones keep silence.
In fear and trembling all the sons of men
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Long for the revelation, are athirst
For freedom from the fetters of this world
And for the bliss that waits the sons of God.
And who can bring, shall that one hesitate
Because it vexes him or him?

We hold
Here in Palmyra to the elder gods
And do not call to you. In all the towns
O’ the Roman Empire ye have spread abroad,
But in our desert land ye do not thrive.
Then stay outside! Preach, multiply and grow
Like grains of corn— only within our walls
Leave us to serve in peace the elder gods!

1st Crrizen. That’s what I say.
ArELLES (1mperiously). Be still!

ZoE.

APELLES,

APELLES.
ZoE.

What is Palmyra?

'Tis not alone the wise, the fortunate;
For sorrow and affliction walk your streets,
And anguish of the soul that yearns for balm.
To these I come here,as the Lord commands me.
Will you forbid my coming?

Marvelous creature:
So young and earnest; fair yet strange to earth.
You, maiden, to my thought should rather marry
Than roam unwed, a pilgrim through the world.

" We each must live, methinks, as ’tis ordained.

‘Who weds, must learn to please a mortal bride-
groom;
‘Who doth not wed should suit her life to please
The holy will of Heaven. The Lord hath called,
And shall not I obey?
A woman, weak.

"Tis not alone the strong, the wise are chosen;
They that seem weak and foolish to the world
Are called of God, that they may turn to shame
The wise and strong.— Yet, pray you, be not

angry
At what I say.
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ArrriEs (haughtily). No. What are you to me?

ZoE.

1sT CiT1ZEN.

Beware though of the others. Ye are grown
Too great in the realm, both emperor and people
Are threatening, if ye learn not to be still.
I know: a new decree of blood hangs o’er us;
The Emperor Diocletian is about
Toraise his sword againstus. Yea, the heathen
Wax angry with us, as they learn to fear us;—
But we fear nothing. They may battle with
The Lamb, and yet the Lamb will overcome them.
God is with us!

Who are you, to blaspheme?
Vagabond! Hussy! Keep yourtongueinorder!

Zoe (with a questioming look at APELLES).

APELLES.

ZoE.

APELLES.

ZoE.

This man protects me.
Yes, but have a care.
Try not, as Christians do, with scorn and pride
To rouse the lion, that he rend the lamb;
Make not yourself a sacrifice. A lamb
Is easily slain—
'Tis well. 1 fear it not.
(Laying her hand on her arm.)
This is but dust. The Children of the Lord
Have never loved their lives even till death;
Therefore are they with God.
Unthinking girl!
Do you cast off this present life so lightly
For that which none has known? your blossom-
ing youth,
The strength and fairness of your limbs ; eye, ear
And feeling, thought and love but for a dark
Fancied ‘¢ Perhaps? ”’
It may be dark to you,
Not me. (Turns from him.) Ye men and
women of Palmyra,
Follow and hear me! for the day will come.
Leave off idolatry! Your gods are but
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Fanciful pictures, stone and bronze, not living,
Not strength, or love, or hope, or yet compassion.
They give no consolation in your grief,
They offer not themselves to cleanse your sin,
They let you perish in eternal death —
Enough of blasphemy! Silence!
No, speak on!
Why build ye temples? He whomade the world
Dwells not in houses that are made with hands
Nor dwells he in the gold-wrought images
Which ye call gods; they are the work of men
And melt away as ye. The temples, too,
As many as ye build, shall fall—
Enough!
By thunderous Jove, enough! ¢‘ The temples
fall 7’ —
What are you, miscreant, that you dare to scorn
What you lack eyes to see and comprehend?
Splendor of temples, glorious forms of gods,
And noble art—
Away with her!
Why do ye,
Blind that you are, cry out on eyelids thus
And shriek ‘‘ Fall down! ’’ because you cannot
build? —
Away with you, ye enemies to this world!
Ye timid lambs that mock at Casar’s self,
Ye shaven pale-faces with bloodless veins,
Which yet are full of poison—
Cease, Apelles!
No more!
Away with you! Palmyra needs
None of your like. Away from out these walls!
Apelles too condemns. Away with her!
Out from Palmyra! [They seize her.]

ZoE (tears herself free). No, I’ve done no wrong.

(Drawing back from the omcoming mob and
mounting the steps in the background.)
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Seize not on me, but purify your hands,
Ye sinners! Are you clean? Is not Palmyra,
Your boasted city, filled with every crime?
The flesh your god, the body your true temple —

1st Crtizex. Stone her!

Moz (several). Aye, stone her!

ZoE. Wherefore shout ye so,
World-lust in heart, and blood-lust on yourlips?
Ye god-forsaken creatures,— empty clouds
Borne by the wind of chance —

MoB (confusedly). Make her be still!
She shall not live!

[4 fresh mob comes from the wings right
and left, above, partly armed with swords,
bows and arrows.]

ZoE. Ye savage waves of ocean
That foam on high with shame . . . The angels
ery
‘Woe, woe upon you for your evil deeds!
And Babylon shall fall, Palmyra fall —
1st Crtizen. Throw stones! Shoot arrows! Swords here!
APELLES (pressing forward in the throng).
Hold your hands!
No further!
Moz (both on and off the stage).
p She must perish! She must perish!

[They lift stones and throw them; arrows fly

from the wings to the stage.]

ZoE. The Lord— (Struck by an arrow, she sighs
forth) Ah Saviour! (Collapses.)
APELLES. Hold your hands!— She’s falling.
Accurséd murderers! Which of you has struck
her?

[Forces the mob back, raises Zoe; her eyes
are closed.]
AreLLes. Let no one touch her!

Vor. XVI—3
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[Half dragging her he brings her to the
house. She lays a hand upon her heart
and sinks from out his arms.]

ZoE. I am dying; leave me.

[The mysterious music of the earlier scenes
begins again. Zox opens her eyes and sees
AreLLes kneeling beside her. Her expres-
ston changes to a deep, mysterious look.]

Zok. "Tis you—as in my dream.— Why blame the
others?
You gave me up and let them work their will.
Yet God will punish you in what you covet:
For the Lord of Life hath heard you,
And to earth securely holds you—
APELLES (siaring at her discomposedly).
‘Who are you? —So it sounded from the cavern.

ZoE. Marked in forehead thou shalt wander,
Waking without sleep of death.
But I must die — [Music ceases.]
APELLES. No, if you are a spirit,

"Tis an illusion, and you cannot die.
Zoxe (gazing with transfigured look toward heaven).
And then there was a voice went forth from
heaven,
Which said: ’tis finished.—Oh ye martyred
saints, ’
As ye with sound of singing went to death,
So I would sing.
(Sings with firmer, then with weakening voice.)
¢ “ Oh God, be thou my judge,
And do thou guide my cause against this throng
Unrighteous, and deliver me ’>—  (Dies.)
[Seconp Crrizexn and others kneel down by
her, some weeping, some covering their
faces. APELLES stares at her as tf unable
to comprehend.]



THE MASTER OF PALMYRA 35

APELLES. By Zeus!
But that is death. -
[Pausaxuas, previously hidden in the crowd,
now stands behind Zok.]

Pavusanias. It is.

APELLES. Are you still here?

Pausanias. You have now what you wished for. Fare you
well. [Turns to go.]

AvureLius (behind the scemes).
Way for the governor Publius Saturninus!

ACT II

A room in the house of APELLES at Palmyra, adorned with frescoes and
statues in the Greco-Roman style, joined by a row of pillars at the back
to a second chamber, through the door of which one looks out into a
small garden. Entrances (closed by tapestries) right and left; the
second chamber has also entrances on both sides. In the fromt room
is a table, set, and surrounded by beautiful chairs.

[Scenes I and II, though witty, are merely introductory
to the action. We learn that the time is some twenty years
later, but just the day of the year when Zoe was killed.
The Christians, under the Emperor Constantine, are in
power, and Apelles’ intimate, the politician Aurelius Vah-
ballat, has joined the new religion. To the distress of his
mother Apelles has brought from Rome as his mistress the
beautiful Phoebe, with whom every one (especially the vain
miser Septimius) is in love. In a prose scene, reminding
one much of Falstaff, the cross-grained but keen-witted
epicurean Timolaus rails at all in Palmyra except Apelles;
at the end he brings Septimius into especial ridicule.
Timolaus, Longinus, Aurelius and Septimius are on the
stage at the beginning of the next scene.— TRANSLATOR.}
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Scexe I11
(4s in the two previous scenes)

APELLES and PHOEBE enter from the second chamber; APELLES but little
aged, more richly dressed than in Act 1: PHOERE in sumptuous Roman
attire. The part is taken by the same actress who played ZOE; but in
dress, in the arrangement of the hair, and in wordly appearance she
looks as different as possible.

APELLES.
ProEBE.

SEPTIMIUS.

ProEBE.

APELLES.

ProEBE.

How? TIs there war?— What’s wrong?
Septimius angry?
Fie on you!— Clear your looks!
This fellow here,
This quarrelsome —
Hush! I will not hear of quarrels,
Nor see your gracious countenance o’ercast.
Quick, smile again, or else I'll turn my back
This day upon Palmyra and be gone
To my beloved Rome.
Look out! Septimius.
Phoebe’s in earnest. For this hour and more
She only speaks of Rome, yearns for the Tiber,
Rails at Palmyra as the Land of Shades
And says we’re all stark mad.
You are so, too.
Jackals no doubt should live here, but not men;
Here, where Palmyra like a dot of green
Lies in a sea of sand, mid mountains bare
And desolate as the ever-empty sky.

¢ Show me a thing of beauty, my Apelles,

A bit of Paradise,”” I said, ‘‘ or else

I'll die.”” What then? He leads me to a gorge
‘Where like some ugly giants turned to stone
Rise monuments of the dead: the burial-place
Of the Palmyrans! That’s your fairest sight,
The eyelid of your eye!— Alas, my Rome!
Ah, what a fool am 1!

APELLES (somewhat vexed). You are —in judgment.

Learn first to know the magic of this desert,
Where like a jewel-case Palmyra rests —
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ProeBE (with a charming gesture lays a hand on his lips).

APELLES.

APELLES.
PHOEBE.

AURELIUS,

PHoEsE.

Stop! Not so serious. Why did you not stay
In Rome? You were not there a year. They
prized
The ¢¢ Master of Palmyra >’ —he that built
The temples and arcades — they loved you well
And bade you: ‘¢ Stay!’’—Then why don’t
you go back?
Why cleave here to the sand?
I love Palmyra
And my good mother.
(Embracing ProrsE tenderly.)
Ask no more. The wine!
Why do we stand? Sit here and be our queen;
And let this crown, to which our ‘¢ desert sand ”’
Gave birth, adorn your fair capricious forehead.
[Takes a rose garland from the table and
places it on her hair. They set themselves
to the table; slaves wait upon them.]
Crown yourselves all!
And drink! I’ll show you how.
(To the slaves.)
Take off the meats though! When I look at
meat
I see that we’re but beasts; and for today
We’ll bear ourselves like men—nay, like the
gods.
You all have eaten, though. (Smiling.) If you
wish more,
Take of these noble fruits, that smell so sweet
And well might grace the table of the gods.
Send out the meat! Theslaves,too! KEveryone
Shall serve himself; that is the high decree
Of mighty Circe!
Circe, did you say?
So was I called in Rome erst: ‘¢ the enchant-
ress,”’ —
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Though all my magic was my merry mood,
As it shall be today.
(To the slaves, tmperiously.)
Be off with you!
[AreLLEs gives a sign to the slaves, who de-
part through the second room right and
left.] : .
Paoese.  Now we’re in Fairyland; my reign begins.
' [Takes from a flower-vase a palm branch,
which she raises as if it were a sceptre.]
Saprimius. Then must we fear, fair Circe, you’ll transform
Us all.
AvureLIUS. To beasts.
ProEBE. Aye truly, whomsoe’er
This wand shall touch, ’twill change at least
his name.
And first of all the grave philosopher,
‘Who thinks but never speaks. (70 LoxciNus.)
How shall I call you?
Trmoravs. Call him the pelican, pattern of all thinkers,
The solemnest of sages.
Puoese (laughs). Good.
(Touches LoxciNus with the palm.)
Be like
The pelican, be worthy of your model!
Seprimrus. And I, enchantress?
PHOEBE. ‘What’s the beast deserves
You for its like? Only the handsomest,
The noble horse.
(Touches him.)
APELLES. And I?
ProEsE. My desert lion

Are you; my not too gentle lord and monareh,

Af whom I tremble.

(Touches his hand, which she then kisses. To
AvURELIUS — )
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But what name for you,
The wise man of the state? —The eagles look
Down from on high—
Tmmovaus (wnterrupting). No, let him be the stork,
Lord of the frog-pond. What is wiser than
The contemplative stork? Who on one leg
Ponders: how will it end, will Constantine
The Christian or Maxentius the heathen
Be victor? If the one, I'll be a Christian;
And if the other, heathen. [ApeLLrs laughs.]
AvUreLivs (rising in anger). How, you nettle?
You want to sting me?—me, the city’s lord?
And you, Apelles, will you let this weed
Mock me within your walls?
PHOEBE. O Zeus! so angry —
Avurenius. My patienceis wornout. We’ve worn the name
Of friends these many years, have he and I —
I mean Apelles; and I held the ladder
To all his honors, helped him to his fame,.
Cloaked with the mantle of my dignity
All that was doubtful. What’s the thanks I get?
He keeps here this tarantula to sting us—
Even me, the lord, Aurelius Vahballat —
And laughs and nods assent!
APeLLES (has risen, fighting with his indignation).
You speak not well,
Aurelius Vahballat. Free was ever
The speech within my house; true wit I laugh
with;
But poisonous malice here was never hatched.
You ‘“held the ladder’’ for me? You, for

me?—
Is your remembrance drunk?— You cloaked
for me
¢ All that was doubtful ’— What was doubtful,
pray?

By the great Zeus, speak out.
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AvUreLius.

APELLES.

AURELIUS.

APELLES.

AvURELIUS.

APELLES.

AURELIUS.

APELLES.

AURELIUS.

APELLES.

AURELIUS.
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I pray you, let us
Not here —
‘Where else? We’ve men of honor here,
Such as you don’t see everywhere. Speak out!
What wrong did I commit?
Not wrong —

! And yet
Not right. By Cerberus! speak out, or else
I'll tear it from your throat.

You’re mad with rage.
I only meant the money, when you built
More than had been intended; for the temple
First of the Goddess Fortune at your door,
Then for the colonnade—
Go on!
And last
For the six towers that reinforce the wall.
What man condemns my work? ’Tis good
throughout
And ornaments your city.
And it cost
A fifth more than you reckoned —
But it is
A third more strong and beautiful, I got
Never a penny more than was my due.
Why were you silent then, and did not knit
Your brows at me as now, nor yet accused
Me of extravagance before the Council?
I was your friend. The Council and the people
Had pressed you hard, grumbled, or angrily
Demanded, ‘‘ Pay yourself the extra share
Wedidnot bargain for.”” Therefore I hushed
The matter up, not to annoy the Master,
And got the money elsewhere as I could,
And what was needed here saved there. SowasI
Your friend, (pointing to SepriMrus) and he
with me.
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SEPTIMIUS.

APELLES.

PHOEBE.
APELLES.

AURELIUS.
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You acted wrongly,
And I accuse you. I will not beg off
A single penny, nor will I beseech
For favor either you or yet Palmyra.
Give here your false account, for I will pay
My debt, the extra fifth.
Have you your wits?
You’ll be a beggar.
Better be a beggar
Than to become your debtor — and your like.
I've seen enough to gall me; I have watched
The new-won freedom often in your hands
Wrenched to the old misuse; I saw how deftly
You swayed the sceptre, but I held my peace,
For ancient friendship willingly forbears,
And I bethought: we all are fallible.
But to be false along with you, to take
Favors from dirty hands? 1I’d rather creep
Among the snakes or beg before the jackal.
Give me the audit! What Apelles owes,
That should he pay. So house and home fare-
well,
Farewell the utmost farthing. I can then-
But say: Depart! This hand is clean, it took
Nothing from yours and therefore owes you
nothing.
O Zeus! You will not—
Cease! My word is rock.
(To AureLius.)
You’ll send to me at once and I will pay.
If you desire it. ‘¢ Whom the gods destroy >’—
But no, I'll not revile as you do. Have
The last word ; else, I fancy, you’ll have nothing.
I’ll send to you, and your haughtiness will pay.
Farewell! [Exit rear.]

TimorLavs (aside to LoNciNus, dumfounded).

The man is mad!
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Lorcinus (aside). But wise.
ProEsE. Alas!
What is all this? — Apelles, call him back!
Apelles, let me teach you reason.
AreLLes (harshly). Hush!
You know not what you say.
(Goes toward the door, left.)
LowaINus. Where?
APELLES, To my mother,
To tell her this before another shall,—
Our pleasure is destroyed. Leave me, I pray,
Until tomorrow !
LoxciNus (pressing his hand). Then good-night.
[Exit AprLLES, left.]

SEPTIMIUS. Longinus,
I’'m sore perplexed and troubled.
Lo~aINus. Let us go.
[Beckons Timoraus, who follows him hest-
tatingly.]

TimoLavus (1n going, aside).
A noble man, but mad!
Lowaixnus (ditto, with a gentle smile). As mad as noble.
: One thought in two words. Come.
[Both exeunt rear.]
PuoEese (holds SepriMrus back as he starts to follow).
No, you must stay.
Desert me not, Septimius. Ah, ye gods,
But what a stroke from heaven!

SEPTIMIUS. I deplore him,
My foolish friend Apelles.— More than all
though
I pity you.
PHOEBE. ' Then help him.
SEPTIMIUS. You have heard

Whether ’tis possible. He thrust you out.
Your lovely eyes are swimming still with tears.
Proese.  How rough he was!—1Ts all, is all then lost?

- e e



SepriMIUS.
PHOEBE.
SEPTIMIUS.

PrOEBE.
SEPTIMIUS.

PHOESBE.
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Surely.
He passed for rich —
Yes, rich he was.
A fifth of all the cost!
Poor as a beggar?
Poor, if not quite a beggar; and at strife
With one all-powerful to do him harm.
Was ever man so rashly proud?— Apelles,
Apelles! (Goes toward the door, left.) No,
he’d only thrust me back.
He leaves me here. He knows not if T live.
And poor. Ye gods! Why, poverty is death.
He lets me die here, even at his threshold.
[Throws herself in a chair, weeps, covering
her face with her hands.]

SeptiMIUs (with choking voice).

PHOEBE.

SepPTIMIUS.

I pray you, do not weep. I cannot bear it,
It tortures me at heart. If I were not
Apelles’ friend, 1’d fall here at your feet
And tell you what I suffer; for the god
O’ the bow and arrows has undone me quite,
And I'm defenseless. On my friend’s behalf,—
Though sore he wronged me, yet must I be still.
But do not weep, for then my heart mounts up
As high as to my tongue.
Alas! Apelles.

Alas! my Rome.

