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		Prologue:
A Small Circus Called Monte

		I

		A young man is striding rapidly along the Burstah. As he walks, he darts furious sidelong looks at the shopfronts, which – here on the main street of Altholm – are rather plentiful.

		The young man, who is in his mid-twenties, married and quite nice-looking, is wearing a threadbare black coat, a broad-brimmed black felt hat and black-rimmed spectacles. Factor in his pale face too, and ignore the unseemly haste, and he might be an undertaker, with a ‘rest in peace’ or ‘the dear departed’ never far from his lips.

		The Burstah is Altholm’s Broadway, but there’s not much of it. At the end of three minutes, the young man has reached the last building on it, on the station square. He spits forcefully, and after this latest manifestation of his mood, disappears into the home of the Pomeranian Chronicle for Altholm and Environs, news-sheet for every class.

		Behind the dispatch counter sits a bored typist, who hurriedly starts to put away her romance novel. Seeing that it’s only advertising manager Tredup in front of her, she doesn’t bother.

		He tosses a scrap of paper on the counter. ‘There! That’s all there is. Give it to the setters. – Are the others inside?’

		‘Where else would they be?’ the belle replies, naughtily answering the question with a question. ‘Do they need an invoice?’

		‘Of course they don’t need a flaming invoice. Have you ever known any of those monkeys pay for space?! It was all of nine marks. Has the owner come down?’

		‘The owner has been up inventing since five this morning.’

		‘God protect him! And his wife? Sozzled?’

		‘Not sure. Think so. Fritz had to go and get her a bottle of cognac at eight.’

		‘Then everything’s as it should be. – Oh, Jesus, how I hate this place! – Are they in there?’

		‘You asked me that once already.’

		‘Oh, don’t be like that, Clara, Clarabella, Clarissima. You know I saw you come out of the Grotto at half past midnight.’

		‘Well, if I’m to live off what he pays me –’

		‘I know, I know. I wonder if the boss has money.’

		‘No chance.’

		‘And what about Wenk – is there any in the cashbox?’

		‘The Baltic Cinema paid yesterday.’

		‘So I’ll get my advance. He is in there, is he?’

		‘I think you asked –’

		‘– you that already. Change the reel, won’t you, sweetie. Don’t forget the copy.’

		‘My God. And what if I do.’

		II

		Tredup pulls back the sliding door to the editorial office, walks in, and slides it shut behind him. The lanky managing editor, Wenk, is sprawled across an armchair, fiddling with his nails. Editor Stuff is scribbling something or other.

		Tredup slings his folder on to a shelf, hangs his hat and coat up by the stove, and sits down at his desk. Indifferently, seemingly unaware of the questioning glances coming his way, he pulls out a card index file and begins sorting the cards. Wenk stops trimming his nails, examines the penknife blade in the sunlight, wipes it on the sleeve of his rayon jacket, shuts his knife and looks at Tredup. Stuff carries on writing.

		Nothing happens. Wenk pulls one foot off the armrest and asks benevolently: ‘Well, Tredup?’

		‘Herr Tredup, if you don’t mind!’

		‘Well, Herr Tredup?’

		‘I’ve had it with that bloody “well” of yours.’

		Wenk turns to Stuff. ‘He’s got nothing, I tell you, Stuff. Nothing.’

		Stuff shoots a look at Tredup from under his pince-nez, sucks his greying moustache through his teeth, and affirms: ‘Of course he’s got nothing.’

		Tredup jumps up in a rage. The card index file clatters to the ground. ‘What do you mean, “of course”? How dare you “of course” me! I’ve been round to thirty businesses. I can’t make them take space, can I? Pull the advertisements out of their noses? If they won’t, they won’t. I’m reduced to begging them … And the scribbler says “of course”. Ridiculous!’

		‘Don’t get het up, Tredup. What’s the point?’

		‘Of course I get het up about your “of course”. Why don’t you try collecting copy? Those monkeys. Those grocers. Those swivel-eyed idiots. “I’m not advertising for the moment” – “I’m not sure about your paper” – “Is the Chronicle still going? I thought it had folded long ago.” – “Try again tomorrow” – It’s sickening.’

		Wenk murmurs from the depths of his armchair: ‘I ran into the master mechanic on the News this morning. They’re coming out with five pages of ads today.’

		Stuff spits contemptuously. ‘Wretched rag. Big deal. Their circulation is fifteen thousand.’

		‘They have fifteen thousand the way we have seven thousand.’

		‘Excuse me. We have an audited confirmation of seven thousand.’

		‘You’d better rub out the spot where the date is. It’s completely black from where you’ve kept your thumb over it for the best part of three years.’

		‘I don’t care about any audited confirmation. But I’d love to give the News a black eye.’

		‘You can’t. The boss won’t have it.’

		‘Of course. The boss borrows money from those Charlies, so we need to let them badmouth us.’

		Wenk begins again. ‘So, you’ve got nothing, eh, Tredup?’

		‘An eighth of a page from Braun. For nine marks.’

		Stuff groans. ‘Nine marks? We’ve hit rock bottom.’

		‘And that’s it?’

		‘I could have got the closing-down-sale announcement from the watchmaker who’s going bust, but we would have had to take payment in kind.’

		‘Save us. What would I do with more alarm clocks? I’ve got one at home, and I’m buggered if I get up for that.’

		‘What about the Circus Monte?’

		Tredup stops his pacing back and forth. ‘I told you there wasn’t anything, Wenk. Now get off my case.’

		‘But we carried ads for Monte every year! Did you even try them, Tredup?’

		‘Let me tell you something, Wenk. Let me tell you something calmly and objectively. If you say anything to me ever again about “even trying” anyone, I’ll clock you one –’

		‘But they bought space from us every year, Tredup!’

