gz i asss mymz




















































PEANIZSION PROTOSRAPHTSCHE VUM NUNICH







Sielhodq Dlomth yd pastorsnT odt sor™

bkl









CONTRIBUTORS AND TRANSLATORS

VOLUME XVII

Special Writers

ROBERT M. WERNAER, Ph.D., Author of Romanticism and the Romantic School
in Germany:
Ernst von Wildenbruch.
M. BLARKEMORE Evaxs, Ph.D., Professor of German, Ohio State University:
Hermann Sudermann.
H. Coxrap BierwirTH, Ph.D., Associate Professor of German, Harvard Uni-
versity:
Gustav Frenssen.
Ebpyunp VonN MacH, Ph.D.:
Wilhelm von Polenz.
Ruporr TomBo, JR., Ph.D., Late Associate Professor of Germanic Languages
and Literatures, Columbia University:
Ludwig Fulda.
Panixpp SEIBERTH, A.M., Assistant Professor of German, Washington Uni-
versity:
Hugo von Hofmannsthal.

Translators

RoBerT M. WERNAER, Ph.D., Author of Romanticism and the Romantic School
in Germany:
King Henry.
EpmMunp VoN Maca, Ph.D.:
Farmer Biittner.
E. L. TownseND, A M., Assistant Professor of German, Trinity College, Dur-
ham, N. C.:
Téte-A-Téte.
JouN HEARD, JR.:
Death and the Fool; The Death of Titian.
CHARLES WHARTON STORK, Ph.D., Instructor in English, University of Penn-
sylvania:
To Adolf Wilbrandt on His Seventieth Anniversary; To Eduard Morike;
Epistle to Paul Heyse; Humor; Interdependence; On Mutability;
Travel Song.
BEATRICE MARSHALL:
John the Baptist.
MARY AGNES HAMILTON:
The Life of Jesus,
MURIEL ALMON:
Noble Blood.

ZoU6665



CONTENTS OF VOLUME XVII

Emst von Wildenbruch PAGE
Ernst von Wildenbruch. By Robert M. Wernaer..................... 1
King Henry. Translated by Robert M. Wernaer...................... 10
Noble Blood. Translated by Muriel Almon.......................... 125

Hermann Sudermann

Hermann Sudermann. By M. Blakemore Evans....................... 154
John the Baptist. Translated by Beatrice Marshall.................. 169

Gustav Frenssen

Gustav Frenssen. By H. Conrad Bierwirth......................... 250
The Life of Jesus. Translated by Mary Agnes Hamilton.............. 261

Wilhelm von Polenz

Wilhelm von Polenz. By Edmund von Mach.................... . ... 334
Farmer Biittner. Translated and Abridged by Edmund von Mach..... 341

Ludwig Fulda

Ludwig Fulda. By Rudolf Tombo, Jr................ooiiii o 434
Tete-A-Téte. Translated by E. L. Townsend................ .0t 440
To Adolf Wilbrandt on his Seventieth Anniversary. Translated by
Charles Wharton Stork........... ..o iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinnnnnennn 470
To Eduard Morike. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork............ 471
Epistle to Paul Heyse. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork........ 471
Humor. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork...................... 480

Hugo von Hofmannsthal

Hugo von Hofmannsthal. By Philipp Seiberth....................... 482
Death and the Fool. Translated by John Heard, Jr.................. 492
The Death of Titian. Translated by John Heard, Jr.................. 511
On Mutability. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork................ 526
Interdependence. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork.............. 526

Travel Song. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork.................. 527















THE LIFE OF ERNST VON WILDENBRUCH

By RoperT M. WERNAER, PH.D.

Author of Romanticism and the Romantic School in Germany

Y an accident of fate, this ardent patriot,
who has been called the faithtul Eckhardt
of the German people, was born far away
from his fatherland, February 3, 1845, at
Beyrout, in Syria, the son of the German
Consul General. About six years of his
early childhood were spent in foreign

countries. At the age of two, he was taken from Beyrout

to Berlin; but soon, in his fifth year, his father having been
appointed ambassador to Greece and, later on, to Turkey,
he moved with his parents to Athens and, not long there-
after, to Constantinople. From Constantinople he did not

return to Germany till 1857.

True to traditions, as a son of a German ‘‘ von ’’ family,
he prepared himself for the military career. He studied at
the cadet school, at Potsdam, and, in due course of time, at
the age of eighteen, became a lieutenant in the German
army. Soon, however, he took his leave, prepared himself
for the university, and studied law in Berlin. Twice his
studies were interrupted by a call to arms. He joined the
colors in 1866, in the war with Austria; and in 1870, in the
Franco-Prussian war. Continuing his studies, he became
an assessor, and served a short time as municipal judge in
Eberswalde and Berlin. In 1877, he entered the diplomatic
service, and, after occupying several minor positions in the
German Foreign Office, advanced to the rank of a councillor
of the legation in 1888 and a privy councillor in 1897. In
1900 he retired.

There is an interesting question-mark after the name of
Ernst von Wildenbruch — poet, fiction writer, and drama-
tist. Here is a man who wrote a great deal with the fervor
[11
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2 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

of poetic enthusiasm, with an appeal to the patriotism of his
people, with democratic sympathy for all classes, who was
rewarded with phenomenal theatrical success, and acknowl-
edged a champion of the true in art and life; yet who
left behind him no deep imprints. Why did the rivulets of
his several literary works not gather into some sort of run-
ning stream? Why, surrounded by fomenting literary
movements, did he belong organically to none of them?
Why, exalted by friends, admirers, apologists, had he no fol-
lowers? Why did he, why does he, stand a figure apart, so
little related to the dramatists of our own day? ‘
There can be little doubt that highest motives quickened
his work. He was in solemn earnest about it. He wanted to
do something large; to raise the literature of his country;
to leave behind something of permanent value. ¢ My aim
is,”” he wrote in 1882, ‘“ to win back for the German people
a genuinely great dramatie art.”” Thus, while to the eye of
the world he was a municipal judge and, later on, in the
German Foreign Service, climbing the diplomatic ladder, he
was, as a matter of fact, writing dramas, known only to a
few understanding friends, with the high aim of raising the
tone of the literature of his own day. Certainly a more
arduous, more self-sacrificing task. ¢ My soul,”’ he wrote
in a letter to his friend Berthold Litzmann, dated December
31, 1881, ‘¢ was like a deep well, dark but for one stray glim-
mer of light shimmering at the bottom; to this one ray I
have clung amidst bitterest pain,—it was faith * * - *
faith in a wise, ordering Providence.’”” And no one knows
quite as much the bitterness of that pain as the playwright
himself, working in secret, unrecognized by the world, for
the elevation of the dramatie literature of his country.
But, after all, he was more fortunate than he might have
been. After ten years of patient labor, his first play, The
Carlovingians, was accepted, and played, first in Meiningen,
later in Berlin, with a success so phenomenal that his
friends have not ceased speaking of it even to this very day.
Other plays, already in manuscript, The Mennonite, Harold,
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and Fathers and Sons, soon followed. Ilated by this suc-
cess his mission shaped itself more clearly. ‘“ T aspire to
be no more than the man who, pressing onward in the midst
of darkness, calls upon the German people: ¢ Follow me,
— darkness is succeeded by light.J ”’

The greater number of his dramas are historical, dealing
with a variety of subjects. The Carlovingians (1881) gives
us a picture of the strife between the three sons of Louis
the Pious, over the partition of the empire, due to the claims
of Charles, son of Louis’ second wife. The two dramas,
The Mennonite and Fathers and Sons, deal with dramatic
conflicts which arose during the war of liberation of 1813.
In Harold (1882) the scene is laid in England, at the time
of the Norman Conquest. The Quitzows (1888), The Com-
mander-in-Chief (1889), and The New Ruler (1891), and
A Stormy Night (1898), deal with episodes in the history
of Brandenburg and Prussia. These have been called the
Hohenzollern dramas. The Boy of Hennersdorf (1895) and
the one-act play, Miss Evergreen (1896) may also be in-
cluded in this particular class. The Duke of Verona (1887)
has for its background the bloody conflict which, at the end
of the thirteenth century, raged between the factions of
the Guelfs and Ghibellines. King Laurin (1902) goes back
to the gray days of Amalasuntha, daughter of Theodoric
the Great, king of the Eastern Goths. Erasmus’ Daughter
(1900) shows us pictures of the great conflict during the
first decade of the German Reformation. Willehalm (1897)
is an allegory celebrating the rebirth of Germany following
the victory of 1870. The New Law (1896) and Henry IV.
of Germany (1896), this latter probably Wildenbruch’s most
important play, deal with that momentous conflict in the
history of Germany in which Henry IV. and Pope Gregory
VII. were the chief figures. The German King (1909) leads
us back to Henry I., spoken of in history as the founder of
Germany.

Now, we ask ourselves, in view of this wealth of dra-
matic material, produced with the solemn purpose of lib-
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erating an imprisoned literature, containing genuinely
poetic passages, powerful dramatic episodes, and fresh, in-
vigorating breezes of a temperament seeking emancipation
from the commonplaces of life— why did Wildenbruch not
become a forerunner of a literature thus liberated? Per-
sonalities and literary and social movements are complex,
and many threads enter into the fabric of Wildenbruch and
his time. Some threads we can unravel, however. We know
that when Wildenbruch began his literary career, new, rev-
olutionary forces were changing the whole mental complex-
ion of the age. Whether it was Darwin and his theory of
evolution that gave the impulse, or the age that made Dar-
win, matters little; we know that thinkers, artists, poets,
dramatists turned from an age that seemed to them older
and grayer the longer they looked at it to a newer and
fresher age, developing before their eyes, in which they
themselves could be the moving forces. They were in re-
volt against the traditions of the past, eager for the throb-
bing life of their own day. But where was Wildenbruch?
Not static: also revolutionary. For we must remember
that he did not go into the past to recover facts of history
— we know how shockingly he mangled them; but to reviv-
ify his own age, petty, sleeping with unaccountable indif-
ference on the glories of 1870; to revivify it with the ideals
of a former, worthier, nobler past. For these ideals he
fought as militantly as ever any of the younger generations
for their principles. It was not so much past and present
that separated them as ideals and every-day mediocrity.
Few things pained him so much as the accusation of being
a Hofdichter, court poet; for it tended to undermine the
serious aim he had set himself as a dramatist. It can easily
be disproved by a perusal of his works, apart from any
words he may have said in his own defense. There are
kings and princes and high aristocrats in his dramas, and
honored sons of the Hohenzollern ancestry; on the other
hand, the plain people are also on the stage, plain people of
all classes, treated with the same understanding sympathy.
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Numerous instances could be cited. What more alluringly
charming portrait of a man of the common people could be
drawn than that of the poor smithy in 7he Quitzows! Bear-
ing in mind that von Wildenbruch himself was related to
Frederic William II. of Prussia, he is deserving no little
praise for the manner in which he was able to emancipate
himself from the shackles of aristocratic environment. He
was a democrat in the best sense of the word. Two of his
plays, The Boy of Hennersdorf and Miss Evergreen, which
he called Foll Plays, are refreshingly close to the hearts
of the plain people. In The Quitzows one brother fights
another in defense of the rights of the people. In The New
Law we see an aristocrat on his knees before a burgher, be-
cause he had found in this plain man of the people that
true nobility, higher than birth, the nobility of manhood and
character. In The New Ruler the progress of the action
turns largely upon the vindication of the people’s rights as
against those of the nobles. Also as a man among men,
Wildenbruch was a democrat, the best evidence of which is
perhaps the dedication of his drama Master Balzer to his
friend Adolf Balzer, a plain watchmaker of Frankfurt.
This is the last stanza:

“ Deep-veiled lover of the Muses,— unknown,
In humble lowliness disguised,— you are
My friend! This may I tell today, may own
With joy to all the world! My friend you are!”

We must also read Leaves from the T'ree of Life, a collec-
tion of essays and articles posthumously published by his
widow, Maria von Wildenbruch, and Berthold Litzmann, to
do Wildenbruch full justice as a democrat.

We wish Wildenbruch had continued to fight for his
ideals, though they lay in the past; continued to make ef-
forts to instill them into his own age; continued to write
‘¢ vitalized *’ idealistic plays, with a more perfect technique,
more masterful grasp of abiding human traits. For then
he might possibly have become a leader —mnot indeed for
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his own generation: Ibsen for the world, Hauptmann fcr
Germany, became the leaders,— but for our own generation,
or that to come. For IHauptmann’s services are coming
to an end, the best fruits of the art of naturalistic contem-
porary life have been gathered. What next? Who is going
to be the coming leader? It might have been a Wilden-
bruch. But the Call of the Medern came upon him, of the
Modern with the tottering threads of ephemeralism that
hang about it. The new leader will be the one able to solve
the riddle of infusing lasting human ideals into the minds
of the masses weighed down with the commonplaces of con-
temporary life. It was a sorry day when Wildenbruch
made up his mind to yield to the Call of the Modern. For
on that day, he, the man that stood between the past and
the present, lost his message. He had nothing more to give.
Wholly, indeed, he did not embrace the new — we are glad
—yet the old had ceased speaking to him with the former
solemn voice of command.

The number of works founded on contemporary life is
considerable. Sacrifice for Sacrifice (1883); The Crested
Lark (1891); and Master Balzer (1893), two really good
plays, which deal with social questions, and link themselves
closer to the tendencies of the present day than any of his
other dramas; The Immortal Felix (1904), a farce-comedy.
Also a number of stories. Among these The Saint, The
Miracle, most of his humorous stories published under the
title, The Land of Laughter; the novels The Astronomer,
Hasty Love, The Wandering Light, The Other Mama, and
others. His most popular stories are Noble Blood and the
two stories published under the title, The Sorrows of Child-
hood, by which Wildenbruch will long be remembered.

While, therefore, we may say that Wildenbruch’s isola-
tion is due to the fact that he was unable to adjust himself
to the new forces of a new age, there is another chief reason
why he failed to become a leader. It has to do with his
dramatic technique. It makes little difference which of
his dramas we may select, in almost every one we shall find
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an interesting, effective exposition. For this reason he has
been called the dramatist of the first act. He has a magic
power of presenting a line of action in which difficulties
arise which we like to see solved. A suspense is created.
This may go through a second and part of a third act.
Then something new sets in, new material is introduced,
which interferes seriously with the straight line of the
action. The drama begins to’bulge out in the middle. The
individual threads of the composition become looser. We
pass through a series of episodes, generally executed with
dramatic power, and nearly always effective on the stage,
but not closely woven into unity. At the end, we find our-
selves the recipients of two, sometimes three, actions instead
of one. Two chief defects stand out—one of structure,
the other of characterization. The structural defects, he
might have learned from Heinrich von Kleist, who was one
of his favorite authors; or from the historical dramas of
Shakespeare, which are likewise structurally faulty. The
analytic faculty of building the dramatic structure as an
architect builds his masses is, indeed, one of the rarest gifts
found among the world’s dramatists. The second defect,
that of characterization, is one not uncommon to writers,
who, not able to create a powerful action by depth, that is
by means of the characters themselves, make up for the
deficiency by the invention of new episodes spread over a
wide surface. External incidents rather than inner forces
govern the action. Wildenbruch never succeeded entirely
in freeing himself from it. On this account some writers
have denied him dramatic talent altogether. Therein they
err. An ideal drama calls for a variety of gifts— the
invention of story, the logical structure, characterization,
creation of incidents, dialogue. Characterization alone,
however important, is not the only mark of dramatic genius.
For must not the story-teller possess this gift also? Wil-
denbruch had the special genius of creating dramatic ineci-
dents. To this he owed his success. To this gift, which,
unaccompanied by other qualities, would have made him
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merely a writer of melodramas, associated itself serious-
ness of purpose, patriotic fervor, an attachment to the ideal,
and a love for man. Through these qualities he was able
to outdistance the melodramatist, and to win for himself
an enviable position among the German dramatists of the
nineteenth century. But a new school could never have
been founded on this technique.

Nearly all of Wildenbruch’s historical dramas are writ-
ten in verse, chiefly in pentameter meter. A very free
meter, Iyrical in character, occursin The Songs of Euripides
(1909). His plays which deal with contemporary life are
in prose; also his Hohenzollern dramas, with the exception
of The Commander-in-Chief and The New Ruler, in which
he uses a four-stressed meter with unfortunate results.
Henry IV. of Germany is in prose.

Wildenbruch deserves to be mentioned among the poets.
Not only because of his lyries and ballads, Songs and Lyrics
(1877), Songs and Ballads (1887), Last Poems (1909) ; but
because of the poetry in many of his dramas. Often one
regrets not to be able to take these poetic passages out of
their fixed places in the dramatic composition, and to
replace them by prose, for the peculiar style, the onward,
hasty rush of action, the display of passion immediately
translated into deeds, is not suited to lyrical passages.
Often his poetry sounds hollow.

It was a wise choice which induced Wildenbruch to cast
the highly dramatie subject matter of Heinrich und Hein-
rich’s Geschlecht, which rather unfortunate title I have
translated Henry IV. of Germany, in prose form. He him-
self divided the drama into two parts, King Henry, which
has a prologue, and Emperor Henry. It may also be called
a trilogy, entitled respectively Child Henry (the Prologue
of the play), King Henry, and Emperor Henry. The first
two parts of this trilogy make a dramatiec work of high
order. It has greater unity and cohesion than any of his
other historical dramas. The story itself has momentous
historical significance. The action at times brilliant, pro-
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ceeds organically to an inevitable end.  Whether he has
been altogether faithful to history, we care not. The chief
characters live and move, in the main, as independent, self-
acting beings. There are lapses of motivation, as there are
in all of Wildenbruch’s dramas, but they obtrude less in
this, The situations create suspense throughout. The
dialogue is forceful, natural, direct. It is a work that has
qualities of permanency; and makes one deplore the pecu-
liar conditions, psychological and social, which stood hin-
deringly in the way of the author’s stable, maturing growth.
Placing this work by the side of the choicest of his other
works, dramatie, lyrie, epic, we feel justified in saying that
although Wildenbruch was not great, he, nevertheless, pos-
sessed ingredients of that precious amalgam that goes into
the making of great men. The third part of the trilogy
of Henry IV. of Germany, though it contains excellent dra-
matic material, is, in the main, inferior to the two parts
given here in franslation. Ernst von Wildenbruch died
January 15, 1909. In 1912 a national committee was
formed, and an appeal made to the German people for a
monument to be erected in his memory at Weimar.






PROLOGUE

CHILD HENRY

In the Palace at Goslar. A garden, not over-rich in appointments, rather
simple; fir trees and fir underbrush. At the back, a series of steps lead
to the entrance of the imperial palace, the walls of which occupy the
whole background.

Raroro, an old man with long, wavy, gray hair and beard, is seated on
a grassy mound in the centre of the foreground. Crossbows lie about
him, which he is engaged in stringing. He works in this way for a time
in silence.

A Voice (from the left, behind the scene). Rapoto!

Raporo (to himself, continuing his work). Don’t shout like
this!

A Voice (as before). Rapoto!

Raroro. Fool! [Continues working.]

A Voice (as before). Rapoto!

Raroro (jumping up, turning to the left). Idiot! Why do
you keep calling? Don’t you see I have my hands full?

A Voice (as before). The Emperor is going on the hunt.
They are waiting for you to get things ready.

Raroro. The Emperor? On the hunt? Was it not said
this morning that he was not going?

A Voice (as before). Plans have been changed; he’s
going. They are waiting for you. Hurry up!

Raroro. Hurry up?—Don’t you see that I’'m busy with
these crossbows? I’ve to string them, all of them, be-
cause the huntsmen took horn ecrossbows from the
armory. In September! Don’t they know that steel
crossbows are needed in autumn? [He seats himself
and continues his labor.] Did I come into this world,
I, a free-born Frank, to tell these Saxon dullards what
to do?— Emperor, you’re a mighty lord, you've

[11]
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seated four popes, you're as wise as King Solomon,
and as strong as Saint Michael with the fiery sword;
—but there is one thing 1 can’t understand, why do
you keep on coming to Goslar, to these rough Harz
Mountains? Do you not own land on the banks of the
Rhine and the Main? Isn’t it pleasanter to live among
free-born Franks than here among false-hearted Sax-
ons? Your throne is too high—you can’t see the
eagles about you-—nor the moles at your feet. [Stamps
on the ground.] Who am I, that I should thus speak to
you? I'm your faithful erossbow bearer. I know these
wild hogs, these agitators and fighters [shaking his
fist], I know these Saxons, these —

Voice or A Boy (from the right, behind the scene). Rapoto,
ho! Rapoto, ho!

Raroro (jumps excitedly from the ground, turns to the
right, and stretches out both of his arms). My dear
King!

Enter Kine HENRY, a boy of ten. He comes rumning from the right,
dressed in white, ornamented with red and gold embroidery; his long,
brown hair is confined by a gold band; he carries a small spear.

Hexry. Let me show you how I can shoot, Rapoto! [He
hastens to the left.] Do you see that birch tree behind
the two firs? Straight through the firs I’ll hit it!
[Hurling the spear.] There!

Raroto (whose eyes have followed the throw). The birch,
split right through the centre! [Falls ecstatically on
his knees before the boy.] My dear King, my sun, my
moon, my star,—what do you wish Rapoto shall do
for you? Do you wish to take a ride on my back?
Shall T be your horse?

He~ry. You always want to play with me —1I want to go
on the hunt, and you must take me with you.

Raroro. If I had my wish, my dear King, I’d take you
hunting from morning till night. But I can’t take you.

Henry (stamping on the ground). I will go with you! I
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will! You must take me! [He seizes Raroro by the
havr and pulls him.]

Raroro. Christ and his saints —how you pain an old man
like me!

Hexry (withdrawing his hands quickly from the old man’s
head). Did I—did I pain you?

Raroro. What do you think — pulling my hair like this?

Hexry. TI’ll give you something, Rapoto. [He puts his
hand in the embroidered purse which hangs from his
belt.] Oh, it’s empty!

Raporo (exploring with Hexry the empty purse). Where
is it gone to?

Hexry (thinking). Wait a moment —yes—a little while
ago, in front of the palace, there were some blind
men —

Raporo. And you gave it to them? [Kisses the boy’s
hands.] My dear King, had you torn off all my hair,
and my beard too, I would not be angry with you!

HEexry (embracing the old man). 1 love you, Rapoto—do
you love me too?

Raporo. Yes, my dear King, I love you.

Hexry (lost wn thought). Rapoto-—does my father love
me?

Raporo. Why this question? Of course, he loves you.

Henry. Yes, I know my father loves me. [There is a
pause.] Rapoto— does my mother love me?

Raroro. Why shouldn’t she love you?

Hexry. Not as much as my father — does she?

Raroto. Why not?

Hexry. When my father sees me, he laughs, and kisses
me; but my mother does only this— [He makes, in
solemn fashion, the sign of the cross on Raporo’s
forehead.]

Raporo. She blesses you with the sign of the holy cross.
Isn’t this a good thing to do?

Hexry. She is always so stern. Isn’t it true, Rapoto, that
it is my mother that forbade you to take me with you
on the hunt?
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Raporo. Since you ask me—yes.

Hexry (tears himself away from the old man, stamps on
the ground, and threatens with clenched fists toward
the let). Do you see that! See that! See that!

Raroro (rising). For God’s sake, my dear King, whom are
you threatening with your clenched fists? Not your
mother, surely?

Hexry (throws himself into the arms of the old man).
Rapoto, I'll never do it again—you’ll tell no one,
Rapoto, no one!

Raroro. No one shall hear it.

Hexry. You care for me again, Rapoto?

Raporo. I was never angry with you.

[Both seat themselves; the boy clings affectionately
to the old man.]

Hexry. Say, Rapoto, do again what you did a little while
ago; it looked so comical.

Raroto. A little while ago? What was it I did?

Hexry. That’s what you did [making a threateming mo-
tion with his fist], I know these Saxons—

Raporo. Quite right, that’s what T said.

Hexry (clings to the old man—laughing). Is it true that
the Saxons are hogs?

Raporo. Hogs—why that?

Hexry. Because you said, ‘“I know these wild hogs, I
know these Saxons.”’

Raroro (laughing). Christ and his saints—what ears you
have!

Hexry. But Uncle Otto is no hog?

Raproro. Uncle—Otto? Do you mean-—Nordheim?

Hexry. Yes, isn’t Uncle Otto a Saxon?

Raporo. The only good man among them, for the others —
the — [makes a threatening motion with his fists.]
Hexry (choking with laughter). Do you see, see —mnow

you do again what you did before.

Raroro. So I do. May God grant, my dear King, that
these Saxons never cause you tears when the time
comes for you to be emperor!
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Hexrv. Say, Rapoto, does my father know that they are
so bad?

Raroro. e knows it, and holds them under his iron rule,
his iron fist—

Hexry. Are there people with iron hands?

Rapoto. Yes, your father has iron hands. That’s why the
Saxons fear him, and hate him.

HEexry (startled). If they hate my father, I'll cut their
heads off once I am emperor!

Raroro. Would serve them right!

Hexrv. Shall T be emperor some day, Rapoto?

Raroro. You will be emperor, my dear King, sooner per-
haps than you may think. I’ll tell you something which
nobody knows:—your father is not as well as people
think.

HEexry (startled). No-——

Raroro (quieting him). Be quiet,—don’t tell anybody
about it,—I know what I know. It occurred yesterday
— when tidings were brought to him of the heathen
Wends, that a battle had been fought between them
and Count William von der Nordmark. The Wends,
these godless Heathens, have conquered, defeated
Count William in battle, and cut his body to pieces,
that no one was able to recognize him. When your
father heard these tidings— I stood by his side when
it happened —he became deathly pale, as I had never
seen him before, and broke down like a tree cut by the
ax. If we had not caught him, he would have fallen to
the ground. And this morning the rumor was, that
he was going on the hunt, and, then, suddenly it was
said, that he would not go on the hunt, and then again,
that he would, after all, go—never has it happened
as long as I can remember, that your father changed
his will—three times in one hour. [He takes both
hands of the boy. There is a pause. The boy mnestles
tremblingly against the old man, who strokes him.]
How he trembles— [Raroro rises suddenly, turning
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to the left.] My dear King, come away! These men
that are coming —1it is better that they do not see you!
[He takes up the crossbows, and draws the boy to the
rear; the latter follows a few steps, then stops.]

Hexry. I don’t wish to run away.

Raporo (standing behind the boy, speaking over his
shoulder). They are the Saxon Dukes, the worst of
them all! The two Billingers, Ordulf and Hermann,
his brother —if you knew these people

Hexry (with pale, trembling lips, and glowing eyes, his
arms crossed—staring to the right). What sort of
people are they?

Raroro. Those blind men, in front of the palace, to whom
you gave your money —do you know where they came
from? From the country of Bremen, to tell the
Emperor of their misery, because Ordulf, that bloody
dog, put their eyes out.

Hexry (seizes with both hands the arm of the old man).
Put out—their eyes!

Raroro. Therefore I say, come away! [He pulls the boy
a few steps to the rear.]

Hexry (frees himself again). But—1T don’t wish to run
away.

[Hexry, Raroro standing behind him, stops in the
rear; HeENry sits down, and occupies himself with
the crossbows.]

Enter OrpULF and ECKBERT VON MEISSEN, from the right.

Orpurr. Believe what I tell you, and keep it to yourself,—
the imperial bull is erippled.

Eckserr. But he is going on the hunt.

Orpurr. Of course, he does not wish any one to find it out.
The Wends have given him a hot mush to eat on the
banks of the Elbe; it will make him choke.

Eckserr. Hosanna to the Heathens, if that’s true!

Orpurr. Don’t talk so loud! He is still Living! If he
learns what I’ve told you, he would make me feel his
horns.
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Enter HERMANN, the Billung, on the right.
EckBerT (meeting him). Have vou seen the man from
Cologne? Was he with the Emperor?
Hermaxy. Yes.
Orpurr. And? Is he going on the hunt?
Hermanx. He is going, although he sits in his room pale
as a sheet.
OrpurLr. Who is with him?
Hermax~. Hugo, the Abbot, and Hildebrand, I think.
EckserT (glancing to the right). Hildebrand has left him
already.
Hermaxy. So, Hildebrand is not any more with him. But
Otto von Nordheim is still with him, so it seems.
OrpuLF (stretching out both of his arms). My friends, my
brothers —if I think what might —

Hermaxxy (taking hold of his hand). Ordulf! [Glaicing
toward the rear.] The boy!

Orvurr (dropping his arms). By thunder —1 didn’t see
him!

Hermaxwy., I just got a glimpse of him. [They are discon-
certed, and put their heads together.]

EckBert. Do you think he heard us?

Orpurr (with a side glance toward Henry). Bah! He’s
too far off, and is playing with the crossbows.

HerMaNN (with a like glance). But he has sharp ears.

Orpurr. What do I care about that boy! I must tell you
something I can’t put off. [He steps closer to the two
others.] You’ve just heard that possibly we may get
rid of the Emperor. That will be a good thing for us,
but not all we want. He has a son. We must look out
that this son does not get the upper hand. The father
has troubled us long enough.

Eckrerr. That’s truve.

Orpurr. The simplest thing would be if we— [He makes
with his hand the sign of cutting one’s head off.]

Hermany., That would cause too much of a stir.
Yor. XVII—2
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Orpurr (laughing). Quite right. But a bull should not
again be permitted to lord over the empire, trampling
us under foot.

EckBeErT. And?—

Orpurr. And?— What do you think can be done with a
bull calf that is not to be a bull?

Hermany., Geld it.

Orpurr. There you have it.

EckBerr. Yes—but—

Orpurr. Yes, but—yes, but—to be sure he is king: we
have sworn him allegiance at Aachen, however unwill-
ingly, forced upon us by the black Henry. If, then, he
is to be emperor, we will train the boy into a man such
as we want him to be, one who will dance to our piping.

Hermaxx. Who will undertake to do this?

Orpurr. Anno, the Archbishop; he will do it.

Eckserr. Have you talked with him?

Orpurr. Of course, I have; Anno is our man. As soon as
the old man has closed his eyes, we’ll deliver the boy
into Anno’s hands; he shall take him to Cologne.
[There is a pause.] Are you agreed to that?

EckBert. Is Otto von Nordheim on our side?

Orpurr. I don’t know,—why?

TckBert. If Otto von Nordheim is not on our side, 1’1l
not be a party to this.

Orpurr. By thunder, why not?

Eckserr. Without him, the matter wouldn’t have the
necessary authority in the empire.

OrpurLr. Nonsense, I say!

Herman~ (taking OrpuLr by the hand). Don’t talk so loud!
Let’s talk with Nordheim.

Hexry (calling suddenly aloud toward the right). TUncle
Otto! TUncle Otto!

HerMANN (wheeling about). The devil, what’s that!
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Enter from the right OTTO vOX NORDHEIM. RAPOTO takes up the cross-

bows, and leaves in the rear.

Hexry (runs up to him, and throws himself into Iis arms).
Are you also going on the hunt with father, Uncle Otto?

O11o vox NorDHEIM (greets the boy affectionately, and
strokes his head). My young King, I don’t know yet
whether your father is going.

EckBerr. Just see the affection between these two.

Orpurr. Yes, all they need to do now is to kiss.

Hexry (looking with admiration at the sword of Orro vox
Norpaemm). What sword is this that hangs from your
belt, Uncle Otto?

Orto vox NorpHEIM. A sword like this you have never
seen, my young King, have you?

Hexry. Never.

Orro vox NorpmEIM (taking the sword from the belt).
Look at it: once upon a time, a great hero wielded this
sword. It belonged to King Etzel, King of the Huns,
who conquered nearly the whole world. I received it
as a present from King Solomon of Hungary.

Hexry (holding the sword in his hands). May I draw it
out, Uncle Otto?

Orto vox NorpaEIM. Do as you please.

HEenry (drawing the sword from the scabbard). Oh, look
at it!

EckBerT (to his two friends). He gives him his own sword
— these two seem to be great friends.

Hermany. Don’t let that trouble you: I know Nordheim;
he is somewhat of a bear. The Emperor taught him
how to dance, but, as a matter of fact, he has a wild
nature.

[In the meantime the boy is occupying himself in
making thrusts into the air with the bare sword.]

Orr0 vox NorpuEmM (to HeEnry). If you like it so well, my
young King, I'll tell you what I'll do. The time is
not far distant when they will gird you with a sword;
on that day I’ll give you this sword as a present.
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Hexwy (throws himself vehemently into the arms of Orro
vox Norpueim). I love vou, Uncle Otto!

Orpurr. That’s more than I can bear.

Hermaxx (to Orpunr). Be quiet.

Orpurr (turning to NorpHEIM; his greal anger, which he
can suppress only with difficulty, is plamly visible).
Otto von Nordheim —tell me—doesn’t what you’ve
just been offering to the young prince at all trouble
you?

[Henry stares at OrDULF with wide open eyes.]

OrT0 voN NorpaEIM. What should trouble me?

OrpurLr. The sword of a godless Heathen —

Orro voN Norpaeim. King Solomon, who wore it, is as
good a Christian as you or 1.

Orpurr. But a Hungarian is no German.

Otrto voN NorpEHEIM. What do you mean?

Orpurr. Mean? Is he not to be the German King some
day,— this young prince?

Hexry (seizing convulsively Orro von NorpHEIM’S hand).
‘Why does this man say, that I am to be king, Uncle
Otto? Am I not king already?

Orro vox NorpHEIM. You are that, my young King, and
that man there knows it perfectly well.

OrpULF (he looks the boy in the face with a sardonic, brutal
grin). You’re not going to plunge that mighty sword
of yours into me, are you? I’'m almost afraid of you.

Henry. I—1T too have a sword.

Orpurr. And a mighty one.

Orro von NorpHEIM (warningly). Ordulf —

Orpurr. Now you have heard it, young King,— my name
is Ordulf.

Hexry (he withdraws instinctively a step, clinging to Norp-
HEIM). Unecle Otto, is—is that— Ordulf?

Orourr. Of course, Ordulf-—what have you against
Ordulf?

Hexry (with wide staring eyes, pointing his finger at
Orpurr). He who puts men’s eyes out?
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OrovLr (roused to great anger). To hell with ——

Orto vox NorpHEIM. Ordulf—

Hexry (in a loud voice). TUnecle Otto—out there, in front
of the palace, are many blind men. He, Ordulf. had
their eyes put out!

Orpurr. You wretch! You—you— [He makes a motion
as though to attack the boy.]

Hexry (taking hold of the hilt of the sword with both hands,
he aims the point at Orourr). 1 pierce you, if you
strike me!

Orpurr. Take the sword from the boy, Nordheim!

[HerMaNN and EckBERT approach.]

HermanN. How can you permit this, Nordheim?

Eckeertr. The boy threatening us with the bare sword!

Or110 voN NorpHEIM (¢ries to calm Hexry). Be quiet, my
young King — '

Hexey (to Orourr, the sword still aimed at him). 1 am
not afraid of you, you— you—wicked man!

Enter Empress AGNES, followed by Countess ADELHEID VON PIEMONT,
who is leading her daughter BERTHA by the hand. Behind these, led by
a lady of the court, PRAXEDIS, a girl of the age of HENRY. They come
from the right.

AcxEs (at the sight of her son, stops in great surprise on
the right — calling aloud). Henry!

[Startled, HENrY turns his head to the right; seeing
his mother, he drops the sword slowly.]

Acones. How did you come by this sword, Henry?

Hexry. Uncle Otto gave it to me.

Acxes. And you use it to threaten people with? Hand
the sword back. [Hexry looks down in a defiant atti-
tude. AGNES comes a few steps toward him.] Wilful
boy, did you not hear me?

[HeNry remains in his defiant attitude without
moving.]
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Enter from the right Archbishop ANNO and HILDEBRAND, the Archdeacon.
They remain at the entrance. Servants bring seats for the Empress and
her party.

Acxes. Take your sword back, Count von Nordheim, I

ask of you.

Orro vox NorpHEIM (steps to the boy, and, stroking his
hair with a smile, lakes the sword from him). Don’t
be discouraged, my boy; when you are older, you will
wield your own sword.

Acxes. Tell me what happened here?

Orpurr (with a coarse laugh). I thought you had seen it,
your Highness. Your son attempted to try King
Etzel’s sword on me.

Acnes (looks at the boy, shaking her head). Oh, my child —
you give me much sorrow! [She seats herself a little
toward the front.] Forgive him his wrong, Duke
Ordulf, I beg of you. [To Hexrv.] And you, Henry,
go to the Duke, give him your hand, and ask him to
pardon you.

[With a toss of his head, Henwy takes half a step
toward Orburr, without looking at him; he offers
him his hand reluctantly, drops it again, steps back,
and shakes his head.]

Acgxes. Well —are you not going to do it?

Hexry. I cannot, I—

Acenes. You cannot?

Henry. I—T1 will not.

Ace~es. Henry—

Hexry (stamping on the ground). No! No! No!

Ac~es. Wicked boy!

Hexry (pressing both his hands to his temples). Don’t tell
me, mother, that I am wicked!

AcwEs (turning to ANNo and Hiwprsranp). You holy men
of God, come to me, I beg of you, tell this irreverent
boy what punishment is awaiting those in the here-
after who seek to take the life of others, and disobey
their parents with defiance.
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Hexry. T am notirreverent! [He rushesin despair, wvith
open arms, toward his mother, and embraces her con-
vulsively.] Mother, be good to me! Mother, be good
to me!

Acx~Es (frees herself from the embrace of the boy). Leave
me, you— wicked child.

Hexry (throws himself in despair into the arms of OrTo
voN Norprem). Unecle Otto— you—you help me!

Orro von Norpmeim. Duke Ordulf, T think it would be
better if you go now.

Orpurr. Do you think so, Count von Nordheim?

O110 vox NorpHEIM. You see how excited the boy is.

Orpurr. It wasn’t I who gave him the sword to play with.

Hermann., Of course it wasn’t, but let the matter rest
here. [In a low tone to Orpurr.] Come away now;
what more do you want?

OrpuLF (remains a moment longer lost in angry thought,
then throws hs head back). Very well, let us go.

[Orpurr, HeErmanN, EckBERT, give a courtly bow to
the Empress, and leave on the left.]

Acnes. Count Otto, don’t take my son’s part against his
mother. [Orro von NorprEM furns the boy away
from him. AcNEs, in a sudden fury of passion, ad-
vances toward Henry.] Oh, you are the torment of
my life —

Henry (lifting up both of his hands). 1 have done no
wrong! Mother, do not strike me!

[Mother and child face each other a moment in
silence, then HENRY drops his hands, and breaks
out into tears. There is a pause.]

BertHA (advances toward Henry from the rear, placing
her arm about his neck). Poor Henry —don’t weep.

Hexnry (turning toward her). Who are you?

ApsrLuED (advancing). Don’t you know her? Your cousin
Bertha? She who is to be your wife some day? -
BerTHA (has taken her kerchief from her pocket, and is dry-

ing his eyes). Come, let me dry your eyes.
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Hexry (pushing her hand away). 1 don’t need her ker-
chief — I’ve stopped erying.

AcoNEs (taking Bertua by the hand). Let him alone, my
dear child; he cannot weep, he can only make others
weep. [Conducting BErtaA back to ApeLuEein.] Cousin
Adelheid, God has dealt unjustly between us: He has
given you a good child.

AperEEm. My imperial cousin, one must often humble
one’s self before children—do you do this?

Acgxes. Day and night I humble myself before God in
prayer for him. [Axxo and HirLpEBRAND n the mean-
time have approached.] Henry —greet these holy
men.

Hexry (goes to Axxo). I greet you, Bishop Anno of
Cologne.

AcgnEs. Archbishop Anno, give him, please, your hand,
that he may kiss it. Henry, kiss the archbishop’s hand.

[HexrY bends over ANXNo0’s hand.]

Ax~o (making the sign of the cross over HExry). Peace
be with your soul, my young King; methinks you are
in need of peace.

AcgNEs. Go to the envoy of the holy Pope, Henry; greet
him, and kiss his hand.

Hexry (goes to HiLbeEsranp). I greet you,— stranger.

HrupeBraND (gives him his hand). Don’t kiss my hand, for
then I cannot see your face. [Hexwry stares at him.]
‘Why do you look at me so strangely?

Hewzvy. You—you don’t look like other men.

Hmpesranp. Look at me, and don’t forget me; for we shall
meet each other again in life. [There is a pause.]
You wear a regal band about your hair—you are a
king?

Hexry. Yes, I am a king.

Hmpesraxnp. Do you know what a king’s duties are on this
earth?

Hexry. Yes, I know them.

Hizpepranp. What are they?
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Hexry. To protect helpless people, that evil men may not
put out their eyes.

Hrmpesraxp. Ah, that was a regal thought. Now tell nie,
who is it that gives kings strength to perform the duties
of their office, do you know that also?

Hexry (after a little reflection). Kings are strong—
because they are kings!

Hrpeeranp, Must kings not fear their God?

Hexry. Kings need fear no one.

HirpeBranp. No man,—but—do yon not fear God?

Hexry. No. [Great commotion among all present.]

AGNES (startled, in a loud voice). Henry!

Hexry (looking with fear at his mother, he turns to HiLpe-
BraND). Did I commit a sin?

Acexes. You ask whether you sinned? Have you not been
taught to fear God?

Hexry (o Hiwpesranp). I love Him— why then be afraid
of Him?

HivpesraxD (places his hand on the boy’s head). My young
King, life is long; you have yet much to learn, so I
believe.

[HeExrY moves to the rear, where ADELHEID receives
him and speaks to him.]

Axnwo (i a loud, stern voice). Severe discipline! Stern,
severe discipline!

AcgNEs (sinks into a chair, folding her hands in her lap).
Do not blame me for this! Tell me, archdeacon, you
come from Rome, the source of eternal truth, are there
souls foreordained to eternal punishment?

HiLpesranp (by her side). Your question is blasphemy
against God, who permitted His Son to die that we all
might live.

Acnes. You don’t know what a comfort your anger is
to me.

Hmpesraxp. I am not here to comfort you, but to quicken
you. You are troubled about your boy, and perhaps
with much reason; but he is your child, and is no worse
than you are yourself.
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Acxes. We are all sinners, 1 know that well.

Hrpesranp.  All might be well with the boy, were he not
an emperor’s son. From his royal ancestors he has
inherited the overbearing mind quick to do the daring
deed. You would like to change him by precepts; but
precepts are mere words, and words cannot change the
blood. Change yourself first!

Acxes (her bosom heaving). Are all that are crowned
doomed to perdition?

Hrmoesranp (with a smile). You would like to hear that
your husband is excepted?

AGNEs (seizes, terror-stricken, with both hands, the hand
of HiLpeEsranD). Assure me that what you said of the
others does not apply to him!

Hitpesranp. And yet it does apply to him.

Acenes. No!

HrupeBranp. Yes!—your husband and lord, Emperor
Henry, is setting defiantly at naught the will of God,
and, therefore, God’s hand is npon him.

AcgNes. Is upon him?

Hrpesranp. For God has seen him march, four times, at
the head of noisy armies, across the Alps, down to
Rome; has seen him seize, with worldly power, the
abode of the eternal spirit; has seen him, four times,
unseat and seat popes, acts which were not in his power
to do, as they are not in the power of any one who rules
only over bodies, not over souls. This shall not happen
again, no, never! Because the time has come, when
physical power must yield to the head, when the spirit
must triumph over the flesh!

RapoTo enters from the right.

Hrpesranp ({0 Acxes). There are tidings from your hus-
band.

AcenEs (turming to Raporo). Do you come from the
Emperor?

Raroro. The Emperor sent me to ask whether Count Otto
von Nordheim wishes to join him on the hunt.
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Orto vox NorpuHEmM. I am coming! [He is about to leave
on the right; HENRY runs after him, and clings to him. |

Hexry. Unecle Otto, take me with you.

Orro voN NorpuemMm. My young King—1I don’t know —
[He looks smilingly over toward the empress. ]

HexNry (rushes from NorvHEIM fo his mother, kneels down,
and embraces her knees). Mother, let me go with him
on the hunt! Mother, please, please, please!

Acxes. No.

Hexry. Mother, only this once! I’ll never ask you again!

Ac~Es (turning impatiently from him). 1 have told you,
no. Count von Nordheim, the Emperor is awaiting you.

Otro voxn NorpHEIM. Another time, my young King. [He
leaves on the right, Raroro follows him.]

Hexry (he presses both of his fists to his eyes). Oh!
Oh! Oh!

Aexnes. Cousin Adelheid, bring your daughter to me,
please. [ADELHEID comes with BertHA to the front.]
And you, Henry, come here, speak to Bertha, and play
with her.

Hexry. I—1 cannot talk with girls! I don’t wish to play
with girls!

ApELHED (goes to HENRY, and bends smilingly over him).
Ah, my young Prince! A king you are? Kings are
courteous to women.

Hexry. Is—is that so?

ApeLuEID (bursts out laughing). Of course it is.

Henry (after severe tnner struggle). Then I will be courte-
ous also. [He goes reluctantly to BErTHA, and offers
her his hand.] There! )

ADELHEID (0 BERTHA, who doesn’t know what to do). Well,
my little daughter — Henry is offering you his hand,
will you not give him yours?

BerTHA (clinging to ApELHEID). Henry doesn’t care for me.

Acnes. Do you hear that, Henry?

Hexry (goes to BErTHA, and seizes her hand). Well, then,
come here.

[Both children stand side by side way in front.]
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Hexry. Is it true that you are to be my wife?

AcnEes. She is betrothed to you before God. It is your
duty to love her.

Hengy (turns about slowly, his eyes fall on Praxgpis, who
is standing in the rear). But—that other one I like
better.

AcxEs (turning her head about). That other one? Of
whom is he speaking?

Axxo (leading Praxevis to the front). Of this one, I
suppose.

Acexgs. This one—

[Praxepis has gone to her, and is kneeling before her.]

Axxo. The daughter of Mistevois, the Obotrite.

AcenEes (drawing back with horror). A Heathen!

Praxepis (looks boldly into her face). Praxedis is no
Heathen! Praxedis is a Christian!

Aexes. A Wend.

Axwvo. Count William von der Nordmark, who, some time
ago, killed her father in battle, made her a prisoner,
and converted her to Christianity.

Hexry (steps behind Praxepis, and strokes her hair). 1
like her.

Praxepis (turns her head toward him, looks at him smil-
wngly, then jumps up). 1 like you, too. [She offers
him both of her hands.]

Acv~es. Let go the hand of the Wendish girl! [Henry
obeys reluctantly.] Come here, Bertha, that I may
bless you.

[BerTHA goes to AaNEs, who makes the sign of the
cross over her. While AeNEs is so occupied with
BerraA, HENRY has stepped with Praxenis o the
front.]

Hexzy (in alow tone of voice). Say,canyou ride and shoot?

Praxepis (the same). Yes, I can ride and shoot.

Hexry. Would you like to go hunting with me?

Praxepis. Yes, I should like much to go hunting with you.

[There is a pause. The other ladies have approached
AcNES and BErTHA.]
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Hexry (as before). Say, are you also betrothed?

Praxepis. I don’t know, but I rather think so.

Hexry. Say—do you know —1I’ll be emperor one of these
days; would you like to be empress?

Praxepis. Yes, I would like much to be an empress.

Hexry. Well, then, let me tell you— when I am emperor,
you shall be my wife.

Praxepis. But you have a wife already, haven’t you?

Hexry. Yes—but she weeps all the time — that’s awfully
tiresome —do you weep?

Praxepis. Weep? No.

Enter from the right AsBor Huco oF CLUGNY.

Hvuco. Empress—your Highness! [A4ll present turn
their heads toward Huco.] I—1 do not wish to
frighten you—but—I—1I must tell you—

Acn~es. What tidings do you bring?

Hvuco. Count Otto von Nordheim, who went on the hunt
with the Emperor, is just returning to the palace at full
gallop.

AcNEs (rises startled from her seat). Without the Emperor?

Hvuco. Without the Emperor.

Acenes. What does that mean?

[Behind the scene, on the right, arises a low murmur
of voices, coming from the distance and increasing
i loudness. There is a noise of many steps hurry-
ing hither and thither.]

Enter, from the left, ORDULF, HERMANN, ECKBERT VON MEISSEN, UDO vVON
DER NORDMARK, and other Saxon nobles. They remain at the entrance,
and begin to tall excitedly with one another in a low tone of voice.

AaxEs (looking about perplexed and terrified). These men
—these voices — what means this hollow sound of has-
tening steps? Where is the Count von Nordheim?

Huco (looking out on the right). He is just getting off his
horse.
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OTT0 vON NORDHEIM enters from the right, bareheaded, showing great
emotion; he is followed by a crowd of palace servants, men and women,
and noblemen and churchmen, so that the stage is occupied far into
the rear. )

Orro vox NorpHEM (goes to the empress, falls on his
knees before her, seizes her hand, and bends over it).
My Empress — Almighty God!

Acexes. Where did you leave my husband, your master?

Orto vox NorbpuEIM (lifting up his face toward her, speak-
ing softly). In the hands of Him from Whose hands
he came.

Orpurr (in a loud and hard voice). The Emperor is dead.

Acexges, Oh, help me! [She staggers, takes hold of a chair;
ADELHEID hastens to her side and supports her.]

Hexry (standing in the centre of the stage, clutches his
hair with both hands). My father! [Makes a move to
run off toward the right.]

Orro vox NorpHEIM (holding him back). My young King —

Hexry. Let me go to my father!

OrTo von NomrpuEmM. He is not here; he lies out in the
forest, where he fell from his horse as he rode by my
side, suddenly, as though God had stricken him with
His thunder.

AcNEs (covering her face with her hands, falls into a chair).
God’s judgment was upon him! God’s judgment has
stricken him!

Hexry. Let me go to my father, I must go!

AxNo (taking him by the hand). Here is your mother, your
place is by her side!

Hexry (pulling his mother by the dress). Come then,
mother! mother, come!

AGNES (paying no attention to HENry, she turns and seizes
HivLpeBrAND with both hands). Don’t leave me! Don’t
leave me! T’ll die if you leave me!

Hivpesranp (holding her hands in his hands). 1 will not
leave you, nor will you die.

Hexry (pulling AcnNes by the dress). Mother, now come!
Mother, mother, come!
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Axxo (separating the boy from Lis mother). Don’t behave
so unseemly toward your mother.

Hexry. She forbade me to go to my father when hLe was
still living; now he is dead: she shall lead me tec my
dead father!

OrDULF (comes suddenly from the left toward the front and
seizes the boy by the shoulder). You are not going to
give orders here any longer! The time has come now
for you to obey. [Tossing his head about.] T speak
here in the name of all free Saxons! You have seen
this boy draw his sword against free-born men! Do
you consent that this stubborn boy, for his own welfare
and that of all Christians, be trained in churchly dis-
cipline?

Eckserr. I consent! I, Eckbert von Meissen!

ArL THE Saxons. We consent! We consent!

Orpburr. Archbishop Anno! Will you take charge of him,
and take him with you to Cologne?

Axwo. Give the boy to me.

[OrpULF pushes the boy into ANNo’s hands.]

Hexry (with an outcry). Mother!

AcxEes (she has started from the chair, has cast a terrified

look upon her son, and is now turming to HILDEBRAND).
Tell me what to do. I—1 don’t know.

Hiupesraxp. Yield, be silent, and endure.

Hexry. Mother!

Acwnes (is startled, makes a move toward her child, then
turns back). My God, give me strength, give me
strength—1 am too weak!

OrpurLr. Away with him, away to Cologne!

Hexry (frees himself from ANNo, rushes to Orro voN Norp-
"EIM, embracing his knees). Uncle Otto! Help me!
Save me, save me, save me!

[NorpuEIM stands hesitating what to do. There is a
pause.]

OrpULF (who, in the meantime, has had a whispering con-
versation with his friend). Otto von Nordheim, sur-
render the boy!
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Ecksert. Surrender him, Count von Nordheim.

Orto vox Norpaeiy. Does that mean—that you threaten
me?

AxnNo (steps between NorbueiMm and the Saxons). Who
speaks here about threat? Do you think it wrong,
Count von Nordheim, an evil thing, to educate Chris-
tian kings in Christian ways?

OrTo vox NorbHEIM (makes a move as though to put the
boy from him). My young King—T1—

Hexry (clings to him with increasing despair). Uncle Otto!
Don’t hand me over to these men! Don’t forsake me,
Uncle Otto, don’t forsake me!

[Raporo breaks suddenly through the crowd of men
and women who fill the background, and throws
himself on his knees before Or10 voN NORDHEIM. |

Raroro. In the name of God the Almighty, Count von
Nordheim, be a father to this unhappy child!

OrpuLrr (advancing a step toward Raroro). What business
have you here! Get yourself away!

Raproro. This child is speaking to you, Count von Nord-
heim, in the words of a child; but the fear that speaks
in these words is as just as the words of eternal truth!
All that remains of our Emperor Henry, Count von
Nordheim, here it is! His hope, his very own spirit,
here it is! In your hands it is! Remember your dead
Emperor, Count von Nordheim! Save your Emperor’s
hope, save his very own spirit!

Orpurr. Otto von Nordheim, how can you listen. to the
twaddle of this miserable Frank? This is the fellow
that sneaked into the festive gatherings of our serv-
ants, caught every word that fell from their unthinking
lips, and carried it in haste to the Emperor, as a dog
trained to return his master’s glove. It’s the fellow
that caused the Emperor’s heart to turn in hatred
against all that bear the Saxon name. Do you know
that, Otto von Nordheim, do you know that?
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ACT 1

A large room in the city hall at Worms. A series of steps lead up to
the back wall which is pierced with windows. On the first platform
stands a table with chairs. On the platform beneath this, a second table.
Below, in front of the stage, a third table, on which we sce a number of
open parchments, and inkstands. The entrances to the room are on the
right and left.

Go0zzo, the master of the mint, and GOzZzZELIN, the toll-collector, are seated
at the table in fromt. LAMBERT, the Mayor, and Knight ULricH vON
GODESHEIM, are standing on the steps. The ten masters of the guilds of
the merchants, butchers, smiths, sword cutlers, bakers, millers, saddlers,
coopers, fishermen, and carpenters, are standing in groups about the
stage.

Lampert. Honorable masters of the guilds, Knight Ulrich
von Godesheim, whom you know, has a message for us
from our King Henry. Listen to what he has to say.

ULrrica von GopesariM. Good citizens of Rome, Henry,
the German King, your Duke and Count, is coming to
see you.

ALl (in a simple, subdued tone of voice). He will be wel-
come.

UrricH vox GopesHeiM. He comes from Thuringia, from
the Unstrut, where he fought with the rebellious Sax-
ons from noon till the fall of night, and defeated them
in a bloody battle.

LamBerr. We heard about it.

Urrice voN GopesariM. All these great fighters have sur-
rendered unconditionally: Otto Count von Nordheim,
Frederick von Goseck, the Count Palatine, Hermann
Billung, Eckbert von Meissen and Henry von der
Nordmark, also the faithless bishops, Wezel von Mag-
deburg, and the worst of them all, Burkhardt von Hal-
berstadt.

Gozzo (striking the table). Our own Adalbert is not much
better.

Avv (laughing). No, no.
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Gozzo. We showed him the way out of the walls of Worms,
and the way back he has forgotten.

Avr (laughing). Has he?

Urricur von Gopesmaeim. King Henry knows that. King
Henry has a warm heart. llearts such as his can hate
bitterly, but also love truly; and he loves you, citizens
of Worms.

Gozzo. All the cities along the Rhine know that King
Henry is a friend of burghers.

GozzrLiN. Yes, a friend of burghers and of peasants.

Urricux von Gopesurim. 1’ll tell yon what I’ve seen with
my own cyes; it will show you that what you said is
indeed true.

Lamserr. Tell us.

Uwrricu von GopesHEIM. It happened on the banks of the
Unstrut. When the Saxon dukes saw that everything
was lost, they threw their shields on their backs, and
rode away across the fields, as fast as their horses
would carry them.

Gozzo. I wish they had broken their necks!

UwrricH voNx GopesmimM. But behind the dukes stood the
Saxon peasants, who could not run away-—why?
Because they had no horses.

LamBerr. Quite so.

Urrice von GopesaemM. Upon these, crowded together like
a herd of sheep without a shepherd, the pursuers threw
themselves. Duke Gottfried at their head with his
Lothringian horsemen.

Lameert. 1 guess not many of them survived.

UrricH von GopesaEmM. Then the fight began: a butcher-
ing and killing as in a slaughter house. But there
appeared one on a white horse, in golden armor from
head to foot, who threw himself against the Lothrin-
gians, and shouted: ¢¢ Stop, stop!”’

Lameerr. And they stopped?

Urricr vox Goboesmemm. They stopped, for that one was
the King — King Henry.
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Lamsert. Well done, King Henry!

Gozzo. God bless King Henry!

ULricH von Gopesaeim. That’s what the Saxon peasants
also said when they fell down on their kneces before
him, and ecried aloud, and kissed his hands and feet.
Thereupon, when the battle had come to an end, King
Henry said: ¢ Let us go to Worms; there I will spend
a feast day with the people.”’

LameerT (pointing to the upper table). Turn around, Sir
Godesheim; there stands the table which we have pre-
pared for our King Henry.

(Gozzo. Don’t forget the wine, Gozzelin.

GozzeLiN. You need not fear.

Gozzo. Our Liebfrauenmilch from Anno Domini —

Gozzenin. I know—

Laveerr. You needn’t tell Gozzelin that; he has a close
acquaintance with the wines of the cellars of Worms.

Avn (laughing). Yes, yes.

ULricH voN GopesHEIM. Good people, there is yet another
thing,— King Henry needs money.

Gozzo (strikes the table, laughing). 1 knew you would say
that, Sir Ulrich, I read it in your face.

Urrice voN GopesEEIM. My face?

Gozzo. I am the Master of the Mint, and have a sharp eye
for such things. Citizens of Worms, shall we love
King Henry with words only, and when he needs
money, send him away in shame, as one would a good-
for-nothing?

Ain. No!

Gozzo. Shall we open our mouth, and shut our purse?

AiL. No!

Enter from the right a Constable.

CoxstaBLE. Mayor, you are called to the gate! Xing
Henry is approaching! He is already three quarters
of the way from Hofheim.

Lameertr. Sir Godesheim, will you come with me?
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Uwrricnx vox Gopnesiierm. D'l come with you.

Lamsert (as he leaves on the right). Gozzo, Master of the
Mint, write down on your parchment what each one
of the Guilds is willing to give.

[Lamsert and GopesHEIM lewve on the right.]

Gozzo. Now the Master of the Mint is seated, and here is
his parchment. Speak up, honorable Guilds! Who
will head the list?

TaE MErcHANT. We,— the merchants come first.

TaE Burcuer. All right, the merchants may be the first
for this once, they’ll give the most, I dare say; else the
butchers would have the first say.

Tue Sworp CurLer. Don’t forget the sword cutlers, if you
please.

Tae Burcuer. The butchers have the first say.

Gozzo. Let’s come to the merchants —how much shall T
put down for them?

Tre Mercuant. Put down five hundred pound in fine

silver.

Gozzo (writing). Five hundred pound —by the Cologne
measurement ?