Did you but call on Rome
And not Apelles too, 1’d seek to help you,
And dare a word. Then would I say to you:
‘What do you in Palmyra further, banished
Here in this desert place, which grieves your eye
And makes your heart feel homesick; where

foes rule,
Sorrow invades your house, and soon the
Persian

Perchance again will levy war—for he
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Learns never to keep peace. I therefore think
I too may leave this land with all my treasure
And take my way to your far paradise,
The queen of cities, Rome.
[She raises her head in surprise, looks at
him in silence.] ;
Would you come with me,
I'd go at once. Tomorrow; yes, tonight;
Soon as you will. Come with me!
ProEBE (after a short silence). You are base,
And think I too am base, that you speak so.
SepriMIUS (cautiously).
Forgive. I meant it well. I said not how
My heart desires you; let it break in silence!
I think but: what of you? You that are made
For pearls and roses, gold and happiness,
As in the sand the vine will never flourish,
So you in poverty must droop and die.
And what then of Apelles? He but loved you
Because you sang, you beamed with radiant joy,
And laughed; when you begin to weep and
wither,
He’ll go to others. Do not wait for that,
But do you go to others—
[She starts and looks at him wunwillingly.
He goes on quickly.]
Not to me.
I spoke not of my heart, nor shall I speak.
Only had you yourself said: let it speak,
I’d have laid all before you—all I am
And all that T possess— and you as empress
Should have commanded all that I call mine.
Of that I do not speak. Merely as guide
Would I companion you to Rome, to save you.
I’ll come to you that hour when you shall call;
Submissive, true as no man else on earth,
And yet without a wish.
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Scexe IV

APELLES has entered left, drawing back the curtain, and listening for a
time in sient surprise, has not moved. He now advances.

ApeLLEs (with wrath still suppressed). So talks Septimius
And Phoebe hears in silence. (ProEsr starts.)
No, be seated,
And list to him yet further, till he says:
Treachery is holy, faithlessness a virtue,
Apelles but a beggar.
PHOEEE. Sacred gods!
Listen to me, Apelles.
APELLES, Yes, I will;
Not before him, though.
(To SepriMIUS.)
Wait until she calls,
Then come and rescue her.
(4s SeprMIUS tries to speak.)
If you say more,
I shall forget how frank and true you are —
My very friend of friends—and strangle you
Like to a Persian dog. Go dumbly out
And write her what you think!

[SepriMiUs goes toward ApeLLEs as if to
speak; at a beseeching gesture of PHOEBE
he turns in silence and exit, right.]

APELLES. And now to you,
Oh Circe lost to shame. My heart you stole,
And witched it to a cooing dove-like heart,
That, fluttering round you, hung upon your

finger
And freely sprinkled with the dearest drops
Of its warm blood that little snow-cool hand.
You’d draw the hand away because the drops
No longer flow red gold, but common blood?
Because I now am nothing but this head
And this right-arm to earn in daily toil
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PHOEBE.

APELLES.

ProEesE.

APELLES.

PHoERE.
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By honest means an honest livelihood.
What’s honor, or my honor, though, to you?
Or what am I? A statue made of sand,
That pleased you for awhile because ’twas
gilded;
The gilding gone, I now am but the dust
‘Which you will shake from off your fleeing foot
To seek the man of gold.
Have you now chidden
Me long enough, and can you hear a little?
Apelles, churlish bear! what have I done?
Have I been faithlesstoyou? When you left me
I wept for you alone here in distress,
That you’re so noble as to be a fool.
If, helpless with despondency, I then
Yielded mine ear to strengthening consolation —
Is that a crime?
Seduction then consoles.
O woman!
He spoke honcrably.
Yon think so?
Innocent creature!— Go to Rome, depart
Hence with your man of gold! You shape of air,
Of vapor wrought, and foam and fickleness.
Cling to the solid gold, embrace it, cobweb,
And let yourself be saved ere comes the storm!
Farewell, farewell. My blessing go with yon,
The last thing I possess: hate that is born
Of love, regret, compassion and — contempt !
How madly you do chide. I quiver, tremble,
And yet I can’t be angry with you.
(Sinking before him.)

y Strike me,
If I deserve it! Strike! I do deserve it,
Iheard of Rome, and thought: yes, flee to Rome!
I would have dared to die for you, but oh
My woman’s blood shrinks at the thought of life
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After the brow is wrinkled. Oh Apelles,
How weak a child you love!
I love you not.
Stand up!
You love me still. You’re trembling, and
Your harsh-feigned voice is fighting with your
tears.
[Draws him down to a seat, while she re-
mains on her knees.]
Sit down. Yes, that way. Now I’ll kiss your
hands
And kiss your knees as well—my Jupiter!
Or no, my desert lion, wild and fearsome,
Because you secold me so.— Did I deceive you?
At Rome ’'mid kisses I did say: I’'m fickle,
Free I'll remain. Bethink, the day will come
‘When Fortune shall take wing!— What if that
time
Were here?
[He seeks to rise; she detains him, kissing
his hands again.].
Oh no, it has not come.— But tell me:
‘What can I do? I am your chain, your sorrow;
No more your bird, to sing your Fortune back.
Besides, your mother hates me.—
(4s he makes a movement.)
Hush! I’ll not
Scold the good lady whom you love so much.
Yet, why stay here, in the hot desert wind
That wearies me and presses shut mine eyes—
E’en now, you see? —Let’s go then! Take me
back
To Rome! (Clasping him.) Rome!

APELLES (shakes his head).

Here I’'m rooted — and my mother.
If that is all, depart!
(Stands up and goes away from her.)
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PHOEBE (rises). What, rough again;
The lion’s thunder? — Well then, we’ll remain;
In peace, though, and in unity.
[Follows him; presses him softly down upon
a couch, right; sits by him.]
But smile!
I am but as I am. What would you? Young,
Yet early ripe; and early wont, a moth,
To fly toward Fortune, and to fear and hate
The groveling worm that mortal men call sorrow.
And therefore —but I’'m tired —yet one word
more.
I once was good, earnest as ye, all formed
For thought, for virtue, wisdom—what you
will.
Within my childish bosom often stirred
The holiest feelings — strangely, secretly,
Like an inheritance from a former life —
I can’t find words for it. But (hesitatingly)
my mother’s blood,
Example and temptation — Kiss, forgive me
That I’m this Phoebe that I am, just this one!
APELLES (kisses her).
'Tis her I love, whether I would or no.—
- But now your eyes are closing like the cups
Of the convolvulus when the sun grows hot.
ProEBE (sinks upon his breast).
Too hot it glows today.— I’m like the children;
When they have cried their fill, they fall asleep.
Let me but slumber,— so.
APELLES (gazing at her, after a pause). She sleeps indeed.—
Yes, like a child. Fleeing away from sorrow
To dreamland, now she’s lying there ; her breath
Soft as a whispering wind, above her floats
A perfume as of-cedar. . . . Yet so still
And earnest, petrified in sleep, she’s like
The Christian from Damascus.— Very strange,
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That two so different should be so like:
As day from night, frivolity from holiness,
World-love from martyrdom!— But when she

died —
The Christian—and with mystic glance pro-
claimed
‘“And thou shalt wake without the sleep of
death " —

Or did the Lord of Life I summoned say it?
Why does this sleeper, who intoxicates

My heart, remind me of that child of death,

As ’twere the selfsame spirit in both forms?—
My mother comes.

Scene V

BoLANA enters, left, gray and much aged, with quiet melancholy, almost
"with embarrassment.

Boraxa (as ApeLLes starts to rise).
No, stay; don’t wake her up.
(With hardly perceptible bitterness.)
Why trouble her for an old woman’s sake?
I will speak softly. But I'm urged, my child,
To tell you of a thing that slipped my mind
‘When with your evil news you frightened me —
ArerLLes (with lowered voice).
What’s that?
Boraxa. I have a little country-place
In Lebanon, near Heliopolis.
An excellent soil it has. We’ll sell it off,
And it shall pay a portion of your debt.
AreLLES (fouched, smiling).
What, shallIrobyou? Sooner die, dear mother.
No, speak no more of that.
Borana. My child, you’ve taken
Already much from me-—and willingly.
(With an uncertain glance at PHOEBE.)
Vor. XVI—4
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Nurture and love, I mean; for of my thoughts
Your obstinate and independent soul
Has taken naught since long. (Submissive.)
; But—as you will (sighing),
For you know better.
AreLies (smiling kindly). Stop; I’ll come to you.
[Stands wup cautiously and gently, laying
ProEBE’S head on a pillow; then goes to
Borana.]
She sleeps on peacefully.— Come, mother mine,
Out of the bottom of my heart I long
To pleasure you in all I do and am.
But deep within me fiery moods prevail,
Hunger for beauty, riddles of the heart,
Which, like the wanderer’s longing for his home,
Increase and drag us on.
Boraxna (a hand on her heart, yet controls herself).
Child, so you say;
And so it is, no doubt.—I’ll go again.

(Aside.)
Ah Zeus!
APELLES. A word still, mother. You look pale.
Borana,  Child, I am old. £
APELLES. Unhappy too.
Borana (shakes her head). Not greatly.

And if I told you why I am so, child,
You’d only scold.
APELLES (smiling). Not greatly.— What disturbs you?
Bovrana (taking courage).
She who lies there.—1 thought that Chryse’s
daughter
Would rule as mistress here, that was my wish.
"T'was that which brightened like a star of hope
The evening of my life.— But the strong moods
Drag you away.—1I go.
(Goes to her door.)
AreLLES (shocked). You’re jesting, sure.
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BoLana. Not that I know. Except— Oh Zeus!
[She sinks asin a faint; APELLES catches her.]
APELLES. What is it?
Oh mother, mother!
[She revives a little, and points weakly to the
door.]
Come, I'll lead you in.—
The door swings back. Who’s there?

Scexe VI
PAUSANIAS enters, left, in Greek costume, pale.
Pausanias. The doctor.
APELLES. Help, then.
Give her an arm— (With sudden terror.)

No, come no nearer! I
Remember you. You spectre of destruction,
Muffled within this garment, which deceived
me —
I have not seen you since that fatal hour.
What would you here today?
[Pausanias looks in silence toward BoLANA.
AreLLES, horrified.]
My mother?
Pausanms. Hush!
You’ll wake the sleeper there.— Your arm is
trembling, '
You’ll let the old dame fall.
AreLLEs (collects himself and presses BoLana, whose eyes
are still shut, closer to his breast).
No, I defy you.
I’ll wrest her from you yet, you foe to mortals.
Don’t touch her! :

PaAusaNias. There’s no need. Within are gnawing
The ‘¢ black mice ’’ that you wot of.
APELLES (shaken). Then I curse you,

That joy so in destruction.— I will chase
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Them off, and you as well. For mighty too
Is a man’s will.— She is awakening. Mother!
(Caressing her.)
Come, come! 1’ll lead you.
Boraxa (with a faint voice). Child! My own Apelles!
AperLes. Yes, your Apelles.
(T'o Pausanias, with low but firm wvoice.)
Back there from the door!
I’'m doctor here —mnot you.
(To Borawa.)
Come on! I'll lead you.
[Exit left with Bouana. Pausanias stands
looking at the door. PHOEBE, who has
already stirred, awakens.)

Scene VII

ProEBE (looking about).
Where am I1?— Here.— Apelles gone.— Who
stands there?
[A Svave, who has come from the second
chamber, right, approaches PHOEBE with a
sealed scroll in his hand.]
PHOEBE. What bring you, Lydus?
SLAVE. "Tis a scroll, my lady,
Brought by a slave. For you.
Prorse (fakes the scroll, speaking low). Who is yon man,
So pale?
Stave (glances hurriedly toward him).
The doctor.— He departs.
PHOEEE. Go you.
[Exit Suave. PHOEBE opens the scroll.]
‘Who sends me this letter? (Surprised.) Sep-
timwus! (Reads.)
¢¢ Septimius to his mistress Phoebe: greeting and
submission!— The gods so ordain it that thi§
very night I undertake the journey to our
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beloved Rome. Our ancient friendship
Apelles has severed; honor commands me no
less than sympathy to offer you yet again
assistance to save you from a sea of unde-
served sorrow. He who writes this desires
nothing, neither thanks nor aught else, save
the uncertain glimmer of a distant hope.
Five steps from here is my house; there 1
await you or your message.”’

Scene VIII

LONGINUS enters right, in excitement which he seeks to master. It grows
dark.

Loxcinus. Where is Apelles?
[ProEBE does not notice him, but stares be-
fore her.]
Only you.— Forgive me:
‘Why are you deep in thought?

ProesE (looks at him). And why are you
So gloomy and so moved?

Loxcinus. On your account.
Where is Apelles?

PHOEBE (stands up). Speak. On my account?
What has occurred?

Lox~agIxNus. "Tis but what might occur.
Let me inform Apelles—

Proese (goes to him). No. Tell me
That which concerns me so!

LoxgiNus. Aurelius threatens —
That noble man, all wrath and hate —

PHoEBE. He threatens?

Lo~eiyus As guardian of this city and its morals
He goes to bid the City Fathers make
A notable example.

ProEse (trembles). Speak!
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Lox~cinus. They shall
From out Palmyra banish you, he threatens;
The man of virtue is sincerely shocked!—
But fear not. Trust Apelles; and yet he —
What is it? Whither will you go?

PaoEBE. What! I?
‘What was I doing?

LoxciNus. That it is T ask.
You wandered — as your eyes do still. Afraid?

ProEBE (seeking words).
For him—yes for Apelles. (4side.) Help!

ye gods.

Is this an omen? Must I go? Then say so
And end my misery!

Lonecinus. ‘What have you there
All erumpled in your hand?
Puoese (looks at the scroll; aside). Septimius’ letter.—

That is the omen, for he asked me there.
The gods have willed — I must depart.—Apelles!
I to desert you? But the gods have willed;
Even though my heart refuse.— Would you but
come —
Yetno; don’t come,don’t come! I must depart;
Be it without farewell, farewell were death!
LonGIiNus (aside).
What works in her, that she nor hears nor sees?
She sighs.
ProEBE (aside). Farewell, farewell! — My heart is heavy —
And yet in craven anguish it would flee.
Farewell; forgive me!
[Goes toward the back, tottering unsteadily.
Pausanias steps forward again from where
he disappeared, stands between the pillars.]
LoNcInNus. Going? Where?
ProeBE (with broken voice). I know not.—
Say to Apelles—
[Her consciousness departs, she is about to
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fall. Pavsaniascatches her; theletter falls
from her hand, a shudder goes through her.
Anaziously she opens her eyes.]
Who areyou?! (Morequietly.) The doctor.—
I thank you. (T'ries to smile.) I am living.
Let me go.
(Frees herself from his arms. To LoNeinus.)
Say to Apelles— No.—I’ll come again.
(dside.)
Good-night, Apelles!
[Totters out from the right, back. PausaNias
takes up the letter.]
Pausanias (aside). You’ll not come again.
Lo~cinus. How is’t with Phoebe? Whither will she go?

- Scexe X
Enter APELLES left.

AreLies (looking back, more cheerfully).
She sleeps now, peacefully.
[Advances, sees Pausanias. Starting back.]
You here still? Waiting?
Where tarries Phoebe?
Pausanias (pointing away). Gone.— But for this price
You may retain your mother there within.
[Holds out the letter to him. APELLES takes
it, glances at it; the letter trembles in his
hand.]
APELLEs (cries out).
Gone with Septimius!
Pausanias (nods). Gone.
Lon~giNus. Speak, what has happened?
ApeLues. Monster, do you rejoice? — She’s left me, basely
Deserted! Faithless!—
(With quivering voice.)
'Tis my life that’s gone,
My fortune, ecstacy.— My light, my muse —
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" Her weeping was a song, her laugh a rapture;

Her soul so gentle, and her heart so formed
For every virtue — save for strength and truth.
Then let her go! (With a gesture.)
Away from out this breast —
‘With her my throbbing heart, and blood and life!
[Throws himself on a couch; buries his face.
— After a pause LoNGINUS goes to him
and silently lays a hand on his shoulder.
ApeLLES slowly lifts his head; gazes on
Pavusanias, who is standing motionless.]
And does your stony eye demand, pale spirit,
Whether this wounded bosom still desires
To breathe forever and behold the day?—
Yes; I defy your question. Do not think
I hesitate or tremble. In your teeth
I summon life again; I seize it fast,
And like Antaeus thrown on Mother Karth
I raise myself the stronger from her breast.
Yes, I will strive, will work, with sweat on brow
And victory in heart, a man’s true worth
And life’s true worth forever to declare!

LoxciNus (listening wn wonder).

Well said ; but whom conjure you? Why appeal
So solemnly to the doctor here —

APELLES (controls himself, smiling). My spirit
Has erred, it seems. Horror and grief. . . . I
wake now.

Pavusaxias (as the two depart, with muffled voice).

(T'o Pausanias.)
What did you say? For this price I retain
My mother there within. Good, be it so.
Be that my comfort!— Come, philosopher,
Let’s to my mother.

-

We shall meet again.
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ACT IIT

[As the dramatic movement of this act is very slow in
starting, a large cut, including the first four scenes, has here
been made. We learn from a letter that Phoebe died young,
repentant of her sins, in the consolation of the Christian
religion. Apelles has devoted himself to his art and to
his mother, though he did not fulfil her wish that he should
marry the daughter of Chryse. Some years after Bolana’s
peaceful death, Apelles became strangely drawn to a
maiden named Persida, in whom he seemed to find the
glorified spirit of Phoebe. F'inally he married her, and at
the time of Aect IIT their daughter Tryphena is old enough
to love and be loved by Jamblicus, the noble-spirited son
of Longinus.

But Persida and her daughter have become Christians,
and Persida’s brother Herennianus, a bigoted elder of
the new sect, discovers Tryphena’s attachment to the
‘¢ heathen ’’ Jamblicus and resolves to break it at all costs.
Apelles, despite the request of his zealous wife, remains
faithful to the older religion, but his ‘‘ goddesses, Art and
Wisdom,’’ have permitted him to build a temple to the God
of the Christians. He is therefore tolerated by the com-
munity. But Herennianus urges upon Persida that another
heathen marriage will certainly be resented by the mob,
which is under the influence of Jarchai, formerly a perse-
cutor but now a fanatical leader of the Christians. When
Persida asks, ¢ What of Apelles?’’ her brother reminds
her of a vow made on a sick-bed to leave her husband and
enter a religious life. He assures her that this is the only
way to atone for her sin of living with a heathen and
assures her that ¢ The hand of God shall wipe away the
tears from out the eyes ’’ of those who give up all for Him.
Thus adjured, Persida leaves her home for the house of
her brother, who Las already entrapped the unwilling
Tryphena.
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In the course of these scenes we learn that Septimius has
died. Apelles is reconciled to Aurelius, now broken with
age, who gives him the letter of Phoebe already mentioned.
Persida, played by the same actress who appeared as
Phoebe and Zoe, resembles the latter, but is more matronly
and dignified. Timolaus appears in his regular réle of
ironic commentator. Apelles is represented as gray-haired
but otherwise in full vigor. In the following scene we
infer that Longinus has just been asking Apelles to let his
daughter marry Jamblicus, the lover of her choice. Apelles
has not learned that his wife and daughter have been taken
from him.— TRANSLATOR.]

Scexe V

The open square before APELLES’ house as in the latter part of Aet I
but altered: at the back, where previously was the rising ground with
the palms, now stands a temple in the Grecian style; to the right, in
place of the olive hedge, is a Christian basilica of the oldest type, seen
in profile.

Enter APELLES, LONGINUS and JAMBLICUS, from APELLES’ house.

APELLES (1n conversation).
What, you to doubt so of me —you, my friend?
Loncinus. Only because I thought —

APELLES (fo JAMBLICUS). Did Persida
Go out the door there?
JAMBLICUS. Yes, ’twas she.
APeLLES (t0o LoNGINUS again). You thought

Your friend Apelles had become a woman,
One who obeyed a master in his house!
A calculating coward —
Low~ciNus (smiling). Nay, but listen —
Arerces.  I’ll hear no more. This is my word, my last:
Tryphena shall be his, if she desires it;
She could not find a better; him I wish.
And if the Christians came —
JAMBLICUS. As, take my word;
They surely will, to hinder you —
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What! me?
Is she not mine then?
Listen. We are clear
Of self-deceit because we cherish wisdom;
Let us be wise, that we may keep our freedom.
Hey who makes too much noise will rouse the
echo;
Quiet and busy is the better plan.
Are you resolved to give my son your child?
By Zeus!
Work softly then. We’ll send them to
A guest-friend at Emesa; they shall wed there,
And he with money that he holds for us
Shall care for them. Here meanwhile will be
storm,
Then wind, then quietude; for what is done
Must be endured; the honor of your name
Stands high here in Palmyra. And at last

_ The two return together —two?—perhaps

A third along with them.

