

[image: cover]




        
            
                [image: Penguin Brand Logo]
            

        

        
            
                [image: Penguin Brand Logo]
            

        


    




Hans Fallada


 



IRON GUSTAV

A Berlin Family Chronicle

Translated by PHILIP OWENS

Completed by NICHOLAS JACOBS and GARDIS CRAMER VON LAUE

Foreword by JENNY WILLIAMS



[image: Penguin logo]






[image: Penguin logo]











Contents

Foreword by Jenny Williams

Note on the Translation

ONE
The Good Days of Peace

I Hackendahl Wakes Up

II Frau Hackendahl

III The Girls’ Bedroom

IV The Sons’ Bedroom

V The Key

VI Erich

VII The Two Sisters

VIII Otto

IX Erich in the Cellar

X The Cabs Come In

XI The Stolen Money

XII Eva’s Treasure

XIII Horse Versus Car

XIV Erich is Released

XV The Jewel Theft

XVI The School

XVII Otto’s Secret

XVIII Father and Son

XIX Hackendahl Goes to Bed

TWO
War Breaks Out

I The Kaiser’s Policeman

II Unter den Linden

III Eva Meets Someone

IV Erich’s Friend

V Supper at Home

VI Otto is Going

VII The Requisition

VIII Spy-Catching

IX Otto Leaves for the Front

X Sister Sophie Wants to Go Too

XI Eva Gets to Know Her Sister-in-Law

XII Hackendahl is Bored

XIII Conversation in the Dark

XIV A Doubter and a Believer

XV Trouble at School

XVI The Heap of Gold

XVII Mother and Daughter

XVIII Some Ponies

THREE
The Evil Days

I The Wind and the Dream

II In Front of a Butcher’s Shop

III Hackendahl Becomes a Cabby Again

IV Father and Daughter

V Eva Becomes Something Else

VI In the Shell Hole

VII In the Rear

VIII ‘It Would Be Fine’

IX The Munitions Factory

X ‘Mud Will Find Mud’

XI Otto Comes Home

XII Otto’s Discussion With His Father

XIII Bubi’s Marriage Congratulations

XIV Going Begging

XV Doctor’s Waiting Room

XVI Doctor’s Check-up

XVII Off to the Trenches

XVIII Otto Hackendahl’s Death

FOUR
Peace Breaks Out

I Homework

II Irma

III The Procession, and Erich

IV The Crowd at the Reichstag

V A People’s Assembly Interrupted

VI The Kiss

VII Eva Calls on Tutti

VIII The War is Not Lost

IX Justice or Injustice, Knowledge or Feeling

X Inside the Reichstag

XI Why Do You Want Power?

XII Secret Conversation

XIII A Hand as an Ashtray

XIV The Two Villas

XV Hackendahl Burns a Few Things

FIVE
Tinette

I The Exam

II The Professor and the Firearms

III No Longer a Comrade Among Comrades

IV The Tailor and Tinette

V Her Minion

VI Sophie Pays a Visit

VII Ever Greater Shame

VIIII Heinz Goes Shopping

IX The Raid on the Nightclub

X A Visit to Frau Quaas

XI The Naked Dancer

XII Heinz and the Professor

XIII Home to the Comrades

XIV The Message from a Dead Man

XV The Message from a Blind Man

XVI Peace Breaks Out

XVII Heinz Moves

SIX
The Old Cabby

I The Inflation

II Hackendahl Meets a Profiteer

III His Father Says Goodbye to Erich

IV A Horse Goes Backwards

V Erich and His Friend Escape

VI Nakedness and Business

VII And Erich Knocks Him Down

VIII Visit to a Prison

IX The Arrest of Eugen Bast

X Argument About a Whip

XI A Little Whip Cracks

XII Inheritance and Disappointment

XIII Two Sulkers

XIV Erich in Amsterdam

XV Heinz in Hiddensee

XVI The Second Kiss

SEVEN
Work and No Work

I Dismissed from the Bank

II The Cabby and the Girls

III The Old Lady and the Nursing Home

IV There’s Trouble Coming

V Hoppe and Co.

VI Helping the Little Man

VII Clients in a Bank

VIII The Mysterious Dr Hoppe

IX Dismissed

X Visit to the Police

XI On the Dole

XII Teacher Degener Flies a Flag

XIII Looking for Work

XIV The Three Registration Forms

XV Marriage No Marriage

EIGHT
The Journey to Paris

I The French Horsewoman

II Farewell to Sophie

III A Son Leaves Home for Good

IV The Oldest Cabby in Berlin

V Young Grundeis

VI The Notice in the Newspaper

VII Hackendahl Falls Ill

VIII Leaving the Newspaper Building

IX Leaving the Town Hall and Leaving Town

X Those Who Are Left Behind

XI The Drive Through Germany

XII The Frontier and the Gravestones

XIII Paris

XIV The Tired Traveller

XV Welcome to Berlin

THE LAST CHAPTER
The Beer Glass

Follow Penguin







PENGUIN MODERN CLASSICS

IRON GUSTAV

‘Every so often you come across a book so finely wrought that you have no doubt about its status as a literary classic. Iron Gustav is one … The writing is visual, vivid and visceral, the irony delicate, and even when it is cynical the novel doesn’t sneer … Fallada’s descriptions of material degradation and squalor equal those of Dickens and Dostoyevsky. He has the gift for complex narrative of Thomas Mann combined with the page-turning powers of great thriller writers such as Raymond Chandler, and the structural control of a great painter or composer … This [Penguin Modern Classics edition] is the first authentic version of not just a classic, but a masterpiece of world literature’ Paul Levy, Wall Street Journal

‘A serious cause for celebration: one of the finest German-language works of the twentieth century is now available as it was intended to be read … the book triumphs as a study of ordinary Berliners faced with dire adversity; Fallada celebrates them repeatedly, their wariness, their humour, their toughness, their blunt kindness and, above all, their conversation … This remarkable work, now complete after 76 years, could well be one of the finest novels any of us will ever read. Hans Fallada really was that most rare creature, a born novelist who was also a witness’ Irish Times

‘Fallada captures the small tragedies of family life, the loss of dignity caused by unemployment, squalid housing and the misery of seeing civilized values destroyed. This anti-war book, censored by Goebbels in the Thirties, is a gripping addition to modern German history’ Daily Mail

’A powerful portrayal of the devastating effects of the first world war on a family and a country … The project went through a tortuous journey, with rewrites ordered by Joseph Goebbels, Hitler’s propaganda chief, which have been taken out of the new edition … this new edition is as close as possible to Fallada’s original’ Observer

’The “hundreds of deep rifts” that tear defeated Germany apart play out in microcosm within [Iron Gustav’s] family … Fallada shuffles melodrama, farce and documentary realism … This, as even Dr Goebbels must have seen, is laughter in the dark’ Boyd Tonkin, Independent

’A saga with the same reach and depth as Thomas Mann’s Buddenbrooks … a chronicle of Berlin in those turbulent early decades of the twentieth century. Key events appear like milestones: war, Versailles, lawless street-fighting, hyperinflation, Weimar hedonism and the first dark shoots of Nazism … Fallada’s voice is as beguilingly lucid as ever, his images clear to the point of stark, his blighted and resilient Berliners ringing astoundingly true’ National

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Hans Fallada was born Rudolf Wilhelm Adolf Ditzen in 1893 in Greifswald, north-east Germany, and took his pen-name from a Brothers Grimm fairy tale. He spent a number of years in prison or in psychiatric care, yet produced some of the most significant German novels and documentary writing of the twentieth century, including A Small Circus, Little Man, What Now?, Once a Jailbird, Tales From the Underworld, Wolf Among Wolves, The Drinker and Alone in Berlin, the last of which was only published in English for the first time in 2009, to near-universal acclaim. He died in Berlin in 1947.