		‘So they did, did they … Well, let me tell you something, they won’t be doing it this year. And I don’t care what you say, and I don’t care what the proprietor says, and I don’t care what Stuff says, but I’m not going to that effing circus ever again.’

		‘What happened?’

		‘What happened? Impertinence happened. I was cheeked by those wretched gyppos. The day before yesterday they got their advance billing in the News. I slog over there, all the way out to the playground. The circus wasn’t even there yet.’

		‘In that case, their manager must have gone round to the News to give them the copy.’

		‘And he gave us a miss. Exactly. Yesterday morning, I slogged out there again. They’re just setting up. Where’s the manager? In the countryside. Plastering cow-villages with posters. As if the farmers were in any mood for a circus just now. Expected back at one. One o’clock is when he likes to have his lunch. So I hang around for an hour. The manager, one of those nasty yellow gypsies, needs to talk to his boss. I’m to come back at six. I’m back at six. He hasn’t been able to see his boss yet, why don’t I come back this morning?’

		‘Kudos, and all the way out to the playground each time.’

		‘That’s what I think. So this morning I get to meet the big shot, overlord of one and a half apes, a spavined nag and a moth-eaten camel. Hat in hand, salaam down to the ground.

		‘And that piece of shit says it’s not worth his while advertising in the Chronicle! No one reads our fish-and-chip paper!’

		‘So then what did you say?’

		‘I wanted to smack him one. Then I thought of my family, and I exercised restraint. After all, my wife wants her housekeeping money on the first of the month.’

		Stuff takes off his pince-nez and asks: ‘Were those his words? “Fish-and-chip paper”?’

		‘As sure as I’m sitting here, Stuff.’

		And Wenk puts in his tuppenceworth: ‘You mustn’t let him get away with it. Surely this is a case for Stuff. You should kick sand in his face.’

		‘I would do too. I would. But the proprietor doesn’t want –’

		‘But it would be a great way to put the frighteners on potential advertisers. If one gets it in the chops, the rest of them will be so scared they’ll buy space from sheer dread.’

		‘But the proprietor –!’

		‘Ach, never mind the proprietor. We’ll all three of us go to him and say something has to be done.’

		‘Wouldn’t I love to stick it to him,’ muses Stuff.

		‘I’ve got an idea!’ cries Tredup. ‘You tell him you want to lay into the Socialists, and then he’ll leave you Monte as a sop.’

		‘Not bad at all,’ nods Stuff. ‘There a story just doing the rounds about the police superintendent …’

		‘Well, what are we waiting for, let’s go up to the lab …’

		‘Right now?’

		‘Of course, right now. You have to trash yesterday’s gala opening.’

		‘All right then, let’s go and see the proprietor.’

		III

		There was some hitch in the compositors’ room. Both linotypes were abandoned, and the machine compositors were standing by the window with the job-setters and the maker-up. They were staring out at the yard. There was an unusual feeling of bated breath in the room.

		Wenk inquired: ‘Is it time for breakfast? What’s going on?’

		A little reluctantly the cluster of people by the window broke up. The maker-up, with a stricken expression on his creased face, said: ‘She’s lying outside.’

		The other three pushed through the group in front of the window, took a look outside, and then they too didn’t know what to say.

		It’s only a small courtyard, ringed by other buildings, paved with tiles, and with a small patch of green at the centre. Round the thin grass runs a low balustrade, one of those low wrought-iron balustrades that offer no protection. The sort of thing you trip over when it’s dark.

		It was broad daylight now, and she had still managed to trip over it. She lay there sprawled out on the grass as she had fallen, her black skirt rucked up, exposing black stockings and white undergarments.

		‘She will have been crossing the yard to get schnapps from Krüger.’

		‘Fritz took her a bottle at eight o’clock.’

		‘She’s out cold.’

		‘No, she knows what she’s doing, lying there in front of all those windows.’

		‘Ever since her boy drank himself to death.’

		Suddenly everyone is speaking at once. They’re all staring out at the black patch of shadow.

		Stuff squares his shoulders, puts on his pince-nez. ‘This isn’t on. Come along, Tredup, we’re going to bring her in.’

		Wenk watches them go. He asks worriedly: ‘I wonder if this is right. The proprietor can see everything from his window.’

		The old maker-up hisses: ‘There’s something you don’t understand, Herr Wenk. If he sees his wife in that condition, he’s not seeing her.’

		Wenk goes off after the other two. Once in the yard, he senses heads being pulled back quickly from windows, wanting not to be caught indulging their curiosity.

		Tomorrow the whole town will know. All that money, and the woman’s grubbing around in the dirt. Now, if I had that sort of money …

		That’s life, thinks the advertising manager. The usual nonsense … It’s not the son drinking himself to death so much as the fact of everybody knowing he drank himself to death … Small town.

		‘Come on, madam. Let’s get you sitting up.’

		A ravaged face – bloodless, yellow-grey, with hanging jowls – looks stubbornly up at the sun. ‘Turn the light off,’ she mutters. ‘Stuff, turn it out. ’S’night-time.’

		‘Come along, Frau Schabbelt. We’ll have a grog together in the editors’ room, and I’ll tell some jokes.’

		‘Swine,’ the drunk woman says. ‘Do you think I want to listen to jokes?’ Then, with sudden animation: ‘Yes, go on, tell me jokes. He loves jokes. I can sit by his bed now, he doesn’t get cross with me any more.’