ApELLES (with a half-smile). How wise. For me

Loxcinus. °
APELLES.

Too wise, man. How my heart swells, when I
think
That basely I’m constrained to hide myself.
To save my child’s right and her father’s
right — .
That, too, within the city of my fathers,
Where once the Christian used to hide!— But
time,
But time goes by, goes by.— And so the heart
Must wisely bow, nor make itself too great.
So ’twould be better.
Better.— Yes.
[Confused tumult behind the scenes, right.]
What’s that
There in the Street of Pillars? Tumult—
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LoxcINus. Tie
As if T heard the shrill voice of old Jarchai,
The wild fanatic.
JaMBLICUS (goes toward the rear).
Some one’s fleeing hither—

Tryphena! e

Scexe VI

Enter TRYPHENA.
TrYPHENA (rushing in).
Father, father, rescue me!
[Swnks at his feet.]
They follow —hark! They follow me to seize
me,
You, you must not forsake me! To your knees
I cling and pray: oh father, save your child!
Aperes. Were I your father if I did not shield you?
Rise. Tell me what has happened.
TRYPHENA. They have sought
To force from me a vow —I must forever
Abjure the bridegroom of my heart, or else
In a far country, far from you must perish.
But rather will I die here at your feet
Than yield to him. O save me! When they
threatened,
The voice of desperation cried out: Flee!
And forth I fled, through all the mob that stood
Outside I fled away and hasted hither,
And now I'm here with you.
APELLES. And in good care.
Stand up. (Raises her.) Who dares so foully
to constrain
The daughter of Apelles?
[The tumult has come nearer.]
Persma (behind the scenes). Spare her, spare her!
She is my child.
JARCHAI (behind the scenes). The Lord’s child is she now,
And would defy him.
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Enter JARCHAL and am excited throng, also PErsma and HERENNIANUS.

(NOTE.— JARCHAL, formerly the FIRST CITIZEN of Act I, is now white-haired and
supported by a stick, but i3 not enfeebled.)

JARCHAL Look you, there she stands.
'Tis true! And there’s the heathen she would
wed,
Standing beside her. She defies the Lord.
Tear her away!
APELLES. What’s that you seream, old man?
"Tis I stand here, her father.
JARCHAL Heathen too!
You have no word in this affair, for she’s
A Christian. Let her go. Herennianus,
Why are you still? Speak ount!
HERENNIANUS. You hear, Apelles.
The word of God has spoken by his mouth.
Tryphena would defy the sacred law.
Give her to me, the shepherd; and submit.
APELLES (interrupting).
I? Has the child no father then, or mother? —
There stands her mother Persida. Let her
Speak the right word for you; a Christian she.
Herexnt. Well) Persida, speak out!
Prrsipa (struggling within herself, aside). Oh God!
HEereNN1ANUS (more softly). You must.
The Lord expects you to obey His will,
Not that of men. Speak out!

JarcHAI (comes nearer). Proceed, proceed!
Persioa  (with trembling voice, which gradually grows
steadier).

Come here, Tryphena. Yield unto the Lord
And them who are His servants. And perform
That which His wrath commands you.
AreLLEs (after a blank pause, with difficulty). Persida!—
I did not hear aright.
HERENNIANUS. You did. She spoke
Just as she should.
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In her the Lord has spoken.
Do you come here, Tryphena!

[The crowd grows gradually from right and
left. ApeLies’ slaves have beem coming
one by one from the house.]

Persida!
Do youthenlist tome. This child, who trembles
Here in my arms — whom you forsake and give
An offering to your God of Wrath — this life
And blood of mine I’ll hold
(With a grim look toward JARCHAL)
despite yon jackal
And all the Jarchais of this crazy earth.
You I renounce, if you do me renounce;
You must from out my bosom, if the Jarchais
Command within your breast. Come here to me
Away from him, or else let love and faith,
Duty and happiness leave me with this breath.
‘What would you? Why so sorely do you
threaten,
And solemnly — you see how she is trembling?
She follows but God’s will —
Are you her mouth?
I spoke to Persida.— Give answer! Are you
Apelles’ wife, Tryphena’s mother, or
The slave of Jarchai’s slaves? (Pause.) Tell
me!

[Persipa, her hand on her heart, tries to
speak, moves as if to go to APELLES;
HerExN1ANUS takes a step forward and
checks her with a glance.]

She’s dumb!
The Lord has sealed her lips.— Give here Try-
phena
To us!
You jackal!

Listen how the heathen

T———"
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Refuses us the Lord’s child. Down with him!
Tear her from out his arms there!

Crowp (in wild confusion). Give her up!
(tive up Tryphena!
Persipa (weakly). Hold your hands!

[She sinks; HERENNIANUS holds her up in his
arms. The crowd presses toward APELLES ;
JamBLICUS steps forward to shield him and
TRYPHENA. ]
APELLES (motioning JamBLicUS back). (ive me
But a clear path.— Come on! I yet have might
To hurl the hate your barking rouses in me,
And let it crash like lightning to your heart.
Ye dogs without a master, that the simoon
From o’er the sand makes mad —for all that’s
holy
In you turns frenzy hot as desert winds—
Come on, shatter on me your hollow skulls,
So shall the craziness which drives you on
Float off as vapor!
[The crowd remains huddled some distance
off, gives back a little.]
JARCHAI (to the crowd). - What! you’ll leave to him
A Christian maid? — Tryphena, here to me!
Here to your people!
[TryPHENA shrinks trembling into APELLES’
arms.]
See, she will not come,
Defying the Lord’s people.— Seize her, seize
her!
Herennt. Hold back there!
Perswa (sinking from his arms).
I am dying.
A Crmizex (from the midst of the crowd). .
Stone them! Stone them!
Arrires. Who cries out ‘‘ stone them?’’ That man I
will kill
With this bare hand.
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[Rushes madly at the crowd. Al flee toward
the rear; only PausaNias remains. Dressed
like the others, he has joined the crowd un-
seen.—He gazes steadily and quietly at
APELLES. APELLES, recognizing him, in his
first surprise goes a step back.]

You spectre of the Pit,
Are you too here? Crow, do you scent the
vietim?
I am immortal, I am strong as you —
I am the Lord of Death. Then, fiend of hell,
Down on your knees.

[Seizes him violently and brings him down

on one knee.]
I fear you? No, I fear
Nor Death, nor Life;—not even Life I fear.
Though Life a hundred times with rage and hate
Shquld come, with howling madness and with
grief,
I would defy it, hold it, cling unto it,
(Enfolding i his arms TrYPHENA, who flees to
him again.)
As T embrace this child.— And you, sworn foe,
I'd shake from me like dust.
(To the terrified crowd.)
Give place, or you
1’11 hurl to death, but me you cannot slay.
Palmyra shall be yours; faith, hate and all.
Give me but room to go.

JArcHAI (timidly, as though stunned). He’s talking wildly.
Prersma (on the ground, sustained by several citizens).

They’re going.— Saviour!

HEerENNIANUS (near her, softly). Expiate your sin.

So saith the Lord: Be faithful unto death,
And I will give to thee a erown of life.

AreLLEs (to LoNGINUS and JaMBLICUS).

Come friends, let’s go. There’s no one who
can stay.
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Within the land of Persia’s king dwell men.
There’s room enough on earth yet. Come,
Tryphena (after a glance at Persioa),
Now doubly mine, all mine!
[The timidly retreating crowd has made a
wide lane for them. APELLES, TRYPHENA,
Loxcinus and JamsLicus exeunt, left.]

Persipa (as they go, aside). The hand of God
Shall wipe away the tears from out their
eyes. . . . (Suddenly aloud.)

Apelles ! — Help me!
[Closes her eyes.]

ACT 1V

[In the opening scene Longinus and Apelles are dis-
covered alone in the mountains near Palmyra; Longinus
very old and feeble, Apelles vigorous as ever. We learn
that all the other persons of the play, including Jamblicus
and Tryphena, have died; but that Nymphas, the stripling
son of these two is now dwelling with his two grandfathers.
At the close Longinus says ‘¢ We die and come not back,”’
to which Apelles answers that the Indian sages believe we
have been and shall be again. *‘ Slowly ripens the soul of
man, not in one life. To become godlike it must pass
through many and various forms.’’— TRANSLATOR. ]

Scexe 11
(As wm Scene I)

Lonely mountain region near Palmyra. In the background, naked rock to
which leads a path; in the foreground on both sides, vegetation — wild
fig-trees, a shady chestnut, boulders with blossoming shrubbery. Left,
near the chestnut tree the remains of an old building, the part which is
standing arranged as a hut, the door of which opens upon the stage.
Under the chestnut tree a bench of stone and rough seats.

(APELLES continues his argument with LONGINUS.) NYMPHAS appears on
the rocky path; a charming youth, played by the impersonator of
PERSIDA, like her as well as like PHOEBE. He descends slowly.

VorL. XVI—5
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ArELLES (does mot motice that LoNeINUS is nodding, nor
does he see Nympuas. Speaks on, looking in
front of him).

Why might it not be? —Sometimes I lie down
and say to myself: Who was that Zoe with
the mysterious look? And Phoebe, and Per-
sida—did Zoe’s spirit go on in them? And
you Nymphas, my darling boy —have I ever
known you before? — Sometimes it comes to
me that I have known you before.

NympaAS (stands for a while behind APELLES, then lays a
hand on his shoulder. Swmiling exuberantly).

I was a sacred mongoose on the Nile, or again
a priestess of Vesta whom they buried alive;
the historians haven’t worked it all out yet.

ApEeLLEs (as if shaking off his thoughts, with an affectionate
glance).

It’s you!— Look, Longinus is asleep.

NympHAs (smiling).

But he will deny it.

(Softly at LonciNus’ ear.)

Grandfather Longinus! Are you asleep?

Loxneinus (awakes).

I? How should I sleep? I never sleep in day-
time. (Aside.)

How much he is like Persida today. (A4loud.)

You were in Palmyra, Apelles told me.

NympHas. Yes, this afternoon, while you —were waking.
I was clever—more than usually so—I
found it out with circumspection. They
already know in Palmyra that we live here
behind the mountains; an old beggar who
one night recently slept under this tree, had
in the morning seen the ‘¢ Master of Pal-
myra.”” But they don’t trouble themselves
about us, they will not seek us out; those who
formerly were angry at you are old or dead.
Besides, the Palmyrans have now other
things in their hearts.
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Lo~ycixus. H’'m!-—What are they doing?
Nympuas. Quarreling and disputing —
Lo~cinus. I believe it; they are human. What are they
quarreling about?
NymprAs (with spirit).
About the man who is now turning the world
upside down, about the great Emperor
Julian. Some curse him—1 heard it in
the open market place—because he has
fallen off from the faith of his uncle, the
Christian Constantine, they call him the
Renegade, the Apostate; the others proclaim
to the people how wise and good he is, and
prophesy a rebirth of the old times. If he
overcomes the Persians whom he is now
fighting, he will come as conqueror to Pal-
myra and here too cast down the spite of the
Christians before him. And the fallen gran-
deur of the old Roman Empire will arise
again.
Loxcixus (sadly smiling).
You think so?—1It lies dead, will never rise
again. When an elephant is sunk in a
swamp, only elephants can help him. Such
a giant will not come. Those times are past.
[A4 shepherd blows his pipe.]
Areries. Let us leave time alone. To live timeless, as
we do, is happiness for man.—’Tis well with
me in the evening stillness. Of strife and
misfortune we’ve had enough; long, restless
wandering through the countries of men.
Here sorrow does not croak at us, and our
desires sleep. Wild Palmyra, the city of our
fathers, so near and so far; the silent ocean
of the desert bemeath our feet; (looks up)
and above us the ever steadfast citadel of
peace, the dome wrought by the world’s
Master-Builder, of unfathomable blue —till
those silver mysteries, the flames of night,
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break through it. O solitude sublime! only
thow canst enkindle in us sublime thoughts,
the inextinguishable fire of the soul upon the
summits of life.
Loxcixnus (nods).
On the poison-tree of life grow two good fruits:
wisdom and friendship.
[Takes ApeELLES’ hand and presses it.]
NympHAS (has been looking away).
No others, you think.
Loxcinus (weary again).
Poisonous ones enough.
Nympuas. I know. Young as I am, I’'ve had much ex-
perience. But the gods, methinks, gave us
the world that we should make it better.

Lowneizvs. H’m! [Doses off.]
NympHas (smiling).
He sleeps.
ApeLLes (likewise smiling). Your youthful wisdom must
have sung

Him e’en asleep.— Yet, child, I feel in you,
From glance and word, from every token of
Your winged life: the world’s awake in you,
You’re drawn to it.— My young philosopher,
My early ripened scholar, do you feel
Too lonely, live too old here with the old? —
Yet for a time, my child, be patient here.
Then will we break our camp, and wander off,
Since it must be so, back into the world,
Which you would fain make better.

(Laying both hands on his shoulders.)

But believe me,

It soon will disappoint you. You, so honest
And good and noble, and so clever too,
Will see into its heart. In there, a wheel
With brightly-colored spokes is turning round;
For all things change and then come back again,
And all the souls of men are bits of glass
Of various hues, through which the single Spirit



NyMmpHAS.

APELLES.

NyMmpHas.

APELLES.

NYMPHAS.

APELLES.

NYMPHAS.

APELLES.

THE MASTER OF PALMYRA 69

Of Life —or call Him as you will — doth shine.
He stands invisible behind each soul,
As its true self, and lives in us His life.
But we who do not see Him, we should seek
Him out amid these others of our kind
And love Him in the best of them.
Ay, love!
You’re young, and delicate, and tender-hearted;
You will love women also. Ah, good Nymphas,
Believe me, women are no goddesses;
And none, I fear, will make you wholly happy.
For they that love, can never fascinate;
And they that fascinate, love more the magic
By which they charm, than you.— But let’s not
speak
Of that which was and is no more.— You now
Are wife and child and all.
And you to me
The dearest upon earth.
Am I, in sooth?
Then tell me what is wrong, confess it freely.
For days, for weeks you’ve shown a strange
unrest.
You hasten to Palmyra, finding still
Excuse to go there, and when you come back,
You’re deeply moved, you dream.—A girl?
No, no.
You’re sure?
Do I ever lie?
What then?—1 found
You yesterday behind a rock, you brandished
The ancient sword which had so long lain
buried
In this inclosure, and you fought, cheeks
glowing,
As with an unseen enemy. Pray what
Made you so warlike? If it was this brawl
Below there —
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Scene 111

PAUSANIAS comes down the rock path, in Greek costume, with full beard, a
gilded lyre hung over his shoulder. (It has grown dark, after a time it
becomes bright moonlight.)

AreLLEs (casually glancing out).

Who is that? the shepherd boy?

Nympras. A stranger.

APELLES (surprised).

What should bring him here to this

Retired corner? — Ask him what he wants.
[NympuAS goes a few steps toward Pau-
saNms. LonciNvus awakes, looks around in

wonder.]
ApeLies.  ’Tis night, Longinus. But the moon will come;
"Twas full moon yesterday.
Loxcinus (considering). True, yesterday.

NympaAs (to Pavusanias).
Greetings to you. What brings you here?

Pausanias. My wanderings.
I come from the Euphrates?

Nympuas. From the Euphrates?
Why come you then to us?

Loxneinus (pointing backward). ‘There lies the west —
Damascus, not the Euphrates.

Pavsanias. I have strayed,

' I'm for Palmyra—but am very weary.

Pray, if the stranger here is not unwelcome
Grant me a little rest.

Lo~cinus. The tired wanderer
Is never sent away. Sit down.

NyMmprHAS. And drink.

Pavsanias (declining).
Thank you, I’ve drunk already.

Nympaas. Where?
Pavsanuas. I struck
Upon a caravan of more than fifty
Camels, which journey to the north, toward

Sura.
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They listened to the music of my lyre,
Praised and refreshed me, then I went my
ways.

[Lays aside the lyre. They sit beneath the
chestnut tree; only ApeLLEs stands aside,
sunk in thought, afterward surveying the
moon, which—invisible from the front,
right — begins to shine.]

Loxcinus (wondering).
You are a traveling singer?

Pausaxias. Yes.

Loxncinus. And wander
Across this desert?

Pavsanias. To the sea— my home.

Nympaas. You are a Greek?

Pausanias. I am. My name — Pausanias.

NympaAs. Pausanias! A good name for a singer:
The Care-Releaser.

Pavsaxias (gazing fixedly at the countenance of NyMpHAs).

Yes, men call me too

The Care-Releaser.

NympHas. Pray, if you are not
Too sorely tired, tell me one thing more.
You’re from the Euphrates; did you learn

there aught

About the Emperor Julian and his army?

Pavusanias. I saw the Emperor.

NympaAs (rises in surprise). You?

Pausanmas (smiles). ‘Why should I not?—
I crossed his line of march. The gods had then
Smitten him sorely: the great general,
Vietor in west and east, such that the flatterers
Were likening him to Hercules and Bacchus,
Who conquered west -and east—he on the

Tigris

Within his foes’ chief city Ktesiphon,
Had to return. A treacherous deserter
Induced him as he went to cross the waste,
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Where sand and heat and thirst and Persian
arrows

Consumed his army, till the vietory-march

Became a wild retreat. But in this need

He showed himself a hero. Full of patience,

Wise, disciplined and brave. I felt his power

On seeing him. He sat before his tent,

Generals and soldiers near; his face was pale

With a great sickness that had come upon him,

Yellow and lean he looked, his temples gray;

But in his eye dark fire, his glance was lofty,

As if the Persians lay beneath his feet.

He sat as on his throne there, and his voice,

Though weak, yet rang as with a trumpet’s
tone

Through the clear desert air. ‘‘And when we
get

To Syria,’’ he said, so that I heard it,

““Then will we turn the wheel. The goddess
Fortune,

The goddess of old Rome once more shall rise,

And the gods’ enemies shall bite the dust!”’

Nympras (who has sat listening to the account with lively

changing gestures, springs up involuntarily).
Lay on! lay on! :

Low~aiNus (starts). How now?
Apevnes (has been looking away, glances around with

interest). ‘What is it, Nymphas?

NympHAs (composes himself, tries to smile).

Pausanias.

Forgive.—"Twas but an impulse in my body
Went to my tongue.— You see me now again
Your philosophic pupil. (70 Pausanias.) Tell
me how

You left the Emperor.

On yester evening —
That was the latest— when his eye beheld me,
He had me called to play and sing for him.
I did—it pleased him.
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Nympras. ‘What, the Emperor!
To think this lyre has sounded before him!
Pausaniss. Yes, e’en before great Julian.
NympHAs. And may I
Look at the lyre?
[Takes it and runs over the strings.]
I pray you play for me
That very tune.
Pausanias. Surely. It was a song
Of your Adonis, in the Grecian style:
How from the upper to the under world
Adonis changes, by the gods’ decree.

NympHas. 1 sing that too.

Pavusaxias. Then sing, and 1 will play.

NympHAS (after a short prelude by Pausaxias, sings).

So decrees all-powerful Zeus: thou must now,
Deep beneath the blossoming earth descending,
Kiss the lips of shadowy Persephoneia,
Lovely Adonis.

