HEA
e






















M
{A[..L o
B



















y LA ULEe S

A=

A

31







Copyright 1914
by )
TEE GERMAN PUBLICATION SOCIETY



CONTRIBUTORS AND TRANSLATORS

VOLUME XVIII

Special Writers

Lupwic LeEwisoHN, AM., Assistant Professor of the German Language and
Literature, Ohio State University:
The Life of Gerhart Hauptmann.

Paur H. GRUMMANN, AM., Professor of Modern German Literature, Univer-
sity of Nebraska:
The Contemporary German Lyrie.

FRIEDRICH SCHOENEMANN, Ph.D., Instructor in German, Harvard University:
Ricarda Huch.

Translators

Lupwiec LewisonN, AM., Assistant Professor of the German Language and
Literature, Ohio State University:
Michael Kramer.

CHARLES HENRY MELTZER:
The Sunken Bell.

MARY MORRISON:
The Weavers.

MURIEL ALMON:
The Recollections of Ludolf Ursleu the Younger.

CHARLES WHARTON STORE, Ph.D., Assistant Professor of English, University
of Pennsylvania:

Flowrets; The New Railroad; The Goldfinch; The Big Merry-Go-Round;
White Lilacs.

MARGARETE MUNSTERBERG :

Girls Singing; War and Peace; Parting and Return; Oh Germany; A
Day Spent; When I Die; Necropolis; Through the Night; From an
Oppressed Heart; Wave Dance Song; Many a Night; Like Omne of
These was He; Enough; The Shepherd’s Day; The Seafarer; Ballad
of the Wall; Fairy Tale; Two Poems to Hans Thoma on His Sixtieth
Birthday; Maiden Melancholy; Talk in a Gondola; The Fair Agnete;
Midnight, ete.

[v]

2006669



Hiw g gt ' -:f‘\f: ll“ ﬁvw
1 VS L
<2 B

......



- CONTENTS OF VOLUME XVIII

Gerhart Hauptmann ¢ Hr
The Life of Gerhart Hauptmann. By Ludwig Lewisohn............... i1
The Weavers. Translated by Mary Morrison............... St o o 16
The Sunken Bell. Translated by Charles Henry Meltzer...... Sl e i 105
Michael Kramer. Translated by Ludwig Lewisohn.............cc00.0. 211
The Contemporary German Lyric. By Paul H. Grummann............ 281

Ferdinand von Saar
Girls Singing. Translated by Margarcte Miinsterberg...... S1e¥s s taba o 3) B9 292

Detlev von Liliencron

War and Peace. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg....... B0068 IO 00 LU
Parting and Return. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............ 294
Flowrets. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork...................... 296
The New Railroad. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork...... R 5 3 o 296

Prince Emil von Schénaich-Carolath
Oh Germany. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............. s, 298

Gustav Falke

A Day Spent. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg...... ST epere e o K 300
When I Die. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.........ccovuun... 301
Isolde Kurz
Necropolis. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg....... N 301
Richard Dehmel
Through the Night. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............. 303
From an Oppressed Heart. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg... ... 303
Wave Dance Song. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.............. 304
Many a Night. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg..........c...... 304
Voice in Darkness. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.............. 305
The Workman. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.......c........ 305
The Goldfinch. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork.................. 306
The Big Merry-Go-Round. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork...... 307

[vii]



viii CONTENTS OF VOLUME XVIII

Armo Holz PAGE
Like One of These was He. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg...... 308

Otto Julius Bierbaum
Enough. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.......... OO C S . 310

Stefan George
The Shepherd’s Day. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg........... 311
The Vigil. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg..................... 312

Lulu von Strauss und Torney
The Seafarer. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............ FpOnt TR 314

Borries von Miinchhausen

Ballad of the Wall. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............ 318
Fairy Tale. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.................... 321
Ninon! Que Fais-Tu de la Vie? Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.. 321
Mine Own Land. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............... 321
White Lilacs. Translated by Charles Wharton Stork.................. 322

3 Rainer Maria Rilke
Two Poems to Hans Thoma on His Sixtieth Birthday. Translated by

Margarete Miinsterberg " B RN RANS N5 S0 DAL SDENIaSE e 323
Maiden Melancholy. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............ 324
Auturin Day. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.................. 324
The Last Supper. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............... 325

From the Book of the Monk’s Life. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg. 325

Hermann Hesse

Talk in a Gondola. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.............. 327
In the Fog. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.................... 328

Agnes Miegel
The Fair Agnete. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg............... 330

Ricarda Huch

Ricarda Huch. By Friedrich Schoenemann..................... ... 332
The Recollections of Ludolf Ursleu the Younger. Translated by Muriel
Al N s S e R R AR S o U ORI o8 339

Midnight. Translated by Margarete Miinsterberg.................... 485



ILLUSTRATIONS — VOLUME XVIII

iBo. Bearity. ~By Max Rlimgen==t T8 L0 s T e . Frontispiece
Giarhart : Hanpbmamig e Jo0F 0 or,. o . 1o TS T N RO N LT 2
Gerhart Hauptmann. By Nicola Perscheid................cooenunnn.. 32
The Silesian Weavers (1847). By Karl Hiibner...................... 62
BRSBTS ICIInger .« ... 00 e oo M b i Rl 92
IS marao o By Max. BAINgar. . .. . u.eiee it oneuoune shioe sa s sl o ome s 122
G racezo . [EWBy Max Klinger....................0 . cooiieouas, 152
Baan and Sprite By 'Max Klinger...................... .00 00 182
QUBCEMRAsSER Tt B Max Klingeri. .0 ... ..o oo nonin. .. thons 208
MahightaNphiis By Max Klinger. ... i .. ... .o vnesouen. 230
L A S M S R PN R | 246
Peace in the Metropolis. By Fritz Kallmorgen...................... 280
Ferdinand von Saar ................ 5 kg B o SBOE oo Eon bbb AL s bot o 292
BRSNS T TIRAGTONA S d. L1 e8) 5. ol ise e s o os oo v s slis e s oo s 294
Pringe Emil vor Schinaich-Carolath .................cccoviiiunnen.. 298
U T e B R R S 300
L R g e s o R T 302
IR Oy 0T G e 5o ¢ St R RS S SR S SR e E L A SN 306
BRI RGN o S R PR WS Tl syl lo s ed B e oo omandl bl e oraiois s oo o d 308
e R O U R J S AR 310
S R s Se g b A SR R e S O 312
BulitvonStranse vRd \ TorRey .\ .. 4 oL . i ol 316
Borries von Miinchhausen ............ccvciiiiieennnnen 5000 of UL 320
LTy R T T N R L R SR e S N S 336
S T A TS 9 T S e S A ... 374
Psyche ‘at the Sea. By Max Klinger............cci0nciiieveennennn. 400
Zeus and Eros. By Max Klinger.............c.ioiiiiiiiiiiiinen. 440

The Abduction of Prometheus. By Max Klinger..........c...... veoes 476






THE LIFE OF GERHART HAUPTMANN

By Lupwiec Lewisoun, A.M.
Assistant Professor of the German Language and Literature, Ohio State University

I

m OR a number of years the literary physiog-
TEPAHANI® nomy of Gerhart Hauptmann was felt, by
critics and historians of literature, to be
lacking in definiteness of outline. It is
even now not uncommon to find Haupt-
mann described as one still in search of
the final medium of self-expression. The
rapidity, however, with which literary and philosophical
movements follow one another in modern life, should enable
us to see the work of Hauptmann in a truer light, an exacter
perspective.

The fact is that the drama of Hauptmann, viewed in its
totality, is remarkably representative of its epoch in the
history of literature and thought. The frequent contrasts
in his work between idealism and sheer realism are not due
to personal vacillation, but rather to the uncontrollable
Zeitgeist expressing itself through an exquisitely sensitive
organism. Of the two special notes of our time—an
exacting consciousness of the actual and a hardy idealism
soaring toward the heights of life —many writers sound
only one. It is the special praise and achievement of
Hauptmann to have united both in his work. He has been
vividly alive to the older naturalistic doctrine, announced
with such feverish energy by the Goncourts: ¢¢ The truth, the
truth in its nakedness and rawness —that is art.”” He has
not been unaware, on the other hand, of the contrary theory
as stated, for instance, by Maeterlinck: ‘¢ If one desires
to produce a lasting and powerful work, it is well to dis-
Vor. XVIII—1
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2 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

engage it from the details of reality.”” Or, in other words,
Hauptmann’s work illustrates an age which has gradually
passed from positivism — from the abandoning, in Comte’s
own words, of ‘‘ a vain search after the origin and destina-
tion of the universe ’’—to a more liberal and mystlcal
philosophy, in the light of which truths of the merely scien-
tific order are seen to be, as Anatole France put it, but pre-
carious and transitory. This is a fairer and exacter inter-
pretation of the creative energy which has given us The
Weavers, and also The Sunken Bell and The Beaver Coat
as well as Henry of Aue.

Hauptmann’s interpretation and criticism of life, how-
ever, although so constantly shaped by the prevalent intel-
lectual currents of his age, have never been argumentative
or direct. In that respect they have differed notably from
the interpretation and criticism of other contemporary dra-
matists. Thus M. Paul Hervieun, for instance, began his
career by a brief series of telling arguments against the
legal status of woman; he has recently used the stage
in defense of the secular institutions of the social order.
Brieux has never written a play but to attack some evil,
unveil some hypoerisy, or scourge some definite injustice.
Shaw has attempted to undermine the emotional bases of
our civilization, and Galsworthy is devoting his admirable
dramatic gift to the service of various causes. Haupt-
mann has had the larger, and surely the wiser vision; for
all these evils are but accidental and transitory elements in
the life of historic man. Man remains. And thus Haupt-
mann, abandoning more and more the brief social ardor of
his youth, has fixed his eye primarily upon humanity amid
conditions and conflicts which, however exactly defined in
time and space, partake, by their very nature, of the recur-
rent and the enduring.

This freedom from the heat of any 1mmed1ate purpose
has enabled Hauptmann to attain a higher degree of plas-
ticity in the final aim of every creative artist— the shaping
of characters. The men and women of Hervieu and Brieux

\
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GERHART HAUPTMANN 3

must, for the play’s necessary effectiveness, possess a given
set of traits, or, at least, these traits must be emphasized
at the expense of their complete selves; or, finally, they
must be placed in situations that serve to bring out the
expression of the specific energies and passions required
by the argument. In other words, the play with a purpose
can never divest itself wholly of intrigue in plot, or of arti-
ficial emphasis in the drawing of character. Hauptmann
has plunged into the fullness of life. His themes have been
hunger and love, aspiration and death. Hence his char-
acters are entire men and women, delineated without sup-
pression or undue stress.

To these two facts — Hauptman’s sensitiveness to the
spiritual temper of his time and his carelessness (since his
earliest plays) of its special and hence passing problems —
may be set down the solidity and impressiveness of his
work. That impressiveness has gradually become apparent
far beyond the limits of Germany and may, in the light of
the modern growth of critical certainty, be expected to
maintain itself. Hence it will be appropriate to seek for
the qualities and experiences of Hauptmann’s personality
in his works, briefly to sketch the movement in the history
of German literature from which he proceeds but which he
has transeended, and, finally, to attempt to disengage some
of his most notable characteristics both as a naturalistic
playwright and as a poet.

IT

Gerhart Hauptmann is a Silesian both by descent and by
his sympathies. His great-grandfather emigrated, as a
weaver, from Bohemia to Silesia, and his grandfather
also ‘¢ sat behind the loom.”” Thus Hauptmann’s intense
absorption in the fate of the Silesian weavers is almost his
birthright. His grandfather, however, returning from the
wars of liberation, took up the more lucrative calling of a
waiter, and rose, before the end of his life, to be an inde-
pendent innkeeper. The inn which he owned and which he
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passed on to his son Robert, was the ¢‘ Prussian Crown ’’ at
Obersalzbrunn, the birthplace of Gerhart Hauptmann.
Robert Hauptmann, the poet’s father, a man of seriousness
and ability, probably described in Drayman Henschel as
Siebenhaar, married Marie Straehler. Frau Hauptmann
belonged to one of the intensely pious families of Silesian
Moravians who are almost the only German representatives
of Protestantism at its highest emotional pitch. It is not
easy to overestimate the influence of his mother and of her
affiliations upon Hauptmann. His leaning to a mystical
type of Christianity, his sympathy with its representatives,
are clearly shown in, Hannele, in Rose Bernd, in The Fool
in Christ, and in numberless individual characters and pas-
sages throughout his works. He is almost alone among
modern (erman authors in his intimate understanding of
the religious experiences of the Christian life.

Gerhart Hauptmann, born November 15, 1862, is the
voungest child of these parents, whose contrasting char-
acters remind one, in spite of the difference of intellectual
and social surroundings, of the characters of Goethe’s
father and mother. The fact that Gerhart was an unsatis-
factory pupil, both in the school of his native village and
in the Realschule at Breslau, whither he was sent in 1874,
is not without significance. The mind of Hauptmann
has always been centred upon its intimate aims; even
in his boyhood he was difficult to deflect to what seemed
alien purposes, and.not until many years later did he turn
to those interests which are basic to a humanistic educa-
tion. In 1878 he was removed from school and placed
in the household of a maternal uncle, where he was to
become a skilled agriculturist. The two years spent here
have left indelible traces upon his work. He gained his
intimate knowledge of the Silesian countryside as shown
in Before Dawn and in Rose Bernd, and fortified his
acquaintance with the spiritual environment from which so
many of his characters have come. The girlhood of Helene
Krause (Before Daown) and of Kaethe Vockerat (Lonely
Lives) was passed amid just such influences. .
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A second stage in the development of the future play-
wright was reached when, in 1880, he returned to Breslau
and was enrolled as a studentin the Royal College of Art..
He had long taken an interest in sculpture and modeled in
a desultory way; this impulse was now to be formed and
directed. The academic practice of art, however, failed to
content the young student, and a confliet with his teachers
ensued; he was rusticated, but readmitted. The impres-
sions of his second Breslau period are set down in two
plays, Colleague Crampton and Michael Kramer, whose
protagonists are probably — mutatis mutandis — portraits
of two professors then active in the Breslau College of Art.
Dissatisfaction with the course of instruetion was not
Hauptmann’s only reason for leaving Breslau in 1882. The
literary impulse was asserting itself vigorously. Reports
reach us of dramas— ingeborg and Germans and Romans
—and of a romantic epic on Arminius. At all events, in
the spring of 1882 Hauptmann joined his favorite brother
Carl as a student in the University of Jena.

Here he remained for one year, awakening to all the mod-
ern problems and tendencies in the study of nature and
society. Social reform and evolutionary monism were then
in their heyday and there can be no doubt that the influence
of these Jena months had not a little to do with the shaping
of the future naturalist. In fact the young artist, setting
out during the following spring on a journey to Spain and
to Italy, was less impressed by the beauty and the memories
of the cities he visited than by the poverty, the vice, and the
suffering of the modern Latin populations. TIn his earliest
published work, the Byronic epic Promethidenlos (1885),
he records the deep and deeply painful impressions which
he received in the south of Europe. After a brief stay in
Rome he hastened northward.

In this same important year (1883) he was betrothed to
Marie Thienemann, one of the five charming daughters of
a wealthy merchant. The young women of the Thienemann
family were orphans and lived together in a country-house
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isolated from the world in what seemed to young Haupt-
mann an atmosphere of blandness and exquisite peace. His
brothers Carl and Georg had chosen the two older sisters
of his betrothed. Thus Hauptmann lived through the
delightful dream described more than twenty years later
in The Matidens of the Mount. But the conflicts of his inner
life made that dream transitory. Not only was he unable
to decide between sculpture and literature as a final aim,
but art itself seemed to him, in an age of so many practical
problems, as possibly a tragic waste. Perhaps to attain
greater spiritual certainty he went once more, in 1884, to
Rome; a severe illness, however, cut short his final experi-
ment as a plastic artist, and, accompanied by his future
wife, he hurried home.

The young couple were married in the spring of 1885.
For a few months Hauptmann entertained the plan of
fitting himself for the stage, but by autumn this plan too
was seen to be impossible and he and his wife took up
their residence in the Berlin suburb of Erkner, a milieu
which he has described in its various phases in The Recon-
ciliation, The Beaver Coat and The Conflagration. And
it was here, in his first individual home, tlrat he came into
immediate contact with those new forces in German litera-
ture which found their final erystallization in his own work.

II1

The decade from 1880 to 1890 is marked in the literary
history of Europe by the transference of naturalistic aims
and methods from the novel to the drama. It opened with
the performance of Ghosts (1881) and of Henri Becque’s
Les Corbeaux (1882); it closed with that marvelous out-
‘burst of naturalistic dramaturgy marked by Tolstoy’s
The Might of Darkness (1887), Strindberg’s The Father
(1887), Comrades (1888), Miss Juliet (1888), by the found-
ing of the ‘“ Théatre Libre >’ in Paris (1887), the establish-
ment of the ‘¢ Freie Buehne ’’ in Berlin (1889), and the first
pronunciamento of the real Hauptmann: his Before Dawn

N\
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(1889). Now naturalism stood not only for esthetic reform,
but for an unmistakable attitude toward man, toward nature,
and toward human life. It was the reflection of scientific
positivism in literature. It accepted all the implications of
positivism and hence wrought a far profounder change in
the character and technique of the drama than in those of
the novel. For the drama had been hitherto the struggle of
free personalities— above all, of responsible personalities.
The naturalistic drama rested, by its very assumptions,
upon the liberation of the individual will from responsibility
— especially from responsibility incurred under some fixed
ethical or social law. It saw man oppressed by social insti-
tutions, hemmed in by narrow conventions, pursued by the
fatality of inherited instincts and evils. Hence it was a
drama of moral readjustment. It fixed its vision less upon
the evil that men do than upon the evil they endure; it laid
greater stress upon being than upon doing. But action is
the immemorial basis of all drama; and hence a drama
which was static rather than dynamic by its very principles,
necessarily sought a new technique. The inevitable truth
could not be represented through a technique of exposition,
implication, and explication; for life bears but little resem-
blanee to intrigue, and human fortunes are devoid of plot.

It was left for the German drama to develop this new
technique. Strindberg alone had approached it; but Strind-
berg stood apart. The French playwrights had rarely been
able to free themselves from the pursuit of a definite thesis
and its results upon the structure of the drama. In Ger-
many the new technique appeared suddenly, first in the
theories of Arno Holz, next in the work of Holz and Haupt-
mann, and almost immediately thereafter in the plays of
half a dozen notable young dramatists. The way for it
had, in a sense, been prepared. Germany was thoroughly
discontented with the pale and imitative literary forms that
immediately succeeded the Franco-Prussian war. The new
empire needed a new literature. Men like Michael Georg
Conrad preached pure Zolaism as the salvation of German
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letters; the young enthusiasts of Berlin who founded the
society Durch in 1886 insisted upon fidelity to truth and
modernity of subject matter; the lyric had already been
revolutionized in fact and not only in theory by Detlev von
Liliencron. Finally, in 1889, Paul Schlenther and Otto
Brahm founded the ‘‘ Freie Buehne ’’ in direct imitation of
the ¢ Théatre Libre ’’ established by Antoine in Paris two
years before. The imitation was very close. Like Antoine
they began their series of performances with Ibsen’s Ghosts
and Tolstoy’s Might of Darkness. In one respect, however,
the Germans were more fortunate than their French prede-
cessor. Antoine had done something for Brieux, a little
more for Francois de Curel; Brahm and Schlenther inaugu-
rated the career of Gerhart Hauptmann.

To Hauptmann, living at Erkner since 1885, seeking some
form of definite expression, deeply afflicted by the inhuman-
ity of man to man—to Hauptmann had come the varying
theories and battle-cries of the day. He yielded to the
clamor of the Zolaists and wrote his study Bahnwaerter
Thiel in 1887. But in literature he had always been drawn
primarily to poetry and to the drama. His poetic power,
however, had not yet ripened, and the drama was hovering
between two worlds— one dead, the other powerless to be
born. Kretzer, the German Zolaist, was a frequent guest at
Erkner; so were the brothers Hart, critics, poets, and
prophets of modernity, Boelsche the essayist, von Hanstein
the historian of the movement, and, finally, the East-Prus-
sian, Arno Holz. The latter brought to Hauptmann early
in 1889 his sketches and his play Family Selicke, in which
he had embodied his theory of consistent naturalism-—a
record of life as pitilessly true as the necessarily selective
processes of art will permit. Hauptmann immediately
responded to the impulse. Like all the major men of
letters, he did not invent the form to which he has given sig-
nificance and through which he has expressed himself. The
almost immediate result of Holz’ influence was to liberate
Hauptmann’s creative force. In October, 1889, Before
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Dawn was performed under the auspices of the ‘¢ Freie
Buehne.”’

The technique of the naturalistic drama had been found.
Hauptmann extended the form and wrought upon it with
extraordinary power and skill. In The Reconciliation
(1890) and Lonely Lives (1891) he returned partly to the
methods of Ibsen; but in 1892 he created the naturalistic
folk-drama in The Weavers and in 1893 the naturalistic
comedy in The Beaver Coat. The new drama produced
notable works in rapid succession— Fulda’s The Slave
(1891), Halbe’s Youth (1893), Schnitzler’s Flirtation (1895).
But the triumph of naturalism was not undivided. In the
very year of The Weavers, Ludwig Fulda achieved a great’
stage success with his romantic comedy in verse, The Talis-
man, and in 1893 Hauptmann himself blended naturalism
and poetry in The Assumption of Hannele. 1t is noteworthy
that his almost feverish creative activity in the drama now
ceased. Two years elapsed before the performance of his
historical play Florian Geyer. The play failed utterly. It
was a blow all the more crushing to Hauptmann since, dur-
ing these years, he passed through that painful erisis which
led to his separation from his first wife. The poet in him
welded all the elements of his fate into an imaginative whole
which completed his essential development as a man and
an artist— The Sunken Bell.

v

What now, briefly, is the technique of the naturalistic
drama which Hauptmann has exemplified in a series of
plays extending from 1889 to 1912?* In what respect has
he so revolutionized the form and content of the modern
drama that men as different as John Galsworthy, on the
one hand, and the older Henri Lavedan, on the other, are
what they are largely through the absorption — conscious or

* Before Dawn, The Reconciliation, Lonely Lives, The Weavers, Colleague
Crampton, The Beaver Coat, Drayman Henschel, Michael Kramer, The Con-
flagration, Rose Bernd, The Rats, Gabriel Schilling’s Flight.
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unconscious — of the dramaturgic methods which are, but
for the prophetic work of Ibsen, primarily if not exclusively
Hauptmann’s own?

The technique of the drama of the past, then, rests upon
certain conventions of structure. These conventions are
summed up as plot, coil, evolution—what you will. They
all come to this — that the stuff of life is forced, by a variety
of artifices, into the gathering and untying of the traditional
dramatic knot. Characters came and went, acted and re-
acted, not at the urging of necessity, but in preparation for
the climax of the scene, the act, or the play. Polonius had
to be hid behind the arras in order to be killed ; Desdemona
had to lose her kerchief in order to wring Othello’s heart,
Lady Teazle had to be maneuvred behind the sereen in
order that she might emerge to confound Joseph and to
accept her husband’s kindness. These instances illustrate
the conventions which Hauptmann was the first dramatist
to avoid. His fables represent the stuff of life in its true
order and succession both in action and in time. There is
no climax unless reality demands one; there is no artificially
satisfying coneclusion to his plays, since each play represents
but a fragmentary vision of the great stream of life which
continues to flow.