		And suddenly, getting up, between the two men (Wenk follows after, holding the neck of the cognac bottle disdainfully between finger and thumb), suddenly she seems to be listening to something far away. ‘No more jokes please, Herr Stuff. I know my Herbert’s dead. But I want to be lying on your sofa with the phone ringing, and the radio reports coming in, and the newspapers coming hot off the presses. That feels a bit like proper life to me.’

		There’s a sheepish and chaotic return to work in the machinists’ room. No one looks up.

		‘Don’t forget my cognac!’ the woman suddenly shouts.

		On the sofa she gets one more glass, and then she’s asleep, mouth open, jaws relaxed, passed out.

		‘Who’s going to stay with her?’ asks Stuff. ‘Someone has to stay with her.’

		‘Are you going to see the proprietor now?’

		‘If you need to ask like that, you stay. Come on, Tredup.’

		They go. Wenk watches them go. Looks down at the sleeping woman, listens to the deputation set off, grips the bottle of cognac, and takes a deep pull on it.

		IV

		The lab is no modern laboratory of glass, bright and clean and airy, it’s the grotto of an eccentric inventor drowning in gear, ideas, rubble and filth.

		At a table covered with half-eroded linoleum sits a sort of gnome with white stubble, a fat, spherical creature, a red-lacquered dwarf. He has raised his weak, bulbous blue eyes to his visitors. ‘You can’t talk to me now. Do your stuff by yourselves.’

		Stuff says: ‘I’m just wanting to piss all over someone, Herr Schabbelt – with your permission.’

		The dwarf holds a zinc plate up against the light, checks it anxiously. ‘The autotype isn’t coming out.’

		‘Perhaps the grid is too fine, Herr Schabbelt?’

		‘What do you know about it? Clear off, I said! What’s Tredup doing, filthying up the air? Get out! – Maybe it is too fine. You’re not stupid, you know, Stuff. You could be right. – Who do you want to piss on?’

		‘The Socialists.’

		‘No. Fifty-five per cent of our readers are workers and junior officials. Socialists? No. Even if we are on the Right ourselves.’

		‘It’s a good story, Herr Schabbelt.’

		‘Well, tell it to me, then, Stuff. Wherever you can find room. But, Tredup, you’ve got to go, you reek of acquisition.’

		‘I’m happy to do something else, if that’s all right by you,’ grumbles Tredup.

		‘Rubbish! You enjoy your work. Get out!’

		‘We need him here. Later on, with the story.’

		‘All right, go and stand in the dark somewhere I can’t see you. On you go, Stuff.’

		‘Do you know Police Superintendent Kallene? Of course you do. After the Revolution he was a Red. Social Democrat, Independent Socialist, whatever – anyway, he got his reward. The stupidest junior policeman got to be superintendent.’

		‘I know.’

		‘When he got the job, he left the Party, returned his Party book, became what he had been before, a fervent Nationalist.’

		‘And …?’

		‘Well, in the evenings he “superintends” the cleaners in the town hall. When the offices are deserted, Herr Schabbelt!’

		‘And …?’

		‘Well, there are a couple of young women among them, easy on the eye. You can imagine, when they’re on their hands and knees scrubbing, you might get the odd eyeful –’

		‘You may imagine that, Stuff.’

		‘Well, of course, it isn’t just Kallene who gets ideas.’

		‘Get to the point, Stuff. Who caught him?’

		‘The Red mayor!’ cries Stuff. ‘Fatty Gareis in person. They were doing it on his desk.’

		‘And …?’

		‘Now, Herr Schabbelt! What a question! Kallene’s got his Party book back.’

		‘Interesting story,’ says Schabbelt. ‘But not for us. Maybe the KPD. Tredup can talk it up.’

		‘Herr Schabbelt!’

		‘I can’t help you, Stuff. You’ll have to try and fill your column with local news.’

		‘But if we’re not allowed to shake things up! The paper’s losing class. We’ve been called a fish-and-chip paper.’

		‘Who by?’

		‘Isn’t that right, Tredup?’

		Tredup takes a step forward out of the shadows and affirms: ‘Bumf paper, the daily smear, swastika sell-out, shithouse squares. All under exclusion of the public.’

		Stuff chimes in: ‘Aunt from the cow-village. The bore on all four walls. Fart in a phone-box. Scandal sheet. The weevil. Read it and sleep.’

		Tredup again: ‘I swear, Herr Schabbelt. Only this morning, a potential advertiser told me –’

		The proprietor has gone back to his zinc plates. ‘So who is it you want to dump on?’

		Both together: ‘the Circus Monte.’

		And Schabbelt: ‘Well, if you must. To put the fear of God into the non-advertisers. And to reward you for the fine grid.’

		‘Thank you, Herr Schabbelt.’

		‘That’s OK. But leave me alone for the rest of the week. I’m busy.’

		‘We won’t bother you again. Good morning to you.’

		V

		Stuff is sitting at his desk looking at the still-sleeping woman. Her face has reddened slightly, ice-grey bunches of hair are plastered over her head and hanging down into her face. He thinks: The cognac bottle is almost empty. When I sent Wenk out, he reeked of drink. Now he’s even stealing it from his drunk proprietress. I’ll get him, see if I don’t.

		Facing the woman again: I’ll make her a coffee, hot and strong, for her to drink when she wakes up. I’ll ring for Grete.

		He looks at the bell push by the door, and then at the blank paper in front of him on the desk. What good will coffee do? None at all.

		He twiddles with the buttons on the radio. A voice speaks up: ‘Achtung! Achtung! Achtung! This is the Social Democratic Press service.’

		Ah, fuck it! I’ll write my column.

		He sits down, has a little think, and writes:

		
			Last night, a small circus by the name of Monte opened its tents on our municipal playground, and gave its first performance. The turns were not outstanding in any way, in fact they were barely mediocre. After the shows that our town was privileged to witness lately from the Circus Kreno and the Circus Stern, the items on the Monte bill of fare were pretty wretched, at best good enough to please children.