Tae MercaanT. By the Cologne measurement, at sixteen
ounces.

Gozzo (writes). By the— Cologne measurement. That
makes one hundred and twenty thousand denarii in
round numbers. Give me your hand! Merchants, we
are satisfied.

Tue Burcuer. - The Master of the Mint talks as though he
were King Henry himself.

Arn (laughing). Yes, yes.

Gtozzo. Let’s go on—who’s the next?

TrE BurcaEr. We can’t pay five hundred ; put down three
hundred for the butchers.

Tae Sworp CuTLEr (speaking up instantly). Put down
four hundred for the sword cutlers.

Tae Burcaer. Well, four hundred for the butchers also!
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Gozzo (laughs himself). Four hundred for the butchers —
four hundred for the sword cutlers — that’s cight hun-
dred pound —makes, in round numbers, one liundred
and twenty-two thousand denarii. Well done, butchers!
Well done, sword cutlers! Who’s the next?

Tae Baker. Put down two hundred pound for the bakers.

Gozzo (writes). Two hundred pound.

TuE Baker. Let’s see now what the millers will give.

Tree MiLLer. The millers? Well, two hundred also.

Tae Baker. There you have it.

Tae MiLer. What d’ you mean?

TaeE Baker. Aren’t you twice as rich as we are?

Tae MizLer. Not that I know of.

TaE Baker. But we know. You get your living by us!

TaeE MiLer. What’s he talking about—

Gozzo (striking the table). Goodness, the whole hall is
thick with flower dust! The bakers and the millers are
kicking up a row!

Tae BurcHER. As usual.

AvvL (laughing). As usual

Tae Mmier. Write down two hundred and fifty pound
for the millers.

TrE Baker. Sponged out of fifty pound!

AvL (laughing). Yes, yes.

Gozzo (writes). Two hundred and fifty for the millers —
two hundred for the bakers — who’s the next?

Tue Smira. Put down one hundred and fifty for the
smiths.

TaE CarpENTER. The same for the carpenters.

Gozzo (writes). The smiths, the carpenters—each hun-
dred and fifty pound. Makes three hundred in all.
Tuae SappLer. Put down a hundred pound for the saddlers.

Tae CoopeEr. The same for the coopers.

Gozzo (writes). The same —for the coopers. There are
still the fishermen.

Tre FisHERMAN (Scratching his head). The fishermen —
well — write down — fifty pound for the fishermen.
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Tae Burcaer. Fifty pound!— Did you hear?

Arn. Hear! Hear!

Gozzo. Fifty pound? What? Haven’t you caught salmon
enough this year?

TrE Fiseermax. Master of the Mint, we had a bad year.

Gozzo. Who'll believe it! I had many a salmon on my
table!

Tae MercEANT. So had 1.

TaE Baker. They fish when no one can see. We bakers
are worst off: everybody can look into our shops.
Tre MmLLer. I’ve never yet heard of a baker that starved!
Tue Baker. I'll believe it: the constant clatter of the mill

makes one deaf!
Gozzo (strikes the table). Quiet! Now fishermen, what
is it? How much shall T put down for the fishermen?
Tue FiseermMaN. Well—write down sixty pound.
Gozzo (writes). Sixty makes ten more than fifty.
Avn (laughing). Ten more.
Gozzo (takes up the parchment). That’s done now. Is
there any one else?

The Constable appears in the door on the right.

CoxsTtaBLE. Master of the Mint, two of the King’s cham-
berlains are outside.

Gozzo. The Jews?

CoxstaBLE. Ephraim ben Jehuda and Siiszkind von Orb.

Gozzo. Their elders. Let them come in.

Enter from the right EPHRAIM BEN JEHUDA and SUSZKIND vON OrB. They
cross their arms, make a bow, and remain at the entrance.

Gozzo. Jews, what do you want?

Eparaim. We have heard that the burghers of Worms
have come together to offer a money present to our
King Henry, Emperor Henry’s son, our Duke and
Count.

Gozzo. And you want to add your share?
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Eraraiv. Rabbi Isaak ben Hill¢l of the old Jewish com-
munity at Merseburg and Abraham ben Zadoch of the
new Jewish community at Magdeburg have come te us,
and told us, that King Ilenry is not one of those who
step on the worm others have stepped on, or lift up
the stone others have thrown; that King Henry is no
enemy of the Jewish people, nor does he wish to ex-
terminate them before his face. We, therefore, the
Jewish people of Worms, have met, and have said to
one another: God bless King Henry, the God of
Abraham bless him, the God of Isaac and Jacob, for-
ever, amen.

Stiszrixp. Amen! Amen! Amen!

Eparaim.  And because we cannot wear arms for him, nor
fight for him against those that are armed, we want
to help King Henry with what the Jewish people can
give, with silver and with gold.

Gozzo. We know you have money.

Avn (laughing). We know it.

Gozzo. Now, then, Ephraim ben Jehuda, how much shall
I put down for the Jews of Worms?

Epraraim (to Stszrinp). Tell him, Siiszkind von Orb, you
have it written down.

StszrIND (producing a piece of paper). Master of the
Mint, you shall write down, for the Jewish people of
Worms, three thousand gold bezants.

Gozzo. Three— thousand!

ALL (in a murmur of astonishment). Three thousand!

Gozzo (writes). Three thousand gold bezants.

Stszrinp. Master of the Mint, you shall put down for the
Jewish people of Speier —

Gozzo. Of Speier? Do you represent also the Jews of
Speier?

EparamM. As the dust is scattered hefore the wind, so are
the children of Israel scattered over the face of the
earth; but the speech of their mouth is the same, and
the soul that dwells in their body is the same.
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Gozzo. Now, then, how much for the Jews of Speier?

Stszrinp. You shall put down for the Jewish people of
Speier one thousand gold bezants.

Gozzo (writes). One thousand gold bezants.

Stuszrixp. Master of the Mint, you shall put down for the
Jewish people of Mainz five thousand Merovingian

ducats.
Gozzo (strikes the table, and leaps from the seat). Five—
five thousand! [Seats himself again, and writes.]

Tae BurcuER (f0 the others). Did you hear that?
Tae Bagker. What money they got!
Avrr. Five thousand ducats!
[A4 general murmur of excited voices.]

Enter in haste the Constable, through the door on the right.

CoxstaBLe. King Henry is in the city!

Enter from the left burghers of Worms.

Arr. King Henry is in the city!
[The people move to and fro in joyous excitement.]

Enter from the right Kine HENRY, a youth of twenty, in golden armor,
wearing a helmet on his head. He is immediately followed by DUKE
RupoLPH of Suabia, WELF of Bavaria, BERTHOLD or Carinthia, ULRICH
VON GODESHEIM, HERMANN VON G(LEISBERG, the Bishops LIEMAR of
Bremen, Eppo oF ZEITZ, BENNO OF OSNABRUCK, and LAMBERT the Mayor.
AWl present on the stage have formed a group on the left, so that the
centre of the stage has become free.

Hexry (advancing to the middle of the stage, he takes his
helmet off). My greetings to your love, my greetings
to your fidelity, my greetings to you, city of Worms!

[GopesuHEIM takes the King’s helmet.]

AvvL BurcuErs (with a thundering acclaim). We greet you,
King Henry! King Henry, we greet you!

LamBerT (holding a golden cup, which GozzeLIN has given
him, he steps before the King). King Henry, our Lord,
take the choicest of gifts which Worms can offer you
from the hands of the Mayor of Worms.
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Hexry (takes hold of the cup). 1know your wine; it has
been a comfort to me in the days of my adversity, a
friend it shall be to me this joyveus day. [Ie raises
the cup, and turns about.] Are all our guests present?
I do not see all here that T wish to see. Ulriech von
Godesheim and Hermann von Gleisberg, go and call
the wearers of my chains of honor.

[GopesHEIM and GLEISBERG leave on the left.]

Ruporpr. Chains of honor?

Hexry. Chains that a king lays on others, are they not
chains of honor?

Ruporer. Isit of the Saxon dukes that you are speaking?

Hexry. Of the dukes and of the Saxon bishops.

Ruporpa. Shall they be exposed before the whole people?
Here?

Hexry. They shall sit at table with their king. Is that not
honor enough?

Liemar (with a pleasant smile). I'm afraid they will not
think it an honor.

Hexry. They will have to learn that. We all must learn,
I had to learn. Ask Anno of Cologne.

Enter from the right, with heavy step, the Saxon Dukes, OTT0 vON NORD-
HEIM, HerMANN BiuLone, EckBerr voN MrisseN, Hexry (Uno’s
som) VON DER NORDMARK, FREDERICK (0SECK, Bishop WEZEL of Magde-
burg, Bishop BURKHARDT of Halberstadt. They are dressed in dark
garb, without swords, bareheaded, their hands are chained. They are
followed by ULRICH VON (ODESHEIM and HERMANN VON GLEISBERG. At
the entrance of the Saxon dukes, who remain standing with bent heads,
a deep, gloomy silence falls on all.

Henry. Bishop Liemar, I had to learn to forget my boy-
hood’s faith. I put no longer trust in man; but test
him as I come in contact with him. [He turns to the
group of the Saxons, at the head of which stands O1To
voN NorbHEIM ; with a slow, measured voice.] It was
a hard experience, but I have found teachers. [His
eyes remain fived on Orto voN NorpHEIM.] The hour
has come to tell them [he raises the cup, his voice gath-
ers strength], that I have become of age!
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Liemar (as before, in a low tone). And love, my dear King,
— have you found no love in the course of your hard
experience ?

Hexry (with a bitter smile). Because I was betrothed at
the age of ten? Do you mean that on that account I
should have experienced the feelings of love?

Liemar. Oh, my King, why so bitter? Did you not say
that you were happy?

Hexry. I am happy, for I have revenge.

Liemar. Better things than that you have: you have
friends.

Hexry (shrugging his shoulders). Friends?

Liemar. You yourself said so.

Henry. At least that wherewith I may buy friends, that I
have.

Liemar. Buy?

Hexry. I have power. [Bishop Liemar steps back.] And
now, men of Worms, I drink to you first, with your own
wine! [He drinks to them.]

Lamserr. God bless this drink to you, King Henry!

ArL BureHERs oF WorMs. God bless you, King Henry!

Henry (looking into the cup). Pure liquid gold, I can see
thy very heart! Thou dost conceal nothing, thou dost
promise nothing thou canst not keep! [His face dark-
ens and he is lost wn gloomy thought.] Why are men so
unlike thee? Out of the earth thou didst come, and
from the earth men came,—why are men so unlike
thee? Thy first drops give us hope, thy last, the joy
of success; comfort art thon and sweetness, at the
beginning as at the end. [Hzis glance. falls again upon
Orro voN NorprEIM.] Why do men promise what they
fail to keep? Why are men sweet, sweet as hope is to
the heart of the boy who believes in them, and bitter
as wormwood to the heart of man who knows them?
[He starts suddenly.] Give a cup of this wine to Count
Otto von Nordheim!
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LamBerT (calling). A cup!

[4 constable hands GozzeLix a cup. The latter goes
with it to Orro vox Norpurim. Ortro voN NORD-
HEIM turns away angrily.)

Hexry. Otto von Nordheim, why do you refuse this cup?

Orto von NorpHEIM. How can I raise this cup when my
arm is heavy with chains?

Hexry. Bring the key! [Hermaxxy vox GrreisBerc hands
him the key; he opens NorpHEIM’S chains, which fall
rattling to the ground.] You are freed from your
chains; you can drink now. Drink!

Orro voN NorpuemM. Why shall T drink?

Hexry. Because you heard what I said about the wine.
Because you may need it.

Ruporpr. King Henry!

WerLr. King Henry!

BertHOLD. King Henry! [Hexry turns toward them.]
RupoLpr. Though your prisoner, he is a duke and a man
of honor.

Werr. It is not right that you disgrace him in publie.

Hexry. Who thinks of disgrace? The King does him the
honor to drink to him. Is that disgrace?

Ot11o voN NorpHEM (who has taken the cup, puts it now in
anger on the table, without touching it). You lie, when
you say that you do me the honor to drink to me!

Henry (furiously). Ah!— Which of us two lied to the
other? [They look nto each other’s eyes; NorRDHEIM
averts the glance.] 1 am looking at your side. Otto
von Nordheim, why are you not girded? Where is
King Etzel’s sword, which you once wore?

Orto vony NorpHEIM. You know this as well as I do!

He~nry. By this I know that I keep my promises better
than you do! The sword you promised to the boy at
Goslar and did not deliver, Henry, the man, took from
you on the banks of the Unstrut!

Hermany., Why boast of your viectory? We know that you
defeated us!
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Hexry. Don’t. forget, Sir Hermann, that I slew your
brother Orduff.

Hermaxn. Be sure I will not forget that!

Hexry. That he may not return to put out men’s eyes, and
drive widows and orphans from their homes.

Ecrsert. We’ll all remember this day, I promise that.

Hexry. You promise that? And I promise you that the
day shall not return when you can steal defenseless
children; that’s my promise, Eckbert von Meissen, so
long as King Henry rules over Germany.

Eckserr. We’ll see how long that will last.

Henry (stepping toward Ecksert). Dare you threaten
me? Base robber of children!

Ruporpa. King Henry!

Werr. King Henry!

Hexrv. I’ll drive this margrave from his dominions as I
would a dog!

BerrHOLD. Outrageous!

[Great commotion among the Saxons.]

Liemar (o Hexry). I beseech you, King Henry, I implore
you —

Hexry. Why implore me? First call back to life the ten
thousand Saxon peasants who, by the sword of Gott-
fried, fell on the bank of the Unstrut, died, because
these men incited them to break faith with their king!
Return to me what no man can return,—a heart full
of faith, a confiding soul, my own youth, which they
stole from me!

Liemar. My Lord and King, be not overcome by anger.
[He takes the King’s hand, and points to the burghers
of Worms.] Remember you have friends!

Hexnry (pressing Liemar’s hand). You are right, you are
right! [Turning to the burghers of Worms, he notices
Gozzo, who approaches him, parchment in hand.]
This parchment —is it for me?

Gozzo. King Henry, it’s the record of the money which
the city of Worms offers you as a gift. There are
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better gifts than gold, I know well; but gold may be
touched and handled, and, therefore, it’s a sure thing.

Hexry (taking the parchment). Let me then touch and
handle it. [He looks wnto the parchinent.] Isit—is it
true that you mean to do all this for me?

Gozzo. Indeed, and with a glad heart.

Hexry. Mayor, give me your hand! [Ile seizes LAMBERT’S
hand.] But this is not enough— [He throws his arm
about LiamBERT’S shoulder.] Here, come to me—so!
[He draws LAMBERT to him and kisses him.] I thank
thee, City of Worms!

Arr 1HE BurcHERs oF Worms. God keep thee, King
Henry! God keep thee and bless thee!

Hexry (looks again into the parchment). Whose names
are these, down at the bottom? The Jews of Worms,
of Speier, of Mainz? [Qlancing up.] Are the Jews
here? [EpaRAIM and SUszxiND approach. To ErH-
ratM.] What is your name?

Lameert. The name of this one is Ephraim ben Jehuda;
Siiszkind von Orb is the name of the other. They are
the elders of the Jews of Worms.

Eparamm. The people of our community have come to-
gether, the Jewish people of Worms, and have said to
one another, God bless King Henry, the God of Abra-
ham bless him, the God of Isaac and Jacob, forever.
Amen.

Stiszxinp. Amen! Amen! Amen!

Hexry. Why shall your God bless me?

Eparamm. Because King Henry is not one of those who
step on the worm others have stepped on, or lift up the
stone others have thrown; nor does he wish to extermi-
nate the Jewish people before his face.

Hexry. You speak the truth. Ben Jehuda, give me your
hand. [Eparamv, with a low bow, places his hand in
that of the King.] 1 accept your gift, and also your
blessing: for the God of Abraham is also my God.
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Liemar. King Henry!

[4 low murmur among the dukes, astonishment and
whispers among the burghers.]

Hexry (fwrning about). Who thinks otherwise?

WezeL. The whole of Christendom knows that the God of
the Jews is not our God!

BurkaARDT. And that all who speak as you have spoken
are heretics!

Hexry (with an angry smile). You forget that I was edu-
cated by a priest. I know the Bible better than you do.
Is it not written, ‘‘ Render unto Casar what is
Cesar’s?’’ Wezel and Burkhardt, bishops though you
be, what have you given your Ceasar, your king?
[There 1s a pause. He laughs.] Ah, this has stopped
the crowing of the roosters!

BurkaarpT. You call me a rooster? You think I crow?
Well, then, I'll crow so that the people in Rome will
hear me! Indeed, they have heard the crowing al-
ready! Pope Gregory knows who you are, what you
are—your very thoughts!

Hexry. Does that mean that you have written him, without
my knowledge?

BurkaarpT. If you want to know it, yes!

HeNry (starts up in anger, controls himself, and bursts out
laughing). Did you hear that? Bishop Burkhardt von
Halberstadt wishes us to know that he can read and
write !

BurknARDT (flUushed with anger). That—that I can read
and —and write?

Hexry. What other reason could you possibly have had
for writing to the Pope? You did well. Pope Gregory
will be delighted to hear that you can write. It is a
rare accomplishment among German bishops.

Gozzo (laughing). True enough! Our own Adalbert did
not know much about it!

AvL THE BurcHERs oF WorMs (guffawing). It’s the truth!
It’s the truth!
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Liemar. King Henry, King Henry, is it right and proper
to expose the bishops of our church to the guffaw of
these people?

Hexry. When the roosters crow, the horses whinny; that
has always been so. Why did the rooster of Halber-
stadt crow so loud!

Burkuarpr. Pope Gregory knows the life you lived in
your castles in the Harz,— drinking and gambling, with
harlots and boon companions!

Hexry (n a loud voice). (Give him some wine, else he’ll
choke!

Gozzo (laughing aloud). Good!

AvL THE BurcHERS oF WorMs (guffawing). Good! Good!

Burkuarpr. That you appropriated the estates of the
churches and cloisters, and sold bishoprics for gold,
Pope Gregory knows also!

Hexry. I’m glad be knows it. He’ll not be surprised to
learn, therefore, what I mean to do now. Wezel and
Burkhardt, I shall drive you out of your bishoprics,
do you hear? I shall buy two. other bishops in your
stead ; with the money of the Jews I shall buy them!

[4 solemn stillness falls upon all after these words.]

Liemar. 1 pray that God may not have heard the words
you have just spoken, King Henry.

Henry. Let Him hear my words—let the whole world
hear them! I care not whether it be duke or vassal:
I am the King, and the will of the King is law in Ger-
many! I care not whether it be Jew or Christian: I
am the King, and allegiance to the King is religion to
the German people! Why do we waste our time? I
came here to have a day of feasting! A joyous mes-
sage I am awaiting from the Pope! In your midst I
will receive it. Pope Gregory will invite me to come to
Rome. I have become King, I want to be Emperor!
He will put a erown upon me, and this ecrown will be a
bright ornament on my head! My heart will rejoice
in my bosom, and my foes shall lament at my feet!

Vor. XVII—4
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Let music resound, and bring to me women and wine!
Why are there no women at this feast?

Lameert. My King, we —we did not think —

Gozzo. Pardon us, King Henry, our women do not attend
the feasts of our men.

Hexry. My good people, vour women will have to learn it:
flowers should be where they can be scen.

Gozzeuin. My King, there is a lady outside. [Hexry be-
comes attentive.] Do you wish to see her? She has
been here for some time, asking permission to see you.

Hexry. For some time?

GozzeLin. She has been in Worms a number of days. She
is of noble birth. [He glances toward the Saxon
prisoners.] I believe she belongs to the party of the
dukes.

[There ts a murmur among the Saxons.]

Henry (smiling). A fair intercessor? By God, let her
come in! [GozzeELIN proceeds to the door on the right.]
If she be pretty, she will be an intercessor with mine
own heart; I will give her a warm welcome.

Enter from the right PRAXEDIS, in a dark dress, a veil over head and face.
She stops before HENRY.

Hexrv. Remove your veil, I do not care to play hide and
seek with pretty women.

Praxepis (removing the veil, she looks smilingly at him,—
i a low voice). Yes, every one knows King Henry
does not like that.

Hexry (pleasantly surprised). Praxedis! [Offers her
both of his hands.]

Praxepis. You remember me?

Hexry (holding both of her hands, he looks into her face).
It is a long time since we saw each other last.

Hexry vox pErR NorDMARK (advancing from the group of
the Saxons). This is my wife.

Hexry (paying no attention to him). Have you thought of
me in all this time?



KING HENRY a1

Praxepis (with a gay laugh). Who can forget King Henry!

Hexry vox pErR NorpMark. She is my wife!

Hexry. I heard that she took you for a husband. [To
Praxepis.] Are you satisfied with him?

Praxepis. You see I am, for I've come to intercede for him.

Hexry vox per Norpmarg. Who asked you to do that?
No one need intereede for me.

Hexry. Why so rude, my good Count? It hurts no man
to receive favors from pretty women. [7'0 Praxepis.]
‘What is it you ask for him?

Praxepts. He did not fight against you.

Hexry. I know that; but Udo did, his father. I hold him
as a hostage for his father.

Praxepis. Is it customary to hold hostages in chains?
Free him from his chains, King Henry,— will you?
[She looks imploringly at him, as she folds her hands.]

Hexry (looks at her with loving eyes). By God, she has
learned to fold her hands.

Praxevis (looks up into his eyes). Please! Please!

Hexry (straightening himself). Off with the chains from
Henry von der Nordmark!

[ULrice vox GobesHEIM and HERMANN voN GLETs-
BERG approach him. HENRY voN DER NORDMARK
steps back.]

Hexry vox DER NorpMARK. I don’t wish to be freed.

Hexry. You—you don’t wish to?

Hexry vox pDER NorpMmark. Not in this way; indeed, not!
Not, while my friends are in chains!

Praxepis (as before). Remove the chains from all of them!
King Henry—will you? Please! Please!

Hexry (looks at her with a smie of surprise). Ah, ser-
pent! Gold-tongued serpent! Yet I am comforted, for
Adam also was a man! [Calling.] Remove the chains
from all of them!

[Surprised, all present in the hall, utter a whispered
““4h!’’ UrricH voN GopEsHEIM and HERMANN vON
GLEIsBERG approach to wunlock the chains. The
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burghers put their heads together. Liemar stands
alone with sorrowful face. The Dukes Ruporpu,
WeLr, and BrrtHOLD, together with the Bishops
Erro and Brxxo, form a group.]

WELF (1 a low tone to the others). What do you say to
this?

Ruporpu. It’s shameful! It’s outrageous!

Berrmorn. It’s outrageous!

Hexry (stands with Praxepis in front of the stage, caring
naught about the whispers behind his back). What
will you give me for all this I am doing for you?

Praxepis (looks at him sharply, smiling slyly). 1 will give
you good counsel.

Hexry. Good counsel?

Praxepis. Don’t forget that you have a wife.

Hexry (with a hiss). Ah-—serpent! By God! I give her
honey, and, in return, she gives me poison! [He
turns.] Let’s sit down— why stand all day?

LamBerT (pownting to the table on the upper platform).
The table is ready for you, King Henry.

HEexry (fo the Dukes RupoLrH, BErRTHOLD, and WELF). Let
us sit down, Dukes! [7o the Bishops Liemar, Epro,
and BExwo.] You, Bishops, also! [Taking Praxepis
by the hand.] You, my Countess, sit by my side. [He
leads Praxeprs up the steps, the Dukes Ruporrh,
BerTHOLD, and WELF, with the Bishops LieMar, BENNo,
and Erro, follow him; they all seat themselves at the
upper table.] Where do the burghers of Worms sit?

LaMsBErT (stepping to the table on the middle platform).
With your permission, King Henry, at this table.

Hexry. This permission is gladly given. [Gozzo, Goz-
ZELIN, and the masters of the guild go to the middle
table.] And give the Jews a place there also.

[4A movement among the burghers.]

Gozzo (looks at his friends inquiringly). The Jews, at
our table?

EparaM (who has stopped with Stszxkinp voN Ors below
on the stage). We thank you, King Henry. Let this
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favor that vou have shown us suffice. Let us not sit
by the side of these men, who have an aversion to sit
with Jewish people.

Hexry (standing behind the table). What was your name?
I've forgotten it.

Laxeerr. Ephraim ben Jehuda is his name.

Hexry., Well, then, Ephraim ben Jehuda, understand, that
it is not proper to decline favors offered by the king.
Take a seat there at the table, you and your friend.

[EpaRAIM and SUszrIND cross their arms, make a
deep bow, walk to the table of the burghers, and
seat themselves at one of the corners. The King
with Praxepis at his side, the Dukes and Bishops
whom he has taken to his table, have seated them-
selves. The burghers of Worms are also seated.
The Saxon nobles stand in a sinister group about
the table below on the stage; they have crossed
their arms, none of them is seated. The rest of
the people fill the back of the stage. Servants
enter from the left, carrying drinking-cups on
trays. They carry them to the tables, on which
they put the cups. In doing so, they approach the
Saxons, to whom they offer the cups because they
are not seated. The Saxons decline with a shake
of their heads.]

HerMaNN (to the servants). Drink the wine yourself.

Hexry. Will the Saxon Dukes not drink with us?

ALL THE SAax0NS. No!

Henry. Then let them look on! Raise the cups! [Every-
body raises his cup.] Let us touch our glasses in honor
of the day —

The constable enters hurriedly on the right.

Tae ConstaBLE. King Henry! [Hexry turns to him.]
Two nobles have just arrived,— Gottschalk and
Adalbert.

Hexry (rising quickly). My messengers from Rome!

Tre ConsTaBLE. A lady is with them. L
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Hexry. Another woman? So much the betier! how
them in! [The constable opens a door behind him. ]

Empress AGNES enters slowly from the right, dressed in the rougl garb
of a penitent, a cord about her waist, her naked feet in sandals.
GorrscHALK and ADALBERT, who enter directly behind the empress,
remain at the door.

AGNES proceeds slowly toward the middle of the stage, her eyes rigidly
fized on Kine HENRY and PRAXEDIS. She starts convulsively, and stops
as she recognizes PRAXEDIS. A whisper passes throwgh the hall at the
moment the Empress enters: “ Emperor Henry’s widow!” All who
were seated rise and remain standing. There is breathless silence. King
HENRY has become deathly pale; his whole bearing bespeaks the intense
emotion that passes through him.

Hzexry (hoarsely). My mother!— Does she come —

Acxes. Your mother comes from Rome. On my way I

met a woman in misfortune.

[Praxepis makes a move to leave Kine Henry’s
side.]

Hexry (furning suddenly to Praxepis). Where are you

going?

Praxepis. Away!

Hewry (holding her hand). Stay! [Praxepis makes an

attempt to resist.] 1 command it!

[HeExry voN pDER NorDMARK leaves the group of the
Saxons. Otro von Norburim holds him back. A
brief, excited murmur arises among the Saxons.]

AcnEes. I found her at a place,—I’ve forgotten its name

—it was a miserable place. She was leading a boy by
the hand. By this I knew that she had a husband. I
asked her, ¢ Where is your husband?’’ She did not
know. Then I asked, ‘‘ Boy, where is your father? ”’
The boy did not know. I have come to seek the man
who left his wife, to seek the father who left his child.
Today I have found him. [Stretching her hand toward
Kive Hexry.] Behold—it is the German King!
[4 gloom settles upon the people.]
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Hexry. Since my mother herself —says it, I-—1 hope she
will not forget that she is speaking to the King.

Acxes. Here T find him — by the side of his mistress!

Praxepis (with an outcry). I am not his mistress!

Acxes. Mistress!

Hexry vox pER NorDMARK (resisting furiously the efforts
of the Saxons who hold him back). This is my wife!

Praxepis (freeing herself forcibly from Kixc Hexry). By
force he led me to this place!

Hexry vox pErR Norpmarg. Come here to me, wife!

Praxepis. By force he kept me by his side!

Hexry vox pEr NorpMARK. Say no more! Your husband
will speak for you! [He has gone toward her, and has
ascended a few steps.]

Praxepis (meeting him from above, she throws herself into
his arms). 1 came to intercede for my husband —
Hexry vox pER NorpMArk (drawing her roughly to him).

Say no more, I tell you!

Ruporpa. Lead her out, Count Henry: the King will make
no objection.

Hexry (turning his head quickly toward Ruoorpr). Who
gives orders while I am here? [7To HenNrY voN DER
Norpmark.] You may take her out. [HexrY vox DER
Norpmark and Praxepis leave on the right. Kixc
Hexry crosses his arms, and turns with an icy smile
toward Acxes.] This is settled now! What presents
has my mother brought me from Rome?

Acnes. Henry!

Hexry (with ironic disdain). I'm speaking now as in past
days. Did I ever receive aught but good things from
my mother?

AcnEes. Do you speak thus to your mother?

Hexry (with a vehemence suppressed only with difficulty).
To my mother! Who for fifteen long years has not
asked after me!

Acxes. Fifteen years I have thought only of you—

Hexry. In this garb of a penitent?
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Acexes. As a penitent, and in prayer to God.

Hexry., I thank you for this, my mother: your prayver has
been answered. Yonder are my foes, defeated by me.

Acaxes. Not for that I've prayed.

Hexry. For what then?

Aaxes. For the salvation of your soul.

Hexry (shrugging his shoulders). Of my soul? Ask Anno
of Cologne, what has become of my soul. You gave it
to him for safe keeping.

AcnEs (looks helplessly about). Is there no one here who
will speak for me to my son’s heart?

Henry. Let’s come to business. What’s your message
from Pope Gregory?

Acxes. How do you know that I come from him?

Hexry. Is he not your father confessor?

Acexes. If you know I come from him, let us step aside,
and talk in private.

Hexry. Whose sins did you confess to him?

Acnes. Let us step aside that I may give you his mes-
sage in private.

Hexry. Whose sins did you confess to him?

Ac~Ees. Your sins!

Hexry. And the sins against your son, did you confess
these also?

AcNEs (her hands before her eyes, she falls down upon the
steps). Oh, how terrible!

Liemar. King Henry! This is against God, man, and
nature.

Henry. Yes:against nature, Bishop Liemar, you’re right!
Against nature is this very day, as all the days of my
life have been! [He strikes his breast.] The sun
shone in my heart, but its light was extingnished! The
child’s longing cry for its mother was in my heart:
in its place, I was given the litany! For love I hun-
gered: in its place, I was given a stone, and my lan-
guishing heart condemned to die of hunger!
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Runorpr. This can’t continue!

Werr. It must not be!

BertaoLp. It’s outrageous!

[A4 low threatening murmur, becoming louder and
louder, passes through the hall: ** Qutrageous!
Outrageous! Outrageous!’’]

HEexry (stretching out his clenched fist). What are you
grumbling about; what is it you want, what is out-
rageous? Outrageous are the sins committed against
me! T had to suffer them, and, therefore, I remem-
ber them! Tested in the fire of pain, I've become
hard as iron, and know no longer the feelings of
tenderness. Having outgrown the conscience of the
common man, I stand far above you. Woe to him who
touches the cutting edge of the iron! [There is a
silence.] 1 sent a message to Rome, inquiring of Pope
Gregory when he would crown me. What is Pope
Gregory’s answer?

AcexNEs (motioning to GorrscHALK and Aparsert). I can
say no more. You talk to him.

[GorTrscHALK and ADALBERT come forward.]

GorrscHALK. Pope Gregory sends his greetings to Henry,
the German King, and addresses him in these words:
T have held your hand in my hand when you were a
boy, I have walked with your soul until this day, I was
vour friend, I am still your friend, and I hope to remain
your friend.”’

Hexry (in nervous unrest). I hope so too. When will
Pope Gregory crown me Emperor?

GorrscHALK. ‘‘ Now that all who fought against you are
at your feet, now that you have become the first among
men, the most honored and most mighty,—1I request
of you, King Henry, as a father requests his son, as a
friend requests his friend, be also the best among
men.”’

Hexry. When will Pope Gregory crown me Emperor?
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[There was a pause. Hexry plays nervously with the
hilt of his sword.] When will Pope Gregory —
GorrscHALK (advances anxiously one step toward him).

I beg of you, King Henry, hear me —

Hexry. I’ve been listening to vou long enough.

GorrscHaLk. The Pope’s love is sineere; hiz heart knows
no falsehood. Have no doubt about this, King Henry.
You know me to be vour most faithful servant. Have
no doubt about this, even if —

Hexry. Even if —?

GortscHALK (showing great agitation and anziety). FEven
if Pope Gregory — cannot grant today what you ask
of him.

Hexrvy. Ah—!

GorrscHALK. It’s a question of time, King Henry! For
the present only! For the moment only!

Hexry. And why not in this moment?

GorrscHALK (raising his hand). Dearest King —

Hexry. Why not?

GorrscaaLk. Let us be alone, King Henry. To deliver
the message to you in person, was the Pope’s order.

Hexry. Why not here? Why alone? Why these sub-
terfuges?

GorrscHALR. Not subterfuges —

Hexry. Then, why not here before all the people?

GorrscHALK. Because Pope Gregory wishes to speak to
you as a father speaks to his son —

Hexry. I am Emperor Henry’s son, not son of the Pope
in Rome.

GorrscHALK. Bishop Liemar, help. You talk to him!

Liemar. For the good of the empire, King Henry —

Hewxry. I, asyour King, command you, Gottschalk! Speak!

GorrscHALK. Because you— [Once more he lifts up im-
ploringly his hands.] Xing Henry —

Henry (bending over the table). Because I—

GotrscHALK (drops despairingly hands and head). Because
you—you are not prepared for it yet.

Hexry. Ah—!
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ALL THE Saxoxs (talking excitedly to one another). Hear
what the Pope said! What the holy Pope said!

GorrscuaLk. Because the head on which the German im-
perial crown is to rest must be as pure as the mountain
covered with freshly fallen snow, free from sin, above
the common, beyond suspicion. And because the holy
Pope has heard that it is not so with you, King Henry.

ALL THE Saxoxs (as before). Hear what the Pope said!

GorrscuaLkr. Therefore, before he will anoint your head
with the ointment, thrice holy; before he will place
upon your forehead the consecrated ring which en-
circles the dominions of the whole baptized world,—
you, King Henry, shall confess —

Hexry (bursting into a wild laughter). Confess?

GorrscHaLk. Not in publie, King Henry, not in public;
for Pope Gregory will not ask anything of you which
would disgrace you—

Hexry. Confess? What?

GorrscEALK. Whether it be true that you sold bishopries
for gold? Whether you put away your lawful wife —

Henry. Because that priest in Rome orders me to do it?

GoTTsCHALK (sinks on his knees, raising his hands). Under-
stand that he cannot do otherwise! TUnderstand that
he speaks to you as a father, gently and justly!

Hexry. That he’s a monk, that I understand! A renegade
monk!

GorrscHALK (leaping to his feet). XKing Henry!

[An outcry throughout the hall: ‘“ Kine HExry! ']

Hexry (comes from behind the table moving toward the
front). Three popes Emperor Henry unseated!
Listen what Emperor Henry’s son will say to the
Roman priest! [He has reached the table in front,
on which the parchments are lying. He strikes the
table.] Here are the things to write with! Bishop
Liemar, come here! Sit down at this table and write!

Liemar (approaching reluctantly). What—what shall 1
write?
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Hexry. Sit down!

Liemar. To—to whom shall T write?

Hexry. You will hear in a moment —sit down! [LieMar
seats himself. Hexry stands in the middle of the stage,
dictating i a loud voice.] *‘‘ Henry, by the grace of
God King, to Hildebrand, the spurious monk, the
usurping Pope, who from this day is Pope no longer —

LiEMAR (throwing away his pen). I will not write this!

Hexrv. Liemar!

Liemar (jumping from his chair). 1 will never write this!

Henry. Are you also one of my enemies?

Liemar. He who writes this letter for you would be your
worst enemy.

Henxry. Benno of Osnabriick, come here!

Bexxo. No, King Henry!

Hexry. Eppo of Zeitz!

Erro. No, King Henry!

Hzexry (stamping on the ground). No, King Henry! No,
King Henry! Obstinate rebels!

Liemar. Never have we been more faithful to you than
in this moment. [He falls on his knees before Hexry,
seizing his hands.] King Henry, I've obeyed you, I've
served you, I’ve loved you! Come to your senses,
King Henry, don’t write these words! Anger dictated
them to you; a curse will be the answer! A fire these
words will kindle, a great consuming fire! Who knows
what it will destroy, where it will end!

HEexry (looking, over the kneeling LieMar, toward WEzEL
and BurkuArDpT). There they stand, Wezel and Burk-
hardt, both of them! [With a sudden resolve.] I
know now who is to write this letter. Burkhardt of
Halberstadt, you are a master in the art of writing,
are you not? Come to the table!

BurgmarpT. I—1 shall—?

Henry. Write for me the letter to Hildebrand, the spuri-
ous monk,— that’s what you shall do!

BurkaarpT. I Will not do it!
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Hexry. You will not do it? [Calling to the right.] Call
my soldiers!

Burkmarpr. This is compulsion!

AvLL THE Saxoxns, Dukes, axp Bwsaoprs. This is compulsion!

Hexry. The King’s will is law in Germany!

[4 crowd of armed soldiers force their way througl
the open door on the right, remaming there.|

Hexry. Burkhardt of Halberstadt, will you write this
letter?

Burxkaaror. 1 will not write it!

Hexry (fo his soldiers). Draw your swords! [The sol-
diers draw their swords.] Burkhardt of Halberstadlt,
will you write this letter?

BurkuarDT. No!

Hexry (fo his soldiers, pointing to BurkHARDT). Have
your eyes on this man! If I count up to three, and he
doesn’t sit down at this table and write, cut off his
bhead and throw it on the table!

BurkrARDT. My God in Heaven, do You hear that? Do
You see what’s being done? Will You suffer it?

Liemar. King Henry! King Henry!

Bexwo axp Epro (rushing forward). What are you doing,
King Henry! What are you doing!

Hexry. 1 am counting — one!

BurkrARDT. Otto von Nordheim! You help!

Orro von NorpEEIM. Rudoph, Berthold, and Welf, Dukes
of the empire, do you see this monstrous iniquity that
is being done?

RuporpH. We shall not permit it to be done!

BerrHOLD AND WELF. We will not permit it!

Hexry. But you will have to permit it! Burkhardt of
Halberstadt, I am counting —two!

BurkrArDT (with clenched fists toward Hexry). Satan!
Satan! Satan! [He falls down on the chair at the
table.] But by the side of my own writing — listen
to what I tell you—1I’ll draw a lance, for a sign, that
I wrote under eompulsion!
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Hexry. Draw as many lances as vou please, but write
what I dictate. |[IHe dictates as before.] *‘ Because
you have nsurped authority, and made yourself a judge
over God-chosen kings, yourself guilty of simony— "’

BurknARDT (throwing away his pen). 'That’s not true!

Liemar. No, it’s not true!

Erro axp BeExnyo. Pope Gregory is not guilty of simony!

Hexry (advancing half a step toward Burkiraror). ‘¢ Your-
self guilty of simony!”’ [Burxuaror fakes up his
pen, and continues to write.] ¢ Because you have
ascended the Papal throne on which you are seated,
and have seized it through bribery, cunning and
force— "’

BurkuarDT (resisting in despair). Oh! Oh! Oh!—

[4 low murmur throughout the hall increases in
loudness, so that the King, to drown it, is obliged
to keep on raising his voice.]

Hexry. ‘¢ Because you have assumed the authority of a
judge over the deeds and lives of others, you who your-
self are living in illicit relations with another man’s
wife— 7’

AcxEs (startled). Man, of whom are you speaking?

Hexry. Of Mathilde, the Countess of Canossa, wife of
Duke Gottfried!

AGNEs (rising from the ground, stretching out her arms).
I call the omniscient God as a witness! What this man
says is a lie!

ALL THE Saxons. A lie! A lie!

AcenEes. Blasphemy and a lie!

Hexry. ‘¢ While you yourself are living in illicit relations
with another man’s wife,—therefore, be it known to
you, another shall be Pope in your place, a better
one than you are! Therefore,Icommand you,descend
from your throne, which does not belong to you! Come
down! Come down!”
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Lieamar. TIt’s an outrage against God!

[There is an outcry throughout the hell: ““ Outrage
against God! ")

Liemar. Let us not stay with this man, that we may not
be partakers of his ruin!

Ruporpu. Let us be gone, away from this place!

ArL tHE Duxkes, Bisuors, aAxp Burcugirs (horrified, talking
confusedly to one another). Let us be gone! Away
from this place! Away from this place!

[A4 wild tumult arises; the crowd throngs to the doors
on the right and left, seeking to find an exit.)

Hexry. What does this mean?

[The flight of the people ceases. The crowd gathers
on the right and left in dense groups. The stage
m front is empty.]

AcNEs (stands stately erect). That means a tempestuous
storm, which will blow the leaves from the trees, as a
sign that thunder and lightning are approaching!

Hexry. Only withered leaves the storm blows from the
trees, and withered leaves are as chaff! For every
coward that deserts me now, my soul will gain the
strength of three men. [He steps to the table, signs
the letter, them gathers up the parchment.] Ulrich
von (odesheim! [GopesHEIM approaches. Hexry
hands him the parchment.] Tomorrow my messenger
shall ride to Rome!
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ACT II
Scexe T

The nave of the Basilica Sancta Jaria Majore at Rome. At the back of the
stage, the high altar, before this, toward the front, on a platform, stands
the throne of the Pope. It is dark. Wax tapers are burning at the high
altar, which give light to the stage. Choir boys, holding burning tapers,
are standing directly behind the Papal seat. Pope GREGORY s seated on
the throne. Abbot HuGo of Clugny, Bishop OTTO of Ostia, are stand-
ing at the right and left of the throne of the Pope. The Prefect of
Rome, in full armor, stands on the right in front. CENCIUS, in armor,
his arms bound on his back, Knight GERBALD, in penitent garb, and a
number of guards of the Basilica, are standing behind the Prefect. The
space behind the throne and the high altar is filled with priests; the
front part of the stage on the right and left, with men and women of the
Roman people.

When the curtain rises, we hear the last strains of the chant of the priests.

He will break the power of the mighty —
He will exterminate the unjust —
But the just will live forever and ever.
[There 1s a pause.]

Grecory. If there are any waiting, Prefect, lead them
before me.

Prerect. Holy Pope, there are yet others who are asking
a hearing, more important than these.

Grecory. Who?

Prerecr. Messengers from Henry, the German King.

[There 1s a pause.]

Grecory. Yonder are men in chains, men in penitential
garb. To loosen chains, to comfort souls waiting for
salvation, is more important than to hear royal mes-
sages. Henry’s messengers shall wait.

Prerecr (seizes CExcius by the shoulder, and thrusts him
forward, so that he falls on his knees). You know this
one. It is Cencius, the Count, Stephan’s son. A most
wicked criminal.

Grecory. Of what does Cencius stand accused?

Prerectr. You know his crime: against your own person
he committed it. You know that he broke with armed
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force into this lioly church, dragged you from the high
altar, carried you to his castle, and kept you a prisoner,
till we, your faithful people of Rome, stormed his
castle, and liberated you out of his hands!

Gerecory. Cencius, do you confess your guilt?

Cexncivs (wn a low tone of voice). Tamguilty! Tam guilty!

Grecory. What you have done openly, all have seen.
What you have done to me when I was a prisoner in
your castle, that confess now before these people!

Cexcrus. I confess that I drew my sword against you, and
brandished it above your head; because I sought to
force from you the possession of lands my heart
coveted.

GrecorY (with a turn of his head). Men of the Church,
what punishment does Cencius deserve?

TaE Priests. As a robber, death!

Grecory. Men of the Roman people, what punishment does
Cencius deserve?

Tae ProrLE (answering from the right and from the left).
As a robber, death!

[There is a pause.]

Grecory. Priests and laymen, you are mistaken. This
man has sinned; not, however, against the Church, but
only against me, against Gregory, the man. He who
sins against men may be forgiven. It is better that
he live and do penance than that he die. Cencius, will
you do penance?

Cexcrus. I will do penance.

Gerecory. Will you go to Jerusalem, confess, pray, and do
penance at the tomb of our Saviour?

Cexcius. I will confess, and pray, and do penance at the
tomb of our Saviour.

Grecory (to the Prefect). Remove his chains. [The Pre-
fect unlocks CeNcius’ chains, these fall to the ground.
To Cexcrus.] Stand up! [Cexcrus rises.] Cencius,
you were a robber! Cencius, you are my brother!

Vor. XVII--56



66 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

[Offering him his hand.] Go on your mission, return
from Jerusalem, and sin no more.

Cexcrus (seizes GREGORY’s hand, and covers it with kisses).
You—you are holy! You are holy—

Hveo. It’s true, what this man says—

ALL (ecstatically). Holy! Holy! Holy!

GRrEGORY (stretching out his hand commandingly. Imme-
diate silence). Holy is the Church. Gregory is a man,
poor and weak, like other men! [There i1s a pause.
GrEGORY’s eyes fall on GerBarp.] Who is this man
yonder in penitential garb?

PrerFecT (motions to GErBALD to step forward). His name
is Gerbald. He is a Walloon; a Flemish Knight.

[GerBALD falls on his knees.]

Grecory. What do you want of me?

GerBALD (stretching both of his hands toward him). These
hands! Free me from these hands.

Grecory. What’s the matter with your hands?

GersaLp. Murder is upon them! Blood and treason!

Grecory. Confess more in detail! Whom did you kill?

GerBarp. Arnulf, the Flemish Count. I was his vassal!

Grecory. You slew your own master, wretched man?

GerBaLD (with deep emotion). 1 slew my own master! As
he was riding by my side at the battle of Bavinkhoven!
I killed him because Robert, the Frisian, bribed me
with money! Thrice be it cursed! Like two mur-
derers, these hands track me through life! I offer
them to you! Save me from them! I’ve traveled
through the world, I’ve been on my knees before every
holy image, I've dipped these hands into every conse-
crated well—mno one could help me, no one could save
me. You save me, mighty Pope of Rome! Open your
mouth, and let your word proceed from it; it will calm
my soul; it will banish the shadow of the slain one
from my eyes! For you have power over the souls
of men as over their bodies, you are holy, holy, and
just!
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Grecory. Will you do penance? Will you offer me yvour
hands, your blood-stained hands?

GerBarLp. I will do penance. I will offer you my blood-
stained hands.

Grecory. Stretch out your hands, that I may sever them
from your arms.

GerBALD (stretches out both of his hands). Here they are!

Grecory. Draw your sword, Prefect! [7The Prefect draws
his sword; the people on the right and the left, and the
priests from the rear, step forward to see the spec-
tacle.] Seize his right hand! When I tell vou, strike!

[The Prefect advances toward GERBALD. ]

GERBALD (turns up his sleeve, and holds the naked right
arm toward him). Not my hand only, but my whole
arm! Sever it from my body!

[The Prefect, his eyes on GREGORY, waiting for a sign
from him, seizes GErRBALD’S hand.]

GreGory (t0 Gerearp). And what will you do when you
have no arm?

GerBaLp. Beg on the way, die under the foot-steps of
passers-by, and bless you when I die, for you laid upon
me just penance!

GreEcory. Put your sword into your scabbard, Prefect!
[The Prefect steps back, and replaces his sword.]
Priests and laymen, behold a sinner unlike other sin-
ners! A truly penitent man! Gerbald, the Walloon,
listen to what I have to say to you. Your sins shall
not be forgiven you today, they shall not be forgiven
you tomorrow, nor in a week, nor in a month —but
some day they shall be forgiven you.

GerBaLp. My sins shall be forgiven me?

Grecory. You shall go to Hugo, the Abbot. He will put
you in the Cloister of Clugny, to do penance, to receive
punishment, and undergo pain. But you shall take
your hands with you. And when the day comes that
I march with an army of Christians to Jerusalem, to
wrest the tomb of our Savidur from the hands of the
Heathens, then you may go forth from the Cloister
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of Clugny. Then you shall fasten the holy cross npon
your bosom, and you shall use these your hands, your
blood-stained hands, for Christ and the holy Church.

GerBaLD (leaping from the ground). That I'll do!

GreEcory. And on the day on which you, as leader, will
scale the walls of the heathen stronghold,— your sins
shall be forgiven you.

GerBaLp. On that day I shall be forgiven?

Grecory. On that day you shall be forgiven.

GEerBALD (rushes a step toward GrEcory, falls on his knees,
and folds his hands on his back). To kiss your foot,
your holy foot! Neot with my hands I’ll touch it: I’ve
folded them on my back! Be glorified! [He presses
his lips on GreEGorY’s foot.] TI’ll fight for Christ and
His holy Church! [He kisses once more his foot.]
Be glorified! [He kisses his foot a third time.] For
Christ and His holy Church! For you are holy, holy,
and just!

TaE ProrLE AND ALL THE Priests (with ecstatic fervor).
Holy! Holy! Holy!

GrEGORY (as above). The Church is holy; Gregory is like
other men, dependent and weak. [There is a pause.
To the Prefect.] There is yet another one waiting to
be heard. Who is that third one yonder, Prefect?

Prerect. It is Donadeus, holy Pope, a lay brother em-
ployed in the holy church of Saint Peter. [He pushes
DoxapEus to the front.] This man, who is a layman,
read the Mass, disguised as a consecrated priest, to
foreign pilgrims who did not know him, and took their
money which they had placed upon the altar of Saint
Peter. Of this I accuse him.

Grecory. Is it true what they say against you?

Donapeus. No, holy Pope!

Prerect. Yes, holy Pope, what I say is true!

Donapeus. I’ll produce witnesses to show that I am
innocent !

Grecory. Be gone with your witnesses, you fool! Come
here! Look into my face!



KING HENRY 69

Doxabevs (approaches Grecory with uncertain step, and
tries to look into his face). 1—1— [Holds his hands
before his face as though to shield himself.]

Grecory. Take your hands from your eyes! Look into
my face!

Doxaprus (his face covered with his hands). The light of
judgment is in your eyes! [He staggers and falls on
his knees.] [There is a pause.]

Grecory. Men of the Church, what shall this man’s pun-
ishment be?

TaE Priests. Fine and banishment.

Grecory. Men of the people, what shall this man’s pun-
ishment be?

TaE PeorLeE. Fine and banishment.

Grecory. Priests and laymen, you are mistaken. This
man, ordained to be a servant at the shrine of God,
lied to the people that came to seek salvation of their
souls, and cheated them out of their spiritual goods.
[He rises from his seat.] This man shall die!

Doxapeus. Have mercy!

GrEcory. Out of my sight!

Doxapeus. What I have done, others have done before me.
They were sent into banishment by former popes;
none of them had to die for this sin!

Grecory. Then, you shall be the first to die for it!

Doxapeus. Have mercy —

GrecorY. Seize him, Prefect! Lead him out to the square
in front of Saint Peter’s Church, scourge him before
all the people, and when you have done this, bind his
hands and his feet, and throw him into the Tiber.

[The Prefect motions to his bailiffs who stand in
the right corner back of him. The bailiffs throw
themselves upon DoNaprus.]

Doxabrus (shrinking under the hands of the bailiffs).
Have mercy!— [He is carried away.]

Prerecr. Away! Justice is done you!
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Grecory (stately erect). Behold this world and the dark
night of sin that envelops it! Like howling wolves in
the dark forest, men’s acts of violence are prowling
through the world! As the hideous toad grovels along
the way, so greed grovels through the hearts of men!
A sweet sacrifice, fragrant with incense, the world lay
before God on the day on which He created it; it has
become a foul stench because of the sins of man. I
lift up my hand unto God as a pledge, that T will build
Him a sweet abode where He may dwell on this god-
less earth!

Hvuco. Glory be unto God who found the right vicar, and
gave him to us!

Grecory. I will build a House for His Church: as a dia-
mond, strong and pure; its walls arching from the
East to the West; a refuge to the pursued; a safe abode
to all who seek salvation; a dwelling-place of justice!

Huco. Amen! So may it be!

Priests axp Laymex. So may it be! So may it be!

Grecory. Therefore, priests of the Church, hear what I
have to say. He who is called to the holy Office of
priesthood, and discharges its duties otherwise than
with pure hands, shall be cursed! Vessels of God you
shall be, your souls filled with thoughts eternal. Turn
your back on silver and gold! Be poor! He who is
poor in gold is rich in spirit! Turn your back on
woman and the love for woman! Be chaste! He who
is free from lust is free from the limitations of this
earth! And now, laymen, hear what I have to say to
you. As man, lifting up his eyes unto the heavens, the
sun, and the stars of the night, which he sees but can-
not comprehend, trembles at the sight of the universe,
and seeks refuge in the belief in Him who comprehends
the incomprehensible and measures what cannot be
measured,— so you shall also tremble at the sight of the
Church, and take refuge in her, and believe in her!
For the Church is eternal, and holy and great, you,
however, are mortal and sinful and as naught!
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Huco (kneeling). Let us bend our knees before this man!
[Priests and laymen fall down on their knees.]
Hvuco. Holy Pope, beside whom I have stood as a friend,
and in whose power I have sought shelter as the
swallow that builds her nest under the eaves of the
tower, strengthen us who are weak by the strength of
your soul! Bless us!
TeE Priests axp THE PropLe. Bless us!

[GrEGORY rises solemnly his right hand as in bless-
mg, and makes in the air the sign of the holy cross;
then he motions to them to rise from their knees;
they all stand up.]

GrEGORY (seating himself). Bring before me the mes-
sengers of King Henry.

[The Prefect steps toward the right; a light of
torches enters from this direction, we hear the
murmur of many voices.]

Enter from the right GOTTSCHALK, a roll of parchment in his hands,
HerMaANN BirLuNg, EckBerT vON MEISSEN, HENRY VvON DER NORD-
MARK. The clothing of HerMANN, ECkBERT and HENRY is disordered,
their hair and beards dishevelled.

QorrscHALK (steps hurriedly before Grecory). Before I
begin to speak, permit me to tell you, holy Pope, that
these [pointing to the Saxons who follow directly
after him] have entered unbidden—

Hermany (with a loud passionate laughter). Unbidden,
but for good reasons, because it was necessary.

Ecksert (likewise excited). We won’t go till you’ve heard
us!

GorrscHALK. These are not the messengers King Henry
sent.

Hermany. We come on our own account.

GrEGORY (who has looked with astonishment upon the
group). Who are you? Why do you force your way
into my presence? Whose messengers are you?

Hermann. We are the messengers of our need.
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EckBerr. We came because we have heard you can drive
out devils. To be saved from the devil we came!
Hexry vox pEr Norpmark. Dethrone him! Give us an-

other king!

Hermax~N., Another king give us!

Grecory. Who—who are you?

Hermax~. German princes we are. This is the way Ger-
man princes look since this evil man came to rule
over us!

BckBERT (stretching out his arm). See here on my arm the
scars made by his chains. This is the way he treats
the princes of his land.

Hexry vox pER Norpmarg. We fled from imprisonment at
the risk of our lives!

Hermax~. Save us from him! Save us from him!

Huco (advancing a step). Two of you I recognize! You
are Hermann the Billunge, Ordulf’s brother.

Hermaxx. That’s my name.

Hvuco. And you are Eckbert von Meissen.

Ecksert. None other.

Hvuco. Recall the fact, Pope Gregory, that these are the
men who took Henry from his mother, when he was a
boy — stole him.

EckBerT. Stole?

Huco. Stole and robbed!

Herman~. Has the devil friends even in Rome?

Grecory. Hold your tongue! You are mad!

Hermany., No, don’t ask us to hold our tongue! To speak
our tongue we came here! That you may hear us we
came! As your allies we came!

GrEcory. Who asks alliance with you?

Herman~. Despair does not wait till asked; it speaks of
its own accord! We are men in despair!

Eckeerr. We are in despair as is the whole German
nation!

He~ry vox pEr NorpMark. If you do not wish to listen to
us, listen to King Henry! Listen to the message he
sends you!
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Hermaxx. Listen to the message he sends you!

Grecory. How can I listen to his message so long as youn
keep his messenger from speaking! [70 Gorrscravx. ]
It is you, Gottschalk, whom I intrusted with a mes-
sage to King Henry; did you deliver it?

GorrscHALK. I delivered your message.

Grecory. You bring me his answer?

GorrscHALK (with bent head). I-—1 bring you his answer.

Grecory. Make it known.

Hermaxy (with a coarse laugh). Make it known, Gott-
schalk.

Eckserr. Come out with it, Gottschalk!

Grecory. Must I again ask you to hold your tongue?
[To GorrscHALK who stands parchment in hand, hesi-
tating what to do.] Why do you hesitate?

HermaNy (aloud). Because he is afraid.

GorrscHaLk. Hold your tongue, hold your tongue!

HermanN. Because he’s afraid to read the message the
scoundrel sent you! [Snatches the paper from Gorr-
SCHALK’S hand.] Let me read!

Grecory. It’s his place to read it. Hand back the
message!

HerMANN (returning the parchment to GOTTSCHALK).
We’ll see that you don’t omit anything.

GorrscHALK (f0o GreEGORY). Pope Gregory, you will sepa-
rate me, the messenger, from the message?

Grecory. Read your message.

GorrscuaLk. Give me your hand, assure me that you will
do this.

GrEGORY (gives him his hand). Read your message.

GorrscHALK (bends over GRrEGORY’s hand, kisses it, rises,
unfolds the parchment, and reads). ‘¢ Henry, by the
grace of God King, sends these words to Hildebrand,
the spurious monk, the usurping Pope, who from this
day shall be Pope no longer.”’

Prerect. Ah! Hear!

HerMany (in @ loud voice). Yes—did you hear it?
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[4 low suppressed murmur throughout the whole

church.]
GrEGORY (raising his right hand, commanding silence).
Go on!
GorrscHALK (reads). ‘‘ Because you have usurped author-

ity and made yourself a judge over God-chosen kings,
yourself guilty of simony,—’’
[The murmur becomes louder; GreEcory as before
lifts up his hands.]

GorrscHALK (reads). *‘‘ Because you have ascended the
Papal throne on which you are seated through bribery,
cunning, and force —"’

Prerect. He shall read no farther!

Hermany (with haughty contempt). Let him go on!

Aivr. No farther!

Hermanw., Let him read to the end, that you may know
the man who calls himself the German King.

GrEGORY (in a commanding voice). Be silent, all of you!
Go on reading!

GorrscHALK (reads). ¢‘Because you have assumed the
authority of a judge over the deeds and lives of others,
you who yourself —’’ [He stops.]

GrEGOory. You who yourself —?

GorrscHALK. ‘‘ You who— who yourself —’

Hermann. He’s afraid. Let me read! [Makes a move to
seize the parchment.]

Grecory. Gottschalk, go on reading. ‘¢ You who your-
self? ”?

GorrscHALK (stammers as he reads). ¢ Live in illicit rela-
tions with another man’s wife —"’

Prerecr. Blasphemy!

A1r. Blasphemy! Blasphemy!

Grecory (rises from his chair). At the pain of punish-
ment— [All are sient. To GorrscmaLk.] Go on
reading!

GorrscHALK (reads). ‘¢ Therefore, be it known to you,
Another shall be Pope in your place, a better one than
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you are! Therefore, I command you, Descend from
vour throne, which does not belong to vou! Come
down! Come down!”’