In additiorr to avoiding artifices of structure, Hauptmann
avoids, so far as possible, artifices of speech. It is difficult
for the reader of English to realize this fact, and no trans-
lation can convey it adequately. But Hauptmann does not
help his characters to an eloquence that is his own. In this
respect he has most strikingly followed the Shakespearian
warning not to overstep the modesty of nature. His men
and women are guiltless of false eloquence, of repartee, of
the pat give-and-take of the well-made French play; their
words have the simplicity and the savor of real speech.
Hence Hauptmann’s dramatic interpretation of human
character is based upomr the authentic material of life
itself.

But if these plays are so nearly exact a rendering of the

N
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humble truth, wherein, it may be asked, lies that representa-
tive quality, that interpretative power, without which liter-
ature ceases to be literature? The answer may be summed
up in one of those admirable sayings of Goethe that grow
more luminous and inclusive in their wisdom as time goes
on:

Willst du ins Unendliche schreiten,

Geh nur im Endlichen nach allen Seiten.*

There, surely, is summed up a complete defense of natural-
istic art. To observe man and his life relentlessly and to
set down the result of such observation with sobriety and
yet incisiveness cannot fail leading us in the end to those
unescapable world mysteries which rise above the snares
of circumstance and are free of the arbitrament of mor-
tality. In other words, the most meaningful interpreta-
tion will rest npon a basis of incontestable facts. Pursue
these finite facts far enough, as Goethe counsels, and you
will fare into the infinite.

Four typical plays, several of which are included in this
collection, illustrate all the qualities here set down and sat-
isfy the suggested test. In The Weavers we have a com-
plete vision of the soul of man under the stress of want.
That vision is fuller and more significant than eloquence or
pleading could have made it, and it is built of the humblest
materials. In the first act the weavers are depicted in their
relations to the manufacturers; in the second the wretched-
ness of the weavers is illustrated intimately, and the feeble
note of their doomed rebellion is struck. The third act
shows the public house where the news of the hour flits
about, where rebellion is fomented by cheap liquor, and
where appear minor but yet sinister factors necessary to
the complete portrayal of the fate of the weavers. The mas-
terly fourth act presents the manufacturers and their social
views from within—their cravenness, their real difficul-
ties, their genuine inability to free themselves from a con-

* If thou wouldst fare into the infinite, follow the finite in all directions.
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ventional view of the social order. And, finally, essential
tragedy steps into the fifth act— the cry of Luise’s despair,
the soaring aad yet destroying faith of old Hilse. It is
made clear that these people bore in their broken hearts
the seed of weakness and inevitable failure. The truth is
there — the humble truth built of the despised details of
man’s daily living and suffering. But also the infinite is
there —silently rising and brooding over the fates of
men.

The temper in which Hauptmann wrote T'he Beaver Coat
is harder and dryer; hence the result was, superficially at
least, comedy rather than tragedy. The play is fashioned
with immense economy and concentration of effort. Its
central and recurrent aim is the full portrayal of the pro-
tagonist— Mrs. Wolff. There is not a word of comment,
direct or indirect, from any side. Yet, as in the laconic
stories of de Maupassant, a silent implication of intense
ironic force rests over the whole play. Is not Mrs. Wolff
what her world has made her? Could she have turned that
resourcefulness, that intrepidity of hers, into other and
nobler channels? Inevitably scrambling in the mire with
all her kind—who can blame her for wanting to rise?

¢ If you don’t join the seramble —you’re lazy: if you do
—7you’re bad. An’ everythin’ we does get, we gets out o’
thedirt.. . . . An’they,theytells you: Be good, be good!
How? 'What chance has we got? . . . 1 wanted fo get
on—that’s true. An’ ain’t it natural? We all wants to
get out o’ this here mud in which we all fights and seratches
aroun’. . . . Outo’it . . . away from it
higher up if you wants to call it that! ”’

There is little serenity or beauty in such art. But it has
seen life steadily and seen it whole. Its vision has gone be-
yond tradition and convention into the heart of man itself.
If that heart is warped, the knowledge of that truth may
help us onward to a clearer path. But this art, at all events,
can create character, and by that unmistakable creative
energy it is justified and assured.
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But there is the other side to Hauptmann’s activity. He
has not only, as a naturalistic playwright, created a new
technique and a new standard of reality for the drama. He
is also a poet. In The Sunken Bell and in Henry of Aue he
has, perhaps alone among contemporary poets, written
plays of ideal content and poetic form that are original in
manner and coriception and powerful on the stage. In a
word, he has given new life to the poetic drama; and he has
done so, largely, by infusing into it the sobriety, inevitable-
ness, and simplicity which he mastered as a naturalist and
in prose.

The Sunken Bell, though raised by its form and method
into the realm of the timeless, is the drama of the creative
thinker of modern times. The problem of the modern artist
is—as Hauptmann has shown in Lonely Lives and again,
quite recently, in Gabriel Schilling’s Flight — the conflict
between personal and ideal ends. However blended with
secondary motives, the kernel of the play is there. The
faith by which Heinrich, the bell-founder, lives is the pres-
ence of the creative power within him.

What’s germed within me’s worthy of the blessing —
Worthy the ripening.

His one aim is to see that germ ripen, regardless of the
world and its rewards, regardless of his personal happi-
ness. To understand the play it is necessary to enter into
the overwhelming reality and sincerity of this thought.
To the true artist all features and forms of life bring only
an added pang of the soul, if this central aim is balked.
And it is a perception of this fundamental truth which the
homely environment of Heinrich’s personal life lacks. His
bell falls into the mere. And Magda, his wife, says:

Pray Heaven that be the worst!
What matters one bell more or less! If he,
The Master, be but safe!

The master lives; but he is filled with despair, for it was
by no mere chance that his bell was hurled from the heights.
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“’'Twas for the valley, not the mountain-top!”

And to this ery of the artist’s despair his wife replies:

“That is not true! Hadst thou but heard, as I,
The Viear tell the Clerk, in tones that shook:
¢ How gloriously ’twill sound upon the heights!’”

The opinion of the Vicar and the Clerk are her norm; of
the new and unapproached ideal she and her world know
nothing. And so Heinrich, driven by his deepest impulse,
gees up into the hills and meets a spirit of beauty and re-
freshment in nature —Rautendelein—who will help him
to find his treasures. His heart is not hard. He cannot help
Magda, for to her ‘¢ his wine would be but bitter gall and
venom.’”” He stays upon the heights with Rautendelein to
build the great work that shall embody his dreams. The
ignorant cries of hidebound men serve only to convince
him more
“ Of the great weight and purpose of his mission.”

And yet he fails. It is the tragedy of tragedies. He has
left too great a part of himself in his other life.

“Yonder I am at home . . . and yet a stranger —
Here I am strange . . . and yet I am at home.”

His children bring their mother’s tears up the mountain-
side and the sunken bell tolls the destruction of his hopes.
He dies —clasping his ideal to his heart; for it is better
to die so than to return to the valleys where the ideal is an
outeast and a.stranger.

In Henry of Aue Hauptmann has remolded a legend fa-
mous in German literature for nearly a thousand years. The
play offers no difficulties to the attentive reader. Haupt-
mann has humanized the characters of the medieval legend
and poem, and has shifted the stress from the miracle which
solves the problem of the play to that great change of heart
in the protagonist which calls the miracle forth. Henry of
Aue, as the pragmatist would put it, helps the universe to
show its divinity by breaking away from his personal un-
happiness and believing it to be divine. Thus- he creates
the miracle by which his salvation is brought about.
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Something should be said of the form of these two plays.
Hauptmann’s mastery of lyrical measures is not, perhaps,
first-rate, but he has created anew the blank verse of the
German drama. That verse has been apt to seem, even at
its best, a little heavy, a little stiff — burdened with too
great a proportion of end-stopped lines, and lacking flexibil-
ity within the verse. In Henry of Aue, more especially,
however, Hauptmann has written verse in which—as. in
Milton or Tennyson— the individual line has ceased to be
the rhythmic unit and the essential secret of blank verse —
that, namely, of the complete harmony of the verse-para-
graph—is found. Even through the medium of transla-
tion this may be illustrated from the beginning of Henry’s
great speech in the second act:

Life is a brittle vessel, O my friend,

The Koran saith, and look ye, it is true.

And I have learned this truth. I would not live

In a blown egg’s void shell. Wouldst thou exalt

The glory and the grandeur that are man,

Or call him even in God’s image made?

Serateh him but with a tailor’s shears — he bleeds!
Prick him but gently with a cobbler’s awl

Where the pulse beats, or here, or there, or here,
And swiftly, irresistibly, will gush

Even like a liberated fountain, forth

His pride, his joy, his noble soul and sense,

Divine illusion, all his love and hate

And wealth and glory and guerdon of his deed —
All, all, in brief, that he, blind error’s slave,"

Did deem his very own! Be emperor, sultan, pope —
A naked body huddled in a shroud

Art thou — today, tomorrow, cold therein and still! *

The writer of these lines and of Luise’s outburst in The
Weavers has little to fear from the future except the in-
evitable winnowing of his less masterly from the greater
remnant of his authentic and enduring work.

*The quotations from The Sunken Bell are taken from the version by
C. H. Meltzer; the quotation from Henry of Aue is from my own rendering
of that play.—L. L.
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THE WEAVERS

I DEDICATE THIS DRAMA
.
TO MY FATHER
ROBERT HAUPTMANN

You, dear father, know what feelings lead me
to dedicate this work to you, and I am not called
upon to analyze them here.

Your stories of my grandfather, who in his
young days sat at the loom, a poor weaver like
those here depicted, contained the germ of my
drama. Whether it possesses the vigor of life
or is rotten at the core, it is the best, “ so poor
a man as Hamlet is” ean offer.

1 Your
GERHART
[16]



THE WEAVERS*

DRAMATIS PERSONZAE

DREISSIGER, fustian manufacturer
MRs. DREISSIGER

PFEIFER, manager
NEUMANN, cashier

in DREISSIGER’S
AN APPRENTICE

HEIDE, Police Superintendent
KUTSCHE, policeman

WELZEL, publican

Mgs. WELZEL

ANNA WELZEL

JOHN, coachman gaEE Dyvony WIEGAND, joiner
A Mam A COMMERCIAL TRAVELER
WEINHOLD, tutor to DREISSIGER'S A PgasSANT

sons A FORESTER
Pastor KITTELHAUS ScHMIDT, surgeon
Mgs. KITTELHAUS HorNig, rag dealer

Wirrtia, smith
WEAVERS

BECKER

MoRITZ JAEGER
OLD BAUMERT
MOTHER BAUMERT
BERTHA BAUMERT
EMMA BAUMERT
Frrrz, EMMA’S son (four years old)
AuGgUST BAUMERT
OLD ANSORGE
Mgrs. HEINRICH
Orp HiLsE

MorHER HILSE

GotTLIEBR HILSE

Luisg, GOTTLIEB’'S wife

MIELCHEN, their daughter (six years
old)

REIMANN, weaver

HEIBER, weaver

A WEAvVER'S WIFE

A number of weavers, young and old,
of both sexes

The action passes in the Forties, at Kaschbach, Peterswaldau and Langen-
bielau, in the Eulengebirge.

*From The Dramatic Works of Gerhart Hauptmann, edited by Ludwig

Lewisohn.
Vor. XVIII—2

Permission B. W. Huebsch, New York.
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THE WEAVERS (1892)

TRANSLATED BY MARY MORRISON

Assistant Professor of the German Language and Literature, Ohio State University
ACT I

A large whitewashed room on the ground floor of DREISSIGER'S house at
Peterswaldau, where the weavers deliver theiwr finished webs and the
fustian is stored. To the left are uncurtained windows, in the back wall
there is a glass door, and to the right another glass door, through which
weavers, male and female, and children, are passing in and out. All three
walls are lined with shelves for the storing of the fustian. Against the
right wall stands a long bench, on which a number of weavers have al-
ready spread out their cloth. In the order of arrival each presents his
piece to be examined by PFEIFER, DREISSIGER'S manager, who stands,
with compass and magnifying-glass, behind a large table, on which the
web to be inspected is laid. When PFEIFER has satisfied himself, the
weaver lays the fustian on the scale, and an office apprentice tests its
weight. The same boy stores the accepted pieces on the shelves. PFEIFER
calls out the payment due in each case to NEUMANN, the cashier, who
is seated at a small table.

It is a sultry day toward the end of May. The clock is on the stroke of
twelve. Most of the waiting work-people have the air of standing before
the bar of justice, in torturing expectation of a decision that means life
or death to them. They are marked, too, by the anzious timidity
characteristic of the receiver of charity, who has suffered many humilia-
tions, and, conscious that he is barely tolerated, has acquired the habit
of self-effacement. Add to this a rigid expression on every face that
tells of comstant, fruitless brooding. -There is a gemeral resemblance
among the men. They have something about them of the dwarf, some-
thing of the schoolmaster. The majority are flat-breasted, short-winded,
sallow, and poor looking — creatures of the loom, their knees bent with
much sitting. At a first glance the women show fewer typical traits.
They look over-driven, worried, reckless, whereas the men still make some
show of a pitiful self-respect; and their clothes are ragged, while the
men’s are patched and mended. Some of the young girls are not without
a certain charm, comsisting in a wazlike pallor, ¢ slender figure, and
large, projecting, melancholy eyes.

[18]
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NEUMANN (counting out money). Comes to one and seven-
pence halfpenny.

Weaver’s: Wire (about thirty, emaciated, takes up the
money with trembling fingers). Thank you, sir.

NEUMANN (seeing that she does not move on). Well, some-
thing wrong this time, too?

Weaver’s Wire (ag#tated, imploringly). Do you think I
might have a few pence in advance, sir? I need it that
bad.

Neumaxy. And I need a few pounds. If it was only a
question of needing it—! [Already occupied in count-
mg out another weaver’s money, grufly.] It’s Mr.
Dreissiger who settles about pay in advance.

Weaver’s Wire. Couldn’t I speak to Mr. Dreissiger him-

' self, then, sir?

Preirer (now manager, formerly weaver. The type is un-
mistakable, only he is well fed, well dressed, clean
shaven; also takes snuff copiously. He calls out
roughly). Mr. Dreissiger would have enough to do if
he had to attend to every trifle himself. That’s what
we are here for. [He measures, and then examines
through the magnifying-glass.] Mercy on us! what a
draught! [Puts a thick mufler round his neck.] Shut
the door, whoever comes in.

AprPreENTICE (loudly to Prerrer). You might as well talk
to stocks and stones.

Prerrer. That’s done!—Weigh! [The weaver places his
web on the scales.] If you only understood your busi-
ness a little better! Full of lumps again. I hardly
need to look at the cloth to see them. Call yourself a
weaver, and ‘‘ draw as long a bow’’ as you’ve done
there!

BECKER has entered. A young, exceptionally powerfully-built weaver;
offhand, almost bold in manner. PFEIFER, NEUMANN, and the APPREN-
TICE exchange looks of mutual understanding as he comes in.

Becker. Devil take it! This is a sweatin’ job, and no
mistake.
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Fmrst WeavEr (in a low voice). This blazin’ heat means
rain.

[OLp Baumerr forces his way in at the glass door
on the right, through which the crowd of weavers
can be seen, standing shoulder to shoulder, waiting
their turn. The old man stumbles forward and lays
his bundle on the bench, beside Becker’s. He sits
down by it, and wipes the sweat from his face.]

Oup BaumEerT. A man has a right to a rest after that.

Becker. Rest’s better than money.

OLp Baumerr. Yes, but we needs the money too. Good
mornin’ to you, Becker!

Becker. Mornin’, father Baumert! Goodness knows how
long we’ll have to stand here again.

First Weaver. That don’t matter. What’s to hinder a
weaver waitin’ for an hour, or for a day? What else
is he there for?

Preirer. Silence there! We can’t hear our own voices.

BeckEr (in a low voice). This is one of his bad days.

Prreirer (to the weaver standing before him). How often
have I told you that you must bring cleaner cloth?
What sort of mess is this? Knots, and straw, and all
kinds of dirt.

Remvaxn. It’s for want of a new picker, sir.

APrPRENTICE (has weighed the piece). Short weight, too.

Prerer. I never saw such weavers. I hate to give out the
yarn to them. It was another story in my day! I’d
have caught it finely from my master for work like
that. The business was carried on in different style
then. A man had to know his trade —that’s the last
thing that’s thought of nowadays. Reimann, one
shilling.

ReimmMan~. But there’s always a pound allowed for waste.

Prerrer. I’ve no time. Next man! What have you to
show?

Heiser (lays his web on the table. While PrEIFER is ez-
amining it, he goes close up to him; eagerly in a low

~

R
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tone). Beg pardon, Mr. Pfeifer, but I wanted to ask
you, sir, if you would perhaps be so very kind an’ do
me the favor an’ not take my advance money off this
week’s pay.

Preirer (measuring and examining the texture; jeeringly).
Well! What next, I wonder? This looks very much as
if half the weft had stuck to the bobbins again.

HemBer (continues). I’ll be sure to make it all right next
week, sir. But this last week I’ve had to put in two
days’ work on the estate. And my missus is ill in bed.

Prerrer (giving the web to be weighed). Another piece of
real slop-work. [Already examining a new web.]
What a selvage! Here it’s broad, there it’s narrow;
here it’s drawn in by the weft’s goodness knows how
tight, and there it’s torn out again by the temples. And
hardly seventy threads weft to the inch. What’s come
of the rest? Do you call this honest work? I never
saw anything like it.

[HeBER, repressing tears, stands hwmiliated and
helpless.]

BEeckER (in a low voice to Baumert). To please that brute
you’d have to pay for extra yarn out o’ your own
pocket.

Weaver’s Wire (who has remained standing mear the
cashier’s table, from time to time looking round ap-
pealingly, takes courage and once more turns implor-
ingly to the cashier). I don’t know what's to come o’
me, sir, if you won’t give me a little advance this time.
O Lord, O Lord!

-~ Preirer (calls across). It’s no good whining, or dragging
the Lord’s name into the matter. You’re not so anx-
ious about Him at other times. You look after your
husband and see that he’s not to be found so often
lounging in the public-house. We can give no pay in
advance. We have to account for every penny. It’s
not our money. People that are industrious, and un-
derstand their work, and do it in the fear of God, never
need their pay in advance. So now you know.
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Neumaxwn. If a Bielau weaver got four times as much pay,
he would squander it four times over and be in debt
into the bargain.

Weaver’s Wire (in a loud voice, as if appealing to the gen-
eral sense of justice). No one ean’t call me idle, but
I'm not fit now for what I once was. I’ve twice had a
miscarriage. And as to John, he’s but a poor creature.
He’s been to the shepherd at Zerlau, but he couldn’t
do him no good, and —you can’t do more than you’ve
strength for. We works as hard as ever we can. This
many a week I’ve been at it till far on into the night.
An’ we’ll keep our heads above water right enough if
I can just get a bit o’ strength into me. But you must
have pity on us, Mr. Pfeifer, sir. [Eagerly, coaxingly.]
You’ll please be so very kind as to let me have a few

" pence on the next job, sir?

Preirer (paying no attention). Fiedler, one and twopence.

Weaver’s Wire. Only a few pence, to buy bread with. We
can’t get no more credit. We’ve a lot o’ little ones.

NevMaNN (half aside to the APPRENTICE, i a Serio-comic
tone). *‘‘ Every year brings a child to the linen-
weaver’s wife, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh.”’

APPRENTICE (takes up the rhyme, half singing). ‘‘And the
little brat it’s blind the first weeks of its life, heigh-ho,
heigh-ho, heigh.”’

ReiMaNN (not touching the money which the cashier has
counted out to him). We’ve always got one and four-
pence for the web.

Prewrer (calls across). If our terms don’t suit you, Rei-
mann, you have only to say so. There’s no scarcity of
weavers — especially of your sort. For full weight
we give full pay.

Reimany. How anything can be wrong with the weight o’
this — ! :

Preirer. You bring a piece of fustian with no faults in
it, and there will be no fault in the pay.

Remvanw. It’s clean impossible that there’s too many knots
in this web. x
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Prerrer (examining). If you want to live well, then be sure
you weave well.

Heiser (has remained standing near PFEIFER, so as to seize
on any favorable opportunity. He laughs at PFEIFER’S

 lUttle witticisin, then steps forward and again addresses
him). 1 wanted to ask you, sir, if you would perhaps
have the great kindness not to take my advance of six-
pence off today’s pay? My missus has been bedridden
since Flebruary. She can’t do a hand’s turn for me, an’
I’ve to pay a bobbin girl. An’ so—

Prewrer (takes a pinch of snuff). Heiber, do you think I
have no one to attend to but you? The others must
have their turn.

Remann. As the warp was given me I took it home and
fastened it to the beam. I can’t bring back no better
yarn than I gets.

Prerrer. If you’re not satisfied, you need come for no
more. There are plenty ready to tramp the soles off
their shoes to get it.

NeuMaNN (to Remmaxy). Don’t you want your money?

RemMaxy. I can’t bring myself to take such pay.

NEUMANN (paying no further attention to RemMaNN).
Heiber, one shilling. Deduect sixpence for pay in ad-
vance. Leaves sixpence.

Hemser (goes up to the table, looks at the money, stands
shaking his head as if unable to believe his eyes, then
slowly takes it up). Well, I never!— [Sighing.]
Oh dear, oh dear!

Ovp Baumert (looking tnto HEeiser’s face). Yes, Franz,
that’s so! There’s matter enough for sighing.

Hziser (speaking with difficulty). 1’ve a girl lyin’ sick at
home too, an’ she needs a bottle of medicine.

OLp Baumerr. What’s wrong with her?

Heser. Well, you see, she’s always been a sickly bit of a
thing. I don’t know— I needn’t mind tellin’ you—
she brought her trouble with her. It’s in her blood,
and it breaks out here, there, and everywhere.
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Orp BauMmert. It’s always the way. Let folks be poor, and
one trouble comes to them on the top of another.
There’s no help for it and there’s no end to it.

Hemer. What are you carrying’ in that cloth, father
Baumert? :

OLp BaumerT. We haven’t so much as a bite in the house,
and so I've had the little dog killed. There’s not much
on him, for the poor beast was half starved. A nice
little dog he was! I couldn’t kill him myself. I hadn’t
the heart to do it.

Preirer (has inspected BeckEr’s web and calls). Becker,
one and threepence.

Becker. That’s what you might give to a beggar; it’s not
pay.

Prrirer. Every one who has been attended to must clear
out. We haven’t room to turn round in.

Brcker (to those standing mear, without lowering his
voice). It’s a beggarly pittance, nothing else. A man
works his treadle from early morning till late at night,
an’ when he’s bent over his loom for days an’ days,
tired to death every evening, sick with the dust and
the heat, he finds he’s made a beggarly one and three-
pence! /

Prerrer.  No impudence allowed here.

BeckEer. If you think I’ll hold my tongue for your tellin’,
you’re much mistaken.

Prrrrer (exclaims). We’ll see about that! [Rushes to the
glass door and calls into the office.] Mr. Dreissiger,
Mr. Dreissiger, will you be good enough to come here?

Enter DREISSIGER. About forty, full-blooded, asthmatic. Looks severe.

Drerssicer. What is it, Pfeifer?
Prerrer (spitefully). Becker says he won’t be told to hold
his tongue. ;
DrEissiGer (draws himself up, throws back his head, stares
at BECKER; his nostrils tremble). Oh,indeed ! — Becker.
[To Preirer.] Is he the man?
[The clerks nod.]
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BeckEer (insolently). Yes, Mr. Dreissiger, yes! [Pointing
to himself.] This is the man. [Pointing to DREISSIGER.]
Andthat’s a man too!

Dreissicer (angrily). Fellow, how dare you?

Prerrer. He’s too well off. He’ll go dancing on the ice
once too often, though.

Brcker (recklessly). You shut up, you Jack-in-the-box.
Your mother must have gone dancing once too often
with Satan to have got such a devil for a son.

Dreissicer (now in a violent passion, roars). Hold your
tongue this moment, sir, or —

[He trembles and takes a few steps forward.]