Foreword

On 12 November 1937 Hans Fallada signed a contract to write a novel ‘dealing with the fate of a German family from 1914 until around 1933’. Little did he suspect how much grief this project, which culminated in the publication of Iron Gustav: A Berlin Family Chronicle in 1938, would cause him – or how tortuous the path would be that would lead to the first complete English edition in 2014.

The manuscript that Fallada submitted on time in February 1938 was not initially intended for publication in book form. He had signed the contract with the Tobis Film Company, one of whose board members was the German film star Emil Jannings (1884–1950), most famous perhaps for his role in The Blue Angel of 1930, in which he had co-starred with Marlene Dietrich. Jannings had been looking for some time for a film script that would offer him an attractive leading role and was delighted with the larger-than-life figure of Gustav Hackendahl. Jannings took an active part in the negotiations between Fallada and Tobis, in the course of which it was agreed that Fallada would submit a novel and that the company’s screenwriters would develop it into a film script.

Gustav Hackendahl is based on the historical figure of Gustav Hartmann (1859–1938) who, like his literary counterpart, inherited his father-in-law’s coach business, built it into a successful enterprise and became famous for his return journey by coach and horse to Paris in 1928.

Fallada clearly wrote the novel with filming in mind. The physical appearance of Gustav Hackendahl himself, in his dark coachman’s coat and white top hat, perched on the seat at the front of his coach with the reins of his horse firmly in his hands, is visually striking. His symbolic status is powerful, too: a man of ‘iron’ principle who sees the values of order, discipline and obedience, on which he has built his life, crumble in the face of modernity. The episodic nature of the work, the extensive use of dialogue (and dialect), the clearly delineated characters all lend themselves to a film adaptation, as does the wide range of social settings – from brothel to elegant villa, from stables to parliament buildings, from hospital to stationery shop, from a newspaper’s headquarters to a tenement building. In this novel, as in Wolf Among Wolves of 1937, Fallada explores how the lives of quite ordinary people are affected by the tumultuous events of German history in the first three decades of the twentieth century. In Iron Gustav this social realism focuses on the Hackendahl family where the effects of the authoritarian nature of Wilhelminian Germany, in the form of Gustav’s ‘iron’ principles, result in only one of the five children growing into a ‘decent’ human being. For Fallada, whose view of morality was a decidedly individual one, ‘decency’ (‘Anständigkeit’) is the key to ethical human behaviour.

When Fallada signed the contract for Iron Gustav in November 1937 he most probably knew that Tobis – like all media organizations – had been taken over by the Nazi Party. What he did not know was that Joseph Goebbels (1897–1945), the Minister for Public Enlightenment and Propaganda, was beginning to take a keen interest in his work. In January 1938 Goebbels read Wolf Among Wolves and, interpreting the critique of Weimar Germany in the novel as a confirmation of the Nazis’ rejection of everything to do with the Weimar Republic, noted in his diary that this was ‘a super book’ and its author had ‘real talent’. What Fallada ought to have known was that signing a contract in 1938 with a Nazi film company to write a book covering the period 1914 to 1933 in German history would mean including a glowing account of the rise of the Nazi Party.

Fallada seems to have had no inkling of the collision course on which he embarked in November 1937. In his defence it must be said that his main aim was to create a role for Emil Jannings and to write a social history around the Hackendahl family. This led to him concluding the novel shortly after Gustav’s triumphant return from Paris in 1928.

Fallada expected the screenwriters to make changes to his manuscript; what he did not expect was the personal intervention of Goebbels, who insisted that the story be continued until 1933 and that Gustav Hackendahl become an ardent Nazi. While Fallada was able to decline Goebbels’s invitation for a face-to-face meeting, he could not ignore his instructions about the conclusion of the novel. He suggested to Jannings that a Nazi author would be much better placed to write the sort of conclusion that Goebbels required. When Jannings conveyed this view to Goebbels, the Minister replied that if Fallada was still unsure about his attitude towards the Party, the Party had no doubts about its attitude towards Fallada. Fallada now found himself faced with an unmistakable threat to his life. How would this non-Nazi, whose work since A Small Circus had constituted an extended plea for human decency, react?

He capitulated. Like most of Gustav Hackendahl’s family he was unable to resist the iron fist of an authoritarian regime. By way of explanation he would later write: ‘I do not like grand gestures, being slaughtered before the tyrant’s throne, senselessly, to the benefit of no one and to the detriment of my children, that is not my way.’

Fallada’s great gift lay in his keen observation of the world around him and his talent as a storyteller. His ability to feel his way inside his characters and convey their hopes and fears, their successes and failures, produced realistic figures such as Otto Hackendahl in Iron Gustav, Willi Kufalt in Once a Jailbird and Johannes Pinneberg in Little Man,What Now?. This, his great strength, was also a weakness, for he was unable to rise above his emotional involvement – in his characters, in his attitude to politics as well as in many aspects of his day-to-day life – to develop an analytical or philosophical standpoint. His 1944 Prison Diary leaves no doubt about his hatred of the Nazi regime but it was an instinctive hatred, not one based on a political philosophy. And this left him defenceless against the bully-boy tactics of Joseph Goebbels. He spent August 1938 carrying out Goebbels’s instructions: ‘this month […] is marked in black in my diary. The world filled me with loathing, but I loathed myself even more for what I was doing.’

Fallada did the minimum necessary to meet Goebbels’s demands. There is no detailed account of the rise of the Nazi Party or the nature of Party meetings, nor is there a celebration of the Party’s much-vaunted achievements. In fact, Party activities are reduced to folding leaflets and getting involved in street brawls. There is no discussion of Party policy apart from Heinz Hackendahl’s question about anti-Semitism, which is left unanswered.