AreLLes (lhistens a while wndifferently, delighting in the
voice of NymprAS; then becomes astonished,
excited. Aside).

What sort of harp-playing is that? So plays
But one that ever I heard.

NympHas (begins the second stanza).

When once more in springtime the brooks are
babbling —

AreLLEs (has sprung up, steps in front of NYMpHAS).

Stop! You are—
I know you now!
[Loxcinus and NympHas look up in wonder;
Pausanias does not move.]
Pavsanias. Who am I?
APELLES. Stop, you monster!
Let not your name be named, by you or me!
And for this lyre— accurséd be its tone!—
Take it and go!
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Pausanias. You err—
APELLES. Away!
Pavusanias (stands up). I go then.
You err though; you have never seen me. Why
Blame you the lyre? It is not different
From others; look at it. And if its sound
Was pleasing to yon youth— [Nympras nods.]
Arrrres (looks at it, with horror). Away with you!
(As Nympuas looks at him surprised and
questioningly, he tries to compose himself.
More quietly.)
Leave him and us; go forward to Palmyra—
And come not back! ;
Pausanuas. So be it; to Palmyra.—
You have mistaken me —
(After a gesture of APELLES.)
Nay, I'll be silent.
The moon shines bright. Farewell.
[Exzit right, front. ApsLrEs looks after him
till he has disappeared. NyYMPHAS regards
AreLLES n silence; at last timidly lays a
hand on his arm.]

NyMpHAS. What is it, father
Apelles? :

APELLES. Hush. (A4side.) At last he’s gone.

Lo~ciNus. You said
You recognized this man!

APELLES. I saw him once.

Perhaps I'm wrong though. Leave it as it is.
I would his way may lead him to Palmyra.
'Tis late, Longinus, and your hour is come.
I'll lead you to the house.
Loncinus (leans on Apeuiss, to depart).
He played right well,

I thought —
APELLES (starts). No more! Let’s go.
Lowcivus (smiles good-naturedly).  Eh, so imperious.—

You’ll follow, Nymphas?
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Nymruas (awaking from his thoughts).
Soon.— The night is fair,
My soul yet sleepless.
ApreLLEs (overcome by his attitude). Nymphas!
Nympuas. Did you call?
APELLES (composes himself; quietly).
No. It can wait.
Loxcinus (at the hut). Sleep well.
NympHas. Sleep well.
[LonGiNus and APELLES exeunt into the hut.]

Scexe IV

SABBAEUS, young and beardless, girt with a sword, comes warily recon-
noitering, from right. He steps behind a boulder which conceals him
from the hut. ;

Nympaas. He grieved

The stranger.—Should one grieve one’s fellow-
mortals?
Is not their right compassion?
[SasBaEUS advances warily.)
Who goes there?
Sabbaeus!!
SaBBAEUS (softly and quickly).
It is I, come here to fetch you.
Tonight it must be done.
Nymepuas (in sudden exultant joy).  Tonight!—O Zeus!
SasBaeus. The friends assemble in the shrine of Fortune,
In secret, armed. A fire will then be lighted
Beside the Street of Tombs. When by its glare
The city shall be frighted and confused,
We’ll break from hiding and perform our part,
Just as agreed.
NyMpHAS. Tis well.
SABBAEUS. So arm yourself
And come.
NyMmpHAS (pointing behind a boulder).
There lies my sword.
[Goes thither.]
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SasBagus (with a gesture toward the hut).
And he — Apelles?
Nympaas (halting).
Impossible. He never would consent.
Saparvs. 'Tis pity. In the ¢ Master of Palmyra’’
We’d have a leader all should reverence.
(Decisively, smiling.) Ah, well, if not with rev-
erence, then with fear.
NvympHas (terrified).
The door swings back.
SABBAEUS. Then T must go.— You’ll follow.
[Flees hurriedly away, right.]

Scexe V
Enter APELLES from the hut. He gazes after the fleeing man with anxious
unrest.

ApeLLes. Nymphas!
NympPHAS (with uncertain voice).

My father!
APELLES. Who was here? Who yonder
Descends the pass? The— Greek was’t?
NyMPHAS. - No.
APELLES. The singer?
Tell me, by all the gods.
NympHas. I told you: No.

Why should he be so dreadful?
ApeLLEs (with a breath of relief). Hush.—'Twas not he.—
Who then? Who spoke with you, at this late

hour
And in this solitude?
Nympuas (hesitating). Oh, let me, pray,
Be silent.
ApgLLes (after a pause). Nymphas! Nymphas!
Nympaas (uneasily). Are you angry,
Father Apelles?
APELLES. Has it come to this?

The first concealment between you and me?
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This bond of soul, more deep than any else,
Is’t but a half-bond like the rest?
Oh father!

[Deeply moved, about to speak; refrains.)
Aye, for you still are silent. Let me then
Divine your secret. In Palmyra quarrel
The Whites and Reds — or howsoe’er they call
The colors of the factions that contend.
And you, you quarrel too.

Nympuas (after a short hesitation). And need you speak

APELLES.
NympPHAS.

APELLES.
NympHAs.
APELLES.
NympHAS.

APELLES.
NympHAs.

APELLES.

So scornfully about it, when we fight
For what is holy? When we fight to aid
The Emperor and help him to fulfill
All he would fain accomplish for the world?
Tis so! It 7s so.—You!

And why not I?
Am not I too a scion of my people? —
You have divined it, so I’ll not be silent;
Long this deceit has weighed upon my breast.
(Pleading.) Let me. I must go down now to

Palmyra.

' Tonight?

Tonight.
To slay the Emperor’s foes?
We will slay none that do not seek to die.
Our enemies — and they are yours as well—
Are masters and they shall not be so more.
The Christian bishop governs in Palmyra;
The craven praetor serves him. Both we’ll take
Tonight and banish them from out the land,
Proclaiming freedom and the ancient gods.
Bishop and praetor — will they freely go?
The garrison have all gone off to Persia.
The crowd’s divided, and the waverers
Will join the valiant victor.
Why not wait
Till Julian comes, and let him bring for you
What you desire?
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The Emperor is too mild
And cautious.
Prudent.
And he waits, may be,
Until the people rise up of themselves:
Great is the Christians’ power. But he’ll
approve
What we accomplish and will bless our work.
He’ll die, and then a Christian emperor
May rule again? Oh child, my child, would you
Turn back the wheel? Do you not hear the roar
O’ the wind that drives it on? —1If ye should
win
Tonight for this one time, how will it end?
We too once freed the city of our fathers
And gave new rights to everyone, but then,
Since mortals will be mortals, all our work
Grew rotten, spoiled and useless like the old.
‘“To save the world!’’ My child, what is the
world?
This man it stones today, tomorrow that.
Give up your dream and stay. v
Forgive, I honor
Your word as ’twere the gods’; and yet I must
Go down, for I have sworn it. [Starts to go.]
No! No! No!
I will not let you. (Steps before him.)
Nymphas, lock on me!
Upon this earth I’ve no one else but you,
None else, and you would go to your de-
struction. A
To your destruction! The Adonis song
Rings in mine ear still, and the harp of Death —
(Breaking off.)
Oh stay withme, my child. A dread foreboding
Thrills in this fear-numbed bosom. You have
been
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My best, my sweetest, dearest, purest joy;
The sun which never sank for me. Your mother
Bequeathed you to me—and your mother’s
mother
Whom grief soon freed from life —her image,
you,
On whom yet shines the golden light of day,
Of sun-bright gladness, perfect symmetry,
Inwhom thereisno blemish. Ah, my Nymphas,
Why do I praise you? With clear eyes you see
All that you are to me. And now your spirit,
Nobly exalted on the wings of youth,
Flies from me toward the terrible abyss.—
No, I'll not bear it! I will live with you
And die with you, but not weep over you.
Nywmpuas (sinks on his breast).
O my dear father, and my god on earth!—
But let me, let me go. I must depart.
"Tis honor that commands me, and the gods.
AreLLEs (holds him fast).
One only calls you: Death.
NympHAS. But I have sworn;
Shall I be perjured?
[4 fiery glow, gradually increasing, falls on
the stage from right.]
Oh ye gods, alas!
Already shines the signal through the night.
I must, I must. Farewell.
[Tears himself free.]
AreLiLes (wildly). Why then, ye call
Me too, ye gods — me too along with Nymphas.—
I will not leave you. Come, then. Noble folly,
The father must go too; my child will T
Protect, and with him conquer or go down.
Apelles of Palmyra wields yet once
Again his sword for idols or for gods;
The fire calls; away!
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NYMPHAS. You’ll come then, father?
ApeLLes. My sword, my trusty sword!

[Flings open the door, enters. NYMPHAS
hurries to the boulder behind which lies his
sword, takes 1t.]

Loxneinus (unseen, from the hut).
What’s wrong? — Apelles!
APELLEs (comes out again with his sword).
The glow increases, and our courage. Forward!
““ Down with the enemies of the ancient gods!”’
[Rushes off with Nympuas, right.]
Loxncinus (in the hut).
Apelles! Nymphas!

Scexe VI
Loxcinus (entering). What is wrong? Apelles
Gone without answering?—Not a sound? —

Is that
A red glow in the sky, or is it only
Inmy old eyes? —Apelles! Man, where are you?
Voice (behind the scenes, loud, mysterious).
Julian the Apostate is no more!
The Emperor is slain!
LorNciNnus (listens confused, terrified).
Who calls? — The voice
Is like a spirit’s.— So men say, that once
The voice of one unseen cried through the
world:
‘ The great god Pan is dead.”” And all things
listened.
Voice (farther off, from the height).
Julian the Apostate is no more!
The Emperor is slain!
Lo~ciNus (trembles). "Tis further off
And going toward Palmyra.— Yes, I heard it;
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I did not dream.—Where are you? — Nymphas!
— Would you
Leave an old man alone?
[Totters, supported on his staff, toward the
right.]
Apelles! Nymphas!
[Exit right.]

Scene VII

(The scene is changed without lowering the curtain)

The square before APELLES’ house in Palmyra, as in Act III. Night, as
before; moonlight and the glow of the fire. The door of the temple at
the rear is open; the basilica seems to be burning.

Enter APELLES, NYMPHAS, SABBAEUS and a band of armed “ young
Palmyrans ”’; partly from the temple, partly from the pillared gate be-
hind the basilica. Trumpets resound on all sides, even during the change
of scene.

APELLES (angrily).

Who was it threw the brand into yon church?
Who dared set fire to it?

SABBAEUS. We do not know,
Worthy Apelles.
APELLES. That infuriates é
The Christians, who gave way, to righteous
wrath;

Alarms our friends and multiplies our foes.
[Fresh trumpet-calls.]
Listen!—1 knew it well: you undervalued
The praetor and his forces.
SABBAEUS. He escaped us.
Voice (behind the scene).
Julian the Apostate is no more!
The Emperor is slain!

AreLLEs (alarmed). Who calls!
[All stand amazed.]
NympHas. The Emperor dead?

SasBarus. Was that a human voice?
VorL. XVI—6
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Acrippa (behind the scene). Hark, citizens!
The Emperor has fallen. Hark, the last
O’ the heathen emperors dead! Then charge!
for God
And all His host are with us.

Scexe VIII

AGRIPPA (the son of JARCHAIL, g citizen, in armor) and a troop of armed
citizens enter through the gate, right. Fresh trumpet-calls, right and
left.

AGRIPPA. There they stand;
See, but a handful.— Ye incendiaries,
Church-robbers! I, Agrippa, son of Jarchai,
Demand of you in God’s name to surrender.

AperLes, What, we surrender?— Nymphas, stand near

me,—

Our goal is to be free, not to surrender.

[Motioning with his sword for his band to
attack.]

Down with the enemies of the ancient gods!

Voice (as before).

Julian the Apostate is no more!
» The Emperor is dead!

[The Palmyrans who are pressing forward
with APeLLEs halt as the voice rings out;
then shrink slowly back in timid hesita-
tion.]

Acrrppa (to his band). You hear it! God
Foretells our victory by his messenger.

See, fear has turned the miscreants to stone.

NympaAS (0vercoming his dread).

My brothers, why shrink back there? You who
came

To fight with gods and mortals, if need were,

Does a mere voice affright you? Listen how

The martial trumpets shout encouragement,

Freedom and victory!
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[Advances; tears himself free from ApELLES,
who mvoluntarily tries to hold him back.]
Let go!—On guard,
Agrippa, son of Jarchai. [Wounds him.]
Acrrpra (staggers, but recovers). I'll repay that
Before I fall, though.

[Wounds NympHAs; falls. NymprAs sinks

on one knee, lays a hand on his breast.)

APELLES (shrieks). Nymphas!
Agcrrpra (on the ground). Strike them down!!
God is with us. [Trumpets from left.]

Those are our people —hear ye?—
Send them to seek their emperor!

[The band of Acrippa attacks and drives off
that of APELLES —with them SABBAEUS—
toward the left; from without continuous
tumult and clang of weapons. For some
moments only Acrippa, NyMPHAS and
APELLES are on the stage. APELLEs kneels
by NympHAs, supporting him.]

APELLEs. Child! you’re bleeding —
But surely you’ll not die.

NympHAS. Yes, I am dying.
Don’t leave me.

ApeLLEs (in wild despair). 1’1l prevent it. I have willed:
You shall not die! Soyoung, so good.—Ye gods!
You must not, must not.

NymprHas. I will try to live.

[Raises himself slowly. A party of the victors
has come back from left, they press toward
APELLES. ]

Acrippa (on the ground).
Victory to you! Strike him down!
AreLLrs (kills one of his assailants, the others shrink back).
Begone! —
Stand up, stand up, my-child.
NymprHas (sinks back on his knee). I cannot, father.
Farewell.



84 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

APELLES. Then I’ll die after you. I curse
This life that never ends!—Oh Death, where
art thou?

Show me thy countenance! If thou slayest him,
Slay me along with him!— Come on, all ye;
[Throws away his sword.]
I offer to you this unarmored breast.
Come on, and strike!
[Some brandish their swords at him, but
without hitting him; then, with the others,
they shrink timidly back from him.]

AGRIPPA. Can you not hit him? Are
Ye then bewitched, unmanned?
APELLES. Stay here, and kill!

Ye butchers, swing the axe,
[He goes toward them; they retire.]
I am accurst,
And none has power to kill me.— Nymphas!
Nymphas!
[Goes to him again and sinks on ome knee
beside him.]
Nympuas. 'Tis you!

APELLES. What would you?
NympHAS (points backward). Take me to the temple
To die before my goddess—
APELLES. - Come! 1’1l bear you;
This one time more, my child.— And you, my
temple,

Take here your latest vietim! Be accurst,

That none more falls to you, when this is offered !
NymprAs (tn his arms).

Good-night, my father!

[ApeLLEs Dears him wmnto the open temple,
flings shut the door behind him. From left
and right troops of the conquering citizens
throng on the stage. Far and near trum-
pet-calls.]
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Acrippa (to the citizens who would help him up).

I must perish here.
Throw fire into the temple! Burn it down!

ACT V

Square in Palmyra, as in Act III; but now a place of ruins. Before
APELLES’ house stand but a few walls, of the temple only a row of pil-
lars and several cross-beams, the rest is debris, broken columns and
mighty blocks in and before the temple piled one upon another; grass
and flowers grow between the stones. The basilica stands open, without
doors; it is also partly destroyed and burnt out.

Scexe 1

SABBAEUS (middle-aged, bearded) MAEONIUS and four young Palmyrans
(other than those of Act IV) sit about, on blocks of stone and pieces
of columnms; some have garlands lying mear them or hanging on their
arms.

MaeoxtUs (stands up).

Would you repose yet longer? I am weary
With sitting still here. Let us go.
SABBAEUS. As restless
As any hungry jackal!— Wait awhile.
Maeox1Us (smaling).
Lazy as full-gorged snakes!

SABBAEUS. Well, let us then

Lie here like snakes; the serpent and the lizard

Thrive well here — wherefore not the sons of
men?

We’ve come in time; for to the Vale of Tombs

'Tis but five hundred paces —

Mazeox1us. N More.

SaBBAEUS. No more.

This is a spot for dreaming. Gaily rustles
The grass, the crickets chirp; and all the old
Pillars and walls and fragments which the tooth
Of time has gnawed — it makes one think a bit.
And when at evening from the garden there
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The boys are chanting — (L0 one of the boys.)
Sing a song, Seleucus.

Sing us the Grecian ditty of Adonis,
Whose feast it is today. We thus perform
The rites with honor, and Maeonius grants
A further rest.

MagoxN1vs. So be it. Then I’ll stretch
Me out again.— Come, sing!

SELEUCUS (sings).
So decrees all-powerful Zeus: thou must now,
Deep beneath the blossoming earth descending,
Kiss the lips of shadowy Persephoneia,
Lovely Adonis.

Scexe II

APELLES appears in the background between the standing pillars; in
neglected, fanmtastic clothing, his gray hair disheveled, a staff in his
hand. He remains there listening, gloomy and dejected.

SeLEUCUS (sings again).
When once more in springtime the brooks are
babbling,
Thou shalt greet the sunlight, oh youth lamented,
And shalt kiss the golden-haired Aphrodite,
Lovely Adonis!
SaBBaEUS. A pretty song;my favorite. [Notices APELLES.]
(In an undertone.) Look! Who’s standing
There by the pillars? No contented man
I well believe. If such a one by night
Should meet me in the Vale of Tombs, by Zeus,
I'd think: he’s coming from the burial-erypt
From lying in his coffin!
Maeox1us (softly). He comes hither.
Aperies.  Greetings to you. You sang a song which I—
Which I have heard long years since.
SABBAEUS. Of Adonis.
MaEeoxtUs (pointing to the singer).
Seleucus sang it.
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SABBAEUS. "Tis the festal day
Of the young god Adonis in Palmyra.
APELLES (thinks, nods).
It is the day.— And hence the garlands there.
MakeoxrtUs (confidentially).
And for another cause, old man.  (Smiling.)
If you’ll
Not tell the striet church-fathers of Palmyra:
They would look glum enough. They even want
To interdict the old gods’ festivals.—
‘We go to deck the tombstones of our sires
‘Who for the sake of freedom and the gods
Fell when the Emperor Julian died.
SABBAEUS. You are
A stranger, and will not have heard the tale.
AreLLes. Nay, somewhat.
MaEeox1us, They all fell
(pointing to SaBBaEUS), excepting him —
He got away; years later he came back,
When ’twas forgotten.
SaBBAEUS (smiling contentedly). So I'm living still,
And think to do these many days.
APeELLES (to MaEoXNIUS). You said
They all fell.
SABBAEUS. Yes. Although there was one more,
Him whom they called the Master of Palmyra;
I saw him only once,—’twas on that night.
He fought most furiously, and in yon temple
‘Was burned; but others said again: he lived.
He was seen afterward — as they affirmed —
Beside this temple, now no temple more.
First was the fire and then, a year ago,
An earthquake — twice it shattered the founda-
tions —
No temple can stand that.— The Master though
Is said to wander restless; Jesus Christ
Has damned him to live on—or it may be
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Some other Christian saint. Well, they should
know.—
He too was there at least.
You deck the graves
Of those who died, young men. And you?
And we?
Do you still hope?
For what?
For better times.
(looks at him awhile in wonder).
And where, sir, should they be?
Perhaps in you.
You must be joking. That’s all done. We’'re
down,
The Christians up. ,
And for the Roman Empire,
It fares just like the temple.— Crack!— "Twill
hold
Together for awhile, but then ’twill fall.
Barbarian tribes are roaming up and down
Through all the world, they overcome our armies
And sack the provinces. Well, what’s to do?
We bear it, though. We drift so with the times,
That he may have us who’ll but let us live.
Small has Palmyra grown; but even now
One may live well therein. The wise man says:
Bend and submit, and so enjoy the hour.