Brcker (holding his ground steadily). I’'m not deaf. My
hearing’s quite good yet.

DreissiGer (controls himself, asks in an apparently cool
business tone). Was this fellow not one of the pack — 1

Prerrer. He’s a Bielau weaver. When there’s any mis-
chief going, they’re sure to be in it.

DreissiGer (trembling). Well, I give you all warning: if
the same thing happens again as last night —a troop
of half-drunken cubs marching past my windows sing-
ing that low song—

Becker. Is it ¢ Bloody Justice ’’ you mean?

Dreissicer. You know well enough what I mean. I tell
you that if I hear it again I'll get hold of one of you,
and—mind, I'm not joking-—before the justice he
shall go. And if I can find out who it was that made
up that vile doggerel —

Becker. It’s a grand song, that’s what it is!

DrEezssicer. Another word and I send for the police on the
spot, without more ado. I'll make short work with you
young fellows. I’ve got the better of very different
men before now.

Brcker. I believe you there. A real thoroughbred manu-
facturer will get the better of two or three hundred
weavers in the time it takes you to turn round —
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swallow ’em up, and not leave as much as a bone. He’s
got four stomachs like a eow, and teeth like a wolf.
That’s nothing to him at all!

DreissiGer (to his clerks). That man gets no more work
from us.

Becker. It’s all the same to me whether I starve at my
loom or by the roadside.

Drerssicer. Out you go, then, at this moment!

Becker (determinedly). Not without my pay.

Drerssicer. How much is owing to the fellow, Neumann?

NeumanN. One and threepence.

Dreissicer (fakes the money hurriedly out of the cashier’s
hand, and flings it on the table, so that some of the
coins roll off on to the floor). There you are, then;
and now, out of my sight with you!

Becker. Not without my pay.

Drerssicer. Don’t you see it lying there? If you don’t
take it and go— It’s exactly twelve now. The dyers
are coming out for their dinner.

Becker. I gets my pay into my hand-—here—that’s
where !

[Points with the fingers of his right hand at the
palm of his left.]

Dreissicer (to the ApprenTicE). Pick up the money,
Tilgner.

[The ArprENTICE lifts the money and puts it into
BeckEer’s hand.]

Becker. Everything in proper order.

[Deliberately takes an old purse out of his pocket and
puts the money into it.] :

Drerssicer (as Becker .still does not move away). Well?
Do you want me to come and help you?

[Signs of agitation are observable among the crowd
of weavers. A long, loud sigh is heard, and then
a fall. General interest is at once diverted to this
new event.]

Drerssicer. What’s the matter there?
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CHorUs oF WEAVERS AND WOMEN. ‘¢ Some one’s fainted.”’—
“ It’s a little sickly boy.”’—*¢ Is it a fit, or what? ”’

Dreissieer. What do you say? Fainted?

[He goes nearer.]

OrLp WEeaver. There he lies, anyway.

[They make room. A boy of about eight is seen
lying on the floor as if dead.]

Dreissicer. Does any one know the boy?

OLp Weaver. He’s not from our village.

Oup Baumerr. He’s like one of weaver Heinrich’s boys.
[Looks at him more closely.] Yes, that’s Heinrich’s
little Philip.

Dreissicer.  Where do they live?

Orp Baumerr. Up near us in Kaschbach, sir. He goes
round playin’ music in the evenings, and all day he’s
attheloom. They’ve nine children an’atenth a-coming.

Cuorus oF Weavers AND WoMEN. ‘¢ They’re terrible put to
it.”’—¢¢ The rain comes through their roof.”’—*‘¢ The
woman hasn’t two shirts among the nine.”’

Orp BaumerT (taking the boy by the arm). Now, then, lad,
what’s wrong with you? Wake up, lad.

Dreissicer. Some of you help me, and we’ll get him up.
It’s disgraceful to send a sickly child this distance.
Bring some water, Pfeifer.

Womax (helping to lift the boy). Sure you’re not goin’
to be foolish and die, lad!

Drerssicer. Brandy, Pfeifer, brandy will be better.

BEecker (forgotten by all, has stood looking on. With his
hand on the door-latch, he now calls loudly and taunt-
ingly). Give him something to eat, an’ he’ll soon be
all right. [Goes out.]

Dreissicer. That fellow will come to a bad end.— Take him
under the arm, Neumann. Easy now, easy; we’ll get
him into my room. What?

Neumany. He said something, Mr. Dreissiger. His lips
are moving.

Dreissicer. What — what is it, boy!?

Boy (whispers). I'm h— hungry.
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Womaxn. 1 think he says—

Drerssicer. We’ll find out. Don’t stop. Let us get him
into my room. He can lie on the sofa there. We’ll
hear what the doctor says.

[DrE1ssicEr, NEUMANN, and the woman lead the boy
wnto the office. The weavers begin to behave like
school-children when their master has left the
classroom. They stretch themselves, whisper,
move from one foot to the other, and in the course
of a few moments are conversing loudly.]

Orp Baumert. 1 believe as how Becker was right.

Cuorus oF WEavERs AND WoMEN., ‘¢ He did say something
like that.””—¢¢ It’s nothin’ new here to fall down from
hunger.’”’—¢¢ God knows what’s to come of ’em in
winter if this cuttin’ down o’ wages goes on.” —
¢“An’ this year the potatoes aren’t no good at all.”” —
¢ Things’ll get worse and worse till we’re all done for
together.”’

Orp Baumert. The best thing a man could do would be to
put a rope round his neck and hang hisself on his own
loom, like weaver Nentwich. [70 another old weaver.]
Here, take a pinch. I was at Neurode yesterday. My
brother-in-law, he works in the snuff factory there, and
he give me a grain or two. Have you anything good
in your kerchief?

OLp Weaver. Only a little pearl barley. I was coming
along behind Ulbrich the miller’s cart, and there was a
slit in one of the sacks. I can tell you we’ll be glad of it.

Orp BaumerT. There’s twenty-two mills in Peterswaldau,
but of all they grind, there’s never nothin’ comes our
way.

Orp Weaver. We must keep up heart. There’s always
somethin’ comes to help us on again.

HEeiBer. Yes, when we’re hungry, we can pray to all the
saints to help us, and if that don’t fill our bellies we
can put a pebble in our mouths and suck it. Eh,
Baumert?

Reénter DREISSIGER, PFEIFER, and NEUMANN.
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Dreissiger. It was nothing serious. The boy is all right
again. [Walks about excitedly, panting.] But all the
same it’s a disgrace. The child’s so weak that a puff
of wind would blow him over. How people, how any
parents can be so thoughtless is what passes my com-
prehension. Loading him with two heavy pieces of
fustian to earry six good miles! No one would believe
it that hadn’t seen it. It simply means that I shall
have to make a rule that no goods brought by children
will be taken over. [He walks up and down silently
for a few moments.] I sincerely trust such a thing will
not occur again.— Who gets all the blame for it? Why,
of course the manufacturer. It’s entirely our faulf.
If some poor little fellow sticks in the snow in winter
and goes to sleep, a special correspondent arrives post-
haste, and in two days we have a blood-curdling story
served up in all the papers. Is any blame laid on the
father, the parents, that send such a child? — Not a bit
of it. How should they be to blame? 1It’s all the man-
ufacturer’s fault—he’s made the scapegoat. They
flatter the weaver, and give the manufacturer nothing
but abuse —he’s a eruel man, with a heart like a stone,
a dangerous fellow, at whose calves every cur of a
journalist may take a bite. He lives on the fat of the
land, and pays the poor weavers starvation wages. In
the flow of his eloquence the writer forgets to mention
that such a men has his cares too and his sleepless
nights; that he runs risks of which the workman never
dreams; that he is often driven distracted by all the
calculations he has to make, and all the different things
he has to take into account; that he has to struggle for
his very life against competition; and that no day
passes without some annoyance or some loss. And
think of the manufacturer’s responsibilities, think of
the numbers that depend on him, that look to him for
their daily bread. No, No!none of you need wish your-
selves in my shoes — you would soon have enough of it.
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[After a moment’s reflection.] You all saw how that
fellow, that scoundrel Becker, behaved. Now he’ll go
and spread about all sorts of tales of my hardhearted-
ness, of how my weavers are turned off for a mere trifle,
without a moment’s notice. Is that true? Am I so
very unmerciful?

Cuorus or Voices. No, sir. ‘

Dreissicer. It doesn’t seem to me that I am. And yet these
ne’er-do-wells come round singing low songs about us
manufacturers — prating about hunger, with enough
in their pockets to pay for quarts of bad brandy. If
they would like to know what want is, let them go and
ask the linen-weavers: they can tell something about it.
But you here, you fustian-weavers, have every reason
to thank God that things are no worse than they are.
Angd I put it to all the old, industrious weavers present:
Is a good workman able to gain a living in my employ-
ment, oris he not?

Maxy Voices. Yes, sir; he is, sir.

Drerssiger. There now! You see! Of course such a fel-
low as that Becker can’t. I advise you to keep these
young lads in check. If there’s much more of this sort
of thing, I'll shut up shop— give up the business alto-
gether, and then you can shift for yourselves, get work
where you like — perhaps Mr. Becker will provide it.

First WEeaver’s Wire (has come close to DrEissicer, and
removes a little dust from his coat with creeping ser-
vility). You’ve been an’ rubbed agin something, sir.

Drerssicer. Business is as bad as it ean be just now, you
know that yourselves. Instead of making money, I
am losing it every day. If, in spite of this, I take care
that my weavers are kept in work, I look for some
little gratitude from them. I have thousands of pieces
of cloth in stock, and don’t know if I’ll ever be able to
sell them. Well, now, I've heard how many weavers
hereabouts are out of work, and — I’ll leave Pfeifer to
give the particulars — but this mueh 1’11 tell you, just to

4 -
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show you my good will. I can’t deal out charity all
round ; I'm not rich enough for that; but I can give the
people who are out of work the chance of earning at
any rate a little. It’s a great business risk I run by
doing it, but that’s my affair. I say to myself: Better
that a man should work for a bite of bread than that
he should starve altogether. Am I not right?

Cuorus oF VoIices. Yes, yes, sir.

DrEissicer. And therefore I am ready to give employment
to two hundred more weavers. Pfeifer will tell you on
what conditions. [He turns to go.]

First WEavER’s WIFE (comes between him and the door,
speaks hurriedly, eagerly, implaringly). Oh, if you
please, sir, will you let me ask youif you’ll be so good —
I’ve been twice laid up for—

Drezssicer (hastily). Speak to Pfeifer, good woman. I'm
too late as it is. [Passes on, leaving her standing.]

ReiMaANN (stops him again. In an injured, complaining
tone). I have a complaint to make, if you please, sir.
Mr. Pfeifer refuses to—1I’ve always got one and two-
pence for a web—

Dreissiger (interrupts him). Mr. Pfeifer’s my manager.
There he is. Apply to him.

Hemer (detaining Dreissicer; hurriedly and conmfusedly).
O sir, I wanted to ask if you would p’r’aps, if I might
p’r’aps —if Mr. Pfeifer might —might —

Dressicer. What is it you want?

HemBer. That advance pay I had last time, sir; I thought
p’r’aps you would kindly —

Drerssiger. I have no idea what you are talking about.

Hemer. I’'m awful hard up, sir, because —

Dreissicer. These are things Pfeifer must look into—1
really have not the time. Arrange the matter with
Pfeifer. [He escapes into the office.]

[The supplicants look helplessly at one another, sigh,
and take thewr places again among the others.]

Prerrer (resuming his task of inspection). Well, Annie,
let us see what yours is like.
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Orp Baumerr. How much is we to get for the web, then,
Mr. Pfeifer?
Prerrer. One shilling a web.
Orp Baumert. Has it come to that!
[Excited whispering and murmuring among the
weavers.]
ACT II

A small room in the house of WILHELM ANSORGE, weaver and cottager in
the village of Kaschbach, in the Eulengebirge.

In this room, which does not measure six feet from the dilapidated wooden
floor to the smoke-blackened rafters, sit four people. Two young girls,
EMMA and BERTHA BAUMERT, are working at their looms; MOTHER BAu-
MERT, a decrepit old woman, sits on a stool beside the bed, with a wind-
ing-wheel in front of her; her idiot son AUGUST sits on a footstool, also
winding. He is twenty, has a small body and head, and long, spider-like
legs and arms.

Faint, rosy evening light makes its way through two small windows in the
right wall, which have their broken pames pasted over with paper or
stuffed with straw. It lights up the flaxen hair of the girls, which falls
loose on their slender white necks and thin bare shoulders, and their
coarse chemises. These, with a short petticoat of the roughest linen,
form their whole attire. The warm glow falls on the old woman’s face,
neck, and breast — a face worn away to a skeleton, with shriveled skin
and sunken eyes, red and watery with smoke, dust, and working by
lamplight — a long goitre neck, wrinkled and sinewy — a hollow breast
covered with faded, ragged shawls.

Part of the right wall is also lighted up, with stove, stove-bench, bedstead,
and one or two gaudily colored sacred prints. On the stove rail rags are
hanging to dry, and behind the stove is a collection of worthless lumber.
On the bench stand some old pots and cooking utensils, and potato
parings are laid out on it, on paper, to dry. Hanks of yarn and reels
hang from the rafters; baskets of bobbins stand beside the looms. In the
back wall there is a low door without fastening. Beside it a bundle of
willow wands is set up against the wall, and beyond them lie some
damaged quarter-bushel baskets.

The room is full of sound — the rhythmic thud of the looms, shaking floor
and walls, the click and rattle of the shuttles passing back and forward,
and the steady whirr of the winding-wheels, like the hum of gigantic
bees.

MoruEer BauMmerT (in a querulous, feeble voice, as the girls
stop weaving and bend over their webs). Got to make
knots again already, have you?
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EmMa (the elder of the two girls, about twenty-two, tying
a broken thread). It’s the plagueyest web, this!
BertHA (fifteen). Yes, it’s real bad yarn they’ve given us

this time.
Emma. What can have happened to father? He’s been
away since nine.
MoraEr Baumerr. That he has! yes. Where in the wide
world ¢’n he be?
BertHA. Don’t you worry yourself, mother.
Morrer BauMmEerT. I can’t help it, Bertha lass.
[EMMma begins to weave again.]
BerTHA. Stop a minute, Emma!
EmMa. What is it!
BerTaA. I thought I heard some one.
EmMma. It’ll be Ansorge comin’ home.

Enter FriTz, a little, barefooled, ragged boy of four.

Frirz (whimpering). I’m hungry, mother.

EMmMma. Wait, Fritzel, wait a bit! Gran’father’ll be here
very soon, an’ he’s bringin’ bread along with him, an’
coffee too.

Fritz. But I’'m awful hungry, mother.

EmMa. Be a good boy now, Fritz. Listen to what I’'m
tellin’ you. He’ll be here this minute. He’s bringin’
nice bread an’ mice corn-coffee; an’ when we stops
workin’ mother’ll take the tater peelin’s and carry
them to the farmer, and the farmer’ll give her a drop
o’ good buttermilk for her little boy.

Frirz. Where’s grandfather gone?

EmMma. To the manufacturer, Fritz, with a web.

Frirz. To the manufacturer?

EmMma. Yes, yes, Fritz, down to Dreissiger’s at Peters-
waldau.

Frirz. Is it there he gets the bread?

Emma. Yes; Dreissiger gives him money, and then he buys
the bread.

Frirz. Does he give him a heap of money?

Vor. XVIII—3
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EvMma (impatiently). Oh, stop that chatter, boy.

[She and BERTHA go on weaving for a time, and then
both stop again.]

BerrHA. August, go and ask Ansorge if he’ll give us a
light. [Auvcust goes out accompanied by Frirz.]

MoraEer BauMERT (0vercome by her childish apprehension,
whimpers). Emma! Bertha! where ¢’n the man be
stayin’?

BerTHA. Maybe he looked in to see Hauffe.

MorrEr BauMERT (crying). What if he’s sittin’ drinkin’
in the public-house?

EmMa. Don’t ery, mother! Youknow well enough father’s
not the man to do that.

Motaer Bavmert (half distracted by a multitude of gloomy
forebodings). What— what— what’s to become of us
if he don’t come home? if he drinks the money, an’
don’t bring us nothin’ at all? There’s not so much as
a handful o’ salt in the house —not a bite 6’ bread, nor
a bit o’ wood for the fire.

BerTHA. Wait a bit, mother! It’s moonlight just now.
We’ll take August with us and go into the wood and
get some sticks.

Moraer Bavmert. Yes, an’ be caught by the forester.

ANSORGE, an old weaver of gigantic stature, who has to bend down to get
into the room, puts his head and shoulders in at the door. Long, unkempt
hair and beard.

Axsorce. What’s wanted?

BertHA. Light, if you please.

ANsorcE (in a muffled voice, as if speaking in a sick-room).
There’s good daylight yet.

Moraer BauMmerT. Is we to sit in the dark next?

Axnsorce. I’ve to do the same mayself. [Goes out.]

BertHA. It’s easy to see that he’s a miser.

Emma.  Well, there’s nothin’ for it but to sit an’ wait his
pleasure.

Enter Mrs. HEINRICH, ¢ woman of thirty, heavy with child; an expression
of torturing anxiety and apprehension on her worn face.
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Mgs. HeinricH. Good evenin’ t’you all.

Moraer Baumertr. Well, Jenny, and what’s your news?

Mgzs. HeinricH (who limps). 1’ve got a piece o’ glass into
my foot.

BertHA. Come an’ sit down, then, an’ I'll see if I ¢’n get
it out.

[Mzs. Heixrica seats herself. BertHA kneels down
in front of her, and examines her foot.]

Moraer Baumertr. How are ye all at home, Jenny?

Mgs. Heinricr (breaks out despairingly). Things is in a
terrible way with us!

[She struggles in vain against a rush of tears; then
weeps silently.]

MorrEr BavmEerT. The best thing as could happen to the
likes o’ us, Jenny, would be if God had pity on us an’
took us away out o’ this weary world.

Mgs. HrinricH (no longer able to control herself, screams,
still crying). My children’s starvin’. [Sobs and
moans.] I don’t know what to do no more! I ¢’n
work till I drops—I'm more dead’n alive—things
don’t get different! There’s nine hungry mouths to
fill! We got a bit o’ bread last night, but it wasn’t
enough even for the two smallest ones. Who was I to
give it to, eh? They all cried: Me, me, mother! give
ittome! * * * An’if it’s like this while I’'m still
on my feet, what’ll it be when I’ve to take to bed?
Our few taters was washed away. We haven’t a thing
to put in our mouths.

BertHA (has removed the bit of glass and washed the
wound). We’ll put a rag round it. Emma, see if yon
can find one.

MotuEr BauMErT. We're no better off’n you, Jenny.

Mrs. HeinricH. You has your girls, any way. You've a
husband as ¢’n work. Mine was taken with one o’ his
fits last week again—so bad that I didn’t know what
to do with him, and was half out 0’ my mind with fright.
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And when he’s had a turn like that, he can’t stir out o’
bed: under a week.

MorrEr BaumerT. Mine’s no better. He’s goin’ to pieces,
too. He’s breathin’s bad now as well as his back. An’
there’s not a farthin’ nor a farthin’s worth in the house.
If he don’t bring a few pence with him today, I don’t
know what we’re to do.

EmMma. It’s the truth she’s tellin’ you, Jenny. We had to
let father take the little dog with him today, to have
him killed, that we might get a bite into our stomachs
again!

Mgrs. HeixricH. Haven’t you got as much as a handful o’
flour to spare?

Moraer Baumerr. An’ that we haven’t, Jenny. There’s
not as much as a grain o’ salt in the house.

Mgrs. Hernvrica. Well, then, I don’t know— [Rises, stands
still, brooding.] 1 don’t know what’ll be the end o’
this! It’s more’n I ¢’n bear. [Screams in rage and
despair.] 1I’d be contented if it was nothin’ but pigs’
food!—But I can’t go home again empty-handed —
that I can’t. God forgive me, I see no other way out
of it. [She limps quickly out.]

Moruer Baumert (calls after her in a warning voice).
Jenny, Jenny! don’t you be doin’ anything foolish,
now!

BerrHA. She’ll do herself no harm, mother. You needn’t
be afraid.

EmMma. That’s the way she always goes on.

[Seats herself at the loom and weaves for a few
seconds.]

AvuGusT enters, carrying a tallow candle, and lighting his father, OLD

BAUMERT, who follows close behind him, staggering under a heavy bundle
of yarn. :

Moraer Baumert. Oh, father, where have you been all
this long time? Where have you been?
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Orp BaumerT. Come now, mother, don’t fall on a man like
that. Give me time to get my breath first. An’ look
who I’ve brought with me.

MorrTz JAEGER comes stooping in at the low door. Reserve soldier, newly

discharged. Middle height, rosy-cheeked, military carriage. His cap

on the side of his head, hussar fashion, whole clothes and shoes, a clean
shirt without collar. Draws himself up and salutes.

JAEGER (in a hearty voice). Good-evenin’, auntie Baumert!

MoraEr Baumertr. Well, well now! and to think you'’ve
got back! An’you’ve not forgotten us? Take a chair,
then, lad.

EMMa (wiping a wooden chair with her apron, and pushing
it toward MoriTz). An’ so you’ve come to see what
poor folks is like again, Moritz?

Jaeger. I say, Emma, is it true that you’ve got a boy
nearly old enough to be a soldier? Where did you get
hold o’ him, eh?

[BerTHA, having taken the small supply of provisions
which her father has brought, puts meat into a
saucepan, and shoves it into the oven, while AUGUST
lights the fire.]

BerrHA. You knew weaver Finger, didn’t you?

MotaER BaUuMERT. We had him here in the house with us.
He was ready enough to marry her; but he was too far
gone in consumption; he was as good as a dead man.
It didn’t happen for want o’ warnin’ from me. But
do you think she would listen? Not she. Now he’s
dead an’ forgotten long ago, an’ she’s left with the boy
to provide for as best she can. But now tell us how
you’ve been gettin’ on, Moritz.

OLp Baumert. You’ve only to look at him, mother, to know
that. He’s had luck. It’ll be about as much as he can
do to speak to the likes o’ us. He’s got clothes like a
prince, an’ a silver watch, an’ thirty shillings in his
pocket into the bargain.
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JAEGER (stretching himself consequentially, a knowing smile
on his face). 1 can’t complain. I didn’t get on so
badly in the regiment.

OLp Baumertr. He was the major’s own servant. Just
listen to him — he speaks like a gentleman.

Jaecer. I’ve got so accustomed to it that I can’t help it.

Moraer Bauvmerr. Well, now, to think that such a good-
for-nothin’ as you was should have come to be a rich
man. For there wasn’t nothin’ to be made of you.
You would never sit still to wind more than a hank of
yarn at a time, that you wouldn’t. Off you went to
your tomtit boxes an’ your robin redbreast snares—
they was all you cared about. Isn’t it the truth I'm
telling?

Jarcer. Yes, yes, auntie, it’s true enough. It wasn’t only
redbreasts. I went after swallows too.

Emma. Though we were always tellin’ you that swallows
was poison.

Jageer. What did I care?— But how have you all been
gettin’ on, auntie Baumert?

Morrer Baumerr. Oh, badly, lad, badly these last four
years. I’ve had the rheumatics— just look at them
hands; An’ it’s more than likely as I’ve had a stroke-
o’ some kind too, I’'m that helpless. I can hardly move
a limb, an’ nobody knows the pains I suffers. ‘

Oup Baumerr. She’s in a bad way, she is. She’ll not hold
out long.

BerTHA. We've to dress her in the mornin’ an’ undress
her at night, an’ to feed her like a baby.