In order to prepare the ground for first Heinz’s and then Gustav’s Party membership, Fallada added a small amount of material in Chapters Four, Five, Six and Seven in which he underscores the injustices suffered by Germany in the aftermath of the First World War and sharply criticizes the role of the Communists in the November Revolution. The first major addition is the insertion at the end of Chapter Seven of three new sections that explain Heinz’s reasons for joining the Nazi Party: his unemployment (which leads to difficulties in his marriage), his meeting with a former comrade of Otto’s (who is a Party member) and the feeling of comradeship and the sense of purpose that Party membership brings. As a member of the Party, Heinz ‘becomes a human being and a real man again’. The additions in Chapter Eight pave the way for Gustav to become a Nazi and the new Chapter Nine describes the death of Gustav’s wife, Heinz and his family moving into the Hackendahl family home and Gustav’s decision to join the Party. The final line of the new conclusion is Gustav’s declaration to Heinz and his comrades: ‘Well, then: let me join you!’

Heinz and Gustav do not join the Nazi Party because they are convinced by Nazi Party policy. Heinz finds a reason for living and a sense of belonging in his political work (which remains unspecified); Gustav’s reasons for joining are rather unclear.

Fallada, who later described these changes as ‘stupid tinkering around’, expected that they would not satisfy Goebbels. But to his surprise the Minister approved the Iron Gustav project and work started on the film. However, it all came to a halt in October 1938 when the Party’s chief ideologue, Alfred Rosenberg (1893–1946), declared that Fallada was not the kind of author that a German state could support.

Given Rosenberg’s views and the fact that the novel did not constitute a paean to National Socialism, it is not surprising that when the novel appeared at the end of November 1938 it received very negative reviews and was withdrawn from display in bookshop windows.

Despite the outbreak of war, Fallada’s English publishers, Putnam, bought the rights to Iron Gustav and the first English translation appeared in 1940.

The 1940 English edition was considerably shorter than the one that had appeared in Germany in 1938. In the first place, it was based on Fallada’s original manuscript and did not include Chapter Nine, the new sections in Chapter Seven and the other material that he had included at Goebbels’s behest. Moreover, Putnam removed an additional eight sections and undertook wide-ranging cuts across the board. They clearly wanted a much shorter book.

Content that was considered repetitive or not central to the main narrative was simply excised. This affected primarily the portrayal of the Hackendahl children: the account of Sophie’s application to volunteer for nursing at the Front (Two, X), Erich’s visit to Dr Meier (Two, XIV), Otto’s experience of Lille (Three, VII) are all simply omitted. A further three sections relating to Heinz are also cut: his visit with Irma to Tutti and Eva (Four, IX), his row with Tutti (Six, XIII) and his visit to his former teacher and mentor, Professor Degener (Seven, XII). Even Chapter Two, section VIII, which describes Gustav’s walk with Heinz and the incident with the spies on the day he handed over his horses for the war effort, does not appear in the 1940 English translation.

Besides deleting whole sections, the editor removed much inner monologue and descriptions of characters’ thoughts and feelings, such as the account in Chapter Six, section IV of Gustav’s reaction on hearing that his grandsons, whom he has never met, prefer to play with coaches and horses rather than with cars. Key scenes that give particular insights into character motivation and plot development are also omitted. A good example is the conversation between Otto and his mother in Chapter One, section XII, in which they consider whether to release Erich from the cellar. Here Otto’s character is given depth and the reasons for the decision to break the locks on the cellar doors are provided – a decision that sets Erich on a path of criminality that ultimately leads to his being arrested for treason.

Putnam’s editor in 1940 had little time for Fallada’s detailed and often humorous accounts of everyday life, such as the conversations in the queue for rations (Three, II) or in the waiting room of the doctor’s surgery (Three, XV) during the First World War.

The cumulative effect of these changes was to produce characters that are much less complex and a novel that lacks the colour and vividness of Fallada’s original work.

The final set of cuts in the 1940 edition relates to passages dealing with the political and historical background to the events portrayed in the novel. Perhaps the editor took the view that English readers would not be interested in detailed descriptions of recent German history. However, it is likely that the context in which the novel was published also had a considerable bearing on these cuts. The decision to omit Chapter Five, section XVI, which deals with the Treaty of Versailles, and drastically to reduce the account of the occupation of the Ruhr in Chapter Six can be ascribed to the sensitivity of these issues in Britain at the time.

Indeed, Putnam’s decision to publish a contemporary German novel by an author still living in Germany in 1940 is unique in British publishing. It was, of course, Putnam that had arranged for Fallada and his family to leave Germany in the autumn of 1938 and it is possible that the original plan was to publish a new Fallada translation to coincide with the author’s arrival in London and to provide some financial support for his new life in exile. However, Fallada could not bring himself to leave Germany. For his English publisher he was nonetheless an important enough contemporary German author to be published in translation, despite the fact that he was living in a country with which Britain was at war.

It was not until 1962 that an attempt was made to reconstruct Fallada’s original German manuscript in the form it had taken before he made the changes in August 1938. This reconstruction, undertaken by Günter Caspar of the Aufbau publishing house in the German Democratic Republic, who was the editor of Fallada’s Selected Works, has since become the standard German edition. It ends rather abruptly on the day that Gustav returns from Paris. Caspar did not have access to the 1940 English translation; he was probably unaware that it represented, albeit in bowdlerized form, the structure of Fallada’s original manuscript. If he had seen it, he might have retained its last chapter, entitled ‘The Beer Glass’, in his German edition. This chapter continues Gustav’s story until the death of his wife and finishes, in typical Fallada fashion, with an anecdote that portrays Gustav as ‘iron’ until the end.

The new Penguin translation uses the Caspar reconstruction to reinstate Putnam’s original excisions and thus produces a much more complete English edition of the work than that published in 1940. This edition also represents the most faithful reconstruction of Fallada’s original manuscript to date. As such it provides an instructive case study of the significant role that translation can play in preserving a foreign text that has fallen victim to censorship in its country of origin.

Finally, the publication of Iron Gustav marks an important milestone in reconnecting Fallada with his English-speaking readers, who now have access to all his major critical realist novels from A Small Circus (1931) to Alone in Berlin (1947).

Jenny Williams, 2014







Note on the Translation

Iron Gustav was first published by Putnam (London) in 1940. Starting with Little Man, What Now? in 1933, Putnam had published a Fallada novel every year. Fallada’s popularity must be the only explanation for a British publisher bringing out a book by a writer – and one who was hardly known as any kind of dissenter – with whose country it was at war.

In view of the fact that Putnam had already substantially abbreviated Fallada’s even longer novel, Wolf Among Wolves, also translated by Philip Owens, it is not surprising that its British publisher abbreviated Iron Gustav even more drastically, by some two hundred pages. Many of these cuts concern issues – the so-called German Revolution of 1918﻿–19, the Occupation of the Ruhr, and mass unemployment (about which Fallada wrote most powerfully) – which had been used successfully by the National Socialists in their propaganda, and so were considered unwelcome reading during a war against Germany which had just begun.

These cuts mean that the book was substantially misrepresented when first published, and that this edition is more than a reprint with some cuts restored, but rather a completely new edition of this novel.