PrerecT (throws himself upon GorrscuaLk, and wrests the
parchment from his hand). And this you dare to read
here in the presence of the holy Pope!

Arn. Kill him!

[They crowd tumultuously upon GOTTSCHALK.]

GorrscrALK. Save me! [He throws himself upon his
knees before GrEGORY. ]

Grecory (rising). Your hands off this man!

[They all fall back.]

HerMmaNN (presses forward toward Grecory). Do you
know him now? What sort of man he is? Is it still
wrong that we call upon you to assist us against him?
Is it wrong? Is it wrong?

Grecory. Out of my sight! An evil spirit is speaking these
words in youl Henry! Sweet as a flower-bud you
opened in the forests of your country! To see you in
full blossom has been my great longing! Henry, I pity
you! [He falls onthe chair,and covers his eyes. A deep
silence. GREGORY rises, takes from ome of the choir
boys who stand mear him the burning taper that he
holds in his hand, and lifts it high up.] Behold this
light: it is a symbol of the life of man; for life’s flame
emits sparks pure and impure. Good and evil dwelled
in Henry. The flame of life burned; the wax melted;
the dross remained. What he said against Gregory,
Gregory, the man, forgives Henry, the man; what he
said against the head of the holy Church, for that let
Henry be cursed! [There is a pause.] I forbid the
Christians of the world to serve him as their King;
and release them from the oath they have sworn.
Darkness revolting against light, return to night!
[He blows the light out.] Wave revolting against
the mighty ocean, return to naught! [He throws the
taper to the ground.] No bell shall ring in the city
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where Henry dwells, no church be opened, no sacra-
ment administered; for where he dwells, death shall
dwell! Let my envoys go forth, and proclaim my mes-
sage to all the world!

Hermany, Here stand vour envoys: we are your mes-
sengers. [Taking the taper from the ground.] And
this taper we shall carry before us as a symbol of
authority!

Hvuco. Return the taper, the consecrated taper: you
should not hold it in your hand!

Hermann, No man shall take it from me! Ten thousand
spiked bludgeons shall avail naught against it! 1
thank vou, great Pope!

Eckeerr and Henry vox DER NorpMARK. God bless you!
‘We thank you!

Grecory. I’ve dispensed justice! Your hatred was not
in my heart!

Hermanny., We know that; yet it alters nothing! Turn
us away ten times, we will return twenty times! We
pursued him with our hatred; we will pursue you with
our fervent petition, until we see you where you ought
to be! The hour has arrived! Come to Germany!

Eckperr. Come to Germany!

Hexry voy pEr Norpmark. Come to Germany!

Hermaxy. Complete the work you’ve begun today! He
who would kill a dragon must not only crush his head
but cut off his tail also! Come to Germany! There is
your true home! Another king we’ll choose; you shall
confirm this choice; you shall put a erown upon his
head! You shall be the one who crowns Germany’s
kings and dethrones them! You shall be the King of
Germany’s kings! In your hands shall be our destiny!
At your feet, the whole of Germany, her strength and
power! You have been Lord over the souls of men,
you shall, from now, be Lord over their bodies as well
as their souls, Ruler over the whole world!
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Huco. Listen to me, Gregory! Listen to me, Gregory!

Hermaxx., Don’t listen to this babblinge monk!

Huco. It’s the voice of the tempter that is speaking to
vou!

Hermaxw. It’s the world that is ecalling you,— the world
weary of the ecaprice of kings, weary of a reign by
inheritance! We want a judgment seat, before which
we can bring complaints against our kiugs; and this
seat shall be here, in your Church, in the Church of
Rome! We want a man who can chastise our kings
for their caprices; you shall be this man,—you,
Bishop of all bishops,—you, the Pope,—you, Ruler
of the world!

Prerect. Listen to what this German says! [He throws
hwmself before GreEgory.] Rise, great Pope, scize the
reins of the world!

Priests aNDp ProPLE (crowding ecstatically about GrEGory,
they throw themselves upon their knees). Be Ruler of
the world! Ruler of the world!

GrEcorY (stands stately erect, deathly pale, his whole
bearing shows deepest emotion; he raises his right
hand). Silence! [The commotion stops; there is a
deep silence.] He whose voice is heard in man’s des-
tiny, God the Almighty, is among us! Let no one dis-
turb the peace of my spirit, let your lips be sealed, that
I may hear God speaking within me!

[As he is thus standing, in solemn attitude, his right
hand raised, every one kneeling in silence about
him, the curtain falls.]
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Scexe IT

In Worms. A large, sombre room. At the back, a large door which leads
to the square outside; this door is open. Omn the right, a small, closed
door. On the left, a large fireplace, in which the fire, a wood fire, is
about to go out; near the fireplace, two chairs. Against the back wall
a wooden bench; over this bench two narrow windows. From the ceiling
of the room is suspended a low-burning, smoky light. It is a late hour
of an afternoon in winter, almost dark. When the curtain rises, the
stage is empty.

Kine HexNrY enters from the rear. He is dressed in hunting costume,
covered with snow. In one hand, he carries a hunting spear, in the other
a dead fox.

Hexry (lLfting the fox high up, speaking to it). You
reckoned without your host, red skin, eh? You thought,
“ Today is Christmas, no man will hurt me, for today
is, peace on earth,”” didn’t you? Well, the hunter
knew nothing about that! Lie there! You-— [He
throws his booty on the floor in front of the fireplace;
stands in front of the animal lost in thought.] Sly-
head! Simpleton! ‘If I sneak over the frozen
Rhine,”” you thought, ‘“ he can’t get after me,”” eh?
You thought, ¢ The Rhine won’t hold up the cursed
man, the excommunicated man,”’ didn’t you? You
thought, ‘‘ The ice will burst open beneath him, and the
flood will swallow him.”’— [He hurls the spear to the
ground.] Father Rhine, would you had done this!
I'd now be dead, instead of being buried alive! This
whole world would exist for me no longer! [He takes
the fur cap from his head, shakes the smow from it,
and throws it on the bench. He walks up and down.]
Not a human voice! Not a human face! [He pricks
up his ears and listens.] Hark! That sounds like
man! [He goes to the door on the right, opens it half
way and listens; we hear i the distance the plaintive
votce of a child.] The cry of a child! [Lost in gloomy
thoughts.] We all have once lain in a cradle. I
wonder whether I too cried like that? I suppose so,
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for, if I am not mistaken, it’s my own flesh and blood
that’s crying! [He shuts the door willh a bang.]
Wretched thing! Why do you pierce my ear with your
sharp voice? Ican’t help you! [Thiows his arms up.]
If T can’t be king, I am no longer man. If no longer
man, how can I be father?

[He seats hiwmself on the bench, his arm on the

window sil, his head leaning upon his hand.]

Enter QUEEN BERTHA from the rear. Dressed in a long, dark mantle.
Seeing HENRY, she stops on the threshold. She lifts up her hands and
presses them against her heart, like one who, having suffered great
anguish, thanks God to have been freed from it. She disappears again
tn the rear, returns soom, however, with some sticks of wood in her
arms. With these she goes to the fireplace, and throws them on the
embers. All this takes place behind HENRY’S back.

Hexry (without changing his position). Well, sure enough,
there’re still some servants willing to wait on me!—
My girl, what about your soul? Aren’t you a little
afraid to serve an excommunicated king?

[BerrHA continues her labor in silence. There s a
pause.]

Hexry (throws a furtive glance at her without recognizing
her). She’s deaf, so it seems. To answer, to speak
to him, may be dangerous, is it that? Very well, stir
the fire; you’re right, it’s cold. And bring a light,
it’s dark; that I can read a penitential psalm, or some-
thing else that is spiritual.

[He rises with an angry laugh. At the same moment,
BerTHA has also risen, and has withdrawn quickly
through the rear. HeNwy steps to the fireplace
and stares into the fire. BErTHA returns from the
rear, carrying a candlestick with burning candles.]

Hexry (he turns toward her. BrrTHA stands, her eyes on
the ground). You—was it you? [He goes to her and
takes the candlestick from her.] 1 beg your pardon.

BertHA (With pale lips—in a low voice). For what?
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Henry (placing the candlestick on the mantel). Because
I took you for a servant.

BertiAa. You—you did not recognize me?

Hexry (with a scornful look at her appearance). In this
apparel —how could 1?

BertHA (attempting to laugh). Tt did not trouble me.

Hexry (with a quick motion). Tt must have troubled you!
A queen mistaken for a servant! [He furns away,
and walks up and down. BERTHA remains in the same
position.] How humble. Going to be so always?
[Approaches her suddenly.] Or think you I am no
longer King? Is thatit? And you no longer Queen?

BerTHA (frightened, she lifts her hands instinctively, as
though to ward off something). Don’t—!

Hexry (steps back and looks with blank astonishment into
her eyes). What does this mean?

[BertHA makes an attempt to speak; her mouth
twitches, but she is unable to say a word.]

Hexry. You—you are afraid?

BertHA (still unable to speak, shakes her head, then speaks
with difficulty). No! [Pause. Henwry looks quietly
wnto her face.] Not any longer. I was afraid—

Hexry. You were afraid? Why?

Berraa. When I was out—in the Chapel of Our Lady,
outside of the walls of the city —

Hexry. You were outside of the walls of the city? Why?

BerTtHA. Because — because the churches within the city —
you won’t be angry —

Hexry. All right, I understand. Well, then, when you
were out there?

BerrrA. I saw, on the ice of the Rhine, in the centre of the
stream —

Hexry. And you thought he would break through the ice
and drown in the stream?

[BertHA drops her head, remaining silent.}

Hexry. And that man was I?

[BerTHA n0ds in silence.)
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Hexry. And if it had happened, would it not have been
better for you and me?

BerraA. Oh! [Overcome with pain, she quickly places
her hands over her eyes, and weeps despairingly.]
Hexry (withdraws slowly from her toward the back of the
stage. He stares at her with almost terrified eyes,
speaking to himself). Does—does she weep for me?

[Pause. HENRY approaches her.] Bertha!

BertHA (forgetting herself, she throws herself into his
arms). Oh! Oh! Oh! [Shelies sobbing on hisbosom.]

Hexry (cold, without embracing her). Don’t weep.

BertHA. I—T1 can hold out no longer! I—1T can hold out
no longer!

Hexry. You can’t bear it any longer, here, with me? I
understand that. It’s much better you leave me, and
go with your boy down to Turin, to your mother. No
church is closed to you there; no priest denies you
sacrament. All you need and can’t get here, you’ll
find there. [Pause.] Will you go?

BertHA (looks up into his eyes). Do you command me
to-go?

Hexry (freeing himself angrily from her). Command?
Do you need always some one to command you?

BerrHA (With a sudden light wn her eyes). Maybe you will
go with me?

Hexry. To your mother? To eat the bread of charity
with her? To flee from my enemy? To run away
from Germany? To be a king who deserts his country?
Remember it’s a king to whom you make this proposal!
[He walks up and down in wild excitement, then stops
again before BertHA.] Now, how is it— will you go?

BerTHA (softly). No.

Hexry. No?

BerrHA (twisting nervously the kerchief she holds in her
hands). Because I—

Hexry. Because you? —

Vor. XVII—6
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BerTHA. Because you—you are so unhappy! [She
stretches her arms toward him.]

Hexry (startled). 1 don’t want your pity!

BertHA (dries her eyes hastily). T’ve stopped weeping
already — forgive.

Hexry (to himself). And she asks my forgiveness. [Pause.
Motioming with his head toward the door on the right.]
The boy is erying. See what’s the matter with him.

[BertHA takes a candle from the candlestick, and
leaves on the right. Huxry takes a seat at the
fireplace, and is lost in brooding thought. BerTHA
returns from the right, leading her little boy,
Koxzrap.]

Hexry. Why did he cry?

BerTHA (putting the candle into the candlestick). 1t was
so dark and lonely in his room.

Hexry. It’s Christmas today. Have you nothing for him?

BerrHA. In—in the city—

Hexry. In the city—?

BertHA. They won’t sell us anything.

[There is a pause.]

Henry. Come here, boy! [He puts out his hand; Koxrap
clings to his mother.]

BerrHA. He’s afraid.

Hexry (looking gloomily at the boy). 1 see that. [He
turns his face back to the fire.]

BerTHA (to KoxNraD, softly, in a quiet tone). Come— come.
[She goes with him to the bench, where they seat them-
selves.] You are with your mother; don’t weep. Do
you feel cold? Wait; I’ll give you my mantle. [Takes
off her mantle and wraps it around the boy. She is
now in a white dress. Bending over her child and
speaking caressingly and softly to him, she is not aware
that HENRY is looking gloomily upon the group.]

Hexry. As you look now, in your white dress, I should
not have taken you for a servant. [4 pause. BrerTHA’S
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eyes are on the ground.| Why do you sit over there
on the hard bench, in the cold?

Berrua. It isn’t cold.

Hexry (rises). Indeed, it is cold. Come here, with the
boy, and sit down near the warm fire.

[BerTHA rises with KoxNrap to go over to the fire-
place.]

Hexnry (steps toward her, while both are crossing the stage,
and takes hold of the boy. The boy clings to his mother
with acry: ‘“ Mother! ). Twon’t hurt you. Don’tyou
know that I am your father? [Holds the boy’s head in
his hands.] But the mother is better than the father,
isn’t she? [Heletsthe boy go,and turns abruptly away
from him.] You’re right! You’re right! [He stands,
biting his lips, in front of the stage. BrrTHA seals her-
self on a chair near the fireplace, draws the other chair
toward her, and puts the boy on it. HENRY suddenly
turns, goes to BerTHA, and holds her head in his arms.]
She is better than he is— she’s good! [He kisses her
head.]

BerTHA (takes his hand, and looks up at him). Henry — !

Hexry (places his hand over her eyes). Be still! You’re
right to be good to him. I know what it means to be
deprived of a mother’s love! [He rushes from her,
and seizes madly his hair.] I know it!

[Hexry returns to the boy, lays his hands on his
head, and bends the child’s face over toward him.]

Hexry. They say he resembles me?

BerrHA (with a light in her eyes). He’s a perfect picture
of you.

Hexry (takes hold of the boy, and, paying no attention to
his struggles, lifts him up in his arms). Change your
face! There was a time when your father had also
bright eyes, and young, sweet blood in his veins! Don’t
take after him! I warn you! Be wise! There was
a time when he had blissful dreams, and faith in man,
and love for God! But now? Poison is in his veins,
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desolation in his heart! [He puts the boy down.]
Don’t tell anybody whose son you are! Don’t say it
even to yourself! [He pushes him away back to his
mother.] Return to the source of life! Imagine a
woman gave birth to you who had never known a man!
Don’t take after your father! Sit down in a quiet
corner, hide yourself there, that you may not be found
when fate is looking for Henry’s descendants! Don’t
become like your father! Not like him! No: not!
If you do, you will one day be what he is now, aban-
doned by God, a monster in the eyes of men, a source
of unrest in the midst of their peace, a spirit of evil
in their cities and in their homes! [He approaches
BerTHA, and takes hold of her shoulders.] And you
mean to stay with such a one? Bear up with such
a one? That’s what you want to do? Cando? What
is it that gives you such a power?

BertHA (looks at him with big eyes). 1 am your wife.

Hexry. My wife? Is it because, in time past, when you
were five years old, you put your hand in mine, and
promised me, as you were told to do, to be my wife?
Is it that? Therefore you can do it? From obedience?
Has obedience ruled you these twenty years? Is that
the source of your strength?

BertHA. No: not that.

Hexry (reading her lips). What then?

BerrHA. Because —because I love you.

Hexry (startled). Because—you—?

BerTHA. Because I love you as I did on the first day, and
will love you on the last, always, ever and ever.

Hexry (throwing up his arms). There must indeed be a
God in a world in which such a being lives! [He falls
to the ground before her like a felled tree; he folds her
wn his arms, and lays his head in her lap.] Bertha!
My wife!

BerrrA (bending far over him). Henry! My Henry!
We were so close to one another, yet could not find each
other; we were obliged, this long time, to walk apart!
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Hexry. You did not! You did not! Blessings on yvou
and curses on me! What a fool I was! I'ool! Like
a child I despised my own happiness! For vears I
was blessed with riches and did not know it! A life-
giving drink before me, my languishing lips rejected
it rudely! For years—for years! For years I've
groped in error and delusion! Oh, for my lost hap-
piness! Oh, for my life! My lost life!

BerraA. We have found each other! Henry, my husband,
my beloved! Could this meeting ever be to us such a
joy, if we had not been parted so long!

Hexry. You were not parted from me-—you were not!
You did not! Like the beating heart in my bosom,
forever beating though I did not know it, you were
always with me. But I? I scorned your tears!
Rejected your proffered hand! Treated you like a
scoundrel! Like a mean wretch— mean wretch!

[He sobs, bending over her lap.]

BertHA (dries his eyes with her kerchief). Oh, Henry —
your first tears! What a joyous Christmas, God has
given me!

Hexry. Miseryisaboutyou! Darkness, sorrow,contempt!

BerTHA. Joy is in my heart, all the riches and blessings of
this world!

HeNryY (presses her to him, covers her face with kisses).
You are more than merely good! Oh, you— Oh, you—

A group of children enter from the rear. They wear fur jackets and caps;
they carry Christmas trees with burning candles, and bags of nuts and
apples. When they arrive at the entrance, they stop; they are em-
barrassed as though they did not know what to do.

Koxrap (has jumped from his chair). Mother! Trees!
Lights! Mother, see! Mother, see!
[BertHA and HENRY look with speechless astonish-
ment at the children.]
BerreA. Children— whom do you seek?
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A Littie Girn (advancing). We are here to find the poor
little prince — [Zwrning to Koxran.] Are you the
poor little prince?

Bertua (drawing the little girl to her). What have you
for him?

A Lirte Gmrn. We bring apples and nuts, because the
poor little prince has no Christmas, and because the
poor little prince should have a Christmas.

A LirtLe Boy (coming closer, producing a little horse
carved out of wood). A little horse —too.

Koxrap (pointing to the horse). Mother! A little horse!
Mother, see!

A Lirtue Boy (gives him the horse). That you may have
something to play with, poor little prince.

ArL THE CHILDREN (crowding about him). Here! Take
this! Take this!

[They put apples and nuts into little Konrap’s hands.]
Hexry (has jumped from his seat). Is this a dream?
BertHA (has also risen. Has her arm about HExry, and

looks happily upon the group of children). See, Henry,
our child!

Hexry (taking the little girl by the chin). Who sends you,
children? ;

Trae LirtLe GirL. Our parents sent us.

Hexry. Your parents? [He looks up; his eyes are turned
toward the rear.]

LamBerT, G0220, G02ZELIN have, in the meantime, appeared in the rear.
They stop and talk to one another; then they take off their fur caps, and
enter. They take a place behind their children.

Hexry (sinks on the chair). There are men. They are —

they are from Worms.

Lampertr. That’s what we are.

Hexry. And these are your children?

Gozzo. Yes: our children.

[A pause. The three men stand, a little embar-
rassed, their hands on the heads of their children,
who are clinging to them.]
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Hexry (rising slowly). Your city has become poor and
wretched because of me. Your churches are closed
and their chimes are no longer heard because I live
with you. People turn away from the walls of your
city, and you—you sent your children to my child?

Lamserr. 1It’s all true what you say, but— [He becomes
silent, and exchanges glances with Gozzo and Goz-
ZELIN. ]

Gozzo (breaking the silence). Butwelove you nevertheless!

Gozzerix. Yes, King Henry! We love you nevertheless!

Hex~ry (covering his face with his hands). Germany! My
native country! My native country! Thine own true
heart I’ve never known! [He sinks on his knees.]
My God! I lost thee; and now, in this hour of the
night, have found thee again in the bosom of man!
My God, let me be a true King to my people!

Lamsert Rise, King Henry!

GozzeLin. My dear King, rise!

Gozzo. You are our King!

Hexry (rises, holds out his hands to them). My people!
My people!

Gozzo. Let me speak, King Henry. The princes of the
empire are putting their heads together —they want
another king in your stead.

LamBerr. They want to have Rudolph for their king.

GozzeLiN. The Duke of Suabia.

Hexry (meditatingly). Who knows—Rudolph is not a
bad man.

Gozzo. But we will not have him! For you have a heart
for the common man! They know that, therefore they
do not want you! We know it also, and because we
know it, we love you!

Lamserr. You, King Henry, shall be our king.

GozzeLiy. None other but you.

Gozzo. Do not think that this is the opinion of Worms
only. Go up and down the Rhine, all the cities along
its banks think as we do.
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Lamserr. Wherever you may knock, vou will find an open
door.

Gozzo. And when springtime comes, we want vou to lead
the armies of our cities. We want you to attack these
princes and lords. And then —then we’ll see!

Hexry (lost in brooding thought). Then we’ll see — what?
Battles?

Gozzo. Yes: like the battle on the Unstrut!

Hexry. Where the horses waded through German blood!
[Strikes his forehead with his hands.] Yes, now I see
the truth. I am indeed cursed!

Gozzo. To serve God —

Hexry. Into murder, blood, and revenge my enemies
plunged me. Now my friends come, and incite me
again to murder, blood, and revenge. The German
peasants must again search for food in their forests,
and scratch the bark from the trees to feed their starv-
ing children! The German women must again spend
sleepless nights, and weep, and utter curses on King
Henry, who killed their husbands and sons! [He falls
on his knees.] My God! If it be true that Thou canst
do what Thou willst, and that Thou willst the good,
then free me from this bloody pool of corruption!
Show me a way out, my God! A wayout! A way out!
[He is kneeling at the chair, his arms on the chair, his
face on his arms. An embarrassing pause.]

BertHA (feeling her way—in an undertone). Henry!—

[HexrY remains in the former position.]

BertEA. When I went into the room to see our child, a
moment ago, the light I had in my hand cast my shadow
upon him; he was frightened and eried, till he saw that
the shadow was made by his mother. Then he became
quiet, and stopped erying. [Approaching Hexry, she
puts her hand on his head.] May I go on, Henry?

Hex~ry (as before). Speak.

BertHA. You see, Henry, a shadow rests on you and on
the world. It is the curse which the Pope in Rome
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pronounced against you. [Benrds still farther over
him.] Shall we continue to live in this shadow?
[During these last words she Las fallen on her knees,
so that she is now knecling by the side of Hexry; she
has thrown her arms about him, her mouth is close to
his ear, her words become a fervent, passionate whis-
per.] Ttis God’s holy viecar that is angry with us; and
his anger is just. May I go on speaking, Henry?

Hexry (as before). Go on.

BertuHA. Therefore, Henry, you see the shadow only, not
the man that casts the shadow. When we were chil-
dren, you and I—you remember? It was at your
father’s court at Goslar. He held your hand in his;
he looked kind and great—and holy — you remember,
Henry?

Hexry (as before). Go on.

BerrHA. Suppose you should offer him your hand —
should open your heart to him; suppose you—you said
[she comes mearer and mearer to him] — Oh, Henry!
Would —would it not be the best thing? Would it not
be the right thing, Henry? Suppose he should press
you to his heart, to his big, holy heart, and you should
receive forgiveness in place of his curse, and peace in
place of his anger, and joy in place of all this misery
which we can bear no longer,— would it not be the best
thing, Henry? Would it not be much better than all
we are now bearing?

Henry (lifts up his head, rises, and looks at BerTHA, who
is still kneeling). Why do you kneel on the ground,
you who should dwell where God’s holy angels dwell?
[He lifts her up, embraces her, tears stream from his
eyes.] You opened my blind eyes to see the light! Oh,
Bertha! My wife! [He puts her away gently, hold-
ing out both hands.] Men of Worms, yon mean it
well; but I must not be Germany’s destroying fire-
brand, but its light. Give me your hands, tomorrow
I’ll go forth from here,—a long, long way.
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Gozzo. Where will you go?

Hexry. Where I'll find what I need,—a great man. T am
going to Pope Gregory.

Gozzo. You can’t do this.

Hexry. An hour ago I could not have done it, for then I
should have gone to him as a beggar. Now, that I feel
myself again a king, now I can do it, now I will do it,—
now, of my own accord, I’ll leave behind the wrong,
and seek the right. [There is a pause.]

Gozzo. In the middle of the winter? _

LamBert. Across the Alps? 1In ice and snow?

BertHA (rushes to HEexRrY, and throws both of her arms
about his neck). Why agitate his soul, why darken
with doubt the light God has kindled? No abyss will
engulf him. His footing will be sure on ice and snow.
The Almighty will watch over him, and by his side will
be his wife!

[HexrY presses her to him in silence.]

Gozzo (steps among the children, and pushes them toward
Hexnry). Come here, children, look at him! You may
not see him again. This is your King Henry. [To
Hexrv.] We’ll pray for you, King Henry, when you
set out on your long journey.

LameerT aAND Gozzerix. We’ll pray for you.

Gozzo. For it’s true, I feel it, if you can accomplish what
you’ve planned, you’ll do a great thing for Germany.

Hewry (slowly and solemnly). Men of Worms — you have
given me back my faith in mankind! Should the voice
now speaking in my heart,— should that deceive me,
the very earth on which we stand would no longer be
secure. I leave behind me Germany’s crown, and take
with me Germany’s misery and sorrow. I will humble
myself before the Pope, and he will humble himself
before Germany’s great sorrow. He will open his
arms to me; and when spring is descending from the
Alps, I will bring you what kings owe to their people —
peace.

S e e e
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ACT 11T

Scexe 1

A room in the castle of Canossa. The room is small. Tn the back wall a
single window, somewhat sunk into the wall. Doors on the right and
on the left. On the back wall a large crucifix. No other furnishing.
An afternoon in winter. We see through the window, in the distance,
snow-covered peaks.

Pope GREGORY is seated on a chair near the middle of the stage. .1bbot
Huco is standing behind him in the alcove of the window. Bishop
Lieyar, RupborpH of Suabia, HeErRMANN BinLuNG, ECKBERT VON
MEe1sseN, HENRY VON DER NORDMARK, are standing in front, on the right
and left of GREGORY'S seal.

Ruporpa. All that Henry did not give you, refused to
give you, I promise you. No bishop shall be ordained
in Germany by regal power; but shall be chosen by the
people and the clergy, and confirmed by you. No
priest, lawfully married, shall, from now on, be per-
mitted to remain in office; he shall be driven from his
parish.

GrecORY (who has listened with bent head). You promise
a great deal.

Ruporpr. I promise still more. The princes and the
bishops have chosen me for their king; yet I promise
you that I will not take the crown until you have first
accepted me as king. We have arranged to convoke
a diet at Augsburg; and there, if it be your will, I shall
be crowned by you before all the people.

[There is a pause.]

Grecory (lost in thought). A great deal—a great deal —

Ruporpr. A great deal—but what I promise, I’ll do.

GRrEGORY (furning his face up suddenly, he looks Ruporru
in the face). Can you give me surety for all youn’ve
promised?

RupoLpr. These German princes are my surety.

Hermany, Ecksert, HENrY. We’ll be surety.

Grecory. 1 don’t mean that.
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Ruporpr (surprised). Because you spoke about surety —

Grecory. I need you yourself. Are you—a king?

Ruporpr. The princes and the clergy have chosen me.

Grecory. So I’ve heard. But do you feel yourself a king,
—in your own heart?

Ruporpr (becoming more confused). You mean—you
mean — ?

GreEcory (umpatiently). Never mind! [Again lost wn
thought for a moment, then rising abruptly from his
chair.] Years ago when I was at Goslar, at his father’s
court, I became acquainted with him, with—with the
other one. He was still a boy—Dbut he took hold of
my hand. [Holding out his hand to RuboLpr.] Give
me your hand.

[RupoLrH bows, and places his hand in that of
GREGORY. ]

Grecory (presses RuboLru’s hand, as though to test it).
Soft —

Hermax~ (with a smile). He’ll strike, you may be sure,
when the time comes.

GrEecory (lets RuboLrH’s hand go, takes a step to the front
—speaks to himself). That’s no Henry! [4 pause.
GrEGORY turns again toward RupoLpH; he approaches
him, his eyes travel from RupoLpH’s face to the win-
dow, and from the window again back to RupborpH’S
face.] What’s this? Does it come from the snow
outside — ?

Ruporpa. From —from the snow? What?

Grecory. That white light on your face? You are pale.

RuporpE. I—I’m pale?

GrecorY (his hand on Ruporpa’s shoulder). Can you kill
dragons?

Ruporpr. Whom do you mean?

Grecory. Your friends there call Henry a dragon. Can
you fight with him?

Ruporpa. If it needs be,— certainly.

Grecory. If it needs be? How can it be otherwise?
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Ruporpu. I shall fight with him.
Grecory. Will you conquer him?
Ruporpa. So I hope.
Grecory. But you are not sure.
Hermann., He’ll conquer him; Rudolph is the best general
in Germany.
Ruporpa. But no fight will be necessary.
Grecory (surprised). No-—mno fight—?
Ruporpr. Henry lost his support.
Liemar. He has yet support.
Hermany., Yes—he has you, who are in love with the
fellow. There isn’t anybody else, though.
Liemar (very calmly). There are the cities.
Hermaxy., Pshaw! This handful of cities!
Liemar. The cities along the Rhine are powerful and rich.
Ruporpa. But the right is on our side.
Liemar. Not yet.
Hermaxn. Not yet?
Liemar. You know it as well as I do. It’s not a year yet
since Henry’s excommunication.
Eckeert. In a week the year will be over.
Liemar. In a week, yes; but if he, in that time, frees him-
self from the ban of the Church, he’ll be king again.
" Grecory. Who says that?
Liemar. The German law.
Grecory. Who can prove it?
Huco (without changing his position). 1I.
[A4l faces turn toward him.]
Gerecory. You—know the law?
Hvuco (as before). Yes.
[There is a pause.]
GrEGOrY (going to LieMaR, he takes him by the hand, and
draws him to the front, where he speaks to him in an
undertone). Liemar-—
Liemar. Holy Pope?
Grecory. You are Henry’s friend.
Liemar. I was his friend. ¢
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Grecory. But you know him. If I release him from the
ban, do you think Henry would give me what that man
over there promises?

Liemar. May I speak?

Grecory. I want you to speak.

Liemar. He will not do it.

GrEcORY (withdrawing his hand abruptly). Then that man
is the only choice! [He turns to RuporLru and the
Saxons.] When is the diet of Augsburg to be?

Hermaxny. At Easter time.

RupoLpa. And to convince you that our proceedings are
lawful, we’ll invite King Henry to be present; there
he may defend himself.

Eckpert. It will not be necessary to invite him. Henry,
according to all rumors, is dead.

Grecory (twurning abruptly). What did you say — ?

EckBerr. From Worms, where he still lived at Christmas-
time, he suddenly disappeared. No one knows where
he went.

Grecory. And therefore — ?

Eckserr. Every day he went out hunting on the Rhine
when the river was frozen. Suddenly the ice broke up —

Grecory. And he drowned?

Ecxserr. That’s what people believe.

Grecory. Why haven’t you told this sooner?

EckBerr. Because I haven’t had the chance to speak.

Huco. It’s well you did not speak. Henry is not dead!
[A4U faces turn toward him.]

Grecory. What do you know of him?

Huco. Henry has crossed the Alps—

Grecory. Crossed the Alps?

Huco. He is in Italy.

HerMany. What?

Ecokserr. Where?

Rupovra. In Italy?

Huco. On his way here; this very day he may be with us.

X [Great alarm.]
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GreGOoRY (pointing toward the left). Leave me till T call
you. Hugo, you—stay!

[RuvorrH, HEerMmax~, Kcksert, Hexry voN bpEr
NoORDMARK, LIEMAR, learve on the right.]

GrEcorY (walks excitedly up and down. then stops before
Huco). And all this you knew?

Huco. 1 know still more.

Grecory. What?

Huco. When he desecended from the Alps, the Lombards
received him, many thousands. Their castles they’ve
offered him—arms and gold. They’ve asked him to
wage a war of revenge against you.

GrEcorY (almost speechless). All—all this you—you
knew, and kept from me? [Huco looks silently into his
face.] That he was marching, at the head of the army
of the Lombards, against me,— that you knew, and kept
from me?

Hvuco (with a smile). If he were coming with the Lom-
bards, do you really believe I should have kept it from
you? If danger threatened you from him, Gregory,
do you really believe I should not have warned you?

GreEcory. What then —

Huco. He is coming without the Lombards. He has re-
jected their offer.

Grecory. He’s coming—alone?

Huco. Penitents travel alone; he is coming to do pen-
ance. Those who seek peace travel without arms and
army; he is coming to make peace. He is coming to
seek you, Gregory,— will he find you? [4 pause.]
Gregory, will he find you?

Grecory (turning to the crucifiz on the back wall, he holds
out both of his arms). Help me, Saviour! Counsel
me! [He sinks down before the crucifix, embracing
the feet of the figure. A pause.]

Hvuco. Raise your eyes and behold the Saviour’s face:
He moves his lips, He is speaking, do you hear what He
is saying? [Grecory instinctively lifts his head up to
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the face of the figure.] ¢ My Kingdom is not of this
world.”’

GRrEGORY (7ising quickly from the ground). You're allied
with Ilenry!

Huco. As I am allied with every contrite human soul.

Grecory. He means to get absolution by force! He means
to compel me to release him!

Huco. If he meant to get it from you by force, he would
come with the Lombards. He means to wrestle with
you for it. Have you never wrestled with God in your
prayer?

Grecory. And if —if I should grant it to him—

Huco. He’d return from Canossa to his native country a
purified king; and that country across the Alps, that
whole, immense country, would lie on its knees, and
thank the great Pope, who gave it peace.

[We hear the blast of a trumpet behind the scene,
coming from a distance.)

Grecory (pricking up his ears). Do you hear that?

Hvuco. I hear that some one asks admittance to the castle
of Canossa.

GrEGORY (listening for a repetition of the sound). Who—
who do you think—that is?

Hvuco. 1T think it’s Henry, Emperor Henry’s son.

Grecory (sinks on the chair). Why, terrible God, didst
Thou put this on me? Why on me?

Huco (with deep feeling). Gregory, why are you afraid?
What troubles, what torments you? Think of Goslar,
and the boy who at Goslar stood before you! You
loved him at once for you recognized in his words the
heart of a king. This boy, this same boy, is coming
to you today. He went astray; from his own free will,
he is now returning. You have seen him, that other
one, who wants to be king in his stead. Gregory, you
have the instinet for inborn greatness — which of the
two is the born king?

Grecory (his head pressed in his hands). Oh God! A
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spark of Thy light! A word of Thy counsel! Thy
voice!

Hvuco. God’s voice and His counsel are within you! Ask
your own heart!

Grecory (springing up). My heart? My heart? Ques-
tions of destiny are not answered by the heart!

Huco. They are, when one is a priest.

Grecory (walking up and down excitedly). They are not
when one is a pope who is to establish a new order in
the world. Do you mean to tell me who this Henry is?
Do you mean to acquaint me with this Rudolph, this
pale-faced man? With those German peasants, those
wood-dwellers, who goad him on to do the wrong, as
you would goad on a horse to leap a ditch? Yes,—if I
could take my ease on the soft pillows of sentiment;—
but I— No,— Henry does not belong to my world!
Therefore, he must go!

Huco. An evil monster is lurking back of your words!
What is that new order of which you are speaking?
What do you call your world?

Grecory. The Church.

Hvueo. Have we no Church?

Grecory. No. What we called the Church, was no Church!
By the grace of the Emperor it lived. From now on,
kings and emperors shall go begging at her door; for
the spirit shall rule over force, not force over spirit.

Huco. God created the Church to foster His own love;
to give comfort and spiritual solace to the world. You,
however, are seeking to rob her of this spiritual mean-
ing, and clothe her with mundane power.

GREGORY. I mean to bestow a new blessing on the world;
to erect a new altar, a permanent altar, before which
mankind may kneel!

Huco. Let man kneel before the invisible God! ‘¢ He who
is poor in gold is rich in soul.”” Gregory —it was you
who said these words—don’t rob the Church of her
soul!

Vor. XVII—7
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Grecory. Is it to rob the Church of her soul when I give
her a body?

Hvueo. Bodies are mortal. Don’t change the immortal
Church into one mortal!

Grecory. We’ll know how to proteet her.

Huco. By means of human bodies? With weapons and
swords?

GreEcory. Why not with weapons and swords? I mean to
give Christendom a new mission,— to fight for the holy
Church.

Hvuco. A new battle cry you will raise in this bloody world.

GreEcory.- What of it, if it be a good ery? Cursed be he
who keeps his sword free from blood in a fight for a
holy cause.

Huco. Isthat the new mission? What gave refuge to the
oppressed bleeding from the sword of the oppressor?
The Church which had no swords. What gave refuge
to the poor stricken down by the rich? The Church
which had no gold. This was the Church in which we
grew up, you and I; which we loved, you and I; the
Mother of mankind, the kind, merciful Mother. This
was the Bride of the Man of Nazareth, the poor Bride
of the poor Man; poor as He was, chaste as He was,
holy and immortal as He was.

GreEcory (pressing his hands to his ears). Dreamer!
Dreamer! Dreamer! [He turns suddenly, rushes
toward Huco, kisses and embraces hvm.] Oh, Hugo!
God be praised, that He put such men as you are in
this wretched world! Return to Clugny, to your flow-
ers and trees, which are not any purer than your
own soul. When Gregory is old and weary, he’ll come
to you, to dream with you of this our Church. Now,
however, he has no time to dream. He must create and
build, and build now, in this hour!

Huco. Create and build? What?

Grecory. A judgment seat before which the peoples of
the world can stand, and present their grievances
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against their kings. On this judgment seat will sit
the son of a poor man; the crowns of the mighty will
roll in the dust at the feet of Hildebrand, the common
man.

Hveo. You will sit as judge; but your sucecessors will
dwell, as servants of lust, in the golden house you built
for them.

GreEcory. I’m not responsible for my sucecessors, but only
for myself. I shall die; God will survive me,—to Him
I leave my work.

Huco (pointing to the left). And to help you in this your
work, you called these men?

Grecory. Bring Henry over to my side, and I will chase
these men away as you would chase beggars!

Huco. Henry is coming.

Grecory. He is not coming.

Huco. I tell you he is coming, I tell you that he is coming
to humble himself.

Grecory. He’ll humble himself as man, not as King.
Henry cannot come.

Huco. Why not?

Grecory. Because he’s a king by nature!

Hvuco. And therefore—

Grecory. Therefore he must be smitten to the ground,
that from his body the Church may arise!

Hvuco. You know him, you love him, you know that his foes
are scoundrels,—and yet you mean to crush him?

Grecory. The cause demands it, he must be crushed.

Huco. But you are a human being, you cannot possibly
wish to do this?

Grecory. The tool has no power to wish: it is made to
serve. I am a tool in the hands of destiny.

Hvuco. Then destiny is the devil.

Grecory. Destiny is God.

Huco. And that is the God who commands you to found
your new order with the help of robbers and traitors?
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GreEGORY. Who cares for the trowel when the house is
built? Who cares for the means when the end is holy?

Huco (walks up to him, stands before him with wide open
eyes, and lifts up both of his arms, as though conjuring
him). Monster!

GrEGORY (returns his look, murmuring with quivering lips).
Weakling!

[Behind the scenes, in greater proximity than before,
we hear another trumpet call; also the sound of
approaching steps, and a confusion of many
voices.]

The Prefect of Rome appears at the door on the right.

Prerect. Holy Pope,—King Henry stands at the gates
of Canossa!

The door on the left opens quickly from outside. RupoLpH, HERMANN,
EckBerT, HENRY, and LIEMAR appear at the door, where they remain
in silent expectation.

Prerecr. Countess Matilda surrenders her authority as
mistress of the castle to the holy Pope. Shall King
Henry be admitted?

GrEGorY (takes a step to the front, and is now standing in
the middle of the stage. All eyes are directed on him
with breathless expectancy). He shall not be admitted!

Hermanw, Ecksert, HEXRY vOoN DER NORDMARK (bursting
out at once). Ah! That’s right! [The Prefect makes
a move to withdraw on the right.]

Huco (rushing toward the Prefect, holding him by the
shoulder). Wait a moment! Ask him again before
you go! Ask him once more!

Prerect. Because the good Abbot commands me, I ask
you once more,— shall King Henry be admitted?
HerMany, BEckBert, HENRY VvON DER NoORDMARK (they rush
toward GrecorY, fall on their knees, and take hold of
the hem of his garment). Holy Pope! Great Pope!
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Grecory (freeing himself from them). Be gone! Leave
me! All! Alll— [He takes another half step toward
the front, passes through a scvere inner struggle,
wrings his hands, strikes his forehead with his hands,
then drops them, and straightens humself out.] No!

[A deep sience.)

Scexe 11

Another, larger room in the castle of Canossa. In the back wall two
windows. Doors right and left. On the left, between door and footlights,
a fireplace with burning fire. A few chairs along the back wall. A
stone bench under the windows. A candlestick with burning candles, now
almost burned down, is standing on the broad back of the bench.

GREGORY, wrapped in a fur coat, is seated in an arm-chair near the fire-
place. The Prefect is standing behind the chair. RuporpH, HERMANN,
EckBerr, HENRY VON DER NORDMARK, are standing, a silent group, at
the door on the left. A servamt in the door on the right.

The Prefect motions to the servant; the latter extinguishes the lights, and
draws back the curtains at the windows.

GrEGorY (wholly absorbed, has been lost in brooding
thought). Why have the lights been put out?

Prerect. It is morning, holy Pope.

GrEGORY (Shivers as if in a chill). Stir up the fire.

Prerecr (with a look into the fireplace). It’s been done
already.

GRrEGORY (points to the floor of the room, on which we see
the flickering red sun-light). The red on the floor —
is this the sun?

Prerecr. It doesn’t shine brightly today: winter mists
conceal it.

Grecory. Is it still cold?

Prerrcr. It’s very cold.

GrEGORY. Snow!?

Prerecr. A fresh snow has fallen over night.

GrEGORY (rises slowly, with the feebleness of an aged man;
he stands at the chair, his hand before his eyes to
shield them from the sum). And—out there — that
man —is he still standing?
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Prerrcr (steps to one of the windows). KXing Henry is
still standing at the gate. If you wish to see him—

GrecorY (twrns his face away from the windows). 1 will
not see him. [He supports both of his hands on the
back of the seat.]

[The servant steps to the Prefect, whispers some-
thing to hum, and leaves on the right.]

Prerecr. Countess Matilda wishes to know, whether you
will take some food and drink?

Grecory (without changing his position). No.

Prerecr. You have had no nourishment for two days, no
sleep for three nights.

GrecorY (as before). 1 will not! I cannot! [There is a
pause. GREGORY lifts up his face, and looks searchingly
about.] Hugo not here? Where’s Hugo, the Abbot?

[The Prefect look silently out of the window.]

Grecory. Below there?

Prerect. Indeed. [4 pause.]

GreEcory. Where’s the Bishop of Bremen?

[The Prefect looks as before out of the window.]

GreGORY. AlSo with him?

[The Prefect makes a silent bow. Grecory walks
slowly around the chair, and sinks again into it.]

Prerect. Countess Matilda wishes to know, whether you
are ready to receive her.

Grecory. What does the Countess want?

Prerecr. I don’t know.

Grecory. She may come.

[The Prefect leaves on the right. The door remawns
open.]

Empress AGNES, in penitential garb, enters from the right with weary
step. Countess MATILDA and Queen BERTHA are by her side, supporting
her.

Grecory (rising quickly). Emperor Henry’s wife!
AcNEs (stops, her eyes fixed on GrEcory with a piercing
look. Her lips tremble, then she utters an almost in-
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articulate cry). Am I? You know me? Do you?
[She staggers.]

GreGORY (a chair for her. The Prefect moves a chair to-
ward her. She sinks heavily upon it). You are tired.

Acxes. Very tired.

Grecory. Where do you come from?

Acxes. From my cell in Rome.

Grecory. When did you arrive?

Acxes. This night. [There is a pause.]

Grecory. Why do you come here?

Acxgs (lifts up her head, her eyes take on the piercing look
of a moment ago, then starts suddenly from her chair
in the direction of GrEcory). Why—?

Grecory (looking at her terrified, he falls back one step).
Come — come to yourself.

BertHA (trying to quiet Acnes). Be calm! Be calm!

AcxnEs (pushing BErtHA from her, she remains in the mid-
dle of the stage, opposite Grecory). I’ve suffered
every pain known to woman. I’ve had a child, yet it
was not mine. I’ve prayed to God that He might take
me; yet was afraid to go to Him, because I knew that
with Him I’d not find my child. I’ve heard that my
son Henry, of his own free will, turned from sin to
repentance and penance. I’ve come, facing winter and
night, that he, who was lost to me a whole life, might
now be mine if only for one hour. And there—stands
a man who tells me that I shall never hold him in my
arms; that my child shall be denied God’s grace in
spite of repentance and penance. [She points with her
finger to GreEcory.] And the man who says this is the
one in whom I believed as I believed in God! [She
comes closer to him.] Who are you to leave Emperor
Henry’s son standing at your door like a dog? Who
are you to deny eternal blessedness to my child?

Grecory. Come to yourself! Come to yourself!

AcxEs (her whole body trembling). Give me back my
child’s right to eternal blessedness!
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GreGORY (withdrawing stil farther). Listen to me!

AGxEs (shrieking). Give me back my child’s right to eter-
nal blessedness!

GRrEGORY (places his arms on the back of the chair belind
which he stands, and lays his face on his arms). The
whole world is in revolt and sends this mother to fight
against me! Prefect, go down! Let the gates be
opened to Henry, Emperor Henry’s son! [Whispers
and a commotion throughout the room. The Prefect
leaves hastily on the right.]

BertHA (t0 AcxEs). Mother, be quiet now: you will see
him. [BertHA points to the right.] There, over that
threshold he will step, there he will enter, your Henry,
my Henry, your son!

The Prefect and two servants enter hastily from the right. The Prefect
moves quickly the chair back on which AGNES was seated, so that the
entrance from the right becomes free. The two servants remain on the
right and the left of the door, holding back the curtain on both sides.

PreFecT (while moving the chair). King Henry is coming!
[GrecorY is standing behind his chair, his eyes
turned toward the right. The Saxons are in a
state of rigid temsion. BerTHA and MaTiLpa put
their arms about AGNEs and lead her to the rear.

A breathless expectancy prevails.]

Kinag HENRY enters from the right, slowly, and with heavy step. He i3
n armor, without sword; over his armor, he wears a penitential cowl
made of hair. His head is bare; in his brown hair, which hangs down
dishevelled, there s snow. His eyes are deeply sunken; his face deathly
pale. Abbot Huco and Bishop LIEMAR follow him. After they have
entered, the two servamts let the curtain fall, leave, and close the door
behind them.

HexNry (has advanced to the middle of the stage, his eyes
fixed on GrEGoRry, looking meither to the right nor to
the left, nor seeing anything else. Then stops, and
makes a move to kneel down. We perceive that this is
not easy for him to do, since his limbs have become
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stiffened with cold. He turns a little toward Huco
and Liemar). My knees and limbs are stiffened with
cold—help me. [A4bbot Hvco and Bishop Liemar
take a position on his right and left; Kixe Hexry
places his arms on their shoulders, and, thus supported
by them, lets hvmself down on his Inees. His eyes
remain tmmovably fixred on Grecory.] I, Henry, King
of the Germans, confess myself guilty in the sight of
God for having insulted you, His vicar, with slander-
ous, degrading words. I confess myself guilty in the
sight of mankind for having rewarded with ingratitude
the most faithful of hearts, for having been faithless
to my wife. I confess myself guilty in the sight of
nature for having risen in enmity against my own
mother. Three times I have deserved death. Three
days and three nights you have kept me standing in my
repentance. [He bends his head.] 1 acknowledge —
[He stops abruptly.] I acknowledge that the penance
you put upon me was righteous.

[4 deep silence prevails. BertHA has pressed her
head on AGNES’ bosom; we can hear suppressed
sobs.] ‘

GRrEGORY (has stood immovable during Kine HeENrY’s con-
fession. We see in his features the strong emotion
which HENRY’s words have awakened. He now moves
slowly two steps toward him, then stops). Yes,— here
is indeed the King! [Overcome by his emotion he
opens both of his arms.] Henry! Henry! Henry!
[He rushes toward Hrxnwy, clasps both of his arms
about his neck, and presses his face against his head;
tears stream from his eyes.]

Hexry (without moving, with bowed head). Don’t kiss
the head on which the curse still rests.

Grecory (placing his hand on HEnry’s head). This hand
has put it upon you; this hand shall take it away; be
no longer cursed.

Hexry (opens both of his arms, lifts up his face, and
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embraces Grecory). Oh!— [He kisses him, then
rises; his eyes fall upon Acxres.] Mother!

AcxEes (falls into his arms). My child! My child! My
child!

Hexry. I’ve been your son so many years; so many years
were needed for me to learn how to pronounce the
holy word,—mother.

Acyes It is late,—mnot too late; I shall now be able to tell
your father that I have heard it from your lips.

Hexry (clinging to her). It is not yet time for you to die.

Acx~es. My last hour has come; there is nothing more to
come after this hour. [She falls upon his bosom.
Upon a motion of Hexry, the chair is moved to the
front; he places her gently upon it. MaTiLpa and
BertHA go to her; BerTHA kneels before her.] Stay
with me. My eyes are growing dark. [She reaches
out her hand, Hexry takes her hand in his.] What
shall T tell Emperor Henry from his son?

Henry. Tell him, his son Henry had many enemies; but
since he overcame the worst of them all, Henry him-
self, he has none other to fear. Tell him, he had also
friends. [He offers his right hand to Huco, the
Abbot.] Hugo, my friend! [He offers his left hand
to Bishop Laemar.] Liemar, my faithful one! [His
eyes fall upon Ruvorru of Suabia, and on the Saxons;
seeing them, he lets go the hands of Huco and of
Liemar, and advances a step.] And there — Rudolph,
you? And with you—those others? [He advances
another step toward the group, and offers them his
hands.] Does this mean reconciliation? [He turns to
GrECORY, who, in the meantime, has withdrawn nearly
to the back wall, and is standing there between Hexry
and the group of the Saxons.] Pope Gregory—that’s
your work?

Grecory. The princes of your country have come to me,
and I have heard them. You will promise them safe
conduct back to Germany?
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Hexry., I-—promise them safe conduct—? They shall
go back with me; and when we, hand in hand, shall
descend the Alps, the church bells of Germany will
ring of their own accord, her fields will bear new fruit,
and peace will be throughout the land. Rudolph, why
do you stay there? Come to me-—

Hermaxn, Not yet.

Eckperr. The holy Pope must first decide.

Hexry. What?

Hermany (bursting out rudely). Which of you shall be
king in Germany.

Hexry (uttering a low cry). Ah— [With a sudden start
he straightens himself; a new vigor transforms him.]

Hermax~., For Rudolph shall be our king! Not you!

Eckserr. We have chosen Rudolph in your place.

Hexry (stands motionless, then turns slowly his face to-
ward GreGory). Why—they didn’t tell you that?

Grecory. They did tell me. '

Hexry (starts, controls himself quickly). And—you?

Huco (steps behind GreGORY and whispers to him over his
shoulder). Your heart told you what to do.

Grecory (softly, with quwering hand). Leave me!

Hexry. And—you?

Grecory. The princes of your country proposed to have a
Diet at Augsburg—

Hexry. At Augsburg? A Diet—? And there shall be
decided — what?

Hermaxy. Which of you shall be king.

Eckeerr. And the holy Pope shall decide this.

Hexry (fo Grecory). You are silent. Because you are
astonished —is it not? But you must speak—for if
you are silent much longer, those men may think that
you agree with them. For that reason, speak. Speak!
[His limbs begin to quiver; we see that his emotion
wmereases.] For if you do not speak, it may be that I
myself — myself shall come to think that the voice
which has driven me to you was after all not God’s
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voice — [swept away by a terrible vehemence] —but
that of the devil, who lied to me, and deceived me, and
now laughs at the fool whom he has drawn into his net!

Hvuco (who during these last words, with every sign of
fearful anxiety, has taken a place near Hexwry, now
rushes toward him, and throws both of his arms about
him). Henry—my Emperor’s son—dearer to me
than my own child, lose not your faith in God! Lose
not your faith in God!

Hexry (gnrashing his teeth). Three days and three nights
I’'ve spent in hunger and in affliction, amid ice and
snow, in shame and disgrace — and behind my back a
wily plot—

AgxEs (rising rigidly from her chair). Who has entered?
Take my veil from my face, I cannot see; I hear
Henry’s voice, the voice that spoke at Worms on that
terrible day!

Hexzy (doubling up his fist). Blood and revenge! Cry
of my soul! [He controls himself.] It shall not yet
be! My God, help me against myself! Christ, Saviour,
who wast a King among the heavenly hosts, and yet
didst bow Thy neck under the scourge, help me against
myself! [He turns suddenly toward Grecory.] Once
already I’ve knelt before you. I did it for myself.
[He throws himself down on his knees.] I am kneel-
ing before you a second time! For Germany I am
kneeling here! Do not be silent! Your silence is the
coffin in which Germany’s salvation and happiness will
be buried! If you knew Germany’s misery and need,
you would speak—speak! You, appointed by God to
make peace on earth, give me this peace on my way,
not war, raving civil war!

GrEGorY (motionless). The princes of your country as-
sured me that no war was necessary.

Henry (rises, bows with an icy scorn toward GREGORY).
And you believe them! Credulous man! Happy child
of innocence! Because a handful of robbers took it
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in their heads to ply their shameful trade in Germany,
you believed the German King would at once toss his
crown to them, and run away? [He moves to the
centre of the stage.] Rudolph of Suabia, come to me!
[RuboLre makes a motion, HErmax~, Kckserr, and
HEexry hold him back, speaking to him in a low tone.
Hexry takes hold of the penitential cowl that he wears
over his armor, tears it from top to bottom, and throws
the pieces on the ground.] Don’t you recognize your
Lord and King? [Rupovrpu remains as before. Huxry
crosses the stage toward him, and seizes his hand.]
Then I’ll show you how to come!

Hermany, Ecksert, HENRY vON DER NoRDMARK (take hold
of their swords). Ah—!

Henry (stands before them, and lifts up his clenched fists).
Don’t wake up my sword! It is ready! [He pulls
Rubovru forcibly to the front, lets him go, and faces
him.] You are the man who permits himself to be
placed by his wunderlings upon Emperor Henry’s
throne? [He strikes him on the shoulder, uttering a
coarse laugh.] You’ll have to be glued on, my man,
else you’ll fall off! The measure of your head —it’s
too small for Germany’s crown! The measure of your
soul —it’s too weak for this great crime! Rudolph,
I pity you! Beg my pardon, and I'll forgive you. [He
points to the ground at his feet, waiting a moment.]
But, if you don’t, instead of forgiveness will come the
law! [He seizes RuboLpH’s right hand, and opens the
fingers of his hand.] See, this is the hand, with which
you swore the oath of allegiance to me! I know how
to read hands. Take heed! Death is written in this
hand, an early death, the death that traitors die!

AGNEs (who, in the meantime, supported by BertHA and
MaTipa, has stood erect). 1 see flames before my
eyes! Flames of the fire of hell! Of — [She col-
lapses, and falls on the chair.]
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BertHA (with a shriek). The Empress is dying!

[She kneels down with MatiLpa by the side of
Acxes.]

Hexry (overcome by sudden emotion, throws himself at
the feet of his mother). You are going to leave us
now, mother? Going to leave your son? Going to
leave Germany? [He rises.] Go!— It is best: for I
fear the time has come that threatens disaster to all
to whom Germany is more than a mere name!

[The head of the Empress falls backward; Countess
MatiLpa presses it with both arms against her
bosom. BerTHA steps to Hexry who is standing
in the centre of the stage, looking gloomily upon
his mother.]

BerrHA (embracing him). Pray with me; pray to God for
your mother.

He~xry. The happy may pray to Him! He promised me
what He did not fulfil. The voice with which I once
called upon Him is gone. I can no longer pray.

ACT IV

In the castle of Sant’ Angelo at Rome. A waulted room. Walls and
ceiling made of hewn stone. The entrance door is cut diagonally in the
right corner. In the back wall is a bay window, the two windows of which
meet in a sharp angle. The windows are small. The room has the
appearance of a chamber in a fortress. It is night. A lamp hangs from
the ceiling, which gives a dim light. When the curtain rises the en-
trance door stands open; through this door we look out upon a hallway,
dimly lighted, the walls and ceiling of which are, like the room in front,
built of hewn stone. A couch stands in the fromt room placed crosswise
on the stage.

The Prefect of Rome, the Captain of the castle, and two soldiers are seen
walking up the hallway.

Prerecr (entering). The Captain of the castle!

CapraiN (approaches). Prefect?

Prerecr. Did you receive my order?

CapraiN. All preparations have been made to receive him.
Is the Pope coming?
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Prerect. From Saint Peter’s. You may expect him any
moment.

Capraix (motions to the soldiers and points to the bay-
window). From this point you can sce Saint Peter’s.
Station yourself there, and wateh! [The soldicrs step
wnto the bay-window and look out of the window.]

Prerecr. Tomorrow morning it may be too late; King
Henry is besieging the walls of the Vatican.

Capraiy. He has lain there twice before.

Prerect. But we are standing: to stand makes one tired.

Caprain. Hm? Can a Roman become tired?

Prerect. Let us be so among ourselves. Moreover, Gott-
fried von Bouillon has joined him with fresh troops;
it’s not impossible that he may make an attack to-
morrow with his whole army.

Caprain, If the walls give way, Saint Peter’s will fall
into his hands.

Prerect. And with Saint Peter’s, the Pope.

Caprain (with a smile). Therefore, he is preparing for
the retreat. [In a confidential undertone.] Do you
know —

Prerecr. What?

Capraix. It’s a pity he didn’t go into the army.

Prerecr. The Pope—1?

CapraiN. He would make a much better soldier than priest.

OxE oF THE SoLpiers (calling from the window). Prefect!

[Prefect and Captain look up.]

Tue SoLpmEr. A procession of priests! From Saint
Peter’s! With torches! In their midst, one in a sedan
chair!

Prerecr. Let me see! [Hastens to the window.] That’s
he! [Returns from the window and looks about.]
Have you prepared for his comforts?

CaPrTAIN (pointing to the couch). Well—there.

Prerecr. Of course—mno one would want to live here
unless obliged to. [He beckons the soldiers to come
from the window.] You there, come from that win-
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dow, and get out! [To the Captain.] As soon as he
has entered, see that the gates of the castle are locked
and bolted.
Caprain. It shall be done.
[We hear a confusion of voices and the moise of
approaching steps behind the scene. 1hey increase
wm loudness as they approach.]

A multitude of priests come with hasty tripping step along the hall, their
leader is carrying a large cross. They enter and crowd together, timidly,
along the rear and in the bay-window, where they remain. (REGORY,
supported by two other priests, enters slowly. His walk, his bearing,
and the features of his face, show extreme exhaustion.