		

		He reads it back to himself. That’ll do for the moment, he thinks. The trainee wanders in. ‘I want this set up right away, Fritz. And tell the maker-up to set it as local lead. I’m going to the cop shop now, and then the local assizes. If there’s anything to come, I’ll phone. All right. – Oh, and tell Grete to make Frau Schabbelt a cup of coffee.’

		The boy wanders out. Stuff looks at the sleeping woman, and then at the cognac bottle. He picks it up, and drinks it dry. He shudders.

		I’ll go out on the piss tonight. A proper bender, he thinks. Intoxicate myself, get far away, forget. The most swinish profession in the world: local editor of a provincial newspaper.

		He looks glumly through his pince-nez and pushes off. First the police, then the assizes.

	
		PART I

		The Farmers

		1

		An Order of Attachment in the Country

		I

		At Haselhorst Station two men climb out of the train that goes from Altholm to Stolpe. Both are wearing town clothes, but are carrying raincoats over their arms and have knotty canes in their hands. One of them is dour-looking and in his forties, while his scrawny twenty-year-old companion looks round alertly in all directions. Everything seems to interest him.

		They follow the main street through Haselhorst. The roofs of the farmhouses peep through the green everywhere, some reed, some thatch, some tile, some tin. Every farm is its own world, ringed with trees, and careful to turn its narrow side to the main road.

		They leave Haselhorst behind them and walk along the rowan-lined avenue towards Gramzow. There are cattle standing at pasture in the meadows, red and white or black and white, idly looking round at the wanderers, slowly chewing.

		‘It’s nice to get out of the office once in a while,’ says the young man.

		‘There was a time I thought that as well,’ replies the older one.

		‘Nothing but figures all the time, it’s too much.’

		‘Figures are easier to deal with than people. More predictable.’

		‘Herr Kalübbe, do you really think something could happen?’

		‘Don’t talk rot. Of course nothing’s going to happen.’

		The younger man reaches into his back pocket. ‘At least I’ve got my pistol with me.’

		The older man suddenly stops dead, waves his arms furiously, and his face goes purple. ‘You idiot, you! You blasted idiot!’

		His rage deepens. He throws his hat and coat down on the road, and the briefcase he was carrying under his raincoat.

		‘All right! Go on! Do your own thing! What insane stupidity! And a hothead like that …’ He is incapable of going on.

		The younger man has turned pale, whether from indignation, anger or shock. But he is at least able to master himself. ‘Herr Kalübbe, please, what was it I said to annoy you like that?’

		‘If I so much as hear the words “At least I’ve got my pistol with me”! You propose to go among farmers with your pistol? I have a wife and children.’

		‘But this morning the revenue councillor briefed me about the use of arms.’

		Kalübbe is dismissive. ‘Oh, him! Sits at his desk all day. Knows nothing but paper. He should come out with me on an actual attachment one day, to Poseritz or Dülmen or, why not, Gramzow, today … He would soon stop giving briefings!’

		Kalübbe grins sneeringly at the thought of the revenue councillor accompanying him on one of his attachment trips.

		Suddenly he laughs. ‘Here, let me show you something.’ He pulls his pistol out of his own back pocket, aims it at his colleague.

		‘What are you doing? Put that away!’ the younger man shouts, and jumps to the side.

		Kalübbe pulls the trigger. ‘You see – nothing! It’s not loaded. That’s what I think of your sort of protection.’

		He puts his pistol away. ‘And now give me yours.’ He pulls the barrel back with a jerk and ejects one bullet after another. The young man picks them up in silence. ‘Put them in your waistcoat pocket, and hand them back to the revenue councillor tonight. That’s my briefing on self-defence, Thiel.’

		Thiel has also picked up stick and coat and briefcase, and hands them all silently to his colleague. They walk on. Kalübbe looks across meadows that are yellow with crowfoot, or whitish-rose with cardamine. ‘Don’t take it amiss, Thiel. Here, shake hands, no hard feelings. – That’s right. All of you cooped up in the revenue building, you’ve got no idea of what it means to be working out here.

		‘I was pleased when I became a bailiff. Not just for the per diems and travel allowances, which I can really use, with a wife and three little ones. But also for being out here, on a spring day, when everything is green and fresh. Not just stone. You respond to it.

		‘And now – now you’re the most shameful and disgusting blot on the State.’

		‘Herr Kalübbe, you, who everyone praises so!’

		‘Yes, them indoors! If a farmer comes to see you, or if ten farmers come to see you, it’s the same thing, it’s a farmer in town. And if they ever get really insolent, as you term it, then there’s plenty of you around. Behind the glass screen. And with a direct line to the police up on the wall.

		‘But here, where we’re walking now, the farmer’s been sat for a hundred years, for a thousand years. Here it’s us that don’t belong. And I’m all alone in their midst, with my briefcase and my blue cuckoo stamp. And I am the State, and if things go well, then I will take with me just an edge of their self-esteem, and the cow out of their byre, and if things are rough, why, then I make them homeless at the end of a thousand years of their occupation.’

		‘Can they really not pay?’

		‘Sometimes they can’t, and sometimes they won’t. And of late they really haven’t wanted to. – You see, Thiel, there have always been a few rich farmers, who did really well for themselves, and they don’t see why they should be reduced to gnawing on a crust. And they don’t run their businesses in a rational way …

		‘But what do we know about it? It’s none of our beeswax. What do we care about the farmers? They hoe their row, we hoe ours. But what bothers me is the way I walk among them dishonestly, like a hangman from the Middle Ages, who is despised, like a harlot with her parasol on her arm, that they all spit at, and with whom no one will sit down at a table.’