Philip Owens, born in 1901, was a writer, translator and editor, who formed part of the British literary avant-garde alongside figures like Jack Lindsay, Samuel Beckett, William Empson and Edgell Rickword in the twenties and thirties. Among other works, he wrote an experimental novel, much of it set in Berlin (Hobohemians: A Study of Luxurious Poverty (Mandrake Press, 1929)). Little wonder that he was such a brilliant translator of Fallada’s low-life ambience.

Philip Owens was killed, serving in the Intelligence Corps, in the Greek Civil War in June 1945. I learned much from him.

More practically, I would like to thank Gardis Cramer von Laue for not only locating everything missing – as discussed elsewhere – from the 1940 translation, from single words and phrases to passages and whole chapters, but also for typing everything out, with its context, for the convenience of the translator. I also benefited from her native German and strong feel for the English language.

N.M.J.








All the characters in this book, including Iron Gustav himself, are creatures of the imagination, no living person being referred to in any way. Moreover, the author has used only such material as could be gathered from the daily newspapers of the time.

H. F.
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ONE

The Good Days of Peace

§ I

Perhaps it was the grey mare, old Hackendahl’s favourite, demanding its feed by dragging the halter chain through the manger ring and pawing the floor of its stable; perhaps it was the dawn replacing the moon, the light of earliest morning breaking over Berlin, which had awakened the old man. Possibly, however, it was neither the dawn nor his favourite grey that had awakened him at twenty minutes past three on the morning of 29 June 1914, but something quite different.

Struggling with sleepiness, the old man had groaned: ‘Erich, Erich, you won’t do that, will you?’ Then he had started up and gazed round the room. Slowly, perception returned to his eyes; over the carved shell of the marriage bed, with knobs on either side, he saw the sabre and helmet, from the time when he had been a sergeant-major in the Pasewalk Cuirassiers, hanging on the wall beneath his photograph, taken on the day he had left the service twenty years ago. He saw the faint gleam of the blade and of the golden eagle on his helmet, bringing memories which made him even prouder and happier than did the big cab-hire business he had since built up; the esteem that had been his in the regiment pleased him more than the respect paid him, the successful businessman, by his neighbours in the Frankfurter Allee. And, harking back to his nightmare, he said, now fully awake: ‘No, Erich would never do a thing like that. Never!’

Abruptly he set his feet on the sheepskin rug by the bed.

§ II

‘Are you getting up already, Gustav?’ enquired a voice from the neighbouring bed, and a hand groped for him. ‘It’s only three o’clock.’

‘Yes, Mother. Twenty-five minutes past three.’

‘But why, Father? They’re not fed till four …’

He was almost embarrassed. ‘I’ve got a feeling that one of the horses might be ill.’ And, to avoid further explanations, he plunged his head into the wash basin. But his wife waited patiently until he had dried himself. ‘You’ve been talking all night in your sleep about Erich, Father.’

Her husband suddenly stopped combing his hair, was about to speak, but thought better of it. ‘Really,’ he remarked nonchalantly, ‘I wasn’t aware of it.’

‘What’s up between you and Erich?’ she persisted. ‘I know something’s the matter between you.’

‘Yesterday Eva was the whole afternoon at Köller’s. I won’t have it. People call it the “Café Cuddle”.’

‘A young girl wants a little life and Fraulein Köller’s bought a gramophone. Eva only goes there because of the music.’

‘I don’t like it,’ emphasized the old sergeant-major. ‘You keep the girls in order and I’ll look after the boys, Erich included.’

‘But …’

Hackendahl had gone, however. He had said what he had to say and in this house his will was law.

The woman let herself sink back into the pillow with a sigh. Oh, yes, dear God. What a man! Stiff as a poker, and wants the children to have a life like his! He can talk – but I’ll see to it that the children get their share of pleasure in life – Eva as well, and Erich too. Especially Erich.

And she was already asleep.

§ III

The father stood hesitantly for a moment in the gloomy hallway. From the stable below, he could hear the grey reproachfully clinking her chain, but he withstood the temptation to give his favourite an extra ration on the sly, and instead softly opened the door to his daughters’ bedroom.

The two girls slept on, accustomed to their father making his rounds by day and by night, exactly as he had done in the barracks when inspecting the dormitories to see that everything was in order. When Hackendahl had turned civilian and taken over his dead father-in-law’s hackney carriage business, he had given up none of his military habits; drivers, horses and children had to toe the line as strictly as if they had been soldiers. The children were not allowed to have any life of their own, nor the kind of secrets that children love so much. Everything in the chests of drawers and cupboards had to be in its place, for Father was merciless about what he called order and cleanliness. ‘Father’ – that was the sword that hung over the family Hackendahl. ‘Father’ meant discipline, criticism, the sternest justice.

‘Iron Gustav’ they called him in the Frankfurter Allee, a man as unyielding and stubborn as he was upright and irreproachable. Entering late in life a civilian world which seemed to him too soft, he had tried to inoculate his children with the principles by which (as he thought) he had attained success – and these were industry, the sense of duty, and obedience to the will of a superior, whether that superior be called God, Kaiser or the Law.

Old Hackendahl scrutinized the room. Over Sophie’s chair hung a nurse’s uniform, carefully folded; the starched hood with its Red Cross badge lay on the bedside table. Hackendahl sighed. His daughter, having come of age, had insisted on taking up nursing, although in his view this somewhat pious and anaemic child would have been better suited as a teacher. But Sophie knew how to get her own way.

‘If you positively won’t give your consent, Father,’ she had said in that quiet way of hers, ‘I’ll have to do without.’

‘But I’m your father,’ he had stormed, taken aback by such disobedience. ‘You’re breaking the fifth commandment.’

‘Pastor Rienäcker,’ she had replied, ‘tells me I have a call.’

‘God’s call’ – she hadn’t been ashamed to talk like that to her father! And since when did one talk of God, the Omnipotent, as if one were personally acquainted with Him? One was too small to do that. Old Hackendahl regarded this earth as having distinctions of rank that were, so to speak, spatial; that is, the Lord sat on the very top and, far below, sat Hackendahl; everyone in between, whether colonel, judge of the supreme court or emperor, had his appointed place.

‘I only want what is best for you, Sophie,’ he had said. ‘You’re not strong enough for nursing.’

‘God will give me strength,’ she had replied.

All right, all right! Mechanically old Hackendahl adjusted the ribbons of her hood so that they lay at right angles, although tidiness was more probably to seek in the clothes of his second daughter, the eighteen-year-old Eva, who slept on her side, her face hidden by an arm and her long, fair hair. Sophie, quite properly, had done up her hair for the night in two plaits, but Eva would say, ‘At night at least I want my hair free from the silly old bun!’

She was taking a liberty, but her father didn’t say so. She looked so pretty without it, with her blonde ringlets framing her pale face. It somehow lit up his heart to see her lying there like that – a life in bloom, a mature girl, but still a child.