Prerect. Holy Pope! You are exhausted! [Pownting to
the couch.] We have prepared a couch for you.
GREGORY (stops in the centre of the stage, looks about, with-

out noticing the Prefect). The crown!
Prerecr. What is it you wish?
Grecory. The crown!

A young priest enters hastily, carrying a metal box in his two hands.

Tae Youxce Priest. I’'m bringing it, your Holiness!

GrEcorY (his face lights wp. He lifts quickly the cover of
the box; in it lies the imperial crown). Leap now over
the wall! Break into Saint Peter’s holy Church!
Here is the soul of Saint Peter’s! In this chamber,
the world!

Prerecr. It’s too much for you. I beg you, take a rest.
[He makes Grecory sit down on the couch.]

GrEGORY (seats himself). Who says I’'m weak? It’s not
true. Come here! [He beckons the young priest to
come to him.] I must seeit! [The young priest kneels
in fromt of the couch, supporting the box on his knees.
GrEGORY gazes at the crown with devouring looks.]
That’s food and drink, and solace and power! Do you
see the rays of light that flash from it? Flames and
sparks, blue flames, like the blue light in the eye of a
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hungry wolf! They are Henry’s thoughts!— Imperial
crown is it’s name! The head on which it rests aspires
to realms beyond the clouds! Down with thee, pride
of the world! Down! Down!—

Tre Youxe Priest (placing the box on the floor). At your
feet! At your feet!

Grecory. I’ve sworn to God, that T will cast the erowns of
this world into the dust before His feet! 1I’ve grown
old since I made this oath! My work is done! For
a sign of what I’ve done, I'll do this! [He puts his
foot upon the crown.]

TuE PreEFECT AND THE CaPTAIN. God be with us!

Grecory. Fools! Don’t you see that God is with me?
Ten thousand are outside, with horses and arms, shout-
ing and clamoring for this erown! And here am I,
I alone! I have it—1 will keep it— and will not sur-
render it!

[He sinks down exhausted. There is a pause. Be-
hind the scene, we hear, coming from below, three
long, measured beats, as though a hammer was
struck against a door. The soldier, who before
had stood in the bay-window, appears wn the hall-
way.]

TaE SoLpier. Prefect!

Prerecr. What is it?

TrE Sorpier. There is some one at the gate.

Prerect. Who?

TaE SoLpier. One of the army of the king.

Caprain. What?

Prerecr. The Romans allowed him to come in?

Trae Sorpier. They allowed him to come in, and conducted
him to the castle. They are below, a great crowd.
They demand that he be admitted. They say he comes
to treat of peace with the holy Pope.

Grecory (who, in the meantime, has lawm as i a swoon,
sits up). Who is speaking of me?

VoL. XVII—8
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Prerrcr (fo Grrcory). Holy Pope, the tidings come, that
King Henry has sent an envoy, to negotiate peace
with you.

Grecory. Does he offer submission? Will he through
penance release himself from the ban?

PrerFrcT (o the soldier). 1s that what he wants?

Tae Sowpier. That T don’t know.

Prerect (to GreEcory). Holy Pope, that we don’t know.

GreEcory. No other conditions will admit him.

Prerecr. Holy Pope, it—it might well be—?

GreErory. No other conditions will admit him.

[From below come repeated, irreqular sounding
beats, as though a great number of hands were
beating on the gates. Cries of voices are heard
from below.]

Caprain (hastens to the window, and looks down). Holy

" Father, the Romans are losing their patience! They
demand by force of arms that he be admitted.

Gregory. Are the Romans allied with him?

Prerect. Not that, exactly; to tell the truth, they — they
are longing for peace.

GreGOrY (speaking to himself). Bodies are defending the
Church! Bodies are mortal! They become tired and
fagged out! [Lifts up his head.] Prefect!

Prerecr. What is your wish?

Grecory. Does any one know where the Abbot of Clugny is?

Prerecr. Abbot Hugo? They say he is in the camp of
the King.

Grecory (lost in gloomy thought). Hugo-—in Henry’s
camp ——

Prerect. Have you no instructions to give?

GrEGORY (in anm angry voice). They shall fight; and, if
needs be, die for the holy Church!

Prerecr. But-—but, possibly,— very many will have to die.

GrEGORY (with a scorn). How cautious you are, Prefect!
[To himself.] Of course —what does he care about

[
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the Church? Hugo even left it! I’m shivering with
loneliness! [Renewed noise coming from below.]
Grecory. Let him come! Open the door!
[The Prefect and the Captain leave. A long pause.]

A knight enters wearing a helmet with lowered visor, a mantle over his
armor. The Prefect, and the Captain come up the hall.

PrerecT (f0 the Knmight). Surrender your sword! When
you leave, you shall have it back.

[The Knight surrenders silently his sword to the
Prefect, and motions him and the Caplam to with-
draw. DBoth leave. The Knight beckons also to
the clergy to withdraw; these look inquiringly at
Gerecory. Recewing no sign from him, they leave,
closing the door behind them. The Knight 1s
standing in the rear stately erect.]

GrEGORY (without turning toward him). You bring me
Henry’s submission?

Trae Kyicar. He submitted himself when you were the
stronger.

GrEcorY (startled at the words of the Knight, as though
listening to the sound of his voice; he turns slowly
his head toward him, and stares at him for awhile in
silence). Am I not—still the stronger? Is Henry
not under the ban?

Tae Kyicar. He was freed from it at Canossa.

Grecory. But I put the ban upon him a second time. Did
they not hear of it in Germany?

Tae Kxiear. They heard of it.

Grecory. What then did they do in Germany? What did
the people say?

Tae Kxiear. They heard of it.

Grecory. What did they do when they heard of it?

Tae Knicar. That’s all there was about it.

[GrEcory clutches the pillows, and wuiters a low
sound.]
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Tae Kxigar. When Gregory cursed Henry the first time,
God’s anger was in his words; when he did it a second
time, it was a man’s impotent hatred.

Grecory. Did Henry send you? Is that what he said
to you?

Tre Kxicar. Henry did not send me.

Grecory. Not? You are a German? You come from
Germany?

Tuae K~ycar. I am a German, I come from Germany.
Grecory. And-—and Henry did not send you? [4 pause.]
Who did send you? Did King Rudolph send youn?

Tue Kyicer. That may be.

Grecory. What has he to say to me? Whatis his message?

Tre KyigaTr. He sends you his farewell: he’s dead!

Grecory. Rudolph dead?

Tee Kyiear. Slain in a battle against Henry. He sends
you a legacy.

Grecory. A —a legacy?

Tre K~nicaT. The hand with which he swore allegiance to
his king, which was cut from his body in bloody battle,
the hand, which Henry read to him at Canossa, prophe-
sying his death,—as a legacy he sends you this hand!

[He puts his hand under his mantle, produces a
man’s right hand, and throws it at GREGORY’S feet.]

GrEGORY (7ises with a cry of terror, sinks down by the side
of the couch, burying his face deep in the pillows).
Oh!— [Kneeling at the couch.] How do you know
that Henry read his death in Rudolph’s hand?

Tee KxicaT. Because it was I who read it!

Grecory. You—you are—?

Tue Kx~ieaT (lifts quickly his helmet). 1 am Henry, the
King. [There ts a pause.] Do you feel the silence
round about us? It’s the world, holding its breath,
because we are, for the first time, alone. [He points
to the hand.] Death is between us! I will cover it.
[He takes the mantle from his shoulder, and throws it
over the hand.] May life spring forth from this hour!
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GreGORY (rises from his knees, and seats himself on the
couch). What do you ask of me?

Hexry. My right.

Grecory. What do you call your right?

Hexry. The imperial crown.

GreGory (scornfully). You say I am not stronger than
you are; yet you come begging of me.

Hexry. I do not come begging: tomorrow I shall be
emperor!

Grecory. If I refuse it to you?

Hexry. Then some one else will crown me.

Grecory. The Pope only can erown an emperor!

Hexry. Then another pope will reign in your place to-
MOrrow.

Grecory. Who?

Hexry. Wibert of Ravenna.

Grecory. Wibert? The priests will tear the holy vest-
ments from his body!

Hexry. A hosanna the priests will sing him.

GreEcory. Who tells you that?

Hexry. One in whom you believe,— Hugo, the Abbot of
Clugny.

Grecory. Hugo—for Wibert? That’s not true!

Hexry. Come into my camp, ask him yourself! [Grecory
collapses on his couch. A pause.] But it is my wish,
that you crown me!

Grecory. Why —1I?

Hexry. Because I cannot forget the day when I saw you
for the first time, many years ago, up there, at Goslar.
You looked so different from other people! [Grrcory
turns slowly toward him.] You looked to me like one
who could work wonders! If it be true that you have
this power, use it: it is your last opportunity!

Grecory. What wonder do you expect of me?

Hexry. Since my visit at Canossa, I lost my faith. Give
me back my faith!

GreEcory. So—that’s what you want?
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Hexry. Since then something died within me—cause it
to live again!

GrecorY (his eyes turn away from HENRY, his head drops
on his breast; he wrings his hands; his whole body
trembles, showing that intense emotion surges through
him). How his heart yearns after mine! How my
heart answers his! [He wrings his hands more wildly,
suddenly they fall asunder; he rises quickly.] Henry!
I wish to God you were not King!

Hexry (with a grave smile). My foes say that also.

Grrecory. Not King just at this time— while I am Pope!

Hexry. I don’t understand you.

GrEGORY (standing at the lead of the couch). But if you
did understand me, the miracle you are asking for
would be wrought!

Hexrv. I want you to restore my faith.

Grecory. Then you would have what will give you faith.

Hexry. What?

GrEcory. The Infinite, the Eternal, the Divine, the Church.

Hexry. I want the invisible God, in whom I once believed !

GreEGcory. He lives in the Church! Believe in her, and He
will again be yours!

Hew~ry (looks at him in blank astonishment). And —if I—
would —

Grecory (stretches, from the place where he stands, both
hands toward HrNry). Oh, if only you would! Oh,
if you would come! If you would come to her, as a son
to his mother! Come, Henry! Henry, come! Do
you remember what you said to me on that day in
Goslar? You said that you would not suffer any one
to put out people’s eyes! Kingly boy, kingly man,
think of what you said! Put it now into practice,—
make the blind see, make them see what will give them
eternal salvation! You, first among men, you, mightiest
among men, humble yourself first, submit yourself first,
kneel before the one who is greater than you!

Henry. Before the Church?
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Grecory. Yes, yes, ves, before the Church, which is as
great as God Himself!

Hexry. T understand what you ask of me—tell me, What
will you give me in return?

Grecory. What will T give you? What will T give you?
I will take the ban from you; T will recognize vou
before the whole world as King; I will crown you
Emperor before the world; I will receive you as my
partner in my great work, as my friend, my brother,
my son, as the most beloved son of the Chureh! Henry,
you who have suffered so muech from hatred — your
soul will be filled with the light of heavenly bliss, when
the stream of universal love which the Church is able
to give, overflows you!

Hexry. Give me your love of your own free-will.

Grecory. I do give you my love of my own free-will.

Hexry. No, you sellit to me. Let me be your friend with-
out being your servant!

Grecory. Does the son become a servant in submitting
himself to his mother?

Hexry. No true mother lets her son feel this submission.

GrEGORY. You shall not feel it! The outside world shall
not see your submission, the outside world shall not
see you kneel! A thousand steps I take toward you—
one only I ask of you! Here where I am is the Church;
where you are, is the world. Let this stone chamber
become the place of that momentous event where the
body humbled itself before the spirit! Subdue the
king, bow your neck, kneel before me; no one will know
it, no one will see it —

Hexry. One will see it!

Grecory. Who!?

Hexry. I

Grecory. Do it for humanity’s sake!

Hexry. I cannot kneel.

Grecory. Did you not kneel once before?

Hexry. It did not help me. At that time when I knelt,



120 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

God died within me. Return to me the God I sought
to find in you and you have taken from me!

Grecory. I cannot, unless you humble yourself. Humble
yourself!

Hexry. No!

GreEcory. You must—

Hexry. No!

GreGORY (throwing up both hands). Were all my words
in vain that I have spoken, all that I implored of you?
Is this hour lost, this one hour, which once was and
will never return? Oh, you stubborn man!

Hexry. Oh,— deceiver!

GreGORY (taken aback). Deceiver —?

Hexry. Yes, deceiver! Who wishes people to believe that
he is above weakness and desire —yet who hungers
after power, and is satisfied with empty show! Twice
I have searched your soul, twice I've found there
nothing but emptiness!

Grecory. Now you shall not be emperor!

Hexry. Now I shall be emperor without your help! [He
takes the mantle from the floor, pointing to the win-
dow.] The day is dawning red. Thousands have died
because of you, ten thousands will die because of you—
shall their blood be upon you? Shall there be war?

GreEcory. War from generation to generation, between
father and son! War there shall be! And a curse
upon you from now on till eternity!

Hexry (throws the mantle about his shoulders). 1t’s not
a wonder worker —it’s a sorcerer that is cursing the
world! Your voice is drowned by another, mightier
than yours—the voice of despair! Your curse is
made void by another, mightier than yours — the curse
of the deceived! All those that have sought refuge in
hope, all those that have struggled to keep their faith,
have yearned after God, all those that have put their
trust in you, and have received a stone in place of
bread, and a glittering plaything instead of eternal
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life,—for all those I speak, for all those I say to vou,
You shall be cursed, cursed, cursed! |He rushes out.]
GRrEGORY (stretches out both arms). Let me pray —pray —
pray —
[He staggers, and falls across the couch, so that his
head 1s hanging down.]

The priests appear at the door; they look about anxiously for a moment,
then enter tumultuously.

Tae Priests. The Pope is dying!
[The moment they are drawing near, they perceive
the dead hand on the floor.]
OxE oF THE Priests. See-—what’s lying there on the floor!
A Seconp Priest (bending over). A man’s hand hacked
from the body!
ALr THE Priests. A dead man’s hand!
[They fall back terrified to the rear.]
THaE YouNc Prist (the one who brought the crown is kneel-
tng by the side of GreGory and has lifted his head on
the couch). Don’t run away! Don’t you see that he
is dying? Let us pray for his soul!
TrE Priests. Let us pray for his soul!
[They kneel down in the rear.]
TraE Youne Priest (leading in prayer). ‘¢ When the hour
is at hand which is followed by no hour—*’
TraEe Priests (repeating the words). *‘ Which is followed
by no hour—"7"’
Tre Younc Priest (leading in prayer). ¢ When the night
is at hand which is followed by no day—*’
Tue Priests (as before). ¢ Which is followed by no
day —?’ ,
Tre Youxe Priest (as before). ‘‘Then lead me in the
darkness, have pity upon me, O Lord!”’
Tae Priests (as before). ‘¢ Have pity upon me, O Lord!”’
GrEGORY (ratsing his head). What are you muttering?
Tre Youne Priest. We are praying.
Grrcory. Prayers for one dying?
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TrE Youxa Priest. Prayers for the last hour.

Grecory. Is there a dying one here?

ArL tHE Priests. Pray withus, holy Father! Pray withus!

[Behind the scene, coming from the distance, a loud
trumpet blast. The priests jump from the ground,
and rush to the window.]

OxkE oF THE Priests. That’s King Henry, who is attacking
the walls of Rome!

Srcoxp Priest. Death is upon us!

AiL TtHE Prists (run in deathly fear to the front, throw
themselves before GrEGorY, embracing his knees).
Pray with us! Pray! Pray!

GreGorY (pushing them away). Cowards!

[From the distance a second trumpet blast, then a
great uproar and confusion of sounds.]

AvvL tHE Priests. Did you hear that?

Grecory. To arms!

ArvL tHE Priests. Pray for the salvation of your soul!

Grecory. Fight for the holy Church!

Arr THE PRIiESTS. Pray! Pray!

GreEcory. Upon the walls with you! [He struggles up
from the cauch.] Give me the crucifix! [He reaches
after the crucifix; it is given him.]

O~E or THE Prirsts. What are you going to do?

Grecory. I am going up on the walls! [He straightens
himself out, leaning against the cross.] Help me onto
my feet! Upon the walls! TFight! Die for the holy
Church! [Hestaggers,letsthe cross fall and sinks back
on the couch.] Oh, my body—my body — wretched
body!—

The Prefect comes rushing in.

Prerect. Holy Father— Holy Father — Gottfried von
Bouillon has scaled the walls! The Germans are inside
the city!

Grecory. Fight for the holy Church! Fight against
Henry and hell! For the holy Church!
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The Captain appears at the door.

Capraix. Prefect! You are wanted! King Henry has
entered Saint Peter’s! There is a frightful massacre
in the church!

[The Prefect rushes out followed by the Captain.
The priests jump to thew feet. Thcy are greatly
terrified.]

Oxe or THE Priests. That’s God’s own judgment!

A Seconp Priest. Look at the dead man’s hand! It’s
pointing to him!

First Priest. He can’t pray!

Seconp Priest. God has forsaken him!

AvL tHE Priests. God has forsaken him! Save yourself!
Flee! Save yourself!

[They crowd together in wild confusion toward the
door, and leave in haste. GREGORY sinks back with
a moan.]

TuE Younc Priest (carried away by the confusion of the
fleeing priests, is returning, and throws himself at
GreGorY’s feet). I will not flee! I willnot! I will not!

GrEcory. Who are you? The lamp burns dimly —who
are you that is speaking to me?

Tae Youwne Priest (throwing his arm about GREGORY,
presses his face upon GrEGorY’s breast). One of your
people, the last, the least, but one of them!

GREGORY (groping for the head of the young man). You
are the boy who—who brought me the crown?

THE Younc Priest. I’'m the one! I’'m the one! Unknown,
I’ve looked up to you; in obscurity, I've prayed to be
with you! I was a beggar all my days, death leads me
now to you, to your side! I may die now with you,—
you, my sanctuary,— you, my God!

[Behind the scene a great tumult arises. We hear
the words: *‘‘Henry for Emperor, Wibert for
Pope!’’]

GrecorY (startled). What do these call?

{
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Tae Youxe Priest (throwing himself upon ham). Don’t
listen to them! Don’t listen to them!

[Behind the scene repeated cries: ‘¢ Henry for Em-
peror, Wibert for Pope!’’]

GreGory (starting up). They are calling,— ¢ Wibert for
Pope!”’

Tue Youxc Priest (throwing himself with redoubled pas-
sion upon him). They are lying! They are lying!
They are lying!

GrEGORY (raising himself feebly on his feet, he supports
himself with both hands on the shoulders of the young
priest, who is kneeling before him). Who—is your
Pope?

Tae Youne Priest. You are the Pope, none but you!

Grecory. Do you believe in me?

Tue Young Priest. As I believe in God so I believe in you!

GreEGOrRY. You love me?

THaE Young Priest. Father and mother, brother and sister,
I'll give up for you! !

GreGory, O my God! Thou hast sent him to me in this
my last hour! Thou didst know that I wanted noth-
ing for myself, but all things for the holy Cause
alone! Thou didst send him to me in my last hour,
this man here, O my God! [He puts his hands on the
head of the young man.] My hands are on your head!
Youth, golden season of life, I bless you! Future, I
link you to my work! You shall remain when I have
passed away; you shall live when I have died!
Shadows are dimming my vision! Look into my eyes!
Sun is in your eyes! You are the Tomorrow, which
is dawning in triumph over the Yesterday!

[Behind the scene, in immediate proximity, once
more repeated cries of: ‘‘ Henry for Emperor,
Wilbert for Pope! ’’]

GreEGORY (in a rigid position, standing, his right hand
ratsed). The Future —the Future! That— that’s
mine!

[He staggers, falls backward on the couch, and dies.]
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I German ) RE there people, I wonder, who are entirely
' free from curiosity?— People who, when
they see someone looking attentively and
interestedly at an unknown object, are able
to pass by without feeling in the least an
itching desire to stop, to follow the direction of the other’s
gaze and find out what mysterious thing it is he sees?

If anyone should ask me whether I, personally, belong to
that strong sort of men, I do not know whether I could
honestly say yes, and certain it is that there was one
moment in my life when I not only felt such an itching
desire but actually yielded to it and did what any curious
person does.

The place where that happened was a wine-tavern in the
old town where I was practising at the court as a young,
unpaid barrister; the time was a summer afternoon.

The wine-tavern, on the ground floor, at the side of a
large square of which its windows commanded a view in
all directions, was almost empty at that hour. To my mind
—for I always have been a lover of solitude —it was only
the pleasanter on that account.

There were three of ms: the fat tapster who poured
golden yellow muscatel into my glass from a bottle gray
with dust, then I myself, sitting in a corner of the many-
angled, cosy room, sipping the fragrant wine, and finally
another guest who had seated himself at one of the two
open windows, a goblet of red wine before him on the
window-sill, a long, well-colored meerschaum cigar-holder
in his mouth, from which he spread clouds of smoke about
him.

&
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This man, whose reddish face, tinged with a bluish hue in
spots, was surrounded by a long gray beard, was an old
pensioned colonel known to everyone in town; he belonged
to the colony of retired officers who had settled in this
pleasant place and were slowly advancing toward the end
of their days in tedious monotony.

About noon they were to be seen strolling through the
streets in groups of two or three, shortly to disappear into
the wine-tavern, where, between twelve and one, they would
gather about the round table in response to the ‘‘ call to
conversation.”” On the table stood pint bottles of sour
moselle, above it hung a cloud of bluish cigar-smoke, and
through the nebulous veil would be heard peevish, husky
voices discussing the latest announcements in the list of
promotions.

The old colonel also was a regular visitor in the wine-
tavern; he did not come at the hour of the general roll-call,
however, but later, in the afternoon.

His was a solitary nature. He was seldom seen walk-
ing with others; he lived outside the town on the other side
of the river, and the view from his windows was of the
broad meadow-lands that the stream, when it overflowed
its banks in spring, usually covered with water. Sometimes
when I passed by the house where he lived I had seen him
standing at the window, his blood-shot eyes gazing medi-
tatively out of their puffed and wrinkled lids at the gray
wilderness of water beyond the dam.

And now, there he sat at the window of the wine-tavern
gazing steadily out into the square across the sandy surface
of which the wind swept the dust in swirls.

What could he be looking at?

The fat tapster who was bored with us two silent people,
had noticed the Colonel’s behavior before I did; he stood
in the middle of the room, his hands behind his back, under
his coattails, and looked out of the other window into the
square.

There must surely be something going on out there.
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As quietly as possible so as not to distract the attention
of the other two, I rose from my seat. But there was noth-
ing particular to be seen. The square was deserted, except
that in the middle, near the ornamental lamppost, T noticed
two school-boys who stood facing each other in threatening
attitudes.

Was that what so engaged the old man’s attention?

Human nature being as it is, once I had begun to watch
I could not turn my eyes away till I had seen whether the
threatened fight would actually take place. The boys had
just come from the afternoon session; they still carried
their schoolbags under their arms. They were probably
about the same age, but one was a head taller than the other.
This bigger boy, a thin, lanky fellow with a disagreeable
expression on his freckled face, was blocking the way for
the other, who was short and fat and had a good-natured
face with chubby, red cheeks. At the same time the bully
seemed to be teasing the smaller boy with irritating re-
marks. The distance was too great, however, for me to
understand what he said. After this had lasted a little
while the fight began. Both boys dropped their bags; the
short, fat one lowered his head as if he meant to ram in
his opponent’s stomach and rushed at him.

“ Now then, the big fellow will soon have him in chan-
cery,”” said the Colonel,. who had watched the fighters’
movements attentively and seemed to disapprove of the
little lad’s tactics.

It was difficult to say to whom he spoke these words, he
said them aloud to himself without addressing either of us.

His prediction: was fulfilled immediately.

The taller boy avoided his enemy’s attack; a moment
later he had thrown his left arm around the other’s neck
so that he held his head as if in a noose; he had him, as we
say, ‘‘in chancery.”’” With his right hand he seized his
antagonist’s right fist with which the latter was trying to
belabor his back and after he had captured him completely
and got him into his power he dragged him in mocking tri-
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umph round the lamppost, once and again and then a third
time.

““ He’s a flabby chap,’’ said the old Colonel, continuing
his monologue, ‘‘ he always lets himself be caught that
way.”” Apparently he was dissatisfied with the short, fat
fellow and could not bear the tall, thin one.

“ For they fight every day,’”” he went on, looking at the
tapster now, to whom it seemed he wanted to explain his
interest in the matter.

Then he turned his face again toward the window.

““T’m curious to see whether the little lad will come! ”’

He had scarcely finished growling these words when a
slender little fellow came rushing out of the parkway that
ran into the square at that point.

“‘ There he is! ’? said the old Colonel. He took a swallow
of red wine and stroked his beard.

The little lad whose resemblance to the chubby-cheeked
boy marked him as his brother, but who looked like a more
delicate and improved edition of the latter, had come up
to the others. With both hands he raised his school-bag
and gave the tall, thin boy such a blow Wlth it on the back
that we could hear the sound.

“ Bravo! ’’ said the old Colonel.

The tall, thin boy kicked at his new assailant like a horse.
The little chap avoided the kick and at the same instant
another blow descended on the tall, thin boy, this time on
his head, knocking off his cap.

In spite of that he did not relax his strangle hold and
still gripped his prisoner’s right hand firmly.

Now the little boy tore open his bag with truly mad
haste; out of the bag he took his pencil-box, out of the
pencil-box his penholder and, using the steel pen as a
weapon, he suddenly began to stab the tall, thin boy’s hand.

¢ The confounded youngster!’’ said the Colonel to him-
self, ‘¢ a capital little chap!’’ His red eyes shone with
delight.

Things grew too hot now for the tall, thin boy; irritated
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by the pain he let go his first antagonist and fell upon the
little fellow, pummeling him furiously with his fists.

But the latter turned into a regular little wildeat. His
cap had fallen from his head; his curly hair clung about his
deathly pale, delicately formed face in which his eyes
flamed. His schoolbag with all its contents lay on the
ground and across them he flew at the tall, thin boy.

He pressed close to his antagonist and belabored his
stomach and body with his convulsively clenched little fists
so effectively that the other began to retreat step by step.

In the meantime the chubby-cheeked boy had collected
himself again, had picked up his bag and now joined once
more in the fight with blows on the enemy’s back and flanks.

At last the tall, thin boy shook off the little one, stepped
back two paces and picked up his cap. The fight was draw-
ing to a close.

Panting breathlessly the three stood opposite one an-
other. The tall, thin boy sought to hide his shame at his
defeat by a hateful grin; the little one, his fists still clenched,
followed his every movement with glowing eyes ready at
any moment to rush at him if he should begin again.

But the tall, thin fellow did not come again; he had had
enough. Scornfully he withdrew farther and farther,
shrugging his shoulders as he went, and when he had
reached a certain distance he began to shout insults at the
other two.

The brothers gathered up the little one’s belongings
which lay scattered over the ground, put them into the
schoolbag, picked up their caps, brushed the dust off them
and turned to continue their way home. This led them
past the windows of our wine tavern. I was able to look
closer at the brave little lad; he was really a thoroughbred.
The tall, thin boy followed them again shouting at them
loudly across the square; the little one shrugged his
shoulders with wunutterable contempt. ‘¢ What a big,
clumsy coward,”’ he said, and suddenly he stopped and

Vor. XVII—9
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turned to face his enemy. Instantly the tall, thin boy
stopped too, and the brothers broke into derisive laughter.

They were now standing directly under the window at
which the old Colonel was sitting. He leaned out.

‘¢ Bravo, my boy!’’ he said, ‘‘ you’re a plucky little chap.
Here, take a drink for a reward.”” He picked up the goblet
and held it out the window to the little fellow. The boy
looked up surprised, then he whispered something to his
older brother, gave him his bag to hold, and took the big
glass in both his little hands.

After he had drunk a generous swallow he held the glass
in one hand by the stem, took his schoolbag from his brother
again and, without asking further permission, offered him
the glass too.

Chubby Cheeks also took a draught.

¢ Such a rogue,’’ said the old Colonel, grinning to him-
self; ¢“ I offer him my glass and without a ¢ by your leave’
he gives his brother a drink out of it.”’

The little chap was now holding the glass up to the
window again. It was easy to see by his face that what
he had done had seemed to him a matter of course.

“ Did it taste good? '’ asked the old Colonel.

““ Yes, thank you, very good,’’ said the boy, pulled at
his cap, politely, and continued on his way with his brother.

The Colonel watched them till they turned the corner of
the street and disappeared from his view.

Then, resuming his soliloquy, he said, ‘* Boys like that —
it’s curious sometimes about boys like that.”’

¢ That they should fight like that, right in the street,’”’
said the fat tapster disapprovingly, who still remained
standing where he was; ‘“ it’s a wonder that their teachers
allow it; after all they seem to be the children of respec-
table families.”’

“ That doesn’t matter a bit,”’ grunted the old Colonel.
‘“ Boys must have freedom, the teachers can’t be after them
all the time; boys must fight.””

He rose from his seat so heavily that the chair creaked
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under him, knocked the cigar stump out of his cigar-holder
into the ashtray, and walked stifflv over to the opposite wall
where his hat hung on a peg. At the sam= time he con-
tinued his thoughts.

¢ With boys like that nature shows itself just as it really
is —afterward, when they grow older, they all seem to be
alike —they are good subjects for study— boys like that.”’

The tapster had given him his hat; the Colonel once more
took up his goblet in which there were still a few drops of
red wine.

‘¢ Confounded seamps,’” he growled, ¢‘ they’ve drunk up
all my wine.”” He looked at the scanty remnant almost
sadly, then set the goblet down without draining it.

The fat tapster suddenly grew animated.

“ Will you have some more, sir? ’’

Standing at the table the old man opened the wine-list
and growled to himself.

““ Hm—some other kind perhaps —but they don’t keep
that on tap-—a whole bottle—that would be rather too
much.”’

His gaze wandered slowly over to me; in his eyes I read
the dumb question of the man who asks his fellow whether
he will help him conquer a bottle of wine.

¢ If you will allow me, Colonel,’’ I said, ‘‘ I shall be glad
to share a bottle.”’

He did allow me and, apparently, not unwillingly. He
pushed the wine-list over to the tapster, underscored a line
with his index finger and said in a tone of command: ‘‘A
bottle of that.”’

“ That’s a brand that I know,’’ he said turning to me as
he threw his hat on a chair and sat down at the table, ‘¢ it’s
noble blood.”’

I had seated myself at the table with him so that I saw
his face from the side. His gaze was turned toward the
windows and, as he looked past me at the sky, the erimson
glow of the sunset was reflected in his eyes.

It was the first time I had seen him in such close
proximity.
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There was an expression in his eyes as if he were lost
in day dreams and, as his hand mechanically stroked his
long gray beard, it seemed as if figures were rising before
him out of the torrent of years that had streamed away
into silence behind him, figures of those who had been young
when he was young and now were—who could tell me,
where? The bottle that the tapster brought and put down
before us on the table contained a delicious draught. Old
Bordeaux, very dark and very mellow flowed into our
glasses. I took up the expression that the old man had used
just before.

““T must agree with you, Colonel, it is really ‘noble
blood.” ’

His red eyes returned from the distance, wandered over
to me and remained fixed upon me as if he would say:
¢ What do you know of —”’

He took a generous swallow, wiped his damp beard and
gazed across the glass. ‘¢ It’s so strange,’’ he said, ‘‘ when
we grow old, we think much more of our earliest days than
of the time that came after.”’

I remained silent. I felt that I ought not to speak and
question. When a man recalls old memories he becomes
poetical, and men who are creating poetry must not be
questioned. A long pause ensued.

‘¢ How strange it is —the people we meet,’’ he continued.
¢¢ If we begin to think — some who go on living and living —
sometimes it would be better if they were no longer alive —
and others—they had to go—much too young.”” He
passed his hand over the top of the table. *¢ There’s much
down below there.”’

It looked as if the top of the table meant the surface of
the earth to him, and as if he were thinking of those that
lie under the earth.

‘T had to think of that a few minutes ago ’’—his voice
sounded gloomy—*¢‘ when I saw the boy. Nature sticks
right out of a boy like that, as thick as your arm. We can
see right into his blood. But it’s a pity—mnoble blood
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easily goes to waste —more easily than the other kind. I
knew a boy like that once.”’

There we had it!

The tapster had seated himself in the far corner of the
room; I kept perfectly quiet; the stillness of the room was
broken by the old Colonel’s heavy voice which came at
intervals like the gusts of wind that precede a thunder
storm or some natural calamity.

His gaze wandered over me again as if examining me to
see whether T could listen. He did not question, I did not
speak, but I looked at him and my glance may have replied:
¢ Tell the story.”

Still he did not begin at once but first with deliberation
drew a large cigar case of hard brown leather out of his
breast pocket, took out a cigar and lighted it slowly.

“ You know Berlin, of course,’’ he said, blowing out the
match and puffing the first cloud of smoke across the table,
“ and I suppose you’ve also been on the elevated railway.”’

¢ Oh yes, sometimes.”’

¢¢ Hm — well, when you go from Alexander Square to the
Janowitz Bridge, along behind New Friedrich Street, on
the right side in New F'riedrich Street there stands a large,
plain old building —that is the old military school.”’

I nodded corroboratively.

“‘ The new one, out in Lichterfelde, I don’t know at all,
but the old one I do know —hm-—yes, I know that one.”’

The repetition of his words made me feel that he knew
not only the building but also not a few things that had
happened there.

¢ Coming from Alexander Square,’’ he continued, ‘‘ you
come first to a yard with trees in it. Grass grows there
now, but that wasn’t so in my day; it was used for a drill
ground then and the cadets used to walk about there at
recess. Then comes the big main building which surrounds
a rectangular court called the ¢‘ Square Court,”’ and there
too the cadets used to walk. You can’t see it from outside
as you pass.”’
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Again I nodded in corroboration.

““ And then comes a third yard; it is smaller and a house
faces it. I don’t know what the house is used for now;
at that time it was the hospital. And then as vou go past
in the train you can see the roof of the gymnasium too, for
next to the hospital was the main athletic field. There was
a ditch to jump over and climbing poles and all sorts of
things — that’s all been taken away now. A door opened
from the hospital into the athletic field, but it was always
locked. To enter the hospital you had to approach it from
the front, by way of the yard. This door, as I said, was
always locked; that is, it was only opened on special occa-
sions and they were always very sad occasions. For you
must know that on the other side of the door was the
mortuary and when a cadet died he was laid there and the
door was opened and remained so until the other cadets
had been led past to take a last look at him, and until he was
borne away—hm.”” A long pause followed.

““As I said, I know nothing about the new building out
there in Lichterfelde,”” continued the Colonel disparag-
ingly, ¢“ but I’ve heard that it is a big affair now with lots
of cadets. At that time, in New Friedrich Street, there
were not very many, only four companies, and they made
up two classes: juniors and seniors, and then there were
the special students who afterward entered the army as
officers and whom we called ¢ the bullies ’ because they had
the supervision of the others and we couldn’t bear them on
that account.

‘¢ In the company to which I belonged —it was the fourth
—there were two brothers who were with me in the junior
class. Their name is immaterial but—well —it was von
L——. The masters called the older of the two L-1, and
the little one, who was a year and a half younger than the
other, L.-2; but among us cadets they were known as Big L
and Little L. Little L,—well —hm.”’

He moved on his chair and a far-away look came into his
eyes. He seemed to have arrived at the object of his
memory.
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‘¢ Such a difference between two brothers 1 have really
never seen since,’’ he went on, blowing a thick cloud out of
his meerschaum cigar holder. ¢ Big [ was a thickset fel-
low with clumsy limbs and a heavy head; Little L. was like
a willow-wand, he was so slender and supple. He had a
small, narrow head and blond, wavy hair that curled natu-
rally and a little nose, like a young eagle and altogether —
he was a boy— "’

The old Colonel breathed hard.

‘“Don’t imagine that the cadets were indifferent to these
things; on the contrary. The brothers had scarcely come
to the military school in Berlin from the preparatory
school—they came from Wahlstatt I think—before the
matter was decided; no one paid any attention to Big L,
and Little L was a general favorite.

¢“Tt’s queer about boys like that. The big, strong ones
are kings and whomever they favor has an easy time of it.
And that wins him the respect of the others too and they
would scarcely dare to bother him. Nature still comes out
in boys like that; it’s something the same as it is with
animals: among them all the others crouch down before
the biggest and strongest beast.”

Renewed puffs from the meerschaum cigar holder accom-
panied these words.

‘¢ When the cadets came down at recess, those who were
good friends always joined one another and then walked
arm in arm round the Square Court and to the yard where
the trees stand, and so they kept on till the drum sounded
the call to work again.

¢ Big L— well—he joined any one he could and strode
along ill-humoredly. Little L, on the contrary, scarcely
got down into the yard before two or three of the other
big boys took him by the arm and made him walk with them.
And they were seniors too, whereas generally a senior
would never have dreamed of walking with a ¢ knapsack’
as they called the boys in the junior class—that was far
beneath their dignity. But it was very different when the
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boy was Little I.; they made an exception in his case. In
spite of that he was not less a favorite with the juniors
than with the seniors. That could be seen in class where,
of course, we were all juniors together. We were seated
in alphabetical order and so the two L’s sat about in the
middle next to each other.

‘¢ Their standing in the class was fairly equal. Big L
had a good head for mathematics; he wasn’t much good at
any other subject but in mathematics he was a ¢ star,” and
Little L, who was not exactly clever at figures, copied from
his brother’s work. In everything else Little L excelled
his elder brother, and was, in fact, one of the best in the
class. And this was one of the differences between the
brothers: Big L kept his wisdom to himself and did not
prompt; Little L, prompted,— Oh yes, he positively roared,
yes, indeed — *’

An affectionate smile passed over the old man’s face.

““ When a boy in the first row was called on and didn’t
know his lesson, Little L hissed across all the intervening
benches at him what to say; when it came the turn of a boy
in the last row, Little L, murmured the answer half aloud.

“ There was one old professor who taught us Latin.
Almost every time we recited to him he would stop in the
middle of the class. ¢ L-2,” he would say, ¢ you are prompt-
ing again! And you are doing it in the most unabashed
way! Take care, L 2, I will make an example of you the
next time. I warn you today for the last time.’”’

The old Colonel laughed to himself.

““ But it was always the time before the last,’”’ he said,
‘ and it never went beyond the warning, for although Lit-
tle L was not a model boy, but quite the contrary, he was
nevertheless a favorite with the masters and officers too—
and it couldn’t have been otherwise. He was always as
jolly as if he’d had a present every day, although he never
had any present given him, for the father of the two boys
was a very poor major in some infantry regiment and they
scarcely had a groshen for pocket money. And he always
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looked as if he were just fresh out of a bandbox, o neat
and smart— outside and in— altogether —

The Colonel paused; he seemed to be searching for a
term which would express all his love for his little comrade
of long ago.

‘¢ As if nature had been in a really good humor for once,”’
he said then, ‘“ and had stood the boy on his feet and said,
‘ here you have him!’

‘“ And that was curious,’’ he continued, ‘¢ different as the
brothers were, still they were very much attached to each
other.

“ Big L didn’t show it so much; he was always morose
and didn’t show anything; but Little I. couldn’t hide any-
thing.

““ And because Little L was conscious of how much better
than his brother he was treated by the other cadets, he was
sorry for his brother. When they were walking in the yard
he could be seen looking round for his brother from time
to time, to see if he too had somebody to walk with. He
prompted his brother in elass, of course, and let him copy
his work when extemporary exercises were dictated; but
besides that he took care that no one hurt his brother and
sometimes when he looked at him from the side without the
other’s noticing it, his little face often grew quite remark-
ably serious, almost as if he were worried about his
brother.”’

The old man smoked harder.

“ Tt was afterward that I pieced all that together,’’ he
said, ‘“ after everything had happened that was to happen;
he probably knew more about Big L’s state of mind than
we did at that time, and what tendencies his brother had.

“ The cadets knew that, of course, and although it did
Big L no good, for he remained as unpopular as ever, it
made Little I even more of a favorite than he had been,
and he was generally called ¢ brotherly love.’

‘ The two slept in the same room and, as I have already
said, Little L. was very neat, while Big L, on the contrary,
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was slovenly. Little L made himself into a regular servant
for his brother and sometimes he even polished the buttons
on his coat for him and, before we formed for the roll-call,
he would take the clothes brush and go all over him once
again, brushing his uniform and almost serubbing it — par-
ticularly on the davs when the ¢ cross Iieutenant’ was on
duty and had the roll-call.

““To explain that 1 must tell you that for the roll-call
the cadets had to go down in the morning to the yard and
then the officer on duty passed along through the ranks
and inspected the cadets to see if their uniforms were in
order.

““And when it was the ¢ cross Lieutenant’ who did that
the whole company was always in a blue funk, for he never
failed to find something wrong. He went behind the cadets
and filliped their coats with his fingers to see if any dust
came out and if there was none then he lifted up their coat-
pockets and beat them with his hand and, of course, how-
ever well a coat is beaten and brushed there is still always
a little dust in it and as soon as the ¢ cross Lieutenant ’ saw
that he said in a voice like the bleat of an old billy-goat,
¢ Take his 'name —to report on Sunday,” and then that
cadet’s Sunday leave was done for, and that was very sad.”

The old Colonel paused, drank a swallow energetically
and stroked his moustache into his mouth so that he could
suck off the beads of wine that glistened on it; the recol-
lection of the “‘ cross Lieutenant’’ apparently made him
as savage as a wolf.

¢“If you think,’’ he growled, ‘‘ how mean a man must be
to deprive a poor boy of his Sunday leave when he has been
looking forward to it for a week, and all on account of a
trifle —well, anyway — afterward whenever I noticed that
any one was setting out to harass and torment the men —
there was none of that in my regiment later; they knew
that T was there and that I wouldn’t have it. To bark at
the men once in awhile, even to make it pretty strong at
times, to send them to the guard-room, that does no harm —
but to torment a man —it takes a mean chap to do that!”’
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““Very true,’”’ shouted the tapster from the background,
thus betraying the fact that he had followed the Colonel’s
tale.

The old man calmed down and continued.

¢ Things all went on like that for about a year and then
came the time for the examinations and that was always a
most important time.

““The seniors took the ensign’s examination and the
special students, who, as I said, were also called the
‘ bullies,’” took the officer’s examination, and as soon as it
was over they were sent home out of the cadet corps, and
so for a time only the juniors were left and they were pro-
moted into the senior class.

¢ That lasted till the new juniors entered from the pre-
paratory schools and the newly appointed ¢ bullies ’ came,
and then the wheels all went round again as before. But in
the interval there was more or less disorder and especially
when the last detachment of seniors left — they were exam-
ined and sent off in batches — everything was in confusion.

“ Now in the room where the two brothers slept there
was a senior who was known among the other cadets as a
dandy. He had made up his mind that as soon as he had
passed his examination and got out into the world he would
play the fine gentleman; so instead of using one of the
sword-belts that were provided for us cadets at the school,
he had had one of his own made; it was of patent leather,
narrower, and more elegant than the ordinary belts fur-
nished by the government. He could afford to do things
like that, for he used to have money sent him from home.

‘“ He had shown the sword-belt to everybody, for he
was disgracefully proud of it, and the other cadets had
admired it.

¢¢ Now when the day came for him to pack up his belong-
ings and leave for home, he wanted to buckle on his sword-
belt and — it was not there.

‘¢ There was a great hue and ery; we hunted everywhere;
the sword-belt could not be found. The senior had not put
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it in his locker but had laid it down with his helmet in the
bedroom where the cadets’ helmets stood merely covered
by a curtain — and it had disappeared from there.

¢ There was no other possibility — some one must have
taken it.

‘“ But who could it have been?

““ First we thought of the old attendant who cleaned the
cadets’ boots and kept the dormitory in order, but he was
an old former non-commissioned officer who had never been
guilty of the slightest irregularity in all his long life.
Might it have been one of the cadets, impossible as that
seemed? But who would even think of such a thing? So
the matter remained a mystery and a foul one at that. The
senior swore and stormed because now he should have to
go off with the government sword-belt after all; the other
cadets in the room were silent and gloomy. They had all
opened their lockers at once and asked the senior to look
in them, but he had merely answered, ¢that’s absurd —
whoever would think of anything like that!’

““And then something very remarkable happened, some-
thing that made more of a sensation than what had gone
before; all at once the senior got his sword-belt back again.

‘‘ He had already left the room with his bag in his hand
and was on his way downstairs when suddenly some one
called him from behind and when he turned there was
Little L running after him with something in his hand —
and that was the senior’s sword-belt.

““A few of the others happened to be passing and they
said afterward that Little L. was as white as a corpse and
that his limbs actually shook, he was trembling so. He
said something in the senior’s ear and the two exchanged
a few words in whispers and then the senior stroked Little
L’s head, took off his regulation belt, buckled on the hand-
some one and went; he gave Little L. the other to ecarry back.

““ Well, of course the affair could not remain a secret
after that and it soon became known.

“ There had been a re-assignment of rooms; Big L had
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to move and just while all the excitement was going on he
had carried his things into his new room.

““ Afterward the cadets remembered that he had been
remarkably quiet about it—but we all know how that is;
after the grass is high then everybody remembers having
heard it grow. But so much was true: he had not let any-
body help him and when Little L took a hand he had spoken
quite crossly to his little brother. But Little 1., ready to
help as he always was, had not allowed that to deter him
and as he took his brother’s canvas gymnasium jacket out
of his locker he suddenly felt something hard carefully
folded up in it—and that was the senior’s sword-belt.

““What the brothers said to each other at that moment,
or whether they spoke at all, nobody ever knew, for Little L
had enough presence of mind to leave the room in silence.
He was scarcely outside the door and in the passage before
he threw the jacket on the floor and, without thinking of
the consequences, ran after the senior, with the sword-belt.

““And then, of course, there was nothing to be done; in
five minutes the story was common property in the com-
pany. The devil had got hold of Big L and made him light-
fingered.

¢ Half an hour later the word went quietly round from
room to room: ¢ We are all to meet in council tonight after
the lamps are out, in the company hall.’

¢ In the quarters of every company there was one larger
room where reports were given out and other public cere-
monies went on, that was called the company hall.

¢ So in the evening, when the lamps were out and every-
thing was quite dark the cadets streamed out of all the
rooms down the passage; no door was allowed to slam and
every one was in stocking feet, for the Captain and the
other officers did not know anything yet and must not know
anything of the meeting or we should have had a grand
blowing up.

‘“ When we came to the door of the company hall a boy
was standing against the wall by the door and he was as
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white as the plaster of the wall itself — that was Little 1.
A few of the others took his hand at once. ¢ Little 1. can
come in, too,” they said, ‘it isn’t his fault.” There was
only one boy who opposed that — a big, tall fellow called —
names don’t matter — well, he was called K. But he was
overridden at once, Little L. was taken in, a couple of tallow
candles were lighted and stood on the table and then the
council began.”’

The Colonel’s glass had become empty. I filled it and
he took a deep draught.

“‘ Any one that likes can laugh at all that now,”’ he went
on, ‘“ but I can say this much, that we weren’t in the least
inclined to laugh; we felt quite uncanny. A cadet who was
a rascal — that was horrible. All the cadets’ faces were
pale and they spoke only half aloud. Usually it was con-
sidered abominably mean for one cadet to denounce another
to their superiors—but if any one did such a thing as
actual stealing, then he was no longer a cadet to us and so
we were to consider whether we should report to the Cap-
tain what Big L had done.

¢ The tall fellow called K spoke first. He declared that
we must certainly go to the Captain and tell him everything,
for when it came to such low conduct all consideration was
at an end. Tall K was the biggest and strongest boy in
the company; consequently his words made a particular
impression and at the bottom we others were of the same
opinion.

¢ For that reason no one had any reply to make and a
general silence followed. But at that moment the row that
stood round the table parted and Little L, who till then
had squeezed himself into the farthermost corner of the
room, stepped into the circle. His arms hung limp at his
sides, his head was bent, and he kept his gaze on the floor;
we could see that he wanted to say something but could not
pluck up courage to speak. ‘

“Tall K was ready again to lay down the law. ¢L-2,’
he said, ¢ has nothing to say here.’
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‘¢ But that time he was not lucky in his remark. He had
always been hostile to the two, no one knew just why, par-
ticularly to Little 1. He was not at all popular either, for
boys have a tremendously keen instinet, and they probably
felt that the fellow had a very mean, cowardly, miserable
soul in his big body.

‘“ He was one of those who never dare to attack boys of
their own size, but ill-treat smaller and weaker ones.

¢ Consequently his remark was followed by whispers
from all sides.

¢¢ ¢ Little L shall speak! That’s all the more reason why
he should speak!’

“ When the boy, who was still standing there rigid and
motionless, heard how his comrades took his part, big tears
suddenly began to run down his cheeks; he clenched both
his fists and dug them into his eyes sobbing so frightfully
that his whole body shook from top to toe and he couldn’t
get out a word.

““One of the others went up to him and patted him on
the back.

¢ ¢ Pull yourself together,” he said, ¢ what is it that you
want to say?’

‘¢ Little L still went on sobbing.

¢¢ ¢ If —he is reported —,’ he finally gasped between sobs,
‘he’ll be turned out of the corps—and what is to become
of him then?’

¢ There was silence; we knew that the boy was right and
that that would be the result if we reported his brother.
And we also knew that his father was poor, and involun-
tarily each one of us thought what his father would say if
he learnt that his son had done such a thing.

“¢But you must see, yourself,” the cadet went on to
Little L, ¢ that your brother has done a low, mean thing
and deserves to be punished.’

¢¢ Little L, nodded dumbly; his mind fully agreed with
those who accused his brother. The cadet thought a mo-
ment, then he turned to the others.
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¢ <T have a proposal to make,” he said, ¢ don’t let us make
L-1 unhappy for his whole life, unless it can’t be helped.
Let us see whether he still has any decent feeling in him.
L-1 shall choose himself whether he would rather that we
should report him or that we should keep the thing to our-
selves, give him a good flogging and then bury the whole
matter.’

“ That was a capital way out. HEvery one agreed eagerly.

¢“ The cadet laid his hand on Little L.’s shoulder. ¢ Go
on, then,” he said, ¢ and tell your brother to come here.’

¢¢ Little 1. dried his tears and nodded his head quickly —
then he was gone and a moment later he was back again
with his brother.

‘“ Big L didn’t dare to look any one in the face; he stood
before his comrades like an ox that has been struck on the
head. Little L stood behind him and did not take his eyes
off his brother.

¢ The cadet who had made the proposal just before began
to examine I.-1.

‘““ He asked him whether he admitted having taken the
sword-belt.

““ He admitted it.

¢ Did he feel that he had done something that made him
unworthy to be a cadet any longer?

¢ He did feel so.

““ Would he rather that we should report him to the Cap-
tain or thrash him soundly and then bury the affair once
for all?

‘“ He would rather take the thrashing.

¢ A sigh of relief passed through the whole room.

¢ It was decided to settle the thing then and there.

““ A cadet was sent to fetch one of the canes that we used
to beat our clothes.

““ While he was gone we tried to persuade Little L to
leave the hall so that he might not be present at the pun-
ishment.

¢ But he shook his head in silence; he wanted to stay.
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¢ As soon as the cane had been brought Big L. was made
to lie down on his stomach on the table, two cadets took
hold of his hands and pulled him forward, two others held
his feet, so that his body was stretched out at full length.

““ The tallow candles were taken from the table and held
up high and then the whole scene was positively horrible.

“Tall K was to execute justice because he was the
strongest; he took the cane in his hand, stepped to the side
of the table and brought the stick down with all his strength
on Big L who was clad only in his canvas jacket and
trousers.

¢‘ The boy actually reared under the frightful blow and
was about to scream, but at that moment Little I. rushed
up to him, took his head in both his hands and pressed it
to him.

“¢Don’t scream,’” he whispered to him, ¢ don’t scream,
or the whole thing will come out.’

‘¢ Big L swallowed the scream and gurgled and groaned
half aloud to himself.

‘¢ Again tall K raised the stick and a second blow sounded
through the room.

“ The boy’s body fairly writhed on the table so that the
cadets were scarcely able to keep hold of his hands and feet.
Little L had thrown both arms round his brother’s head
and hugged it with convulsive strength. His eyes were
wide open and staring, his face was like the plaster on the
wall, his whole body trembled.

¢ The whole room was as silent as death so that only the
gasping and groaning of the boy who was being punished
was heard and his little brother smothered that against his
breast; all eyes were fixed on the lad; we all had the feeling
that we could not look on much longer without interfering.

¢ So when the third blow had fallen and the same scene
that had followed the second blow was repeated, excited
whispers arose all over the room, ¢ now it’s enough — don’t
strike again!’

Vor. XVII—10
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“Tall K, who had grown quite red from his exertions,
was preparing to deliver a fourth blow, but all at once
three or four of the cadets threw themselves between Big L
and him, tore the cane out of his hand and pushed him back.

¢ Big L was released; he got up slowly and stood beside
the table as if broken; Little L stood beside him.

¢« Justice had been done.

¢ The cadet who had spoken before raised his voice again,
but still spoke only half aloud.

¢“¢«Now the affair is over and buried,’ he said, ¢ every
one of us will now shake hands with L-1, and whoever says
another word about this matter is a scoundrel.’

““A general ‘yes, yes’ showed that the others were in
thorough agreement with what he said. The cadets came
forward and shook hands with Big L and then, as if at a
word of command, they all rushed at Little I.. There was
a regular secrimmage around the boy, for every one wanted
to shake his hand and press it. Those on the ountside of
the throng reached in over the others’ shoulders. Some
of the boys even climbed up on the table to get at him;
they stroked his head, patted his shoulders and back, and
all the time a general whisper went on: ¢Little L, you
splendid little chap, yon splendid Little L.’ ”’

The old Colonel raised his glass to his lips — there seemed
to be something in his throat that he had to wash down.
‘When he set his glass on the table again he sighed from
deep down in his chest.

“ Boys like that,’” he said, ‘‘ have instinct —instinet and
feeling.

“‘ The lights were blown out, the boys crept softly back
through the passage to their rooms; five minutes later they
were all in bed and everything was over.

¢ The Captain and the other officers hadn’t heard a sound.

¢ Everything was over,””—the narrator’s voice grew
heavy; he had thrust both his hands into his trousers’
pockets and gazed into space through the smoke that rose
from the burning cigar.
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‘¢ So we thought that night when we went to bed.

¢ T wonder whether Little LL slept that night. He didn’t
look as if he had next day when we met in the class room.

¢ Before that it used to seem as if a hobgoblin were sit-
ting in his place, joking across the whole class — now there
seemed to be a gap —he sat there perfectly quiet and pale.

“ Just as if you’d rubbed the bloom off a butterfly’s
wing’s—that’s how it was with the boy —T can’t describe
it any other way.

‘“ From then on he was always seen walking with his
brother in the afternoon. He probably felt that now, more
than ever, Big L would have difficulty in finding some one
to join him-—for that reason he made himself his com-
panion. And so they went, arm in arm, all round the
Square Court and across the yard where the trees stand,
both of them with their eyes on the ground; they could
rarely be seen exchanging even a word with each other.”’

Again there was a pause in the tale, again I had to fill
the Colonel’s empty glass, and the cigar smoke rose thicker
than ever.

¢“All that, however,’”” he went on, ‘‘ might perhaps have
been lived down in the course of time — but people! ”’

He laid his clenched fist on the table.

‘“ There are people,”’ he said grimly, ‘“ who are like a
poisonous weed in the grass that kills the cattle when they
eat it. Such people are poison to others.

“‘ Well, one day we were reciting in physics. The master
was showing us experiments with the electrical apparatus
and was about to conduct an electric current through the
whole class.

¢ To that end we each had to take hold of the next boy’s
hand to form the eircuit.

‘¢ Now when Big L, who was sitting beside the tall fellow
K, held out his hand to the latter the lout made a face as
if he were being asked to take hold of a toad, and drew
his hand back.
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¢ Big L sank back in his seat without a word and sat
there crimson with shame.

“ But at the same moment Little L. got up from his place,
went round his brother, squeezed into the latter’s place
beside tall K, seized his hand and brought it down on the
bench with all his strength so that the great bully screamed
with the sudden pain.

¢ Then he grabbed the little fellow by the throat and the
two began a regular fight right in the middle of the class.

““The master, who had still been tinkering with the
machine, now rushed up with fluttering coat-tails.

““¢Why! Why! Why!’ he cried.

‘“ He was an old man and we did not stand much in awe
of him.

¢“ The two boys held each other in such a clinch that they
didn’t let go, although the master was standing directly in
front of them.

¢ ¢ How disgraceful!’ cried the master. ¢ How disgrace-
ful! Let go of each other instantly.’

“ Tall K made a face as if he wanted to start blubbering.

¢ ¢1,-2 began,’ he said, ¢ although I didn’t do a thing to
him.’

¢ Little L stood up straight in his place—we always
had to stand up when the master spoke to us—a big drop
of sweat ran down each of his temples; he said nothing;
his teeth were clenched so hard that you could see the
musecles of his jaws through his narrow cheeks. When he
heard what tall K said a smile passed over his face—1’ve
never seen anything like it.

““The old master continued for some time to give his
views, in well-rounded sentences, about such shameful im-
propriety, spoke of the abyss of inward brutality that such
behavior indicated — we let him talk; our minds were occu-
pied with Little L and tall K.

¢‘ The period was scarcely over and the master out of the
room before a book came flying through the air, from the
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back, across the whole class, right against tall K’s head,
and when he turned furiously toward his assailant another
book came flying from the other side at his head and then
a general yell broke out: ¢ Knock him down! Knock him
down!’ The whole class jumped up, scrambled across
tables and benches to get at tall K, and when they had him
they tanned the big bully’s hide till it fairly smoked.”’

The old Colonel smiled to himself with grim satisfaction
and looked at his clenched fist which still lay on the table.

““I did my share,”” he said, ‘‘ and thoroughly —1 can
say that.”’

It seemed as if his hand had forgotten that it had grown
fifty years older; the fingers that were closed so convul-
sively showed that in spirit it was still belaboring tall K.

““But as such people always are,”’ he continued; ‘¢ of
course this tall fellow K was a revengeful, vindictive,
treacherous villain. He would have liked best to peach,
to go to the Captain and tell him the whole story from the
beginning — but he didn’t dare to do that, on our account;
he was too much of a coward.

“ But that he had been licked by the whole class and that
it was Little L’s fault he never forgot, and treasured it up
against Little L.

“ Well, one afternoon at recess the cadets were walking
about the grounds as usual; the two brothers were together,
as always; tall K was walking arm in arm with two others.

“To get from the Square Court to the yard where the
trees are you had to go through the archway that was cut
in one of the wings of the main building and it was one of
the rules that the cadets must not walk there arm in arm,
so that the way should not be blocked.

“ Now on that afternoon, as ill luck would have it, tall K|
going through from the Square Court to the yard with his
two companions, met the brothers under the arch and they,
absorbed in their thoughts, had forgotten to let go of each
other’s arms.
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¢ As soon as he saw that, tall K, although it was none of
his business, stopped, opened his eyes wide and his mouth
still wider and yelled at them: ¢ What do you mean by
walking here arm in arm? Do vou want to block the way
for decent people, you gang of thieves?’”’

The Colonel interrupted himself.