		‘Hold it! Stop!’ calls Thiel, and he grabs his colleague by the sleeve. In the dust is a butterfly, a brown peacock butterfly, with trembling wings. Its antennae are moving gropingly in the sunshine, in the light, the warmth.

		Kalübbe pulls his foot, which was already hovering over the creature, back. Pulls it back and stands still, looking down at the living brown dust.

		‘Yes, there’s that as well, Thiel,’ he says in relief. ‘God knows you’re right. There’s that as well. And sometimes you manage to stop your foot in mid-air. – And now I’ve got one thing I want to ask you.’

		‘What’s that?’ says Thiel.

		‘Just now you showed restraint, and I was the wild one. Maybe we’ll swap roles in the course of the day. Then you must remember you will have to endure any insult, any scorn without reply – have to, you hear. A good bailiff doesn’t press charges for offensive behaviour or foul and abusive language, he just collects. You must never raise your hand, even if the other guy does. There are always too many witnesses against you. In fact, there are only witnesses against you. Will you remember that? Will you promise me?’

		Thiel raises his hand.

		‘And can you keep your promise?’

		‘Yes,’ says Thiel.

		‘All right then, we’re going to Farmer Päplow in Gramzow to auction off his two oxen.’

		II

		It’s a little before eleven. It’s still morning, and the two revenue workers have shaken hands on the road to Gramzow.

		The Krug at Gramzow is full to the rafters. All the tables are occupied. The farmers are sitting over beer and grog, and schnapps glasses are in evidence too. But it’s almost silent in the public bar, you hardly hear a word spoken. It’s as though everyone was straining their ears to listen to the back.

		There are more farmers sitting in the back bar, round the table with the crocheted cloth, under the walnut clock. There are seven of them round the table, and an eighth standing by the door. On the sofa with a glass of grog is a lanky fellow with a creased, angular face, cold eyes and thin lips. ‘All right,’ he says from his sitting position, ‘you old-established farmers of Gramzow, you’ve heard Farmer Päplow’s complaint against the decision of the tax office in Altholm. Those who support him raise your hands, those who are against him leave them down in impunity. All do as you think right, only as you think right. – And now, cast your votes.’

		Seven hands go up.

		The lanky, clean-shaven man gets up off the sofa. ‘Open the door, Päplow, so that everyone can hear. I’ll announce the decision of the farmers of Gramzow.’

		The door swings open, and at the same moment the farmers outside get up. The lanky man asks a white-bearded farmer standing by the front door: ‘Are the sentries posted?’

		‘The sentries are posted, Headman.’

		The tall man asks in the direction of the bar and the little weasel of a landlord: ‘And are there no womenfolk in the vicinity?’

		‘No womenfolk, Headman.’

		‘Then I, District Headman Reimers of Gramzow, announce the decision of the Farmers’ League, duly arrived at by their elected representatives:

		‘The tax office in Altholm has ruled on the 2nd of March against Farmer Päplow, to the effect that he has to pay four hundred and sixty-three marks in back taxes from 1928.

		‘We have heard what Farmer Päplow has to say about this ruling. He has made it clear that the ruling is based on the average yield of farms in this area. But this average does not pertain to him, because in 1928 he suffered extraordinary losses. He lost two horses from colic. A heifer of his died while calving. He had to move his father out of his house and into the hospital at Altholm, and keep him there for over a year.

		‘These mitigating factors are known to the tax office, both directly through Farmer Päplow, and indirectly through me, the district headman. The tax office would agree no reduction.

		‘We, the farmers of Gramzow, declare the ruling of the tax office at Altholm to be null and void because it constitutes an attack on the substance of the farm. We deny the tax office and its masters, the German State, any assistance in this matter, regardless of the consequences for ourselves.

		‘The confiscation of two well-grazed oxen belonging to Farmer Päplow announced two weeks ago is null and void. Whoever puts in a bid for these oxen at the auction set for today is from that moment forth to be cast out by the Farmers’ League. Let him be despised, no one is to come to his assistance, whether he be in financial or physical or spiritual travail. He is to be ostracized, both in Gramzow and the district of Lohstedt in the province of Pomerania, and throughout the State of Prussia, and throughout the length and breadth of the German Reich. No one is to bandy words with him, not even to give him the time of day. Our children are not to speak with his children, nor our wives with his wife. He is to live alone, and die alone. Whoever acts against one of us, acts against all of us. He is already dead.

		‘Have ye all heard me, farmers of Gramzow?’

		‘We have heard, Headman.’

		‘Then to action. I call the meeting closed. Withdraw the sentries.’

		The door between the public bar and the back bar is closed again. District Headman Reimers sits down, wipes his brow, and takes a swallow from his glass of grog, now gone cold. Then he looks at his watch. ‘Five to eleven. Time for you to be gone, Päplow, otherwise the representative of the tax office can read the protocol to you.’

		‘Yes, Reimers. But what will happen when they drive my oxen away?’

		‘They won’t drive your oxen away, Päplow.’

		‘How will you stop them? By violence?’

		‘No violence. No violence against this State and its administration. I have another idea.’

		‘If you have another idea … But it has to work. I need the money for the oxen.’

		‘It will work. Tomorrow farmers all over the country will know how we in Gramzow deal with the tax office. Go, and don’t worry.’

		Farmer Päplow goes out through the back door, crosses the yard, and disappears round the corner. Seven farmers funnel out into the crowded bar.

		III

		There is some commotion outside the pub: the two tax officials are coming. Each of them has a red ox on a halter.