Still a child! Of course – he knew his Eva.

Remembering the confectioner’s shop, that wretched ‘Café Cuddle’ with its tinned music churned out from a great horn painted pink and gold, Hackendahl frowned. Yes, she had certainly gone there, but only because of the music from this new-fangled apparatus, and not because she was thinking about men or kisses …

Feeling his glance she flung herself, with the impetuosity which characterized all her movements, on her back, stretched and gave out a sound of ecstatic joy – just an ‘Oh!’, but so happy. Then she looked at him. ‘Is that you, Father?’

‘Good morning,’ he said slowly.

‘Good morning, Father. Listen …’

‘What is it? You should be asleep!’

‘Never mind, I’ll go to sleep immediately. Father, do you know what time Erich came home?’

‘You mustn’t tell tales, you know that.’

‘At one o’clock, Father! Fancy, one o’clock.’

‘Shame, Evchen, you shouldn’t tell tales.’ This was not said very firmly, however, for what he had just heard agitated him very much.

‘Shouldn’t tell tales! When he’s always telling about me! In the Café Köller they said he’d got a lot of money, Father.’

‘You’re not to go to the Café.’

‘But I’m so fond of whipped cream – and we never get any at home.’ She was watching her father shrewdly and saw that he was no longer thinking of her. ‘And now I’m going to sleep, I’m so tired …’

‘Yes, go to sleep. And don’t tell tales, it’s not nice.’

In the corridor he heard, more distinctly than ever, the grey stamping. It was just on four o’clock, feeding time. But first he would go to his sons’ room.

§ IV

Three beds, three sleepers, three sons. They could be regarded as wealth, and so the father had hitherto regarded them. Not now, however, not now! There was something else besides Eva’s tittle-tattle that made Hackendahl stand on the threshold listening. Listening …

He had heard hundreds, thousands of people sleeping. So he was familiar with this oppressed breathing; he had heard it in the barracks, mostly on Saturday and Sunday nights after leave, but he had never before heard it in this room. Eva’s words rushed into his mind. ‘Erich came home at one o’clock.’ But he needed no one to tell him what a drunken sleep sounded like.

Although there was reason to complain about the way in which Heinz, the youngest (nicknamed Bubi), left his clothes lying around, and reason also to make the eldest, the twenty-four-year-old Otto, realize that his father knew he was not asleep – he lay much too stiffly – Hackendahl was now occupied only with his drunken son. Distraught with grief and anger, he stood by the bed of his Erich, his quick-witted boy … Erich was only seventeen but he was already in the second highest class at the grammar school; he was his parents’ favourite, the most popular boy in his class, a favourite also with his teachers. But he was drunk …

The father stood there lost in thought, his foot on the bedside rug, if that’s what it was; there was no time to look. He must watch his son’s face, this much-loved face, and try to read its expression.

But the light was still dim, so he went to the window and turned back a corner of the curtain, so that the already bright daylight shone full in the face of the sleeping boy.

At the same time, the father’s gaze met another’s, that of Otto, who looked at him darkly and a little troubled. Anger rose in Hackendahl, as if Otto had caught him doing something forbidden. And he completely gave way to his anger – you could do that with Otto. He was a milksop, apparently unmarked by either anger or love. Raising his fist as though to strike him, the father hissed: ‘Be quiet! Go to sleep at once! D’you hear?’

The son closed his eyes immediately.

For a moment, the father looked again at the pale, weak face with the thin beard. Then he turned back to his other son. But what had happened had changed him. Since knowing the eldest son was awake, he no longer felt alone in the room. The time for quiet contemplation was over. Anger, complaining and sadness had passed. Something had to happen.

Something had to happen!

First he bent down. Yes, he hadn’t paid attention, but he had noticed the clothes thrown drunkenly about. It wasn’t a bedside rug he’d stood on. And he began to pick up the clothes.

Something dropped out of the waistcoat pocket and fell with a clink.

First of all the old man hung the waistcoat in an orderly way over the back of a chair. Then he picked up the key. It was a completely ordinary key, a little key, the kind used for cupboards and drawers. It was still quite new. Even in the dim light the father thought he could make out the filing of the bit … and it was no industrial key but one made by a locksmith – nothing special.

The father stood absolutely still. As he held the little key in his hand, he felt he could hear time go by in seconds and minutes. It fell like heavy rain, obliterating all other sounds – all the sounds of life. And behind this veil, life itself became grey, colourless and distant …

Only a little key …

He no longer looked at his drunken son’s bed. He didn’t care if Otto was awake and watching him. When in great pain everyone is utterly alone. Nothing reached him any more.

With dragging feet and unseeing eyes the father went to the door, the key in his hand.

A little key!

§ V

In the passage Hackendahl again heard the grey, his pampered favourite, demanding its extra ration. No, things were not right, either with the horse or Erich or the master of the house. He, scrupulously just and conscientious, got up half an hour earlier to give the grey something extra before Rabause the head stableman arrived. His children all meant a great deal to him, but Erich with his coaxing could always in the end obtain what was refused the others. The father had never thought of this as unjust, since no one can command his affections, yet now he saw that it was not the proper way of doing things; it sinned against reason, human and divine. He carried the proof in his hand.

He carried it as though it were a magic key with a power as yet unknown and which had therefore to be handled cautiously. It was a magic key, opening Iron Gustav up to new knowledge. No father’s heart can be completely made of iron. It is soil forever newly ploughed, some of whose furrows never disappear.

He stood before his desk. There was no retreat now, even had he thought of it – an old soldier faces the enemy, and attacks.

The massive desk was of heavily carved oak, with brass embellishments representing lions’ mouths. He pushed the key into one of these mouths and – there! – the key turned. He was not surprised; it was to be expected that this key would open the drawer in his desk. Hackendahl looked inside. When the children were small, a slab of toffee was always to be found on the right-hand side, in front. Every Sunday, after lunch, the children lined up before the desk where the father, sitting in judgement on their behaviour during the week, hacked off appropriate pieces from the slab. He had thought toffee good for the children; in his youth sugar had been dear and was believed to bestow great strength, and Hackendahl wanted healthy children. Later this belief turned out erroneous, the dentist explaining that sugar actually spoiled children’s teeth; Hackendahl had meant well but had acted wrongly. That often happened in life. You mean well and do wrong all the same. You don’t know enough, perhaps – had learned too little. With Erich he’d also meant well and done the wrong thing. He hadn’t been strict enough, and now his favourite son was a thief, the meanest of his kind – a pilferer in the home, a creature who stole from his parents, from his brothers and sisters … The old man’s pride was wounded. He groaned. His honour was stained. If the son is a thief the father cannot be blameless.

Standing there, he heard it strike four o’clock. He ought to go downstairs to the stables to superintend the feeding and grooming of the horses – in half an hour the night cabs would be coming back and he had to settle up with them – he had no time to stand there brooding over an undutiful son.