““ That’s fifty years ago,” he said, ‘“ and more—but I
remember it as if it had happened yesterday.

‘T was just walking round the Square Court with two
others and suddenly, from the arch, we heard a scream —
I simply can’t describe how it sounded — when a tiger or
some other wild animal breaks out of its cage and leaps
on a man, then, I imagine you might hear something like it.

¢TIt was so horrible that we three let our arms drop and
stood there as if turned to stone. And not only we; every
one who was in the Square Court stood still and suddenly
they were all silent. And then every one raced toward the
arch and others came from the yard so that the scene was
black with cadets and a scrambling swarm surged about
the entrances. Of course I was in the thick of it—and
what did T see?

¢ Little L had climbed up tall K just like a wildcat. He
was hanging onto the latter’s collar with his left hand, so
that the tall fellow was half-strangled, and with his right
fist he was hammering him, smash-— smash—smash—
right in tall K’s face wherever he happened to hit him, so
that the blood streamed out of his nose like a waterfall.

¢ Then the officer on duty came from the yard and made
a way for himself through the cadets.

“¢1.-2, let go at once,” he thundered —he was a great
tall fellow with a voice that could be heard from one end
of the school to the other and we stood as much in awe of
him as of the devil.

¢ But Little L didn’t hear and didn’t see; he went on
pounding tall K’s face and at the same time there came
again and again the fearful piercing shriek that went
through and through us all.
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““ When the officer saw that he interfered himself, seized
the boy by both shoulders and dragged him away from
tall K by force.

‘¢ As soon as he stood on his feet, however, Little L rolled
his eyes, fell full length on the ground and writhed in con-
vulsions.

““ We had never seen anything like that and we looked on
in amazement and horror.,

¢ The officer who had bent over him stood upright again:
‘ The boy has terrible convulsions,” he said. ¢ Forward,
two take his feet ’— he himself lifted his shoulders—* over
to the hospital.’

¢¢ And so they carried Little 1. into the hospital.

“‘ While they were taking him away we went up te Big L
to find out what had really happened and from him and the
two cadets who had been walking with tall K we heard the
whole story. .

¢ Tall K stood there like a beaten cur, wiping the blood
from his nose, and if it hadn’t been for that nothing could
have saved him from another murderous thrashing. As it
was, every one turned away from him in silence, no one
spoke a word to him: he had shown himself to be a
scoundrel.”’

The table resounded with the blow the Colonel gave it
with his fist.

‘“ How long the others kept him an outlaw,’’ he said,
¢TI don’t know. I sat in the same class with him for a
whole year after that and never spoke to him again. We
entered the army at the same time as ensigns; I did not
give him my hand at parting. I don’t know whether he
rose to be an officer. I never looked for his name in the
list of promotions. I don’t know whether he fell in one
of the wars, whether he is still alive or dead — for me he
no longer existed, no longer exists—the only thing that
I regret is that the blackguard ever came into my life and
that I ean’t tear out the recollection of him like a weed that
you throw into the fire!
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¢ Next morning bad news came from the hospital: Little L
lay unconscious with a severe case of nervous fever. In
the afternoon Big L was sent for, but his little brother did
not recognize him again.

““And in the evening when we were sitting at supper in
the big common dining room a rumor went through the hall
like a big, black bird flving inaudibly — Little . was dead.

‘“ When we went back from the dining room to the com-
pany quarters our Captain was standing at the door of the
company hall; we were told to go in, and there the Captain
announced to us that our little comrade L-2 had fallen
asleep that evening not to awake again.

““The Captain was a very good man—he died a brave
hero’s death in 1866 —he loved his cadets and when he
made his announcement he had to brush the tears off his
beard. Then he commanded us to fold our hands; one of
us had to step forward and repeat the Lord’s Prayer aloud
before us all— *’

The Colonel bowed his head.

¢ Then, for the first time,’’ he said, ¢* I felt how beautiful
¢ Our Father’ really is.

¢ And then, the next afternoon, the door leading from the
hospital to the athletic field was opened, that evil, ominous
door.

““We had to go down to the hospital yard, we were to
see our dead comrade once more.

¢ Qur steps tramped and resounded as we were led over
to the hospital; no one spoke a word; nothing was heard
but heavy breathing.

¢ And there lay Little L, poor Little L.

‘‘ He lay there in his little white shirt, his hands folded
on his breast, his blond locks curling about his brow which
was as white as wax; his cheeks were so fallen in that his
fine, saucy little nose stood out prominently —and in his
face — the expression — ”’

The old Colonel stopped speaking, his breath came
pantingly.



NOBLE BLOOD 153

““T’ve grown to be an old man,” he resmmed, speaking
in jerks. ‘I have seen men lying on battlefields — men
on whose faces despair and agony were written— but such
heartfelt suffering as there was in that child’s face I have
never seen again, never —never.’’

Absolute silence reigned in the wine tavern in which we
sat. 'When the old Colonel ceased speaking and did not
go on, the tapster came quietly out of his corner and lit
the gas that hung above our heads; it had grown quite dark.

I lifted the wine bottle again, but it was almost empty —
only one more tear flowed out of it—a last drop of noble
blood. ,
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By M. Bruakeyore Evaxs, Pa.D.

Professor of German, Ohio State University

=0 the average American reader and theatre-goer
i German literature of the last quarter of a
century is embodied in the work of two men,
Gerhart Hauptmann and Hermann Suder-
mann.

Hauptmann and Sudermann — the two names slip off the
tongue almost as readily as Goethe and Schiller. And yet
how little we know of these two protagonists of the new
and the modern in German letters. To most of us it is as
if the two were one personality, though if pushed into a
corner we should confess to a feeling that Sudermann is
the easier to follow, the more intelligible. And if this
feeling were further analyzed it would result simply in the
admission that we had seen and read more of Sudermann
than of Hauptmann.

If this first rather vague feeling is true, what is its
source? And why have we seen and read more of Suder-
mann than of Hauptmann? One is tempted to answer both
questions categorically: because Hermann Sudermann is
the lesser poet. But this, though true, is not the whole
truth. Sudermann’s art has not the severe chastity, the
complete contempt for mere effect, of Hauptmann’s. It
is often prurient, always theatrical, but it is effective.
The infinitely sensitive Hauptmann, possessing to a high
degree the intuition and fervor of a prophet, is the poet;
Sudermann, more robust, more masculine, is also a poet,
but at the same time—a journalist; and a journalist
with a tendency, which unfortunately, in the later phases
of his development, seemed at one time to be growing on
him, toward the sensational, toward ‘¢ yellow journalism.’’

[154]
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I would not underrate the value of this journalistic vein
in Sudermann’s genius. It explains to a great extent his
extraordinary popularity. It enables him to pick those
types out of the ‘‘ passing show ’” which are so character-
istic of our own day and to reproduce them with a definite-
ness and exactness that is amazing. These people we know,
they are our acquaintances, though not, we add with a
pharisaical sigh of relief, our friends.

There is also another element in Sudermann which
explains his great vogue, especially in countries beyond the
German boundaries —in France, England, America. His
critics call it compromise, his friends cosmopolitanism.
Both are right. Though the first German dramatist to
present the new doctrine of realism from a public theatre,
Sudermann never was a ‘‘ dyed-in-the-wool ’’ realist. Even
in his first play the masterly stage-craft, the brilliant style,
the pointed dialogue of the school of Dumas fils vie with
and at times almost overshadow the cult of the new realism,
whose triumphant banner inseribed with the names of Zola,
Ibsen, and Leo Tolstoy had been but recently unfurled in
Germany. Sudermann was merely flirting with realism;
since then he has flirted with Nietzsche’s conception of the
Superman, he has flirted with symbolism; but his real love
has remained all the while ‘‘ la belle France.”” More than
any other great German writer save only Heinrich Heine,
Sudermann is imbued with the spirit and the technique of
the French. Naturally his welcome in France was an
enthusiastic one, and the rest was easy, for the English and
we of America are still accustomed to accept the judgment
of Paris as final in things literary.

The story of Sudermann’s life may be written in a single
sentence. He was born in the small village of Matziken
in far away East Prussia and close to the Russian frontier,
on September 30, 1857, and twenty years later, in 1877,
he came to Berlin; in comparison with these two facts
all else is insignificant. To be sure, for a time, since
his parents were poor, he was apprenticed to a chemist.



156 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

In some way he managed to secure the excellent training
of the Prussian secondary schools and even spent a couple
of years at the University of Konigsberg. But what of it?
All that really counts is his youth spent on the moors, on
the fields and in the woods of his East Prussian home, and
his manhood in Berlin, where day and night, especially
night, he drank down with feverish haste great draughts
of the knowledge of good and evil. ‘¢ But the sum of evil
was greater than the sum of good.”” Listen:

“ The moonlight drew him out upon the heath. In the silence of mid-
night it lay there; only a garden warbler on the heather-twigs chirped now
and then as in sleep. The campions bent their reddish heads — and the
mullen glistened as though it would outshine the moonlight.

“ Slowly, with dragging steps, he advanced, at times stumbling over
mole-hills or entangling himself in creepers. In glowing sparks the dew
sprayed out ahead of him. So he came close to the juniper bushes, which
appeared more than ever like elves.

“Like to some black wall the wood towers up before him, and on it
rested the moonlight like fresh fallen snow.” *

But listen again, this time to a conversation between the
artist Riemann and the author Dr. Weisse, taken from the
drama The Destruction of Sodom. Riemann has just seen
for the first time the famous painting of his former friend
and fellow student, Willy Janikow:

!

“R1eMaNN. And what is he doing now?

Wersse. Why you just heard.— He dances quadrilles and cuts out
costumes.

RieMaxN. For God’s sake, be serious!

WeIsse. In all seriousness, my dear sir.

RiemManN. You frighten me!

Weisse. Gad, you know, it’s not half so bad. There’s a place
where the growth of almost every individual halts * * *
and rightly so. * * * Look at me! In the provinces I'm
called a celebrity, and if you open up a paper you'll be certain
to find my name. * * * And nevertheless, I'm down and
out. * * * My verse is poisoned. * * * Not an idea
can I get; so I've turned eritic. The dog has quit his howling
and gone to biting. * * * Oh, what a chap I was in those

* From Dame Care, Sudermann’s first novel.
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days, when in every German bookecase the place of honor stoud
open to me beside Henrietta Davidis’ Cook-book and the Fawily
Buchholz! * * * How it bubbled and boiled! * * * But
now! * * *
* * *

Riexaxy. And Willy Janikow?

WEISSE. Yes —same as 1.

RigymanN. But how?—What, by what means?

Weisse. Oh, you naive soul — by what means the man goes to the
dogs! He doesn’t know!”

dregs, marasmus, senility, my soul's dead.

In sharp contrast we see here the two phases of Suder-
mann’s nature, so incompatible that it seems scarcely pos-
sible that both can exist side by side in one man-—on the
one hand the romanticist reveling in the beauties of nature,
on the other the bitter satirist, the pessimist. That such
strange bedfellows may take up their lodgings in the soul
of one poor mortal we know; I need only point again to
Heine. But is Sudermann a twentieth century Heine, is
his poetry a reincarnation of that familiar smile and sneer?
In other words, are both the romanticist Sudermann and
the pessimist Sudermann sincere? Or, is only the one
genuine and the other a pose? And which?

The smile is most evident, purest in the character of
Hans Lorbass in The Three Heron-Plumes:

Denn bei jedem grossen Werke,
Das auf Erden wird vollbracht,

Herrschen soll allein die Staerke,
Herrschen soll allein, wer lacht.

(Freely rendered it runs: For in the accomplishment of every great
work of the world, strength alone shall rule, he alone shall rule, who
laughs.)

More frequently, however, the smile is one of resignation.
The curate Haffke, one of the minor characters of St. John’s
Fire, is speaking with the woman of his love, who has been
irresistibly attracted to another: ¢‘The most beautiful,
the greatest possession of man, is his melody —a certain
melody that always rings, that his soul, waking or dream-
ing, always sings, loud or low, from within or without.
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Others say: his nature is so or so, his character is so or so,
but he only smiles at it all, for he alone knows his melody.
Yes, my life’s fortune you have destroyed for me today,
but my life’s melody you can’t take from me — that is pure
and will stay pure.”’

And the sneer: ‘¢ It was an old custom of Niebeldingk’s
—a remembrance of his half out-lived Don Juan years—
to send a bunch of Indian lilies to those women who had
granted him their supreme favors. He always sent the
flowers the next morning. Their symbolism was plain and
delicate; in spite of what has taken place you are as lofty
and as sacred in my eyes as these pallid, alien flowers whose
home is beside the Ganges. Therefore have the kindness —
not to annoy me with remorse.””*

Which is Sudermann, the real Sudermann—the sneer
or the smile? Or, did the smile turn into a sneer? And is
this sneer final or has it already given place again to the
smile? Let us see.

Sudermann’s purpose in coming to Berlin was to study
literature, both within and without the University. After
a while, however, we find him as a private tutor in the
family of Hans Hopfen, a story-writer and novelist of some
prominence. Later he entered the field of journalism,
rising even to the lofty position of editor of a small popular
weekly. He tried his hand at the drama, but his efforts
proved flat failures. He has told us himself how these first
fruits of his dramatic pen, beautifully copied and with
broad white margins, were submitted to the director of the
Residenetheater with the request that whatever was service-
able be retained. The director kept the broad white mar-
gins and returned the dramas. For ten years Sudermann
bided his time, he waited and worked, but then his wheel
of fortune began to turn—at first slowly but soon with
amazing rapidity. The year 1887 witnessed the birth of
the first of his literary offspring— twins: In the Gloam-

* From The Indian Lily, a recent collection of short stories, translated
into English by Ludwig Lewisohn, M.A., and published by B. W. Huebsch,
New York, 1911.
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ing and Dame Care. They are twins in age but in nothing
else. In the Gloaming is a collection of short stories, for
the most part frivolous, but told with a vivacity and charm
that is none too frequent in German literature. De Mau-
passant so evidently acted the part of god-father that one
needs scarcely mention him.

In the Gloaming was favorably received, but Dame Care
gave its author his first foothold in German literature, and
now, on the eve of its hundred and fifticth edition, may
justly claim a place of honor on that very small shelf of
books labeled ‘¢ German Classical Novels.”’

Over the cradle of the hero, Paul Meyhoefer, whose
father was a braggart egotist and whose mother was a
martyr, hovered the gray spectre Dame Care.

“And the mother begged: ‘Dear Dame Care, O give him free.’
But Care smiled — and whoever has seen her smile has been forced
to weep, and she said: ‘ He must free himself.

‘ How can he do that?’ asked the mother.
‘ He must sacrifice to me all that he loves,’ said Dame Care.”

And upon this altar Paul heaps sacrifice after sacrifice.
In the eyes of the world he becomes a common drudge.
The mother slowly fades away into the shadow world and
the father becomes a helpless, drunken sot. Not yet is
Dame Care appeased; even the fruits of his own toil must
be offered. He becomes a self-confessed incendiary and
knows that he is responsible for the death of his father.
But then the shackles fall away, he stands a free man —
and the princess is still waiting.

It would not be difficult to pick flaws in this masterpiece.
Occasionally it smacks of the melodrama, and occasionally
the action lags or is too long drawn out; but after all it
remains a great achievement. Every page bears the stamp
of perfect sincerity. Written as no other of Sudermann’s
works, from the heart, it speaks to the heart.

Several other novels and short stories have followed, but
not one has reached the high level of Dame Care. In 1888
appeared Brothers and Sisters, two tragic stories which
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treat the same problem from two points of view. The Tale
of a Lonely M:ill tells of two brothers and a wife, and The
Wish, of two sisters and a husband. Of infinitely greater
value, however, is Regina (1889), a story of the violence
and crime that followed in the wake of the war of Libera-
tion, 1813-14. Boleslav von Schranden, the worthy son
of an unworthy father, is forced to drink to the bitter dregs
the cup that was brewed for him by the treason of this
father. His only friend is the humble Regina, an uncannily
beautiful creature—one can scarcely call her human — of
uncomplaining, dog-like faithfulness. In the days of the
gay past she had been his father’s mistress; it was she
who had led the French soldiers, at her master’s command,
across the ¢¢ Cats’ Trail ”’* and so enabled them to surprise
and massacre the Prussians. And all these years she has
ministered to this master’s needs, physical and sensual.
Dragged through the deepest pools of hell, she emerges
without sin. Body and soul she is part of the father’s
legacy to the son, and, thank God! he lays no claim to the
body. But the fight within is a bitter one—yes, and
painted with an all too glaring minuteness. Regina is a
powerful piece of workmanship; it holds one fast from
beginning to end, but the after-taste is not sweet, not pure.

Iolanthe’s Wedding (1892), full of grim humor, a capital
picture of one of those massive, self-assertive squires of
East Prussia —in their various phases Sudermann’s favor-
ite masculine type —scarcely counts. Nor need Once Upon
a Time (1894) detain us. Through and through it is per-
meated with a sultry atmosphere of sensuality. To be sure,
in the end the Nietzschean gospel —repent nothing—is
overthrown ; but before we reach this end our ideals are too
completely shattered to recover.

With Once Upon a Ttme Sudermann deserted the field of
the novel for years, but he returned in 1908 with the start-
ling Song of Songs, the psychological chronicle of a chaste
prostitute, who ends her career by —marriage. The work-

* i. e., Der Katzensteg, which is also the title of the German version.
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manship is wonderful and the theme, at least on the scale
here presented, a new one, but still T doubt whether the
Song of Songs may be regarded as a real contribution to
German literature. Even less fortunate is Sudermann’s
latest attempt in narrative prose, The Indian Lily (1911),
a collection of short stories.

It is the proper thing to rate the novelist Sudermann
above the dramatist, and it may be that in this case the
judgment of the higher crities is correct. Certainly he has
produced no drama as yet which, in loftiness of conception
and excellence of execution, even approaches Dame Care,
and yet the Sudermann craze was fanned into a flame by
the tremendous popularity of his dramas. The novel Dame
Care made him known, but the drama Hownor made him
famous. Nor is the cause of this greater vogue of Suder-
mann’s dramas, especially in the case of the earlier, the
really successful plays, difficult to explain. In the novel
he is the cunning psychologist, patiently chronicling the
victories and defeats of an individual soul. The problem
may be one of universal importance, the background may
be limned never so broadly; nevertheless our interest is
centred on one or two individuals and we feel them as indi-
vidual personalities. Not so in the dramas. Here the
battle is waged on a larger stage. We sense the characters
not so much as individuals as types. It is a clash of social
conventions, a protest against the existing order of things —
and who can resist the attraction of satire directed against
those whom we have long envied or despised? It is this
element of social satire in his dramas, combined with a
masterly technique and a thorough knowledge of the stage
as it actually is, that has made the dramatist Sudermann
such a favorite with the theatre-loving public.

The long list of dramas is opened by Honor, first played
in November, 1889. Only a few weeks before Hauptmann’s
first play Before Sunrise had been given on the same stage,
but as a private performance. Honor was the first Ger-
man drama to present publicly the new doctrine of realism.

Vor. XVII—11
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Robert Heinecke, born of the humblest parents, was edu-
cated by the wealthy merchant Muehlingk, his father’s
employer. For ten years Robert has successfully repre-
sented the firm in the far East and has now just returned.
And how he has longed for home! In what bright colors
he has painted to himself this home, and he finds—filth,
deceit, dishonor. The young and romantic idealist had still
to learn the bitter lesson that all moral values, all questions
of personal honor, are merely relative. To his way of
thinking his own lowly family, the dwellers of the rear-
house, bear the mark of shame, branded upon them by the
family of the rich merchant who dwell in the front-house;
and, even more galling, they feel no shame! Money is the
balm. Money so patches up even the lost honor of his
sister that the injured article has a greater commercial
value than the original.

The conflict in the soul of the young Heinecke is sharply
drawn, the tragedy of his position is apparent, there seems
to be but one outcome possible, and yet the curtain falls
upon a happy couple. Robert has a friend, the ‘¢ coffee-
king ’’ Count Trast, who has lived through all this in his
own experience. At every critical moment he appears, like
some beneficent deus ex machina, and the Gordian knots
slip loose. The filthy money, the price of his sister’s
shame, Robert hurls back into the face of the wealthy mer-
chant— he has borrowed it from his friend for this purpose.
The merchant’s daughter, a goodly maiden, throws herself
upon Robert’s neck—of course she has loved him from
childhood — and Count Trast completes his shower of bless-
ings. Robert becomes his partner.*

It all sounds ridiculous, melodramatic to a degree, and
vet the play proved wonderfully effective. It seemed so
new —and yet was it? The conflict between the front and

* T have sometimes wondered if this surprising denouement were not per-
haps influenced by the version of Ibsen’s A Doll’s House which during the
eighties played in Berlin with a happy ending. Nora is on the point of
leaving the house, when she suddenly hears the voices of the children. She
hesitates, mother-love asserts itself, she remains.
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rear houses is as old as the bourgeois drama itself. A hun-
dred years before Honor the German classic of this type
had appeared in Schiller’s Love and Intrigue, for surely
front and rear houses are today as indicative of class dis-
tinction as was the little word vor a hundred years ago.
Nor was there anything new or strange in the character of
Count Trast, the typical confidant of the French theatre;
while the unserupulous merchant, brutally rich, was an
international type. What then was new? Simply and
solely the inmates of the rear-house, characters who not
only in their outlook upon life, but even in the details of
their speech, were drawn true to life. They were the very
flesh and blood of the proletariat. The milieu of the rear-
house was painted with the minute brush of the realist;
all else was of the old school. From the viewpoint of dra-
matic eriticism Honor is then a compromise. But let us
give the devil his due. Sudermann had accomplished the
biblically impossible—he had poured new wine into old
skins and the skins did not burst.

Excitement ran high on the eve of the premiére of Suder-
mann’s second play, The Destruction of Sodom (1891) —
an excitement that was artificially fanned by a temporary
prohibition on the part of the censor. But the play was
a disappointment. In technique it was undoubtedly far
superior to Honor, but, unfortunately for its success, the
author had chosen the ¢‘ upper four hundred ’’ as the target
of his satire. That his arrows sped true, the result proved;
the ‘‘ upper four hundred ’’ sulked at home and the drama
was withdrawn. ‘¢ Sodom’s End, Sudermann’s End ’’ were
the winged words that passed from mouth to mouth.

Not a whit daunted, though profiting by the failure of
his second play, Sudermann brought out, two years later
(1893), his Magda (Heumat is the German title), his most
widely known and most popular play. Again, as in Honor,
it is the story of a home-coming. This time it is the
daughter. Magda had been driven from her home in one
of the principal cities of the provinces — Konigsberg is
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doubtless intended — by the caprieious autocratic demands
of her father, a Prussian officer of the old school whose
mental horizon was as narrow as his life was convention-
ally correct. It had been a bitter struggle with life, but
she emerges, not spotless to be sure, but nevertheless vietor.
As a world-famed prima donna she returns to her native
city unknown, but of course is discovered; indeed, she
desires nothing else. Almost willingly she submits to the
will of her father, until the demands take on such propor-
tions that her own self-respect 1s endangered. She has
earned the right to live her own life, and for the second
time refuses to obey. In his anger the father would mur-
der his own child, when he is stricken down by a power
mightier than he. But no words of forgiveness pass from
his dying lips.

Magda, as Honor, is a conflict of two worlds. In Magda
the world of rigid convention does battle with the demand
of the individual for opportunity of free development. As
Kuno Francke says: ‘1t is one of those literary thunder-
clouds which are charged with the social and intellectual
electricity of a whole age.”” In dramatic structure Magda
offers perhaps more points of attack than most of Suder-
marm’s plays —e. g. how opportunely the characters come
and go, almost like puppets in the hands of a showman.
But when one witnesses a performance of the play with a
Sarah Bernhardt or a Duse in the title role all this is for-
gotten. One sees only the glorious, noble woman.

With Magda Sudermann scored his last great success.
He has given us, however, a number of plays of somewhat
similar character, one and all satires of society. The Battle
of the Butterflies (1895), styled a comedy, but with very
little of the comic about it. Happiness in a Nook (1896),
in which one of Sudermann’s east Prussian giants does his
best to break in upon the ¢ Happiness ’’ and to destroy the
““ Nook *’; even after the curtain falls, one cannot but wonder
if he won’t succeed. Fritzchen (1896), the second of the
three one-act plays in the collection, entitled Morituri,
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depicts a boy lieutenant doomed to death because in ecarry-
ing out his father’s bidding he has sown his wild oats too
freely, and who now goes forth to meet his fate with a
smile on his lips. St. John’s Fire (1900), extremely melo-
dramatic and improbable, an unintended caricature of free
love, closing with the marriage ceremony of one of the prin-
cipals. The Joy of Lwing (1902), which T would prefer
to call ¢ The Survival of the Fittest,”” a picture of conven-
tional high life, and next to Magda, the most popular of
Sudermann’s plays upon the English and American stage.
Der Sturmgeselle Sokrates — one might translate it Citizen
Socrates—(1903), a comedy, with its beginnings in the
Revolution of 1848, but a sad caricature of a movement that
was full of the loftiest political idealism. It is justly repu-
diated even by the poet’s warmest admirers. Stone among
Stones (1905), in my opinion decidedly the strongest of all
these later social dramas. It represents the struggles,
finally crowned with success, of a former convict to gain
the right to win his daily bread honestly. The Float
(1905), reminiscent, in a way, of The Destruction of Sodom,
but without the ghastly conclusion of the earlier play; in
this drama Sudermann undertakes the bold venture of
introducing in an interlude the broad jests of the ¢‘ caba-
ret.”” Roses (1907), a collection of four one-act plays in
which the graceful and delicately humorous Far-away Prin-
cess contrasts strangely with the more sombre, blood and
guilt stained Roses of its companions.

Nor does this complete the list. The many-sided author
has tried his hand at the strietly historical drama and also
at the fantastic drama of symbolism and the Maerchen.
His first venture in the field of history was Teja (1896),
the first of the one-act plays in the collection Morituri.
The last of the kings of the Ostrogoths is doomed with all
his people to certain death, but it is a death only of the
body. The lofty heroism of the wives, silently consecrat-
ing their husbands with the kiss of death, renders the
defeat of the flesh a victory of the spirit. It is one of the
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noblest productions of Sudermann’s genius. In 1898 fol-
lowed the second of the historical group, John the Baptist,
a psychological study of the biblical character. He is rep-
resented as a stern prophet of the Old Testament, whose
faith demands ‘¢ an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.”’
And now from all sides is borne in upon him a new doec-
trine of love. Wherever he turns, love meets him in some
one of its many guises. e speaks, indeed, with ‘¢ the
tongues of men and of angels ’’ but has not charity, and so
must ‘¢ become as sounding brass or a tinkling cymbal.”’
The psychological treatment of the familiar character has
naturally challenged comparison with the Herodes wund
Mariamne of Friedrich Hebbel, the master of the psycho-
logical drama, and not to the advantage of Sudermann.
The last of the group is The Beggar of Syracuse (1911),
a semi-historical tragedy in blank verse, dealing with the
wars between Syracuse and Carthage. It is Sudermann’s
only attempt in the Shakespearian style and not entirely
successful —one feels through it all the nervous pulse of
the twentieth century. In the title role, however, he has
created a figure of genuine dramatic force.

Midway between the historical drama and that of the
fairy world of the Maerchen stands Waifs of the Strand
(1910), a tale of the moorlands and dunes of the Baltic
coast at the time of the Teutonic Knights. It is a drama
of elemental passion and humble purity. The first of the
symbolic dramas was the trivial and bizarre fantasy in
verse The Eternally-Masculine (1896), the third of the one-
act plays in the collection Morituri. Sudermann’s only
real contribution to the symbolism that followed in the
wake of the realistic movement in German literature is
The Three Heron-Plumes (1898), a dramatic poem. It is
the only one of the plays that reads better than it aects.
The hero, Prince Witte, a strange mixture of Faust, Hamlet,
and Don Juan, fritters away his life in the vain search for
the blue flower of his love, which all the while had been
blossoming beside him.
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In rapid review the many children of Sudermann’s facile
pen have passed before us, and now that we have caught
through them at least a glimpse of the poet’s soul we may
return to the question— what is Sudermann’s outlook on
life? Is it the smile or the sneer? Had we attempted an
answer after discussing the novels, we should have been
forced to admit that the smile had become a sneer, that the
lurid pleasures of a modern Babylon had completely blotted
out all the pure joy of the romanticist; but now that we
have also considered the dramas the picture changes and
the smile remains. ‘‘ The sum of good is greater than the
sum of evil.”’

Sudermann’s poetic output has been prodigious. The
nervous rapidity with which one work has followed another
is marvelous, but it is just this element of his nature which
his friends most deprecate. It seems as if at any cost
he would keep in the public eye. Much of his work is
ephemeral, perhaps the greater part of it, but there is some
small portion that bears the hall-mark of genuine poetry
and will live. He has furnished the repertoire of the Ger-
man stage with a goodly number of most effective plays
and has enriched the German novel and the German drama
with at least one mew and striking type-—achievements
which in themselves suffice to write his name in letters of
gold on the annals of German literature.

And finally, let us not forget that he is still with us,
but fifty-seven years of age, in the full prime of mature
manhood.






JOHN THE BAPTIST* (1898)

A Tracepy IN Five Acts AND A PrRoOLOGUE

TRANSLATED BY BEATRICE MARSHALL

PreELUDE
A wild, rocky scene in the neighborhood of Jerusalem. . . . Night —
The moon shining dimly through jagged clouds. . . . In the distance

appears on the horizon the reflection of the great flaming altar of burnt
offering.
Hapmia and MIRIAM advancing. Dark shadows flit in groups across the
background from right to left.

Miriam. Hadidja, I am afraid!

Hapmsa. Come!

Mmriam. Tamafraid. Seestthounot those gliding shadows
there? Their feet scarce touch the rock, and their
bodies are like the breath of the night-wind.

Hapmasa. Fool that thou art! Thou art afraid of thy com-
panions in misery and suffering. The same need as
thine brings them hither; the same hope leads them on
to the heights of the sanctuary.

Mmriam. Do they also wish to go to him?

Hapnsa. Every one wishes to go to him. Is there a light
in Israel which doth not radiate from his head? Is
there water for the thirsty which doth not flow from
his hand? Streams of sweet water gush forth from
the dead rock, and his voice is born out of silence.

Miriam. But I am afraid of him. Why dwelleth he among
the terrors of the desert? Why flieth he from the
paths of the joyous, and shunneth the suffering?

Hapoga. The joyous need him not. The suffering will
find their way to him.

Mmiam. Look, Hadidja! There is the glow of fire yonder
above Jerusalem. The Romans are burning our
houses, and yet we tarry here!

* Permission John Lane Company, New York.
[1693
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Hapmsa. What! Dost thou not know that is the great
altar on which, day and night, the priests offer up a
tenth part of the sweat of our brows?

Miriam (wn horrified amazement). And would he have the
great altar fall too?

Hapinsa. Iknow not. But what he willeth is best. See—
who comes?

Enter two men, half carrying, half dragging a paralytic who moans. Later,
MaNassa.

First Man. Women, say, have ye met the great Rabbi
whom men call the Baptist?

Hapmsa. We also seek the Baptist.

Tae Paravyric (moaning). Put me down; let me die!

First Man. We have carried this palsied man here in our
arms, and they are weary, and he whom we hoped to
find is not here.

TaE Paravyric (with a groan). Let me die!

Mawassa’s Voice (crying aloud from the right). John!
John!

Manassa (rushing on the sceme). John, where art thou,
John? T ery unto thee in my distress. Have merey;
let me behold thee, John!

Miriam (pointing to the left). Look! A crowd of people
are drawing near. One man goes before them.

Hapmsa. Bow down; for it is he.

Enter JoHN, behind him a number of men and women, among them
AMARIAH.

Joan. Whose wretchedness is so great that he wails over-
loud, and forgets that grief should be silent?

Manassa (kneeling before him). Rabbi, mighty Rabbi! If
thou art he of whom men are talking in the streets of
Jerusalem, help me, save me, help me!

JorxN. Stand up and speak.

Mawassa. I am Manassa, the son of Jeruel, and my father
was sick and blind; and I lived with him on the road
to Gibeon, close by the well which is never dry. And
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men came unto me who said, ¢ It is the will of the Lord
our God that ye refuse to pay tribute to the Romans,”’
and I refused to pay the Romans tribute. Then fell
the soldiers on me and burned my house, and my young
wife perished in the flames, and my child and my father,
who was blind. And I am now left alone and desolate.
Help me, Rabbi! Help!

Jou~x. Am I lord over Life and Death that T can make thy
father, wife, and child alive again? Can I build up
thy house once more out of its ashes? What dost thou
ask of me?

Maxassa. Then cursed be those who —

Joux. Stop! Cursings enough hang over us. Israel is
loaded with them, as the autumn boughs with ripe
grapes. Wherefore dost thou lament? Look before,
instead of behind. If thou canst not withhold thy
lamentations, put a gag between thy teeth; for there
should be only silent prayer, and breathless longing
and patience.

Manassa. How shall that help me, Rabbi, in my loneliness
and desolation?

Jorx. Thou speakest sinfully. Is He not with thee?

Max~assa. Rabbi! Who?

Amarian. Hearken! He hath not yet heard the news of
Him who cometh!

Joun. Knowest thou not that soon there will be rejoicing
in Israel? Bridal garments and music of cymbals!
Knowest thou not that there will be no more sorrow
in Israel? Therefore wipe the foam from thy lips and
sanctify thyself.

ArL. Sanctify thyself!

Maxassa. No more sorrow? No more suffering? Rabbi,
tell me —may I stay with thee?

Joux. Join thyself to these and learn silence.

Manassa (stammering). Rabbi! [He steps back.]

Jomn. I seenot Josaphat among you. Neither is Matthias
here. Who hath tidings of them?



172 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

Amarian. Rabbi, none hath seen them.

Jor~. Who is that creeping on the ground groaning?

Tue Pararyric. Master, I am a poor man, sick of a palsy
and in great agony. If thou canst not cure me, I would
die!

Joax. Die now? Now, when One is at hand who bringeth
relief for thy tumors and balm for thy sores? T say
unto thee thou wilt thank the Lord thy God with shouts
of joy for every hour of thy pain, for every inch of the
road thou hast crawled along on inflamed knees, when
thou shalt have beheld Him for whom our soul longeth
and hopeth, for whose coming we wait and watch in
patience by the roadside, looking toward the Kast.
Therefore endure sevenfold suffering and groan no
more.

Tue Paravyric. Rabbi, thou hast done wonders for me.
I feel no pain any more —I —

[He makes an effort to rise, but sinks back. His
companions lead him to the background of the
scene. He breathes more easily, and smiles as he
18 betng carried away.]

MurMmURr oF PropLe. See! a miracle. He works miracles!

Oxe or THE PropLeE. Truly the time has been fulfilled —
Elijah is risen. The Great Prophet is risen from the
dead!

Axotarr. No, not Elijah, not one of the Prophets! See
ye not, ye blind? It is He Himself! He is the prom-
ised One. Worship Him! worship Him!

[A1 fall on their knees.]

JorN. A man sick of a fever crawled out upon the road
looking for the physician . . . And when a beggar or a
slave came by, carrying water, he fell on his knees
before him and cried, ‘‘ Hail to thee, great physician!
Thank God, thou art come!’’ And so he went on till
evening, and the children mocked him. [The people
rise slowly.] What have I, the beggar, to give you?
The water I carry is to baptize you in; it is poor water
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of repentance. But Ile who cometh after me will
baptize you with fire and the Spirit, and 1 am not
worthy to unloose His shoes, . . . so little am I in
comparison with Him.

SeverarL. Rabbi, tell us, when will He conie of whom thou
speakest?

Oraers. Who is it, Rabbi? Be merciful and strengthen
our souls. Speak to us of Him.

Joan. Then sit ye down in a circle and hear the oft-pro-
claimed tidings, ye insatiable ones.

[The people crouch on the ground.]

Mmriam. Hadidja, what is he going to tell us?

Hapipsa. Be silent.

Miriam. Let me grasp thy hand, Hadidja.

Joan. It was on the banks of the Jordan. I baptized
there, according to the command of the Lord. Many
people were gathered round me and hearkened to what
I preached, but my soul was consumed with doubt and
misgiving. Then, lo, a youth came down from the
cliffs above, and he was alone, and all the people drew
back. And as I raised my eyes to his face, I knew
that this was He, for the glory of the Eternal shone
round about Him. And when He spake with me, and
prayed me to baptize Him as if He were one among
the sinners Himself, I trembled and refused, saying,
“T would be baptized by Thee, and comest Thou to
me? >’ And He made answer, ‘‘ So be it, for thus shall
the law be fulfilled.”” Then I yielded, and let it be as
He desired. And when He had received baptism from
my trembling hand, He rose from the water, and be-
hold, suddenly the Heavens opened above Him and I
saw the Holy Ghost descending like a white dove, and
He was bathed in the Heavenly light. And a voice
out of Heaven spake, ‘¢ Behold, this is My Beloved Son,
in whom I am well pleased.”” Then I fell on my face
and adored. And I was no longer afraid.
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Oxe or THE Crowp (after a pause). And whither did He
go, He who was thus illumined by the radiance of the
Lord?

ArL. Yes, whither did He go? Didst thou not hold Him?

Jorn. Plague me not with questions. He cometh and
goeth, and no man holdeth Him. At this very hour
He may be sitting in our midst.

[AU turn on each other an awestruck and inquiring
gaze.]

AmariaH. Rabbi, we are all poor workpeople from Jerusa-
lem, and every one knoweth his fellow.

Oxe or THE Crowp (pownting to Miriam). Yes, we men!
But here is a woman whom I never saw before.
Hapmsa. Her name is Miriam, and she serves as maid in

the Palace, as I do.

JouN. Leave her in peace.

Axoraer. But if He of whom thou speakest dwells among
the living, He must bear a name, and His father’s
name.

Arn. Yea; tell us His name. His name!

Jor~N. Ye would hear His name? Listen to the wind
whispering among the rocks, mark well what it saith
ere it vanisheth. So His name, heard first here and
then there, passed by my ear. I am waiting with
prayer and anxiety to hear it again. Therefore I say
unto you, Question me not further, lest it melt away
like a dream when the cock croweth.

Amariae., Yet give us withal some guidance. Whence
came He to thee — He, the —

Jora~. The wind which wafted Him to me blew from
Galilee.

Avin. From Galilee!

Oxe. Does the Messiah belong to the G‘rahleans, the fish-
eaters?

Axoraer. He shall come to us Judeans! Up, and let us
seek Him!

AiLL. Aye, let us seek Him!
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Joux. Think ye that He will permit Himself to be found
by you? Ye miserable creatures full of mutiny and
revolt? Who are ye that ye should alter the course
of the world’s history by a hair’s breadth? When the
time for His harvest is ripe, then He shall appear to
you of His own free will in glory as the Lord of Hosts.
The four cherubim shall ride before Him on capari-
soned horses, with flaming sickles in their hands, to
mow down and to trample upon . . . Whatsoever hath
been planted in sin and hath grown up rankly, that
shall be mown down, root and branch ; whatsoever hath
reared itself against Him shall be trampled upon.
Therefore, ye men of Israel, root up the weeds that
flourish and encumber your bodies, that ye may not rot,
and in your corruption be swept away with your pol-
luters when He draweth near with the sevenfold rain-
bow about His head. He who shall come must come
(reflectively), must come!

Ox~E or THE CrowDp. Rabbi, we have repented of our sins.
We pray day and night, and our bodies are emaciated
from fasting. Say, what more can we do?

Enter JOSAPHAT and MATTHIAS,

Jouxn. Josaphat, so thou art here. And thou, Matthias.

JosapaAaT. Master, chide us not for having lingered. We
paused by Herod’s Palace, which, as a rule, is dark
and deserted. We saw rosy lights kindled, and the
pillars garlanded with flowers. Fresh ignominy shall
befall Israel, more deadly sin weigh upon her, if thou,
Rabbi, comest not to the rescue.

Jomx. Speak out!

Josapuar. Herod hath not come out of Galilee, as every
year before, for the Passover. He is not expected till
tomorrow. Another guest hath arrived. The wife of
Philip, Herod’s brother, hath deserted him, and taken
with her Salome, Philip’s daughter.

The guest at the palace is called Herodias, and to-
morrow the marriage feast is to be celebrated.
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Joux. Between Herod and his own brother’s wife?

Josapuar. Thou hast said it, Rabbi.

Joux. No! No! Whoever hath told thee this informed
thee falsely. His lips were shameless, and his soul lied.

Amarian. Pardon, Rabbi; there are maids here belonging
to the palace. . . . Question them.

Joun. Hadidja, I know thee. Speak!

Hapmgsa. Rabbi, my place is too humble. T only hear what
the idle gossips say. But here is Miriam. She has
been chosen as the playmate of the young maiden
Salome since she came yesterday. She waits on her
at the bath. Question her!

Jou~. Miriam, why art thou silent?

Hapmsa. Rabbi, she hath never yet conversed with
strangers.

Miriam (tn a low, stammering tone). Master, it is true
what that man saith. And— [Emotion.]

Jor~. Continue! '

Miriam. And after the wedding, on the first day of the
Passover, Herodias is to enter the Temple, as far as
the women’s outer court, her new consort leading her
by the hand. They will show themselves to the people.

Jor~. That the people may stone them? But what am
I saying? They dare not! Those priests, lustful as
they are, cowards cringing in the dust at the feet of the
Romans, dare not permit this! The iron gates will
close upon the scandal, and the High Priest will stretch
forth his arm to curse them!

Hapmga. Speak, Miriam!

Jor~. What else hast thou to say, Miriam?

Miriam. Master, at this very hour, messengers are pass-
ing to and fro between Herodias and. the Temple. The
Princess desireth that the High Priest shall meet them
at the second gate, where the men and women separate,
to bless her —

Jorx. Enough! Go home, all of you. I would be alone.
Tomorrow ye will see me at Jerusalem.

[(Horror amongst the people.]
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OxE or THE Crowp. Rabbi, wilt thou trust thyself to thine
enemies?

OtuEers. Reflect, Rabbi! The Pharisees will trap thee.
The priests will condemn thee.

Jou~. I am the son of a priest. 1 will speak priestly
words to those who countenance this infamous crime.
I will speak to them in the name of Him who cometh,
for whom I prepare the way. Go! [ds they appear
unwilling and hesitate.] Go! [The curtain falls.]

ACT 1

Square in front of the Palace of HEroD. The guard-room of the Roman
soldiers is to the right of the Palace in the foreground, with benches be-
fore the door. To the right of cemtre is the chief enmtrance. Steps in
background, which lead to the top of a hill. Behind, separated by an
invisible valley, is a view of rising masses of house-tops belonging to
another part of the town. A marrow street to the left of centre, and
another street in foreground, which may be taken as a conmtinuation of
the one that runs to right of guard-room. In it is the shop of the woolen
merchant ELIAKIM. At its right corner the shop of the fruit-seller
PAsur, with wares exhibited. A founmtain with seats round it, near the
middle of the stage.

EriakiMm and Pasur. First, second, third common soldiers.

Pasur (as he comes forward glances anxiously at the
soldiers, who sit in front of guard-room). Neighbor,
neighbor, dost thou not hear me?

Evakiv (sitting outside his shop reading a parchment).
It is written that whosoever disturbeth a man when
he is reading the law shall forfeit his life.

Pasur. Thou readest the law?

Buakmm. Knowest thou not that I read the law day and
night?

Pasur. Forgive me, neighbor; accuse me not. I sinned
out of ignorance. . . . I was in fear of the soldiers
who are quartered yonder . . . but I am going in.

[Slinks back to his shop.]

Vor. XVII — 12
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First Sorpier (fo tle second who siarpens his sword).
Marcus, wherefore handlest thou thy blade with such
terrific zeal? There is naught to hew down in there.
These damned Judeans have had enough. They’ll rebel
no more.

Seco~ND SoLbiEr. Who can tell? Since that woman entered
there yesterday, my nostrils have scented bloodshed.
Everything is upside down in Herod’s house, and when
it is a question of their so-called princes, they are
ticklish subjects.

First Sorpier. Here in Judea they have none; so we are
masters.

Secoxp Sorpier. We are masters everywhere, with or
without a Herod.

First Sorpier. What brings the Tetrarch of Galilee to
Jerusalem?

Secoxp Sonpier. Yes, well mayest thou ask! Yet he
cometh twice or thrice in the year to rub his nose on
the fleeces of the Temple, and then away he goes again.
God requires it of him, so they say. A crazy people!

Fimst SoLpier. And we must stand by as guard of honor.
A nice business for a Roman citizen!

[Hapipsa and two other maids, with jugs on their
heads, come out of the Palace and go to the well,
where they draw water.]

Seconp Sovrpier. Idiot! We are bound to do it, so that
we may appear to honor him. In reality we guard him.
He will soon be here now.

TaRD SoLprer (who has been squatting on a brick, with-
out taking amy part in conversation, sings). Sweet
smiling Lalage, thee will I love for ever. Thee, sweet
smiling Lalage —

Seconp Sorpier (irritably). Have done howling after thy
Lalage! Before thou goest back to Rome again, she
will be a grandmother.

TraRDp SoLpIER (siretching out his arms). Alack, yes!

Seconp SoLpier (pointing to the maids). Are not there
women enough here?
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Twirp Sorpier. Ah! but they are Jew girls. They mean
well enough, but the punishment of death hangs over
them.

SeEcoxD SoLpier. A crazy people.

TaIrD SoLbier. If only there were no foreigners! I, for
my part, take not kindly to these Asiatics. They wash
all day long, and yet stink in spite of it. . . . Ha!
yesterday a Syrian sweetheart made me a present of
a necklace. There it is. Shall we dice for it?

Seconp SovLprer. Show it to me. T lay fifty denarii.

Tairp SoLpier. Rogue! A hundred and fifty!

Seconp SoLpier. Very well.

Frst Sorpier. I will join.

TaRD SoLpier. Come along.

[All three disappear into the guard-room.]

Ente ELiaxiM, PASUR, HADIDJA and the two other maids. Two Priests
descend the central steps.

First Prizst. Damsels, you belong to the Palace?
Hapmga. Yes, O priests.
First PriEst. Announce us to your mistress.
Hapmsa. Our mistress, priests, is gone forth to meet the
Tetrarch Herod, to receive him at the gates.
First Priest. When will she return?
Hapmsa. That we cannot say, priests; it depends on the
coming of the Prince.
Fmst Priest. Do you desire our blessing?
Hapmga. No!
[She vanishes with the other maids into the interior
of the Palace. Both Priests look discomposed.]
First Priest (observing ELiakiM and Pasur sitting in front
of their doors, raises his hands unctuously). Blessed
be ye who —
Einsgim. No one asked thy blessing!
[Both Priests regard each other in dismay.)
Seconp Priest (furiously). These again are of the school
of the Pharisees!
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First Priest. We hold the Temple. They shall yet be our
servants. Come! [Exeunt both Priests.’

Pasur (drawing near humbly). Forgive me, neighbor, but
now thou no longer readest in the law?

Eviagmm. No.

Pasur. This will be a sorry Passover for us tradesmen.
See all this fine stock which T have laid in. There is
the sacred pomegranate wood, whereon to roast the
lamb. Here are the sweet herbs, with which to pre-
pare the holy broth, and here are the bitter roots, the
garlic, cresses, and bay leaves, all according to the
precept. In six, or at latest seven hours the feast
begins, and I shall be left stranded with my whole
stock on hand. Oh, woe is me! Woe is me!

Ermakmm. Well, have I not also superior and holy wares
for sale? There are stuffs of the very finest quality.
Beautiful tassels of white and hyacinth-blue wool.
And are not my Tephilim the most beautiful ever worn
by a son of Abraham at morning prayer? Nay, Abra-
ham himself never wore a finer. I believe I have
eighteen dozen or more. Yet one should take no
thought of bodily raiment, but read the Scriptures. So
it is written.

Pasur. But, neighbor, the man who deals in vegetables
does not find it so easy to be righteous in the sight of
the Lord. Thy woolen goods will keep till Herod is
gone again with his new wife.

Evakim (shakes his fist at the Palace). It’s a shame, a
crying shame!

Pasur. Yes; once this was always a good spot for busi-
ness, but now grass groweth in front of the Palace.

Evmakim. Only priests go in and out.

Enter a citizen of Jerusalem who comes to fill his pitcher at the fountain.

Crrizen (distressfully). Neighbor, dear neighbor!
Ermakim. What is thy trouble?
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Crrizex. Thou art a righteous man and knowest the law.
Give me advice, and thou shalt have my thanks. My
poor wife has hurt her foot while working in the fields.
It is burning and swollen, and I bathe it with cold
water from the fountain, which does it good. But in a
short time beginneth the feast. May I continue with
the bathing then?

Ermkim. Sabbath breaking? Thou wilt be guilty, and
deserve death.

Crrizex. Oh, Lord eternal!

Erakmm, Yes. If it were her throat that ailed, then thou
mightest pour the remedy into her mouth. But her
foot! No!

Crrizex. But suppose that it mortifies!

Ermarim. Yea, if it mortifies and is a danger to life, the
law alloweth it.

Crtizen (crying out tn despairy. But then it is too late!

[Meanwhile a man wrapt in a cloak has come down
the street, and looks up calmly at the windows of
HEeron’s Palace.]

BEragiM (points to him, looking shocked). Hush, if thou
lovest thy life! The man thou seest yonder is one
David, belonging to the Zealots who dwell in the desert.
They come down to the towns with daggers hidden in
the folds of their cloaks. And when they find people
committing a breach of the law by word or deed, they
strike at them from behind. [Rising, as the stranger
approaches.] Greeting, thon holy man! Behold I know
thee well. Wilt thou not bless thy servant?

[The stranger passes, and disappears in the street
to the left.]

. Pasur. I feel a shiver run through me. One can err and

not know it.

Crrizen. “How many hours are there yet, ere the feast
begins?

Eumakim (regarding the sun). Six.
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Cirizex. So long, then, I may use the cooling remedy, but
I know not what to do afterward. [Drags his pitcher
away dejectedly.]

Pasur. Of a truth, we Hebrews are hunted like vermin.
If the Romans leave us alone, the law strikes at us.

The stage has become half-filled with people, who gesticulate in excitement,
looking up at HeroD’s Palace. Among them HACHMONI; later, the
soldiers.

Eriagkim. What is going on there? Hachmoni, thou shalt
speak. What ails the people?

Hacamoxt. Hast thou not heard? John is in the town!

Eviakim. There are many Johns.

Hacumoni. The Baptist, man!

Eriakim. The Baptist; enemy of the Priests and of the
Pharisees; to whom every Rechabite hath sworn death.
Is he canght at last?

Hacamoni. Thou speakest like one in his sleep! If there
is a man in Jerusalem safe and untouched by the curse
of the Romans, it is he. He standeth in the market-
place and preacheth; he standeth at the gates and
preacheth.— Did I say preach? Firebrands issue from
his lips; scorpions leap out of his mouth.

EviakiM. Against whom doth he preach, then?

Hacuamont. Against Herod, naturally. And his para-
mour, and his paramour’s whelp.

ArL. Down with Herod! Death to Herod!

[The first and second Roman soldiers step out of the
guard-room.]

First Sorpier. What are the blear-eyed scum crying?

Seconp Sorpier. Death to Herod! Did not I say it would
be so? I can trust my nose. [Draws his sword.]

Pasur. Protect yourselves! The soldiers!

[The people fall back.]

Fmst Soupier (laughing). The dogs are affrighted al-
ready. Curs! [They go in, laughing.]
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Axrasar and JORAB enter from left centre, remain in tie sticet.

Awmasat. Look at them! Must this not appear a mad
mockery in the sight of the Lord? Who that tollows
the straight path laid down by the law, after the man-
ner of (fod-fearing men, can have anything in com-
mon with these sinners?

Joras. They are infatuated with the Baptist’s preaching,
and yet too weak to kick against the pricks. Speak
to them, so that they come to themselves,

Amasar.  After the Baptist? Rather would I grasp a mad
bull by the horns. They would go up to the Temple
to make an offering of sow’s blood, if he bade them
do it.

JoraB. Cannot we trap him?

Amasat.  And so stand before the people as the friends of
Herod? Leave that kind of fame to the Priests and
the Sadducees. The disaffection which we quelled, at
a signal from him, screams aloud in the gutter. So
what good have we done? That is why the people
flock to him. We have missed our opportunity. But
still, I know a way to entangle him. I will strike at
him through his folly about the Messiah. [Shouts of
applause arise from the people.] Listen! so they once
hailed us.

[They withdraw further into the street to the left.]

Without AMASAI and JORAB. Enter JOHN, accompanied by JOSAPHAT,
MarTHIAS, and MANASSA and a fresh crowd. People appear behind
left.

[JorN throws himself down on the edge of the
fountain.]

JosapEAT. See, Rabbi, what power hath been given thee.
They wag their tails like pleased hounds. Jerusalem
the Blessed lies at thy feet.

Joan. Give me to drink!

[Manassa draws him water.]
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Hacamoni. Behold! The great prophet drinks as if he
were one of us—

Pasur. That is goat’s hair wherewith he is clothed. It
must prick his skin. It shows what a holy man he is.

Ermaxmm. But he doth not favor the woolen trade. If all
were so holy, we should be beggared.

Hacamoxnt. And his food, people say, is nought but locusts
and wild honey.

MarTHIAS. Get back. See ye not that ye plague him?

[They retire.]

JosapuaaT. Rabbi, forgive. The people wait. What is
thy command to them? '

Jouwn. Is this Herod’s house?

JosapuaT. Yes, Rabbi. [Silence.] Rabbi, say, what shall
they do?

Jor~. Am T the keeper of these people? The shepherd
may drive his flock through thorns or flowers. I pine
for the wilderness, for my rocky fastnesses.

JosapHAT (dismayed). Rabbi!

Joun. Thave awakened the slumbering conscience, scourged
and roused the idle, shown the erring the right road.
One great burst of indignation against Herod now
flames toward heaven. So now they may let me go my
way, or send their spies after me. But no priest has
yet dared to stand in my path. It is well. My work
in Jerusalem is at an end.

Marraas. Not so, Rabbi. Thy work only beginneth. We
have to face the Prince’s entry. The people want a
leader.

JoaN. Whither will they be led?

MarTaIAS. That we know not, Rabbi.

Jorn. And do I know? Am I one to subject my will to
the fetters of a plan, or to spin a web for others? I
am the voice of one crying in the wilderness. That
is my destiny. Come! [He stands up.]

Propre. Hail to thee, John! Hail!

[4s he is going, AMasay and Joras step in his way.]
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AMASAI and JORAB,

Amasar. Pardon us, great prophet, that we have not vet
been present at thy baptisms.

Jou~x. Who are ye?

J 0SAPHAT (whispering). Be on your guard, Rabbi. They
wear the wide hem of the Pharisees. Their brethren
are high in the Council.

Amasar. We are diligent seribes, simple men, to whom the
study of the law hath brought more honor than we
deserve.

JouN. May be. But what do ye want with me?

Amasar. Many reports of miracles worked by thee have
come to our ears. Some say thou art Elijah; and
others, even greater than he. We are willing to be-
lieve this, even if thou performest not his miracles.
Naturally thou mayest have reasons in thy heart for
keeping thy power of miracle-working a secret from us.

Pasur. Hath he worked miracles?

ErmkiM. Not for me.

Pasur. Ah!

Amasat. We have heard, too, much of thy godliness; that
thou fastest and prayest as one to whom meat and
drink and earthly intercourse are of no account. We
fast and pray also, and our desire for doing good can-
not be satisfied. But the law is harder and more
zealous than we. Therefore we beg thee to be so
gracious as to bestow on us the benefit of thy teaching,
Rabbi, and to tell us how we can keep the law.

JorN. So? Ye lay traps for me under the cloak of your
glib words. Ye generation of vipers! Who hath told
you that ye shall escape the wrath to come? Woe
unto you, when He cometh who is stronger than I!
He hath His sickle already in His hand. He will
gather the grain into His barn, but the chaff He will
burn with everlasting fire.

Pasur. Of whom doth he speak?

Hacemoni. Hush! he speaks of the Messiah.
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Eriakim.  What Messiali?

Jorap. Come, Amasai. I am afraid of this man.

AMasar (shielding himself with his hand). We approached
thee as petitioners, and thou hast abused us. We will
let that pass, presuming that thon hast a right thereto.
The one of whom thou speakest as coming after thee
has given thee the right. Is it not so? [Silence.]
Behold, ye people of Israel, vour prophet is silent. If it
be not the Messiah, the Messiah of whom he preaches
in the wilderness, and even in the market-place, who
hath given him the right to chide us? Where else
hath he obtained his authority? Ye know what we
are, (God-fearing, upright men, that strive to obey the
law in everything.

Ox~E oF THE ProrLE. Who is this?

EriaxkiM. Amasai, the wise and learned scribe.

PropLe (murmuring). Listen, it is Amasai.

Axoraer. Rabbi, wilt thou not bless us?

Awmasar.  Yea, in short, we are a piece of the law ourselves.
And we have never done this man any harm. If he
is an enemy to us, it must be because he is an enemy
to the law.

Jorx~. Thou liest.

Amasar. Good. If I lie, so teach me, great prophet, how
thou keepest the law.

JosapHAT (in @ low wvoice). Yes, Rabbi, explain! The
people expect it.

Joux. I have nothing to do with the law, of which ye
and your like set up to be guardians and students.

[Sensation among the people.]

JosapHAT (in a low voice). Rabbi, think what thou art say-
ing. Injure not thyself.

Joux~. Nay, it is not your law, but yourselves that I hate.
For your hand lieth heavily on this people, and your
well-being is its affliction.

Awmasar. That thou hast yet to prove, great prophet.

W end ¢ B e . o
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Joux. Who are ye, ve men of worldly wisdom, that ye
should look on the law as your special inheritance and
possession? Here is an enslaved people crawling
patiently on its belly beneath a scourge, oppressed by
a heavy burden, and ye desire to tell it /0w it shall
crawl.

Amasat. Yea, because it must ecrawl somehow, great
prophet.

Jorx. Yethink so. I say that it shall rise out of the dust.

Axasat. Thus have rebels ever spoken, and the end hath
always been the cross and the gallows. Thou, whom
men call the great prophet, listen to me! When the
Lord redeemed His people the first time, how did He
do it? Through the law. And when He redeemed
them a second time, knowest thou how He did it?
Through the law. So if we guard and watch this law,
and let it expand by itself, swelling like an ear of corn,
a thousand times into a thousandfold blessings, what
is our object? Redemption, the hope which lives in
all of us. Only we do not noise it abroad in the gutter
and on the housetops.

PropLE (murmuring). There he is right. Aye, he is right!

A troop of pilgrims have come up by degrees and slake their thirst at the
fountain. Among them SIMON the GALILEAN.