		They have been to Päplow’s farm. Some farmhand was there, and let them into the cow-byre, to the attached animals. The farmer and his wife were nowhere to be found, there was no one to whom to present the order to pay. So they led away the two beasts, and brought them to the Krug, to hold the auction as duly announced.

		They tether the animals to the post outside the door, and walk into the pub. In the bar there was some murmuring of conversation, perhaps the odd oath, when they saw the men with the two beasts. Now there is silence. But thirty or forty farmers are staring fixedly and expressionlessly at the two officials.

		‘Is there a Herr Päplow from Gramzow here?’ Kalübbe asks into the silence.

		No reply.

		Kalübbe walks down the middle of the room to the bar. Under so many hostile eyes his walk is clumsy and awkward. He knocks against a stick that is hanging over the back of a chair. It falls to the ground with a clatter. Kalübbe bends down to pick it up, hooks it over the chairback again, and mumbles, ‘Excuse me.’

		The farmer merely looks at him, and then stares out the window.

		Kalübbe says to mine host: ‘I am here as you know to hold an auction. Would you set up a table for me here?’

		The host growls: ‘There’s no table here, nor no room for one neither.’

		‘You know you have to make space for me.’

		‘How would you want me to do that, sir? Who do I send away? Perhaps you could make some room for yourself? Sir?’

		Kalübbe says emphatically: ‘You know you are required –’

		And the weaselly publican, quickly: ‘I know. I know. But give me some advice. Not the law, but some advice I can follow.’

		A commanding voice calls through the pub: ‘Put up a table outside.’

		Suddenly the little landlord is all action and politeness. ‘A table outside the door. Of course. What a good idea. From there the animals will be in plain view too.’

		The table is brought out. The host in person carries two chairs.

		‘And now a couple of glasses of beer for ourselves, Landlord.’

		The landlord stops, his face creases with worry. He squints at the open windows, at which farmers are sitting. ‘Gentlemen, please …’

		‘Two glasses of beer! What’s the –?’

		The landlord raises his hands imploringly. ‘Gentlemen, please don’t ask me …’

		Kalübbe looks over to Thiel, who is looking at the tabletop. ‘You see, Thiel!’ And to the landlord: ‘You have to give us two beers. If you don’t, and I press charges, you’ve lost your licence.’

		And the landlord, in exactly the same tone: ‘And if I do, I’ve lost my custom. Heads I lose, and tails I lose as well.’

		Kalübbe and the landlord look at each other for what seems like a long time.

		‘Well, let them know inside that the auction’s beginning.’

		The landlord half bows. ‘I think one should try and be decent as long as possible.’

		He goes inside. The official takes a protocol and a list of conditions out of his briefcase and lays them out on the table in front of him. Thiel wants Kalübbe to look at him, so he says: ‘I just thought of the pistol. I think I’m learning that weapons don’t help.’

		Kalübbe, leafing through his protocol, says drily: ‘The day’s not over. When you’re home, you’ll have learned more.’

		A shadow falls across the table. A young man, dressed in black, with black horn-rims, and the strap of a camera across his shoulder, approaches them, doffing his hat. ‘Morning, gentlemen, Tredup’s the name, I represent the Altholm Chronicle. I’ve just come from Podejuch, taking photographs of the restored church for our pages. I was cycling by, when I saw there was an auction being held here.’

		‘The announcement was in your paper.’

		‘And those are the distrained animals? – You know, one hears so much about trouble at attachments. Did you experience any yourselves?’

		‘Herr Berg is the man to turn to for official information.’

		‘So you experienced no difficulties? Would you have any objections if I took pictures of the auction?’

		To which Kalübbe, roughly: ‘Stop bothering us. We’ve got no time for you and your chit-chat.’

		Tredup shrugs his shoulders loftily. ‘Whatever you say. I’ll take some pictures anyway. – We all have work to do, and yours doesn’t seem to be much to your taste.’

		He crosses over to the other side of the village street and starts setting up his camera.

		Kalübbe in turn shrugs his shoulders. ‘He’s right, basically. It’s his job, and I shouldn’t have been rude to him. But I’ve got a bone to pick with the Chronicle. They’re nothing better than blackmailers. Did you happen to catch the review of the Circus Monte there a couple of days ago?’

		‘I did. Yes.’

		‘Bare-faced extortion. The whole town knows that no one from the Chronicle saw the show. The owner wanted to bring charges against them for damaging his trade, but there’s really no point. Schabbelt has a screw loose, his wife is on the sauce, the fellow who writes it, Stuff, has his wobbles from time to time … And as for the rest of them …’

		‘My God. Who reads the Chronicle anyway? I’m a News reader myself.’

		‘I wonder what the man will find to write about the auction. Doesn’t seem to be eliciting much interest from anyone.’

		They look in the direction of the pub windows. It looks to them as if the place may have somewhat emptied, even though there are still plenty of farmers sitting there.

		‘Will you go over to the doorway and call out that we’re about to begin. And then ask the landlord to see me again, if you will.’

		Thiel gets up and goes over to the door. Kalübbe hears him shout something. Someone else shouts something back. There is laughter, and then a harsh voice calls for quiet. Thiel comes back.

		‘What just happened?’ Kalübbe asks with equanimity.

		‘The landlord’s on his way. – Oh yes, some joker told me to go home, my mummy wants to wash behind my ears. And then a tall fellow told him to shut up.’

		The landlord steps up to the table. ‘Yes, gentlemen?’

		‘Were there any cattle-dealers here this morning?’

		‘Yes, there were some. Cattle-dealers.’

		‘Who?’

		The landlord hesitates. ‘I’m not sure. I don’t know their names.’

		‘Of course you don’t. And they’ve left?’

		‘Yes, they’ve left.’