Yes, but first he must count the money in the little linen bag, ascertain what was missing and question his son; then he could superintend the feeding and the grooming, have the horses seen to, settle up with the drivers … He did neither of these things. He shook the linen bag which Sophie had embroidered with ‘10 marks’ in red cross-stitch, the little bag that contained gold in ten-mark pieces. But he did not check the contents; he went neither to his son nor to the stable. He was lost in memories.

His life in the army had made a man of him and given him principles; all his experiences in civilian life had their counterpart in the army. He could remember instances of barrack room thieves, incorrigible rogues who repeatedly stole tobacco or home-made sausage from their comrades. In the beginning they would get a good thrashing one night with a belt buckle on their naked backsides, their head muffled in a horse blanket, although even without that precaution no NCO would have taken any notice of a scream. But if the thrashing was in vain – if the man was really incorrigible, an enemy to his comrades – then came degradation before the entire regiment and transfer to a penal battalion, shame and dishonour. And wasn’t it worse to steal from a father than from a comrade?

In three hours his son would have to go to school. It was almost impossible to imagine that he would never again go there, he, his pride and hope. And yet it had to be. He remembered a certain soldier with a great big blob of a pale nose facing his comrades on parade. Tears ran down his cheeks as the merciless voice of his officer declared that condemnation of the man and the thief against which there was no appeal …

That his own flesh and blood had sinned did not affect the issue – a thief is a thief. They had christened him ‘Iron Gustav’, probably half in jest because he was stubborn. But one can turn a nickname into an honour.

At last Hackendahl counted his money and when he had ascertained the amount missing he stood aghast. So much? Surely not! But it was true – yet more shame and dishonour. Surely all that money couldn’t have been spent in drink, at seventeen! And suddenly the father saw behind his son’s pale, intelligent face the leer and grimace of loose women, abominations to any decent man. At seventeen!

Shutting the drawer abruptly, he locked it and hurried back to his sons’ bedroom.

§ VI

At his father’s unexpected return Otto, who was dressed and standing by the window, started violently, trying to conceal the wood and knife in his hands; a dozen times he had been forbidden to pursue his hobby of carving pipe bowls or tiny animals in wood, his father holding it a ridiculous pursuit for one who was some day to manage a stable of thirty horses. Now Hackendahl took no notice of his eldest son’s disobedience but went directly to Erich, clapped his hand on the boy’s shoulder and ordered him to wake up.

The sleeper moved, trying to release his shoulder; his eyelids fluttered, but he did not wake up.

‘Wake up, do you hear?’

Erich was still trying to escape into sleep, but in vain. His father’s hand hurt, his father’s voice threatened. With an effort he opened his eyes. ‘What’s the matter? Time for school?’

Without a word the father gazed at him. Then, grasping the long, fair hair, he pulled his son’s reluctant head so close to his own that the two foreheads almost touched, and each saw only the other’s eye. In one was fear, in the other an angry glow …

‘What’s the matter?’ repeated Erich. But his voice trembled.

The father, his heart beating heavily, read a confession in his son’s gaze. For a long time he said nothing; then, suddenly, despite himself, he quietly asked: ‘Where did you leave the money?’

The dark, narrow pupils seemed to contract. Was this the son’s answer? The father didn’t know. He pulled his son’s hair and repeatedly hit his brow against his own.

‘My money,’ he whispered. ‘You thief! You key-forger!’

The son’s head shook uncontrollably. He didn’t even try to escape his father’s gruesome hold.

‘What are you stinking of?’ asked the father once more. ‘Drink? Whores? You give them my money?’

No reply. And this cowardice only incensed Hackendahl the more. ‘What shall I do with you?’ he groaned. ‘Go to the police? Send you to prison?’

No reply.

‘What do you want?’ he burst out, turning angrily on his eldest son. ‘Don’t interfere, blockhead.’

‘I’m going to the stables,’ said Otto. ‘Shall I give out the feed?’

‘You?’ barked the father contemptuously. But the distraction had relieved him and he even let go of Erich. ‘That would be marvellous! No, you go on – I’ll follow presently.’

‘Yes, Father,’ said Otto submissively and went.

Erich had risen and was standing, very pale, on the other side of the bed.

‘Have you anything to say?’ The father was trying to whip up his rage again. ‘Be quick – you know I’ve other things to do. I’ve got to earn money for my fine son to steal and booze and whore with.’

Erich looked up at his father with trembling lips. Now that he was free of that painful grip, and with the bed between them, he spoke. ‘I want something from life …’

‘Want, eh? And what do you give to it? If you want something, you’ve got to give something back. But you’re only a thief.’

‘I don’t want to live like this,’ said Erich sullenly, pushing his hair away from his aching brows. ‘Only school and homework, and when I want half an hour off I’ve got to ask you, and you have your eyes glued to your watch to see that I don’t take a minute longer.’

‘You can’t live like that? When I was your age I was a farmhand. I had to get up at three in the morning and when I went to bed at nine o’clock at night I was half dead. And you can’t stand five hours of school, good clothes and good food? – That’s too much for you?’

‘But I’m not a farmhand. A schoolboy doesn’t live on a farm. Times have changed, Father.’

‘Yes, they have indeed changed. No respect or honour left. Look at the Reds making a row in front of the Schloss, demanding their rights from the Kaiser. Their rights! And you’ve become a Red as well and want to prove your right to imitation keys and stolen money.’

‘You never give me a farthing,’ went on the son defiantly. ‘Haven’t I a right to live like the other boys at school? You brought me into the world and wanted me to study … Very well then, give me what’s necessary. But you only want to tyrannize, you’re only happy when we’re all trembling before you. You’re just like your Kaiser. He who doesn’t obey is shot down.’

‘Erich!’ The old man was deeply wounded. ‘How can you say that? All I want is your happiness. What are you talking about? You’ve stolen my key and had a false one made, you’ve stolen my money – and you are trying to defend yourself. Why don’t you repent and ask my forgiveness? Have you gone completely mad? A son steals from his father and it’s the father, not the son, who’s guilty!’

At this point Heinz, awakened by the quarrel, sat up and said, in his cheeky Berlin manner: ‘Don’t get so worked up, Father. Erich’s got a screw loose, he’s not quite right in the upper storey. The whole school knows that. Why, he’s a Red!’

‘A Red!’ cried the father. ‘My son a Red! A Hackendahl a Socialist! Don’t you know that the Kaiser’s said all Socialists are the enemies of the Fatherland and that he’ll smash them?’

‘If they don’t first smash your Kaiser,’ said Erich angrily. ‘He can only rattle his sabre, that’s all he’s good for.’

‘Father!’ cried Heinz. ‘Don’t take any notice of Erich, he’s cracked.’

‘I’ll show him,’ shouted the father. ‘When my own son …’

He reached out but Erich ducked away.

‘Quietly, quietly!’ cried Heinz from his bed.