MoraeEr BaUMERT (speaking in a complaining, tearful
voice). Not a thing ¢’n I do for myself. It’sfar worse
than bein’ ill. For it’s not only a burden to myself 1
am, but to every one else. Often and often do I pray
to God to take me. For oh! mine’s a weary life. I
don’t know —p’r’aps they think—but I’'m one that’s
been a hard worker all my days. An’ I’ve always been
able to do my turn too; but now, all at once [she vanly
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attempts to rise] 1 can’t do nothin’. I’'ve a good hus-
band an’ good children, but to have to sit here and see
them — ! Look at the girls! There’s hardly any blood
left in them —faces the color of a sheet. But on they
must work at these weary looms whether they earn
enough to keep theirselves or not. What sort o’ life
is it they lead? Their feet never off the treadle from
year’s end to year’s end. An’ with it all they can’t
scrape together as much as’ll buy them clothes that
they can let theirselves be seen in; never a step can
they go to church, to hear a word o’ comfort. They’re
liker scarecrows than young girls of fifteen and twenty.

BertHA (at the stove). It’s beginnin’ to smoke again!

Orp Baumert. There now; look at that smoke. And we
can’t do nothin’ for it. The whole stove’s goin’ to
pieces. We must let it fall, and swallow the soot.
We’re coughin’ already, one worse than the other. We
may cough till we choke, or till we cough our lungs up —
nobody cares.

Jaecer. But this here is Ansorge’s business; he must see
to the stove.

BerrrA. He’ll see us out o’ the house first; he has plenty
against us without that.

Moraer Baumerr. We’ve only been in his way this long
time past.

OrLp Baumerr. One word of a complaint an’ out we go.
He’s had no rent from us this last half-year.

MorrER BauMmerT. A well-off man like him needn’t be so
hard.

Orp Baumerr. He’s no better off than we is, mother. He’s
hard put to it too, for all he holds his tongue about it.

Moruer Baumerr. He’s got his house.

Orp Baumerr. What are you talkin’ about, mother? Not
one stone in the wall is the man’s own.

JagcER (has seated himself, and taken a short pipe with gay
tassels out of one coat-pocket, and a quart bottle of
brandy out of another). Things can’t go on like this.
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I’m dumbfoundered when I see the life the people live
here. The very dogs in the towns live better.

Orp Baumert (eagerly). That’s what I says! Eh? eh?
You know it too! But if you say that here, they’ll tell
you that it’s only bad times.

Enter ANSORGE, an earthenware pan with soup in one hand, in the other
a half-finished quarter-bushel basket.

Ansorce. Glad to see you again, Moritz!
Jaecer. Thank you, father Ansorge —same to you!
ANsorGE (shoving his pan into the oven). Why, lad, you
look like a duke.
Ovp Baumert. Show him your watch, Moritz. An’ he’s
got a new suit of clothes, an’ thirty shillings eash.
ANsorGE (shaking his head). Is thatso? Well, well!
EMMa (puts the potato-parings into a bag). I must be off;
I’ll maybe get a drop o’ buttermilk for these.
[Goes out.]
JAEGER (the others hanging intently and devoutly on his
words). You know how you all used to be down on me.
It was always: Wait, Moritz, till your soldierin’ time
comes—you’ll catch it then. But you see how well
I’ve got on. At the end o’ the first half-year I had my
good conduct stripes. You’ve got to be willin’— that’s
where the secret lies. I brushed the sergeant’s boots;
I groomed his horse; I fetched his beer. I was as sharp
as a needle. Always ready, accoutrements clean and
shinin’ —first at stables, first at roll-call, first in the
saddle. An’ when the bugle sounded to the assault—
why, then, blood and thunder, and ride to the devil with
you!! I was as keen as a pointer. Says I to myself:
There’s no help for it now, my boy, it’s got to be done;
and I set my mind to it and did it. Till at last the
major said before the whole squadron: There’s a hus-
sar now that shows you what a hussar should be!
[Silence. He lights his pipe.]
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ANSORGE (shaking his head). Well, well, well! You had
luck with you, Moritz!

[Sits down on the floor, with his willow twigs beside
him, and continues mending the basket, which he
holds between his legs.]

Orp Baumerr. Let’s hope you’ve brought some of it to
us.— Are we to have a drop to drink your health in?
Jaecer. Of course you are, father Baumert. And when
this bottle’s done, we’ll send for more.
[He flings a coin on the table.]
ANsorGE (open mouthed with amazement). Oh my! Oh
my! What goings on to be sure! Roast meat frizzlin’
in the oven! A bottle o’ brandy on the table! [He
drinks out of the bottle.] Here’s to you, Moritz!—
Well, well, well!
[The bottle circulates freely after this.]
Orp Baumerr. If we could any way have a bit o’ meat on
Sundays and holidays, instead o’ never seein’ the sight
of it from year’s end to year’s end! Now we’ll have
to wait till another poor little dog finds its way into
the house like this one did four weeks gone by —an’
that’s not likely to happen soon again.
Axsorce. Have you killed the little dog?
Orp Baumerr. We had to do that or starve.
Axsorce. Well, well! That’s so!
MorrER BAUMERT. A nice, kind little beast he was, too!
JAEGER. Are you as keen as ever on roast dog hereabouts?
Orp Baumerr. Lord, if we could only get enough of it!
MorrER BauMERT. A nice little bit 0’ meat like that does
you a lot 0’ good.

Oup Baumerr. Have you lost the taste for it, Moritz?
Stay with us a bit, and it’ll soon come back to you.
ANsorGe (sniffing). Yes, yes! That will be a tasty bite —

what a good smell it has!
Orp BauMmerr (sniffing). Fine as spice, you might say.
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Axsorce. Come, then, Moritz, tell us your opinion, you
that’s been out and seen the world. Is things at all
like to improve for us weavers, eh?

JaEcer. They would need to.

Axsorge. We're in an awful state here. It’s not livin’ an’
it’s not dyin’. A man fights to the bitter end, but he’s
bound to be beat at last— to be left without a roof over
his head, you may say without ground under his feet.
As long as he can work at the loom he can earn some
sort o’ poor, miserable livin’. But it’s many a day
since I’ve been able to get that sort o’ job. Now I tries
to put a bite into my mouth with this here basket-
makin’. I sits at it late into the night, and by the time
I tumbles into bed I’ve earned three-half-pence. I
puts it to you as knows things, if a man can live on that,
when everything’s so dear? Nine shillin’ goes in one
lump for house tax, three shillin’ for land tax, nine
shillin’ for mortgage interest — that makes one pound
one. I may reckon my year’s earnin at just double
that money, and that leaves me twenty-one shillin’ for
a whole year’s food, an’ fire, an’ clothes, an’ shoes; and
I’ve got to keep up some sort of a place to live in. An’
there’s odds an’ ends. Is it a wonder if I’m behind-
hand with my interest payments?

Orp Baumert. Some ome would need to go to Berlin an’
tell the King how hard put to it we are.

Jaecer. Little good that would do, father Baumert.
There’s been plenty written about it in the newspapers.
But the rich people, they can turn and twist things
round —as cunning as the devil himself.

Ovp Baumerr (shaking his head). To think they’ve no
more sense than that in Berlin.

Axnsorce. And is it really true, Moritz? Is there no law to
help us? If a man hasn’t been able to serape together
enough to pay his mortgage interest, though he’s
worked the very skin off his hands, must his house be
taken from him? The peasant that’s lent the money
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on it, he wants his rights — what else can you look for
from him? But what’s to be the end of it all, I don’t
know.—If I'm put out o’ the house— [In a voice
choked by tears.] 1 was born here, and here my father
sat at his loom for more than forty year. Many was
the time he said to mother: Mother, when I'm gone,
keep hold o’ the house. I’ve worked hard forit. Every
nail means a night’s weavin’, every plank a year’s dry
bread. A man would think that—

JaeGer. They’re just as like to take the last bite out of
your mouth — that’s what they are.

Axsorge. Well, well, well! I would rather be carried out
than have to walk out now in my old days. Who minds
dyin’? My father, he was glad to die. At the very
end he got frightened, but I crept into bed beside him,
an’ he quieted down again. Think of it: I was a lad
of thirteen then. I was tired and fell asleep beside
him—1T knew no better—and when I woke he was
quite cold.

Moruer BauMerr (after a pause). Give Ansorge his soup
out o’ the oven, Bertha.

BerrHA. Here, father Ansorge, it’ll do you good.

ANsorGE (eating and shedding tears). Well, well, well!

[OLp BauMEerT has begun to eat the meat out of the
saucepan.]

MotrEr Baumert. Father, father, can’t you have patience
an’ let Bertha serve it up properly?

OLp BaumEert (chewing). It’s two years now since I took
the sacrament. I went straight after that an’ sold my
Sunday coat, an’ we bought a good bit o’ pork, an’
since then never a mouthful of meat has passed my
lips till tonight.

Jaecer. We don’t need no meat! The manufacturers eats
it for us. It’s the fat o’ the land they lives on. Who-
ever don’t believe that has only to go down to Bielau
and Peterswaldau. He’ll see fine things there — palace
upon palace, with towers and iron railings and plate-
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glass windows. Who do they all belong to? Why,
of course, the manufacturers! No signs of bad times
there! Baked and boiled and fried —horses and car-
riages and governesses — they’ve money to pay for all
that and goodness knows how much more. They’re
swelled out to burstin’ with pride and good livin’.

Axsorce. Things was different in my young days. Then
the manufacturers let the weaver have his share. Now
they keeps everything to theirselves. An’ would you
like to know what’s at the bottom of it all? It’s that
the fine folks nowadays -believes neither in God nor
devil. What do they care about commandments or
punishments? And so they steals our last scrap o’
bread, an’ leaves us no chance of earnin’ the barest liv-
ing. For it’s their faunlt. If our manufacturers was
good men, there would be no bad times for us.

Jascer. Listen, then, and I’ll read you something that will
please you. [He takes one or two loose papers from
his pocket.] 1 say, August, run and fetch another
quart from the public-house. Eh, boy, do you laugh
all day long?

Moruer Baumerr. No one knows why, but our August’s
always happy — grins an’ langhs, come what may.. Off
with you then, quick! [FEzit Avcust with the empty
brandy-bottle.] You’ve got something good now, eh,
father?

Owrp Baumert (stidll chewing; his spirits are rising from the
effect of food and drink). Moritz, you’re the very man
we want. You can read an’ write. You understand
the weavin’ trade, and you’ve a heart to feel for the
poor weavers’ sufferin’s. You should stand up for
us here.

Jaecer. 1°d do that quick enough! There’s nothing I’d
like better than to give the manufacturers round here
a bit of a fright— dogs that they are! I’m an easy-
goin’ fellow, but let me once get worked up into a real
rage, and 1’1l take Dreissiger in the one hand and Ditt-
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rich in the other, and knock their heads together till
the sparks fly out o’ their eyes. If we could only
arrange all to join together, we’d soon give the manu-
facturers a proper lesson— we wouldn’t need no King
an’ no Government. All we’d have to do would be to
say: We wants this and that, and we don’t want the
other thing. There would be a change of days then.
As soon as they see that there’s some pluck in us,
they’ll cave in. I know the rascals; they’re a pack o’
cowardly hounds.

MoruEr Baumert. There’s some truth in what you say.
I’'m not a bad woman. I’ve always been the one to say
as how there must be rich folks as well as poor. But
when things come to such a pass as this—

JaEGer. The devil may take them all, for what I care. It
would be no more than they deserves.

[OLp BauMErT has quietly gone out.)

BertHA. Where’s father?

Moraer Baumertr. I don’t know where he ean have gone.

BerrHA. Do you think he’s not been able to stomach the
meat, with not gettin’ none for so long?

MoraEer BavmerT (in distress, crying). There now, there!

He’s not even able to keep it down when he’s got it.
Up it comes again, the only bite o’ good food as he’s
tasted this many a day.

Reénter OLD BAUMERT, crying with rage.

Orp Baumert. It’s no good! I’'m too far gone! Now
that I’ve at last got hold of somethin’ with a taste in it,
my stomach won’t keep it.

[He sits down on the bench by the stove crying.]

JAEGER (with a sudden violent ebullition of rage). An’ yet
there’s people not far from here, justices they call
themselves too, over-fed brutes, that have nothing to
do all the year round but invent new ways of wastin’
their time. An’ these people say that the weavers
would be quite well off if only they wasn’t so lazy.
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Axsorge. The men as says that are no men at all, they’re
monsters.

JAEGER. Never mind, father Ansorge; we’re makin’ the
place hot for ’em. Becker and I have been and given
Dreissiger a piece of our mind, and before we came
away we sang him ‘‘ Bloody Justice.”’

AxsorGe. Good Lord! Is that the song?

Jaecer. Yes; I have it here.

Axsorce. They calls it Dreissiger’s song, don’t they?

Jaecer. I’ll read it to you.

MoruEr Baumerr. Who wrote it?

Jaecer. That’s what nobody knows. Now listen. -

[He reads, hesitating like a schoolboy, with incorrect
accentuation, but unmistakably strong feeling.
Despair, suffering, rage, hatred, thirst for revenge,
all find utterance.]

The justice to us weavers dealt
Is bloody, eruel, and hateful;

Our life’s one torture, long drawn out:
For lynch law we’d be grateful.

Stretched on the rack day after day,
Hearts sick and bodies aching,

Our heavy sighs their witness bear
To spirit slowly breaking.

[The words of the song make a strong impression
on OLp Baumert. Deeply agitated, he struggles
against the temptation to interrupt JaeGer. At
last he can keep quiet mo longer.]

Orp BauMerr (fo his wife, half laughing, half crying, stam-
mering). Stretched on the rack day after day. Who-
ever wrote that, mother, wrote the truth. You can bear
witness — eh, how does it go? ¢‘ Our heavy sighs their
witness bear ’’— What’s the rest?

Jaecer. ‘¢ To spirit slowly breaking.”’
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Orp Baumert. You know the way we sigh, mother, day and
night, sleepin’ and wakin’.

[ANsoRGE has stopped working, and cowers on the
floor, strongly agitated. MorHER BAUMERT and
BerTHA wipe their eyes frequently during the
course of the reading.]

JAEGER (continues to read).
The Dreissigers true hangmen are,
Servants no whit behind them;
Masters and men with one accord
Set on the poor to grind them.

You villains all, you brood of hell —

OLp BaumMert (trembling with rage, stamping on the floor).
Yes, brood of hell!!!
JAEGER (reads).
You fiends in fashion human,
A curse will fall on all like you,
‘Who prey on man and woman.,

ANsorGe. Yes, yes, a curse upon them!
Orp BaumerT (clenching his fist, threateningly). You prey
on man and woman.
JARGER (reads).
The suppliant knows he asks in vain,
Vain every word that’s spoken.
‘¢ If not content, then go and starve —
Our rules cannot be broken.”’

Orp Baumerr. Whatisit? ‘¢ The suppliant knows he asks
in vain?’’ Every word of it’s true —every word —
as true as the Bible. He knows he asks in vain.

AxsorGe. Yes, yes! It’s all no good.

JAEGER (reads).

Then think of all our woe and want,
O ye who hear this ditty!

Our struggles vain for daily bread
Hard hearts would move to pity.
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"But pity’s what you’ve never known,—
You’d take both skin and clothing,
You cannibals, whose cruel deeds
Fill all good men with loathing.

OvLp BauMmerT (jumps up, beside humself with excitement).
Both skin and clothing. It’s true, it’s all true! Here
I stands, Robert Baumert, master-weaver of Kasch-
bach. Who can bring up anything against me? .1’ve
been an honest, hard-workin’ man all my life long, an’
look at me now! What have I to show for it? Look
at me! See what they’ve made of me! Stretched on
the rack day after day. [He holds out his arms.] Feel
that! Skin and bone! ‘¢ You villains all, you brood
of hell!!”

[He sinks down on a chair, weeping with rage and
despair.]

ANsorce (flings his basket from him into a corner, rises, his
whole body trembling with rage, gasps). An’ the
time’s come now for a change, I say. We’ll stand it
no longer. We’ll stand it no longer! Come what may!

ACT III

The common-room of the principal public-house in Peterswaldau. A large
room with a raftered roof supported by a central wooden pillar, round
which a table runs. In the back wall, a little to the right of the pillar, is
the entrance-door, through the opening of which the spacious lobby or
outer room is seem, with barrels and brewing utensils. To the right of
this door, in the corner, is the bar — a high wooden counter with recep-
tacles for beer-mugs, glasses, etc.; a cupboard with rows of brandy and
liqueur bottles on the wall behind, and between counter and cupboard a
narrow space for the barkeeper. In front of the bar stands a table with
a gay-colored cover, a pretty lamp hanging above it, and several cane
chairs placed around it. Not far off, in the right wall, is a door with
the inscription: Bar Parlor. Nearer the front on the same side an old
eight-day clock stands ticking. At the back, to the left of the entrance-
door, is a table with bottles and glasses, and beyond this, in the corner,
is the great tile-oven. In the left wall there are three small windows.
Below them runs a long bench; and in front of each stands a large
oblong wooden table, with the end towards the wall. There are benches
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with backs along the sides of these tables, and at the end of each facing
the window stands a wooden chair. The walls are washed blue and
decorated with advertisements, colored prints and oleographs, among
the latter a portrait of Frederick William IV.

WELZEL, the publican, a good-natured giant, upwards of fifty, stands behind
the counter, letting beer run from a barrel into a glass. MRs. WELZEL
is ironing by the stove. She is a handsome, tidily dressed woman in her
thirty-fifth year. ANNA WELZEL, a good-looking girl of seventeen, with
a quantity of beautiful, fair, reddish hair, sits, neatly dressed, with her
embroidery, at the table with the colored cover. She looks up from her
work for a moment and listens, as the sound of a funeral hymn sung by
school-children is heard in the distance. WIEGAND, the joiner, in his
working clothes, is sitting at the same table, with a glass of Bavarian
beer before him. His face shows that he understands what the world re-
quires of a man if he is to attain his ends — namely, craftiness, swift-
ness, and relentless pushing forward. A CoMMERCIAL TRAVELER is
seated at the pillar-table, vigorously masticating a beefsteak. He 1is of
middle height, stout and thrifty-looking, inclined to jocosity, lively, and
itmpudent. He is dressed in the fashion of the day, and his portmanteau,
pattern-case, umbrella, overcoat and traveling rug lie on chairs beside him.

WeLzEL (carrying a glass of beer to the TRAVELER, but
addressing Wiecanp). The devil’s broke loose in
Peterswaldau today.

WiecaNp (in a sharp, shrill voice). That’s because it’s
delivery day at Dreissiger’s.

Mrs. WerLzeL. But they don’t generally make such an
awful row.

Wiecanp. It’s may be because of the two hundred new
weavers that he’s going to take on.

Mes. WeLzEL (at her iroming). Yes, yes, that’ll be it. If
he wants two hundred, six hundred’s sure to have come.
There’s no lack of them.

Wiecanp. No, they’ll last. There’s no fear of their dying
out, let them be ever so badly off. They bring more
children into the world than we know what to do with.
[The strains of the funeral hymn are suddenly heard
more distinctly.] There’s a funeral today too. Weaver
Nentwich is dead, you know.

WeLzeL. He’sbeen long enough about it. He’s been goin’
about like a livin’ ghost this many a long day.

Vor. XVIII —4
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Wiecanp. You never saw such a little coffin, Welzel; it was
the tiniest, miserablest little thing I ever glued together.
And what a corpse! It didn’t weigh ninety pounds.

TravVELER (his mouth full). WhatIdon’t understand’s this:
Take up whatever paper you like and you’ll find the
most heartrending accounts of the destitution among
the weavers. You get the impression that three-quar-
ters of the people in this neighborhood are starving.
Then you come and see a funeral like what’s going on
just now. I met it as I came into the village. Brass
band, schoolmaster, school children, pastor, and such a
procession behind them that you would think it was
the Emperor of China that was getting buried. If
the people have money to spend on this sort of thing,
well—! [He takes a drink of beer; puts down the
glass; suddenly and jocosely.] What do you say to it,
miss? Don’t you agree with me?

[ANNA gives an embarrassed laugh, and goes on
working busily.]

TraverLer. Now, I’ll take a bet that these are slippers for
papa.

WeLzer. You’re wrong, then; I wouldn’t put such things
on my feet.

TravELER. You don’t say so! Now, I would give half of
what I’m worth if these slippers were for me.

Mgs. Werzer. Oh, he don’t know nothing about such things.

Wiecanp (has coughed once or twice, moved his chair, and
prepared himself to speak). You were sayin’, sir, that
you wondered to see such a funeral as this. I tell you,
and Mrs. Welzel here will bear me out, that it’s quite
a small funeral.

TraverLEr. But, my good man,—what a monstrous lot of
money it must cost! Where does all that come from?

Wiecaxp. If you’ll excuse me for saying so, sir, there’s a
deal of foolishness among the poorer working people
hereabouts. They have a kind of inordinate idea, if
I may say so, of the respect an’ duty an’ honor they’re
bound to show to such as is taken from their midst.
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And when it comes to be a case of parents, then there’s
no bounds whatever to their superstitiousness. The
children and the nearest family scrapes together every
farthing they can call their own, an’ what’s still want-
ing, that they borrow from some rich man. They run
themselves into debt over head and ears; they’re owing
money to the pastor, to the sexton, and to all concerned.
Then there’s the victuals an’ the drink, an’ such like.
No, sir, I’'m far from speaking against dutifulness to
parents; but it’s too much when it goes the length of
the mourners having to bear the weight of it for the
rest of their lives.

TraveLEr. But surely the pastor might reason them out of
such foolishness.

Wieeanp. Begging your pardon, sir, but I must mention
that every little place hereabouts has its church an’ its
reverend pastor to support. These honorable gentle-
men has their advantages from big funerals. The
larger the attendance is, the larger the offertory is
bound to be. . Whoever knows the circumstances con-
nected with the working classes here, sir, will assure
you that the pastors are strong against quiet funerals.

Enter HorN1G, the rag dealer, a little bandy-legged old man, with a strap
round his chest.

Horxic. Good-mornin’, ladies and gentlemen! A glass o’
schnapps, if you please, Mr. Welzel. Has the young
mistress anything for me today? I’ve got beautiful
ribbous in my cart, Miss Anna, an’ tapes, an’ garters,
an’ the very best of pins an’ hairpins an’ hooks an’
eyes. An’ all in exchange for a few rags. [In a
changed voice.] An’ out of them rags fine white
paper’s to be made, for your sweetheart to write you a
letter on.

Ax~a. Thank you, but I’ve nothing to do with sweethearts.

Mgrs. WeLzEL (putting a bolt into her iron). No, she’s not
that kind. She’ll not hear of marrying.
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TRAVELER (jumps up, affecting delighted surprise, goes for-
ward to ANNA’s table, and holds out his hand to her
across it). That’s sensible, miss. You and I think
alike in this matter. Give me your hand on it. We’ll
both remain single.

Axxa (blushing scarlet, gives him her hand). But you are
married already!

TraveLeEr. Not a bit of it. I only pretend to be. You
think so because I wear a ring. I only have it on my
finger to protect my charms against shameless attacks.
I’'m not afraid of you, though. [He puts the ring into
his pocket.] But tell me, truly, miss, are you quite
determined never, never, never to marry?

ANNA (shakes her head). Oh, get along with you!

Mgrs. WerzeL. You may trust her to remain single unless
something very extra good turns up.

TraveLEr. And why shouldn’t it? Iknow of a rich Silesian
proprietor who married his mother’s lady’s maid. And
there’s Dreissiger, the rich manufacturer, his wife is
an innkeeper’s daughter too, and not half so pretty as
you, miss, though she rides in her carriage now, with
servants in livery. And why not? [He marches about,
stretching himself, and stamping his feet.] Let me
have a cup of coffee, please.