		‘Thanks. That was all.’ The landlord goes away, and Kalübbe says to Thiel: ‘I’ll give the butcher Storm a shout. I buy meat from him myself. Maybe he’ll be brave and buy the animals for a nominal price. I’ll give him a good deal.’

		‘And if he doesn’t?’

		‘My God, then I’ll call the office. Berg can decide what to do next.’

		Thiel sits and looks at the sunny village street. A couple of hens are pecking for grain in horse-apples, a cat with tail erect is stalking across the nearest farmyard. It could be so lovely here, he thinks. There’s everything here, but there’s a bad feeling in the air. The man from the Chronicle seems to have accepted that the auction won’t happen. He’s just mooching off. He’s still got his camera out, maybe he’s found something better to photograph. – Stop your mooing, ox. I’m thirsty as well, and I’m not getting anything to drink, even though there’s a well in every one of these farms. – Kalübbe is pretty hacked off, but he’s putting a good face on it. Farmers are farmers. A thick skin and do your job, and don’t think too much. The Middle Ages and hangmen – wonder where that comes from? He must have read about it somewhere. I play skat, and he has his
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		Epilogue:
Just Like at Circus Monte

		I

		A week after the verdict was pronounced, the News and the Chronicle, though not the Volkszeitung, carried the following full-page advertisement:

		
			TOWARDS THE RESTORATION OF ECONOMIC PEACE WITH THE FARMERS’ UNION!



			After the verdict was pronounced in the trial of Farmers’ Union leaders, and as there is agreement in principle, we have taken a step towards the end so dear to the hearts of all Altholmers: the promotion of economic peace. There is still one obstacle in our path, and that is the need to raise money to pay for the damages that have occurred. The undersigned therefore appeal to the population of Altholm with the request that they do whatever they can towards raising funds. Not until the promised sum has been raised will economic peace with the farmers’ leaders be achieved, and the boycott ended. The committee asks that all participate, to the utmost of their ability.

			
				People of Altholm, don’t leave your town in the lurch!
			

			The committee towards the restoration of economic peace. Town Council Leader Manzow. Medical Councillor Dr Lienau. Braun, trader. Dr Hüppchen, certified accountant. Council Member Meisel.

		

		II

		However willing Manzow the Children’s Friend had found the representatives of the Farmers’ Union to swill his champagne on that night before the verdict was handed down, the gentlemen remained unyielding in their demands. But what had seemed perfectly outrageous by candlelight on that chaotic night in the auction hall, today seemed somehow to be discussible.

		‘But ten thousand marks, gentlemen, that’s mad.’

		‘Well, let’s wait a little longer,’ says Henning, ‘it doesn’t have to be now.’

		‘And what if you’re sent down tomorrow?’

		‘Same deal. Do you think the farmers will drop the boycott if we’re put behind bars?’

		‘I would like to remind you,’ says the legal councillor, ‘that apart from the payment of ten thousand marks, which is not nearly enough to pay the costs incurred at the trial, there are a whole number of injured farmers who need compensation. There is Henning, crippled for life, there are farmers who were struck with sticks, there is Banz –’

		‘Banz knocked down a policeman, for God’s sake!’

		‘Well? It was in self-defence!’

		‘So what’s your floor?’

		‘Thirty-five thousand. All in.’

		‘Mad.’

		Henning drinks and repeats himself: ‘Let’s wait, then. Where’s the rush?’

		‘Gentlemen, name me a figure …’

		‘One hundred and twenty-three thousand,’ suggests Stuff.

		‘Won’t you compromise at all?’

		As the number of empty bottles rose, so the prospects of coming to an agreement improved. At four in the morning, a preliminary agreement is signed on a piece of hotel stationery:

		One: Return of the flag with all honour, by a prominent citizen of the town.

		‘That doesn’t mean you! Doesn’t mean you!’ burbles Stuff to Manzow intransigently.

		Two: Payment of twenty-five thousand marks within the next fortnight.

		‘You come expensive, fellows. Cut-throats. But I’ll manage it.’

		III

		It wasn’t so easily managed, the expensive business.

		Wherever Manzow asked: ‘We’d like to do our bit. But the boycott has wiped us out, we’re flat broke …’

		‘Maybe the Bakers’ Guild …?’

		‘Maybe the retailers …?’

		‘Or the teachers? They’re always idealists.’

		At the end of six days, Manzow has scraped together just four hundred and sixty-five marks. Within another eight days, they need to have swollen to twenty-five thousand, otherwise the reputation of the great diplomatic conciliator is mud. And in two weeks there are the local elections.

		It’s dark, it’s gloomy, there is no moon either in the calendar or in the sky, when Manzow slinks round to Mayor Gareis’s flat.

		Gareis doesn’t seem at all annoyed. Gareis is perfectly friendly. Gareis even breaks out a bottle of wine.

		Then, after Manzow has poured out his grievances: ‘You’re starting at the wrong end. You can have your reconciliation without it costing a penny. Go out into the country yourself and talk to the farmers. I’ll give you the names of the sensible ones you can talk to.’

		‘Thanks a lot. For them to turf me out and beat me up! Give me the legal councillor and Henning any day!’

		‘Fine, if you’ve got twenty-five thousand marks.’

		‘I don’t have a penny. I’m doing all the work.’

		‘You have to wonder, though, if the farmers will obey their leaders when they turn round and tell them: All right, the boycott’s over.’

		‘Why wouldn’t they? If they get the money? Just tell me how I get the money together …’

		But if Gareis knows, he’s not telling. He breaks out more wine, more brandy. He is in a wonderful mood. He talks about the town of Breda, where he’s been appointed mayor, about his plans …

		‘You’re the clever one again,’ Manzow states. ‘You clear off and leave us in the shit.’