APELLES (astde).

MaEONIUS.

He lives and Nymphas died!
Yes, pluck the day
As saith the epitaph: ¢I was naught, am
naught;
Do thou who livest, eat, drink, jest and follow !”’
And men upon my grave, as on that Roman’s,
Shall place my marble image, in my hand
The cup from which I drank, and write be-
neath it:
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‘¢ Drink, friend, and live; whatever else may be
Fire and earth will swallow.”’— You, old man,
Are not so wise. Your aspect is not merry.
Where has your way led?
APELLES. Amid many nations,
And many countries; yea, belike through all.
I’ve been where in the zenith burns the sun
And where it journeys on the rim of heaven;
Where night was long as is the winter here,
Where muddy ecraters belched and icebergs
floated. 3
And yet I never was as wise as ye.
Jest on and drink!
SABBAEUS. He dotes, or else he mocks us.
Maeoxn1us (softly).
All is not right within his head, may be.
Leave him, and come. ’Tislate. (Aloud.)
We’re going.

SABBAEUS. Yes, to
The Vale of Tombs. Dream you about your
bergs
Of ice that float, about your mud volcanoes,
Farewell.
[They go, softly laughing with one another.]
Migoxrus. Farewell.— Be merry again, old man.

Despite the years you still are strongly built,

And marvelous straight in carriage. Mark the
saw:

‘¢ Eat, drink and jest, and follow! "’

[Follows the others, who have already gone
off, left, and now begin singing, gradually
going farther away.)

SeLEUCUS (singing, solo).
Rose that glowest like Aphrodite’s purple
robe —
ALL (chorus). Short is your pride.
SeLevcus. Pillar, holding aloft the shrine of Father Zeus —
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AvrL. You may not bide.

Serevcus. Twin glad eyes, look out on the world, enjoy
your fill —

ALl While lids are wide.

SeLeucus. For ere long will close you a cold but mighty
hand —

By none denied.

AreELLES (has listened in silence). ‘¢ By none denied.”’
Ye happy people! To be glad and die.—
My life upon its heels is treading, as
Night upon day and winter upon autumn;
'Tis an eternal winter camped upon
The cold and snowy morteloth of dead summer.

(Looking around.)
Ah home, ah Vale of Tombs around me here!
Like to the souls of the departed, when
Their bodies are unburied, which, men say,
Roam round the dwellings of the dead, so I,
A living dead man, haunt this field of corpses,
Bearing my slain but yet unburied life.
From the remotest wanderings I come back,
As though the spirit named Repose had called
me,
Here to the home of grief.— Ye walls yet stand,
Last remnants of my house. There rang the door
Unwillingly when Phoebe fled from me
And took my spring with her.— Before youw
there, (Twrning toward the basilica.)

Much lauded work of mine, lay in the dust
The glory of my summer, Persida,
Who madly gave herself unto a heaven
That banished me.—And you my temple yonder,
House of my goddess, Fortune called, but curses
I called upon her last. For on her threshold
My gentle Nymphas breathed away his soul;
My late, my purest joy, my evening star,
Hope, comfort, all! — And yet I cannot die.
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Longinus died—mnot I. The weary perish,
The weeping and the laughing — generations
And people perish—temples fall to earth—
Not I, not I! Like to the moon and stars
My life rolls on, for high in heaven stands

¢ Forever ’’ written, flaming through the night
In which I restless wander.— Death, I call thee!
If ere the cry of mortals —but alas!
I am not mortal —if the fervent voice
Of a lost wanderer, weary with his crying,
May reach thine ear, thou ferryman of the dead,
Then come, I would go down!

Scexe III

PAUSANIAS comes out from the remains of APELLES’ house, as in Act IV,
but without the lyre.
Pavsanias. You see, I hear you.
Am I now welcome, and will those twin friends
Of yours, Pleasure and Work, no longer drive
Me forth from you?
APELLES. I would go down. Away
Are pride and scorn; I’'m weary unto death.
Pleasure! I have drunk pleasure to the lees.
And now my only toil is, to live on.
Ye stalwart limbs, accurst be ye! For dry
Is all the joy and impulse of existence.
Dead are my days, I wander over tombs.
He only truly lives who lives in others,—
Who grows in them, in them renews himself;
When that is over, then, oh earth, be opened,
Send a new race of mortals to the light,
And us devour, who only seem to live!
(To Pavusaxias.)
Lead me away! And if the sign of life
Is graven on this forehead,
(Strikes his brow with clenched fist.)
be it shattered;
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I am a man, I have the right of death,
And like all other mortals I would perish.
[Throws himself on the ground.]
Theugh you would die, I have not power to
slay you.
Here lay the Christian, and the spirit’s voice
Passed judgment on you by her lips: ‘¢ Thou
shalt .
Forever wake without the sleep of death!?’’
Atlength youcallme? How you scorned me erst,
The ¢ spirit of hell,”’ the ‘“ monster!”’ Do you
know
Me better? Quite so monstrous am I not.
I’'m the Consoler too, the ‘¢ Care-Releaser,”’
Who lays the weary head upon the pillow
And heals the pain that knows no other sleep.
And who stands pledge, that T shall be the last
Of all the slumbers? that this hand does not
Slowly and softly—or with grating harsh-
ness —
Ope but the door that leads into the light?
To otherwhere? To—who can tell?
No matter.
Be who you may. ’Tis you I want, ’tis Death.

Pavsaxias (shakes his head).

APELLES.

Pavusanias.
APELLES,

PausaNias.

I have no part in you.

‘What'’s life to me?
How shall T live?

In patience.
That T cannot.
Patience is dead, with all in me that’s dead.
Only remembrance lives within my soul,
A poison, deeply wounding, but not killing.
Give me oblivion!
"Tis at my disposal,

But for my chosen ones. The living only
Can give it to the living.— Look you there:
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Toward yonder church you built so long ago,
Which, with the temple, earth and fire demol-
ished,
So that the sky looks in upon the floor
You ornamented with your bright mosaies.—
Behold!
I do but see a woman there,
Led by a boy.
Do you but look.
She seems
Still young, her cheek is pale though, and a
mantle
Enfolding, half conceals her countenance.
Her serious air accords with melancholy,
Yet ’tis not sad — (Suddenly.) Ye gods!
Well, what’s amiss?
That is the Christian! Zoe!

Pausanias (smiling). How you’re dreaming!

APELLES.

Pausanias.

The dead return not.— It may be, in eye,
In hair, in this or that the two are like.
Look closer.
'Tis not Zoe. Her I saw
Uncounted years since.
(Pointing to his forehead.)
Vaguely glimmers yet
Her likeness here;—but suddenly methought
She walked again and looked into my face,
(Shivering.)

With that mysterious glance.— She looks away ;
Yon other.— Noble is her form. Yet walks she
Slowly, with effort.

She has lost her strength.
The time the earthquake tnmbled down that roof,
It buried her, her child and husband. Them
They found both killed; her, covered with the

wreck,

But by a wonder she awoke to life,
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And folk believe it as a wonder still.
They also think the grace of God bestowed
On her oblivion: for none has heard her
Lament for those she lost.
Oblivion! —
Ye gods!
Behold her still.
Around her stand
Women and children; men are coming, too.—
She talks with each, kindly and charmingly; —
She smiles as well. A youthful smile, it seems;
(In dreamy wonder.)

As from the days gone by; for wondrously
It minds me of —

Let rest the days gone by.
She talks with all, because she fain would help;
These people here, who look on her as holy
And blest of God, are begging her for counsel,
Assistance, comfort, even miracles.—
Why do you start?

She comes, and looks again
‘With that mysterious look; the very glance
With which she wrote on me the curse of living.
Hush! Stand aside!

Scexe IV

ZENOBIA enters. She is young and pale, in a dark dress, her head covered,
in which she resembles ZoE. (The part is played by the same actress.)
With her a Boy on whom she leans; bekhind her an OLD MAN, several
women and children (all out of the basilica).

ZENoB1A (to the women). Now go. I thank you, thank you

E’en for your thanks; he who would thank yet
more,
Let him give praise to God — where it belongs.
[One of the women tries to kiss ZENOBIA’S
dress; she prevents her.]
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Let go my dress! Would you again degrade
Yourself so far by making me august!
I’ll know you, then, no more.

[The woman shrinks away in embarrassment
with her child. ZexoBla with a friendly
smile calls her back.]

A word still.— Let
Me kiss your child again.

[The child runs to her; she kisses it. Then
to the mother.] ,

Love it with patience,
And ’twill have sunshine.— Go!

[Exeunt mother and child, after the others,
who have gone out, left. Only the Orp
Max remains.]

What would you more?
I told you freely I was no enchantress.
I cannot lengthen life —and will not either.
If you so closely cling to life, old man,
Go to the doctor and beseech his aid.

[OLp Max moves off painfully, propped on a
stick, coughing. Zexomia looks after him
compassionately.]

So sick!—and loves it still, his wretched life!

[She sits on a stone in contemplation. Exit
OLp Max, left.]

ApreLLEs (has watched ZENoBia with increasing emotion;

aside).

How many faces I behold in hers!
Ye changing aspects, that my life has seen
Blossom and wither, do ye flit across
Yon unknown countenance like the varied hues
That tinge the rainbow wrought of dewy light?
Approaches here the spirit, reincarnate,
‘Which, living on from one form to another,
Has stood so often in my path, as if
To say: while thou hast clung unchangeably
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To this one form which calls itself Apelles,
And as an empty shade outlived thyself;
Through form to form I passed in zigzag fashion,
But still progressing onward to my goal? —
I will, T must entreat her.
ZENoBia (has again looked toward the left; to the Boy).
Elabel!
The old man sits down yonder. (o and give him
A gold piece. Leavemethen. Iwant tosithere
(Smiling.)
And to do nothing. Come back in an hour.
[Exit Boy, left. ApeLLES approaches.]
Arerpes. Forgive my prayer. You—who, if not a saint,
Are good and tender-hearted —if you be
Another aspect of the soul which has
So wondrously companioned me; or if
The grace of God has granted you oblivion
Of what you erstwhile suffered: help me too
Unto this boon, this balsam of the gods,
The half at least of death; Oblivion!
ZeNoBia (regarding him long and with deep thought).
Who are you? — For I know younot. Andyet—
In dreams I saw you. In a magic twilight,
A strange, mysterious dimness of the mind
I saw you;-—not so gray — first young— then
older,
And older yet. . . . The dimness hovers round
me,
A vision of the soul.— Wonderful stranger,
Do you not know me too? I'm called Zenobia.
AreLies. Not Zoe?— Phoebe?
Zexosia (looks at him wonderingly). No.—And yet they run,
These names you speak of, like to distant flashes
Of lightning through the darkness of my dream.
Then living shapes rise up, come near, and grow
Into my being and are I. And more,
I see into the future . . . Now the mist!—
(Smiling.)
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Forgive. I often dream so. Hence believe
The mocking doubters that I’ve lost my wits,
The pious often hail me as a saint.
But both are wrong. I have but yielded me
Unto the will of God, who sorely proves me,
But comforts too with awful, sweet presagings.
Meanwhile I would be kind and good to all men,
And so be ripening ever for the future,
Until the Spirit calls with: Follow me,
The day is dawning!

ArELLES (shaken, after a long silence). Yes, I now recall.
Thou riddle full of wonder, that so often
Hast come across my path; thou lovely flame
Of manifold life! At last T comprehend
The holy Master’s meaning, but —too late.
The vital spirit leaps from form to form;
Narrow is man’s existence, one shape only
Mid thousands can it seize on and evolve,
Can hold but that; then let it strive not toward
The teeming ocean of eternity,
‘Which only God can fill! —If it endure,
In change it blooms, as thou, from form to form
Widening its narrow nature, clarifying
Till in pure light ’tis glorified. And we,
Perchance, may slowly ripen unto God.—
A beauteous dream ! — But not for me. My curse
Is fixed. I wander forth upon my way.
Farewell, Zenobia.

[Goes slowly to the columns. The mysteri-
ous music of Act I sounds again. ZEN-
oBIA listens with awakening spirit.)

Zexos1a (after a pause, with changed look and solemn voice).
Apelles!
APELLES (stands still). Call’st
Thou me by name?
Vor. XVI—7
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"Tis but by some foreknowledge.
And now mine eye is clear: upon thy forehead
I see engraved the sign that makes thee
sleepless.
And a voice cries: Let now deliverance
Be his who, sorely tested, comprehends
The mystery of life, the lore of death.
Come near to me and try if I ean cool
The brow which gloweth feverish hot with life
And yearneth for refreshment.
[He sinks before her; she lays a hand on his
forehead.]
O Zenobia!—
Ah yes, thy hand is cool. A gentle shock
Of coldness thrills through me from head to
heart,—
A sweet cessation.—Ah, if thus my soul
Might fade across into the night of peace,
Never to wake!
Or to some other where.

Song (of the young Palmyrans in the distance, subdued, in

chorus).
So decrees all-powerful Zeus: thou must now,
Deep beneath the blossoming earth descending,
Kiss the lips of shadowy Persephoneia,
Lovely Adonis!

APELLES (as they sing).

ZENOBIA.

That is the song.— They’re coming back al-
ready.— :
'Twas the last song of Nymphas . . . My
last, too? '
Is’t no illusion? — Darker grow the heavens.
No, ’tis within mine eyes here.
[His gaze becomes fized.]
Like Adonis
Shall I return to daylight?
Thou shalt learn.
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ArerLLes. So be it then.— O Mother Earth farewell!
I loved you much — for you to me were sweet —
Bloom now for others!— All ye living things,
Oh be ye glad, and blossom in the sun!
Apelles goes to rest.
[Pavsanias stands behind ApeLLes and
quietly takes his upraised hand.]
Another hand
Touches me; cold.—’'Tis thou!—1I give thee
thanks.
[Dies.—The song continues through the
other strophes, approaching.]
(Curtain.)
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erman. JUSTRIA’S representation among the really
1 great writers who have effectively assisted
in the development of German literature
during the nineteenth century is not very
large. . But the few who were called to help
this cause are usually named among the best known, and,
what is of special significance, the most popular authors
because they have mostly written for the large masses
of the people. One of the most prominent writers of
this kind was Ludwig Anzengruber, a typical Austrian
and a Viennese with all the marked characteristics of these
people.

He was born in the capital of Austria, November 29,
1839. The love for poetry and poetizing came to him as an
inheritance, for his father, an underpaid clerk in one of the
government offices, used his leisure hours in writing lyrie
poetry and composing dramas. But this noble occupation
bore very little fruit for the elder Anzengruber. Few of
his poems and none of his dramatic writings ever appeared
in print during his lifetime; only one of his dramas was
played from manuscript at Budapest, and that only once.
Those who knew him, however, had to admit that he pos-
sessed poetic talent which needed only favorable conditions
for its proper development. By overwork he undermined
his health and found an early grave, dying in 1844, when
his son Ludwig was not quite five years old.

Determined to give her son the education and training
which his father had planned for him, the widow bravely
set out to find bread and butter for herself and her boy.

[100]
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Through many years she kept up the often hopeless strug-
gle, and at last her courage and perseverance were checked
by a complete breakdown of her health. Ludwig, then a boy
of sixteen, had gradually lost interest in the dry routine
of his daily school task and was therefore far less sorry
than his mother when he could lay aside his school books
and start out to earn a living for himself. Moved by the
erroneous idea that a position in a bookstore would offer
the most satisfactory work to a boy madly fond of reading,
his mother apprenticed him to a publisher and book-
seller in Vienna. He satisfied, according to his own state-
ment, his thirst for books and reading, but he admits also
that he was the laziest rascal of a salesman, and that, except
under orders, he never moved his fingers fo perform his
duties; yet it took him a little more than two years to
realize that he was not made for a salesman in a bookstore.
For a time he then followed the dictates of his heart and
began to intrust to pen and paper what was stirring his
youthful mind. His musings about nature, his ideas con-
cerning life and its purpose, and his. notions on political
problems of the day found expression in rhymed verse.
Like his father he set his ideals very high. Schiller and
Grillparzer were his models. Following in their path he
soon found lyric and epic verse a very scanty means of
expression for what he felt he was destined to preach to
his ecountry, and he therefore chose the drama as the more
suitable vehicle for his ideas. But his time for literary
honors had not yet come.

Not being able to find a manager who would undertake
to stage his youthful productions, he left rhyme and verse
alone and tried to satisfy his passion for the theatre by a
different path, accepting a position in a theatrical troop
and becoming an actor. As such he traveled for six years
(1860-66) throughout the Austrian Empire, changing his
master whenever forced by necessity. His mother, this
most faithful and most patient of all mothers of poets, wan-
dered with him from town to town during all these years.
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She shared with him all the hardships of such constant
traveling, enduring every privation and struggling at his
side through all the disappointments which he was destined
to meet in his new calling. The material profits were very
small, indeed hardly sufficient to support himself and his
mother. For one month’s work he never received more
than about fourteen dollars as a maximum salary; such a
sum represented, even at that time, when lamenting about
the high cost of living was not the order of the day, true
starvation wages. We hear of only one day of real sun-
shine during these six years. In 1865 his director had
accepted one of his plays (T'emptation) and staged it while
the troop was playing at Marburg in Styria. The per-
formance was a great success, and the large audience, which
had anticipated a good joke because they had not expected
anything serious from the pen of the awkward actor, re-
ceived the play with much applause. Yet fortune smiled at
him only once, and it is hard to comprehend how the young
man with such high aspirations could endure the life of a
wandering actor for six long years.

At last he went back to Vienna, ‘‘ the focus of intellectual
life,”” as he at this time called his home town. Again he
wielded his pen, revising old plays and composing new ones.
But no matter how often he went around with them from one
theatre office to another, there was no manager who was
willing to give the young writer a second chance. Only a
number of short stories which he had written as a diversion
from his play-writing were accepted by The Wanderer, a
weekly with a considerable circulation. Some of these plays
and stories, among them The Letter that Killeth, Angry
Diana, The Gloomy Epitaph, and Polizze were later counted
among his best pieces. Their technique and character-de-
lineation show grave defects, but they are written with much
dramatic power and in a masterly style. The compensation
for these stories was, of course, very small. He realized
that he could not depend on Dame Fortune for a living and,
therefore, after another short engagement as an actor on
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a suburban stage, gladly accepted an insignificant clerkship
at the police headquarters of Vienna; being thus sure of a
small but certain income, he continued his incessant striving
more independently and more securely.

He had gradually conceived a definite aim for his literary
endeavors. His ambition was to become a master of the
Volksstiick, that type of the drama which had been popular
with the burghers of Vienna for more than a century. The
humble, narrow, but nevertheless interesting life of the
common people was represented in these plays. Their form
was loose and their scenes, changing in quick succession,
were full of either comic features and surprises or acts of
extreme cruelty, the better to satisfy the vulgar taste of the
audience. Verisimilitude of the whole plot or of the details
of the action was not strictly demanded, but sentimental
features were absolutely indispensable. The names of the
dramatis persone were symbolical or comical, or at least
signified the peculiarities of the characters. Comic songs
were a leading characteristic; the audience would not have
been satisfied if they had not had a full share of them.
On the whole these plays were not written for the uplift of
the masses, but rather for the satisfaction of a vulgar taste
and of curiosity; none of them was played for any length of
time. The authors were mostly actors who had a first-hand
knowledge of the possibilities and tricks of the stage; with
very few exceptions their names are not recorded in the
histories of German literature. Such men as Kaiser, Nest-
roy, and Raimund may deserve special mention, however,
because some of their productions rose considerably above
the low level of the general output.