Enter ANSORGE and OLD BAUMERT, each with a bundle. They seat them-
;’:;?es meekly and silently beside HORNING, at the froni table to the

WeLzeL. How are you, father Ansorge? Glad to see you
once again.

‘Hornie. Yes, it’s not often as you crawl down from that
smoky old nest.

ANSsorGE (vistbly embarrassed, mumbles). 1’ve been fetchin’
myself a web again.

Baumert. He’s goin’ to work at a shilling the web.

Axnsorge. I wouldn’t ha’ done it, but there’s no more to be
made now by basket-weavin’.
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Wiecanp. It’s always better than nothin’. He does it only
to give you employment. I know Dreissiger very well.
When I was up there takin’ out his double windows
last week we were talkin’ about it, him and me. It’s
out of pity that he does it.

Axsorce. Well, well, well! That may be so.

WeLzEL (setting a glass of schnapps on the table before
each of the weavers). Here you are, then. 1 say,
Ansorge, how long is it since you had a shave?! The
gentleman over there would like to know.

TRAVELER (calls across). Now, Mr. Welzel, you know 1
didn’t say that. I was only struck by the venerable
appearance of the master-weaver. It isn’t often one
sees such a gigantic figure.

ANSORGE (scratching his head, embarrassed). Well, well!

TraveLEr. Such specimens of primitive strength are rare
nowadays. We’re all rubbed smooth by civilization —
but I can still take pleasure in nature untampered with!
— These bushy eyebrows! That tangled length of
beard!

Horx~ic. Let me tell you, sir, that them people haven’t the
money to pay a barber, and as to a razor for them-
selves, that’s altogether beyond them. What grows,
grows. They haven’t nothing to throw away on their
outsides.

TraveLeEr. My good friend, you surely don’t imagine that
I would — [Aside to WeLzeL.] Do you think I might
offer the hairy one a glass of beer?

Werzer. No, no; you mustn’t do that. He wouldn’t take
it. He’s got some queer ideas in that head o’ his.
TraveLer. All right, then, I won’t. With your permission,
miss. [He seats himself at ANxa’s table.] 1 declare,
miss, that I’ve not been able to take my eyes off your
hair since I came in—such glossy softness, such a
splendid quantity! [Ecstatically kisses his finger-
tips.] And what a color!—like ripe wheat. Come to
Berlin with that bair and you’ll create no end of a
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sensation. On my honor, with hair like that you may
go to Court. [Leans back, looking at it.] Glorious,
simply glorious!

Wiecanp. They’ve given her a fine name because of it.

TraverLEr. And what may that be?

AxNa (laughing quietly to herself). Oh, don’t listen to
that! ,

Hornic. The chestrut filly, isn’t it?

WerzeL. Come now, we’ve had enough o’ this. I’m not
goin’ to have the girl’s head turned altogether. She’s
had a-plenty of silly notions put into it already. She’ll
hear of nothing under a count today, and tomorrow
it’ll be a prince.

Mrs. WeLzeL. Don’t abuse the girl, father. There’s no
harm in wantin’ to rise in the world. It’s as well that
people don’t all think as you do, or nobody would get
on at all. If Dreissiger’s grandfather had been of
your way of thinkin’, they would be poor weavers still.
And now they’re rollin’ in wealth. An’ look at old
Tromtra. He was nothing but a weaver, too, and now
he owns twelve estates, an’ he’s been made a nobleman
into the bargain.

Wiecanp. Yes, Welzel, you must look at the thing fairly.
Your wife’s in the right this time. I can answer for
that. I’d never be where I am, with seven workmen
under me, if T had thought like you.

Hornie. Yes, you understand the way to get on; that your
worst enemy must allow. Before the weaver has taken
to bed, you’re gettin’ his coffin ready.

Wiecanp. A man must stick tohis business if he’sto get on.

Hornie. No fear of you for that. You know before the
doctor when death’s on the way to knock at a weaver’s
door.

Wiecanp (attempting to laugh, suddenly furious). And
you know better’n the police where the thieves are
among the weavers, that keep back two or three bob-
bins full every week. Tt’s rags you ask for but you
don’t say No, if there’s a little yarn among them.
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HorNie. An’ your corn grows in the churchyard. The
more that are bedded on the sawdust, the better for
you. When you see the rows o’ little children’s graves,
you pats yourself on the belly, and say you: This has
been a good year; the little brats have fallen like cock-
chafers off the trees. I can allow myself a quart extra
in the week again.

Wiecanp. And supposin’ this is all true, it still don’t make
me a receiver of stolen goods.

Hornic. No; perhaps the worst you do is to send in an
account twice to the rich fustian manufacturers, or to
help yourself to a plank or two at Dreissiger’s when
there’s building goin’ on and the moon happens not to
be shinin’.

Wikcaxp (furning his back). Talk to any one you like, but
not to me. [Then suddenly.] Hornig the liar!

Hornic. Wiegand the coffin-jobber!

WiecaND (to the rest of the company). He knows charms
for bewitching cattle.

Horxie. If you don’t look out, I'll try one of ’em on you.

[WieGcaND turns pale.]

Mrs. WeLzeL (had gone out; now returns with the Trav-
ELER’S coffee; in the act of putting it on the table).
Perhaps you would rather have it in the parlor, sir?

TraveLEr. Most certainly not! [With a languishing look
at AN~Na.] I could sit here till T die.

Enter a YOoUNG FORESTER and a PEASANT, the latter carrying a whip.
They wish the others “ Good Morning,” and remain standing at the
counter.

Peasant. Two brandies, if you please.

WeLzerL. Good-morning to you, gentlemen.

[He pours out their beverage; the two touch glasses,
take a mouthful, and then set the glasses down on
the counter.]

TrAVELER (fo ForesTEr). Come far this morning, sir?

ForesTer. From Steinseiffersdorf —that’s a good step.
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Two old weavers enter, and seat themselves beside ANSORGE, BAUMERT,

and HORNIG.

TraveLer. Excuse me asking, but are you in Count Hoch-
heim’s service?

Forester. No. I’m in Count Keil’s.

TraveLER. Yes, yes, of course —that was what I meant.
One gets confused here among all the counts and barons
and other gentlemen. It would take a giant’s memory
to remember them all. Why do you carry an ax, if I
may ask?

Forester. I’ve just taken this one from a man who was
stealing wood.

Orp Baumert. Yes, their lordships are mighty strict with
us about a few sticks for the fire.

TraveLer. You must allow that if every one were to help
himself to what he wanted —

OLp Baumert. By your leave, sir, but there’s a difference
made here as elsewhere between the big an’ the little
thieves. There’s some here as deals in stolen wood
wholesale, and grows richonit. Butif a poor weaver —

First OLp WEAVER (interrupts Baumert). We’re forbid to
take a single branch; but their lordships, they take the
very skin off of us— we’ve assurance money to pay,
an’ spinning-money, an’ charges in kind —we must go
here an’ go there, an’ do so an’ so much field work, all
willy-nilly.

Axsorce. That’s just how it is—what the manufacturer
leaves us, their lordships takes from us.

Seconp OLp WEaver (has taken a seat at the next table).
I’ve said it to his lordship hisself. By your leave, my
lord, says I, it’s not possible for me to work on the
estate so many days this year. I comes right out with
it. For why —my own bit of ground, my lord, it’s been
next to carried away by the rains. I’ve to work night
and day if I’'m to live at all. For oh, what a flood that
was! There I stood an’ wrung my hands, an’ watched
the good soil come pourin’ down the hill, into the very
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house! And all that dear, fine seed! I could do nothin’
but roar an’ ery until I couldn’t see out o’ my eyes for
a week. And then I had to start an’ wheel eighty
heavy barrow-loads of earth up that hill, till my back
was all but broken.

Prasaxt (roughly). You weavers here make such an awful
outery. As if we hadn’t all to put up with what Heaven
sends us. An’ if you are badly off just now, whose
fault is 1t but your own? What did you do when trade
was good? Drank an’ squandered all you made. If
you had saved a bit then, you’d have it to fall back on
now when times is bad, and not need to be goin’ stealin’
yarn and wood.

First Youne Weaver (standing with several comrades in
the lobby or outer room, calls in at the door). What’s
a peasant but a peasant, though he lies in bed till nine?

First OLp WEavEr. The peasant an’ the count, it’s the same
story with ’em both. Says the peasant when a weaver
wants a house: I’ll give you a little bit of a hole to
live in, an’ you’ll pay me so much rent in money, an’
the rest of it you’ll make up by helpin’ me to get in my
hay an’ my corn—and if that don’t please you, why,
then you may go elsewhere. He tries another, and to
the second he says the same as to the first.

BaumMmerT (angrily). The weaver’s like a bone that every
dog takes a gnaw at.

Prasant (furious). You starvin’ curs, you’re no good for
anything. -Can you yoke a plough? Can you draw a
straight furrow or throw a bundle of sheaves on to a
cart. You’re fit for nothing but to idle about an’ go
after the women. A pack of scoundrelly ne’er-do-wells!

[He has paid and now goes out. The Forester fol-
lows, laughing. WELZEL, the joiner, and Mrs. WEL-
ZeL laugh aloud; the TraveLer laughs to himself.
Then there is a moment’s silence.)

Horxnie. A peasant like that’s as stupid as his own ox.
Asif I didn’t know all about the distress in the villages
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round here. Sad sights I’'ve seen! Four and five lyin’
naked on one sack of straw.

TravELER (in a mildly remonstrative tone). Allow me to
remark, my good man, that there’s a great difference
of opinion as to the amount of distress here in the
Eulengebirge. If you can read —

Hornie. I can read straight off, as well as you. An’ I
know what I've seen with my own eyes. It would be
queer if a man that’s traveled the country with a pack
on his back these forty years an’ more didn’t know
something about it. There was the Fullers, now. You
saw the children scrapin’ about among the dung-heaps
with the peasants’ geese. The people up there died
naked, on the bare stone floors. In their sore need they
ate the stinking weavers’ glue. Hunger carried ’em
off by the hundred.

TraveLER. You must be aware, since you are able to read,
that striet investigation has been made by the Govern-
ment, and that—

Horxie. Yes, yes, we all know what that means. They
send a gentleman-that knows all about it already better
nor if he had seen it, an’ he goes about a bit in the
village where the brook flows broad an’ the best houses
is. He don’t want to dirty his shinin’ boots. Thinks
he to hisself: All the rest’ll be the same as this. An’
so he steps into his carriage, an’ drives away home
again, an’ then writes to Berlin that there’s no distress
in the place at all. If he had but taken the trouble
to go higher up into a village like that, to where the
stream comes in, or across the stream on to the narrow
side — or, better still, if he’d gone up to the little out-
o’-the-way hovels on the hill above, some of ’em that
black an’ tumble-down as it would be the waste of a
good match to set fire to ’em —it’s another kind o’
report he’d have sent to Berlin. They should ha’ come
to me, these government gentlemen that wouldn’t
believe there was no distress here. I would ha’ shown
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’em something. I’d have opened their eyes for ’em
in some of these starvation holes.
[The strains of the Weavers’ Song are heard, sung
outside.]
WeLzerL. There they are, roaring at that devil’s song
again.
Witcaxp. They’re turning the whole place upside down.
Mgs. WeLzen. You’d think there was something in the air.

JAEGER and BECKER arm in arm, at the head of a troop of young weavers,

march noisily through the outer room and enter the bar.

Jaecer. Halt! To your places!

[The new arrivals sit down at the various tables, and
begin to talk to other weavers already seated
there.]

Horx~16 (calls out to Becker). What’s up now, Becker, that
you’ve got together a crowd like this?

Becker (significantly). Who knows but something may be
goin’ to happen? Eh, Moritz?

Horxic. Come, come, lads.” Don’t you be a-gettin’ of
yourselves into mischief.

Becker. Blood’s flowed already. Would you like to see it?

[He pulls up his sleeve and shows bleeding tattoo-
marks on the upper part of his arm. Many of the
other young weavers do the same.]

Becker. We'’ve been at barber Schmidt’s gettin’ ourselves
vaceinated. '

Horxic. Now the thing’s explained. Little wonder there’s
such an uproar in the place, with a band of young rap-
scallions like you paradin’ round.

JAEGER (comsequentially, in a loud voice). You may bring
two quarts at once, Welzel! I pay. Perhaps you
think I haven’t got the needful. You’re wrong, then.
If we wanted we could sit an’ drink your best brandy
an’ swill coffee till tomorrow morning with any bag-
man in the land.

[Laughter among the young weavers.]
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TrAVELER (affecting comic surprise). Is the young gentle-
man kind enough to take notice of me?

[Host, hostess, and their daughter, WiEGAND, and the
TrAVELER all laugh.]

Jaecer. If the cap fits, wear it.

TraveLEr. Your affairs seem to be in a thriving condition.
young man, if I may be allowed to say so.

JaEger. I can’t eomplain. I'm a traveler in made-up
goods. I go shares with the manufacturers. The
nearer starvation the weaver is, the better I fare. His
want butters my bread.

Becker. Well done, Moritz! You gave it him that time.
Here’s to you!

[WeLzEL has brought the corn-brandy. On his way
back to the counter he stops, turns round slowly,
and stands, an embodiment of phlegmatic strength,
facing the weavers.]

WeLzeL (calmly but emphatically). You let the gentleman
alone. He’s done you no harm.

Youne Weavers.. And we’re doing him no harm.

[Mrs. WELZEL has exchanged a few words with the
TraveLEr. She takes the cup with the remains of
his coffee and carries it into the parlor. The Trav-
ELER follows her amidst the laughter of the
weavers.]

Younc WEAVERS (singing).

¢ The Dreissigers the hangmen are,
Servants no whit behind them.”’

Werzer. Hush-sh! Sing that song anywhere else you like,
but not in my house.

Fiest OLp WEeaver. He’s quite right. Stop that singin,’
lads. '

Becker (roars). But we must march past Dreissiger’s,

- boys, and let him hear it once more.

Wiecanp. You’d better take care—you may march once

too often! [Laughter and cries of Ho, ho!]
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WirTic has entered; a gray-haired old smith, bare-headed, with leather
apron and wooden shoes, sooty from the smithy. He is standing at the
counter waiting for his schnapps.

Wirtic. Let ’em go on with their doin’s. The dogs as
barks most, bites least.

Oup Weavers. Wittig, Wittig!

Wirrie. Here he is. What do you want with him?

Orp Weavers. “‘It’s Wittig! ’— Wittig, Wittig!’’—

¢ Come here, Wittig.”—*¢ Sit beside us, Wittig.”’
Wirric. Do you think I would sit beside a set of raseals
like you?

Jaecer. Come and take a glass with us.

Wirtic. Keep your brandy to yourselves. I pay for my
own drink. [Takes his glass and sits down beside
Baumerr and AxnsorGe. Clapping the latter on the
stomach.] What’s the weavers’ food so nice? Sauer-
kraut and roasted lice!

Ovp Baumerr (drunk with excitement). But what would
you say now if they’d made up their minds as how
they would put up with it no longer.

Wirtic (with pretended astonishment, staring open-
mouthed at the old weaver). Heinerle! you don’t mean
to tell me that that’s you? [Laughs tmmoderately.]
O Lord, O Lord! I could laugh myself to death. Old
Baumert risin’ in rebellion! We’ll have the tailors
at it next, and then there’ll be a rebellion among the
baa-lambs, and the rats and the mice. Damn it all,
but we’ll see some sport.

[He nearly splits with laughter.]

Oup Baumerr. You needn’t go on like that, Wittig. I’'m
the same man I’ve always been. I still say ’twould be
better if things could be put right peaceably.

Wirtic. Rot! How could it be done peaceably? Did they
do it peaceably in France? Did Robespeer tickle the
rich men’s palms? No! It was: Away with them,
every one! To the gilyoteen with ’em! Allongs
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onfong!* You've got your work before you. The
geese’ll not fly ready roasted into your mouths.

Orp Baumerr. If I could make even half a livin’—

First OLp Weaver. The water’s up to our chins now,
Wittig.

Secoxp Op Weaver. We’'re afraid to go home. It’s all
the same whether we works or whether we lies abed;
it’s starvation both ways.

First OLp WEaver. A man'’s like to go mad at home.

OLp ANsorGe. I’ve come to that pass now that I don’t care
how things goes.

OLp Weavers (with increasing excitement). ‘‘ We’ve no
peace anywhere.”’—‘¢ We’ve no spirit to work.”’— ¢ Up
with us in Steenkunzendorf you can see a weaver sittin’
by the stream washin’ hisself the whole day long,
naked as God made him. It’s driven him clean out of
his mind.”’

Tamp Oup WEAVER (moved by the spirit, stands up and
begins to ‘‘ speak with tongues,”’ stretching out his
hand threatemingly). Judgment is at hand! Have
no dealings with the rich and the great! Judgment is
at hand! The Lord God of Sabaoth—

[Some of the weavers laugh. He is pulled down on
to his seat.]

WerzeL. That’s a chap that can’t stand a single glass —
he gets wild at once.

TamRD OLp WEAVER (jumps up agan). But they — they
believe not in God, not in hell, not in heaven. They
mock at religion.

First Oup Weaver. Come, come now, that’s enough!

Becker. You let him do his little bit o’ preaching. There’s
many a one would be the better for takin’ it to heart.

Vorces (in excited confusion). ‘‘ Let him alone! ’’— ¢ Let
him speak!’’

Taep OLp WEAVER (raising his voice). But hell is opened,
saith the Lord; its jaws are gaping wide, to swallow up

*Allons enfants (Marseillaise).
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all those that oppress the afflicted and pervert judg-

ment in the cause of the poor. [Wild excitement.]
Tamp Orp WEeaver (suddenly declaiming, schoolboy
fashion).

When one has thought upon it well,
It’s still more difficult to tell
Why they the linen-weaver’s work despise.

Becker. But we’re fustian-weavers, man. [Laughter.]

Horxnic. The linen-weavers is ever so much worse off than
you. They’re wanderin’ about among the hills like
ghosts. You people here have still got the pluck left
in you to kick up a row.

Wirric. Do you suppose the worst’s over here? It won’t
be long till the manufacturers drain away that little
bit of strength they still has left in their bodies.

Becker. You know what he said: It will come to the
weavers workin’ for a bite of bread. [Uproar.]

SeEveEraL OLp AND Youne Weavers. Who said that?

Becrer. Dreissiger said it.

A Young Weaver. The damned rascal should be hung up
by the heels.

Jaecer. Look here, Wittig. You’ve always jawed such a
lot about the French Revolution, and a good deal too
about your own doings. A time may be coming, and
that before long, when every one will have a chance to
show whether he’s a braggart or a true man.

Wirtic (flaring up angrily). Say another word if you dare!
Has you heard the whistle o’ bullets? Has you done
outpost duty in an enemy’s country?

Jaecer. You needn’t get angry about it. We’re comrades.
I meant no harm.

Wirtic. None of your comradeship for me, you impudent
young fool.

Enter KUTSCHE, the policeman.

SeveraL Voices. Hush—sh! Police!

[This calling goes on for some time, till at last there
18 complete silence, amidst which KurscHE takes
his place at the central pillar table.]
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KvurscreE. A small brandy, please.

[Again complete silence.]

Wirtie. I suppose you’ve come to see if we’re all behavin’
ourselves, Kutsche?

KurscHE (paying no attention to Wirtie). Good morning,
Mr. Wiegand.

Wiecaxp (still in the corner in front of the counter). Good
morning t’you.

Kurscee. How’s trade?

Wigeanp. Thank you, much as usual.

Becker. The chief constable’s sent him to see if we’re
spoilin’ our stomach on these big wages we’re gettin’.

[Laughter.]

Jarkcer. I say, Welzel, you will tell him how we’ve been
feastin’ on roast pork an’ sauce an’ dumplings and
sauerkraut, and now we’re sittin’ at our champagne
wine. [Laughter.]

WerzerL. The world’s upside down with them today.

Kurscae. An’even if you had the champagne wine and the
roast meat, you wouldn’t be satisfied. I’ve to get on
without champagne wine as well as you.

Becker (referring to KurscHE’s nose). He waters his
beet-root with brandy and gin. An’ it thrives on it too.

[Laughter.]

Wirtie. A p’liceman like that has a hard life. Now it’s
a starving beggar boy he has to lock up, then it’s a
pretty weaver girl he has to lead astray; then he has to
get roarin’ drunk an’ beat his wife till she goes
sereamin’ to the neighbors for help; and there’s the
ridin’ about on horseback and the lyin’ in bed till nine
—nay, faith, but it’s no easy job!

Kurscre. Jaw away; you’ll jaw a rope round your neck
in time. It’s long been known what sort of a fellow
you are. The magistrates knows all about that rebel-
lious tongue o’ yours. I know who’ll drink wife and
child into the poorhouse an’ himself into gaol before
long, who it is that’ll go on agitatin’ and agitatin’ till
he brings down judgment on himself and all concerned.
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Wirtic (laughs bitterly). It’s true enough —mno one knows
what’ll be the end of it. You may be right yet. [Bursts
out in fury.] But if it does come to that, I know who
I've got to thank for it, who it is that’s blabbed to the
manufacturers an’ all the gentlemen round, an’ black-
ened my character to that extent that they never give
me a hand’s turn of work to do—an’ set the peasants
an’ the millers against me, so that I’'m often a whole
week without a horse to shoe or a wheel to put a tire
on. I know who’s done it. I once pulled the damned
brute off his horse, because he was givin’ a little stupid
boy the most awful flogging for stealin’ a few unripe
pears. But I tell you this, Kutsche, and you know me
—if you get me put into prison, you may make your
own will. If I hears as much as a whisper of it, I’ll
take the first thing as comes handy, whether it’s a
horseshoe or a hammer, a wheel-spoke or a pail; I'll
get hold of you if I've to drag you out of bed from
beside your wife, and I’ll beat in your brains, as sure
as my name’s Wittig.

[He has jumped up and is going to rush at KutscHE.]

OLp anp Youne Weavers (holding him back). Wittig,
Wittig! Don’t lose your head!

KurscHE (has risen involuntarily, his face pale. He backs
toward the door while speaking. The nearer the door
the higher his courage rises. He speaks the last words
on the threshold, and then instantly disappears). What
are you goin’ on at me about? I didn’t meddle with
you. I came to say somethin’to the weavers. My busi-
ness is with them an’ not with you, and I've done noth-
ing to you. But I've this to say to you weavers: The
superintendent of police herewith forbids the singing
of that song— Dreissiger’s song, or whatever it is you
calls it. And if the yelling of it on the streets isn’t
stopped at once, he’ll provide you with plenty of time
and leisure for goin’ on with it in gaol. You may sing
there, on bread an’ water, to your hearts’ content.

Vor. XVIII—5 [Goes out.]
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Wirtic (roars after him). He’s no right to forbid it—not
if we was to roar till the windows shook an’ they could
hear us at Reichenbach — not if we sang till the manu-
facturers’ houses tumbled about their ears an’ all the
superintendents’ helmets danced on the top of their
heads. It’s nobody’s business but our own.

[BEckER has in the meantime got up, made a signal
for singing, and now leads off, the others joining
n.]

The justice to us weavers dealt
Is bloody, cruel, and hateful;

Our life’s one torture, long drawn out;
For lynch law we’d be grateful.

[WELZEL attempts to quiet them, but they pay nmo
attention to him. WIEGAND puts his hands to his
ears and rushes off. During the singing of the
next stanza the weavers rise and form into pro-
cession behind BEcker and WITTIG, who have given
pantomimic signs for a general break-up.]

Stretched on the rack, day after day,
Hearts sick and bodies aching,
. Our heavy sighs their witness bear
To spirit slowly breaking.

[Most of the weavers sing the following stanza out
on the street, only a few young fellows, who are
paying, being still in the bar. At the conclusion
of the stanza no one is left in the room except
WeLzeL and his wife and daughter, Horxie, and
OLp BAUMERT.]