§ VII

‘Just listen to the row,’ wailed the mother. ‘And this early in the morning! Father can never keep quiet – he thinks he’s still in the barracks.’

Eva sat up in bed, looking almost pleased about the quarrel. Sophie had pulled the blanket up to her chin and behaved as if she heard nothing.

‘Sophie,’ implored her mother, ‘Father listens to you. Go and smooth him down and find out what’s really the matter, what’s the trouble with Erich – he was even quarrelling with him in his sleep. Sophie, please!’

‘I don’t want to have anything to do with your quarrels.’ Sophie sat up, her face pale and twitching. ‘Oh, how you get on my nerves! I can’t stand it any longer. Nothing but quarrels and scandal! What does one live for, then?’

‘To go to church, of course,’ sneered Eva, ‘and see Pastor Rienäcker. God, what a wonderful beard he has! You can’t get bored with that in front of you.’

‘I’m not speaking to you,’ cried the elder sister. ‘Oh, you’re beastly. You think because you … But I don’t want to speak evilly of you. God forgive me that I should behave like you …’

‘Children, don’t quarrel,’ begged the mother. ‘We could all live so happily together. We could be so comfortable. But no – only quarrels and trouble …’

‘I’m sorry, Mother,’ said Sophie resolutely, ‘but it’s not enough, your comfortable life as you call it. You like it, but it’s only you old people who do. We, the younger generation – I have to agree with Evchen and Erich about that – we prefer other things.’

‘Thanks, Miss Goody-Goody,’ interrupted Eva. ‘I don’t want your support. I can tell Mother what I want myself. But to be like Erich, coming home at one o’clock in the morning, getting drunk and pinching Father’s money …’

‘Oh, God,’ wailed the mother. ‘Erich can’t have done that! If Father gets to know, he’ll kill him. He can have money from me.’

‘But, Mother,’ argued Sophie, shocked, ‘you shouldn’t give Erich money behind Father’s back. Parents ought to stick together.’

‘I’ve never heard such rubbish!’ said Eva contemptuously. ‘That is so much priggish nonsense. Better for Erich to steal money than …’

‘What does he want money for?’ countered Sophie heatedly.

‘I’ll tell you what’s wrong with you, Sophie. You get out of doing anything here. You’d rather gad about with some dirty little cheat in the private ward than empty Father’s chamber pot. You think you’re God knows who and that He’ll give you full marks …’

‘Mother,’ cried Sophie tearfully. ‘Don’t let her talk in such a vulgar way, I can’t bear it.’

‘Yes, you’re too refined to listen to the truth but you’re not too refined to thrust it down our throats.’

‘I won’t stand it any longer.’ Sophie wiped away the tears with the sleeve of her nightgown. ‘And I don’t need to. I’ll speak with the Matron this very day and I’ll move my things to the Nurses’ Home this evening.’

‘Sophie,’ cried the mother, ‘don’t do that, please don’t! Father will never allow it. You’re our daughter and we’re a family and we should cling together.’

‘Yes, so as to quarrel,’ said Eva. ‘Sophie’s quite right, she should get away. And I’ll go as soon as I can. Everyone must look after himself, and all that stuff about family and parents and love is only nonsense.’

‘But, Evchen, we do love one another.’

‘We don’t,’ said Eva. ‘We can’t stand one another.’

‘I won’t listen any longer,’ said Sophie. ‘Talking like that just shows your lack of faith – both you and Erich. And you only want to go away because you don’t want any restrictions. I’ve seen it coming for a long time without having to meet you arm-in-arm with men. It’s shameful. I knew it when you used to go to the fairground. When you were only thirteen years old you let boys pay for you on the roundabouts.’

‘You’re jealous because nobody ever looks at you, Sophie.’

‘And you weren’t at all ashamed when the wind blew up your skirts so that people could even see the lace on your knickers.’

‘Splendid!’

‘Oh, children, do help!’ wailed the mother. ‘Just listen. I believe Father’s killing Erich …’

§ VIII

‘Governor overslept?’ asked old Rabause, the head stableman, sitting on the feed chest and kicking his clogs against the sides. ‘Time’s getting on.’

When Otto entered twenty horses had turned their heads, neighing expectantly. But they knew he was not their master, the one who brought food, and they turned their disappointed heads away. Only the grey pawed the ground with more determination than ever.

‘He’s coming presently,’ replied Otto, sitting down beside Rabause. ‘He’s been up a long time.’

‘Then why hasn’t he fed the grey?’ wondered the head stableman. ‘He never misses.’ He laughed. ‘The Governor thinks I don’t notice.’

‘It’s nothing to do with us, Rabause. It’s Father’s horses and Father’s corn – he can do what he likes with them.’

‘Did I deny it, Ottchen? I only said he feeds them on the quiet and that’s true. The boss has his favourites however much he pretends to treat everyone according to merit.’

‘I know nothing about that,’ said Otto distantly. ‘I do what Father wants.’

‘Just what I say, Ottchen,’ grinned the old man. ‘But for all that you’re not his favourite either.’

For a while they were silent. Then Rabause cleared his throat. ‘Well, Otto, have you carved my pipe bowl yet?’

‘I haven’t had time. You know I have to be so careful, and not let Father see.’

‘Make a good job of it,’ begged Rabause. ‘I want it like my Ajax. You know – a blaze down one side of his muzzle.’

‘I’ll do it, as soon as I have time.’

‘You see, Otto – you’ve once again forgotten to remind me that I should use the formal “you” when talking with you. You know the Governor has strictly banned me from being informal.’

‘I hadn’t forgotten. I just don’t like telling you all the time.’

‘That’s precisely it,’ said Rabause hurriedly. ‘If you yourself wanted me to be formal, I wouldn’t keep forgetting not to be. But you want the informality.’

‘Rabause, you’ve just done it again!’

‘See? Your father was quite right. It’s of no importance if a chief stable boy uses the informal “you” when talking to the Governor’s son. You’re not ten years old any more, as you were back then when I came here. You’re now twenty-five.’

‘Twenty-four.’

‘All right, twenty-four.’ And Rabause kicked thoughtfully against the chest. ‘Well, you may have to play at soldiers again …’

‘Me? Never! Once is enough.’

‘But suppose there’s a war?’

‘There won’t be a war.’

‘Didn’t you read the special editions yesterday about the Serbs assassinating the Austrian Crown Prince? There’ll be war, you see.’

‘What have we got to do with the Serbs? Where are they, anyhow?’

‘I don’t know exactly, Ottchen, somewhere that way …’ Rabause pointed vaguely across the stable.

‘Well, there you are! That’s why there can’t be a war.’

Both were silent a while.

‘If the Governor doesn’t come soon I’d better feed the horses … The cabs have to go out on time … Hadn’t you better go and see, Ottchen?’

‘Father said he was coming at once.’

‘I’ll call him myself if you’re afraid, Ottchen.’