Anzengruber chose this field because he saw great pos-
sibilities for a development to a higher and nobler sphere.
Moreover he was, as he said himself, a son of the com-
mon people and knew no other life so intimately as the life
of this stratum of society. When he undertook to make
himself the master-exponent of this type of the drama, he
did not overestimate his ability. The very first play, The

L]
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Rector of the Kirchfeld Parish, which he wrote after he
" had entered upon his duties as a police clerk, was destined
to be his first real success. In this play he raised his voice
in favor of true liberalism and freedom of thought. Rev.
Bright, the young rector of the Kirchfeld parish, is eager
to proclaim the doctrine of genuine love and good fellow-
ship, not only by word of mouth but by noble example.
Soon, however, enemies spring up right and left; the worst
among them is ¢ Wurzelsepp’’ (Joe, the Root-Digger), who
is at odds with himself and the whole world. The intoler-
ance of the rector’s predecessor has robbed Sepp of all
happiness of life and love; he thinks he has a chance to
avenge himself on the clergy whom he now hates as a class.
Bright has taken into his house a pretty young orphan girl.
Sepp is watching them very closely, in order to catch words
here and there which he can use against the rector. He soon
accuses him, though without any foundation in faet, of
improper conduct, and excites the whole congregation by
his accusations. But the parson does not strike back. As
arranged before the trouble came to a head, he marries
Anna to a worthy and prosperous young farmer. He even
does not deny the blessing of the church to the body of
Sepp’s mother, although she died by committing suicide.
But all his acts of self-denial are futile. The consistory
has taken up Sepp’s accusations and calls Bright before the
clerical court, which removes him from his parish. How-
ever, when he leaves the village, it is with these words of
hopefulness for his church: ‘‘I am going to suffer punish-
ment; but I shall wait quietly what the future will bring.
Perhaps a free church in the Fatherland will call her faith-
ful son back from exile.’’

In this drama Anzengruber had embodied all the char-
acteristics of the Volksstiick, even the songs. But by giving
it a noble purpose and by observing strictly the artistic
rules of dramatic technique, he at once raised the Volks-
stiick, as a type, from its low level and gave it a place among
the recognized forms of the drama. The play made a deep
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impression wherever it was acted, and even today it is one
of the most popular of the author’s plays. Bettelheim, one
of Anzengruber’s younger contemporaries, said, after its
first presentation in Vienna, ‘‘ The right man has appeared
at the right time and in the right place.”” Rosegger, the
present Nestor among the German writers of provincial
novels, sent a very favorable review to a Vienna news-
paper, and this indorsement moved the whole press of
the capital to give Anzengruber the recognition that was
due to him. .

A few days after Rosegger’s article the two writers met.
Rosegger, still full of joy over Anzengruber’s play, said to
him, ¢ You may write as many more plays as you wish, but
you will never produce anything greater than your Rector.”’
Anzengruber calmly replied, ‘“ I shall indeed write a still
greater play.”” He was not mistaken about his own future.
The theatres of the common people had been lacking a
repertoire of good plays, and since no one else was ready
and willing to preach art and culture to these people from
the stage, he set out to perform what he considered his
duty. In 1872, a year after the Rector, his next play, The
Farmer Forsworn (reproduced in this volume), was staged.
And the poet kept his word; the play was greater and
stronger than its immediate forerunner. It is a powerful
tragedy — from the literary and critical point of view per-
haps the most accomplished play he has written.

Not because of its somewhat gruesome plot was this
tragedy soon known and played throughout Germany, but
rather because of its. convincing style and its very concise
form. This time, the critics were unanimous in their praise
of Anzengruber; one of them went so far as to compare the
play with King Lear. Though it may have dealt very severe
and painful blows to the theatre-goers of the poet’s day
and, though its somewhat harrowing details may be too
harsh even for the theatre public of today, yet the drama
will live as a masterpiece of German literature.

It was but natural that the successful presentation of
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two such plays should strengthen the poet’s confidence in
himself. He resigned his position as government clerk and
prepared to devote himself once more entirely to his art.
In quick succession he wrote a number of similar plays
during the next decade. In the same year, hardly nine
months after the first presentation of The Farmer For-
sworn, another drama, The Cross Markers, was brought on
the stage and was well received by public and crities. It is
a fine comedy of woman’s shrewdness. The farmers of the
village of Zwentdorf are about to express in writing their
allegiance to the Old-Catholic Party, the opponents of the
dogma of papal infallibility; but some of the signers of
this declaration, unable to write their names, sign merely
by cross marks. The clergymen are anxious to thwart this
act of disloyalty to the church, and, aroused by them, the
wives of the apostates deny their husbands all conjugal
relations until they have repented and made a- pilgrimage
to Rome. One of the signers, Hanns, the Stone-breaker,
hits upon a capital idea. He proposes that the young un-
married women of the village should form a club and ae-
company the penitents. The girls are at once ready to
enter into this conspiracy. The wives are now, of eourse,
more concerned about their own marital rights than about
the eternal salvation of their husbands; the pilgrimage is
called off, and all former relations are restored.

The play is by no means a mere farce. We see at once
that the author treats a very serious problem of the day.
It is entirely in accord with his conception of life that he
embodies it in a comedy and ridicules the attempt to sup-
press rational convictions; however, he wishes to drive
home more than one well-known but often forgotten moral
principle. Hanns, the Stone-breaker, the typical peasant
sage, is the real expounder of Anzengruber’s sound and
optimistic views of life. The author has bestowed a great
deal of care on the delineation of this character and made
him his favorite figure —so much so that he later became
the principal character of a number of short stories. In
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spoken and written utterance of his later life the poet
delights in quoting his Hanns whenever possible.

With the next play, Elfriede (1873), the poet left the path
he had heretofore followed, taking plot and characters from
the recognized circles of ‘¢ society,”” in order to depict a
marital erisis through which, however, both parties pass
without harm. The poet ventured to offer the play to the
Burgtheater of Vienna, at that time still the leading German
theatre. It was accepted, carefully staged, and well acted,
but the audience, composed, as is ordinarily the case at the
Burgtheater, of a very conservative set of people, declined
to follow the author. It was more or less a failure —a result
which was all the more unfortunate for Anzengruber, as
for a long time it barred his return to the same stage and
thus made the recognition of his work as one of the leading
Geerman dramatists more difficult.

Two weeks after the first performance of Elfriede the
poet married Adeline Lipka, the sister of a friend of his
school-days. Happy as the day of his wedding may have
been for him, it occurred in a year (1873) that brought to
him nothing but misfortune and disappointments. His
dearly beloved mother passed through a critical illness and
soon after that he experienced a complete failure with his
next play, The Daughter of the Usurer (1873). With a truly
astounding tenacity he wrote at the end of the year to his
publisher, ¢‘ The triumph which I have afforded my enemies
shall be of short duration.’” Again he was a good prophet
of his fate. Another peasant play, The Worm of Con-
science (1874), regained to him what he had lost in prestige
by the preceding failures. It is another protest against
bigotry and gloomy, doleful views of life, and a strong
sermon on the necessity and value of a good conscience.
But, as a pathfinder, Anzengruber was bound to lose the
right direction now and then and to commit serious mis-
takes, in spite of his good intentions. In Ileart and Hand,
which he wrote after the Worm of Conscience, he over-
stocked his plot with gruesome scenes and over-emphasized
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the sentimentalities of the peasant play. The stress the
crities laid on this weakness, and a very poor first perform-
ance, were the reasons why the piece very soon disappeared
from the stage.

Undismayed, however, he did not let fortune or mis-
fortune influence his productivity. With The Double Sui-
cide (1876), a comedy overflowing with fun and humor, he
won back the admirers he had disappointed by his former
play. At the same time he published a novel, The Badge of
Shame, in a weekly, Die Heimat. With this work he fell in
line with suchk famous writers of provincial novels as
Gotthelf, Auerbach, Rosegger, and. others. His novel
showed the same individuality of style, the same convincing
form of argumentation, and the same intimate knowledge
of life as his dramas. Against his own will he yielded, how-
ever, to the request of the editors and laid the scene of the
second half of the story in Vienna, thereby doing consider-
able harm to the otherwise normal development of plot and
characters. Later he rewrote the second part in aceordance
with his original conceptions; under the pretense that a
number of American friends were interested in his work,
an admirer induced the poet to accept a present of a thou-
sand florins so that he might have the necessary time and
leisure for this revision.

This first successful novel was followed by two plays,
The Farm without a Farmer (1876) and The Fourth Com-
mandment (1878), both fully measuring up to the standard
he had set by his former plays. The latter, especially,
shows the same vigor of style and the same didactic force
as The Farmer Forsworn. The author takes the Austrian
capital for a background and uncovers with rigid truthful-
ness the corruption of certain lower bourgeois cireles. The
moral which he aims to drive home is found at the end of
this tragedy of parenthood, where a young criminal says
to a priest, the friend of his boyhood days, ‘‘ You do not
know what it means for some people to have been reared
by their own' parents. When you teach your children,
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¢ Honor your father and your mother,’ do not fail to preach
from the pulpit to their parents that they must show them-
selves worthy of this honor.”” It was an almost eruel pice-
ture, and the censor insisted on several changes in the
original text. Such criticism, however, could not affect
Anzengruber’s eagerness to preach the plain truth, and he
continued on the path which he considered right. Among
the plays which he sent out after this tragedy must be men-
tioned as the most notable: 0ld Citizens of Vienna, The
Reversed Wooing, and The Blow with the Fist. Some are
Jjust as gruesome*as The Fourth Commandment, others as
exuberant as The Cross Markers, but he never touched the
hearts of his followers so deeply as in the former, nor did
he ever depiect life again in such vivid colors.

Noble was the service which Anzengruber endeavored to
render to his country, but it was a service without proper
compensation. Circumstances were constantly against him.
In 1873, the financial crisis forced many theatre directors
to close their houses, and the great theatre conflagrations,
especially that of the Burg theatre in 1881, had a bad effect
upon theatre attendance. These reverses made the other-
wise miserable conditions of the playhouses in Austria
almost hopeless and affected seriously the poet’s income,
especially since the book market was also very poor. In
order to secure again a regular living income, he accepted
in 1880 the offer of a coeditorship in Die Heimat, the weekly
that had printed his novel, The Badge of Shame. But he
detested the reading of manuseripts of undesirable and medi-
ocre contributions. Only the strong sense of duty toward
his family induced him to endure patiently the hardship of
his position and forced him later even to accept the place of
a coeditor of the comic journal Figaro. During the period
of his official relations with Die Heimat he contributed
a number of short stories and novels, of which The Stern-
stein Farm is to be mentioned as one of the best. Onece
more the poet builds up an action full of well outlined char-
acters and strong scenes, entering deeply into life and the
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terrible conflicts of a disgraced woman’s soul. But, again,
he also proves himself the idealist who believes firmly in
conciliation, in the adjustment of all differences, and in the
final solution of all problems.

In his noble striving, fate treated him with its customary
irony. The common people whom he wished to serve often
hesitated to bestow their full approval, but the men promi-
nent in the arts and sciences, to whom he, in his modesty,
never looked for recognition, esteemed him highly. With
other poets he shared in the award of three of the most
coveted prizes for high achievement in German literature:
in 1878, the Schiller Prize, the protectorate of which is in
the hands of the German Emperor; in 1887, the Grillparzer
Prize, whose jury is composed of the most eminent men of
letters in Germany and Austria; and in 1888, through the
influence of Gustav Freytag, the J. P. Miiller Prize. Much
as he appreciated these distinetions, there was a deep un-
dertone of feeling in him that the publie, the daily press,
and the critiecs were withholding the full share of recogni-
tion due him. It is, therefore, not surprising that the poet
gradually lost his bright naiveté, his inner harmony, and
his faith in the goodness of humanity. The many disap-
pointments began to tell on his health, and in his unceasing
strnggle for daily bread his body broke down early. A few
days after his fiftieth birthday, on the 10th of December,
1889, he finished his earthly course.

Anzengruber was a pioneer as a man and as a poet. His
ambition was to be a liberator of his countrymen from the
destructive falsehoods of life and from the misery into
which a mendacious idolatry and empty worship of au-
thority had led his nation. He wished to regain for them
wholesome and ever invigorating truth, and faith in what
is good and noble. His optimism is best expressed in the
words of Hanns, the Stone-breaker—¢¢T felt as if some
one said to me: ‘ Nothing can happen to you; even the
greatest amount of suffering does not count, when life is
gone; you belong to the universe and the universe belongs
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to you.””” While it may appear as if at times he merely
photographed life in, his dramas, he nevertheless looked at
the great problems of society with the eye of the true poet.
Even where he uses what he calls ¢“ semi-dialect *’ it is not
merely for realistic but much more for truly artistic effects.
He aimed to proclaim truth, but only the truth ennobled by
his artistic personality. It is reported that once, in a circle
of friends, he professed to be an enthusiastic admirer of
Schiller, and soon afterward acknowledged himself also as
an adherent of Ibsen. We know already that the first state-
ment is true. Schiller may not have been his model in
regard to the choice of plots or heroes and heroines, but he
was his teacher in regard to the style and composition of
his plays. With Ibsen he was marching on the same road,
both fighting for the independence of the individual.
Anzengruber, writing chiefly for his Austrian countrymen,
1s, perhaps, historically not as great, in his views not as
cosmopolitan, and in his style not as’intellectual as Ibsen.
But he is undoubtedly the more pleasing and the more
optimistic poet. What he endeavored to be for his fol-
lowers he once expressed in a letter, saying that he some-
times felt as if he had raised himself with great efforts
above the masses, and now, seeing them below with the
same yearning for light and freedom, his heart urged him -
to call out to them —¢¢ Come up here; yonder path leads
up to our heights.”’






THE FARMER FORSWORN (1872)

TRANSLATED BY ADOLF BUSSE, PH.D.

Assoclate Professor of German, Hunter College, New York

ACT I

A farm yard. Through the open barn at the rear one can look into the
garden. The buildings to the right and left are level with the yard.
To the left the farmer’s house adjoining the barn; to the right the
servants’ quarters extending to the last side wing, through which all
who come from the street enter. In the right foreground a well, with
a stand for the draw bucket and the vessels to be filled. An empty
bucket and a watering can lie before it.

ScenE I

ForeMaN (from the house to the right. In Sunday clothes,
like all the other people in the act; about fifty years
old, his hair streaked with gray, his tanned features
strongly marked. Lighting his short pipe he advances
to the bucket and the watering can, which he touches
slightly with his foot). Hello! Here’s another one
who’s had a narrow squeeze to get to early mass. It’s
wonderful how they take to this church-going, and how
pious the wenches are. Of course it’s just for the sake
of the boys. The young minxes would make the Lord
Himself a matchmaker. As for me, I've got to have
the church quiet; I can’t stand all these chirping young
sparrows, and try to put up with the second mass. But
this first one, the masters’ and lovers’ mass, where
they sprawl in the pews and pull the girls’ apron-
strings and step on their foes in the aisle of the church
—well, I just let that go by. (Sits down by the well
and tries to light his pipe.) It’s wet, confound it, and
won’t burn! (Smokes.)

VoL, XVI—8 [113]
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Scexe II

ForeMAN. VERONI in Sunday clothes, but wearing a blue aprom, comes
through the garden swinging a watering cam; in her left hand a carna-
tion which, after finishing the song, she fastens in her bodice.

VERONL
Two pinks on one stem together,
So snug in their bower of green,
Myself and my own, my frue love,
There’s no room for a third one between!

But Auntie, she laughed at my story,
“1If that is thy true love and thou,
A bud will soon sprout up betwixt you

And find there is room there enow!?”

¢ Oh,” said I, “not yet, indeed,
No husband as yet do I need!
Doth a maiden make haste to be wed?
But we must while we can,
Let the pinks have their bed,
To a proper young lass give a man!?”

(Yodles.)

Foreman. That you, Veroni, and still at home? Might
have thought so.

Veroni. I’ve been watering in the garden.

Foreman. Iknow it. A person waiting likes to do some-
thing to pass the time.

VEeront (pertly). Perhaps so.

ForEMAN (puffs and nods). Surely.

VEront (threatens him with the watering can). Go on, get
off the stand, so I can fill my can.

ForemaN (does mot stir). What’s your hurry? You’re
just the one I want to talk to. A

VERrONI (curtsies mockingly). Goodness, what an honor!
You, the foreman, that never gives a girl on the farm
anything but ‘‘ Good-morning ’’ and ‘¢ Good-night ”’
year in, year out—it’s a mercy for you to talk to me,
the youngest and humblest girl on the place.
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ForemaN (stares at her). Even if you don’t respect me
as I know you don’t, you might at least quit your
foolery; that’s silly joking. When everything’s quiet
after grace and I'm cleaning my spoon to help myself
first, you always have to wink across at the younger
girls, and then they nudge each other under the table
and you all wipe your mouths before you’ve even put
in a bite. We can’t all dip into the bow] at once, some-
body must be first, and that’s my privilege as fore-
man — you bear that in mind.

Veroxt. Well, the world wouldn’t go to pieces, if the din-
ner came to the table all served and each one had his
own plate.

Foremanx. Oh yes, I don’t doubt you’d like something
special, that’s in your blood, your mother was just
like you.

Veront. Much you know what my mother, God rest her,
was like!

Foreman. I guess I do, and that’s just what I want to
talk to you about before it’s too late. We grew up
together over in Ottenschlag, she and I, and went to
school together. Your grandmother — who’s still run-
ning The Boundary Inn high up there in the moun-
tains — she knew me as a little boy. I was hardly that
big (gesture) when she married. A year later, your
mother came into the world, and just when I had to
stand up before the last grade with a donkey’s head
bhung around my neck, she got her first ptrize in the
A-B-C class. Later we left Ottenschlag at the same
time and both went to work for old Ferner —knowing
each other from childhood, working together among
utter strangers, we’d cheer each other up when we got
homesick and protect each other when the rest went
for us as if they’d been nesting geese. No wonder —
lively young lad as I was—that I fell in love with her,
for she was friendly with me — and pretty as a picture.
You’ve got exactly her face, but she was even prettier
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than you. (Lost in contemplation of her, he drops the
hand with the pipe and says to himself.) Pretty she
was, pretty as a picture.

[Brief pause.]

[

VEeroNT (seating herself upon the overturned bucket). Tell
me more about my mother.

Foremax (draws the hand with the pipe back to his knee
and drops his head slightly). At first everything went
as it ought to between lovers with honest intentions.
(Sighing.) But you see, the old Crossroads Farmer
had just died and there were two boys left, Jacob, the
elder, who now owned everything, and Matthias, the
younger, who simply worked with the others on the big
farm. Jacob, the new Crossroads Farmer, liked the
women folks. Many a village girl that he’s run after
had her story to tell. He’d hardly seen your mother —
he knew what good looks were —when he went after
her too. Lord, women have always been that way:
what’d be a disgrace with a common lad, they consider
an honor if it’s a rich young squire, and she was soon
going with him. I was simply a blind Tobias, and
there didn’t any angel come to wipe my eyes with a
fish’s gall. I wouldn’t believe a word of the tales they
told me, and it wasn’t till I found she was avoiding me
that I tried to get to the bottom of it. ¢‘ Veroni,”’ I
said, she had the same name as you; ¢‘ Veroni,’’ I said,
‘“ folks are talking about you and the master.’”’ She
screwed up her mouth and laughed and said: ¢ Well,
suppose they are, is it anybody’s business? >’ Said I,
‘“Isn’t it mine either?’’ Said she: ¢ Yours least of
all. Is there anything between us two?’’ Said I:
‘“ Nothing wrong.”’—Then she smooths down her
apron and says: ‘‘It’s all over.’”” At that I tell her:
‘“ Don’t worry, I'll quit my job today; the master will
be glad to get rid of me, he’ll be just so much surer of
you. Now may God keep you! I know you’re dream-
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ing of being mistress here, and I wish you might be —
but, Veroni, you’re not the first and you won’t be the
last girl he’s ruined. But when you’re too common
for your fine gentleman, and don’t know what to do,
come to me.”” I went straight to the master, and he
did just as I’d predicted: he was glad to discharge me.
But I left that same night; my heart was heavy as
never before in my life— and I thought it would burst,
my breast it ached so. So I came here to Altranning,
here to Adam Farm, and here I am yet.