You villains all, you brood of hell,
You fiends in fashion human,

A curse will fall on all like you,
Who prey on man and woman.

WeLzer (phlegmatically collecting the glasses). Their
backs are up today, an’ no mistake.
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Horxie (to OLp BauMert, who is preparing to go). What
in the name of Heaven are they up to, Baumert?

Baumertr. They’re goin’ to Dreissiger’s to make him add
something on to the pay.

WeLzeL. And are you joining in these foolish goings on?

Orp Baumert. I’ve no choice, Welzel. The young men
may an’ the old men must.

[Goes out rather shamefacedly.]

Hor~ia. It’ll not surprise me if this ends badly.

Werzer. To think that even old fellows like him are goin’
right off their heads!

Hornie. We all set our hearts on something!

ACT IV

Peterswaldau.— Private room of DREISSIGER, the fustian manufacturer —
luzuriously furnished in the chilly taste of the first half of this century.
Ceiling, doors, and stove are white, and the wall paper, with its small,
straight-lined floral pattern, is dull and cold in tone. The furniture is
mahogany, richly carved, and upholstered in red. On the right, between
two windows with crimson damask curtains, stands the writing-table, a
high bureau with falling flap. Directly opposite to this is the sofa, with
the strong-box beside it; in front of the sofa a table, with chairs and
easy-chairs arranged about it. Against the back wall is a gun-rack. Al
three walls are decorated with bad pictures in gilt frames. Above the
sofa is a mirror with a heavily gilded rococo frame. On the left an
ordinary door leads into the hall. An open folding door at the back shows
the drawing-room, over-furnished in the same style of comfortless osten-
tation. Two ladies, MrS. DREISSIGER and MRS. KITTELHAUS, the Pastor’s
wife, are seen in the drawing-room, looking at pictures. Pastor Kir-
TELHAUS is there too, engaged in conversation with WEINHOLD, the tutor,
a theological graduate.

Kirrevuavs (a kindly little elderly man, enters the front
room, smoking and chatting familiarly with the tutor,
who is also smoking; he looks round and shakes his
head in surprise at finding the room empty). You are
young, Mr. Weinhold, which explains everything. At
your age we old fellows held —well, I won’t say the
same opinions—but certainly opinions of the same
tendency. And there’s something fine about youth —
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youth with its grand ideals. But unfortunately, Mr.
Weinhold, they don’t last; they are as fleeting as April
sunshine. Wait till you are my age. When a man has
said his say from the pulpit for thirty years —fifty-
two times every year, not including saints’ days — he
has inevitably calmed down. Think of me, Mr. Wein-
hold, when you come to that pass.

WeiNnsOLD (nineteen, pale, thin, tall, with lanky fair hair;
restless and nervous in his movements). With all due
respect, Mr. Kittelhaus, I ecan’t think people have such
different natures.

Krrrenmavs. My dear Mr. Weinhold, however restless-
minded and unsettled a man may be — [in a tone of
reproof]—and you are a case in point— however
violently and wantonly he may attack the existing order
of things, he calms down in the end. I grant you, cer-
tainly, that among our professional brethren individu-
als are to be found, who, at a fairly advanced age, still
play youthful pranks. One preaches against the drink
evil and founds temperance societies, another publishes
appeals which undoubtedly read most effectively. But
what good do they do? The distress among the weav-
ers, where it does exist, is in no way lessened — but the
peace of society is undermined. No, no; one feels
inclined in such cases to say: Cobbler, stick to your
last; don’t take to caring for the belly, you who have
the care of souls. Preach the pure Word of God, and
leave all else to Him who provides shelter and food
for the birds, and clothes the lilies of the field. But I
should like to know where our good host, Mr. Dreis-
siger, has suddenly disappeared to.

[Mrs. DrE1ssIGER, followed by Mrs. KITTELHAUS, now
comes forward. She is a pretty woman of thirty,
of a healthy, florid type. A certain discrepancy
is noticeable between her deportment and way of
expressing herself and her rich, elegant toilette.]



THE WEAVERS 69

Mrs. Dremssicer. That’s what I want to know too, Mr.
Kittelhaus. But it’s what William always does. No
sooner does a thing come into his head than off he goes
and leaves me in the lurch. I’ve said enough about it,
but it does no good.

KirreLueaus. It’s always the way, with business men, my
dear Mrs. Dreissiger.

WeinsOoLD. I'm almost certain that something has hap-
pened downstairs.

DREISSIGER enters, hot and excited.

Dreissicer. Well, Rosa, is coffee served?

Mgs. Dreissicer (sulkily). Fancy your needing to run away
again!

DrEeissicer (carelessly). Ah! these are things you don’t
understand. -

KrrreLuavus. Excuse me—has anything happened to an-
noy you, Mr. Dreissiger?

Dreissiger. Never a day passes without that, my dear sir.
I am accustomed to it. What about that coffee, Rosa?

[Mrs. DreissiGer goes ill-humoredly and gives one
or two violent tugs at the broad embroidered bell-
pull.]

Dreissiger. 1 wish you had been downstairs just now, Mr.
Weinhold; you’d have gained a little experience. Be-
sides —but now let us have our game of whist.

KrirreLaavus. By all means, sir. Shake off the dust and
burden of the day, Mr. Dreissiger; forget it in our
company.

Dreissicer (has gone to the window, pushed aside a curtain,
and 1s looking out. Involuntarily). Vile rabble!! Come
here, Rosa! [She goes to the window.] Look—that
tall red-haired fellow there —!

KirreLmavus. That’s the man they call Red Becker.

Drerssicer. Is he the man that insulted you the day before
yesterday? You remember what you told me — when
John was helping you into the earriage?
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Mes. DrEIssiGer (pouting, drawls). I’m sure I don’t know.

Dressicer. Come now, drop that offended air! I must
know. I am thoroughly tired of their impudence. If
he’s the man, I mean to have him arrested. [The
strains of the Weavers’ Song are heard.] Listen to
that! Just listen!

KirreLaavs (highly incensed). Is there to be no end to
this nuisance? I must acknowledge now that it is time
for the police to interfere. Permit me. [He goes for-
ward to the window.] See, see, Mr. Weinhold! These
are not only young people. There are numbers of
steady-going old weavers among them, men whom I
have known for years and looked upon as most deserv-
ing and God-fearing. There they are, taking part in
this unheard-of mischief, trampling God’s law under
foot. Do you mean to tell me that you still defend
these people?

Weinmorp. Certainly not, Mr. Kittelhaus. That is, sir—
cum gramo salis. For after all, they are hungry and
they are ignorant. They are giving expression to their
dissatisfaction in the only way they understand. I
don’t expect that such people —

Mgs. KirreLHAUS (Short, thin, faded, more like an old maid
than a married woman). Mr. Weinhold, Mr. Weinhold,
how can you?

Dreissicer. Mr. Weinhold, I am sorry to be obliged to—!
I didn’t bring you into my house to give me lectures on
philanthropy, and I must request that you will confine
yourself to the education of my boys, and leave my
other affairs entirely to me—entirely! Do you
understand ?

WeiNEOLD (stands for a moment rigid and deathly pale,
then bows, with a strained smile. In a low voice). Cer-
tainly, of course I understand. I have seen this com-
ing. It is my wish too. [Goes out.]

Dreissicer (rudely). As soon as possible then, please. We
require the room.
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Mgzs. Dremssiger. William, William!

DrEeissieer. Have you lost your senses, Rosa, that you’re
taking the part of a man who defends a low, black-
guardly libel like that song?

Mges. Dreissicer. But, William, he didn’t defend it.

Drerssiger. Mr. Kittelhaus, did he defend it or did he not?

KirreLuavus. His youth must be his excuse, Mr. Dreissiger.

Mgs. KirreLuavus. I can’t understand it. The young man
comes of such a good, respectable family. His father
held a public appointment for forty years, without a
breath on his reputation. His mother was overjoyed
at his getting this good situation here. And now he
himself shows so little appreciation of it.

Prerrer (suddenly opens the door leading from the hall
and shouts in). Mr. Dreissiger, Mr. Dreissiger! they’ve
got him! Will you come, please? They’ve caught one
of ’em.

DrEerssiGer (hastily). Has some one gone for the police?

Preirer. The superintendent’s on his way upstairs.

Dreissicer (at the door). Glad to see you, sir. We want
you here.

[KirTeLrAUS makes signs to the ladies that it will
be better for them to retire. He, his wife, and Mgs.
Dreissicer disappear into the drawing-room.]

Dreissicer (exasperated, to the POLICE SUPERINTENDENT,
who has now entered). 1 have at last had one of the
ringleaders seized by my dyers. I could stand it no
longer — their insolence was beyond all bounds — quite
unbearable. I have visitors in my house, and these
blackguards dare to—! They insult my wife whenever
she shows herself; my boys’ lives are not safe. My
visitors run the risk of being jostled and cuffed. Is it
possible that in a well-ordered community incessant
publie insult offered to unoffending people like myself
and my family should pass unpunished? If so— then
—then I must confess that I have other ideas of law
and order.
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SUPERINTENDENT (a man of fifty, middle height, corpulent,
full-blooded. He wears cavalry uniform with a long
sword and spurs). No, no, Mr. Dreissiger — certainly
not! I am entirely at your disposal. Make your mind
easy on the subject. Dispose of me as you will. What
you have done is quite right. I am delighted that you
have had one of the ringleaders arrested. I am very
glad indeed that a day of reckoning has come. There
are a few disturbers of the peace here whom I have
long had my eye on.

Dreissicer.  Yes, one or two raw lads, lazy vagabonds, that
shirk every kind of work, and lead a life of low dis-
sipation, hanging about the public-houses until they’ve
sent their last half-penny down their throats. But
I'm determined to put a stop to the trade of these
professional blackguards once and for all. It’s in the
public interest to do so, not only my private interest.

SuperiNTENDENT. Of course it is! Most undoubtedly, Mr.
Dreissiger! No one can possibly blame you. And
everything that lies in my power —

Dreissicer. The cat-o’-nine tails is what should be taken
to the beggarly pack.

SupERINTENDENT. You're right, quite right. We must in-
stitute an example.

KuTscHE,: the policeman, enters and salutes. The door is open, and the
sound of heavy steps stumbling up the stair is heard.
Kurscue. I have to inform you, sir, that we have arrested

a man.

DrEissicer (o0 SuperINTENDENT). Do you wish to see the
fellow?

SuperinTENDENT. Certainly, most certainly. We must be-
gin by having a look at him at close quarters. Oblige
me, Mr. Dreissiger, by not speaking to him at present.
I'll see to it that you get complete satisfaction, or my
name’s not Heide.

Dreissicer. That’s not enough for me, though. He goes
before the magistrates. My mind’s made up.
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JAEGER is led in by five dyers, who have come straight from their work —
faces, hands, and clothes stained with dye. The prisoner, his cap set
jauntily on the side of his head, presents an appearance of impudent
gaiety; he is excited by the brandy he has just drunk.

Jaecer. Hounds that you are!— Call yourselves working
men!— Pretend to be comrades! Before I would do
such a thing as lay hands on a mate, I’d see my hand
rot off my arm.

[At a sign from the SUPERINTENDENT, KUTSCHE
orders the dyers to let go their victim. JAEGER
straightens himself up, quite free and easy. Both
doors are guarded.]

SUPERINTENDENT (shouts to Jaeger). Off with your cap,
lout! [JaEcer takes it off, but very slowly, still with
an tmpudent grin on his face.] What’s your name?

Jaeger. What’s yours? I’m not your swineherd.

[Great excitement is produced by this reply.]

Dreissicer. This is too much of a good thing.

SUPERINTENDENT (changes color, is on the point of breaking
out furiously, but controls his rage). We’ll see about
this afterward.— Once more, what’s your name? [Re-
cewving no answer, furiously.] If you don’t answer at
once, fellow, I'll have you flogged on the spot.

JAEGER (perfectly cheerful, not showing by so much as the
twitch of an eyelid that he has heard the SUPERN-
TENDENT’S angry words, calls over the heads of those
around him to a pretty servant girl, who has brought in .
the coffee and is standing open-mouthed with astonish-
ment at the unexpected sight). Hillo, Emmy, do you
belong to this company now? The sooner you find
your way out of it, then, the better. A wind may begin
to blow here, an’ blow everything away overnight.

[The girl stares at JAEGER, and as soon as she com-
prehends that it is to her he is speaking, blushes
with shame, covers her eyes with her hands, and
rushes out, leaving the coffee things in confusion
on the table. Renewed excitement among those
present.]
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SuPERINTENDENT (half beside himself, - to DREISSIGER).
Never in all my long service— a case of such shameless
effrontery! [JAEGER spits on the floor.]

Dreissicer. You’re not in a stable, fellow! Do you under-
stand?

SUPERINTENDENT. My patience is at an end now. For the
last time: What’s your name?

[KirTeELHAUS, who has been peering out at the partly
opened drawing-room door, listening to what has
been going on, can no longer refrain from coming
forward to interfere. He is trembling with ex-
citement.]

KirreLravs. His name is Jaeger, sir. Moritz—is it not?
Moritz Jaeger. [To Jarcer.] And, Jaeger, you know
me.

JaEGER (seriously). You are Pastor Kittelhaus.

KrirrerLeavs. Yes, I am your pastor, Jaeger! It was I who
received you, a babe in swaddling clothes, into the
Church of Christ. From my hands you took for the
first time the body of the Lord. Do you remember that,
and how I toiled and strove to bring God’s word home
to your heart? Is this your gratitude?

Jaecer (like a scolded schoolboy. In a surly voice). I paid
my half-crown like the rest.

» KirreLmavus. Money! Money! Do you imagine that the
miserable little bit of money—? Such utter nonsense!
I’d much rather you kept your money. Be a good man,
be a Christian! Think of what you promised. Keep
God’s law. Money! Money!!

JaeceEr. I’m a Quaker now, sir. I don’t believe in nothing.

KrrreLraus. Quaker! What are you talking about? Try
to behave yourself, and don’t use words you don’t
understand. Quaker, indeed! They are good Chris-
tian people, and not heathens like you.

SuperiNTENDENT. Mr. Kittelhaus, T must ask you!—[He
comes between the Pastor and Jaecer.] Kutsche! tie
his hands!

[Wild yelling outside: ‘¢ Jaeger, Jaeger! come
out!’’]
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Drerssicer (like the others, slightly startled, goes instinc-
tively to the window). What’s the meaning of this
next?

SuPErRINTENDENT. Oh, I understand well enough. It means
that they want to have the blackguard out among them
again. But we’re not going to oblige them. Kutsche,
you have your orders. He goes to the lock-up.

KurscuHE (with the rope in his hand, hesitating). By your
leave, sir, but it’ll not be an easy job. There’s a con-
founded big crowd out there —a pack of raging devils.
They’ve got Becker with them, and the smith—

KirreLuaus.  Allow me one more word! So as not to
rouse still worse feeling, would it not be better if we
tried to arrange things peaceably? Perhaps Jaeger
will give his word to go with us quietly, or . .

SUPERINTENDENT. Quite impossible! Think of my respon-
sibility. I couldn’t allow such a thing. Come, Kutsche!
lose no more time.

JAEGER (putting his hands together, and holding them out).
Tight, tight, as tight as ever you can! It’s not for long.

[KurscHE, assisted by the workmen, ties his hands.]

SvueperinTENDENT. Now off with you, march! [70 Drers-
sicer.] If you feel anxious, let six of the weavers go
with them. They can walk on each side of him, I’ll
ride in front, and Kutsche will bring up the reay. Who-
ever blocks the way will be cut down.

[Cries from below: ‘¢ Cock-a-doodle-doo-00-00!
Bow, wow, wow! ’’]

SUPERINTENDENT (with a threatening gesture in the direc-
tion of the window). You rasecals, I'll cock-a-doodle-
doo and bow-wow you! Forward! March!

[He marches out first, with drawn sword; the others,
with JAEGER, follow.]

JAEGER (shouts as he goes). An’ Mrs. Dreissiger there may
play the lady as proud as she likes, but for all that she’s
no better than us. Many a hundred times she’s served
my father with a halfpenny-worth of schnapps. Left
wheel —march! [Exit laughing.]
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Dre1ssiceEr (after a pause, with apparent calmness). Well,

Mr. Kittelhaus, shall we have our game now? I think
there will be no further interruption. [He lights a
cigar, giving short laughs as he does so; when it is
lighted, bursts into a regular fit of laughing.] I’'m
beginning now to think the whole thing very funny.
That fellow! [Still laughing nervously.] It really is
too comical! First came the dispute at dinner with
Weinhold — five minutes after that he takes leave —
off to the other end of the world; then this affair crops
up— and now we’ll proceed with our whist.

KirreLuavs. Yes, but— [Roaring is heard outside.] Yes,

but that’s a terrible uproar they’re making outside.

Dreissicer. All we have to do is to go into the other room;

it won’t disturb us in the least there.

KirreLuaavUs (shaking his head). I wish I knew what has

come over these people. In so far I must agree with
Mr. Weinhold, or at least till quite lately I was of his
opinion, that the weavers were a patient, humble,
easily-led class. Was it not your idea of them, too, Mr.
Dreissiger?

DrerssicEr. Most certainly that is what they used to be —

patient, easily managed, well-behaved and orderly
people. They were that as long as these so-called
humanitarians let them alone. But for ever so long
now they’ve had the awful misery of their condition
held up to them. Think of all the societies and associa-
tions for the alleviation of the distress among the weav-
ers. At last the weaver believes in it himself, and his
head’s turned. Some of them had better come and turn
it back again, for now he’s fairly set a-going there’s
no end to his complaining. This doesn’t please him,
and that doesn’t please him. He must have everything
of the best.
[4 loud roar of ‘‘ Hurrah!’’ is heard from the
crowd.]
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KirreLravus. So that with all their humanitarianism they
have only succeeded in almost literally turning lambs
over night into wolves.

Drerssicer. I won’t say that, sir. 'When you take time to
think of the matter coolly, it’s possible that some good
may come of it yet. Such occurrences as this will not
pass unnoticed by those in authority, and may lead
them to see that things can’t be allowed to go on as they
are doing — that means must be taken to prevent the
utter ruin of our home industries.

KirreLuavus. Possibly. But what is the cause, then, of this
terrible falling off of trade?

Dressiger. Our best markets have been closed to us by the
heavy import duties foreign countries have laid on our
goods. At home the competition is a struggle of life
and death, for we have no protection, none whatever.

Prerrer (staggers in, pale and breathless). Mr. Dreissiger,
Mr. Dreissiger!

Drerssicer (in the act of walking into the drawing-room,
turns round, annoyed). Well, Pfeifer, what now?

Prerrer. Oh sir! Oh, sir!—1It’s worse than ever!

Drerssicer.  What are they up to next?

KrrrevaAUus. You’re really alarming us—what is it?

PrerFer (still confused). 1 never saw the like. Good Lord
— the superintendent himself! They’ll catch it for this *
vet.

DrEeissicer. What’s the matter with you, in the devil’s
name? Is any one’s neck broken?

Preirer (almost crying with fear, screams). They’ve set
Moritz Jaeger free—they’ve thrashed the superin-
tendent and driven him away-—they’ve thrashed the
policeman and sent him off too — without his helmet —
his sword broken! Oh dear, oh dear!

Dzeissicer. I think you’ve gome crazy, Pfeifer.

KirrLeravus. This is actual riot.
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PrEFer (sitting on a chair, his whole body trembling). It’s
turning serious, Mr. Dreissiger! Mr. Dreissiger, it’s
serious now!

Drerssicer. Well, if that’s all the police —

Prerrer. Mr. Dreissiger, it’s serious now!

Drerssicer. Damn it all, Pfeifer, will you hold your
tongue?

Mgs. DrEissiGeER (coming out of the drawing-room with Mrs.
Kirrerravus). This is really too bad, William. Our
whole pleasant evening’s being spoiled. Here’s Mrs.
Kittelhaus saying that she’d better go home.

KrrreLaavus. You mustn’t take it amiss, dear Mrs. Dreis-
siger, but perhaps, under the circumstances, it would
be better —

Mgs. Dreissicer. But, William, why in the world don’t you
go out and put a stop to it?

Dreissicer. You go and see if you can do it. Try! Go
and speak to them! [Standing in front of the pastor,
abruptly.] Am I suchatyrant? AmI a cruel master?

Enter JOEN the coachman.

Jorx~. If you please, m’m, I've put to the horses. Mr.
Weinhold’s put Georgie and Charlie into the carriage.
If it comes to the worst, we’re ready to be off.

Mes. Dreissicer. If what comes to the worst?

JorN. I’'m sure I don’t know, m’m. But I’'m thinkin’ this
way: The crowd’s gettin’ bigger and bigger, an’
they’ve sent the superintendent an’ the p’liceman to
the right-about.

Premrer. It’s gettin’ serious now, Mr. Dreissiger! It’s
serious!

Mzs. Dreissicer (with increasing alarm). What’s going to
happen ?— What do the people want? — They’re never
going to attack us, John?

Jor~. There’s some rascally hounds among ’em, ma’am.

Prerrer. It’s serious now! serious! '
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Dreissiger. Hold your tongue, fool!— Are the doors

' barred?

KirreLraus. I ask you as a favor, Mr. Dreissiger —as a
favor—1I am determined to—1I ask you as a favor —
[To Jor~.] What demands are the people making?

Jor~ (awkwardly). It’s higher wages they’re after, the
blackguards.

KirreLaavs. Good, good!—1 shall go out and do my duty.
I shall speak seriously to these people.

Jomx. Ohb, sir, please, sir, don’t do any such thing. Words
is quite useless..

KirreLsavs. One little favor, Mr. Dreissiger. May I ask
you to post men behind the door, and to have it closed
at once after me?

Mers. Kirrereaus. O Joseph, Joseph! you’re not really
going out?

KirreLaavus. Iam. Indeed I am. Iknow what I’m doing.
Don’t be afraid. God will protect me.

[Mes. KirreLHAUS presses his hand, draws back, and
wipes tears from her eyes.]

Kirrevaaus (while the dull murmur of a great, excited
crowd is heard uminterruptedly outside). 1’11 go—1I’ll
go out as if T were simply on my way home. I shall
see if my sacred office —if the people have not sufficient
respect for me left to—1I shall try— [He takes his
hat and stick.] Forward, then, in God’s name!

[Goes out accompamied by DrEeissiGer, PFEIFER and
Jonx.]

Mgs. KirreLuaavus. Oh, dear Mrs. Dreissiger! [She bursts
into tears and embraces her.] 1 do trust nothing will
happen to him.

Mgs. Drerssicer (absently). 1 don’t know how it is, Mrs.
Kittelhaus, but I—1I can’t tell you how I feel. I didn’t
think such a thing was possible. It’s—it’s as if it
was a sin to be rich. If I had been told about all this
beforehand, Mrs. Kittelhaus, I don’t know but what
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I would rather have been left in'my own humble posi-
tion.

Mges. Kirreruaus. There are troubles and disappointments
in every condition of life, Mrs. Dreissiger.

Mgs. Dreissicer. True, true, I can well believe that. And
suppose we have more than other people— goodness
me! we didn’t steal it. It’s been honestly got, every
penny of it. It’s not possible that the people can be
goin’ to attack us! If trade’s bad, that’s not William’s
fault, is it?

[4 tumult of roaring is heard outside. While the
two women stand gazing at each other, pale and
startled, DREISSIGER rushes in.]

Dreissicer. Quick, Rosa — put on something, and get into
the carriage. I’ll be after you this moment.

[He rushes to the strong-box, and takes out papers
and various articles of value.]

Enter JOHN.

JorN. We’re ready to start. But come quickly, before
they gets round to the back door.

Mes. DrEissiGER (in a transport of fear, throwing her arms
around JoHN’s neck). John, John, dear, good John!
Save us, John. Save my boys! Oh, what is to become
of us?