Awmasar. See! Look around thee. Behold these pilgrims!
They come with their knapsacks from far distant
lands: from Egypt, from the Euphrates, and Syria, and
from the accursed city of Rome itself. They are in-
different to hunger and thirst, the heat of the sun, and
the dust of the road. And wherefore have they come?
Because of this very law, which I and my brethren
guard and study. And if thou sayest thou hast nothing
to do with this law, and hatest it, tell us, then, what
law thou lovest? Where do the Commandments leave
off which the Lord made for His people, and where
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begin the vain works of men? Enlighten us, great
prophet, and upbraid us not.
[Jonx ts silent, and uncertain what to say.]

JosapuaT. I warned thee, Rabbi!

Amasar (with a laugh of scorn). Now see, all of you. See!
Methinks the great— [Breaks off as a woman, sickly
and heavily loaded, comes accidentally near to him.
He turns round in anger.] Touch me not, lest I be-
come unclean! I am a Rechabite!

Simox (to the woman). Noj; touch him not, lest thou
become unclean.

Amasat. What?

Simo~n. For the Pharisees who eall themselves Rechabites
are unclean from within. Come!

[Leads her to the fountain.]

Awmasar. He denies God!

PropLE (murmuring). He denies God!

Amasar. A Rechabite unclean? A man who doth nothing
day and night but fulfill the law; who performeth his
sacred ablutions three times more than necessary; who
sitteth, on the Sabbath, like a monument; who speaketh
a blessing at meat twice, and over salt, bread —er —
er— [half choking.] A Rechabite unclean?

Jorx. If I could not answer thy questions with their
double meaning, thou thyself hast now answered them!

Amasar. And may seven swine possess thee, thou great
prophet, so that compared with them thou appearest
to me a saint. (Zo the Galilean.) And what evil
spirit hath taken possession of thee, man? Art thou
a Jew? 'Where dost thou come from? What is thy
name?

MarTtaIAS (i @ low voice). Tell him not thy name. He
will ruin thee.

Sivmox (calmly). 1 am a Jew. My name is Simon, and I
come from Galilee,

Amasat. And as one that there knoweth Law and Saecri-
fice —
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Simox  (interrupting). Greater than law, greater than
sacrifice, is love!

[Sensation and dismay among the people.]

Amasar.  See ye not now that he is guilty against the law?

[He continues speaking earnestly to the people.|

Joux (approaching the Galilean in great excitement).
Who taught thee that? [Ads Simox is silent, more
urgently.] Who taught thee that?

MarTHIAS (%0 a quick, low tone to the Galilean). Before
they capture thee, fly!

[SiMon shakes his head.)

Joux~. This knowledge, that comes straight from thy sim-
ple and timid heart, awes me, for it cannot be thine
own. [The people, hounded on by Amasal, jostle the
Galilean.] Back! In the name of Him who cometh,
keep back. Leave him alone! [The people retreat.]

Pasur. Thou playest with us and our great longing as if
we were toys.

Amasar. Ah, now I have caught thee! Thou who poisonest
a thirsty people with foul water! Where is He who
shall come? Where is thy Messiah? Where is the
King of the Jews? Aye, show Him to us!

Trae PeopLe (fiercely). Yea, woe to thee if thou canst not
show Him to us!

Jorx (firmly). Here cometh the King of the Jews whom
ye acclaim!

HEerop, HErRODIAS, SALOME and their train appear above in the background.
The company of soldiers, with their officers, have posted themselves at
the Palace gates. In silence the procession descends.

OxE or THE TraIN. Hail to Herod! [Still silence.] Now,
ye dogs! Cry, Hail!

Herop. At what are the people gaping? (To the Com-
mander of the Guard.) Ye, who in obedience to
Rome’s command are here to protect me, cannot ye
clear them out of my way? .

[At a sign from their Captain the soldiers begin to
charge the people with lowered spears.]
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Amasat (who is standing in the foremost row, turns with
a shrill cry). Woe! woe!

[Takes flight. Joras follows him. The people re-
treat with a subdued exclamation of fear. JoHN
alone stands his ground, his head held high, and
measures Herop with his glance.]

SavoME (raising her veil). Mother, look at that man. It
is the same who stood in the market-place and at the
gates and everywhere where we have passed.

Herop. And everywhere caused dissension.

Sacome. Look! His eyes flash fire! Mother, look!

Herop. Come along, ye women. And if the pious citizens
of Jerusalem have unlearnt the way to welcome with
rejoicing the representative of the great race of Herod
(with a glance at the Captain of the Guard), Rome, 1
hope, will teach it to them again.

[The Captain shrugs his shoulders with a slight smile.]

Herop. Come, I pray.

[Herop, Heropias, SarLoME, go with their train into
the Palace; the common soldiers into the guard-
room. ]|

Enter JOHANNES, J0SAPHAT, MATTHIAS, ManNasss, HacHMONI, PASUR,

the people.

Hacemoxnt (at the head of a group, pressing forward).
Pardon us, great prophet. The Pharisees have fled
like cowards. But, see, we cling to thee. So now
help us.

Tae PropLe. Help us!

JouN (as if in a dream). Tell me, whither hath the man
from Galilee gone?

Manassa. Rabbi, we know not.

JorN. Then seek him. Bring him to me.

Manassa. Yes, Rabbi.

ArL tHE ProrLe. Tarry with us, great prophet. Help us!
We flee to thee.

JouN (pondering in uncertainty). Matthias, Josaphat, did
he not say Love?

R P T ———
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ACT 11
Scexe 1

Hall in Roman style of architecture in HErROD'S Palace. On the rijht side,
a balcony upheld by pillars, which extends the whole depth of the stage,
and to which a flight of steps leads. Off the balcony a door opens into
Salome’s room. Underneath, on the ground floor, another door. In the
centre of the background is the chief entrance. On the left, a window.
Near it a couch and other furniture. To the right, between the pillars
of the balcony, is a divan. Carpets and tiger-skins on the floor. A
mizture of Roman and Oriental luzury.

MaecHA, MIRIAM, ABI on the balcony. After them, SALOME. The dam-
sels step cautiously and listen.

SavLoME (through the door). Isit safe? No one there?

Maecaa. Not a sound of any one.

SaLome. Then, come! [They skip down the stairs.]

Sarome. Ah, here it is light, and one can see oneself re-
flected in the walls. Do you know why we have been
suddenly mewed up in the apartments above? Yester-
day we were allowed to wander as we listed through
all the passages, to dance unveiled in the gardens, and
peep through the railings and mock the passers-by.
But today, since my uncle came, we have had to sit
moping in sackcloth and ashes. Why? Do none of
you know why?

Magcua. Mistress, the house is now filled with strangers
who were not here yesterday. And, it is said that the
men who are in the Tetrarch’s following run after
young maidens.

- Savome. Let them! I am not afraid of any men. . . . I

' take them as I find them. . . . I love them.

E Asi. Thou knowest men, mistress?

- Sarome. I mean not the men of our own people! They
wear beards on their chins like great pads of hair, and
before one can look round, they stand there barefooted
. . . And then people say— No; I mislike that. But
once, when I was with my father in Antioch, I met
pale youths with golden brown hair, and they wore

PR ——
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red shoes and smelt of pertumes. ... They were
Greeks, my father said, real Greeks from. Hellas. . . .
They smiled, and it made me thrill. . . . Why dost

thou stand there sulking, Miriam, and listenest not to
my converse? It doth not please thee? Laugh, or I'll
beat thee. Ifthoulaughestnot,I'llhave thee whipped!
Miriam. Let me be whipped, mistress.
SarvomMe. Where wast thou last night? The palace guards
said thou wouldst visit thy sweetheart. . . . Thou hast
a lover? (Roguishly.) Whisper his name in my ear
and I'll give thee a gold pin.
Miriam. I have no one that loveth me, mistress.
Savome. The language of you Judeans hath an insipid
flavor, and your eyes dissemble. Yet, I love Jerusalem.
A purple haze hangs over its gables. And it seemeth
to me ever as if the sun in Jerusalem kissed one
secretly. But ye could not understand how that is
. . . ye have not the blood of the great Herod in your
veins. My mother hath it, and I have it from her. . .
And whatever they may say in Jerusalem, my mother
was wise to run away from that other husband, for
the one here is of more account than he. And because
. she was so wise, and at the same time so sadly foolish,
I love her, and will share the consequences of her folly.
[She flings herself on the couch.] 1 am not displeas-
ing to my uncle Herod. . . . I have remarked that he
casts stolen glances at me. . . . Now when my mother
scolds me I shall know how to tease her! [T'rills
forth.] I am the Rose of Sharon, the lily of the valley.
Cometh not my friend into his garden to eat of —
Miriam, where does that window look out?
Miriam, I do not know, mistress. I have never been in
this hall before.
SaLome. Go and see.
[Miriam looks out of the window and starts.]
Sarome. Why dost thou start?
Miriam. Did I, mistress?
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Savome. Tell me what thou seest?

Miriam. There are many people standing round a foun-
tain, and —

SaromMe. And?

Miriam. T cannot—

SaLoME (stands up and goes to window). Ah! (Looking
out for a moment in silence). Miriam, who is that?

Miriam (confused). Whom dost thou mean, mistress?

Sarome. Is there any one else but him? . . . Miriam, thou
gentle, brown Miriam (half threateningly), deny him
not!

Miriam. It is— John-—the Baptist.

AB1, MarcHA (hurrying up, all curiosity). The Baptist?

SaLoME. Let him be who he may . . . See how the people
surge round him! Have ye ever in your valley seen
a rock bend? He doth not bend. Ha! ha! Not he!
Only if — perhaps — [She stretches out her arms.]

HERODIAS enters from centre.

MaecrAa. Mistress, thy mother!

[The three maidens withdraw quickly from the win-
dow.]

Heropmas. What are ye doing here, damsels? Salome
thou! Shall we let it be said that we have brought
evil manners into Jerusalem?

SaLOME (mtendmg to wound, but outwardly meek) Me-
thinks it is said already.

Heropias (enraged). Go!

SaLome. Yes, mother.

[She crosses over, and lingers between the pillars of
the balcony.] *

Heropias. Ye damsels, stay! Ye are Judeans?

MaecuA. Yes, mistress.

Heropias. Intelligence hath reached me of one they call
the Baptist stirring up rebellion in the streets. Which
of you know the man?

Magecua. She does.

Vor. XVII — 13
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Agp1.  She hath this moment confessed it.

Heropias. What dost thou know of him?

Miriam. That last night I sat at his feet praying.

Savome (coming forward). Thou? Thou?

Maecuea. Pardon! A moment ago he was standing close
to the Palace.

Heropras. Show him to me.

MaecuA (from the window). Now is he gone.

HEerop1as ({0 Miriam). So speed after him, and when thou
hast found him, bring him privately through yonder
gate. [Points below to the right.]

Savome. She shall not. . . . I will not . . . Not her!

Heropias. Why not?

SavLoME (throwing her arms round Miriam). Sheis dearest
to me. I will not let her go out of my sight. [Comes
over and supplicates Herobias.] Mother!

Hgeropias. Art thou still such a child? (70 Miriam.) Go!

SavomE (angrily). Miriam! [Exit Mir1am. ]

Heropias. Such a child, and already hast the tooth of a
serpent in thy mouth!

SavoME (kneels on the couch before her mother and encircles
her knees with her arms). Forgive me, mother. We,
thou and I, are not like others. We sting those we love.

Herobias (1w a low voice). And those we hate?

Savome (likewise). We kiss!

Herob1as (laughing). Child! [She kisses her.]

Savome (laughing). Thou kissest me!

Enter the Palace Captain.

Pavace Caprain. My master, the Tetrarch Herod, would
see thee, mistress.

Herop1as (in growing anxiety covers SaLoME’s face with
her veil). Go, make haste; go!

Sarome. Mother, I am dull in the upper chambers. May
I not stay near thee?

Hzrovias (looking toward the door). Go, instantly!

[Sarnome slowly climbs the stairs with her com-
panions.]
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HEeropias. Thou art Captain in the Palace?

[The Pavace Capraiy bows. |
Heropias. Go, set watches at every door. Who entereth
b .

goes not out again. . . . .\nd be silent.
Parace Capraix. One has but to see thee to know that
thou art the mistress. . . . How should T not he silent?

[Goes to the door.)

Enter HErOD, GABALOS, MEROKLES, JABAD. Exit the Palace Captain when
the others enter.

Herop. Princess, after waiting even the space of a moment,
a man will enjoy his favors to the full. . . . Therefore
. . . [Kisses her on brow and mouth.] Pardon!

Heropias. Thou hast rested; art refreshed?

Herop. That question thou oughtst not to ask me. My
father was one of those men who never knew what
weariness was. So his son, likewise, parts company
with his pillow betimes, and —

[He observes SaLoME who, with her wveil slhightly
lifted, looks down from the balcony, and after she
sees that he has noticed her, vanishes.]

Heropias. Thou art silent.

Herop. Thy daughter is not with thee?

Herobuas (dryly). No.

Herop (bows his head, smiling). Allow me, Princess .
to present these friends. ... I will not call them
servants, for such they are not.

MEerokrLEs. Oh, mistress, they are servants whom thou
mayest safely make thy friends.

JaBap. And they are friends in order that they may serve
thee.

(aBaLos. And are amply rewarded for both, great mistress.

HEerop (smiling). This rascal, whose Syrian dialect thou
art now acquainted with for the first time, is Gabalos
from Antioch. Thou seest, I tolerate his jesting.

GaBarLos. For Herod the Great also kept a fool.
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HEeropias. And people say that he acquired a second fool
before he let the first drown.

[GaBaros Dows, smiling, then turns aside with a
grimace.]

HEerovo. This is Merokles, the rhetorician. His voice car-
ries far. It is heard in Rome, when folks there would
be deaf to my own.

MerokLes. But I shall take no satisfaction in that voice
till it may greet thee, mistress, with the cry ¢ Hail to
thee, O Queen!”’

[HEerob1as starts and smiles, then exchanges a glance
with HERroD. ]

MEeroxkLEs (in a low voice, joining GaBarLos). Thou madest
a good hit; I a better.

Herop. And in contrast to this cool flatterer, here is Jabad
the Levite, my guide and my conscience ever since I
set foot on Jewish soil. For, by Baecchus, he knows
exactly what I have to do, every moment, in order to
be pious, after the manner of my pious people.

(GaBaros (aside). He acts as if he had forgotten the way.

MEerokLES (aside). For by so doing he thinks he will the
more resemble his father.

Heron. As an example, what ought I to be doing at this
sacred moment?

JaBap. The sun is sinking, O master. Thy Passover lamb,
one year old and flawless, hath been slaughtered in the
Temple. It is now in the courtyard to be blessed.
Thou, as the lord and master of this house—

Herop. Must do it myself?

JaBap. Thine illustrious father did not, and there was, on
that account, grumbling amongst the people.

Herop. Blessing is cleaner work than slaughter. I will
do it. See, ye wise Greeks, that we must serve the
gods in order to rule over men! And in the end we
serve to no purpose. [He motions them away. To
JaBap.] Go and make ready, and I will follow thee.

[Exeunt (3aBaLos, MEROKLES, and JABAD.]
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Scexne 11

Herop, HERODIAS, later SALOME with MAECHA, on the balcony. HEROD and
HERODIAS stand together a few moments in silence.

Heropias. Art thou content?

Herop. Thy kindness oppresses me. Whether thou art
content seemeth to me of more importance.

Heropias (feeling his tone of contempt). 1 have had no
roof over my head for three nights. Like a tramp I
have wandered in the dust of the roads. My serving-
women one by one deserted me. Only Salome hath
not forsaken me. I have robbed her of her father; the
father I have robbed of his child. And what I have
robbed my husband of thou canst estimate better than
it beseemeth me. See, all this I have done for thee!

Herop. I have abandoned my wife, who also said she loved
me. She flew to her father. He now maketh ready
for war to avenge his child’s wrong. Only a trifle is
lacking: T have no army. In Rome I am threatened
with disgrace; my brother curses me; Judea points the
finger of scorn at me. . . . So little have I done for
thee —

Heropias. And thou repentest this little already?

Hzerop. No! only forgive me if I blame thy coming too
soon.

Herobias. Too soon! Was warmer welcome ever heard
than this ‘¢ too soon’’ ?

Herop. Take not my words amiss, I entreat thee!

Heropias. I dare not say that longing drove me here.

Herop (with an embarrassed smile). Say it . .. by all
means !

Heropias. Then thou hast not forgotten the days—of
eloquent looks and silent vows—when every breath
was a longing desire and every word a feast?

Herop. How should I forget? Love, how should I— ¢

Hzeropas. And thou rememberest no more the nights when
wandering footsteps stole to the fragrant gardens,
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where, in the feverish blossoming around them, two
sleepless ones mingled their sighs?

Herop. How could I not remember; Love, how could T not?

Heropias. 1 have clothed myself in Indian draperies; 1
have put pomegranate blossoms in my bossom, and
gold dust in my hair . . . but thou seest nothing! .
My converse is bridal, but thou hearest it not.

[SaLoME has appeared on the balcony with MaEcHA.
HEerop notices her.]
Sarome. Wait; let me see whether he has already come.
[Shelooks over, and after her eyes have met Heron’s
she vamishes.]

Hgerobias (observing his absence of mind, with an exclama-
tion). No! thou hearest nothing.

Herop (quickly recovering himself). Well; what if it is so?
The language of our soul, which thou art kind enough
to call bridal, was fitting to the delight of those fra-
grant gardens. Today, methinks, we have another
task before us!

Heropias. Thinkest thou that I have been idle? Am I a
woman who cometh to beg of thee a nightly dole of
caresses? Lookatme. ... Notthybeloved. . . . She
exists no longer. . . . See in me thy ruling mistress!

Herop. I am looking, and I see a woman who raves.

Heropias. As real as the ambition of thy mistress, as real
as the secret resentment which gnaws beneath thy
own; despite thy ever-ready smiles.

Herop (horrified). Who told thee . . . whence . . .?

Heropias. So real and positive is my hold over thee. Just
now, when thou didst say I raved, thou wast reflecting
how thou couldst best get rid of me. . . . Thou fool;
then get rid of thy wakeful nights and all that which
thou thinkest great in thyself, the inheritance of that
greater than thou, whom thou wilt never equal. . . .

Herop. Woman . . . what . . .

[His words choke in his throat.]
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Herobias (laughing). Speak out what thou hast to say.
If thou no longer needest me for love, thou mayvest
still require me as a listener and adviser.

Herop (after he has walked up and down several times in
great excitement). Never resemble. . . . What is the
man who smiles amiably in wrath? A coward? . ..
‘What is the man, who has two faces? Insincere? . . .
Who fawns on those in power? Servile? No; because
the great Herod also did these things. But sometimes,
when the blood throbbed to bursting in his veins, he
snatched his sword from the sheath and slashed at
friend and enemy alike who stood in his way . . . till
the blood of his victim washed him calm and cool again
. . . till the mighty at Rome experienced a thrill at
such a display of strength. . . . I, too, feel the blood
hammering in my veins. . . . I, too, would . . . but I
have no sword . . . and so I must continue to smile
amiably . . . continue showing two faces, and licking
the sandals of the priests. . . . I, the son of Herod;
I, his ape!

Herobpas. And suppose that the priests of the Temple
adopted the attitude of shield and barrier betwixt thee
and the fury of the people, wouldst thou doubt thyself
less?

Herop. I doubt myself not. And what thou sayest can
never happen.

[Herobias goes to the middle door and opens it.
A Porteress enters.]

Herobpras. What tidings hast thou?

Tae Porteress. The two messengers to the Temple, mis-
tress, have come back with word from the High Priest.

Herobias. Show them into the outer hall. . . . They shall
wait there. [Ex:it the Porteress.]

Hzrop (with a laugh of rage and fear). Are their trumpets
already sounding on the road? Hath the great curse
already reached the door?
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Hgeropias. Thou art wrong, my friend. Only a little bless-
ing scratches at the door. . . . If it pleaseth thee, let
it come 1in.

Herop. Thou dreamest.

Heropias, Listen to me! Why did I come before thee in

haste to inhabit this empty house? . . . Because every
hour since I came I have been negotiating with the
priests —

Heron. Thou?

Herobp1as. What if instead of hiding the sinful woman
from the people, thou, with head held aloft, repairest
with her to the Temple? Would it not be a merry
jest if the High Priest, with the same air of patriarchal
servility with which he greeted the virtuous Mariamne,
also smiled a welcome to thy brother’s runaway wife?

Herop. With what sum hast thou purchased this?

Hrropras. When it is given, it will be a present, not a
purchase.

Hgrop. Only one who knows not these butchers of the
High Altar could believe you.

Hrropias. Well, these are the terms (in a low wvoice).

If we were to promise never again to aspire in Rome
to the sceptre of Judea (scoffingly), then they might
consider —

HEerop. And what answer didst thou make to such inso-
lent, such —

Heropias. I promised. . .. What else should I do? . ..
for thee, as well as myself.

Hzrop (pointing to himself). Even before this booty was
thine, thou hast betrayed it?

Heropmas. I fancied that I heard thee crying out just now
for a sword. (Smiling.) When thou art king, thou
wilt, of course, kill all whom thou hast promised not
to be king! That is the same thing as if thou hadst
never promised it.

Herop (staring at her). Woman!
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Heropias. Believest thou still that I hurried here only for
the sake of a kiss?

Herop. I shudder at thee. But even if the priests be won
over, there remains the people, the hydra-headed ; thou
knowest not the people. They once, it is said, hurled
sacrificial victims at the head of their king, they slew
Barachia’s son between the Temple and the altar.
And besides, dost thou not know that John the Baptist
is in the town?

Heropias. The Baptist! Leave the Baptist to me.

Herop. I warn thee, approach him only with a weapon in
thy hand! [Herobpias laughs.]

Enter JABAD and several servants.

Jasap, Pardon, O master, the lamb is ready.
Herop. First, we will hear what the priests have to say
if your mistress, our mistress, so pleaseth.
[Herobias assents, smiling.]
[Exeunt. all.]

JoBN and MIRIAM come through the lower door to right.

Mmiam. Await her here, Rabbi. . . . What are thy com-
mands to thy handmaiden? [Jomn shakes his head.]
[Miriam kisses the hem of his garment and goes

out.]

JoHN left alone for a brief space. Enter SALOME, and two of her
damsels.

SavLoME (steps softly to the balustrade and gazes down on
Jorx, seeks in her breast for a flower, and not finding
one turns back to Maecua). Give me those thou wear-
est in thy girdle. [She takes the roses which MaEcEA
hands to her and throws them down.] He doth not
see them. Bring more flowers, and thy harp. Stay,
Maecha, or I shall be afraid. [Ezeunt the maids, ex-
cept MaecuA.] Thou fair savage, out of the wilderness
of Judah! The fire of hate that flashes from thy eye
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shall not devour me! I will kindle another fire in it,
lovely and languid like my dreams, when at night the
perfume of the narcissi is wafted to my pillow. [The
maids come back.] Give them here. . . . Roses .
two arms’ full. [Hides her face in the flowers.] Now
if I had nareissi, too! Nay, but tarry and sing the
song which I taught you yesterday, the song which the
dancers sang at Antioch. But sing softly, so that he
be not shy of us. Where is Miriam?

AB1r. She refuseth to come.

SavoME (between her teeth). She refuseth! He saw the
rose. He is picking it up . . . as if he had never —
There are more . . . and more . . . and more. [She
scatters the roses down on him.]

SoxG oF THE MAIDENS

[The following is accompanied by the harp, which, after playing a finale
alone, dies away.]
I have entertained thee with myrrh and honey.
I bound sweet sandals on my feet.
From my waist I have loosened the girdle,
I have sung with the harp, thee to greet.
Now come, let us quench

The fire that consumes me . . . Come!
Or thou from fear shalt blench.
For my soul will hate thee . . . Come!

JouN (has looked up astonished. The hail of flowers
strikes him in the face. He shrinks back). Who
playeth with me?

SavoMe (who has slowly descended the steps). Master, I —

JorN. Who art thou?

SavoME (coyly trifling). 1 am a rose of Sharon and a lily
of the valley.

Jorxn. Then play with thy mates . . . Leave me in peace

. or go and call her who summoned me.

Savome. My mother?
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Jorx. Thou art Salome the —

Sarome. Yes; I am she.

Jorun. Let me look into thy eyes, maiden.

Savome. Look, master . . . No, but not like that. . .
If thou compellest me to put my hands before my face,
I shall spread my fingers apart and laugh between
them; yes, I shall laugh.

Jorx. Maiden, knowst thou not how abhorred this house
is? Keepest thou thy soul innocent among the guilty?

Savome. Look at me again, master. . . . Am I not young
among the daughters of Israel? And I have heard
say that youth knoweth nothing of the guilty and of
guilt. See, they keep me confined to the upper
chambers. I drew back the bolts and crept out here,
because I knew thou wast here, master.

Joax. How can I say to the storm wind: ¢‘Pass by,”’
and to the floods, ¢ Swallow her not? ’’

SaLome. Speak on, master, even if I understand nothing
thou sayest. And knowest thou that we are now sin-
ning according to the Jewish law? Both of us—
yea, it is true. My companions are gone; and is it
not forbidden for a Jewish man to be alone with a
virgin?

Jorn. I am not alone with thee. Behind us standeth the
shadow of those who have dragged thee with them
through the foul refuse of their pleasures.

Sarome. I have my own pleasures, master. How shall the
pleasures of others concern me? I read once a saying
that stolen fruits are sweet, and my nurse used to tell
me that undiscovered treasure was only found by those
who did not seek for it. . . . Is it not true thou hast
not sought me?

Jor~x. Thy converse is confused.

Sarome. No matter. Chide me not. Think, are not our
dreams confused too? When I flew hither with my
mother, we eame at night to a field of poppies. And

.
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the dew shome on their petals. . . . They looked
gray, and were all closed up heeause it was night. . . .
But now they are wide open, and I think my cheeks
must glow red in their reflection.

Joux. Thou art lovely among the daughters of Jeru-
salem. They will weep for thee.

Sacome. Why will they weep? Am I to be sacrificed? Not
I, master. Protect me! I have heard of a king,
master, who made a compact with the sun. Hast thou
heard of him? [Joux bows his head.]

Savome. Well, I will make a compact with thee. Shall I
be the sun, and thou my king? Or wilt thou be the
sun, and I thy queen?

JorN. Maiden, I cannot be either sun or king.

SaLome. Why not? It is only a game.

Jorn. A King cometh after me, but I wander in the
wilderness and seek a path among thorns.

Sacome. And hast not found it?

Jorn. Not for myself.

Sarome. But for others?

JouN (in torture, half to himself). Who knoweth?

Savome. Master, what harm shall wrath do one, who is
a jubilation and a feast day? And if thou camest to
me in flames of fire, I would not mourn my youth for
the length of two moons. . . . I would streteh out
my arms and cry, ‘‘ Destroy me, flame; take me up!”’

Jorx~ (after a pause). Go!

SaroMe. I am going. [She rushes into the arms of Hero-
pias, who enters.] Mother!

Enter HeroD1AS and her women.

SaroMe. Forgive me, mother, and let me stay with thee.

Heropms. Thou who lookest at me so imperiously, art
thou the man who stirreth up the people against me?

Jor~N. I am he whom thou hast summoned.

Herobias (seating herself). Come hither to me!

TR,
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Jor~. Send thy women away, and this child, so that she
be not corrupted ere she is ripe.

Heropiss. The women shall go. [Exeunt the women.] But
this child, companion of my fate, shall hear what thou
hast to say to me.

Joux. She should be guarded from what I have to say
to thee.

Heropias. Take care, prophet! At that door stand armed
men, two deep. Consider thy danger, so that thou
court not death!

Joux. I am a servant of life, and danger never standeth

in my way.
Heropias. I respect thy faith, prophet, and so would
speak to thee in a friendly spirit. . . . People have

told me of a man who keeps far away from human
dwellings, and only descends now and then to the banks
of fresh waters to bless, so it is said. That pleased
me well. . . . The great willingly bow to greatness
. and so I bow to thee.
[SaLoME, after cowering at her feet, springs up, and
throws herself on her neck.]

Heropmas. I will not reproach thee for denouncing me in
the market-place of Jerusalem, for thou dost not know
me. . . . Yet I was not well pleased that thou didst
chew the cud of wormwood, which hath embittered
these Judean cattle against me. I should have thought
thou wast too proud, thy solitary nature too noble!

Joun. I have not come here for thy praise or thy blame.
I have but a simple question to ask. Art thou going
on the first day of the Passover to the Temple, at the
Tetrarch’s side?

Herop1as (mastering her scorn with difficulty). I perceive,
thou great prophet, that thy wrath strains at its chain.
. . . Before thou lettest it loose, permit me also to
ask a question; for see, I am endeavoring to approach
thee, and Wguld gladly win thee. Wert thou not a
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riddle to me, I should not ask it. Yet truly no man is
so curiously fashioned as not to cherish secret wishes
in his heart. Every one hath said to himself: ‘¢ This
were my delight, and that my desire.”’

Joux. I understand thee not.

Heropias, Look round thee. Doth not the gleaming snow
of marble attract thy eyes, nor the yellow glitter of
gold? [Jorx s silent.]

Heropras. Or . . . hast thou never dreamed of the power
and splendor and riches of this world?

‘ [Joux still silent.]

Heropuas. Or (pointing to SaLoME, who again cowers at
her feet) has thy heart not trembled at the sight of
this sweet, unveiled youth?

Joux (after further silence). Thou wouldst buy me? Dost
thou know thy own price? A few measures of barley
would be too dear . . . for thy name is courtesan,
and adulteress is written on thy brow.

Heropias (infuriated). Thou —thou—

SavoMme (falling into her arms). Mother!

Hzrobias (controlling herself, haughtily and contemptu-
ously). 1 should have thee seized on the instant, only
thou makest sport for me. And if not quite drunken
with thy own folly, listen to me once more. He who
thinketh himself designed to be a judge over men
should take part in the life of men, should be human
among human beings.

Joun~ (impressed). What . . . didst thou say?

Heropias. But thou seemest to me so isolated from thy
fellow-men that the throb of a human heart itself is
nothing to thee. . . . Thou hast avoided, coward-like,
all contact with sin and guilt in thy waste places, and
now creepest forth to condemn others as guilty. The
scorching winds of thy desert may perhaps have
taught thee hate . . . but what knowest thou of love?
of those who live and die for the sakg of their love?



JOHN THE BAPTIST 207

Jomx. Thou too speakest of love . . . thou too?

Heropias. See! I am laughing at thee, great prophet.
[She laughs.]

SsLome. Mother, look at him . . . be silent!

Joux. Thy poisoned arrows are well aimed, and hit their
mark! But ... (powmnting to the window) see there,
the Lord’s people . . . they gnash their teeth against
thee, for thou hast taken their bitter bread out of their
mouths and dissipated their miserable joys. . . . Thou
sayest that I know them not. . . . Yet I know their
heart’s desire . . . for I have created it; I have put
my life at the service of that desire, and I ery to thee,
¢ Woe! thou that hast contaminated it for them. . . .
Thou dost sap the strength of their young men, and
expose the shame of their young women. Thou sowest
scoffings where I thought to reap faith. . . . And if
thou bendest the high and mighty to be the footstool
of thy lusts, I will fling the poor and humble in thy
path, that they may trample thee beneath their feet.

. . Woe to thee, and woe to him who shareth thy
adulterous couch! . . . Woe, too, to this youthful
body that cringes under the scourge of thy blood!
Woe! Woe!”’

HEerob1as (springing up and going to the door on right).
The guards shall seize him. . . . Guards! . . . [She
wrenches the door open.]

Enter two guards.

Hzropias. Lead this man. . . . [She hesitates as she
meets JoEN’s eyes.]
JorxN (smiling). Look to it, what thou dost with me!
Heropoias. Lead thisman . . . out . . . into the streetf.
. . . [She staggers to the divan.]
Savome. Thou camest in flames of fire . . .!
[JorN walks to the door.]
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ACT TIT
SceExe [

A room in JOSAPHAT'S house. In the background a door, which leads into
the street. Near it a barred window. On the left side is a door to
another living room. A door also on the right. In the foreground to
left a cobbler’s tools. Toward centre, a table and two or three benches.
To the right, a couch, a small table, and chair beside it. The room is
poor, but not bare; lighted by two clay lamps.

JAEL with a child at her breast. Two other children and several women
standing mear door on left listening to a psalm sung by men’s voices,
which is heard in subdued strains coming through the door.

Boy. What are they singing now, mother?
JaEL (pale and troubled). They sing the great Hallelujah,
my child.
Bov. Is the prophet singing with them, mother?
JaeL. That I cannot hear, my child.
[Two more women come through middle door.]
First Woman. Jael, we have heard that the Great Prophet
eateth the Passover in thy house. Wilt thou permit us
to see him?
Jaen. Come in!
OxE oF THE OTHER WoMEN. That is he, the last there on
the left.
First Woman. He that sitteth there looking so heavy of
spirit?
Seconp Womax. I should be frightened of him.
[The singing has meanwhile ceased.]
First Woman. They say that he hath come into the town
to judge Herodias. Is that so, Jael?
JaeL. I know not.
Bov. Mother, see, they are now drinking the fourth goblet.
They will be here directly.
Frmest Woman. Hath he spoken a blessing over the fourth
goblet?
Seconp WomaN. Noj; Josaphat spake it.
First Woman. See, they are standing up!
A~orHER. Are they coming hither, Jael?

TNy JEERR——
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Jaer. That is the couch on which he will rest.
SeveraL. Then farewell, Jael.
Jaen. Farewell! [They hurry out.]

JAEL with her children. JOHN, JOSAPHAT, AMARTALL,

JosapraT. Here thou wilt be alone, Rabbi. The others
remain outside.

Jou~. Accept my thanks, Josaphat.

Amariag. Mine, too, Josaphat.

Josaprar. Thank him, Amariah, for eating with us.
[While Joux seats himself, he says, sotto wvoce, to
Amarian.] Come! [Observes Jaen, who has been
standing at the door unnoticed.] Jael, thou here, and
the children?

Jomx~. Is that thy wife, Josaphat?

JosaraAT. Yes, Rabbi.

Jor~. And thy children?

JosapuaT. Yes, Rabbi.

Jorx. Thou hast never told me of these. . . . Is thy
name Jael? He called thee so.

JaeL. Yes, Rabbi.

JorN. Why comest thou not nearer?

Boy. We are afraid of thee, Rabbi.

JorN (smiling). Why are ye afraid?

Boy. I do not know.

JosapEAaT. Forgive him, Rabbi . . . he .
JorN. Josaphat, wilt thou intrust them to me for a few
minutes?

[JosapEAT bows his head, signs to AmariaH, and
goes away with him to the right.]
JorN. Thy eyes have a sad look, Jael. Is thy heart
troubled ?
JaeL. Kneel down, Baruch, my son. Kneel down, both.
Boy (half crying). Mother!
Jorn. What is it, Jael?
JAEL (to the children). Say: Prithee, Rabbi!

Vor. XVII — 14
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CuiLoren. Prithee, Rabbi.

JaerL. And this little one prayeth, too, though not old
enough to pray. . . .

Joux. For what!?

JaeL. That thou wouldst give them back their father;
for see, they have no bread.

Joux (lifting the children from their knees). Just now
we ate of the lamb in thy house, and thou sayest ‘‘ we
have no bread? ’’

JaeL. I do not speak of today; today the poorest have
something to eat. Thou art truly a great prophet,
Rabbi, and thou givest much to the people; but from
us—from me and these little children —thou takest
away all that we have.

Jorx. How could I do that, Jael?

JaeL. See; for a long time my husband goeth out every
night to thee in the wilderness, and then the tools lie
there idle, and we starve. But willingly would we
starve and die of hunger for him, if thou hadst not
estranged his heart from us, and stolen his love for
thyself.

Jor~. Art thou, too, one of those who say, Greater than
the law and sacrifice is love?

JAEL (anaiously). I did not say that, Rabbi. . . . Thou
wouldst not get me into trouble with the priests?

Jorx. But thou thinkest so in thy heart!

JaeL. Rabbi!

Jornn. Hadst thou come to me in my wilderness, I would
have shown thee the way to One who shall bring food
to the hungry. Here, I am powerless. Go; I have
nothing to do with thee!

[JAEL goes with the children to the door.]
[Jorx makes a movement as if he would call her
back.]

JarL. Rabbi! [JorxN shakes his head.]

[Exit JaeL, with the children.]
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Enter JOSAPHAT, AMARIAH.

JoHN. Josaphat, how long have I known thee?
JosapmAT. It is two years since I came to thy baptism.
Joux. And since, thou hast been often?

JosapaAT. Have I not always been with thee, Rabbi?

Joux. I never knew that thou wast a cobbler . . . and
that thy children cried for bread! It seems to me
that I do not know thee even yet, Josaphat.

JosapHAT. Thou knowest what is best in me, for thou hast
given it to me!

Joux~. So, then, I know myself alone. And of thee, too,
Amariah, T know no more. . . . Only this I know.
[Gazing into vacancy.] 1 am sent— [Breaks off.]

JosapuaT. Rabbi!

Jor~. Some one hath said to me that I knew you not;
one of those who have the word ‘‘love’’ on their
tongues. . . . And I am inclined to believe her. . . .
But even if T have known you, I have not desired to
love you, but rather to judge you in the name of —
In whose name? Know ye the rest?

JosapuaTr, In the name of Him who shall come. So thou
hast taught us, master.

JorN. Sooner would T talk to these black walls, that they
might perhaps fall; sooner to thy hungry children,
that my words might fill them. But the belief that
looketh up to me, transfigured because it believeth.

. . That hurts me.

Avariag (low to JosapHAT). It is now the second hour.
‘Wilt thou not mention Herod to him?

JoaxN (as JosaPHAT comes mearer to him). I sent the
youngest of you to search for the Galilean. Where
is he?

JosapHAT. He has not yet come back, master.

Jorx. May be he hast lost the way.

JosapuAT. I told him where to come, master.

Jor~. I want the Galilean. . . . Ye shall procure me the
Galilean. . . . See ye not that my strength rests in
my King? . . . Even if I serve Him like an un-
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worthy vessel . . . I serve Him according to my
measure. . . . L have borne witness to Him. . . . Is
that not true?

Josapuar. Thou hast borne witness, indeed, Rabbi.

Jou~. But the testimony hath grown up in my soul
When He comes, will He bear it out?

Josapuar. He will, master; for God sendeth Him.

Joux. Else my soul hath not known Him, even as it hath
not known you. Have ye no news of Manassa? Go
and keep watch outside, that he doth not miss the
house.

JosapaAaT. That will be he! [Goes to open the door.]

Enter MATTHIAS.

JosapaAT. Thou, Matthias? Hast thou not seen Manassa?

MarrHIAS. No. Rabbi, I come to thee in the night because
of Herod.

Joux. Because of Herod? [Seats himself with head
turned away.]

Marraias. I sent spies to the Palace up till the time of
the Passover Feast. The priests were coming to and
fro. What their business was no one knows. And if
he come now to the morning sacrifice at eight of the

clock, as is his custom on high festivals . . . and
come with that woman . . . flaunting his sin in the
face of the people. . . . Rabbi, speak! What then?

[Jorx does not answer.]

Amarnam, He hears thee not.

JosapHAT. He is thinking of the Galilean.

JorN. I heard some one here speak of sin. Know ye in
what raiment sin clothes itself gorgeously when it
goeth abroad among the people? Say courtliness, say
hate, say what ye will, and I shall laugh at you. Hear,
and mark well. They call it love. Everything that is
small, and stoops because it is small, that throws
crumbs from its table in order not to throw bread;
that covers up graves that they may stink secretly;

D o s el o
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that hews off the thumb of the left hand that it may
have nothing to say to the thumb of the right; take
care; all that is called love. And they call it love when
in spring the ass brays and the dogs whine:; when a
woman herself gathers together tliec stones whereon to
rest with her lover in the evening, stones which in
the morning the people will hurl at her, and the woman
speaketh: ‘¢ See, beloved, how sweet is our couch.”’
. They call this love.

MatrHIAS (after exchanging a look with JosaprAT). Rabbi,
forgive us, but the people are waiting for thee. The
many who desert their beds, expectant of the morrow,
think only of one thing — judgment! The judgment of
Herod.

Jor~. Judgment of Herod — well.

JosapaaT. And thou shalt judge him. No one else but
thou.

Joawn. I will judge him.

Martaas. Him and the woman?

Jorn~. Him and the woman. Did ye doubt?

Marraias. If we did, forgive.

Amariam. But suppose he comes without the woman.
What would happen then?

JorN. Ye ask so much. Ye and your questions become
wearisome. Hark! There is Manassa. [JosaPHAT
opens the door.]

Enter MIRIAM.

JorN. Miriam, thou?t What desirest thou of me?

Miriam (breathless). I flew from the Palace. . . . The
guards have chased me. . . . Perhaps what I know

. may be of use to thee.

JosapuAT. Speak, Miriam!

Migriam. If the master will hear. With you others I have
nothing to do.

Jorxn. I will listen, Miriam.
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Miriam. A rumor has reached the Tetrarch that the peo-
ple are plotting evil against him. He would on that
account hide the woman, but she will not be hid. She
will defy the master, because he hath offended her.
An order is gone forth for all the servants of the
house to arm themselves and line the road. Even dur-
ing the night, so that the procession shall pass to the
Temple ere the great ecrowd assembleth. Thus they
think to escape the people’s wrath and thine, master.

Tae DiscipLes. That shall not come to pass; verily it
shall not.

JosapaAT. Hast thou learned, Miriam, by which of the
outer gates they go to the Temple?

Miriam. By the Shushan Gate. I heard the servants say,
as 1 crept by.

JosapeAT. And will the Roman soldiers be amongst them?

Miriam. That I did not hear.

JosapaAT. For if the Romans accompany them, we must
wait behind the second gate; there where no heathen
may penetrate at the cost of his head.

MarrHIAS. On the other hand, they can there be saved by
the priests.

JosapHAT. Certainly, there the priests — Master, what is
thy counsel?

JorN. I counsel you to go forth into the streets, and to
seek right and left. I would learn from that Galilean
what counsel I ought to give you.

Marraias. Canst thou understand him?

JosapEAT. I would liefer not understand him.

[Exeunt JosapHAT, MATTHIAS, and AMARIAH.]

Mmiaym shrinks against the wall near the door and looks shyly across at
JOHN, who broods with his back turned to her.

JouN (suddenly noticing her). Thou, Miriam, art still
here?

Mmiam. Forgive me, master. I am a little afraid; for if
I go bomeward the guards at the gate will seize me.

Jor~. But thou camest to me in the wilderness at night?
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Miriam. Then no one knew with whom [ associated,
master.

Jor~x. Who art thou? Tell me about thyself. Who is
thy father?

Miriam. T have no father — and no mother. The country
is full of orphans like me. There are far too many.
I have never asked any one why.

Joux. And why didst thou go to the Palace as serving
maid?

Miriam. They say that I once sat and played with pebbles
on the threshold. And when evening came, they took
me in. Since then I have belonged to the Palace, and
know no better.

Jor~. Thou servest me with zeal, Miriam. Why dost
thou serve me?

Miriam. I know not why.

JorN. And thou servest me to no purpose —knowest

thou that? [MiziaMm bows her head.]
Jorxn. Will they not punish thee?
Miriam (with a shudder). They will . . . L
JorN. Speak!

MiriaMm. Master, what does it matter?
JorN. Miriam, is it also He who shall come that thou

servest?

Miriam. I cannot tell, master. When I see thee, I feel a
longing for Him. . . . But if thou speakest to me of
Him, I see only thee.

Jou~. Ye children of men . . . there is a rushing as of
many waters in your souls. . . . Clear and muddy

. . I shall gather all together in one great river,
and I feel as if I should drown therein.

Mmmam. Master, now I must go. Whether or no I have
served thee to no purpose, be gracious. Praise me,
master.

Joan. I see thee sitting on the threshold again . . .
playing with thy life, and thou stirrest my pity. . . .
Go, maid! Go, child! and— [He listens.]

Miriam. Master!
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Enter JosapHAT, MATTHIAS, AdarRIaH, MANASSA,

Joux (going forward to them). Where is the Galilean?

Manassa. I have sought Him, master, from the hour thou
sentest me till past midnight. I have not rested nor
tasted a crumb.

Joux. The Galilean? Hast thou found him?

Maxassa. I found him. He lay stretched out on the stones
in charge of the soldiers, and near him, in chains, was
his murderer.

Amarian. Who, on the holy eve of the Passover —?

Max~assa. They called him David the Zealot. The Gali-
leans blaspheme God, he hath said, and therefore must
this one die.

JosapaAT., It is true; he did blaspheme God.

MarrEIAS. He blasphemed God!

Joux. But I say unto you . . . To him it was not blas-
phemy. To him it was worship. Methinks more such
men will come out of Galilee. For there is an uprising
there. . . . Tell me, Josaphat, do not many pilgrims
sleep on the stones at night, nigh the doors of the
Temple?

JosapHAT. Yes, Rabbi. On starry nights, like these, many
a one wraps himself in his blanket and tarries by the
House of the Lord.

JorN (in sudden decision). It is well. [Exit.]

Marrams. Rabbi!

Amarian. Hath he deserted us?

JosapuAT. Be not troubled! Thou, Amariah, wake our
friends. Thou, Manassa, bring us tidings from the
Palace. We two will follow the master. Meet us at
the Shushan Gate, at the place where the old beggar-
woman sits. Come!

[Exeunt the men. MiriaM, who has stood unheeded,
goes out with bowed head.]

e e e

B i it R
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Scexe II

A stone square before the open gate of the Temple called the Shushan Gate.
The front of the stage is inclosed by the circuit of the outer wall. In
the centre more than half the breadth of the stage is taken up by the
massive doors of the gate, to which steps lead. It is night. The fire of
the great sacrificial altar is reflected from the background on the walls,
and fills the foreground with red, unccrtain flickering glow.

Pilgrims (men and women) lie in their blankets, scaltered about the steps
and on the stones which fill the space on left side. Among them the
First GALILEAN and SECOND (GALILEAN. To the right of the path which
leads outside the wall of the Temple, across the stage, lies MESULEMETH.
In a little while JOHN enters from the left.

Jorx (looks round searchingly, and pauses before a pil-
grim who is sleeping on the steps). Pilgrim, awake!

Prgrim. It is not yet day. Why dost thou wake me?

JoaN. Whence comest thonu? Art thou a Galilean?

Piuerim. 1 come from Gaza on the southeast coast. Let
me sleep.

SecoNp GALILEAN (fo first). Didst hear? Some one there
is talking of Galileans.

First Gavmwean. Sleep, and let them talk.

JouN (walks on, and then pauses in front of MESULEMETH).
Thou who liest here by the way, be thou man or woman,
awake!

MesvLemera. Why dost thou not step over me, as every
one does in Jerusalem?

JorN. Dost thou lie here always in the road?
MzesvrLeMETH. I lie here always. For I must be at the
Temple. Day and night I must be at the Temple.

Jorx~. Art thou not greedy for alms?

MzsvLEmETH (Shaking her head). The little I want, the
pilgrims give me. But hast thou never heard of Han-
nah, the prophetess?

JouN. I have heard speak of her, when I was a child.

MesvLemeTH. Well, this is her place. Here she sat and
waited for the Messiah, forty years long. When she
died she left the place to me . . . And now I sit and
wait till He comes again.
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Joux., Comes again? Hath He then been already?

MesvrLemeETH., Certainly He hath.

Joux (in deep emotion). e came? Came even to thee?
MesvremerH. To me? No. If He had come to me, 1
should have been at rest long ago. But Hannah .

She saw Him when e came.

Jor~x. Woman! I implore thee . . . Speak, tell me, how
did He come?

MgesvremeTH. Then sit down here beside me, so that 1
may speak low. . . . Once a little lad was brought to
the Temple by his mother, to be circumcised. And
there was one called Simeon who, when he saw this
boy-babe, was filled with the Holy Ghost, and said,
¢ Lord, now lettest thou Thy servant depart in peace,
for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation, which Thou
hast prepared for all nations.”” ... And Hannah
heard this, and she came up to them and recognized
Him.

Joux. How did she recognize Him?

MesuremETH. Did I not tell thee that she was a prophet-
ess? Otherwise she might not have recognized Him.
But as it was, she praised the Lord, and laid herself
down and died. So now I sit where she sat, and wait
for Him to come again.

JorN. Verily, He must come again; and dost thou know,
woman, how He will come? As the Lord of Hosts,
arrayed in golden armor, with His sword drawn above
His head, so He will come to save His people Israel.
He will trample His enemies under His horse’s hoofs,
but the youth of Israel shall greet Him with hosannas
and jubilation. See, woman, that is how He will come!

MzsvLeEMETH (anxiously). Who art thou, stranger? Dost
thou imagine thyself to be the prophet of any one?

Jorn. It matters not who I am, if thou art prepared for
my message.

Mesvremere. Thou canst take thy message further. I
will not have it.




JOHN THE BAPTIST 21

Joux., What! Thou wilt not have the Messiah?

MesvrLEMETH. Not that one. 1 will not Lave that one.
For many have come in golden armor, and have drawn
their sword, and then Israel hath bled after, like a
sacrificial ox. He shall be no king! No! When kings
come, they come to kings! No one hath come, as vet
to us, the poor — Go away, stranger, lest thon snateh
from me my crumb of hope. Begone, thou art a false
prophet! . . . Go, let me lie on the road!

| She sinks back.]
JouN (fo mmself). False prophet!

Enter Josapuar and MATTHIAS from the left.

MarTHIAS. See, he is there!
JosapaaT. Rabbi, forgive us for following thee hither —
Joun. Itisnotyetdawn. . . . Atthishouryehave nothing
to claim from me —
Martaias. But, remember Herod —
Jorn. Why stir ye up so much dust? This puny Herod,
who runs after women, is not my business.
[JosapEAT and MatrHIAS exchange dismayed glances.]|
Joa~. Go, find me Galileans! Wake those who sleep on
the steps, ransack the houses if necessary. Ounly bring
me Galileans, that I may question them.
Seconp (Ganmweax. Hearest thou? Some one standeth
there, clamoring for Galileans!
First GaviLean. I thought I dreamt it. Thou, who wilt
not let us sleep, what dost thou want with us Galileans?
Jouxn. Stand up and come to me!
Secoxp GaLiLeaN. Goest thou?
First Gaumnean. He must be great in Israel, otherwise he
would not command.
Seconp GavLiLean. Yes, yes; thou art right. .
[They both stand up.]
JosapaAT. Rabbi—
[Joux signs to him with his hand to be silent.]
First GaLmean. Now, here we are.
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Jorrx. Who are ye? Whence do ye come?

First Gareeax. We are fishermen from the Sea of Galilee.
My name is Ram, and that is my brother-in-law, and
he is called Abia. And we both fish with the same
net. Is it not so?

Seconp (GaviLEaN. Yes; we both fish with the same net.

Joux. And tell me, ye two men, have ye ever lieard of a
prophet that teacheth in Galilee?

First GaLiLean. A prophet! Hastthou heard of a prophet,
Abia?

SeconDp GaLiLeaN. I have heard of no prophet.

Jou~x. Not ... of one who saith . . . He is the Son of
God?

First GaLiLean., Ah, thou meanest Jesus of Nazareth?

Joux (in great agitation, scarcely audible). Jesus of
Nazareth!

JosaPHAT aAND MaTTHIAS (awed). Jesus of Nazareth!

JorN. Thou spakest His name first. Fear sealed my lips.
But now thou hast said it. Yes, I mean Him.

First GaLiLean. Yes . . . I know His father well. He is
an honest carpenter, and very pious too. He well
deserves that his son should be a joy to him.

Jorn. Tell me more of Him.

First GavLiLean. He put up a bedstead for a friend of
mine,

Joun. Tell me of the son.

First GaLiLeaN. Ah, the son. Well, Abia, what shall we
say of the son?

SecoNp (GAaLILEAN., Aye, what shall we say of the son?

Jorn. Hast thou ever seen Him?

Fmst GaviLean. Oh, yes.

JorN. Thou hast seen Him?

Fmst Gavmean. Many a time . . . from my ship. For
He carries on His work on the shore. And there is
always a great gathering along the banks, is there not,
Abia?
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Seconp GaLiLeanN. Yes, the banks are always quite black
with people. And the fish take notice of it. That is
not good for our trade.

Fmrst GaviLean. They say that Ile works miracles. I
once met a man myself who had been blind till his —
I forget what year — and he maintained that he was
made to see again by spittle from Iflis mouth . . . It
may be possible —but — [ Lawghs stupidly.]

Jorx (fo JosapmaT). Have not many said of me, that T
worked miracles?

JosapHAT. Many say it, but we know it, Rabbi.

JoaN. Indeed? T have seen no miracle but power . . .
and no one to whom it hath happened, save the weak.
But speak on, man.

First Gavieean. It may be all very well for Him to heal
the sick, but the worst of it is He doeth it on the Sab-
bath. That is bad, bad! And then, His friends are
not well chosen. Circumspeet people, naturally, are
not disposed to mix with Him. For how can one trust
a man who sitteth at meat with publicans and sinners?
And, then, He is always at weddings and feasts. Ah!
No, no.

JorN. At feasts?

JosapaAT. Master, these are little people. They under-
stand not the wisdom of any lips.

Jorn. The great should carry the little with them, the
wise should master these simple intellects. That He
hath not done. . . . And what is it He teacheth?

First GavLean. Ah, what does He teach? All sorts of
folly. For instance, that we should love our enemies.

Joun. Love our enemies?

Fmst Gavmean, And bless them that curse us . .. and
pray for them that persecute us.

Jorxn. Pray for them that persecute us?

First GaniLean. Yes; and more nonsense of the kind.
Also that —

Carr (from the roof of the Temple). It groweth light
toward Hebron.
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Joux (eagerly). Why dost thou not proceed?
First GaviLeax (rising). It is now time for morning
prayer.
CaLL (more distant). It groweth light toward Hebron.
[All stand up and Legin to pray, their faces turned
toward the Temple.|
Carn (quite distant). It groweth light toward Hebron.
Joawn (baffled and tormented). Toward Hebron it groweth
light.
Scexe 11T
The great gates are slowly opened, displaying marble walls, mounting in
terraces, behind which are two more gates. The Temple-building itself
s almost completely hidden by smoke from the great lighted sacrificial
altar, which bounds the perspective. Irom the mountains behind the

Temple are heard the long-drawn notes of the silver trumpets. People
begin to stream up.

Marra1as (has gone to JosapHAT’s side and speaks to him
privately, then turns to Joux~, who stands alone on the
left). Master, the people are flocking to the Temple.
. .. In a few moments the Tetrarch will certainly be
there too, with the woman. Wilt thou not step among
them, that they may know their leader?

JoeN. The image of my King shining in the radiance of
the cherubim — where is it? Where is the rainbow
of seven colors that was round His head? Seven
torches burned by His throne. 1 see them no more!

Enter MANASSA.

Mawassa (hurrying up from left). Matthias, Josaphat,
where is the master?

Josapaatr. Herod has come forth from his door?
[Maxassa assents.]

JosapaaT. With the woman?

Maxassa., With the woman.

JosaprAT. Master —(as he heeds not), Master —

Joun. What is it?

JosapaAT. Herod is on the way.
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Jou~x. Who is Herod!
[Josapuar buries his face in his hands. |
MarTHIAS (f0 Manassa). Had he the Roman soldiers with
him?
Maxassa. Only his servants are with him.
MarTiias. Hearest thou, master? IHe is delivered into
our hands.

Enter AMARIAH; with a fresh crowd of people.

Avarae (calling). John, where is John?

JosapHAT (with resolution). Here is John.

TuE ProPLE (hear and murmur, joyously). See, there is
John!

JosapaAT. Hear all of you! Go not past; and thou over
there mayest speak. The master will listen unto thee.

Amariar. Herod is coming to the Temple, wearing princely
robes. At his side, sparkling with precious stones,
walks the courtesan.

[The people break out into cries of anger.]

_ JosapHAT. Master, thy hour is come; mount the steps and

speak to them!

Tae PropLe (pressing round). John, speak—Rabbi,
speak — What shall we do?

JosapaaT. Keep back! He will speak to you. (4side.)
Mount the steps!

[JorN walks as if in a dream toward the steps.]

TuaE ProrLe (murmuring). See! He sways. What aileth
him?

JosapaaT. Make haste. Speak!

Carn. Here is Herod. Here cometh Herod!

Tae PropLe. Stone him! Stone the courtesan!

Oraers. Look at John! Do what John does, else are
ye lost.

Enter Herop, HErODIAS, with train from right. JOHN has mounted the
steps and stands in the middle of the threshold.

Herop (pale, but smiling). Hearest thou what they ery?
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Heroprss. Have Lim seized, else it means death to thee
and to me.

[The people are silent and tense in expectation.
Most of them have picked up stones. |

JosapHAT (who stands to the left of Jorx on a lower step,
hands him a stone, and says itn a low voice). Take this
stone! (More urgently.) Take this stone!

[Joux takes the stone. ]

Herop. Thou on the steps— knowest thou me not?

JosapuaT (whispers). Hurl the stone!

Joux (firmly). In the name of Him (he is about to throw
the stone, then pauses, half-questioning, half-swoon-
mg) . .. Who . .. commands me . . . to love thee —

[A4 low moaning runs through the people. Two
servants have approached Joux. They seize him
and push him down from the Temple steps. Herop
and Hgerooias walk up.]

PropLe. Woe tous! He too hath forsaken us. Woe, woe!

JosapuaT (to Jomx, who is pinioned by the servants).
Master, what hast thou done to us?

ProrLe. Woe! Woe!

)

ACT 1Iv

A town in Galilee. The stage represents a grassgrown prison yard which,
on the right side,is adjacent to the gardens of HEroD’s Palace, divided
from them by a low wall, which continues in a right-hand direction to
the centre of background. On the left side of background a higher wall,
and entrance with heavy doors. To the left, the clumsy pile of the
prison buildings and a door. In the garden wall is a gate, over which
hangs the green foliage of the gardem beyond, which bounds the right
side of background. On the right is a semi-circular marble seat with
back; on left, stones covered with moss.

Enter GAOLER, ABI.

Asp: (wzth head thrust over the garden wall). Master
Gaoler, dost thou not hear?

GaoLer. What wilt thou?

Asr. A ball went over the wall. Hast thou seen it? -

Gaorer. No.
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Asr I pray thee look for it, and throw it back.
GaoLer. Look for it thyself.
Apr.  How can I, unless thou openest the gate!
GaorLer. I may not open it. Iet me be.
Asr. Listen, Gaoler. The ball belongs to Salome, our
young Princess. If thou art not obliging, beware!
GaoLer. Oh, if it belongs to the young Princess -—
[Opens Lhe gate. ]

Enter MAECHA, and later, SALOME.

At (calls back, laughing). Mistress, the door is open.

GaorLer. Is that the young Princess, who is daughter of
his new wife?

[ABI nods. SavLoME appears in the gateway.]

GaorLer. Princess, if ever thou comest through again, be
sure to laugh, as today. For this gate is full of danger
for Herod’s children.

Sarome. What doth it to Herod’s children, thy gate?

GaorLer. The two sons of Herod the Great came through
this gate before they were sentenced, and through this
gate —

Maecua. Stop! . . .

Savome. Let him alone, Maecha! His wisdom has taken
a holiday. Hast thou no livelier stories, old man?

