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EDITOR’S NOTE

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

Ku~o Fraxcke.






THE LIFE OF GUSTAV FREYTAG

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3
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GUSTAV FREYTAG 5

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

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

No writer ever trained himself for his work more con-
sciously and consistently. He experimented with each play,
watched its effect on his audiences, asked himself seriously
whether their apparent want of interest in this or that
portion was due to some defect in his work or to their own
obtuseness. He had failures, but remarkably few, and they



6 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

did not discourage him; nor did momentary success in one
field prevent him from abandoning it for another in which
he hoped to accomplish greater things. He is his own
severest critie, and in his autobiography speaks of certain
productions as worthless which are only relatively want-
ing in merit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

ACT I
Scene 1

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

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

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

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

christen them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

when I see him.
Enter OLDENDORF.

OLpENDORF. (ood morning, Colonel!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ovpexporr. It is impossible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Enter SENDEN, BLUMENBERG, CARL, SCHMOCK.

Sexpex (entering). Is the Colonel alone?

Carr. Professor Oldendorf is with him.

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

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

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

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

Sexpexn. Into what trap?

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

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

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

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

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

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

SexpEN. It was very tiresome all the same.

BrumeEnBere. I begged it of him for our paper.

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

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

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

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

SexpEN. God knows they are!

BrumeNBERG. And no one knows who the author is.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BrumenBErG. And here —

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

BrumenBEre. And here —

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

Enter Ipa and OLDENDORF from the garden.

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

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

Ipa (frightened). . Father!

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

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

I could have wished —

CoroNeL. Not quite so calm? Not really?

Orpexporr. In substance the attack is justified.

CoroverL. Sir! You dare say that to me!

Toa. Father!

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

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

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

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

Ipa. Heavens!

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

Iba (entreating him). Edward!

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

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

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

) [Exit as far as centre door.]

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

CoroNeL. It is better than to have him stay.

Enter ADELAIDE.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[Exit together with BLUMENBERG.]

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

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

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

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

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

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

CoroneL. They were not so extremely opposed as now.

ApeLapE. And which of you has changed his views?

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

ApELADE (astde). What’s this I hear?

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

ApeLame. He is a Rosenau boy.

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

ApELAE. At least he sometimes said so.

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

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

Coroxer. What do you not believe, Adelaide?

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

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

AperaIpE (laughing). Well, so they do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

¢
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Enter KORB.

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

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

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

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

~ances. You have acquaintances here, I suppose?

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

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

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

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

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

AperapeE. Except him? Whom do you mean?

Kore. Why, our Mr. Conrad.

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

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

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

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

Aperape. Don’t speak of it!

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

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

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

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

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

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

ApeEramE. Tell him I am well.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kors. A wife? No,heisnotdoingthat. Itisimpossible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Scene 11

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

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

centre door.

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

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

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

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

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

Enter BELLMAUS.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Enter KAMPE.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BeLLmavus. But he has a pretty daughter.

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

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

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

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

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

[Exeunt KimPE and BELLMAUS.]

Enter OLDENDORF through cenire door.

OrpENDORF. Good-day, Conrad.

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

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

OLpExDORF. About what?

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

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

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

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

Borz. . Thunder and lightning!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

OvrpeExnporF. Unfortunately what you say is true.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kimpe. But what?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kors. Is Mr. Bolz in?

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

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

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

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

Borz. Yes, he was hard to manage.—

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

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

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

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

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

Borz. Does she still remember me?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Borz. Which do you think it will be?

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

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

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

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

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

Borz. Why, old chap?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Enter HENNING, followed by MILLER.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Enter MILLER.

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

Borz. A lady! And to me?

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

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

MrLer. H’'m! So, so!

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

MiLLer. What?

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

Mmrer (laughing). And 1 am to—

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

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

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

Enter MADAME PAVONI.

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

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

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

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

BerLmaus. Ob, please!

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

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

ACT II

Scexe I

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

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

AperLame. Perhaps he has work to do.

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

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

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

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

IpA rings. Enter CARL.

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

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

AperLape. Ida has not finished yet.

Ipa. Hush!

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

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

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

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

Enter CARL.

Carr. Mr. von Senden and two other gentlemen.

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

Ipa. The hour is again spoiled for us.

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

Enter SENDEN, BLUMENBERG, a third gentleman.

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

CoLoneEL. Me?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CoroveL. Are we so perfectly certain of this majority?

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

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