Dreissicer. Rosa, try to keep your head. Let John go.

Jorn~N. Yes, yes, ma’am! Don’t you be frightened. Our
good horses’ll soon leave them all behind ; an’ whoever
doesn’t get out of the way’ll be driven over.

Mgrs. KirreLEAUS (in helpless anxiety). But my husband —
my husband? But, Mr. Dreissiger, my husband?
Dreissicer. He’s in safety now, Mrs. Kittelhans. Don’t

alarm yourself; he’s all right.

Mes. KirreLeaus. Something dreadful has happened to
him. I know it. You needn’t try to keep it from me.

Dreissicer. You mustn’t take it to heart— they’ll be sorry
for it yet. I know exactly whose fault it was. Such
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an unspeakable, shameful outrage will not go unpun-
ished. A community laying hands on its own pastor
and maltreating him —abominable! Mad dogs they
are-—raging brutes—and they’ll be treated as such.
[To his wife who still stands petrified.] Go, Rosa, go
quickly! [Heavy blows at the lower door are heard.]
Don’t you hear? They've gone stark mad! [The clat-
ter of window-panes being smashed on the ground-floor
1s heard.] They’ve gone crazy. There’s nothing for
it but to get away as fast as we can.

[Cries of ¢‘Pfeifer, come out!’’—*‘ We want

Pfeifer!”’—*¢¢ Pfeifer, come out!’’ are heard.]

Mges. Dreissicer. Pfeifer, Pfeifer, they want Pfeifer!

Preirer (dashes in). Mr. Dreissiger, there are people at
the back gate already, and the house door won’t hold
much longer. The smith’s battering at it like a maniac
with a stable pail.

[The cry sounds louder and clearer: *‘¢Pfeifer!
Pfeifer! Pfeifer! come out!’’ Mrs. DreissicEr
rushes off as if pursued. Mers. KirteLHAUS fol-
lows. PrerrEr listens, and changes color as he
hears what the cry is. A perfect panic of fear
seizes him; he weeps, entreats, whimpers, writhes,
all at the same moment. He overwhelms DrEis-
SIGER with childish caresses, strokes his cheeks and
arms, kisses his hands, and at last, like a drowning
man, throws his arms round him and prevents him
moving.]

Prerrer. Dear, good, kind Mr. Dreissiger, don’t leave me
behind. I’ve always served you faithfully. I’ve
always treated the people well. I couldn’t give ’em
more wages than the fixed rate. Don’t leave me here —
they’ll do for me! If they finds me, they’ll kill me.
O God! O God! My wife, my children!

Drexssicer (making his way out, vainly endeavoring to free
himself from PreIFER’s clutch). Can’t you let me go,
fellow? 1It’ll be all right; it’ll be all right.

Vor. XVIII—6
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For e few seconds the room is empty. Windows are shattered in the
drawing-room. A loud crash resounds through the house, followed by a
roaring “ Hurrah!” For an instant there is silence. Then gentle,
cautious steps are heard on the stair, then timid, hushed ejaculations:
“To the left! ’—* Up with you!””—* Hush! ”—* Slow, slow ! ”—* Don’t
shove like that!”—“It’s a wedding we're goin’ to!”—* Stop that
crowdin’! ’—* You go first! ”—* No, you go!?”

Young weavers and weaver girls appear at the door leading from the hall,
not daring to enter, but each trying to shove the other in. In the
course of a few moments their timidity is overcome, and the poor, thin,
ragged or patched figures, many of them sickly-looking, disperse them-
selves through DREISSIGER'S room and the drawing-room, first gazing
timidly and curiously at everything, then beginning to touch things.
Girls sit down on the sofas, whole groups admire themselves in the
mirrors, men stand up on chairs, examine the pictures and take them
down. There is a steady influx of miserable-looking creatures from
the hall.

First OLp Weaver (entering). No, no, this is carryin’ it
too far. They’ve started smashin’ things downstairs.
There’s no sense nor reason in that. There’ll be a bad
end to it. No man in his wits would do that. I’ll keep
clear of such goings on.

JAEGER, BECKER, WITTIG carrying a wooden pail, BAUMERT, and a number
of other old and young weavers, rush in as if in pursuit of something,
shouting hoarsely.

JaEeEr. Where has he gone?

Becker. Where’s the cruel brute?

Bauvmert. If we can eat grass he may eat sawdust.

Wrirrie. We’ll hang him when we catch him.

First Youna Weaver. We’ll take him by the legs and fling
him out at the window, onto the stones He’ll never
get up again.

Seconp Younc WEeAvER (enters). He’s off!

A1r. Who!?

Seconp Younc Weaver. Dreissiger.

Becker. Pfeifer too?

Vorces. Let’s get hold o’ Pfeifer! Look for Pfeifer!

Baumerr. Yes, yes! Pfeifer! Tell him there’s a weaver
here for him to starve. [Laughter.]
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Jaecer. If we can’t lay hands on that brute Dreissiger
himself, we’ll make him poor!

BaumEerr. As poor as a church mouse; we’ll see to that!

[4l, bent on the work of destruction, rush toward
the drawing-room door.)

Becker (who is leading, turns round and stops the others).
Halt! Listen to me! This is nothing but a beginnin’.
When we’re done here, we’ll go straight to Bielau, to
Dittrich’s, where the steam power-looms is. The whole
mischief’s done by them factories.

OLp ANsorGe (enters from hall. Takes a few steps, then
stops and looks round, scarcely believing his eyes;
shakes his head, taps his forehead). Who am I1?
Weaver Anton Ansorge. Has he gone mad, Old
Ansorge? My head’s goin’ round like a humming-top,
sure enough. What’s he doin’ here. He’ll do what-
ever he’s a mind to. Where is Ansorge? [He taps
his forehead repeatedly.] Something’s wrong! I'm
not answerable! I’m off my head! Off with you, off
with you, rioters that you are! Heads off, legs off,
hands off! If you takes my house, I takes your house.
Forward, forward!

[Goes yelling into the drawing-room, followed by a
yelling, laughing mob.)

ACT V.

Langen-Bielau.— OLp WEAVER HILSE’S workroom. ‘On the left a small
window, in front of which stands the loom. On the right a bed, with a
table pushed close to it. Stove, with stove-bench, in the right-hand
corner. Family worship is going on. HILSE, his old, blind, and almost
deaf wife, his son GOTTLIEB, and LUISE, GOTTLIEB'S wife, are sitting at
the table, on the bed and wooden stools. A winding-wheel and bobbins
on the floor between table and loom. Old spinning, weaving, and winding
tmplements are disposed of on the smoky rafters; hanks of yarn are
hanging down. There is much useless lumber in the low, narrow room.
The door, which is in the back wall, and leads into the big outer passage,
or entry-room of the house, stands open. Through another open door on
the opposite side of the passage, a second, in most respects similar
weaver’s room is seen. The large passage, or entry-room of the house,
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is paved with stone, has damaged plaster, and a tumble-down wooden
stair-case leading to the attics; a washing-tub on a stool is partly visible;
linen of the most miserable description and poor household utensils lie
about untidily. The Uight falls from the left into all three apartments.

OLp H1LSE is a bearded man of stromg build, but bent and wasted with age,
toil, sickness, and hardship. He is an old soldier, and has lost an arm.
His nose is sharp, his complexion ashen-gray, and he shakes; he is noth-
ing but skin and bone, and has the deep-set, sore weaver’s eyes.

Orp HiLse (stands up, as do his son and daughter-in-law;
prays). O Lord, we know not how to be thankful
enough to Thee, for that Thou hast spared us this night
again in Thy goodness, an’ hast had pity on us, an’
hast suffered us to take no harm. Thou art the All-
merciful, an’ we are poor, sinful children of men—
that bad that we are not worthy to be trampled under
Thy feet. Yet Thou art our loving Father, an’ Thou
will look upon us an’ accept us for the sake of Thy
dear Son, our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. ‘¢ Jesus’
blood and righteousness, Our covering is and glorious
dress.”” An’ if we’re sometimes too sore cast down
under Thy chastening — when the fire of Thy purifica-
tion burns too ragin’ hot— oh, lay it not to our charge;
forgive us our sin. Give us patience, heavenly Father,
that after all these sufferin’s we may be made par-
takers of Thy eternal blessedness. Amen.

Moruer HiLse (who has been bending forward, trying hard
to hear). What a beautiful prayer you do say, father!

[Luisk goes off to the wash-tub, GoTTLIEB to the room
on the other side of the passage.]

Orp Hiuse. Where’s the little lass?

Luise. She’s gone to Peterswaldau, to Dreissiger’s. She
finished all she had to wind last night.

Ovp HiLse (speaking very loud). You’d like the wheel now,
mother, eh?

Morrer Hiuse. Yes, father, I’m quite ready.

Owrp Hiise (setting it down before her). I wish I could do
the work for you.
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Moraer Hise. An’ what would be the good o’ that, father?
There would I be, sittin’ not knowin’ what to do.

Orp Hise. I’ll give your fingers a wipe, then, so that
they’ll not grease the yarn.

[He wipes her hands with a rag.}

Luise (at the tub). If there’s grease on her hands, it’s not
from what she’s eaten.

Orp Huse. If we’ve no butter, we can eat dry bread —
when we’ve no bread, we can eat potatoes—when
there’s no potatoes left, we can eat bran.

Luvise (saucily). An’ when that’s all eaten, we’ll do as the
Wenglers did—we’ll find out where the skinner’s
buried some stinking old horse, an’ we’ll dig it up an’
live for a week or two on rotten carrion-—how nice
that’ll be!

GorrLieB (from the other room). There you are, lettin’
that tongue of yours run away with you again.

Orp Hmse. You should think twice, lass, before you talk
that godless way. [He goes to his loom, calls.] Can
you give me a hand, Gottlieb? — there’s a few threads
to pull through.

Luise (from her tub). Gottlieb, you’re wanted to help
father.

[GorTLIEB comes in, and he and his father set them-
selves to the troublesome task of ‘‘ drawing and
slaying,’’ that is, pulling the strands of the warp
through the ‘‘ heddles ’’ and *‘ reed ’’ of the loom.
They have hardly begun to do this when HorNic
appears in the outer room.]

Horxic (at the door). Good luck to your work!

Hrmse anp His Sox. Thank you, Hornig.

Orp Hmse. I say, Hornig, when do you take your sleep?
You’re on your rounds all day, an’ on watch all night.

Hornic. Sleep’s gone from me nowadays.

Luise. Glad to see you, Hornig!

Orp Hise. An’ what’s the news?
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Hor~ie. It’s queer news this mornin’. The weavers at
Peterswaldau has taken the law into their own hands,
an’ chased Dreissiger an’ his whole family out of the
place.

Luise (perceptibly agitated). Hornig’s at his lies again.

Hor~ic. No, missus, not this time, not today.—I’ve some
beautiful pinafores in my cart.— No, it’s God’s truth
I’m tellin’ you. They’ve sent him to the right-about.
He came down to Reichenbach last night, but, Lord
love you! they daren’t take him in there, for fear of
the weavers—off he had to go again, all the way to
Schweidnitz.

Ovp Hitse (has been carefully lifting threads of the web
and bringing them to the holes, through which, from
the other side, GOTTLIEB pushes a wire hook, with which
he catches them and draws them through). It’s about
time you were stoppin’ now, Hornig?

Horxie. It’s as sure as I’m a livin’ man. Every child in
the place’ll soon tell you the same story.

Oup Hrse. Either your wits are a-wool-gatherin’ or mine
are.

Horxic. Not mine. What I’m tellin’ you’s as true as the
Bible. I wouldn’t believe it myself if I hadn’t stood
there an’ seen it with my own eyes —as I see you now,
Gottlieb. They’ve wrecked his house from the cellar
to the roof. The good china came flyin’ out at the
garret windows, rattlin’ down the roof. God only
knows how many pieces of fustian are lying soakin’ in
the river! The water can’t get away for them —it’s
running over the banks, the color of washin’-blue with
all the indigo they’ve poured out at the windows.
Clouds of sky-blue dust was flyin’ along. Oh, it’s a
terrible destruction they’ve worked! And it’s not only
the house—it’s the dye-works too—an’ the stores!
They’ve broken the stair rails, they’ve torn up the fine
flooring — smashed the lookin’-glasses — cut an’ hacked
an’ torn an’ smashed the sofas an’ the chairs.—It’s
awful —it’s worse than war.
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Orp Hiuse. An’ you would have me believe that my fellow
weavers did all that?

[He shakes his head incredulously. Other tenants
of the house have collected at the door and are
listening eagerly.]

Hornie. Who else, I’d like to know? I could put names
to every one of ’em. It was me took the sheriff through
the house, an’ I spoke to a whole lot of ’em, an’ they
answered me back quite friendly like. They did their
business with little noise, but my word! they did it well.
The sheriff spoke to ’em, and they answered him man-
nerly, as they always do. But there wasn’t no stoppin’
of them. They hacked on at the beautiful furniture
as if they was workin’ for wages.

Owp Hiuse. You took the sheriff through the house?

Horyic. An’ what would I be frightened of? Every one
knows me. I’m always turnin’ up, like a bad penny.
But no one has anything agin’ me. They’re all glad
to see me. Yes, I went the rounds with him, as sure
as my name’s Hornig. An’ you may believe me or not
as you like, but my heart’s sore yet from the sight —
an’ I could see by the sheriff’s face that he felt queer
enough too. For why? Not a livin’ word did we
hear —they was doin’ their work and holdin’ their
tongues. It was a solemn an’ a woeful sight to see the
poor starvin’ creatures for once in a way takin’ their
revenge.

Luise (with irrepressible excitement, trembling, wiping her
eyes with her apron). An’ right they are! It’s only
what should be!

Voices Amoxe THE Crowp AT THE Door. ¢¢ There’s some of
the same sort here.’’ —¢¢ There’s one no farther away
than across the river.”” —¢“ He’s got four horses in his
stable an’ six earriages, an’ he starves his weavers to
keep ’em.”’

Orvp Hrise (still incredulous). What was it set them off ?

Horxte. Who knows? who knows? One says this, another
says that.
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Orp Hmse. What do they say?

Hor~ic. The story as most of ’em tells is that it began
with Dreissiger sayin’ that if the weavers was hungry
they might eat grass. But I don’t rightly know.

[Excitement at the door, as one person repeats this
to the other, with signs of indignation.]

Orp Hirse. Well now, Hornig—if you was to say to me:
Father Hilse, says you, you’ll die tomorrow, I would
answer back: That may be—an’ why not? You might
even go to the length of saying: You’ll have a visit
tomorrow from the King of Prussia. But to tell me
that weavers, men like me an’ my son, have done
such things as that—mnever! 1I’ll never in this world
believe it.

MieLcueN (a pretty girl of seven, with long, loose flaxen
hair, carrying a basket on her arm, comes running in,
holding out a silver spoon to her mother). Mammy,
mammy! look what I’ve got! An’ you’re to buy me a
new frock with it.

Luise. What d’you come tearing in like that for, girl?
[With increased excitement and curiosity.] An’what’s
that you’ve got hold of now? You’ve been runnin’
yourself out o’ breath, an’ there —if the bobbins aren’t
in her basket yet? What’s all this about?

Orp Hiuse. Mielchen, where did that spoon come from?

Luise. She found it, maybe.

Hornie. It’s worth its seven or eight shillin’s at least.

Orp Hise (in distressed excitement). Off with you, lass—
out of the house this moment-—unless you want a
lickin’! Take that spoon back where you got it from.
Out you go! Do you want to make thieves of us all, eh?
I’ll soon drive that out o’ you.

[He looks round for something to beat her with.]

MiercHEN (clinging to her mother’s skirts, crying). No,
grandfather, no! don’t lick me! We-—we did find it.
All the other bob— bobbin — girls has —has some too.

Luise (half frightened, half excited). I was right, you see.
She found it. Where did you find it, Mielchen?
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MieLcHEN (sobbing). At-—at Peterswal—dau. We —we
found them in front of —in front of Drei — Dreis-
siger’s house.

Orp Hrse. This is worse an’ worse. Get off with you this
moment, unless you want me to help you.

Moraer Hizse. What’s all the to-do about?

Horxic. I’ll tell you what, father Hilse. The best way’ll
be for Gottlieb to put on his coat an’ take the spoon
to the police-office.

OwLp Huse. Gottlieb, put on your coat.

GorTLiEB (pulling it on, eagerly). Yes, an’ I'll go right
into the office an’ say they’re not to blame us for it, for
how e¢’n a child like that understand about it? an’ I
brought the spoon back at once. Stop your ecrying
now, Mielchen! _

[The crying child is taken into the opposite room by
her mother, who shuts her in and comes back.]

Hornie. I believe it’s worth as much as nine shillin’s.

GorrLiee. Give us a cloth to wrap it in, Luise, so that it’ll
take no harm. To think of the thing bein’ worth all
that money!

[Tears come into his eyes while he is wrappmg up
the spoon.]

Luise. If it was only ours, we could live on it for many
a day.

Orp Hmse. Hurry up, now! Look sharp! As quick as
ever you can. A fine state o’ matters, this! Get that
devil’s spoon out o’ the house.

[GoTTLIEB goes off with the spoon.]

Horxie. I must be off now too.

[He goes, is seen talking to the people in the entry-
room before he leaves the house.]

Sureeoxy Scaminr (a jerky little ball of a man, with a
red, knowing face, comes into the entry-room). Good-
morning, all! These are fine goings on! Take care!
take care! [Threatening with his finger.] You're a
sly lot — that’s what you are. [A4¢ Hiuse’s door with-
out coming in.] Morning, father Hilse. [To a woman



90 . THE GERMAN CLASSICS

in the outer room.] And how are the pains, mother?
Better, eh? Well, well. And how’s all with you, father
Hilse? [Enters.] Why the deuce! what’s the matter
with mother?

Luise. It’s the eye veins, sir — they’ve dried up, so as she
can’t see at all now.

Sureeon ScEMmr. That’s from the dust and weaving by
candle-light. Will you tell me what it means that all
Peterswaldau’s on the way here? I set off on my
rounds this morning as usual, thinking no harm; but
it wasn’t long till T had my eyes opened. Strange
doings these! What in the devil’s name has taken
possession of them, Hilse? They’re like a pack of
raging wolves. Riot—why, it’s revolution! they’re
getting refractory — plundering and laying waste right
and left! Mielchen! where’s Mielchen? [MiELCHEN,
her face red with crying, is pushed in by her mother.]
Here, Mielchen, put your hand into my coat pocket.
[MieLcHEN does so.] The ginger-bread nuts are for
you. Not all at once, though, you baggage! And a
song first! The fox jumped up on a —come, now—
The fox jumped up—on a moonlight — Mind, I’ve
heard what you did. You called the sparrows on the
churchyard hedge a nasty name, and they’re gone and
told the pastor. Did any one ever hear the like? Fif-
teen hundred of them agog—men, women, and chil-
dren. [Distant bells are heard.] That’s at Reichen-
bach —alarm-bells! Fifteen hundred people! Un-
comfortably like the world coming to an end!

Orp Himse. An’ is it true that they’re on their way to
Bielau?

SurceoNn Scemmbr. That’s just what I’'m telling you. I’ve
driven through the middle of the whole crowd. What
I’d have liked to do would have been to get down and
give each of them a pill there and then. They were
following on each other’s heels like misery itself, and
their singing was more than enough to turn a man’s
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stomach. I was nearly sick, and Frederick was shak-
ing on the box like an old woman. We had to take a
stiff glass at the first opportunity. I wouldn’t be a
manufacturer, not though I could drive my carriage
and pair. [Distant singing.] Listen to that! It’s
for all the world as if they were beating at some broken
old boiler. We’ll have them here in five minutes,
friends. Good-by! Don’t you be foolish. The troops
will be upon them in no time. Keep your wits about
you. The Peterswaldau people have lost theirs. [Bells
ring close at hand.] Good gracious! There are our
bells ringing too! Every one’s going mad.

[He goes upstairs.]

GorTLIEB (comes back. In the entry-room, out of breath).
I’ve seen ’em, I've seen ’em! [70 a woman.] They’re
here auntie, they’re here! [A¢ the door.] They’re
here, father, they’re here! They’ve got bean poles,
an’ ox-goads, an’ axes. They’re standin’ outside the
upper Dittrich’s kickin’ up an awful row. I think he’s
payin’ ’em money. O Lord! whatever’s goin’ to hap-
pen? What a crowd! Ob, you never saw such a crowd!
Dash it all—if once they makes a rush, our manu-
facturers ’ll be hard put to it.

Orp Hruse. What have you been rummin’ like that for?
You’ll go racin’ till you bring on your old trouble, and
then we’ll have you on your back again, strugglin’ for
breath.

GorrLIEB (almost joyously excited). I had to run, or they
would ha’ caught me an’ kept me. They was all roarin’
to me to join ’em. Father Baumert was there too, and
says he to me: You come an’ get your sixpence with
the rest—you’re a poor starvin’ weaver too. An’I
was to tell you, father, from him, that you was to come
an’ help to pay out the manufacturers for their grindin’
of us down. [Passionately.] Other times is comin’,
he says. There’s goin’ to be a change of days for us
weavers. An’ we’re all to come an’ help to bring it
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about. We’re to have our half-pound o’ meat on Sun-
days, and now and again on a holiday sausage with our
cabbage. Yes, things is to be quite different, by what
he tells me.

Owp Huse (with repressed indignation). An’ that man
calls hisself your godfather! And he bids you take
part in such works o’ wickedness? Have nothing to
do with them, Gottlieb. They’ve let themselves be
tempted by Satan, an’ it’s his works they’re doin’.

Luise (no longer able to restrain her passionate excitement,
vehemently). Yes, Gottlieb, get into the chimney cor-
ner, an’ take a spoon in your hand, an’ dish o’ skim
milk on your knee, an’ put on a petticoat an’ say your
prayers, and then father’ll be pleased with you. And
he sets up to be a man!

[Laughter from the people in the entry-room.)]

Ovrp Huse (quivering with suppressed rage). An’ you set
up to be a good wife, eh? You calls yourself a mother,
an’ let your evil tongue run away with you like that?
You think yourself fit to teach your girl, you that would
egg on your husband to crime an’ wickedness?

Luise (has lost all control of herself). You an’ your piety
an’ religion— did they serve to keep the life in my
poor children? In rags an’dirt they lay, all the four —
it didn’t as much as keep ’em dry. Yes!I sets up to be
a mother, that’s what I do—an’ if you’d like to know
it, that’s why I'd send all the manufacturers to hell —
because I'm a mother!—Not one of the four could I
keep in life! It was eryin’ more than breathin’ with
me from the time each poor little thing came into the
world till death took pity on it. The devil a bit you
cared! You sat there prayin’ and singin’, and let me
run about till my feet bled, tryin’ to get one little drop
o’ skim milk. How many hundred nights has I lain
an’ racked my head to think what I could do to cheat
the churchyard of my little one? What harm has a
baby like that done that it must come to such a miser-
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able end—eh? An’ over there at Dittrich’s they’re
bathed in wine an’ washed in milk. No! you may talk
as you like, but if they begins here, ten horses won’t
hold me back. An’ what’s more —if there’s a rush
on Dittrich’s, you’ll see me in the forefront of it—an’
pity the man as tries to prevent me —I’ve stood it long
enough, so now you know it.

Orp Hiuse. You’re a lost soul— there’s no help for you.

Luise (frenzied). It’s you that there’s no help for! Tat-
ter-breeched scarecrows— that’s what you are—an’
not men at all. Whey-faced gutter-scrappers that take
to your heels at the sound of a child’s rattle. Fellows
that says ‘¢ thank you’’ to the man as gives you a
hidin’. They’ve not left that much blood in you as
that you can turn red in the face. You should have the
whip taken to you, an’ a little pluck flogged into your
rotten bones.