GaoLer. What sort dost thou mean, young Princess?

Savome. Stories of yesterday. Stories that have not yet
come to an end—stories that are as young [stretches
herself] as we are.

GaorLer. Ah, I knew; but—

Sarome. But? Tell me, hast thou a new prisoner?

GaoLer. Yes.

SsLome. What has he done?

Gaorer (maliciously). He stole hens, young Princess.

Savome. See to it that thou dost not steal my time!

As1 (softly to him). With her there is no jesting.

Gaorer. Princess, forgive. . . . Ididnotknow. . . . Thou
meanest, perhaps, John?

Vor. XVII — 15
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Saromz.  Which John?

Gaorer. The one they call the Baptist — the Prophet from
Judea, who —

Sarome. So he is here?

GaoLEr. Yes;hehas been here the last three days, Princess.
They brought him at the end of the same cavalcade
which brought thee. He lieth now safe with the sala-
manders and scorpions. They say he stirred up re-
bellion in Jerusalem, and therefore —

Sacome. I wish to see John. Bring him here!

GaoLer (horrified). Princess, that cannot be.

Savome. I wish it! Hast thou not heard? I wish it!

GaoLer. Princess, I opened this gate for thee because thou
hadst lost a plaything. Shall I now, instead of thy
plaything, lose this old head?

Maecua, Mistress, the Tetrarch is coming.

Savome (veiling herself). Hide yourselves!

[She stoops behind the seat; the maidens slip into
the bushes. In the gateway Herop and his attend-
ants.]

Enter HErOD, MEROKLES, JABAD, (FABALOS.

Hzrop. Gaoler!

GaoLer. Sire!

Hzerop. Who are the three men who linger about the door?
They look morose, and did not salute me.

(Gaorer. Sire, those are the remnant of the crew which
followed John, they say, from Jerusalem. For eight
days and eight nights they followed him.

HEerop. The remnant, sayest thou? Where are the rest?

GaoLer. They lie somewhere by the wayside, Sire, and
die of thirst, unless the ravens give them to drink.

Hzrop. Drive them away!

GaoLEr. Sire, we have hunted them off several times; but
they always come back.

Herop. So, let them be.

MEerokLES. See, how mild is our ruler! He doth not order
them to be cut in pieces. :
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Jasap. Hail to our Ruler! | The two others jown 1n. ]

Heron. To say truth, friends, I do not lay hands on sages
and fools willingly; for one can never know whether
the executioner holds up the head of a sage or a fool.

GaBaros. Thou canst do no wrong, Sire; for thou art wise,
all-wise!

Herop. When I order thee to be beheaded, I shall not be
wrong; for thou art a fool, a complete fool. [Nearing
the seat.] Bring me— [Observes SALOME, who, lis-
tening, has raised her head a little above the edge of
the seat, then quickly dives down again.] 1 beg you
to retire, and await me without the gate.

[Exeunt GaBaLos, MERORLES, JABAD. ]

Herop. Tell me, thou veiled one, art thou not Salome, my
wife’s daughter?

SiLoME. Sire, so true as ’tis that thou art my protector,
I am Salome.

Herop. How camest thou into this prison-yard?

Sanome. Ask me not, Sire. My soul else will blush before
thee. It was curiosity, because I heard thee coming.

Herop. And where are thy playmates?

Savome. They are afraid of thee, so they have crept away.
Abi, Maecha, come forth; our master commands it.

[AB1 and MaecHA come out hesitatingly, and curtesy
profoundly.]

Hzrop. Thy eyes plead for them, therefore they shall not
be scolded.

SaLoMe. And my lips thank thee on their behalf.

Heron. They thank like conquerors. There is music in
them. How is it, Salome, that I have never heard thy
voice?

Sarome. Thou shouldst ask my mother, Sire.

Hzerop (fiercely). Thy mother! Still, T know that thou
are well disposed toward me. Thou didst deliver into
my hand that maid who carried on treason at night
outside the Palace.

Savome. Could I do less, Sire? And him to whom she
betrayed thy secrets, wilt thou not punish him too?
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Herop. I do not know. But how!

Sacome. Sire, it scemeth to me that he hath a great fol-
lowing among the people. If thou sparest him, thc
people will like thee.

Herop. Words of wisdom fall from thy lips, Salome.

Sarome. See how his disciples tarry at the entrance. If
thou treatest him well, they will carry praises of thee
to Jerusalem.

Heroo. How unlike thou art to thy mother, Salome!

Savcome. And how like, too!

Herop. I would rather think that thou wert unlike. My
sweet, unveil thyself.

SavomEe. Sire, if thou wert my father! But thou art not.
Directly thou comest near, my mother herself draweth
my veil down deep over my breast.

Herop. Unveil to me.

Savome. Sire, not when I am alone with thee.

Hgerop. Then if T was with others, thou wouldst?

Savome. Perhaps. Ask my mother.

Herop., A little now. Just a finger’s length.

SaLome. No, really . . . it is not seemly, Sire.
Herop. But if T were sitting with other men . . . at meat
or over wine . . . and thou camest and didst un-
ve11 thyself, that would be more seemly?
Savome. Maybe! . . . I can dance, Sire.

Heron. Wouldst thou dance for me?

Savome. And what wouldst thou do for me?

Herop. Salome!

Savrome (rising). No, but thou must indeed ask my mother,
Sire. I am still far too ignorant; I know not what a
maiden ought to do. Only what I would like to do.
I know that well enough.

Hzerop. What wouldst thou like to do?

Savome. Thy pleasure, Sire. Nothing else, nothing. Seest
thou, if thou treatest this prisoner humanely, they will
sing thy praises, and I shall be so proud, I shall say
in my heart, He acted on my advice.
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Herop (to the GaorLer). Bring the Baptist lere. . . . [ will
consider it, Salome. | xit (AOLER. |
SaroMEe (from the gate, with a slight fluttering of her veil).
And I will thank thee, Sire.
Herop. Salome!
[SAaLoME wvanishes, with a burst of laughter. Ast
and MarcHa have preceded her. Herop looks after
her, and then sits down on the seat.]

Enter JOHN, the GAOLER and a Guard.

Herop. Tell me, how should one address thee when one
would show thee respect? Thou thinkest that T mock
thee? But knowest thou that in reality I am indebted
to thee? The people’s meditated attack was not hid-
den from me, and yet I came without the escort of
warriors which Rome sent for my protection. Thou
heldest me in the hollow of thy hand, as thou heldest
the stone. Say, why didst thou let it fall? Why hast
thou spared me?

Jorn. Sire, even if I spoke thou wouldst not under-
stand me.

Hzerop. That is defiance, which I cannot praise. In chains
it is easy to be defiant. Take off his chains and go.
[The Gaorer obeys. Exit with the guard.] Now, as
a free man, revile me. Art thou a preacher of repent-
ance? If so, preach to me!

Jorn. Sire, thou wouldst not understand me.

Herop. So thou saidst before. Think of something new.
Here in Galilee I am inclined to be mild and tolerant
of goodness. I am told that thou hatest the Pharisees.
I hate them too. I am tfold that thou hatest the priests.
I love them not. I am told that thou hatest the
Romans. I— Say, why didst thou spare me?

JorN. Sire, my heart failed me.

Herop. Failed thee! Before me, whom thou -callest
‘¢ the little!”” Art thou flattering me because I have
loosened thee from thy chains?
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Jorxn. Thou hast not laid me in chains, and canst not
loosen me from them.

Herop. What . . . and yet I made thee falter?

Joux. It was Another who threw thee in my way . ..
And so my heart failed me.

Herop. Tell me, Baptist— I call thee by the name T have
heard people use in speaking of thee, and I hope thou
wilt not be angry—tell me, Who is that King of the
Jews whose image thou danglest before the people?

. . See, the guards are gone, and thy confidence
shall be rewarded. Tell me, who is it—

Joun. Sire, I know not.

Herop. And so thou deniest thy own creature?

Joun. What is my own I deny.

Herop. Ha, ha, ha! T have half a mind to summon my
little Greek that he may go to school under thee,
Listen (in a low woice), I too have heard of a King
of the Jews who will come with a sword drawn above
his head, and he will spare no one who doth not serve
him at the right moment.

JorN (eagerly). Who is it of whom thou speakest?

Herop. Master, I do not know. Thou seest thus that I
too have a burden of secret anxiety oppressing me,
and await the sunrise. . . . But let me speak with thee
seriously, Baptist. Thou hurlest thy arrows of re-
proach at me on account of the woman I stole. . . . I
could almost pity thee for that. Thou, a great man,
mightst have chosen a greater subject than a woman.
And knowest thou every day she sharpens those arrows
herself for me? . . . But enough of that. The smiths
say that good metal rings true even when it is eracked,
and thou ringest true. How dost thon manage it? . . .
Ipray thee teach me the Way. . . . What, silent again?

Jor~. Methinks I know you now, ye smiling scoffers. Ye
grow fat on the wit of the market-places; but hunger
seizes you, and ye then lift your eyes to the earnest
ones, walking on the mountain-tops.
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Hrrop. By Bacchus, there lurks some truth in that. But
it is not good walking on the mountain-tops. We wait
to see you fall; then we shall not smile, but laugh.

Jorx. But I say unto thee, Sire, thou wilt not langh. He
who cometh requireth me not. That is why Ie cast
me down. ... (faze into llis eves when He comes,
and thou wilt not laugh, even at me.

Herop. It seems to me thy reasoning is poor, and revolves
in a ecircle. . . . And yet there is something that
attracts me to thee. Baptist, thou hast so long been
my enemy, couldst thou not possibly be my friend?

JorN. Sire, meseemeth that to be nobody’s enemy and
nobody’s friend is the right of the lonely. It is their
all. Let me keep it.

Heron. Yet I do not give thee up as lost. If thou wert
so minded we might pursue the same paths for awhile..

Jormx. Whither, Sire?

Heron. Whither? Upward!

Jor~. For thee there is no upward. Thou bearest the
times that are and were before thee, like an ulcerous
evil, on thy body. Burnest thou not from all their
poisonous lusts? Art thou not weighted by their un-
holy desires? And thou wouldst mount to the heights.
Stay in the market-place and smile.

Herop. Baptist, take care. Thy chains lie not far off.

JouN. Let me be chained, Sire; I ask for nothing better.

Herop (gnrashing his teeth). Truly thou art ruled by a
broken spirit. [After a little reflection.] Yet tell
me, Baptist, when that other cometh, that other—
Say, was it in His Name that thou didst not throw the
stone at me?

Joan (confused). Sire, what dost thou ask?

Hzerop. Was it in His Name? For if so, thy Jewish king
shall not rob my nights of sleep. Ha! ha! Here,
Gaoler! [The Gaorer comes.] The prisoner shall go
in and out as he pleaseth, for he is not dangerous.

GaoLer (dumbfounded, then in a low woice). Sire, how
shall I answer with my life, if —
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Herop. And his disciples, who loiter about the gates. Let
them in and out as often as he wishes. . . . Now, did
God’s people ever know a more clement lord than 1?

[ Laughing, walks away. |

GaoLer. Well, thou art now thy own master. What are
thy commands?

Joun. The Tetrarch spoke of my disciples—

MagecHA (appearing in the gateway to left). He is alone.

[SaLoME signs to the GaoLer. Ezeunt Maecua and
GAOLER. ]

Joru~. What wilt thou?

Sarome. Master, seest thou the sun sinking yonder be-
tween the pomegranate boughs?

Joun. I see it.

Sacome. Knowest thou whose doing it is that thou art
able to see it ere it goeth down, and ere thou goest
down? Mine!

Jor~. May be. What dost thou want?

Sarome. Thou shalt not go down. Not thou. For my
soul is thirsty. Teach me, master.

Jor~. What shall T teach thee?

SaLome. See, I am pious by nature, and I have a longing
for salvation. . . . What thou givest to the humblest
by the highway, give also to me. Let me sit at thy
feet. I will be pious. Yea, I will. And if T touch
thy hairy shirt, then be not frightened. I mean thee

no harm.
Jou~. Why shouldst thou mean me harm, young virgin?
Sarome. Who can say . .. if thou shouldst reject me!

No one knows how powerful I am today. When I
stretch my limbs (she spreads out her arms) it seems
to me as if I carried the whole world like this . . .
only to hug it to my heart.

JorN. Maiden, thou hast a playmate.

SavoMmE (attentively). Which playmate?

JorN., Her name is Miriam.
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Sarome. 1 had her. Now she is dead.
[JorN bows lhis head, his suspicions realized. |
Savrome. I had her slain because she went to thee. No
one shall go to thee except me. Seest thou now how
pious I am? Seest thou? My soul feels thy strength,
and feels it with joy; for I have never seen any one
so strong as thou art. I have made thank-offerings
and secret vows like those the Psalms sing of. Then
I have been forth in the gloaming to seek thy coun-
tenance and the light of thy eyes. And I have decked
my bed with beautiful, many-colored rugs from Egypt,
and I have sprinkled my pillows with myrtle, aloes,
and cinnamon. I will give thee my fair young body,
thou barbarian among the sons of Israel! Come, let
us make love till morning. And my playmates shall
keep watch on the threshold, and greet the dawn with
their harps.
Jorxn. Verily, thou art powerful; thou carriest the world
in thy arms . . . for thou art sin itself.
SaLome. Yes. Sweet as sin. . . . That am I.
Joun. Go!
Sarome. Thou spurnest me! Spurnest me?
[She rushes through the gate.]

JOBN goes to the door, where the (RAOLER is waiting.

Gaorer. Wouldst thou see thy disciples now?
JorN. Bring them to me.
[Maxassa, AMARIAH hasten to him and kiss his gar-
ment. JosapHAT hangs back.]
Jorx. Matthias is not with you?
JosapHAT. No.
JorN. What, Josaphat, thou who wast ever the nearest to
me, hast thou no greeting to give?
[JosapHAT turns away.]
Jorn. Well, then, what is it?
JosapEAT. Rabbi, it is written . . . One knife sharpens
another, and one man another . . . but thou hast made
us blunt.
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Joux~. And thou hast come this long way to tell me that?

JosapaT. Rabbi, thou wast to be the way that all the
erring should follow. Thou wast to strengthen weak
knees and mold trembling hands to the sword’s hilt.
Thy work was wrath, Rabbi, but thou hast made of it
a snare and a weakness.

Joux. Thou knowest not what my work was. Had I
known myself, I should not be here. Truly the time
of my fall is come, when encinies sing my praises and
friends speak ill of me. What would ye have me do?
My end must be in solitude and silence.

Josapnar. Thy end, Rabbi, 1s no concern of ours. It is
for Israel’s end that I fear. Thou tookest the law
from us. What hast thou given us instead?

Jor~x. Who art thou, that like a kenneled hound, thou
bitest at my shanks? I took the law from you? My
soul hath wrestled with the law till it is weary; my
forehead beat against its walls till it bled! But now
ye have opened your mouths wide that salvation should
slip down them like sweet crumbs. Ye gazed up at me
so long as I stood erect, and now shrink away like
cowards from my fall. I have not fallen for myself,
I fell for you. To you it was a compulsion and a
matter of watching. To me it was voluntary, and a
combat at the sword’s point. . . . Look at me! Twice
today I have been face to face with the world’s sin.
But it seemed to me almost fair, for I have yet to
meet the worst. Thou art a renegade! Thou hast
ever been a renegade, and renegades will ye be to all
eternity, ye men of universal utility, who manure your
acres with the blood of those who have died for you!
Go! T am weary of you!

JosapraT. I am going, Rabbi, whither Matthias hath gone
before me, to Jesus of Nazareth.

Jorx (startled and moved). To Jesus of Nazareth?

[JosaprAT turns silently to go out. Euwit.]
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Joux., How, Amariah, and how, Manassa? Those whom
I trusted the most have forsaken me, and ye are still
here!

Amariag. Rabbi, T was at all times the least among thy
disciples. What should I be worth if I were not
faithful.

Maxassa. And to me, Rabbi, thou hast given a hope.

Joux~. Yet he is gone to Jesus of Nazareth. Be ye not
fools. Go with him.

Maxassa. Let us be fools, Rabbi.

JorN (sitting down on a stone). So seat yourselves with
me. Night draweth nigh, and I am weary. Hearken!
It was even as if T heard a beating of wings above me.
Did ye hear nothing?

Amariaa. Nothing, Rabbi.

JorN. My inmost soul lies open. I am ready for the
blessing from on high. Is there not a whispering
roundabout? Heard ye nothing?

Maxnassa. Nothing, Rabbi.

Jorx. There is a light shining over yonder mountains.
Lovely is that light, and within me dawns the meaning
of this riddle. Who alone can deliver the world? He
who will bestow upon it the unattainable. We are in
Galilee. Know ye not where He now teacheth, this
Jesus of Nazareth? ‘

AmariaH. We heard in the streets that He was not far off.
He tarries on the sea-coast.

Mawxassa. And they say He may perhaps come into the
town.

JorN. Mayhap. Yet only mayhap! And my time is over.
I must make haste, lest I die. 'Will ye do me a service?

Awmariag, Manassa. Rabbi, command us!

Jorax. Rise and go unto Him.

Amariag, MaNassa. To Him?

JoHN (nods). And wheresoever ye find Him, speak to
Him. Ask: ‘“Art Thou He Who cometh, or shall we
wait for another??’ So ask Him, and when He hath
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answered, come back— quickly —for my longing for
Him is very great. I believe I could not die ere ye
returned.

Amarian. Master, we will not pause or rest.

Joux. And ye will not forget my darkness in His radiance?

Mawnassa. Master, why makest thou us ashamed?

Joun. Then, farewell.

Max~assa, Amariam. Farewell, Rabbi.  [They turnto go.]

Joux. Go not thus; not yvet. Let me clasp your hands,
ye that are the least among my disciples. For (in
great emotion) methinks I —I—love you.

ACT V
Scexe 1

Hall in HerOD’S Palace. A row of pillars, raised by two steps, in the
background, which lead to an open balcony with balustrade. This can
be shut off by curtains, which at first are thrown back. A street is sup-
posed to run at the foot of the next story. In the middle of the stage,
raised on a dais, is a table, with couches ranged round it; flowers and
ornaments. Doors to right and left.

Servants moving about, arranging pictures and flowers, GABALOS superin-

tending them; afterward, HEROD.

A ServanT (announces from door on left). Our governor!

Hzerop (following him). Now, Gabalos, thou who hast
been washed in many waters, what has thy art pro-
vided? Thou knowest our guests are spoiled children.

GaBaros. Sire, thou needest have no anxiety about food
and drink. Something customary is best for jaded
palates. Therefore I chartered the cook of Vitellius.
But for the other part of the entertainment the pros-
pect is bad.

Hzrop (smiling). Is that thy opinion?

GaBarLos. Noble Merokles will declaim a new ode, I war-
rant. Our Libyan flute-players will have washed their
brown legs in honor of the occasion. Sire, mistrust
those legs even when washed. As I tell thee every day,
we are sick of Judean morality. Judean morality is
devouring us like the plague.
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Herop. Say, Gabalos, dost thou think that our Legate
from Syria, before whom all the gaicty and color of
life doth shimmer, hath ever seen a young daughter of
princes dance at table?

GaBaros. That would be grand, because it is something
new.

HERrODIAS enters from right.

Hgerop (noticing her). Get thee gone!

[GaBaros and the servants withdraw to the back-
ground, where they let down the curtains which
now Shut wn the hall.]

Herop. What hast thou decided? Will it come to pass?

HEeropias. Thy countenance beams. Thy eyes betray a
badly concealed desire.

Herop (bewtldered). Of what desire dost thou speak?

Heropias. Do not prevaricate. I know thee, my friend.
The poisonous weed which thou cultivatest with little
sighs, and coverest up with thy crooked smiles, I
know it!

Herop. I vow, love, that I ask this only for the sake of
the Roman. And how should I ever have conceived the
idea had it not been for thy half-promises and sugges-
tion of its possibilities? Thou knowest as well as I
that we must offer the Roman something immense,
something that may not have faded from his tired
memory when he enters Casar’s presence.

Hgeropias. That is it. And thou thyself gainest thereby a
dainty tit-bit for thy lonely night-dreams! It will be
nothing more than that —1I shall see to it.

Hzerop. I am simple of understanding. I cannot follow
thee.

Heropias. Oh, yes; very simple is thy understanding. I
know.

Herop. Then it seems thou refusest?

Heropias. How could I refuse, when youth smiled and
consented?

Herop. Ah! And what reward wilt thou claim?
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Hzeropias. Nothing.

Herop. Thou art like those priests, dear. What didst
thou ever do for nothing? Hasten then, T pray, to
name the price!

Herobias. Farewell!

[Herobp looks after her, shaking his head.]

Heropias (turning round). Before I forget it, tell me, my
friend, what wilt thou do with that Baptist?

Hzerop. My Baptist is nothing to thee.

Hrropias, The maids tell me he wanders about loose in
the gardens.

Herop. Let him; he will not hurt thee.

Heropias. I only asked, because I wish to know how I am
to avoid him.

Herop. I will take care, love, that he doth not meet thee.
But enough of the Baptist. Once more thy price,
Herodias?

Heropas. Look at me! Here is a woman that no longer
adorns her own body because thou now scornest it;
she therefore adorns instead the body that came from
hers. Here is a woman whose breasts have withered
because her eyes have shed tears of blood. Therefore
she will let the budding bosom, from which the veil has
never yet fallen, be exposed to thine and thy guests’
lustful gaze. And for this sacrifice of unspeakable
bitterness I ask nothing, for I am without wishes.
One who can still hope shall ask. Salome shall ask.

Herop. Salome . . . I would rather it were so.

Heropias. And thou wilt grant what she asks?

Herop. Iknow not. I will see. I will let myself be driven.
For in combat with the strong that is the last resource
of the weak. But take care whither I am driven . . .
mistress! [Exit.]

Enter HERODIAS and SALOME.

SavoME (putting her head through the door). Mother, am
I to dance here?

Heropias (softly). Come. Art thou trembling, my dove?
Art thou afraid of thy own will?
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Sacome. Take my hand, mother. I am not trembling,
because I know that thou art my will.

Heropias. Not 1! thou must will.

Savomi. For that only the one who willeth exerciseth
power? [As Herobias regards her suspiciously, she
adds quickly.] I read that in the Scriptures, mother.
I did not understand what it meant.

Heropizs. Listen to me, thou sharpwit. A carpet of
Indian wool will be spread here, there the Prince will
sit with the foreign guests. . . . Let not thy foot
touch the stone, raise not thy eyes. . . . Dance thy
dance modestly, and when thou hast finished, wipe
signs of shame from thy face; hearken narrowly what
the Tetrarch saith to thee. And if he should say,
“ Now ask of me,’” then—

Sarome. What then, mother?

Heropias. Ask nothing. . . . Then look at him for the
first time a long, smiling look, and . . . ask nothing.
After that thou mayest demand.

Savome (attentive). What shall T demand, mother? A
gold hair-ornament, or shoes of velvet? No; I know
what I will ask— a mirror.

Herooias (passing her hand through SavoMe’s hair).
Verily thou hast never relt hate to boil in thy breast,
like love on a night in May?

SavoMe (feigning innocence). No, mother. How should 1?

Hgeropias. Thou hast never felt an insult coursing through
thee, like burning, liquid fire?

SaroMme (in the same tone). No, mother; in truth I have
not.

Heropias. Thou shalt demand no mirror, no hair-orna-
ment, and no velvet shoes. But that the head of him
they call John the Baptist shall be brought to thee on
a dish.

SaLoME (setting her teeth, and controlling herself with
difficulty). On a golden dish?

Hgeropias. What dost thou say? Understandest thou me
not or—who —
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Sanome. There is something else. One thing more I want
to be sure of ! Will ie know—that . . . that Baptist
—from whom the request cometh?

Heropias (breaking out). Certainly, he shall know! I will
stand behind thy bloody trophy as thy will.

Sarome (half to herself). As the will of my will . . .

Heropias. I will grow over him, as the sword groweth
forth from the sleeve of the executioner . . . [Trum-
pets sound.] Come!

Sacome. And I will grow over him like a sweet grapevine.

[Ezxeunt both, to right.]

Scexe 1T

HEerop, VITELLIUS, MARCELLUS (and other Romans of the Legate’s suite),
MEROKLES, GABALOS, JABAD.

Herop. Welcome to my table, exalted Vitellius, who bring-
est on the soles of thy feet the sacred soil of Rome into
my poor dwelling. Welecome to you also, ye who fol-
low him, according to Rome’s command. She, our
august mother, but ordereth what my soul desireth.

Viterrius. Thou hast my thanks, excellent prince.

HEerop. Repose now at thy pleasure, exalted one. [They
lie on the couches.]

GaBavos (low). Say, my brave Marcellus, how dost thou
like this Jewish ear-wig?

Marcerrus. It doth not find its way to our ears.

Herop. And if thou wilt consent to crown thy brow with
this wreath, as our Lord and Master, I shall be able
to persuade myself that I am thy guest, instead of
thou being mine.

VireLrrus. Thou art Rome’s guest, Highness. Thus I
will accept what befitteth me. [Puts on the wreath
which a servant hands to him.]

GaBaros. There was a sting in that speech.

Hzrop (quickly collecting himself). My good Merokles,

begin.



JOHN THE BAPTIST 241
MEerokLEs (stands up and reads from a roll of parchment).
“ Cooled by Hebron’s far-gleaming snow,
The fiery soul, concealed in ice,
Favors with its flickering smile
Us the worshippers.

¢ So thou sendest forth twofold beams of silent light,

So flames for us shoot forth from thy coldness,

So we prize as sacred thy flickering smile, mighty
Vitellius —

Till we —"?

Vireruius. My dear friend, what is this man talking
about?

Herop. Doth it displease thee, exalted one?

Virernius. It seemed to me that he called my name. In
the case of his desiring a favor, it shall be imme-
diately granted if he promises to keep silent for the
future!

GaBaros. Oh, friends, what a success!

Virerrius. Nevertheless, thy peacock’s liver is good, very
good, my dear Herod.

Heropo. Thou rejoicest me, exalted Highness. Wilt thou
not now command thy Libyan flute-players to come
and charm thy ear?

VireLuius. My ear is obedient. Let them come.

SaLoME (thickly veiled) led in by HERODIAS while the harps are tuned.
A murmur of astoniwshment runs round the table.

ViteLuius. Are these thy Libyan —

Herop (who has risen). This is my wife, exalted Highness.

Virerrivs (also rising). Mistress, if thou wilt grace this
feast with thy smiles, I bid thee welcome.

Heropias. Pardon, noble Vitellius. The custom of the
East, over which thou reignest so gloriously, doth not
permit of my sitting beside thee at table. Yet we know
how to entertain even when we are not merry. My lord
and consort, zealous to please thee, hath commanded
me to adorn myself and my little daughter to enter

VoL. XVII —16
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thy presence, though trembling, that after the manner
of a maiden she may delight thy eyes with maidenly
art.

Virerrivs. Hail to thee, Prince, and to thy noble wife!
Rome will not be grudging where thou art so lavish.
Hearest thou not?

Herop (with his eyes fixed on Savome). Kxalted, look!

Virernius. Truly, he is right; let us look, Romans. Open
your eyes wide, for what is coming is the art of all
arts. And if thou tremblest, maiden, remember that
thou rulest because thou tremblest.

MarceLnus. It must be owned, Gabalos, that ye do the
thing handsomely.

GaBaLos. Ah, my brave Marcellus, see to it—is it fast on
its shoulders?

MarceLLus. Who? What?

Gasavos. The head! the head! Look at Herodias. That
will cost some one his head! Only whose is not yet
known.

MarceLLus (pointing to Sanomr). Silence! . . . See! . ..

[SaLoMmE has extricated herself from the arms of
Heropias and, accompanied by exclamations of
admiration and delight, has begun to dance. Her
dance becomes wilder and more abandoned; she
gradually loosens her veil, then covers herself with
it again i voluptuous playfulness, till at last,
quite unveiled, she stands with the upper part of
her body apparently unclothed. She sinks on her
knees half exhausted, half in homage, before
Hzrop, who stands on the right side of the table.
All break into ecstasies of applause. Hrrop rushes
forward to raise her. Heropias, who has retreated
as far as the procenium on right, and has watched
everything intently with a harassed expression
playing on her face, now intervenes to prevent him.
She and Hrrop exchange hostile glances.]

Herop (hoarsely). Salome!

SaLome. Sire!
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Herop. Stand up and speak.

SavoMme (slowly rising). What shall I say, Sire?

Heroo. I am a poor man. Rome-—who gave Herod’s son,
as if in mockery, the name of Herod- - Rome has not
left him much of his father’s heritage. Yet enough is
still his wherewith to thank thee. Speak, what wilt
tkou have? And by that God and Lord before whom
we kneel in the dust, barefoot, at Jerusalem, I swear
it shall be thine.

Savome. I beg and desire that thou wilt give me, on a
dish, the head of John the Baptist.

Herop. Herodias-—thou!

VireLuius. Dear friend, whose head doth she want?

Herop. The head of a man, great legate, who lies in my
prison, whom I have there learnt to respect, I had
almost said, to love.

Vireruius. Oh, oh! . . . And is he on view, this man for
whose head daughters of princes dance before thee?

Herop. Fetch him. [Exit servant.] Damsel, thy mother
hath led thee into this. Thou knowest not what thou
askest. . . . Take back thy request.

Sarome. I beg and desire that thou wilt give me the head
of John the Baptist on a golden dish. [Silence.]

Herop. And if I refuse?

HEerobias (drawing herself up). Thou hast sworn, Sire.

Vireruivs (laughing). Of course, my friend, thou hast
sworn. We are all witnesses of that. Ah! What
sylvan god are they bringing in there?

JoHN is led in by two armed men.

Herop. I 'have summoned thee, Baptist. I am sorry for
thee. Prepare thyself, for the evening of thy days
is come.

Jou~. I am ready, Sire.

Hzerop. Understand me. I am truly sorry. But thou must
meet death. Now, on the spot.

Jorx (after looking searchingly toward the door). Sire,
grant me a respite.
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Vireruios. Thy hero appears not all too ready. A little
more and he would whimper.

Herop. Baptist, wherefore dost thou ask this respite?

Joun. I have sent out messengers and await their return.

Hgerop. To whom hast thou sent these messengers? . . .
Thou art silent. . . . As I said before, I am from
my heart sorry. So much might have been made of
thee. . . . Still . . . [He shrugs his shoulders.]

Joun (holding out his arms distressed). I beseech thee,
Sire!

Vireruius., Did not I tell you? Al kinds of people strug-
gle to live, only the Roman understands how to die.

Heroo. Thou must ask the maiden, Baptist. Know that
in her hands rests what chance thou hast of the thing
called life.

SaLome. Master, now seest thou how powerful I am? Now
ask me! Ask me!

Hzrovias (prompting her, behind). If he does ask, laugh

at him.

Savome. Perhaps, but who knoweth what my heart de-
sireth? . . . Now, master, why dost thou not beg?

Jomy. Maiden . . . I . . .

SavoMe. There is the stone floor, see! The stone longs
for the touch of thy knees. [Pause.]

Enter the GAOLER,

Hzrrop. What brings thee here?

GaoLer. Forgive, Sire. Had I not known that thou wast
friendly toward the prisomer . . .

Herop. What dost thou want with him?

GaoLer. Two of his friends who were with him yesterday,
the same thou sawest outside the gate, have come
back, and learning that his life is now in jeopardy —
thy servant hath told me, and I have got everything
ready —they became like creatures possessed, and
implored me to lead them to him wheresoever he
might be.
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Hzerop. Dost thou approve, mighty legate?

Virerrivs. Dear friend, this is the most enjoyable enter-
tainment that has ever been provided for me at meat.
Let them come! Let them come!

[Herop szgns.
[GaoLer retires behind curtain of door and beckons.]

Enter MaNasss and AMARIAH. They seem at first as if they would rush
to JOHN, but, overcome by shyness, stand still.

JorN. What have ye to tell me?

Maxassa. Master!

Hzerop. Speak louder, my good men! Unless ye let us
participate in the news, I will have you carried off
through separate doors.

Maxasss. May we, Master?

Joux~. Speak freely, for methinks we are alone together.

Maxassa. We took the road in all haste to Bethesda, and
at break of day we found Him there.

Jor~. Ye found Him there?

Max~assa. And many people were gathered about Him rest-
ing in the olive gardens, and praised the Lord for the
miracle which had been done to them at that hour.
And behold there was a light in every eye, and in every
mouth the music of thanksgiving.

Jorn. And He? How looked His countenance? What
were His gestures?

Manassa. Master, I know not.

Joran. But ye saw Him?

Amariar. Rabbi, thou mightest as well ask, What is the
face of the sun, and what the gestures of light? . . .
As we beheld His smile we sank to the ground, and in
our souls was a great peace.

JorN. And when ye had questioned Him, and He began
to speak, tell me what was His manner of speech?
Say on; I stand here awaiting His wrath.

Amariars. Rabbi. . . . He spoke to us like a brother.
His speech was simple.



246 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

Manassa.  And it was beautiful . . . like the voice of the
wind which blows from the sea toward evening.

Amarran. And this is what Ile spake. “ Go and tell John
what ye have seen and heard. The blind see, the lame
walk, the lepers are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead
rise, and the poor have the gospel preached to them.”’

Joux. The poor— Ile said the poor?

Maw~assa. And when He prepared to come hither to this
town with the people who were gathered about Him,
we accompanied Him as far as the gate, and then hur-
ried on before, according to thy wish.

Jor~N. And said He nothing else to you? Reflect well.

Amarian. Yes; yet one more thing. He said, ‘“ Blessed
is he who hath not been offended at me.’’ But this
we could not understand.

Joux. But I understand it well and to whom He spoke.
I have been offended, for I have not recognized Him.
And my anger filled the world, for I knew Him not.
Ye yourselves are my witnesses that I have said, ‘1
am not the Christ, but one sent to prepare the way
for Him that cometh.”” A man can take nothing to
himself that is not given him by Heaven. And unto
me nothing was given. The key of death . . . I held
it not . . . the scales of sin were not confided to me.
For out of no man’s mouth may the name of sin sound,
save out of the mouth of the one that loveth. But I
would have scourged you with iron rods. Therefore is
my kingdom come to shame, and my lips are sealed.
I hear roundabout a rushing noise, as of many waters,
and the divine radiance is near me. . . . A throne
hath descended out of heaven amidst darts of fire. The
King of Peace sitteth thereon in white robes. And
His sword is called Love, and His watchword is mercy.
. . . Behold He hath the bride, He is the bridegroom.
But the friend of the bridegroom standeth and listen-
eth, and rejoiceth over the voice that is coming. The
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same is my joy. Now is it fulfilled. [He stands with
hus arms outspread and his eyes turned toward heaven.
Maxassa and AMarisn sink at his feet. |

Virernivs, Dear friend, it seems to me that we have had
enough of this maniac.

Herop (between emotion and scorn). John, I am truly
grieved on thy account. And when He cometh of whom
thou dreamest, I will greet Him as I have greeted
thee. Ha! ha! ha! ILead him to execution.

Sarome. Now, ask me! [As Joux smilingly looks beyond
her.] Mother, will he not ask?

Scene 111

VrreLLius, his suite, HeErop, HERODIAS, SALOME, MEROKLES, GABALOS,
JABAD.

VireLuius. My friend, thy banquet has been somewhat dis-
turbed. [A4s Herop stares at the door through which
JorN has disappeared.] No matter what I say, he
does not hear me.

Herop. Exalted highness, pardon!

[SaroME has crossed over the stage and goes stealth-
tly to the door on left. In great curiosily she
draws back the curtain, and after gazing eagerly
through it, reels backward into the arms of
Hzsrobias. Outside, behind the middle curtain, an
ever-increasing tumult and murmur of many
votces has arisen.]

VireLuivs. Bid the women to sit down. Thou hast an ill-
conducted people. They brawl in the street while we
dine.

Herop. Are they already muttering about the Baptist?
Gabalos, look to it, and tell them to be quiet.

GaBavros It shall be done, Sire. [Exit.]
SavomEe (pointing to the door, the curtains of which are
open). Mother, see what they are bringing. See!

[She rushes out.]
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Herov (descending the steps of the dais). What does she
want there?

Hgeropias. Sire, thou art of simple understanding. 1
advise thee to look the other way.

Heron. What is she doing?

Herobias. She is dancing! She holds the charger with the
Prophet’s head high in her arms, and dances.

Jaap. See, she dances!

Herop. So thou hast corrupted thy own flesh and blood.
So thou wilt corrupt us all.

[Herobias smiling, shrugs her shoulders.]

MerokLEs. She sways. She will fall!

[Heropias goes out composedly.]

Meroxkres. The head is rolling on the floor!

MarceLLus. Oh, horror!

[Heropias comes back supporting SaLoME in her
arms.]

SaromMe. Mother, where is the dish? Where is the head?

Herop1as. Make obeisance. Speak thy thanks.

SaroMe (before Heron). Sire, I am a rose of Sharon—a
lily of the valley. . . . Who would thank me should
pluck me. . . . Oh, look at the head!

Herop. Take the women away!

[Herobias curtsies, and leads, smiling, the half-
swooning SALOME off to right.]

Without HERODIAS and SALOME. (HABALOS has reéntered from left.

Hzerop. Well, what is the matter?

GaBavros. Sire, the people will not be restrained. Men and
women in holiday raiment fill the streets and erowd
on the roofs. They carry palms in their hands, and
sing and shout for joy.

Herop. What are they singing?

GaBaros. Thou knowest, Sire, I am not servile, but I
scarcely like to say.

Herop. Speak!

GaBaros. Hosanna to Him Who shall come! Hosanna to
the King of the Jews. So they sing.
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FGemen JUSTAV FRENSSEN was born on the 19th of
Sl October, 1863, in the little village of Barlt,
which lies on the western coast of Schleswig-
Holstein and belongs to the distriet of Dit-
marschen, where also Hebbel, Storm, and
Klaus Groth had their early homes. His father, a joiner,
managed to send the boy to the Latin school of a neighbor-
ing town, in order to have him prepared for the study of
theology and the ministry of the Lutheran church. In due
course of time yvoung Frenssen went for his professional
training to the universities of Tiibingen and Berlin, passed
his state examination in Kiel and, at the age of twenty-
seven, became pastor at Hemme, about thirty miles to the
north of his birthplace. In 1902, however, after his first
great success as a writer of fiction, he gave up the ministry
and removed to Blankenese, a suburb of Hamburg and
Altona. There, on a beautiful wooded bluff which over-
looks the busy traffic of the largest German port, he has
since lived, devoted to the study and description of the cus-
toms, manners, and morals of his more immediate country-
men, the descendants of the old Frisians and Saxons.
Frenssen’s first novel, The Sand Countess, appeared in
1896, when he was thirty-three years of age. This was
followed, in 1898, by another novel, The Three Faithful
Ones. In the next year, 1899, Frenssen published a volume
of his sermons under the title of Village Sermons. Then
came, in 1901, his Jorn URl, the novel which made his repu-
tation and which sold within eight years to the number of
216,000 copies—an almost unprecedented success in the
German book market. In 1903, Frenssen put forth a play,
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The Home Festival, and, in 1906, a new novel, [/oly Land,
which again had an enormous sale and which contained as one
of its chapters the author’s conception of the life and mis-
sion of Jesus, issued subsequently in a special volume as 7he
Life of Jesus, and appearing in this volume. The vear 1907
brought a book of a somewhat ditferent kind from Frenssen’s
pen, namely, Peter Moor’s Trip to Soutlhwest Africa. 1t iz
a graphic and interesting account of a voung soldier’s trip
to the Geerman colony in southwest .\frica, of the hardships
endured and the battles fought under a tropical sun, and
of his return home after illness has unfitted him for further
service. Similar in many respects to Peter Moor is the
next book, Klaus Hinrich Baas, published in 1909; for
although the author calls it a novel, it is rather a bio-
graphical account of the struggles of a poor peasant boy
from his early childhood to his forty-fifth vear, when, as
a successful Hamburg merchant, he takes ship for China —
the narrative closing abruptly with the hero going down
the Elbe, and the reader involuntarily looking for a sequel.
What followed, however, in 1912 — the author’s latest book
—was not a continuation of Klaus Hinrich Baas, but a
story of the sea, The Wreck of the Anna Hollmann. This,
too, is biographical in character, sketching the career of a
Blankenese sailor, from the forecastle to the captain’s
bridge, and ending with his pathetic failure to rekindle the
dying embers of a youthful love affair. But one of the
most significant features of the book is Frenssen’s arraign-
ment of certain Hamburg shipowners for their traffic in
slaves, their cruelty to sailors, and their unscrupulous greed
of wealth.

A fair estimate of Frenssen’s work as a whole, which is
all that can be attempted here, is out of the question if we
allow our judgment to be unduly influenced by the excessive
laudation or the excessive detraction which this author has
received. From both, Frenssen has suffered enough to
make his experience serve as a new illustration of the old
truth that an author’s popularity delays justice, since,
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according to the bias of the eritic, it argues mediocrity as
easily as superiority. And yet an analysis of obviously
symptomatic popularity, such as Frenssen’s, 1s not only a
convenient but also a fair and profitable starting-point for
criticism. In some way or other it is bound to reveal much
concerning the state of contemporary literature, and of con-
temporary criticism as well; something, at least, in respect
to the prevailing standards of the reading publie; and not
a little in regard to the aspirations and ideals of the nation
at large. 'What, then, are some of the revelations in the
case before us, and how far do they aid us in arriving at
an adequate, if not a final, estimate of our author’s work?

Crities with a bent toward the historical method and its
inevitable tracing of influences have pointed out —if favor-
ably impressed and enthusiastically inclined — that Frens-
sen’s novels signalize the triumph of the new Heimatkunst,
or Local Art, that is, art of indigenous or autochthonous
growth, art of the soil or of the vicinage. They say that
Frenssen has vindicated the claims of this latter-day mood
or movement by putting into practice what most of its
advocates had only preached —namely, the passing of the
novelist from the erowded city to the open country; from
the cosmopolitan salon or café to the provincial inn or the
village green of the tribal community; from men and
women under the stress of a complex civilization to primi-
tive folk still swayed by the instinets and passions of simple
nature. But—if unfavorably impressed, and inclined to
be captious — this type of eritic has not failed to detect in
Frenssen’s features a veritable kaleidoscope of resem-
blances to literary ancestors, from nameless epic writers
of a remote past down to novelists like Scheffel, Raabe,
Keller, Sudermann, and the sensational bluestocking Mar-
litt. The discoveries of both these factions within the
historical camp shed more light on the present state of
criticism than upon Frenssen’s present or future place in
German literature, though the view that he meets some of
the expectations of the Heimatkunst comes nearer to the
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truth, and accounts better for his popularity, than do the
nugatory speculations concerning his literary pedigree.

Again, crities and reviewers given to emphasizing the
importance of style, diction, and structure, or of literary art
in general, are likewise divided in their opinions—but less,
it would seem, according to prejudice in favor of or against
Frenssen than by reason of their own conflicting notions
as to what this art really consists in. Says one of them:
‘¢ Gustav Frenssen is not a mechanic in literature, he is
a great artist;’’ and another: Amid the confused mass of
Frenssen’s details, ‘‘ the work of art goes by the board.”’
But if a small number of learned crities can disagree to
such an extent among themselves, is it likely that the pres-
ence or absence of art in Frenssen’s novels has been an
important element in determining his popularity with the
immense number of ignorant, or at least unsophisticated,
readers?

More light than from any other quarter is thrown on
Frenssen’s popularity —again with interesting side-lights
on certain eritics — by the judgments that have been passed
upon his writings from the ethical or religious point of
view. For in the domain of ethics and religion we deal
with the most vital concerns of life; and just here the
writer whose theme puts him into touch with his readers
is sure of being forgiven for more offenses in matters of
form and treatment than may seem fair to the eritic who
is out of touch with the reader, and with the writer as well.
Indeed, there has always existed a very human relation-
ship, a kind of tacit entente cordiale, between erring anthors
and forgiving readers; and if the austere, academic critic
would only rate this factor a trifle higher, he would also
make less of such adventitious aids to popularity as the
fancies of the day, the applause of the clique, and the hand-
bills of the publisher, because these factors, far from being
potent enough in themselves to inoculate the public with a
sort of mental or psychic obsession, depend for their results
on something much more elemental: they are like tares of
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the parasitic species which do not flourish except among
grain that grows on fairly good soil.

Let us assume, therefore, that we are no longer listening
to the professional eritic or reviewer, but to an ordinary,
intelligent reader, to whom the perusal of a novel is an
experience telling in, and on, his life, rather than an occa-
sion to exercise his judgment in the literary appraisal of
a book. THow is such a one likely to be impressed by the
stories of Frenssen?

To begin with questions of style, diction, and phrase-
ology — Frenssen is not infrequently diffuse, especially
when he lets his characters soliloquize. He is sometimes
obscure on account of loose sentence-structure, or because
of his ambigunous use of the pronoun ¢ he,”’ which again
and again is meant to refer to the hero when, grammatic-
ally, it can or must refer to some one else. Occasionally,
mannerisms, such as injecting question and answer for the
purpose of motivating what has just been told, stop the flow
of the narrative and deflect the reader’s attention; and so
do certain curious anticipations of, or allusions to, what is
yet to be told — a knack that seems to have been taken over
from biography, but should have no place in novel-writing.
Again, it is sometimes wellnigh impossible to tell where the
account of actual happenings ends and that of visions or
imaginings incident thereto begins, so that the reader does
not know whether he is still in the real world or has already
passed into the realm of dreams. A striking instance of
this blending or overlapping is the shipwreck scene in The
Wreck of the Anna Hollmann. It must also be admitted
that some of the author’s stories are overloaded with
episodes more or less irrelevant, and more or less awk-
wardly fitted in. But in spite of all these faults, Frenssen
is never dull or tedious, unless he be so to readers who will
have none but the telegrammic style of the ultra-naturalistie
school. And may it not be, therefore, that just by com-
parison with the nervous conciseness of this school, his
leisurely, broad, and epic handling of matters has found
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favor again among the many and, where it 1s overdoue, lLas
been passed by or pardoned?

There is another fault observable in Frenssen’s style, or
rather in his tone, one that grows ot of his intensely per-
sonal attitude toward his readers as well as toward his
characters; it is his tendency to preach. This, too, dis-
tinguishes him from the class of writers just referred to,
and yet not so fundamentally as it would seem at first
glance; for only too often do their own supposedly imper-
sonal and impressionistic stories contain a very personal
homily between the lines, and only too easily ean the appro-
priate text be supplied by any one that knows the A B C
of novelistic art. The real difference is rather, that Frens-
sen announces his text by chapter and verse, so to speak,
and thereby probably draws larger audiences from among
all those who are not so much averse to preaching as they
are tired of perfunctory preachers within the church, and
suspicious of disguised ones without. Provided, then, that
a novelist does his preaching aboveboard and on a live issue
of the day, or on an eternal issue, he may at times become
rhetorical, even sophomoric, and still not offend so many
hearers by his frank fervor as some other exhorter by his
feigned indifference. It may well be doubted, however,
whether this homiletic feature of Frenssen’s stories would
have been made so prominent, had not critic and reviewer
known that he was once a preacher by profession.

So much for the reader’s impression of Frenssen’s sue-
cess, or the lack of it, in matters pertaining mainly to the
use of his tools. What about the materials on which he
uses these tools; the setting or framework of his stories,
their characters, plots, and problems?

As far as time is concerned, Frenssen’s stories are set
within our actual and, may we not say, exacting present,
but not without some glimpses backward into an idealized,
inspiring past and, occasionally also, forward into an allur-
ing future. Their palpableness and reality thus exceed
their ideality — a feature which cannot but strengthen their
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appeal to the living generation of Germans whose grip upon
the world that is, and the world as it is, or should be, grows
firmer from day to day.

A corresponding advantage acerues to Frenssen’s stories
from their local framework. Generally speaking, the scene
of action is that portion of the German empire which, ever
since its restoration, has encouraged aud realized some of
the people’s fondest hopes for a larger life, for a closer
touch with the rest of the modern world, and for a freer
play of its reserved and expansive power. If is a region
where even the peasant is stirred to send his thoughts
beyond the visible horizon swhen his low-roofed hut is
shaken by the west wind coming from the ocean, or when
the screaming sea gull follows his plow in the freshly drawn
furrow. And more, it is a region whose people have just
now a special claim upon the patriot’s regard, for not only
are they descended from former pioneers of German ecivil-
ization, but they also retain most of the qualities that will
insure success in such service again, more particularly old
Saxon hardihood, aggressiveness, and shrewdness.

Now of these and other advantages inherent in the natu-
ral setting of his stories, Frenssen has made capital use.
And it is out of such elements that his insight into human
nature, his love of home and country, and his optimism,
aided by genuine poetic feeling and by literary enthusiasm,
rather than by literary subtleness, have enabled him to
create a general atmosphere which it is both pleasant and
wholesome to breathe.

In respect to his characters, Frenssen is likewise fortu-
nate. Their most prominent traits are, on the whole, sim-
ple and few; minor traits and peculiarities provide for
differentiation and variety; and the author’s success in
drawing them is almost guaranteed by his thorough famil-
iarity with high and low. There are great brutes among
them, but the reader finds many more to love, admire, pity,
or laugh at, than to detest or mourn as utterly lost, since
the good pastor will go far to save even the black sheep of
his flock. And here again we have a significant feature of
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Frenssen’s stories—let us call it their humane, or voli-
tional, undercurrent-— which, in so far as it sets them off
against the unrelenting modern novel of fate, may have
contributed much toward their popularity. For it is evi-
dent that conservatives still doubt whether even the evolu-
tionary novelist has followed the channel of fatalism far
enough to be absolutely sure that it has not a by-pass some-
where. It is true, however, that Frenssen, thongh he shows
considerable skill in delineating his characters by their
actions and by what he tells the reader about them, is far
less successful in marking or stamping them by their own
talk, which, as a rule, lacks individuality of expression, and
where it does not lack this, is apt to be either too bookish,
or too facetious, or too jejune.

Still less skilful is Frenssen in the invention of plots and
situations that will bear a eritical examination as to their
probability. His weakness in this respeet must be admitted
by every unprejudiced reader. And yet, considering the
fact that his most popular books contain some of the least
probable plots and situations, one is again forced to the con-
clusion that this and other easily defined faults of Frenssen
are fully offset by less easily defined, because more general,
merits, chiefly by the seriousness and candor with which he
handles the deeper questions of life, and, above all, by his
intuitive grasp of the people’s attitude toward such ques-
tions. And writing, as he does, mainly from the people’s
point of view and within their comprehension, it is also
more or less futile to criticise him, or to account for his
popularity, from other points of view.

‘We cannot enter into the problems and questions which
Frenssen deals with or touches upon, nor can we say much
about the manner in which he does it; but in justice to those
among Frenssen’s critics who are as serious and candid
as he, and respect the public no less, it is necessary to
advert to a certain grave charge against him which, be it
wholly fair or not, shows that, in one point at least, he has
tried the patience of his friends to the utmost.

Vor. XVII —17
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Let us first, however, realize fully that on almost all
questions which can be said to have any bearing upon
public welfare, Frenssen takes independent and high moral
ground. His attitude toward nation and state is one of
ardent patriotism, without being in the least chauvinistic;
in fact, he does not hesitate to defend the peace movement
against the jingoes who dare to quote so formidable an
authority as Moltke on their side. In social matters, his
sympathies, though not socialistic in a narrow partisan
sense, are with the lower classes in every earnest and
rational endeavor to better theirlot. The beneficent changes
wrought in whole communities by the Good Templars are
acknowledged with unstinted praise, and the ery of the dis-
inherited for land to live and work upon is heard repeatedly
in his books, even if the Bodenreform or Single Tax move-
ment, and kindred questions are not discussed as such.
Frenssen’s respect for learning and his admiration for the
achievements of science are, like his love of art, great
indeed ; nevertheless, they are bounded by his philosophic
and moral insight, which tells him that man cannot live by
science and art alone. His criticism of the church as an
institution is severe, and deservedly so. His religious
views are such as a liberal public is fast absorbing through
every pore, but a conservative consistory cannot square
with its dogma and, therefore, cannot tolerate in the pulpit.
His specifically ethical teachings are based on brotherly
love and faith in God, as best exemplified in the life of Jesus
when stripped of its miraculous glitter and unveiled in all
its human, and hence truly divine, glory.

In view of all this, it is regrettable, to say the least,
that Frenssen should have dealt differently, that is, incon-
sistently, with the one subject which, in some form or other,
is regarded as part and parcel of all novel-writing—1love
between man and woman. An imperative demand which
modern readers make upon the novel-writer — for reasons
good, bad, and indifferent—is, that he shall handle the
purely sexual aspect of this theme without gloves. Frens-
sen has done this; indeed he could not have done otherwise
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and have given a true picture of peasant life in Ditmarschen
or elsewhere. He has done it, moreover, without too fre-
quently, or unnecessarily, shocking the reader’s senze of
decency, and always without gloating over the mortifica-
tion produced by the shock, which cannot be said of every
writer. But—and this is the charge against Frenssen —
he has twice come close to traducing the reader’s moral
sense by appearing as an abetter of free love. For the first
offense, in the thirteenth chapter of Holy Land, he was
sharply and justly ecriticised by his friend Friedrich
Paulsen, but this did not keep him from offending again,
in the nineteenth chapter of Klaus Hinrich Baas, thus
insisting, as it were, on a fatuous and ominous concession
to a class of writers whose names should not be mentioned
with his own. What Paulsen said of the objectionable
episode in Holy Land applies with equal force to the
one in Klaus Hinrich Baas; both should, and easily
might, have been omitted as matter utterly foreign and
extrinsic to the context, and their excision would even now
be an improvement from every point of view. Their inser-
tion or retention, however, is to be condemned, chiefly, on
moral grounds, for a writer’s privilege of introducing in
his stories whatever evil is known to exist in actual life
involves the duty of bringing the evil-doer face to face with,
at least, the most immediate and most obvious consequences
of his deed. But Frenssen has laid himself open to the
suspicion of having evaded this duty. In both novels he
lets the tempted yield to their sexual passions, and then,
instead of showing that they view the act in its relation to
the rights of their fellows—as would have been consistent
with their previous conduct—he makes them blink the
real question in a series of specious reflections which are
unworthy of himself, of his readers, and also of his char-
acters as representatives of a genuine, though not over-
fastidious or over-conventional, folk.

The reason why such lapses give pause to the thoughtful
reader is not that he becomes concerned about Frenssen’s
popularity, which, in so far as it was a mere vogue, has
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already begun to deeline, but rather that, when all is said
and done, the reader still cares to see IF'renssen’s good name
and influence outlast all popular acclaim. The author’s
good name, however, has been that of a man who, primarily
and avowedly, started out on a mission to his countrymen,
not merely to entertain them; and his influence has been
strong enough to make people listen to his message even
after they found it to be a very old and familiar one,
namely, the assurance that Christianity is in perfect har-
mony with the truest and best instinets of the German
national character. If Frenssen, therefore, finds his inter-
pretation of the message watched with something like jeal-
ousy on the part of the publie, and serutinized much more
closely than the mere form in which he delivers it, he has
not the least ground of complaint; for submission to such
watchfulness and scrutiny is but the fair price that any
mentor should be prepared to pay for the privilege of being
listened to, and for the opportunity of shaping the collective
social conscience of a nation no longer under the tutelage
of priest or despot.

In conclusion, a word or two may be added here concern-
ing the choice of Frenssen’s Life of Jesus as fitly repre-
senting his writings in general. It is not for our author’s
liberal religious views that this chapter of Holy Land has
been selected, nor for his chiaroscuro portrait of the his-
torical Jesus, considered merely as portrait; but rather
because no other selection coming within the compass of
this series exhibits so fully the essential characteristics of
Frenssen’s style, insight, devotion, and enthusiasm; and
also because nowhere else can the reader feel so deeply the
strong undercurrent of seriousness which now and then
rises to the surface of even the lightest kind of German
literature and, for a while at least, swallows up all the
driftwood and wreckage. If read with these considerations
in mind, The Life of Jesus cannot but aid in revealing the
secret of Frenssen’s successful appeal to national longings
and instinets, which he rightly divined to be but dormant,
while other writers thought them to be dead.
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THE LIFE OF JESUS* (1906)

TRANSLATED BY MARY AGNES HAMILTON

an_] ANKIND has risen painfully out of the dark-

0 ness of night. Its rise has taken many hun-
dred thousand years. For hundreds of
thousands of years men lived like foxes in
a land without trees or forests. Couching
fearfully in caves in wakeful slumber, in cunning ambush
or in wild attack, their existence was that of the animals,
and they had no consciousness of any difference between
them. Gradually in the course of thousands of eenturies
their peculiar qualities, and especially the shape of their
hands, raised men above the other animals. Gradually,
with many doubts, this recognition came first to one and
then another, the most intelligent and bravest of the race.

It took thousands of centuries before it was recognized
by all that there is a difference between men and animals.
And man is the master. But the darkness and confusion
of the souls of animals endured for long ages in their souls,
their terrors were the terrors of animals; they feared the
wind, the reflections of water, the darkness of the wood,
thunder and lightning. Everything around them seemed
possessed by unknown spirits; they had no knowledge of
good and evil; the differentiation of being afraid from not
being afraid, of strength from weakness, of victory from
defeat, exhausted their categories.

‘Wandering in hordes and tribes from the centre of Asia,
moving and propagating themselves like sparrows, grow-

* From Holy Land. Permission of Dana Estes & Co., Boston.
[261]
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ing continually, one horde constantly displacing another,
they gradually spread over the whole face of the earth, and
thus came to different lands and different climates. Some
tribes came beneath the exhausting heat of the burning
sun; others to desolate regions; others to ice-bound chill,
where they lost their vitality, succumbed, or were frozen
out of existence. Many of these tribes and peoples per-
ished centuries before our epoch; others are gradually
being exterminated in our own times in Australia, Ameriea,
and Africa; others, more fortunate, came to regions where
strength and progress were forced upon them by the pres-
sure of vigorous mneighbors, by sun and wind and sea, by
barley and wine. They raised their heads higher and
higher, the eyes grew brighter, their foreheads more lofty.
Slowly and painfully their fear of Nature died away. The
bravest among them went boldly into the darkness; it is
the bravest child of a company of terrified children alone
in the house that ventures into the dark corner. For long
they continued in fear of ghosts and tried to placate them
by prayers and offerings; very gradually, with the growth
of man’s power over Nature, these spirits lost their terrors.
Evil spirits shrank back, and their powers dwindled, with
the slow and gradual growth of a faint belief in good
spirits. There arose a dim, uncertain apprehension that
right was not with the strong, but with the good. The
inner light of conscience burned up, and as its rays pene-
trated the mist the path of mankind was clearer; they had
a guide, they could not wholly lose their way, they might
come further than our dreams may know.