‘I shouldn’t, Rabause. Father’ll come.’

‘What’s the matter? A dust-up?’

Otto nodded.

‘Again? So early? What’s it about?’

‘Nothing …’

‘I suppose there’s a saucepan out of place again in the kitchen. The Governor overdoes it; he’s killing himself and the others too. You’ve got no guts left as it is, Ottchen.’

‘Oh, I’ll stick it for the present. But I wouldn’t say No to a war if I could get out of this place. I’d like some peace and quiet for a change, not always to be barked at.’

‘But they bark at you in the Prussian Army too, Ottchen.’

‘Not as Father does, though.’

‘There!’ cried Rabause, ‘we’re in trouble now. Come, Ottchen.’ And he ran to the stable door.

‘Wouldn’t it be better to stay here?’ asked Otto indecisively, but then followed Rabause out of the stable.

§ IX

Across the courtyard came old Hackendahl shoving Erich, dressed only in shirt and trousers, in front of him. The women, frightened and curious, were peering out of the windows. The son’s defiance had ended in the father getting beside himself with rage.

‘So you want to be a student, eh?’ the old man was shouting, pushing Erich so that he stumbled. ‘Well, you’re a blackguard, a thief!’

‘I’ll not put up with it,’ cried Erich, ‘I’ll …’

‘Sir! Please, sir, you’re waking the neighbours,’ begged the alarmed stableman.

‘Just have a look, Rabause, at this young gentleman who’s squandered eighty marks in one night and says he has the right to do it. Stand still, you, when your father speaks to you. I’ll show you who’s master in this house. I’m taking you away from school today.’

‘You can’t do that!’

‘I can. I swear I’ll do it, and today.’

‘Sir, don’t upset yourself so …’ began Rabause.

‘Father!’

‘Yes, you can call me Father now, when it’s too late. But there’s an end of fathering for you, my lad; henceforward I’m just your boss – and I’ll see that you learn to obey. Quick, into the stables! From today on you’re a stable hand here. And I can promise you, you’ll have so much mucking-out and cleaning …’

‘I’ll never do it, Father! I’d rather run away than touch a pitchfork!’

‘Think about it, Governor – such a good head on him.’

‘Good? For what? For theft! No, Erich. Into the stables with you!’

‘I won’t!’

‘At once!’

‘Never!’

‘You refuse to obey your father?’

‘I’ll never set foot in the stables, and I’ll never lay hands on a pitchfork!’

‘Erich, don’t go too far! Go into the stables, do the work, obey – and we’ll see at the end of a year—’

‘A year? Not an hour, not a minute!’

‘You won’t go?’

‘Never!’

His father stood, thinking, almost calm.

‘Ottchen, do talk to Erich,’ begged old Rabause. ‘He must be sensible. It needn’t be for a year, your father’ll be satisfied with a month, a week even – once he’s sure of his good intentions.’

‘Erich …’ entreated Otto.

‘Be quiet,’ shouted Erich. ‘You poor worm! If you hadn’t cringed to Father he wouldn’t have got like this.’

‘Come!’ said the old man, as if he had heard nothing. ‘Come!’ He put his hand on his son’s arm. ‘Let’s go.’

‘I won’t go into the stables.’

‘Come!’ said the father, dragging his son along in the direction of the house. ‘Bring me the cellar key, Otto.’

Otto ran off.

‘What are you doing?’ exclaimed Erich.

‘Come,’ said his father.

They had reached the house. Not to go upstairs, however, but down into the cellar.

‘And here you stay till you come to your senses,’ said the father, opening the cellar door. ‘I give you my word I won’t let you out till you knuckle under.’

‘Here?’ demanded Erich incredulously, looking into the dark cellar. ‘You’re going to lock me up in here?’

‘You’ll stay here till you’ve come to your senses.’

‘You can’t, you mustn’t!’

‘Oh yes, I can. Give me the key, Otto. Go in, Erich! Or will you obey me and work in the stables?’

‘Father!’ The son held onto the door jamb. ‘Listen, for God’s sake! You give way for once. Perhaps I’ve been a bit silly. I promise I’ll change …’

‘Good! Change by going into the stables, then.’

‘Never!’

‘Then in you go!’ Abruptly the father pushed his son into the cellar. Erich flung himself against the door. ‘Father!’

Hackendahl turned the key. Fists were heard drumming from inside, and an almost unrecognizable voice shouted, ‘Tyrant, slave-driver, hangman!’

‘Let’s feed the horses, Otto,’ he said and went.

‘You’re too hard, Father,’ whispered Otto.

‘What?’ shouted his father, and remained standing (the prisoner continuing to shout). ‘What?! As if he wasn’t hard on me!’ He looked at his son reproachfully. ‘Don’t you think it doesn’t hurt me? Let’s feed the animals, Otto.’

§ X

He had walked up the cellar steps like a very old man, but he stepped into the yard with a firm tread. ‘Yes, yes,’ he muttered, ‘and may God help us all!’ In what was almost his old domineering voice he called to the women at the window: ‘Haven’t you anything to do? Get on with your work.’

The faces vanished at once, and Hackendahl entered the stables. ‘Everything in order, Rabause?’

‘Everything in order here.’ The word ‘here’ was the sole allusion Rabause dared to make to recent events.

There was much to do in the hour that followed – hasty, silent work. By half past six the horses had to be ready for the day trips.

But still, Otto repeatedly found a moment to go through the stable door and listen for the cellar. He heard nothing, but that didn’t mean that his brother had been brought to heel. That possibility seemed unlikely – almost as unlikely as that of his father giving way. Sighing heavily, Otto went back to work again. He noticed that the stableman, Rabause, looked out of the stable door more often than usual – only his father behaved as if nothing had happened.

Only when the night cabs started coming in did old Hackendahl leave the stables. As usual he spoke to every driver, examined the taxi-meters, reckoned up the moneys and entered them in his book. Business had been unusually good that night; the cabs had hardly waited on their stands at all. With a good deal of money in his possession Hackendahl revived. Not everything was hopeless. Business was good!

Shouting to Rabause that the night horses were to get an extra ration of oats, he turned to one of the drivers. ‘And how did you get on, Willem?’

‘There was a lot happening. Folks still all hot and bothered about that Archduke’s murder. Three times I had to drive to Scherl’s where the telegrams are posted up. They’ve got the murderer under lock and key, Herr Hackendahl. He’s a student, I forget his name. He swallowed poison on the spot but spewed it up again.’

‘A student, eh? And people stay up all night on account of him? He wants his behind thrashing till it bleeds, that’s what he deserves. Hanging’s too quick, he ought to suffer a bit first … But there’s no discipline left in the world.’

The old driver looked up from the blue cushion he was brushing. ‘D’you think so, Herr Hackendahl? I think there’s too much discipline, too much spit an’ polish. A man’s not a machine, he’s a living creature with feelings …’

But old Willem had chosen the
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