[She goes out quickly. Embarrassed pause.]

Morrer Himse. What’s the matter with Liesl, father?

Orp Hrse. Nothin’, mother! What should be the matter
with her?

Morrer HiLse. Father, is it only me that’s thinkin’ it, or
is the bells ringin’?

Orp Hiuse. It’ll be a funeral, mother.

Motuer Hise. An’ I’ve got to sit waitin’ here yet. Why
must I be so long a-dyin’, father? [Pause.]

Owp Hiuse (leaves his work, holds himself up straight;
solemnly). Gottlieb!—you heard all your wife said
to us. Look here, Gottlieb! [He bares his breast.]
Here they cut out a bullet as big as a thimble. The
King knows where I lost my arm. It wasn’t the mice
as ate it. [He walks up and down.] Before that wife
of yours was ever thought of, I had spilled my blood
by the quart for King an’ country. So let her call
what names she likes—an’ welcome! It does me no
harm — Frightened? Me frightened? What would I
be frightened of, will you tell me that? Of the few
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soldiers, maybe, that’ll be comin’ after the rioters?
(ood gracious me! That would be a lot to be fright-
ened at! No, no, lad; I may be a bit stiff in the back,
but there’s some strength left in the old bones; I’ve
got the stuff in me yet to make a stand against a few
rubbishin’ bay’nets.— And if it came to the worst!
Willin’, willin’ would I be to say good-by to this weary
world. Death’d be welcome —welcomer to me today
than tomorrow. For what is it we leave behind? That
old bundle of aches an’ pains we call our body, the care
an’ the oppression we call by the name o’ life. We
may be glad to get away from it! But there’s some-
thing to come after, Gottlieb!—an’ if we’ve done our-
selves out o’ that too— why, then it’s all over with us!

GorriieB. Who knows what’s to come after? Nobody’s

seen it.

Orp Hiuse. Gottlieb! don’t you be throwin’ doubts on the

one comfort us poor people have. Why has I sat here
an’ worked my treadle like a slave this forty year an’
more — sat still an’ looked on at him over yonder livin’
in pride an’ wastefulness—why? Because 1 have
a better hope, something as supports me in all my
troubles. [Points out at the window.] You have your
good things in this world —I’ll have mine in the next.
That’s been my thought. An’I'm that certain of it—
I'd let myself be torn to pieces. Have we not His
promise? There’s a Day of Judgment comin’; but
it’s not us as are the judges—mno: Vengeance is mine,
saith the Lord.

[4 cry of ¢ Weavers, come out!’’ ¢s heard outside

the window.)

Orp Hiuse. Do what you will for me. [He seats himself

at his loom.] 1 stay here.

GortLies (after a short struggle). I’m going to work too —

come what may. [Goes out.]

[The Weavers’ Song is heard, sung by hundreds of

voices quite close at hand; it sounds lLike a dull,
monotonous wail.]
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Inmates oF THE House (in the entry-room). ‘¢ Oh, merey
on us!there they come swarmin’like ants! >’ — ‘¢ Where
can all these weavers be from? ’’—¢‘ Don’t shove like
that, I want to see too.””—*¢ Look at that great may-
pole of a woman leadin’ on in front!’’ —¢¢ Gracious!
they’re comin’ thicker an’ thicker!’’

Horx~ia (comes into the entry-room from outside). There’s
a theayter play for you now! That’s what you don’t
see every day. But you should go up to the other
Dittrich’s an’ look what they’ve done there. It’s been
no half work. He’s got no house now, nor no factory,
nor no wine-cellar, nor nothin’. They’re drinkin’ out
o’ the bottles—not so much as takin’ the time to get
out the ecorks. One, two, three, an’ off with the neck,
an’ no matter whether they cuts their mouths or not.
There’s some of ’em runnin’ about bleedin’ like stuck
pigs.— Now they’re goin’ to do for Dittrich here.

[The singing has stopped.]

InMaTEs oF THE House. There’s nothin’ so very wicked
like about them.

Horxie. You wait a bit! you’ll soon see! All they’re
doin’ just now is makin’ up their minds where they’ll
begin. Look, they’re inspectin’ the palace from every
side. Do you see that little stout man there, him with
the stable pail? That’s the smith from Peterswal-
dau—an’ a dangerous little chap he is. He batters
in the thickest doors as if they were made o’ pie-crust.
If a manufacturer was to fall into his hands it would
be all over with him!

Hovuse Inmates. ‘¢ That was a crack!’’ —¢‘ There went
a stone through the window!’’—¢¢ There’s old Ditt-
rich, shakin’ with fright.””—‘‘ He’s hangin’ out a
board.’”’ —*¢¢ Hangin’ out a board?’’— ‘¢ What’s writ-
ten on it?°’’—*¢ Can’t you read?’”’—¢ It’d be a bad
job for me if I couldn’t read!’’—*‘ Well, read it,
then!’’—* ¢ You—shall have — full — satis-fac-tion!

You—you shall have full satisfaction.’”’
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Hornic. He might ha’ spared hisself the trouble — that
won’t help him. It’s something else they’ve set their
minds on here. It’s the factories. They’re goin’ to
smash up the power-looms. For it’s them that is
ruinin’ the hand-loom weaver. Even a blind man
might see that. No! the good folks knows what they’re
after, an’ no sheriff an’ no p’lice superintendent’ll
bring them to reason—much less a bit of a board.
Him as has seen ’em at work already knows what’s
comin’.

House InmaTes. ‘¢ Did any one ever see such a crowd! ’’—
‘“ What can these be wantin’? »’— [Hastily.] ‘‘ They’re

crossin’ the bridge ! 7’— [Anxiously.] ¢ They’renever
comin’ over on this side, are they? ’’— [In excitement
and terror.] ‘‘It’s to us they’re comin’! They’re

comin’ to us! They’re comin’ to fetch the weavers
out o’ their houses!”’

[General flight. The entry-roomis empty. A crowd
of dirty, dusty rioters rush in, their faces scarlet
with brandy and excitement; tattered, untidy-look-
g, as if they had been up all night. With the
shout: *‘“ Weavers come out!’’ they disperse
themselves through the house. BECKER and sev-
eral other young weavers, armed with cudgels and
poles, come into Oup HiLse’s room. When they
see the old man at his loom they start, and cool
down a little.]

Becker. Come, father Hilse, stop that. Leave your work
to them as wants to work. There’s no need now for
you to be doin’ yourself harm. You’ll be well taken
care of.

First Youne WEaver. You’ll never need to go hungry to
bed again.

Seconp Younxe Weaver. The weaver’s goin’ to have a roof
over his head an’ a shirt on his back once more.

Oup HiLse. An’ what’s the devil sendin’ you to do now,
with your poles an’ axes?
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Becker. These are what we’re goin’ to break on Dittrich’s
back.

SecoNp Youne WEeaver. We’ll heat ’em red hot an’ stick
’em down the manufacturers’ throats, so as they’ll
feel for once what burnin’ hunger tastes like.

TarD Younc WEavER. Come along, father Hilse! We’ll
give no quarter.

Secoxp Youne WEAVER. No one had merey on us — neither
God nor man. Now we’re standin’ up for our rights
ourselves.

OLD BAUMERT enters, somewhat shaky on the legs, a newly killed cock

under his arm.

OrLp Baumerr (stretching out his arms). My brothers —
we’re all brothers! Come to my arms, brothers!

[Laughter.]

Owp Hmse. And that’s the state you’re in, Willem?

Orp BaumEerT. Gustav, is it you? My poor starvin’friend.
Come to my arms, Gustav!

OLp HiLse (mutters). Let me alone.

Orp Baumerr. I’ll tell you what, Gustav. It’s nothin’
but luck that’s wanted. You look at me. What do I
look like? Luck’s what’s wanted. Don’t I look like
a lord? [Pats his stomach.] Guess what’s in there!
There’s food fit for a prince in that belly. When luck’s
with him a man gets roast hare to eat an’ champagne
wine to drink.—I’ll tell you all something: We’ve
made a big mistake — we must help ourselves.

ALL (speaking together). We must help ourselves, hurrah!

OLp BaumerT. As soon as we gets the first good bite inside
us we’re different men. Damn it all! but you feels the
power comin’ into you till you’re like an ox, an’ that
wild with strength that you hit out right an’ left with-
out as much as takin’ time to look. Dash it, but it’s
grand!

JarGer (at the door, armed with an old cavalry sword).
We’ve made one or two first-rate attacks.

Vor. XVIII—7
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Becker. We knows how to set about it now. One, two,
three, an’ we’re inside the house. Then, at it like
lightnin’-—bang, crack, shiver! till the sparks are
flyin’ as if it was a smithy.

First Youne WEaver. It wouldn’t be half bad to light a
bit o’ fire.

Seconp Young WEeaver. Let’s march to Reichenbach an’
burn the rich folks’ houses over their heads!

Jaecer. That would be nothin’ but butterin’ their bread.
Think of all the insurance money they’d get.

[Laughter.]

BeckEer. No, from here we’ll go to Freiburg, to Tromtra’s.

Jaecer. What would you say to givin’ all them as holds
Government appointments a lesson? I’ve read some-
where as how all our troubles come from them biro-
crats, as they calls them.

Seconp Youne Weaver. Before long we’ll go to Breslau,
for more an’ more’ll be joinin’ us.

Orp Baumerr (fo HiLse). Won’t you take a drop, Gustav?

Orp Hise. I never touches it.

Orp Baumerr. That was in the old world; we’re in a new
world today, Gustav.

First Young WEeaver. Christmas comes but once a year.

[Laughter.]

Orp Hiuse (impatiently). What is it you want in my
house, you limbs of Satan?

Oup Baumerr (a little intimidated, coaxingly). I was
bringin’ you a chicken, Gustav. 1 thought it would
make a drop o’ soup for mother.

Ovp Hise (embarrassed, almost friendly). Well, you ean
tell mother yourself.

Moraer Hise (who has been making efforts to hear, her
hand at her ear, motions them off ). Let me alone. I
don’t want no chicken soup.

Ovp Hiuse. That’s right, mother. An’ I want none, an’
least of all that sort. An’let me say this much to you,
Baumert: The devil stands on his head for joy when
he hears the old ones jabberin’ and talkin’ as if they
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was infants. An’ to you all I say—to every one of
you: Me and you, we’ve got nothing to do with each
other. It’s not with my will that you’re here. In law
an’ justice you’ve no right to be in my house.

A Voice. Him that’s not with us is against us.

JAEGER (roughly and threateningly). You’re on the wrong
track, old chap. I’d have you remember that we’re
not thieves.

A Voice. We’re hungry men, that’s all.

Frst Youne Weaver. We wants to kve —that’s all. An’
so we’ve cut the rope we was hung up with.

JaEGer. And we was in our right!  [Holding his fist in
front of the old man’s face.] Say another word, and
I’ll give you one between the eyes.

Becker. Come, now, Jaeger, be quiet. Let the old man
alone.— What we say to ourselves, father Hilse, is this:
Better dead than begin the old life again.

Oup Hise. Have I not lived that life for sixty years an’
more?

Brcker. That doesn’t help us— there’s got to be a change.

Orp HiLse. On the Judgment Day.

Becker. What they’ll not give us willingly we’re goin’ to
take by force.

Ovp HiLse. By force. [Laughs.] Youmay as well go an’
dig your graves at once. They’ll not be long showin’
you where the force lies. Wait a bit, lad!

Jarcer. Is it the soldiers you’re meanin’? We’ve .been
soldiers too. We’ll soon do for a company or two
of ’em.

Orp Hiuse. With your tongues, maybe. But supposin’
you did — for two that you’d beat off, ten’ll come back.

Vorices (call through the window). The soldiers are comin’!
Look out!

[General, sudden silence. For a moment a faint
sound of fifes and drums is heard; in the ensuing
silence a short, involuntary exclamation: *‘The
devil! I'm off!’”’ followed by general laughter.]

Becker. Who was that? Who speaks of runnin’ away?
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Jaecer. Which of you is it that’s afraid of a few paltry
helmets? You have me to command you, and I’ve been
in the trade. I know their tricks.

Oup Hrse. An’ what are you goin’ to shoot with? Your
sticks, eh?

Fiest Youne Weaver. Never mind that old chap; he’s
wrong in the upper story.

Secoxp Youne Weaver. Yes, he’s a bit off his head.

GorTLIEB (has made his way unnoticed among the rioters;
catches hold of the speaker). Would you give your
impudence to an old man like him?

Secoxp Youne WEaveR. Let me alone. Twasn’t anything
bad 1 said.

Orp Hiuse (interfering). Let him jaw, Gottliebh. What
would you be meddlin’ with him for? He’ll soon see
who it is that’s been off his head today, him or me.

Brcker. Are you comin’, Gottlieb?

Orp Hmse. Noj; he’s goin’ to do no such thing.

Luise (comes wmto the entry-room, calls). What are you
puttin’ off your time with prayin’ hypocrites like them
for? Come quick to where you’re wanted! Quick!
Father Baumert, run all youcan! The major’s speakin’
to the crowd from horseback. They’re to go home. If
you don’t hurry up, it’ll be all over.

JaEGER (as he goes out). That’s a brave husband o’ yours.

Luise. Where is he? I’ve got no husband!

[Some of the people in the entry-room sing:

Once on a time a man so small,
Heigh-ho, heigh!

Set his heart on a wife so tall,
Heigh diddle-di-dum-di!]

Wirrie, THE SMmitH (comes downstairs, still carrying the
stable pail; stops on his way through the entry-room).
Come on! all of you that is not cowardly scoundrels!—
hurrah!

[He dashes out, followed by Luise, JaEcer, and
others, all shouting ‘‘ Hurrah!’’]
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Becker. Good-by, then, father Hilse; we’ll see each other
again. [Is going.]

Orp Hmse. I doubt that. I’ve not five years to live, and
that’ll be the soonest you’ll get out.

BEecker (stops, not wunderstanding). Out o’ what, father
Hilse?

Owp Hmse. Out o’ prison— where else?

Brcker (laughs wildly). Do you think I’'d mind that?
There’s bread to be had there, anyhow! [Goes out.]

Orp BauMerr (has been cowering on a low stool, painfully
beating his brains; he now gets up). It’s true, Gustav,
as I’ve had a drop too much. But for all that I knows
what I'm about. You think one way in this here mat-
ter; I think another. I say Becker’s right: even if it
ends in chains an’ ropes —we’ll be better off in prison
than at home. You’re cared for there, an’ you don’t
need to starve. I wouldn’t have joined ’em, Gustav,
if I could ha’ let it be; but once in a lifetime a man’s
got to show what he feels. [Goes slowly toward the
door.] (ood-by, Gustav. If anything happens, mind
you put in a word for me in your prayers.

[Goes out. The rioters are now all gone. The entry-
room gradually fills again with curious onlookers
from the different rooms of the house. Orp HiLse
knots at his web. GorTLIEB has taken an ax from
behind the stove and ts unconsciously feeling its
edge. He and the old man are silently agitated.
The hum and roar of a great crowd penetrate into
the room.]

Morrer HiLse. The very boards is shakin’, father—
what’s goin’ on? What’s goin’ to happen to us?
[Pause.]
Op Hiuse. Gottlieb!
GorrLies. What is it?
Orp Himse. Let that ax alone.
Gorruies. Who's to split the wood, then?
[He leans the ax against the stove. Pause.]
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Moraer Himse. Gottlieb, you listen to what father says
to you.
[Some one sings outside the window:
Our little man does all that he can,
Heigh-ho, heigh!
At home he cleans the pots an’ the pan,
Heigh-diddle-di-dum-di! [Passes on.]
GoTTLIEB (jumps up, shakes his clenched fist at the window).
Beast! Don’t drive me crazy!
[4 volley of musketry is heard.]
Moruer HiLse (starts and trembles). Good Lord! is that
thunder again?
Orp Hiisk (instinctively folding his hands). Oh, our Father
in heaven! defend the poor weavers, protect my poor

brothers. [A short pause ensues.]
Orp Hiuse (fo himself, painfully agitated). There’s blood
flowin’ now.

GortLieB (had started up and grasped the ax when the
shooting was heard; deathly pale, almost beside him-
self with excitement). An’ am I to lie to heel like a
dog still?

A GieL (calls from the entry-room). Father Hilse, father
Hilse! get away from the window. A bullet’s just
flown in at ours upstairs. [ Disappears.]

MieLcHEN (puts her head wm at the window, laughing).
Gran’father, gran’father, they’ve shot with their guns.
Two or three’s been knocked down, an’ one of ’em’s
turnin’ round and round like a top, an’ one’s twistin’
hisself like a sparrow when its head’s bein’ pulled off.
An’ oh, if you saw all the blood that came pourin’—!

[Disappears.]

A Weaver’s Wire. Yes, there’s two or three’ll never get
up again.

Ax OLp Wraver (in the entry-room). Look out! They’re
goin’ to make a rush on the soldiers.
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A Seconp Weaver (wildly). Look, look, look at the women !
skirts up, an’ spittin’ in the soldiers’ faces already!

A WEeaver’s WIFE (calls in). Gottlieb, look at your wife.
She’s more pluck in her than you. She’s jumpin’
about in front o’ the bay’nets as if she was dancin’ to
musie.

[Four men carry a wounded rioter through the entry-
room. Silence, which is broken by some one say-
ing i a distinct voice, ‘‘ It’s weaver Ulbrich.”’
Once more silence for a few seconds, when the

" same voice is heard again: *‘It’s all over with
him; he’s got a bullet in his ear.”” The men are
heard climbing the wooden stair. Sudden shout-
wmg outside: *‘ Hurrah, hurrah!’’]

Voices 1x tHE ENTRY-ROOM. ‘‘ Where did they get the
stones from?’’—** Yes, it’s time you were off!’’—
“ From the new road.”’ —*‘ Ta-ta, soldiers! ’—*‘ It’s
rainin’ paving-stones.’’

[Shrieks of terror and loud roaring outside, taken up
by those in the entry-room. There is a cry of fear,
and the house door is shut with a bang.]

Voices 1n THE ExTRY-ROOM. ¢‘ They’re loadin’ again.”’ —
¢ They’ll fire another volley this minute.”’ —*‘¢ Father
Hilse, get away from that window.”’

GorrLIEB (cluiches the ar). What!is we mad dogs? Is we
to eat powder an’ shot now instead o’ bread? [Hesi-
tating an instant: To the old marn). Would you have
me sit here an’ see my wife shot? Never! [A4s he
rushes out.] Look out! I’m coming!

OLp Hiuse. Gottlieb, Gottlieb!

Morser Hiuse. Where’s Gottlieb gone?

OrLp Hrmse. He’s gone to the devil.

Voices rrom THE ENTRY-ROOM. GO away from the window,
father Hilse.
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Orp Hivse. Not I! Not if you all goes crazy together!
[To MorrEr Hiusk, with rapt excitement.] My heavenly
Father has placed me here. Isn’t that so, mother?
Here we’ll sit, an’ do our bounden duty—ay, though
the snow was to go on fire.

[He begins to weave. Rattle of another volley. OLp
Hivsg, mortally wounded, starts to his feet and then
falls forward over the loom. At the same moment
loud shouting of *‘ Hurrah!’’ is heard. The peo-
ple who till now have been standing in the entry-
room dash out, jomning i the cry. The old woman
repeatedly asks: ‘¢ Father, father, what’s wrong
with you?’’ The continued shouting dies away
gradually in the distance. MIELCHEN comes rush-
mg wn.]

MieLcreN. Gran’father, gran’father, they’re drivin’ the
soldiers out o’ the village; they’ve got into Dittrich’s
house, an’ they’re doin’ what they did at Dreissiger’s.
Gran’father! [The child grows frightened, motices
that something has happened, puts her finger in her
mouth, and goes up cauliously to the dead man.]
Gran’father!

Morrer Hise. Come now, father, can’t you say something?
You’re frightenin’ me.
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ACT I

A fir-clad glade in the mountains. To the left, in the background, beneath
an overhanging rock, a hut. An old well to the right in the foreground.

RAUTENDELEIN s seated on the edge of the well, combing her thick golden
locks and addressing a bee which she is trying to drive away. In one
hand she has a mirror.

Ravrenperein. Thou buzzing, golden wight—whence

com’st thou here?

Thou sipper of sweets, thou little wax-maker!

Nay! Tease me not, thou sun-born good-for-
naught!

Dosthear? . . . Begone! . .. 'Tistime I combed
my hair

With Granny’s golden comb. Should I delay,

She’ll scold me when she comes. Begone, I say!

What? ... . Loit’ring still? . . . Away—away
with thee!

Am I arose bush? . . . Are my lips a rose?

Off to the wood with thee, beyond the brook!

There, there, my pretty bee, bloom cowslips fair,

And crocuses, and violets — thou canst suck

Thy fill of them. Dost think I jest? No. No.

Quick! Get thee home. Thou’rt not in favor
here.

Thou knowest Granny’s cast a spell on thee

For furnishing the Church with altar-lights.

Come! Must I speak again? Go not too far!

[106]
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Hey! . . . Chimney! Puff some smoke across
the glade,
To drive away this naughty, wilful bee.
Ho! Gander! Hither! Hither! ... Hurry!
Hurry!
Away! Away! [Beefliesoff.] ... Atlast! ...
[RAUTENDELEIN combs her hair quietly for a
moment or two. Then, leaning over the
well, she calls down.]
Hey! Nickelmann!

[Pause.]
He does not hearme. Well —I’ll sing to myself.
Where do I come from? . . . Whither go?

Tell me —1I long to know!
Did I grow as the birds of the woodland gay?
Am I a fay?
Who asks the sweet flower
That blooms in the dell,
And brightens the bower,
Its tale to tell?
Yet, oft, as I sit by my well, alone,
I sigh for the mother I ne’er have known.
But my weird I must dree —
And I’'m fair to see—
A golden-haired maid of the forest free!
[Pause. She calls.]
Hey! Nickelmann! Comeup! ’Tislonely here.
Granny’s gone gathering fir-apples. I’'m dull!
Wilt keep me company and tell me tales?
‘Why then, tonight, perhaps, as a reward . . .
I'll creep into some farmer’s yard and steal
A big, black cock for thee! ... Ah, here he
comes
The silver bubbles to the surface mount!
It he should bob up now, the glass he’d break,
That such bright answer to my nod doth make.
[Admiring her reflection in the well.]
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Godden’ to thee, my sweet maid o’ the well!
Thyname? . . . Rautendelein? . . . Indeed!

I see—

Thou’rt jealous of my beauty. Look at me.

For I, not thou, Rautendelein should be.

What didst thou answer? Didst thou dare to
point

Thy finger at thy soft {win-breasts? . . . Nay,
nay —

I'm fairer; fair as Freya. Not for naught

My hair was spun out of the sunbeams red,

To shine, in golden glory, even as the sun

Shines up at us, at noon, from out a lake.

Aha! Thou spread’st thy tresses, like a net,

All fiery-scarlet, set to catch the fishes!

Thou poor, vain, foolish trull . . . There! Catch

this stone.

[Throwing pebble down the well and disturb-

ing the reflection.]
Thy hour is ended. Now —I’m fair alone!
(Calling.)
Ho! Nickelmann! Come—help me pass the
time!

[THE NICKELMANN, a water-spirit, half
emerges from the well, and flops over the
edge. He is streaming with water. Weeds
cling to his head. He snorts like a seal,
and his eyes blink as if the day-light hurt

them.]
He’shere! . . . Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! How dread-
fully plain
Heis! . . . Didst thou not hear me call! Dear,
dear —

It makes one’s flesh ereep but to know him near!

NickeLMANN (croaking).

Brekekekex!



THE SUNKEN BELL 109

Ravrenp. (mocking). Brekekekex! Ay, ay—
It smells of springtide. Well, is that so strange?
Why —every lizard, mole, and worm,<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>