But it was not the whole people, not the masses, that
made a universal step in advance; the light only shone in
individuals. In a smooth sea the waves come gently swell-
ing on, gray-blue, one after another, far out to sea, till lo,
all of a sudden one wave rises higher than the others, leaps
up, and comes on splendid in its silver crown until it falls
over its own feet. These men, the solitary crowned among
mankind, rise like that wave and fall even so, over their
own feet. .
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On the morning of the race the steps forward were slow
and tentative— we do not know the earliest names. The
art of writing was still unknown, and it is only after its
discovery that we are acquainted with the names of those
holy heroes. Persia produced Zarathustra; China Con-
fucius; India Buddha; Palestine Moses, Elias, Isaiah, Jere-
miah; Greece Aischylus and Plato. All these men stood
alone among their people, and had to suffer for having
advanced beyond their age. Even in them there still was
much that was hard and dark, wild and almost childishly
confused, and yet in their hours of illumination they rose
to a high and gracious insight which the human spirit can
never outgrow. ‘‘I came not to hate but to love.”” “If 1l
have thee, O God, earth and heaven to me are naught.”

After the passing of these men there came a time of
calm. The universe rises and falls in waves; the exhausted
vital force produced no more heroes. Each nation stood
in rigid silence, holding its inheritance in its elosed hand,
and while mediocrity grew the grip closed fast so that the
inheritance, closed in, began to putrefy. This inert silence
lasted for centuries; on the ocean of national life no wind
blew, no waves rose; putrefaction seemed likely to spread
all over human life.

Then the sword descended on the peoples living round
the central sea. The Romans, a people vexed by no subtle-
ties, troubled by no search for truth, no brooding over
problems, but devoted to the practical side of life, the calcu-
lation of material advantages, subdued all other nations
to their sway; everywhere they rent and disturbed, tearing
asunder the old nations of sensitive dreamers, Egyptians,
Hebrews, Greeks, Persians, Germans.

And in this wild confusion of dismembered nations there
arose a horrible conflict of opinion. There was a seething
turmoil of beliefs like the turbulent confluence of seven
waters in the stream ; men went and asked the philosophers
for their opinion; others abandoned themselves to the unre-
strained transports of the Greek mysties, crying, ‘¢ Nature!



264 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

Nature! O man, thou art no more!’’ to kneel next day
before the image of an Kgyptian goddess. Some raised
their eyes in worship to the marble statue of a Roman
Emperor, seeking in vain for the holiness of human good-
ness in those harsh imperial traits; the men who went on
Friday to hear from the German soldiery how they wor-
shipped Baldur and Freva under the beech-trees of their
native land, stood on Saturday with covered heads in the
Jewish Synagogue, hearing the teacher read from the
ancient book, ‘‘ Keep my commandments. So shall it be
well with thee.”’

This confusion raged all round the Mediterranean; from
the streets of Gibraltar to Persia there was nothing but
- questioning and murmuring, ‘‘ What is the meaning of
human life? What is the meaning of God? What is truth?
Do you know what makes a human heart holy and joyous? ”’
Thus at a time of long drought country folk stand in
groups talking and arguing together. ¢¢The rain must
come . . . look at that cloud! . . . no, it is nothing;”’
then suddenly in the night, when their thoughts are far
away, a rustling begins to sound among the tree tops in
front of their windows. Thus men waited and talked and
strained their eyes. Man cannot help searching for the
meaning of life, searching for happiness.

At last Nature’s time of rest came to an end. Its rising
and falling is like the rising and falling of the waves, and
now once more a man arose, a hero in the mold of the holy
heroes of old, and from the east the rustling sound spread
over the withered nations, till it became a mighty roar.

In one corner of the huge, motley Empire there lay a
country very much like Schleswig-Holstein, of the same
size and narrow length and the same extended coastline;
in the north the silent expanse of heather-covered hills,
in the south a great and brilliant town just as in our coun-
try. As in our country, also, there dwelt there in the vil-
lages a population of farmers, a mixed race sprung from
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two excellent stocks. It was an unhappy people, suffering
under the cruel and inefficient government of a corrupt
princeling in the north, and an imperial legate in the south.
Foreign capital devoured the land as a wolf the sheep;
the people were drained dry with direct and indirect taxa-
tion, customs dues, and monopolies; officials stole and pecu-
lated in all directions; all the money, and money is power,
was taken out of the country.

Then there was the Church, with its extravagant claims.
In the great capital in the south a huge temple arose, with
vast halls and courts, lofty, ornate consistories, thousands
of priests, high and low, and many teachers attached to it,
who spread its tenets through the land; all to be main-
tained at the popular expense.

The crowning misfortune was that the people was divided
against itself; there was a seething confusion in polities
and in religion. One party was composed of the quiet
people, dwelling scattered all over the country, especially
in the villages and on the moors. They were men occupied
in laborious manual labor, which leaves the mind free to
wander off into strange dreams and brooding abstractions;
men occupied in toil for daily bread that left the soul free
to raise itself to God. The Church was too cold, stiff, and
respectable for them; they sought out some eternal truth
to comfort them for themselves, burying themselves after
the day’s work was done in ancient records and prayer-
books, and reading there in joyful amazement how, in times
of like necessity, centuries ago, their parents had not lost
courage, but had held fast to the belief that the eternal
did not cherish the proud and rich, but rather the lowly
and humble, and to them would one day send a ‘¢ Saviour.”’
Only the few rose to such heights of faith; the piety of the
majority was a dull, uncomprehending acceptance.

The second party was the Liberals, and they fell into two
well-defined camps. There was a small, highly respectable
Liberal party in the capital composed of rich men who,
superficially educated, enjoyed the present and were hand
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and glove with Church and State, caring little for abstract
prineiples; the other was composed of men of an inferior
social grade, minor officials of the Empire in the customs
and police departments, and the more frivolous, adventur-
ous sections of the working classes, the energetic men of
aspiring disposition.

The third party was the Nationalists, by far the most
powerful, the party of narrow, orthodox patriotism. Their
programme was ‘‘ Maintenance of national religion and
customs in opposition to everything foreign.”” ¢ Pray
seven times a day, wash seven times a day, give alms seven
times; go to church daily; alter nothing, improve nothing;
this is the way to please the Almighty. To reward us He
will send us -a hero, a ¢ Saviour,” who will free us from the
accursed foreign beliefs.”” Clad in its rotten armor this
mighty party, full of petty and malign suspiciousness,
stood guard over what it considered ¢ purity ’’ and ‘¢ holi-
ness,’’ inspected all the prayer meetings and schools in the
country, ruling the people with tyrannical might. The
Liberals resisted, saying, ‘“ Live and let live; away with
dead formule and commandments;’’ and the quiet country
folk resisted, saying, ¢‘ You are too proud, too narrow, too
rigid for us; we seek God after our own fashion, reading
in our old, sacred books, and pondering in the night-time.
We have no time to spend all day in praying and washing
and going to church; we have our bread to earn.’”” The
Nationalists invented a nickname to express their contempt
for these unpatriotic people, a biting gibe that hit both
parties: ‘¢ They are publicans and sinners.”’

Over and above these three great parties there were
swarms of homeless beggars, tramps, and sick folk. There
were no physicians, no asylums, no hospitals, no social
sympathy of any kind. All the crime, misery, and vaga-
bondage of the country skulked up and down the high roads
or the village lanes, in front of the very doors of the rich.
The Nationalists cast out alms as the creed bade them, and
bred more beggars.
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Such was the condition of this nation by the sea, a people
miserable and torn by opposing factions, tyvrannized over
by a harsh and grasping Government whose faith was not
theirs.

Forty years later the great Nationalist party, summon-
ing together its forces for a mighty outbreak, roused the
whole people to an ill-fated insurrection which ended in
bloody annihilation. The people survived, indeed, but, as
their hero said, like a flock standing in the night without
a shepherd, round which the wild beasts are already sharp-
ening their teeth as they cower in the darkness. Restless,
it cried aloud, ¢‘ Help must come . . . what is coming?
It is the end of the world! Is it the hero who has been
promisedus? Laugh! Let us eat, drink, and be merry, for
tomorrow we die. . . . Count up your resources. . . .
Will he come from Heaven? Will he come from the people?

. . Listen! do you hear a rustling in the trees? God,
our Father, Eternal Power! help. . . . My soul thirsts
for Thee, my body faints for Thee in the scorched and
parching land.”’

In the north, on the moors between lake and sea, there
dwelt @ man and his wife, Joseph the son of Jacob, and
Mary, both of ancient and noble though mixed descent.
The man seems either to have died rather young or married
somewhat late in life. His wife lived to see her children
grow up. This brought her no distinction, for it is a
remarkable fact that this mother of a hero seems to have
had no comprehension of the inward greatness of her son.

The couple had five children, who grew up in the fair
village, seeing and learning all that village life among an
intelligent and vigorous race can afford. The first child
of the marriage, Jesus by name, had a pair of deep, clear
eyes, which saw and understood all the peaceful pictures
presented to them, a tender and sympathetic soul whose
inner light, burning clearer as his childhood advanced,
translated what it saw into something of sweet and precious
significance.
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The child went out with the laborer to plough; saw his
mother’s sadness when she was expecting hLer youngest
child, and her sudden joy when she held the new-born babe
in her arms. With his ecompanions he went up into the
hills when the first flowers appeared in the fields; they
stood with the flowers they had picked in their hands, gaz-
ing far across the land to the blue sea in the west. . . .
In the evening he told his mother that the neighbor’s son
had left home in anger and gone out into strange lands,
trouble following in his wanton footsteps. He saw the
cornfield on the hillside as it lay, white, ready for harvest-
ing; he stood at the door with the other children to watch
the wedding of a village maid. In the morning he told his
mother how the bridesmaids had gone through the village
at night with blazing candles in their hands. . . . He
helped to bind the sheaves, and the thistles that were bound
up in them pricked his hands; in the evening of the same
day, as he returned home with his father, they heard in the
street that the richest farmer in the village had died, and
the people declared that he and his brothers were bad men,
and misers to boot. . . . He saw the shepherd coming
through the village with his flocks, and as the sheep went
slowly on the shepherd stopped to relate how he spent all
night in searching for a sheep, and found it in the morning,
and his weather-beaten face beamed with joy. . . . Late
in the evening of the same day a neighbor ran in to tell
them that the farmer’s wanton son, who three years ago
had left his father’s house and the village with proud
words and headstrong anger, had returned home. He had
stood for hours in the street in the darkmess, looking at
the lights in his father’s house, clad in rags. ‘‘In such
rags! And now, what do you think . . . just listen!”
And they heard the sound of singing and jubilation in the
village, so great was the parents’ joy at his recovery. The
child got up and went out to the door to listen to the singing.

The town child? what does the town child know of the
world, of Nature, of human life? Only a wretched, ugly
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little corner. The village child sees in miniature the whole
world and all that in it is.

He was a shy, thoughtful child; he stood aside and looked
on at life with quiet, wondering eyes. He played with the
other children, but it often happened that almost involun-
tarily he would step aside from the gay throng as if some
invisible voice had said earnestly to him, ‘‘ Stand aside a
little.”’ :

The child’s eyes became quieter and quieter; veil after
veil sank down over them; but in his soul there was no
darkness; the more the outer world faded away there
burned up in his soul a still, bright light that filled it won-
drously with its glowing purity and gracious warmth.
Happy, sad, the childish soul stood in the holy hall, before
the lofty doors that soon would open, and ‘‘ now —now—
soon I shall see the radiance of Heaven.”” Then the chil-
dren came and waked him, saying to one another, ¢‘ Jesus
is dreaming again; look, he is lost in dreams.”” He came
back to the others, his eyes still misty with the sweet re-
membrance, his face bearing the traces of a gentle sadness.

Every Sabbath as boy and youth he stcod among the
other villagers in the village school and meeting-room, to
listen to an earnest teacher, who read with slow solemnity
from the old chronicles and psalms; a Nationalist and
clerical, he read out God’s many commandments with brows

sternly knit, ¢ Thou shalt . . . Thou shalt . . . If
thou dost so-and-so, thou shalt please God. . . .”’
The boy listened in shy bewilderment. . . . Then the

teacher laid aside the book and took up another, and the
voice of the gloomy, serious man warmed and his eyes
burned as he read of the heroes who had arisen of old
among the people as the birds rise out of the heather; how
they brooded alone, searching for an answer to the weary
riddle of human life, the riddle of birth and death, God
and conscience, guilt and justice, seeking a way by which
a tender human soul might win its way through life with-
out sorrow or punishment. Some of these brooding heroes



270 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

did foree a way through night and terror, but not by their
own unaided strength. Children run fearfully through the
darkness, terrified, with such beating hearts, till at last they
find themselves in their mother’s outstretched arms, where
for a while they sob stormily, terrified by their own daring,
till, their terror subsiding, they laugh again. Like them,
these heroes rushed in blind and eager confidence on their
adventurous search for truth and faith to the feet of the
Eternal Reality, and there cried, ‘‘ Eternal Reality, we
believe that Thou art goodness.”” From this glorious
citadel they speak to their people with a glowing courage
shining in their eyes, tell them of the misery of godlessness,
of the great goodness of God, of the glorious hope of won-
drous help from God, and of the Saviour who was to come
to purify and bless the land.

As the boy listened to these stories of the holy heroes
his pure young heart swelled with a secret and lofty joy.
““Thou shalt . . .’ was forgotten; fear was fled; far
into the night he beheld in dreams the brave and holy
heroes, with their passionate belief in the goodness of God,
their passionate love for their unhappy people, and the
Saviour to come, the bravest and purest of them all: till
he fell asleep, his cheeks glowing with happiness.

There were in the village a number of upright, unlettered
families who belonged to the quiet country party, and
probably his parents were among them. His tender spirit
drank in the ancient beliefs, the ancient dreams that he
heard his parents and their neighbors discussing. They
spoke of God, who dwelt above in the blue realms of Heaven
surrounded by good angels; of the devil, banished to the
remotest corner behind the heavy grayclouds on the
northern verge of the sky, with his company of bad angels.
Mortal destiny depends on the fortune of the war raging
day and night between God and His satellites and the devil
and his; all sickness and madness comes from the evil
spirits; how they plague the sick people in the village!
Seven spirits or angels sent by the devil lodge within the
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maniac living at the far end of the village with his parents;
it is they who make him utter the shrieks that resound
through the streets. A time will come when all this shall
be changed; some day there will be an end of all sorrow
and trouble caused by strangers and by evil spirits. The
Saviour will come—the greatest of all the holy heroes.
Some say he is to be an angel and fall down from Heaven;
others he is to be a man descended from some ancient,
impoverished royal house. With the lelp of God he will
set up the rule of God upon earth all over the land, from
the moor villages of the north to the capital in the south.
Then the people will be free and holy and happy.

Thus the boy heard all the beliefs held by the Church
and among the people in this time of trouble and disquiet.
And he criticised them all, yet, till the day of his death,
he never despised or cast away a single belief or super-
stition. Like his people and his times, he lived in a world
of wonders. For him, too, angels descended from Heaven
all his life long. He saw the devil fall like a flash of light-
ning; he believed that Satanic emissaries possessed the
insane and the diseased. He believed that with the help
of God or of the devil, man could perform superhuman
actions; the dead could rise from the earth and walk.

But there was a trait of greatness in this growing son
of man, a gift that marked him out, and this it was. He
comprehended in the music of his nature all the notes
sounded by the words of people and by the ancient books,
but one supreme note rose in him, sounding clearer,
stronger year by year, sounding pure and strong and pene-
trating above all other notes, dominating and subduing all
other notes—the note that had ceased to sound among his
people in his time, the note that had not yet been struck
by other nations, the note which the holy heroes of old had
comprehended and to which they had responded, ‘¢ Let me
rejoice in Thy grace that Thou hast seen my tribulation
and hast troubled Thyself for the need of my soul.”’
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His real heroism lay in this, that in a time of dull acqui-
escence, of sordid ideals, and confused aims, he had held
up a high and lofty belief in the goodness of God, and died
for this belief in the freshness of his youth. . . .

As yet, however, he is only a boy, a youth, uneertain of
himself, cherishing in wondering doubt and bewilderment
his profound and marvelous thoughts.

Then came early youth. He learned a craft in the village.
He became a carpenter and left the village. Wandering
through the valley, down the dry river-bed, he saw the
ruins of the house which had been torn up by the last
earthquake; then, reaching the sea-beach, he saw the pearl-
fishers’ boats dancing on the surge, while the merchant
stood on the bank with his purse to see what they had
caught. He passed through the poverty-stricken moorland
villages to the inland lake; standing before the castle that
the evil princeling had built, he heard the complaints of
the unhappy people of his cruelty and of his ruling vice;
he saw the countless numbers of the homeless poor, the sick
and the insane lying in the streets, crowds of soldiers and
officials railing against them at the street corners. He took
a three days’ journey with some of the villagers down to
the huge temple in the capital. There, in the midst of the
hungry misery of the people, he saw respectable Liberals,
princes of the Church, going in their silken raiment to a
rich banquet given by the foreign governor. At the street
corners stood the Nationalists in grave mourning garments.
The people followed blindly, filling the synagogues, gabbling
the prayers, giving the rich priests their poor savings.

On their way home the peasants discussed whether the
Nationalists were right in saying that the stipulated gifts
must be made to the priests, even though one’s own aged
parents perished of starvation, for God and His command-
ments come before filial love; whether it were really God’s
will that one should not move a finger on the Sabbath, even
to help man or beast in trouble. Could God be so petty and
so jealous? They pondered deeply over this as they went
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their way, till suddenly one of the quietists struck up an
old song in a quivering voice, ‘‘ To Thee 1 raise my eyes,
Thou throned in Ieaven; behold, as the eyes of a zervant
are directed to the hand of the Master, our eyes look up
to God, till such time as Ile has merey upon us.”’

He returned to the village in silence. In the home of
his parents he dwelt quietly, busy with his craft, building
and repairing houses in the village. His eager eyes re-
garded his craft and all that Nature and life presented to
him, but they did not stay, caught like fish in a net, but,
penetrating like the rays of the sun through all appear-
ances, reached their inner cause, the secret and eternal
power behind them. He found joy in the waving field of
wheat, in the lily blossoming on the pond, in the young
girl standing at the door; but he left them, with no thought
of touching or gathering them. All phenomena were to
him merely a symbol of the eternal power that lay behind
them, dark and obscure. ‘¢ Thou art all goodness and
love. If only all men could share my belief, my happiness!
Eternal Power, what am 1? what are my thoughts? Send
soon the holy Saviour. Great.is the need of my people.”’

The people in the village said, ‘‘ He is a strange man,
full of profound wisdom, of holy earnestness, as innocent
as a babe at the breast.”” They saw and knew no more.
They did not guess that behind those pure and limpid eyes
lay a soul that grew every day in depth and insight. He
himself knew it not. He was a poor, restless son of man,
now thrilling with joy, again with unspeakable fears,
shaken by godlike thoughts, a genius in being.

Time passed on . . . he reached his thirtieth year.
People in the village would ask his advice in difficult mat-
ters, but he only cast his eyes down, deep in thought;
answering came hardly to him. A few wise, patient men
in the village think and say, ‘‘ What will become of him?
Let him be! only wait; some day he will soar aloft like the
eagle.”” Others shake their heads and say, ‘‘ What is he?
A queer creature, that's all.”’

Vor. XVII —18
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His hour is not yet come; soul and spirit are not yet
clear. God is still forging and hammering. Of the old
heroes it was said, ‘‘ I make thee to be a pillar of iron and
a wall of brass against the whole land, against its Govern-
ment, against its Church, against the whole population ’’;
for he must be hard, must indeed be of iron, who is to stand
alone against the whole people.

The whole land was oppressed and restless, a heavy bur-
den lay upon their souls, they were bound down to poverty
and madness. Leaden clouds stretched from the sea to the
lake, from the heather hills of the north to the great town
of the south. Onece, twice, the flame sprang high in the
woods or on the moors. Some eager, desperate spirit
appeared. ‘“‘I . . . I am the Saviour! Arise, my people,
arise!’’> The Government stamped the fire out with fierce
imprecations, then drew their breath hard. ‘¢ When will
help come to the parching land? Now, or never. Go out,
child, see whether the storm is rising.”’

“‘ There is nothing, father.”’

Then the first peal of heavy thurtder broke over the land.

In the south, not far from the capital, a man arose, a man
like one of the old, holy heroes sprung from the despairing
people. He stood and spoke. What he spoke was half-
despair, half-langhing gladness.

‘“ People! people! hear what I say. Have we reached
the end of life and of every hope? Does our need reach
up to our throats? Then—you know how the old books
run, ‘ From an old decaying royal stem shall shoot out a
young branch.” Come he must . . . he comes! Look!
He is quite near. He comes! a man of wondrous powers,
the power of God within him! the angels of God on his right
hand and on his left. He will harry and slay the oppressors
and carry terror among the people. The Nationalists, with
their self-satisfied piety; the Liberals, smooth and silky,
who sit in church and at the court; all the lying hypocrites
who live in luxury and care nothing for the wretchedness



e,

a5

AW TZITHD

=
E
¢
"



.17

=l A
.

anu = o xeploLy LUR
12k, i x the greal 1OWLH

the sUu L Twiile. prang Ligh iv the
goaols o oU - ] ¥, Gesperate spirit

\pleo - v

inenred { L AlG 2 Arlse, my peuple,
arise! ' The & sunent stangeed “be fire out with heree

imprecations, then wrew ileir U L onzrd. * Whoen wil
belp comeé J¢ ihe paicling lind Now, or never. Go out,

N CA“RSTT’A! - ,7_'_.
child, sea “ARIST "MANDERING @HRQUGH THE LANDS
¢+ There is pothing. father.”
Then the first peal of heavy thunder broke over the land.

In the south. uot far from 1he capital, 2 man arose, a man

SR .

fike one of the oll, holy beroes sprung from the despairing
people. He stood and spoke. What he spoke was half-
despair, hali-iauzhing siadness. L
 Pegpie! peopic! hear what I say.
the e of ife snd of every hope? Does our need r
ap to our thresis! Then—you know how the old bo
ran, * From = il decaying royal stem shall shoot o1
yogng brauch ' Come he must . . . bhe comes! |
He is quite ness. He comes! a man of wondrous X
the power of (doel willun him! the :

+ self-satisGed pisty; the Liborals, smq Tky,
éh&uﬂﬂd&emm;aﬂ"b‘M’w_ 3




PLRAISSIOR RERLIA PHOTO.CO. NEW YORK

COPIRIGNT PHOTGSAAPH. STHE GESCLLS ¥







THE LIFE OF JESUS 24710

of the people, who lay heavy burdens on the people as if
such were the commandments of God, while they them-
selves do not stir a finger; they load their country’s land
with debt, devour its houses, and pray all the time without
ceasing; all these people are an abomination to the lLord
and to His Messenger. He will destroy them all.  And
when He has done all this, when He has driven forth the
enemy and slain those who ruin the people, then the others,
the oppressed, the quiet people of the country, shall dwell
in peace and happiness in a land purified and free, IHe their
glorious King, they His free and gladsome people. .
Where are ye, ye poor and pure in heart? How few ye
are, my people! Hark! He comes! Purify your souls!
Away with all evil from heart and life! Hark! the steps
of the Son of God!”’

So he spoke in broken words, spoke to a despairing
people. So the alarums ring out before the break of day
over the army lying in uneasy sleep on the battlefield oppo-
site the foe. The whole people heard his voice.

The Liberals laughed. ‘¢ Live and let live!’’ The proud
Church party stared. ‘¢ What? the Saviour is to come as
our enemy? What a fool the man is!’’ All the quiet,
unhappy people in the land leapt up. ‘¢ What a note is
that! What does he say? Misery at an end?’’ and they
went to him in crowds. And the clear note penetrated to
the silent depths of that divinely quickened soul dwelling
in the quiet northern village, to Jesus the carpenter.
‘“ What does he say? The piety which the Church teaches
is false? God wants pure, holy men. . . . Yes, these
are'they whom He wants.”’

At night in autumn a storm rises in the western sea,
comes over to land with a roar, expends its first headlong
onset in vain against the high, thick beeches round the
woodland pond. Foiled, it pauses for a moment, to dash
with concentrated force against the stubborn resistance of
the trees; as they crash to the ground it throws itself upon
the pool, lashing and torturing it. Such a storm now arose
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in the depths of his silent soul. ¢ What does he say? the
long-promised Saviour is coming now? now? now the great
wonder is to be? the people is to be free and happy! now?
yes, now! Our need is at our throats. Yes, he is coming
now. I will go and see the man.”’

And so the quiet young master laid aside hammer and
measure. As he went the KEternal Power glowed and
worked within him. ‘¢ The Saviour is coming. . . . What
does he look like? What will he be like? God and the
spirit of goodwill work powerfully within him.”’

When he reached his destination on the evening of the
second day he found crowds gathered together from all
directions, from west and east, from the great town in the
south and the moors in the north. An ill treated, confused,
and despairing people, betrayed and cheated by King and
Church. They looked up to the one strong man who spoke
to them of the downfall of the King and of the rich and
of the pious Church party, and foretold the time of bliss at
hand for all who were free from sin. ‘¢ The Saviour, the
Messenger from God is at hand ; in one hand he holds death,
in the other a happy life in a free land.”” Thousands came
to him, and, kneeling down in the stream that flowed in its
bed of white sand down into the valley, vowed, with his
hands upon their heads, ¢ Our souls shall be as pure as the
water, as clean as the white sand, so that we may dwell
in a pure and happy land under the holy hero, we who now
are meek, lowly, and oppressed.”’

This sight, this supreme moment, made a deep impression
on the northern peasant; his soul, freed from the dangers
which has beset it among the silent moors, of distraction
by visionary dreaming or restless wandering from its true
course, was roused at once to insight and to action. ‘¢ What
does he say? . . . Pure men are to live in a pure land?
How can a man become pure? He does not know. No
one knows. Do I know? . . . Do I know? . . . The
pure life? Yes. I can point the way . . . have I not
borne that knowledge in my soul since Iwas a child? Have
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I not always seen Thee, holy and everlasting power, as
Fatherly love? 1 have been Thy child since I could think
at all; Thy child, loving, pure, beloved. In communion
with Thee all sin is wiped away. The kingdom of Heaven
is at hand. Happiness is at hand for my poor people.
Yes, it is at hand . . . now it must come. Help, O
Father, that Thy Kingdom come! Bring all Thy people
to Thy knees pure and happy as I am! Father, what am
I to do? where is the Saviour? Father, who is he? Father,
show him to me. . . . Father, who is he?

Overcome by the waves of thought and feeling that
surged through his soul, he knelt down in the white sand
among the others, seeming in that action utterly to abro-
gate his will and to hand over his whole being in passionate
self-surrender into the hands of the sacred and everlasting
Power above him. ‘I am Thine, my will is Thine; my
Father, who art goodness and truth. . . .? and in a
moment of wrapt and wholly blissful ecstasy he seemed to
feel and to hear that the Kternal Power, his ‘‘ Father in
Heaven,”” accepted this passionate surrender of his pure
will. ¢ Thou art my beloved son, in whom I am well
pleased.”?

He arose and stepped back. That night he stayed in the
district; in the new and rapturous illumination of joyous
thoughts and sublime presentiments he understood clearly
the vague misery, the singing joy of his childhood. ‘I am
a prophet, a herald of eternal truth like the holy heroes
of old! A messenger from God. Happiness is coming to
my poor people: the Kingdom of Heaven! it is at hand.
I announce it, I His messenger! the last of His messengers,
the Saviour!

Next morning he set out northward. For two, three
hours he walked till his homeward way brought him into a
lonely and desolate region. Here the lofty feelings that
had surged up in him sank, and as he wandered over the
barren moor his heart became heavier and heavier at every
step. At last he stood still, brooding. ‘¢ When I reach
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home tomorrow evening, I, who have always been so shy
and silent, must stand up and say: ¢ Purify vour hearts,
purify your lives; the kingdom of Heaven is at hand.’
. . . They are all expecting a holy hero who shall free
us with sword and word from the foreign yoke. ¢ Out with
your swords!’ That I cannot do. God’s voice has never
said that to me. Or can I? I am the wisest in the land;
I have power over men; shall I announce what will please
them? Shall I alter a little what God says within me?
What I have to say to them is too lofty, too sacred. . .

The quiet, yes; but my mother; my brothers; all the rich
men of the village! The Nationalists and the Prince!
The first will be suspicious; the second will threaten; and
the Prince will have me put in prison. . . . So I must
alter it a little; I smust alter it. I will clothe myself in
gorgeous raiment, miracles, and splendid deeds, and then
say, ‘I am the Saviour! Sword in hand!’ and then the

people will rally round me. . . . No, no, you spirits of
evil . . . avaunt, messengers of Satan. . . . I will listen

to God alone.”’

The day passed and night descended; he cowered at the
edge of the cliff, a poor, lonely man, tortured by hideous
doubt, a man in the bitterest extremity of need.

He prays, and strength comes to him for a moment;
but again his courage sinks; he prays again, begging his
¢ Father in Heaven ’’ to give him strength and light. He
begs, ‘¢ Show me the truth. Tell me, shall I help my people
with Thy sword and Thy word, or with Thy word alone? ”’
All night his soul sought for a way of escape like a eaged
wild beast that ramps restlessly up and down, glaring in
vain at the bars through which he cannot pass.

Later he told his friends, and they believed what had
become a part of the popular faith that Satan, the ruler of
the evil spirits, appearing from the darkest quarter of
Heaven, stood by his side and said to him, ‘‘ Add something
of earth to the pure work of God.”’

His fear of others, his vanity, all his sensual desires
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fought with a strong man’s strength against that stronger
part of him that was pure and holy. All day the struggle
lasted. At times he turned to go northward, and then,
shrinking back, he turned again on to the moor. Often he
was in great danger of betraying his Father in Heaven
and returning home the same quiet craftsman that he had
left it, save that his soul was rent asunder and his inner
life desolated by the reproachful voice of conscience. Often
he came near to adding something of earth, ‘¢ Out with your
swords! I am the holy leader whom God has promised
you.”” The whole future of humanity depended on the
purity of soul, the courage, and the truth of a single man.

But he was very brave. He was so stainless, so pure.
He thought of the rapture of the momentary communion
of his soul with God. In passionate prayer he clung to
the knees of his Father in Heaven; and He helped him.
Certainly the Eternal was by his side. Yet the work was
his own; it is him we must thank. Jesus, the northern
carpenter; it is He who helped mankind. At last he arose
victorious. ‘‘ I will do Thy work and Thine alone, without
the sword, without any earthly help. I will believe and
not doubt; Thy blessed kingdom is at hand, and I must
raise it without the help of the sword. I leave it to Thee
to show me in Thy own good time whether I am indeed the
Saviour. Help me, O Father in Heaven.”’

Then, he said, he was made strong. Angels from Heaven
stood round him, and fear was gone from him. Drawing
a long, deep breath, he went northward with no more doubt
in his heart. His will was now at rest, desiring only to
do the pure and gracious will of God. ‘¢ I will do Thy will,
announce the coming of Thy kingdom and Thy rule in my
country, troubling myself not at all about other men.”’
He went north.

The report followed him, ¢‘ The Baptist has been put in
prison by the duke; he is to die at the hangman’s hand.”
But all fear was gone from him. He stands there pure
and free, in his hands the purest task in the world, close
to the Eternal Power, close to his ¢‘ Father in Heaven.”’
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In two days he reached his native district. Avoiding
his own village he made his first appearance as a preacher
in a village that lay to the east of it. He rose without
any doubt or any fear, his eyes shining with joy and the
authority of the Eternal, which said to him, ‘‘ Arise! speak!
Thou art My dear son. Speak! It is My will that thou
sayest what thou sayest and doest what thou doest.”’

The eagle now began to {ly. He arose, and for the first
time went up to the desk and opened the ancient chronicle;
and as they looked at him they saw this was no dry teacher,
but a man whose deepest soul was stirred and possessed
by the spirit of God. He read the place where it is written:
“‘ The spirit of the Lord is upon me. Becaunse he anointed
me to preach good tidings to the poor; He hath sent me to
proclaim release to the captives, and recovering of sight
to the blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised, to pro-
claim the acceptable year of the Lord.”

Laying the book down he drew a deep breath, and said,
‘¢ The ancient seripture is being fulfilled now, now. Poor,
oppressed people, the promised time of happiness is come;
the kingdom of Heaven is beginning among us. Give your-
selves to Him and be His children, and all the shadows that
weigh on human life will disappear, all of them; evil con-
science, sorrow, death itself. In the light of happiness
human life will be as resplendent as the halls of God. Give
vourselves to Him! be His children! The kingdom of
Heaven is at hand, the blessed time of which the prophets
spake is at hand. Listen, believe my words, and rejoice.”’

So he spake, and the poor, the trembling, the oppressed,
marveled and rejoiced. He went on his way from place
to place, avoiding his native village, and his long years of
silent, lonely pondering had taught him to understand the
ground tones of human life. All day his heart ached with
a passion of pity for the misery and need where all might
have been sweetness, and found no rest for the anguish of
his compassion. ¢‘ I must cleanse my people so that they
may find that bliss in the nearness of God which has been
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mine since my childhood.”” The whole day he was filled
with the immovable courage that inspired the early heroes.
¢ T will make it come to pass. I will conquer my brethren
and make them approach God in the joyful spirit which is
mine. The soul is made for goodness, its nature is divine;
it must succeed in casting forth Satan and his friends. A
storm shall blow through the land and set the people free
from evil; the good shall conquer and convince the evil;
the eager shall carry the sluggish with them; the quiet
overcome the cold-hearted pietists. God and His angels
shall rule over the people; under His protection they shall
be pure and happy, freed from sin and sorrow, each man
under his own roof tree.”’

Such was his faith, his love, his hope: and he announced
it in words like morning dew or the water of a deep and
sparkling spring, to a people of quick understanding, deep
piety, and ancient race, who looked back from the desperate
misery of the present to the glory of the past and yearned
for freedom and happiness. It was natural that he roused
them. Excitement spread all through the northern dis-
trict, his passage from village to village was like a bridal
train. Downcast eyes looked up: they began to sing and
hum in voices that had lost their musie through long disuse.
Once more men talked of great questions at their doors and
by the fireside: these were great times when they talked
of their God, of their souls, of their country. Stir and
excitement took the place of the old lassitude.

The quiet men were well pleased with him: ‘¢ He doesn’t
count off on his fingers what one has to do, and what one
is allowed to do. Seven times seven: and you may eat this
and you may not do that, and on the Sabbath, so and so.
‘Who can attend to all these commandments? He speaks the
one simple truth, ¢ Give thy soul to thy Father in Heaven
and to thy fellow-men . . . then, thou art blessed.” ”’

And in the evening the fishers were sitting and standing
on the shore beside their boats: they had listened to him
and seen him. ‘‘Simon . . . why have you sat all day
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without saying a word, staring, you who are the most lively
of all as a rule? What do you say to the man?’’ Simon
got up from the edge of the boat, his lips trembling, and
his eyes fixed on the ground. ‘¢ Brother, look after my boat
and my nets. . . . To give one’s soul to God; to have
one’s life filled with love and truth. . . . Blessed is the
man, who goes with him. . . . I will follow him and be
always by his side.”’

The small officials surrounded him: he was their man.
The Nationalists said to them: ¢‘ Pray seven times, wash,
and lay down your office. If you don’t do this and that you
are sinners, outcasts, foredoomed to Hell.”” He did not so.
He did not rebuke: he did not curse. He showed them the
happiness of a soul relying in love on the goodness of God.
¢TIt is a light yoke and a soft burden indeed. How heavy
in comparison are the commandments of the Synagogue, the
misdeeds, the evil conscience, the anxiety, the struggle for
existence. The burden of a life far from God is too heavy
for mortal shoulders to bear: but we can bear it with a
brave and innocent heart if one rests like a child against
the knees of God. And afterward comes the kingdom of
God.”

When they heard this they rejoiced and said unto
another: ‘¢ What can one say to that? It’s the absolute
truth. What do you say, Matthew, you brooder, what do
you think of it? >’ The same evening he saw Matthew sit-
ting at his desk in his publican’s office, and, as he passed,
cast a long look toward him: a look that went through and
through the man, so that he rose slowly to his feet, com-
pelled by those wonderful eyes and the force of that spot-
less goodness, and, taking up his cloak, he followed him
with blanched face.

All the sick who had lain in misery, often from their
childhood on, in the houses of their relatives; all those who
had been driven from their homes by melancholy, or ill-
weaved ambition, by the visions of madness or the grip of
infectious disease, and dwelt apart in deserted and ruin-
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ous hovels — all these — and there were thousands of them
— came in wild excitement. All believed that for some sin
they had committed they were now inhabited by emissaries
of Satan. To them, the possessed, he came, this gracious,
gentle son of man, this child of God, with nothing but joy,
joy and irresistible hope in his heart. ¢ There is an end
to all sorrow. The joyful kingdom of Heaven is at hand!”’
They cried aloud: ¢‘ Behold, behold! He is like the holy
heroes of old! God dwells within him, a spirit from God
dwells within him. He must be able to help us, in whom
a spirit of evil dwells.”” Round him they gathered, a crowd
of groaning, cursing, beseeching humanity: lost souls in
crippled bodies.

It is impossible to paint the picture in sufficiently moving
language. This people had, perhaps, no more sick among
them than others, but all the sick lay in the street, aided by
no doctor, sheltered by no roof, consoled by no compassion.
Now help had come: help from God. Ten thousand sick
and one physician! And he? He knew one thing—there
is, there can be mno sickness in the kingdom of Heaven.
The demon of disease fell away like discarded rags from
all who were ready to put away evil from them, to take
their stand on God’s side. He could heal when heart and
will came to meet him. There was on his side a holy long-
ing to help, almost feverish in its intensity, a passionate
cry to his ¢“ Father in Heaven,’’ ¢¢ shall not Thy Kingdom
come in this land.”” When there met him on the other side
an eager faith, an utter dependence of the diseased and
weakened will on the courage shining in his stainless eyes,
then he could help. ¢ Thou art the child of God? A child
of God cannot be sick. . . . Come, give me thy hand.

. Now . . . arise . . . now . . . rejoice, be
not afraid.”’

They cried aloud ‘‘Behold, the Saviour! he is the
Saviour!’’ The cry rang through him. ‘¢ The Saviour?
Am T he? If I am, my people are in my hand. . . .
Lead me not into temptation! KEvil spirits speak with
their lips.”’
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In the evening he came to a village by the lake, and
entered the dwelling of an acquaintance. Immediately the
house was full of people, crowding up to door and window.
In the village there was a hysterical young man, with no
strength of mind or body, who had lain for years speech-
less and crippled in a morbid trance, supposed by himself
and the villagers to be smitten by evil spirits. Now, his
father and mother took up the litter in which he lay, and,
coming to the house, cried, ‘“ Let us come in.”” It was
impossible. Strong arms raised the litter, removed some
of the beams of the flat-wooden roof, and lowered the
sick man to Jesus’ feet. There was a loud outery on all
sides, the surging crowd turned their eyes to him in pas-
sionate expectancy. ‘‘You can help: you must help the
poor man.”” The sick man looked up at him, trembling
entreaty in his eyes. He bent over, and something of his
holy desire to help, something of his confident certainty
passed into the sick man. ‘¢ Since thou hast come in pas-
sionate entreaty, in trembling faith, thou art free from the
evil power: the evil spirits have no power upon thee. Thou
art the child of God: His time is come.”” With a cry the
sick man raised himself. ‘‘Arise and walk.”” It was a
great time.

A spring storm went through the little land. He bore
the storm and the storm bore him. The kingdom of Heaven
had really begun. ‘¢TIt is clear: the whole people will be
won. Everywhere the rule, the kingdom of God shall have
might! His will has hitherto only been done in Heaven,
it shall now be done on earth. The land is now becoming
holy, and a Holyland is free and happy. What can resist,
if God and man stand together? *’

The first dark clouds rose in the smiling sky. Two, three,
at the same time.

It was the faith of the whole country that a Saviour was
to bring about the kingdom of Heaven upon earth. There-
fore, soon after his appearance, there began to be question-
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ings among the people. *‘Is this the Saviour?!’” They
pondered deeply over it: ‘‘Is this he! Yes, this is he.
Look at his eyes: he is the blessed Son of God. Think
how good he is, how blessed the work of his hands.”’

Then they began to doubt again. ‘¢ No, this is not he.
How could you say this was he? Do you not know that the
Saviour shall be descended from an ancient royal house,
that he shall fulfil the law, heal all the sick, destroy the
oppressors, and create an empire upon earth. This is not
the Saviour.”” The hero knew that he was the Saviour:
his own holy spirit said to him: ‘I am he for whom ye
wait, for I can bring my people to the blessed accomplish-
ment of the kingdom of God. I am he for whom ye wait
and I will declare that T am.”’

He saw the deep gulf that separated his faith and the
faith of his people: he saw that they did not understand
him, that they could not free themselves from the old, mate-
rial faith: he saw that they always desired to confound
his teaching with this old material faith, and now it surged
perpetually round him like the surf dashing against the
cliff. The people said to him, demanded with the furious
hunger of a concealed desire, ‘“Be the Saviour of our
dreams!?” He stood firm, pure in heart, gracious in spirit,
child and man: ‘‘I will be the Saviour that my Father
wills.”?

Then there fell a shadow over that pure and lofty spirit.
The sick and the insane were importunate in their entreat-
ies: and so it came to pass that he became a worker of
miracles. Then, as now, people were never tired of pro-
pounding as a final and irrefragable doctrine, ‘‘ Health is
the highest good.”” ‘¢ Make me healthy! and me! and my
brother! and my child! If you ean do that you are the
Messiah, the Saviour.”” Physical suffering, physical needs,
rose up like a giant and pressed him from his path.

The goal to which his path led was not the release from
sickness of ‘a hundred sick, but the emancipation of a whole
people from all the ills of mind, body, and estate by bring-
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ing them over to the side of God. He saw the danger
rising gigantic before him, and a spirit of restlessness
drove him from village to village, and roused him anew in
the midst of his desire to dream alone in lonely fields.

A new trouble came from the south, from the capital.
The Nationalists and clericals, dwelling in close proximity
to the great temple, used to send their least important
teachers, priests, and agents to the poor populations of
the north. But now that there resounded from the north
the clear note: ¢ Our Father in Heaven has set up His
kingdom in our land; He will make us free and blessed,’’
they realized that the question was highly serious. And
so these leaders of religion and patriotism sent to the north
their most harsh and fervent agents. They regarded him
with dark, knitted brows.

It was a strange intercourse, with the mass of the people
indifferent to religion, actively opposed to the Church, and
the publicans, the betrayers of their country. ¢ Yes,”’ he
said, mockingly; ¢‘ why should I trouble about the righteous,
the strong, those who have everything? They need no
physician. I love those who seek to be purified and healed,
who hunger and thirst after strength.’”” They came to
him with uplifted hands, a commandment at the end of each
finger. ‘¢ God says, you shall fast.”” ¢“Ah!’’ he replied;
‘“ we are forced to fast when our throats are closed by fear
or famine.”” ¢ God says, you shall do no work on the Sab-
bath.”” ‘¢ Yes,’’ said he, ‘‘ rejoice and help one another on
the Sabbath.”’” In clear words, glowing -with goodness, he
opposed their distorted and senseless interpretation by his
truth, which came to men like sunshine. He thought, in-
deed, that he might avoid a breach with these men. Carried
away by the enthusiasm of the people, he thought that, in
spite of their gloom, they, too, would be aroused; his brave
and stainless soul still cherished the dream, ¢‘ The whole
people blessed and holy beneath the sceptre of God.”’

But a few days later, embittered by the discovery of their
own impotence, they went before the people. There is
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nothing in the whole world more dreadiul than the pro-
fessional religion of people whose hearts have no love in
them. ¢¢ He violates the commandments of God, do not ye
do so. His great deeds are done by evil means.”” Then
the Holy Helper arose, his gracious heart, as always, full
of pity, standing before them, as the angel of the Lord once
stood in burning wrath before Cain, he said, ¢ Beware!
He who knowingly calls that which is good evil is guilty of
an immortal sin.”” They shrank back and made their way
south, to the capital, where they reported: ¢ This man is
bringing the Church in the north into disgrace; he is a
danger to God and the State.”” They worked in the dark,
by underground means. . . . Soon afterward, on their
instigation, his own mother and brothers came from his
native village and appeared in front of the house where he
was. ‘‘ We have heard that some say he is one of the
heroes of old; others even declare him to be the Saviour
himself. He is a poor, demented man. Help us to take
him home with us.”’

‘When they told him within that his own folk were mourn-
ing over him outside, his strong, stainless heart stood still
for a moment; but he lifted up his head.

And the goodness of God permitted him at this moment
to meet beaming eyes looking up into his. ‘I have no
mother,’’ he said, ‘‘ and no brethren. My mother and my
brethren are those which hear the word of God and do it.”’

Yet the blow rankled. ¢I am deserted by mine own
people, by those who have known me from my childhood
and know that there is in me a good spirit sent from God.
I will go home and see whether they receive me.”’

He went from village to village, through crowds of wor-
shippers, and curious, miserable, and sick; at every corner
agents of the Church; and so reached home. They were
ready for him there. They looked at him with sombre
eyes. Jesus the Carpenter, old Joseph’s son; is he to set
himself above the learned priests of the capital? Is he to
be a saint and a hero? The Saviour Himself who is to
bring the kingdom of Heaven upon earth?
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“If you can . . . look, there is a sick man. . . . you
have known him since vour childhood. Help him.”’

In the sick man’s eye there was no gleam of confidence,
of love. His trust and courage, thus lamed, could not avail;
he could not help him.

Then they mocked at him, and cried in furious anger:
““The fool has made us a laughing stock in the land.”’
They wanted to lay hands upon him. But he went, and
departed from among them.

His home was lost.

From this day onward the way of the gracious one led
into the shadow; from this day his face bore the expression
of intense struggle. He knew not that all could not be
children of God; there must be a parting. The Baptist had
spoken of it. Well, then, let the parting come. ‘¢ Think
ye that I am come to give peace on the earth? Not peace,
but a sword.”’

There was no fear. His burning eyes sought out his
opponents. He knew his path and feared it not. The
craftsman took up the contest against the history of his
people, against the great men of his people, against all
the powers of the world. He knows the power of evil is
at an end. God is with him. God gives him the victory.
¢“T am come to cast fire upon the earth, and would it were
ablaze already.”’

Through the land there rang a clear and piercing trumpet
call; like a signal to the regiment standing drawn up in the
morning gray to charge upon the foe, it penetrated to the
marrow of those that heard. No man had hitherto struck
so deep into those sacred springs where the divine dwells
in secret in the hearts of men. No one had spoken with
such power to thrill and change.

¢¢ Is it keeping a thousand commandments, my brethren,
a load that is laid like a sack of sand upon the back of an
ass, that makes men righteous? Is it praying, fasting,
going to church, or washing? Purify your hearts, my
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brethren; hold your hands always ready to do what is right
and true. Only those who do the will of God can hope to
live in a free and happy land. Purify your lives, purify
your souls! Be holy; the kingdom of Heaven is at hand,
which shall set men asunder. Ye have heard that it was
said to them of old time: ¢¢Thou shalt not kill.”” But I
say unto you, Away with all anger and all hatred, let your
soul glow in forgetting and forgiving. Ye have Leard that
it was said, ‘‘ Thou shalt not commit adultery,’’ but I say
unto you, If thou look after another woman with desire in
thy heart, pluck out thy right eye and cast it from thee;
be pure with the one eye that thou hast. Again, ye have
heard it said, ¢ Thou shalt not forswear.”” 1 say unto
vou, A lie is an unthinkable thing to the children of God.
Let your speech be yes and no . . . that is enough. You
have heard it said, ‘‘ An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.”’
I say unto you, Resist not him that is evil. Let them strike
you. You will overcome them by your gentleness. .
Be all goodness and compassion. Put away everything:
clothing and family. Have no other thoughts but ‘¢ Father
in Heaven, Thy kingdom come.’’ What are possessions,
what is right and wrong in the kingdom of God? But if
the power of evil tries to drag you away from God, call on
Him and pray, pray fervently. Ye shall be heard, most
assuredly ye shall be heard. Would a father, when his
children ask him for bread, give them stones?
What things are ye to pray for? Trifles? Clothes and
shoes, a house and garden, good neighbors, and so forth?
Assuredly not. A little bread for today, so that ye may
live to see the kingdom come. Pray that the kingdom come!
Pray that ye be ready for its coming. Pray, ¢ Our Father,
Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done on earth as it is in
Heaven. Give us bread this day; forgive us as we forgive
others.”’

Looking into their faces, he saw reflected in their eyes
the struggle between joyous belief and oppressed misery.

Bitter was his condemnation of all earthly goods.

Vor. XVII—19
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‘¢ Accursed 1s money; accursed the care that lurks in the
shadow of money. Wealth is guilty when it dominates all
thoughts and conquers the soul itself, guilty when it lives
in idle forgetfulness of the poor and sick dwelling near it
in the squalor of their sunless homes. Accursed is money.
If you possess it you are guilty. Ixpiate your guilt; give
away your money to lessen the poverty of the land.”’

A man rose up and came to Him, ‘‘ Lord, my brother is
deceiving me about my inheritance. Command him to give
it to me.”’ He turned away in contempt. ‘¢ Man, who has
made me a judge of inheritance? I am no assignor of acres
and oxen! I am here to say, ¢ Let your wealth go. Look,
the sparrows sow not, the lilies spin not, and their Father
in Heaven feeds and clothes them every day. Shall He let
the children of His kingdom, the care of His soul, perish of
hunger and cold? Away with money! It is worthless, it
hinders you. Do not collect money, collect rather the love
of God and man. Care for this only; God’s 1and shall be
our home. Soon! tomorrow! or the day after tomorrow!
Care and strive only for this—to be worthy of the blessed
home, the blessed time that is close at hand.’

‘ Be not afraid, children of God! Despair not of your
own soul; God dwells within it to help it. See how small
a grain of mustard seed, you can hold it between the tips
of your two fingers; and yet it grows, grows into a tree.
Be not afraid, children of God; will one thing only, to bring
your souls close to God. Forgetting all else, care for this
alone. The merchant goes down to the beach to buy what
is for sale. A pearl-fisher held a pearl in the hollow of his
hand, a pearl of great price; to be bought cheap. A bar-
gain, a bargain! The man hastened away; he sold and
put away from him his land, his house, and all his posses-
sions, and returned with the money in the hollow of his
hand, and bought the pearl. It was of unspeakable value.
In a moment he became very rich. Brethren, purify your
souls! Draw near to God! The bliss of God costs little
to obtain. Look at my eyes, look at my life, look at all I
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do— God’s bliss dwells within my soul. God’s bliss comes
—vyes, 1t comes. Look at me.”’

An old woman had kept her ecager eyes fixed upon him;
now she cried in her clear old voice, ¢ Blessed is the womb
that bare thee, and the breasts which thou didst suck.”’

His soul was still full of soaring hope. He forgot and
despised the enmity of the clericals. The wound his home
had dealt him healed, although a scar remained. There
were many who doubted, but many stood before him with
joyful eyes. Lofty exaltation went before him like a gleam-
ing herald; and the faithful stood at his right hand and his
left like knightly watchmen. Rejoicing sounded behind
him like a waving banner.

His courage was high; he sent the disciples who had been
three or four months with him now into the surrounding
districts; they declared, ‘‘ There is an end to all sorrow;
the kingdom of Heaven, yearned for so long, is now at hand.
A man like the heroes of old, a man beloved by God and
men, a man of kindly strength and lofty stainlessness of
soul is now among us. He announces the day of healing,
he forgives sin, and reproves the spirits of evil and casts
them forth. He has conquered altogether; our enchanted
souls stand before him in speechless rapture. Believe us,
cast all evil from you that your hearts may laugh like ours,
and then God in Heaven will suddenly make an end of all
our misery, and, with the help of His thousand angels, will
build His kingdom in our land.”’

After a week they returned. ‘¢ Oh, Lord, even the evil
spirits within the sick and the insane did our bidding.’’
Then his soul rejoiced mightily. ‘I saw Satan fall from
his dark corner in Heaven like a flash of lightning on to
earth, to save what he could save. He sees that his king-
dom is at an end upon the earth. But I laugh and rejoice
in Thee, my Father in Heaven; I laugh and rejoice that
Thou, a Mysterious Being, has displayed to me Thy gra-
ciousness and made me Thy child, and now helpest me to
bring to Thee many others of Thy children. I laugh and
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rejoice that no one has known Thee save I alone, that all
must now sce from me and learn from me and attain bliss
through me. I langh and rejoice that Thou hast not opened
Thy kingdom to the great and wise, but to men like me,
lowly and unlearned.”’

And so, rejoicing, he went on his way, always kindly,
always full of graciousness.

A rich Nationalist named Simon, who liked to have
famous people at his table and to have a reputation for
generosity, invited him to a feast. The table was set in
the open hall ; the guests sat round with bare feet, according
to the custom of the country. There was a great press at
the door; a poor girl, tortured by remorse for a life of
dissipation, heard that he was there of whom it was said
that the spirit of God dwelt in him in some wondrous man-
ner. She stood there seeking for him; then, recognizing
the true, gentle eyes, she fell on her knees before him. As
she lay there she saw that his feet were dusty from the way,
and, taking water from a vessel, she washed his feet, weep-
ing the while, and, bending down, dried them with her long
hair. A silence fell upon the hall; there was no sound save
her bitter weeping. Then the hero, looking up, saw secret
scorn written on the face of his host. “If you were a
saint you would know that she is a prostitute.”” Fire
burned in his eyes. ‘‘ Simon; I have something to say to
you.”” The silence was more intense. ‘‘A moneylender
lent money to two men, fifty shekels to one, five hundred
to the other. Neither of them could pay him back. He
gave them what they owed him. Now tell me, which of the
two would love the moneylender most?’’

Simon smiled: ¢ The one to whom the most was given.”’

Then the gracious one said angrily: ‘¢ Listen, Simon.
All over our country it is customary to give a guest who
comes in from the dusty street water to wash his feet, and
a friendly handshake. You gave me neither the one nor
the other. You think you do not need to be kind ; you think
you need neither God nor man; you think you owe nothing
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to any one, not cven fifty shekels. You think. SRR (31
this lost, ruined woman! . . . This woman, Simon!

Five hundred shekels, that is a great deal to owe God and
man! .\ great sinner! But, behold, all her sins are for-
gotten and forgiven; because of the love she has poured out
to me, a wanderer, and to God, whom she knows within me.
Love of God and man, Simon, can cover a multitude of sins.
Are you forgiven, Simon?”’

To her he spoke tenderly. ‘¢ Godin Ieaven isthy Father,
too, and He loves thee. Ile loves thee, just as thou art.
Do thou love Him also, even if thou canst not free thyself
from sin! Go now, do not weep so.”’

And so he went from village to village, always great and
good, filled with new inspirations.

But behind him, far enough behind for the dust of daily
life to have settled down and choked the excited souls;
behind him there crept black enemies. They rose like crows
from the roof of a church, rising up and up, flying on and
on, following the wild beast as he takes his lonely way into
the field, flying behind him, cawing softly; they rose from
the great Temple in the south and flew north, flew north
behind him, screeching, ‘‘ You think you will destroy the
ancient holy things; you shall yet see and marvel, you fool,
how deeply rooted they are in the soul of the people.”’
They cried passionately to the people, ‘‘ Remain in the faith
of your ancestors! Will you deride your fathers in their
graves? Is thisignorant man, brought up in some little vil-
lage far from the knowledge of the Synagogue, on the verge
of the moorland, is he to lay hands on the Holy of Holies,
which the learned men of God protect? Is he to lay hands
on the sole and most sacred possession of our poor, unhappy
country, the Synagogue? What else does it mean? Is this
to be the promised Saviour? Does he fulfil a single con-
dition of the true Saviour? He is the servant of the devil.”’

They stirred up misery, fear, and terror; they let con-
fusion loose again. They talked secretly with the women
and with the palsied old men. They played upon the stu-
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pidity and superstition of the masses; freeing them from
the terrible necessity of judging for themselves. ¢ We are
priests, and therefore know.”’

Many refused to listen to them. Those of a deeper ten-
derness of soul, many a strong, simple man, many a brave
woman, many a workman said, ‘“ What is the Synagogue
to us? Has it ever cared for us? ”’

Many looked up to him with joyful eyes, transported by
his inspiration, his goodness, and his truth. But the great
mass of the people, that blind and heavy beast that had
lifted its head a little and begun to look about it a little
when his clear voice rang in its ears, the mass of the people
went back to its slumbers. ‘¢ Certainly the commandments
and customs of the Synagogue are sacred. How could they
be so venerable else? Our fathers and our grandfathers
strove to keep them faithfully. Oh, me! what an age; why
has one to ponder so deeply? Sit still, my soul; my soul, the
priests must know. Look how clever their eyes are, and
what deep lines are in their lofty brows! Beware, my soul!
I pray thee, be at peace and keep to the old order of things.”’
So the heavy beast became calm once more: the crows flew
on behind him without uttering a sound.

The sunshiny hero turned and retraced his steps; the
whole district he had covered hitherto was not more than
five or six days’ journey. When he returned he found a
change in the attitude of the people; he saw that they were
falling away from him. He went on until he came to a
village through which he had passed in triumph four months
ago; the people stood on the thresholds, immovable. He
passed through several little towns by the lake, where four
and five months ago he had been surrounded by eager
crowds, with madmen shrieking, sick men brought out into
the street on their litters, women imploring him for aid,
all eyes turned to him in passionate excitement, every one
at his feet, as he declared, ‘“ Our country is now like a
blessed Holyland.”” Now the streets were empty, one or
two faces looking shyly round the doors. He came to the
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little town by the lake which only two months ago he had
called ‘“ my town ’’ in proud assurance, when enthusiasm
had risen high in streets and houses; where the kingdom
of Heaven seemed already to rule in the streets and to
inspire men’s hearts. The sick still came, and some of the
faithful. But the mass of the people stayed nervously at
home. ¢ We can hear no trumpet blast from Heaven.
The kingdom of Heaven does not come. He is good, but
mistaken.”” The clericals threatened.

‘When he saw the decline of faith, this nervous shrinking
away from him, he could not restrain the words of burning
anger. ‘‘ Woe to you, towns of the lake; ye who have seen
wonders. Others would have repented in sackecloth and
ashes. Woe to you, my town! Thou wast raised up to
Heaven, thou shalt be cast down to Hell.”” All joy was
gone; his heart was burdened and cast down. What could
he do? His soul, pregnant with a new and glorious world,
could not bring it into being. What could he do? He
knows that his Heavenly Father is ever by his side, but
men will not believe. What can he do? To go back is
impossible, but can he abandon the cause of his joy; leave
the truth with all its sweetness? What can he do? Come
to an understanding with the Church party? Say, ‘‘ Go on
fasting and washing, keep the commandments and the Sab-
bath, and purify your hearts.”” That was impossible. One
cannot cut truth in halves, keep one half and let the other
go. If it meant death, he must stand by the truth, one and
indivisible. Serve God whole-heartedly, and God’s will be
done! . . . ‘“What is God’s will? What is He doing
with me? ’’

Then there came two events to bring the final clearness,
like nightly beacons to show the further path.

Once again for the second and last time the wild, dark
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