VeroN1. Didn’t you keep on the lookout for her?

Foreman. Indeed I did. A year later I heard she’d given
birth to a boy, your brother, that nobody knows any-
thing about now,—and yet she was still unmarried.
So I went over to Crossroads Farm and talked to her
and said, ‘“ Look here, Veroni, be sensible; of course
you’re ruined now, but trust in me; I’'m still ready to
take you, and we’ll bring up the boy in our house.
Such a little rabbit doesn’t need much. When he gets
bigger he’ll work with us on our farm and earn his
little living. Come with me, I have an old aunt, she’ll
lease us her little farm.”” Then she cried and said,
““You’re my true friend, I'll come to you—I'll talk
with the Crossroads Farmer this very day.’”” Talk
with him she did, that’s sure, and he must have
had a good laugh at the simpleton who was will-
ing to take a nest with a brood already in it, but Veroni
was still too new to be given up. (He breaks his pipe
by screwing the stem into it and throws the pieces
aside.) He won her back again —and then you came
—and she went on as the farmer’s mistress —what
happened after that you may yourself remember a good
deal of. For a few years they let you and your brother
run around with the chickens and the goats on the
farm, seeing you had to run around somewhere! All
at once folks said that the Crossroads Farmer was
finally going to marry your mother, after all, and had
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quarreled about it with his relatives, and that on a
journey to Vienna, when he took your brother along,
he’d intended to settle the whole thing. But he took
sick there and died in the hospital. Your mother felt
sure he’d left something in writing, or that his word
was good, and so she began a lawsuit. Matthias, who
became the owner of the farm and also your guardian
after the death of his brother, kept quiet for awhile
and left your mother on the farm. But no will was
found, the lawsuit went against you, and after that—
he drove you out into misery and shame.

VEroNt (shaking her head mournfully). Why do you tell
a child about her mother’s shame?

Foremax (rising). So it’ll be a lesson to you. You’re
starting out to make the same blunder. (Walks up to
her, and lays his hand on her shoulder.) 'This isn’t
the first Sunday you’ve sneaked back into the garden
to wait for the master’s son while the servants were in
church.

VEron1 (rising, defiantly). No, it isn’t the first.

Foreman. But the last—if you’ve got any sense. You
won’t be the mistress of Adam Farm any more than
your mother was of Crossroads Farm.

Verox1. I don’t see why you’re so mad that Toni loves me.

Foreman. Take my word! Do you think his father won’t
interfere when he finds out? And let me tell you, you
can’t even fool yourself with a shadow of hope as your
mother could, for Toni can only heap disgrace upon
you, but never any honor, because he’s been going with
Ferner’s Crescence as well as you this long time.

Veront. That’s a lie!—It would be just like the Cross-
roads Farmer to want to get his Crescence on Adam
Farm just so I can never be mistress here.— He’s
hated me from childhood. But Toni isn’t like that.
You don’t know how matters stand between us. Do
you think I ran after him? No, he came to me. When
they chased us away from Crossroads Farm we went
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to my granny at Ottenschlag and stayed there — until
mother died. Toni did lots for her up to the very
end, because he saw how her misery hurt me —that’s
how I began to like him. And when he asked me at
her death-bed if I cared for him, I told him if he¢ meant
it honestly I could love him. At that he took me away
from there and brought me here to Adam Farm,
because Jews and smugglers stop at my aunt’s tap-
room and often hide their goods there, and the old
woman —may the Lord change her heart in her death
hour —has no God and no faith. He needed a godly,
Christian wife, he said.

Foreman. Oh, of course, these model Christians in their
carven pews like the pious girls that submit to every-
thing without a fuss. But the master’s son didn’t tell
you that it was arranged for him as a child to marry
Ferner’s Crescence, hey?

Veroni. That may be the others’ plan, but Toni can’t
agree to it. Why should he have coaxed me to leave
my granny? Do you s’pose it didn’t hurt the old
woman when I left her?— She even threatened me:
I'd come back to her some day just as my mother did.
(Seriously.) Toni can’t say ‘¢ Yes.”

Foreman. But he can’t have said ‘‘ no ’’ either. The folks
from Crossroad Farm have come over here to church
today and they’ll meet the master and Toni there.
Ferner’s son, the student, has been called home from
the city too. He’s expected today or tomorrow. That
means there’s some business afoot, and 1 suppose
everything is to be settled in short order. It’s high
time for you to pack up and go, for you can’t stay
here and remain an honest woman.

Veront (defiantly). I’m much obliged to you for your
good advice, but I think all this would be such a grief
to me that I ought to look after it myself —then I can
still decide whether to go or stay. I can’t see why
you bother yourself so much about it.
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Foremax. Why I’m interested, you say? Why, I was your
mother’s true friend— God rest her. No one loved
her as I did. I haven’t yet got over what she did to
me, and yet I have a strange feeling in my heart when
I think of her, and no other woman like her ever came
my way, nor ever will. Upon my soul, when I see you
standing there before me, I think it’s she; that’s just
her defiant way and manner; you’ve got it all from
her. But give it up; once I liked it in her myself, but
give it up, Veroni, get those notions out of your head,
no matter how high they fly. Be the poor, honest, good
girl your mother was, when she and I left Ottenschlag
together. Don’t disgrace your mother in her grave by
refusing to learn anything from her, as if her hard
work and her embittered miserable life didn’t have a
lesson or meaning for you. (Church bells.) They’re
ringing for the second mass, I must go now. I’ve done
more talking than the pastor can do today in church —
and I’ve stirred up all these old memories. But, Good
Lord, I'd rather have it this way than have it come over
me at night —how it has been and how it might have
been. But on Sunday nothing can disturb me; then I
take my prayer-book and listen to the organ playing.
(In a friendlier tone, pulling carefully out of his coat-
pocket a prayer-book wrapped in a kerchief.) See
here, Veroni, with this I take my seat for the second
mass in the corner of a pew right among the folks with
the patched up coats. (He cautiously unlocks the book
and opens it half way.) Here’s a little violet from
the brook where we had our first talk as lovers, and a
few pages farther on are the wild roses from the shrub
on her grave. I brought ’em once from Ottenschlag.
(He closes the book and puts it back carefully.) And
when I put that book on the book rack in front of me in
church I can fairly see before me the places where I've
spent my days—there lies the little village of Otten-
schlag 'way down in the valley, and ’way up there
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the pretty Boundary Inn—small as a swallow’s nest
— farther on, only a two hours’ walk, Crossroads
Farm and two hours beyond that Altranning—and I
wonder how a man can live through so much within a
circle of only four hours’ walk;—and everything
stands out before my mind as if it had happened only
yesterday —and now the organ starts—and I think
to myself that once in his life everybody has had cross-
roads where things went very wrong, but that, with
God’s help, everybody can at last find his Altranning
and become foreman. And then I ask myself whether
I'd be satisfied if I hadn’t gone through all that and
everything was different from the way it is—and I
look at my two little flowers and say ‘‘ No,”’ and my
heart warms up and here inside I feel so quiet. Those
are my Sundays. Now God be with you, Veroni; — and

think over what I've told you. [Exat. ]
Scexe 111
VEeront (alone). ¢ Think it over’’ and ‘‘ Give up your

defiant way!’’ What little words folks use, even when
they ask the hardest things. My dear foreman, if what
you say was true, what would there be to think about?
I’d have to run out into the wide world so the folks
in the village wouldn’t fling fresh mud and shame at
me tomorrow, on top of the old. And what is left me,
that has enabled me to hold up my head, except my
defiance, my only and my oldest friend, that has grown
up with me? Get rid of it? — Can I be what I am not?
—and haven’t they all done their share to make me
as I am? Didn’t the other children in the village use
to point their fingers at me? ‘‘Aw, look at her, she
hasn’t got any father.”” Doesn’t every one of them
make me feel to this day that I really shouldn’t be in
the world; because my coming wasn’t a joy to anybody
and my staying has made nothing but trouble? — But
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I’m here now. And it’s father’s or mother’s fault,
certainly not mine; and if God allowed it, I expect I’m
just as dear to Him as those that come into the world
with the sacrament. (She laughs and passes both
hands over her brow and head.) Silly, here I am get-
ting hot about some gossip and yet it remains to be
seen how much of it is true. Toni shall tell me himself
what there is to the story. (She busies herself with the
bucket and the watering can.)

Scexe IV

VeroNI, ToNI, CRESCENCE, FERNER, HELLERER (from the right), ToNI,
"leading CRESCENCE by the hand, comes in first and walks forward, then
the two men appear on the back stage.

CresceENCE (entering). No, not that I insist on it, if it
doesn’t suit you, but on account of the gossip I wish
you’d come every day to our farm now, so they’ll see
we care for each other. Is it perhaps expecting too
much of you to have the horse hitched up?

Tont. Not at all. Tt shall be just as you say.

Veront. Toni! (controls herself, walks up to him, strokes
her hair from her forehead, and says with a bitter
smile.) (ood morning, Toni. I waited in the garden
as usual, why didn’t you come?

Crescexce. What does she want?

Toxt (lets CrescENCE’s hand go and steps up to VERONI—
wn an undertone). You know what they intend to do
with me? — Be sensible, Veroni! I must talk with yon
about it in secret. (Steps quickly back to CresCENCE.)

VEroxt1 (aloud). You want to talk to me in secret? Most
likely it wouldn’t be easy for you to tell me before her
what you’ve got to say (pointing to CrescencE) ; any-
way, there’s no need of your talking any more but
what T have to say to you the whole world can hear.
(FernEr and HELLERER have come forward.)
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FerxzEr (thickset figure, worn features, a large rosary and
a large prayer-book in his hand; stepping between
them). Girl, shut your mouth.

Tox1. Don’t meddle here.

Fer~Er (seriously). You go into the garden with Cres-
cence. To quarrel with that girl there before your
future wife isn’t proper.

Tox1. If it wasn’t for Crescence’s sake —

VEeront (bitterly). Be off, you’re getting out of this pretty
easily. [Toxi and CrESCENCE off through the barn.]

Ferxer (standing squarely before Veroxi). Now I'm
going to do the talking here and I’ll be through with
you in a minute.

VEroNI (facing him unflinchingly). All right, I expected
you, Crossroads Farmer; you must always be on hand
when a misfortune comes to me.

FerxEr. Don’t get spunky, but learn humility. I see only
one evil on Adam Farm and that’s you. Though I'm
no longer your guardian— thank God, He’s relieved
me of that burden—still as a Christian I give you
this piece of advice: Pack up and don’t lead anybody
into temptation, and the sooner you go the better.

Veron1. As for your guardianship, you needn’t thank God
that you haven’t it any more; you gave it up volun-
tarily and I’'m thankful to Him for it. And your
Christian advice is unnecessary too. I know myself
what I have to do. (70 HerLerer.) Adam Farmer, if
the Crossroads Farmer, who’s talking and bossing on
this farm today gives you permission I’d like very
much to have you let me leave your service today.

Herierer. Thunder and lightning! Who should give me
permission on my farm? By heaven let any one try it!
I stick to what I say, and what I say goes, and if I
say you’ll stay out your two weeks, you’ll stay.

Ferner. That’d be nonsense. I say she must leave on the
spot.
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Herperer. Hell and damnation! Yes—and if I say you
go on the spot, then you go on the spot.

Veroxt. I'd really have to burst out laughing, Adam
Farmer —if T felt like langhing — at your way of play-
ing the master. Just the same I’d like to know what
you really mean; shall the two weeks’ clause stand —
or shall I go on the spot?

Ferxer. You’ll go at once; do you want to get me into
trouble with my future relatives?

Herrerer. Thunderation! she couldn’t do that.

Ferxer. You’d be capable of it. Your mother — God give
her rest and forgive her her sins—made trouble on
my farm too; you’re her child through and through
and it’s from her you got this notion of hooking on to
a rich fellow.

VeroN1 (screams). Jesus, Mary! Would you defame my
poor mother in her grave? (Pushes her hair back and
steps close to Ferner.) Lord God! and if this should
be my last hour, Crossroads Farmer, I'll pay you back
for that. Do you think because you’re still running
about on the earth that you can blacken those who are
beneath it? I suppose you think because folks say
wherever you go, ‘“ Look, there comes the rich Cross-
roads Farmer!’’ because they give you the seat of
honor wherever you stop; because they look at your
cushioned praying-bench in the church and think: The
pious man! that you can do anything you please against
the dead or the living? Rich you are, nobody can deny
that; but if poverty’s no disgrace, then riches can’t
be called an honor. But though you may be honorable
and pious in public, I don’t believe in your honesty
nor in your piety, nor ever did from childhood on, and
I'll tell you why. My dear uncle, didn’t you more than
once take us children, your own brother’s flesh and
blood, into a corner of the farm and beat and kick us
without cause or reason? Ob, you fine guardian, did
you ever look after us? Couldn’t we have gone to ruin
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body and soul, for all you cared, as my brother did go?
You have no heart in your body, or you wouldn’t have
maltreated innocent helpless children — you haven’t a
spark of honor in your body or you wouldn’t have
accepted the duty of watching over young children and
then, with hands at your back, looked on while they
grew up like savages; you have no Christianity in you,
Crossroads Farmer, and your church-going doesn’t -
deceive our Lord God any more than me. I don’t
believe you’ve been praying to the Lord for anything
but that He shouldn’t let the Devil that you deserve
thrice over, get hold of your farm. When I think how
we had to keep ’way out of your sight no matter where
you set foot, I’ve always felt you had a bad conscience;
that you couldn’t stand us because you’d wronged us.

FerneR (pale and agitated). Be careful, girl; be careful
what you say. (With a lurking glance.) What do you
mean? Do you know anything?

VErox1 (more composed). No, Farmer. But I feel so much
relieved at heart, now I’ve got rid of what’s been
weighing on me this long time. If I knew as well as
our Lord what prayers you’ve sent up to Him in your
anxiety, do you think I’d have waited till today? But
this I know in my soul, I do you no injustice, and I
hope I can prove it yet; if that would only happen, I'd
gladly take any burden of misery and want on my
young life. I’d train you like a hunter training pups;
you should jump for me, old as you are. Crossroads
Farmer, I could actually love you when I think of how
anxious I am to throw you down with my little finger,
big and proud as you are. If it was anybody but you,
I’d almost wish it wouldn’t happen, but if it does
come, then you know what’s waiting for you. (To
HeLvLerER, stretching out her hand.) Farmer, many
thanks to you for my place. And now good-by to all.

[Ezit.]
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SceNxe V

FERNER and HELLERER. The background gradually fills with maid servants
returning from church. MICKY runs around among them.

HeLueErer (to his silent meighbor). By gracious, that girl
has a tongue! How she did dress you down! But
she’s got a sweet voice, I like to hear her; too bad she
didn’t keep on talking. (Maliciously.) How about it,
cousin? Haven’t you got a few more orders on tap
to give on my farm? But how pale you’ve got. Did
that little fury hit the nail on the head? Are you afraid
of her?

Ferner (starting from his reflection). Fool! I’m the
owner of Crossroads Farm— I’'m the one to be feared,
I fancy. (Sullenly.) Our Lord won’t permit me to
come to harm through her. He knows what I’ve done
for Him; how many masses I’ve paid for and what I’ve
given to the church, and that I have another good
work in mind with regard to my boy. I hope the Lord
through His mercy will be his light, so he’ll see it’s for
his and our salvation. Then the two farms ’ll stay
together and belong to my daughter.

Hevverer. Yours to your daughter; mine belongs for all
time to Toni.

Ferner. My boy’s coming today or tomorrow. You’d do
me a favor, cousin, if you’d come along home. I
haven’t seen him since he was a child, and I'd like to
have some one around with me the first time we face
each other again.

Herrerer. I’'m ready.

Ferver (leaving). And we’ll take Toni along, too. Come
on, I told the man to wait with the wagon outside by
the garden fence. [Exeunt through the barn.]
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Scexe VI

The servant girls, MICKY, then VERONI

ServaNT GIRLS (coming forward with Micky in their midst).
Come, Micky, tell us.

Marmie. How goes it up there in your pasture?

Micky (carefully holding a bottle under his coat). Thanks,
thanks, ha ha ha! quite well! ha ha ha! Yodel sends
you his best regards.

Bmpy. What’ve you got in that bottle?

Axxie. Let me taste it.

Micky (pulls back his bottle). Oh yes, ha ha ha, so you
can swill it all and I wouldn’t have anything left.
(Importantly.) It’s holy water.

Barsara. Holy water? I should think you’ve got enough
water up there in your pasture.

Micky. Of course I have. But this is just for me (as

~ above) —to drink.

Awrn. Oh goodness, he drinks it.

Micky. Do you think I’'m a heathen and haven’t any re-
ligion? I can’t understand a sermon, I can’t remember
a prayer, I can’t read a prayer-book—so I just take
Christianity into my insides.

Macagie. You'’re a capital Christian. (Al laugh.]

VERONI enters with a bundle.
Micky. Tee hee hee! There’s Veroni coming.
Marrie. Yes, and she’s carrying a bundle!
BarBara. You going to leave us? What for?
Axxie. Is everything settled between Toni and Ferner’s

Crescence?
Bmpy. Is he going to marry her and jilt you, the horrid
thing? [All laugh.]

Mageie. Look here, take Micky; he’s a fine boy too.
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Micky. Oh yes, ha ha ha! I'll take you fast enough—
ha ha ha! Had my eye on you long ago—you’d suit
me —ho ho ho! [A4U laugh.]

Veron1 (sullenly). It’s funny how you can laugh when
other folks are in trouble.

Bmpy. There now, brace up, or you’ll be bawling; other
times you’re brave enough. y

Veront. If I did ery it wouldn’t be because I’m hurt, but
because I'm mad.

Marrie. Goodness gracious! You little spitfire! Don’t
be touchy! We’'ve always been good comrades of
yours. We must sing you a few Alp songs for a fare-
well so your heart’ll be glad.

MarTIE.

My sweetheart is handsome

Still, I'm prettier than he,

And right soon he’ll be married —
But alas, not to me!

[Chorus of yodling laughter, MickY’s foolish bray
rising above it.]

Bmpy.
My bundle is heavy,
Like my heart full of love;
And I'm standing there helpless
Like a man at the stove.
ANNIE.
There’s plenty girls like you,
As smart and as fair,
Henceforth you’ll not carry
Your nose in the air.
Bargara.
From peaks of the chamois
The night-wind blows wild;
My mother was single
And yet P’'m her child.

[VeroxN1 rushes among them, Micky gets poked in
the ribs.]
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VERONI (taking the centre of the stage, sings)

A cross you wear proudly,
Hold pray’r-books devoutly
And strut in your Sunday best
To church with the rest.

You pretend you’re so pious
And good, but you’re not,

For down in your hearts
You're a wicked, bad lot.

Micky. Hehehehe!

At honest folk headed,

Your slander is dreaded;

Their honor destroying,

Their grief you’re enjoying.
‘What'’s straight, you turn erooked
And care not a jot.

For you are and e’er will be

A wicked, bad lot.

[Leaning against the well, she gives vent to her anger
wn tears.]
Micky.
Yes you are and e’er will be
A wicked, bad lot.
Hehe! hehe!
[He runs away, the girls after him, crying: *“‘ Just
wait! ’—“ You fool, you! ’—“ We’ll get you!’’
All out through the barn.]

Scexe VII

FRANK and FOREMAN enter from right as the maids run off, VERONI down
stage.

Foreman (calling after the runming girls). Hallo! You!
Do you hear? Has the Crossroads Farmer left? Not
one of ’em will listen? They’re fooling with an idiot;
that’s the best fun these women folks can find, because
they think they are smart compared with him. If they
bad their way, there’d be nothing but idiots. Those

VoL, XVI—9
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they don’t bring into the world themselves as Tom
Noddys they like to turn into that later on, and the
old women among the men folks help ’em. (Notices
Veront.) Just come over here, sir, here we’ve got
the right ome, she’ll answer. (They come forward,
Veron1 between them, Frank toward the well.) Has
the Crossroads Farmer left?

VEroNI (wiping her eyes with the tip of her apron). He
must have just driven off.

ForeMaN (fo Frank). Then you’ll never catech him. (T'o
Verox1.) Well, what’s the matter with you? Wiping
your eyes? And all ready to leave too? Did things
come as I told you after all? Did I mean you well or
not?

VeroN1. God bless you, foreman, for your honest inten-
tions toward me,

Foreman. I suppose you’ll go to your grandmother at
Ottenschlag, hey? 3

Veront. I must say I don’t like to, you can imagine; but
I guess I’ll have to. I shan’t find another place so
quickly.

Foreman. You’re right. No doubt the old woman ’Il make
a good deal of fuss, but she’s a good soul. :

Frank (in a shaggy Styrian coat with a knapsack and a
cane, has seated himself on the bench about the well).
If T have to walk to Crossroads Farm, is there no one
who could show me the way?

Foreman (fo Veron1). I met the gentleman on the way;
he wants to take the mountain path to the Crossroads
Farm, the highway is too tiresome for him. You’ll
have to pass by the farm anyway and you might earn
a few cents by showing him the way.

Veront. That’s all right, but I don’t do it for the money,
but for the love of God; you won’t find me very good
company, though; I’'m not gay today.

Fraxg. Neither am I, my good girl! If I look a little
angry, do not mind it. Let us shake hands on the
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promise that we will not decry each other as disagree-
able, until we have met again and I hope in a more
happy frame of mind than today on the way to my
father’s farm.

VEeront (quickly withdrawing her hand). Your father’s
farm? Then you’re the student they’ve been looking
for these days, Ferner’s Frank?

Frank. Yes, my name is Frank Ferner.

Veroxt. Then go your way alone. I won’t take you there.
Your father’s a mortal enemy to me and mine. I’'m
still suffering from what he did to me an hour ago.

- I won’t walk a step with his son!

Frank (looks in surprise at her, rises quickly). Well, tell
me; who are you?

VEroNI (turns to go). My name is Veronica Burger.

[Shakes hands with the foreman and goes.]

Frank (takes off his hat mechanically and passes his left
hand through his hair—to himself). She! 1 feared
it. My first step on home soil revives the past.

[Tableau, music, drop-scene.)

Scene VIII

A room in the Boundary Inn at Ottenschlag. Entrance through the last
wing to the left. In the background a large window (really two windows
with a post between them). The hinged windows are open; wide view
into an Alpine landscape. To the left from the window a large arm-
chair; to the right, a table; on the wall above the table hangs a zither.
Two tables lengthwise against the right and left wall, a tile stove just
back of the door.

01d Lizzy BURGER sits in the big armchair with her knitting; on her belt a
large purse and a bunck of keys; LEVY sits near her at the table, his
pedlar’s bundle by him on the bench, before him a glass of wine and eat-
ables wrapped in paper.

Levy (puts the last bite into his mouth, wipes the table with
the paper, moves his chair and looks out of the window).
1t is nice, Lizzie Burger, to sit up here again with you
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after a long absence as unmolested as at home, and
to look down on the land. Dear, dear, what a rich
broad country and what poor narrow-minded people
in it!

Lizzy (a white-haired, but sturdy old woman). Don’t
brag, Levy, I know you’re a clever fellow, but all these
years I’ve been wondering why you always bring your
fodder along in a piece of paper, instead of being
elegant and dipping in like the rest.

Levy. Well, can I risk coming to you here in the mountains
without provisions? Why, you might have nothing but
wet goods the day I came.

Lizzy. There you see, you’re a belly-worshipper too, and
you’re the very one I'd have thought had more sense.

Levy. My, my; what good’s all your common sense against
an old law. We’re brought up that way. Who’ll give
me a new stomach for this new food?

Lizzy. My dear Levy, your stomach’s no better than other
folks’ heads.

Levy (shaking his head). May be, Lizzy Burger; may be
the truth. But I must tell you, if you’ve been watch-
ing me for years, I've had my eyes on you for no
shorter time. A clever woman you’ve always been,
but you’ve never done as much thinking as now; you
used to let everybody think his own thoughts and never
forced your opinion on anybody. It won’t do, Lizzy
Burger, for your business, t’won’t do at all. D’ you
want to make everybody think like yourself? God of
my fathers!

Lizzy. Let me alone with the God of your fathers; you
old codgers have only set Him up for the women folks,
so they’ll keep straight and won’t make: eyes at the
younger fellows.

Levy. What did I say? Tell that to some one else who
doesn’t know you and he’ll be insulted and won’t come
any more. (Drinks.) A pleasant mild wine. Lately
I’ve had to get used to being nipped either by you or
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your wine, whereas both wine and woman used to be
agreeable. My, well I remember how I’d stop in here
some five years ago when your daughter was still alive
and when your two grandchildren—boy and girl,
fifteen, sixteen years old, a splendid young couple, used
to help you. Say what’s become of the two, have you
never seen ’em since?

Lizzy. Oh, you know, after Veroni’s death the guardian
wouldn’t leave me the boy any more, I was too ungodly
for him, the pious man, and another pious farmer’s son
talked me out of the girl too.

Levy. It’s a pity for the young folks. We used to have a
fine time up here then. The house would be swarming
with guests when I came, and I’'d sit down with the
farmers, then if one of ’em began to sneer at me or call
me a Sheeny, whee, how you would stop his jaw. Then
everybody’d laugh; I'd dig into my pocket and treat
all around, peace’d be restored, glasses would clink
and everything be all right again. My, but now —

Lizzy. Sure, sure, since my Veroni’s dead and the young
folks gone I’ve just got older and heavier. These
blockheads around here are beginning to make trouble.
I'm not agreeable to anybody any more, to myself least
of all, and am living up here with just one deaf old
servant.

Levy. That’s why you’ve taken to thinking too much, and
when somebody comes you like to speak your mind,
but that’s no good, Lizzy Burger. I don’t say so on my
own account, no, I’ll visit you as long as the Lord keeps
us two alive; but it hurts me when I drop in here and
everything’s so empty, and it’s an event that you have
a Jew for a guest.

Lizzy. Who brings his fodder along in a paper besides.
No wonder I get rich!

Levy (gravely). Do you get rich, Lizzy Burger, tell me
honestly, do you get rich on these suspicious fellows
that stay here over night?
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Lizzy (in an wundertone). You mean the smugglers?
They’re the only customers that spend any money
here. Am I to show ’em the door? They’re not
so bad I tell you. They’re no thieves and rob-
bers. Through all the ages valley and mountain
have been all of one piece, and the boundary posts
didn’t grow out of the ground like the trees— Am
I to pay more because the poor devils on this side
can’t do the same as folks over there? Of course
there’s often danger when they come and say, ‘‘ Mother
Lizzy, hide us, they’re after us!’’ Shall I show ’em
the door just when they need shelter most? I couldn’t
do it. I know I'm not improving my reputation by
this sort of customers, but I've been in bad repute
before, a little more or less doesn’t matter to me, and
for the few years that are left to me I want something
to live on. [VEerONI passes the window.]

Levy (has put money on the table and taken his bundle,
now stretches out both hands to Lizzy). And for that
little speck of life you’re fighting the whole world? I
know, Lizzy Burger, I understand you, or I wouldn’t
be such a poor devil myself and a Jew besides, that
have to earn my bit of bread here in this land.
Good-by. [Exit.]

Lizzy (calling after him). Good luck on the way, Levy,
and be sure to come back. (Wipes the table where he
has been sitting. A knock.) Come right in, whoever’s
outside.

Scene IX

Lizzy, VERONI, with a bundle under her arm, enters hesitantly.

Veront. How d’ye do, granny.

Lizzy (turns in surprise). 1 declare, is it you, Veroni?
Well, well, have you turned up again? Why, what’s
this, T believe you’ve left your place. Where are you
going to work now?
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Veron1. Haven’t got a place yet.

Lizzy. Not? Did it come so quickly? I s’pose your pious
farmer’s son has jilted you and now the old woman
without God or creed is a good friend again? Aren’t
you afraid to come to this God-forsaken tavern?

VErONI (with suppressed weeping). Good-by, granny!
(Turns.)

Lizzy (takes her bundle and throws it on the table). Well,
little stupid, got to ery right away? Can’t your granny
whet her tongue a little? You stay right here — truth
won’t sunburn you, or turn your skin brown! Do you
think it was nice when you ran away from me? Shall
I faint with joy that you’re coming here now when
you don’t know what to do, and wouldn’t have come if
you knew of another place.

Veron1. I won’t sponge on you long.

Lizzy. Stay here a year for all of me; that’s not it. I
wouldn’t be near so hard on you, if T hadn’t felt how
much I missed you.

VEroNI (putting her arms around her). Granny, you like
me, don’t you?

Lizzy. Now what are you at? You’ll knock me down.
(Patting her cheeks.) Sure, sure, you’re my dear little
girl. But now be sensible and stay right here. I
haven’t got anybody and the work’s getting hard for
me and it’d be comfortable to see a friendly face.
(Wipes the table.) Sit down here. (Patters to the
cupboard and takes out a baking-dish on a tray.) Do
you want a bite to eat? (Serving her.) You must have
started early to get to Ottenschlag at this time of day.

VEeron1 (eating). The mailman gave me a lift.

Lizzy. That’s like those smarties, they’ll drive for miles
across the country with a young girl, so she won’t hurt
her feet; but an old woman like me can run along beside
a wagon till her tongue’s hanging out without one of
‘em saying, ‘‘ Old woman, want a hitch?’’ Well, taste
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good? Eating and drinking and loving that’s all yon
young folks care about, isn’t it? Right you are, there’s
nothing else worth while in the world.

Veron1. You still say such wicked things, you haven’t
changed much.

Lizzy. It wouldn’t pay for the few years I’ve got to live.

Veron1. Granny, please don’t use such language. It would
be a real blessing to me if I could get you to go to
church again.

Liazzv. Stupid thing, if that’s the plan you came here with,
then I’d rather have you leave me again. You’ll never
make me a Catholic. Do you think I became what I
am now over night? It’s taken more years than you’ve
been in the world, and yet one night finished the proec-
ess when your mother with you two children knocked
at my door because that Farmer Perjury had chased
her from his farm.

Veron1t. You mean the Crossroads Farmer? Why do you
give him that nickname, ‘‘ Farmer Perjury? ”’

Lizzy. Is that a hard riddle? Why do you call a magpie
a thief? Because that scoundrel on Crossroads Farm
forswore himself, that’s why I shall call him Farmer
Perjury as long as he lives and longer, if I outlive him;
as long as folks talk about him.

Veront. Ob, if that was true and we could prove it.

Lizzy. Tt’s true all right, but it can’t be proved, for they
simply let his perjury count as evidence for him.
Your mother, who’d never lied, told the same night
what had happened and stuck to it even in her last hour.
Before his brother went to Vienna, Farmer Perjury
knew right well what his last will was, if he should die;
that everything should belong to Veroni and her two
children. (Lays her hand on VErRONI’s shoulder.) And
there was a will too. I know there was. When
Farmer Perjury came home from the court where he’d
lifted his hands to God and swore he didn’t know any-
thing about a document, he was burning that very



THE FARMER FORSWORN 137

paper on the hearth and his boy happened to come in.
He was about twelve years old, he knew his father had
been in court to take his oath about the will, and sud-
denly he found him holding the document in the fire.
He could read all right, but he had to open his mouth,
as boys like to do when they think they can stand up
against their parents. My, but there was a row then
on Crossroads Farm-—Veroni just came in time to
make out what it was all about. The farmer’s old
mother had to take the boy away at once, his father
was so enraged at him. The boy and his grandmother
went to Vienna; she grieved herself sick over the
wickedness of her last remaining son and died a year
ago. Those two wouldn’t have said anything, and
Farmer Perjury would have denied it. So it just had
to stay as it was—and now you see, Veroni, when
Farmer Perjury raised his hand to God just so the
learned men would give him his brother’s possessions,
no thunderbolt came down from heaven, the earth
didn’t open, and my child stood there needy and dis-
graced and died so, and Farmer Perjury is a rich
man to this day. That finished me. I don’t care
for a world where such things can happen. Since then
they call me ungodly, but I don’t believe the devils
will ever fight each other for our souls. Heaven will
be just as glad to get Farmer Perjury as the Devil to
get one more old woman into hell.

Veron1 (laughing). Oh, go on. (Seriously.) I hope to
God neither of us goes to hell.

Lizzy. Well, they say it’s pretty hot there; that would be
all right for us old folks; I’m freezing up here anyway
all the year round; but heaven will suit you all right;
you’ve still got pretty hot blood and at present not even
a sweetheart.

VeroN1t. Now granny, you’re disgusting; it just makes me
ashamed to listen to you.
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Lizzy. Go on, you don’t need to get so red about a little
teasing. You’re not a saint, and yet Saint Magdalen
became one. I’m just a little gay today, because you
set me off. There’ll be days coming when you’ll
wonder how cross your granny can be. Girl, it’s fine
to be merry, if you could only stay so. You just stay
here and I’ll be that way oftener. Since I've stopped
going down to the village on Sundays, they’ve left me
alone here, even my most intimate friends have stopped
coming; at best only the poor woodchoppers come in
when they have lots of thirst and little money, and
make a big cross before they enter. Yet that ungodly
glass of wine in exchange for a few chips of wood
and a ¢ thank you kindly ’’ tastes good to them just
the same.

Veroxt. And you let ’em have it?

Lizzv. Why, of course I do, and rate ’em well to boot.
I’'m not as bad as folks think I am, and I'm glad you
had faith in me and came. You’re a strong girl, they
haven’t been able to get at you out there in the world.
I wish I’d been able to keep you two here. Yom
wouldn’t have seen anything bad here.

VEroN1. Surely not. Wish myself I hadn’t been so stupid
and left you. Now I see what I got by it. Tell me,
granny, what’s ’come of my brother. Haven’t you
heard of him?

Lizzy. Oh, yes, they took him away from me too. Have 1
heard of him? O sure; more than I cared to. They
took him out of this house of wickedness; Farmer
Perjury has that on his consecience too. Of course he’d
come from that pious school, and was too good for
this place here. He knew his catechism best, knew all
the sins you shouldn’t do, but he also knew that sins
are forgiven after confession; and so he just became
a thief and a vagabond. The first time the police sent
him back and the bailiff of Ottenschlag sent him to
my house—1 thought the earth would swallow me.
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But he didn’t stay long, and when he was gone my
silver dollars were gone too. He kept going on in the
same way, went the rounds of the jails, then was thrown
on the parish again but I wouldn’t have anything more
to do with him, and I haven’t seen him since and don’t
want to see him again. [Jacos passes the window.]

VEeroNI. Jesus and Joseph!

Lizzv. What’s the matter?

VeroNt. Why, I thought some one went by the window —
he looked like Jacob.

Lizzy. I hope not.

Scene X

Lizzy, VERONY. JACOB in shabby clothes, sick and pale, leaning on a stick,

staggers moiselessly into the room.

Lizzy. It’s himself.

VEroxN1. Brother —Jacob—Lord, my Saviour —how you
look!

JacoB (throws hamself into the armchair and draws a deep
breath). With your permission. How d’ye do, granny!
How d’ye do, Veroni! You back, too?

Lizzy. Where've you come from? What do you want
here? Just out of jail again?

JacoB. For the last time, granny.

Lizzy. So you’ve always said, I know that from the mayor.
Every time you were in prison it was the last time.

Jacos. This time it’s so. I am done for. I like to have
died there in the city —in the hospital. They’d have
helped me to it—they’re glad when one of us—
accused goes off. But I dragged myself up here.
Granny, let me have a place to die in—it’s the last
thing I'll ask of you.

Lizzy. Well, this is a red-letter day, here’s brother and
sister both popping—up—one’s had too much life,
the other too much love —but in a turn of the hand
they’ll both be off again, the one for some new theft,
the other for a new flirtation and their old granny can
stay alone in her tavern just as before, to live or to die.



140 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

Veroxt (hugging her). Granny, I’ll never leave you again.

Jacos. I wish they’d never taken me away from you. Now
it’s all over —I’Il never get well—I wouldn’t promise
anything—1I couldn’t keep it; I know I could never
do any good any more.— But give me a place to die.

Lizzy. Stuff and nonsense, I guess you aren’t dying.
Veroni, look after him awhile. I’m only going over
to my little field on the heights where Nick’s working;
he must run to the village for the barber.

[Exit quickly.]

VEeroNI. Jacob, tell the truth I beg of you. Are you really
so bad, or —

Jacos. I know you think, ‘‘ once a liar ’’— just wait, I
may not last till morning. You’ll see —that I’m speak-
ing the truth. Granny’s the last one I’d deceive.
She’s the only one in the world except you, that’s meant
well by me. (Short pause.) Veroni, I'm so glad I
could see you before my death. Though talking’s get-
ting hard for me —1I just crawled up here— got some-
thing to tell you—got something for you.

Veront. I beg you—one thing—brother—is it stolen
property?

Jacos (wipes his face). O holy Jesus, Veroni! Don’t tor-
ment me in my last hour! What I’ve got for you is
mine before God and the law. You know when father
went to Vienna, I went along, only a boy-—he sent a
letter home, I s’pose his will—a few days later he had
to go to the hospital and soon died there, but before he
went, we stayed with aunt, and she kept the belongings
father left with her, and she told me, ‘“ Jakey, I’ll keep
these things for you.’”” But later on I never dared to
go to her, because I'd become such a scoundrel. Only
this last time, when I'd got lower down than ever
before, I went to her —a fellow in my condition hasn’t
got much use for bashfulness any more. The good
woman had really kept father’s few things all this time.
The clothes I sold to pay my way here. But father’s
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prayer book I wanted to give to you or granny —it’ll
be a memento of him. (Draws out a book in a red
cloth and unwraps it.) You take it.

VEerox1. I thank you very much, Jacob. (4s she thought-
fully drops her hands the leaves of the book open.)
Why, here’s a letter in it!

Jacos. I know it—found it so—a letter to father about
that time.

Veroni. What’s in it?

Jacos. I don’t know —never read it —it only concerned
father, anyway. What could be in it to help or hurt
me now? Even now it’s hard for me to read hand-
writing —wouldn’t care to undertake it.— Simply
wanted to get up here.

Veron1. The seal almost crackled off this long time. Il
open it.

Jacos. Do it, it’s yours now.

VERONI (opening the letter). It’s from father’s brother,
the Crossroads Farmer! Great God!

Jacos. But you give a man a start!

VEerox1. For goodness sake, brother, listen, just listen to
what he wrote to father: ¢ Dear Jacob, your will, in
which you make Veroni and her two children heirs of
all your possessions, I have received. It is not hand-
some of you to leave so little to me and my chil-<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>