		Gareis says: ‘Yes, that’s right, I’m clearing off. And leaving you in it. How many times you’ll be saying that over the next months and years. Gareis, he was clever, he made a mess, and he left us in it.’

		‘But isn’t it true?’ wails Manzow.

		‘If you weren’t so stupid,’ says Gareis, ‘one could even feel sorry for you.’

		IV

		But the night visit to Gareis wasn’t completely in vain. On his way home through the night, through the darkness, Manzow gets an inspired idea.

		That’s the way. – He calls the Bauernschaft.

		‘Could one of you come over so that we can discuss the transfer? – Yes, I think we need to make it a bit official. – Herr Stuff? That would be fine. – The money, yes, the money will be there. – Don’t believe what the Reds write! Our citizens have once again displayed their generosity. – No, it wasn’t at all easy, but I managed it. – I think we should do it quite soon. What about next week, three or four days before the local elections? – Saturday, the 17th of October? – Fine. Excellent. I’ll expect Herr Stuff then.’

		V

		‘Why are you so suspicious, Stuff?’ says Manzow. ‘If it wasn’t evening now, and after closing time, I’d walk you to the bank right now and show you the twenty-five thousand.’

		‘I don’t believe for one second that you’ve got together that money. I know my Altholmers! You’ve got something up your sleeve. You know what, let me talk to the treasurer or the bank manager.’

		‘Happily. We’ll call in a moment. But first I have something I want confess to you –’

		‘Ah, here we go. I knew the cheese was off.’

		‘I banged away at Gebhardt. So of the twenty-five thousand, ten thousand are from his pocket.’

		‘Never.’

		‘If he can boast about it! I get Meisel to say that Oberbürgermeister Niederdahl had said: “Oh, Gebhardt, he would never contribute, he’ll give you fifty marks, tops.” Then he wrote out a thousand. – I looked at the number, and then I said: “Why don’t you hang another nought on the back of that, Herr Gebhardt. You own a Rolls-Royce, for land sakes. A thousand doesn’t sit well with that. Niederdahl will probably chip in a thousand himself.” Well, he groaned at me, but he put another nought on it.’

		Stuff grins. ‘As it’s you telling me, Manzow, I believe you. The only thing that bugs me is that the guy goes to the Riviera, and he’s already wondering how to get it back. I don’t suppose any of his workforce will be able to look forward to a Christmas bonus.’

		‘So what we’re planning on is this: ten a.m., meet outside Tucher’s. Procession through the town to the auction hall. Handing over of the flag by Medical Councillor Dr Lienau. All the veterans’ associations to be present. March back through the town, with flag and music. Festive lunch at various hostelries all over town.’

		‘What about the money?’

		‘You’ll be given that in the auction hall as well.’

		‘Why not today or tomorrow?’

		‘Because we don’t quite trust you either, Stuff. What if the farmers don’t come through, what if they don’t do what they’re told –?’

		‘They’ll come through.’

		‘– then I’ll be humiliated. Three days before the elections. And I’ll be liable for the money.’

		‘The farmers will come through.’

		‘Don’t you be so suspicious. If I can’t pay the money, then I’m the one who loses out. I’m finished in Altholm. I’ll be uninsurable.’

		‘You’re right,’ says Stuff suddenly. ‘You wouldn’t be that stupid, Herr Manzow.’

		‘So now, I think, we should sit together and have a drink in anticipation of the reconciliation. The Arcona does a wonderful pheasant. With juniper berries and some delicious herbs, it’s bliss, I tell you, with a sappy, heavy claret –’

		‘No, thanks all the same,’ says Stuff. ‘I need to go somewhere first. But I may pop by in a couple of hours’ time.’

		VI

		Stuff walks slowly through the dark town.

		Not really any better, he thinks. If anything, worse. Gareis was a swine, but he got things done. Manzow is a swine and he gets nothing done. Not an improvement from the Altholm point of view.

		On the dimly lit Stolpe Road, Stuff sees a couple of fellows coming: Well, look who it isn’t.

		And aloud: ‘Good evening, Your Worship.’

		Gareis stops. ‘And a good evening to you, Herr Stuff. Back in your old stamping grounds?’

		‘I’ve no choice. The story with the farmers –’

		‘Is this peace going to come about, do you think?’

		‘Yes, I think so. Next week.’

		‘The money’s there?’

		‘What money?’

		‘I know, Herr Stuff. Still and all. The twenty-five thousand marks.’

		‘They’re there.’

		‘Are you actually enjoying all this now, Herr Stuff?’

		Stuff slowly raises his red-rimmed eyes to the mayor. ‘Enjoying it? Christ no, Your Worship. But a man has to do something. Something other than drinking and womanizing.’

		‘And you get on with the farmers?’

		‘Farmers? What do I know about farmers? It’s no different to the way things used to be here. Except that they meddle even more.’

		‘You really ought to come along with me, Herr Stuff,’ says the mayor. ‘A little industrial town, where nothing ever happens.’

		‘I’m too old and broken down,’ says Stuff. ‘I don’t see the point of it, not of any of it. I just happen to have a thing against Reds. It’s an instinct, I’ll never change it. – When are you leaving us, Mayor?’

		‘Next Saturday.’

		‘Well, then, I’ll bid you farewell.’ Stuff gives the mayor his plump hand. ‘I wish you all the luck, Mayor.’

		‘Thank you. And thank you again for that other time. – Goodbye.’

		‘Well, I doubt it. Evening, gents.’

		‘Good evening, Herr Stuff.’

		VII

		Stuff opens the garden gate at 72 Stolper Strasse.

		As he walks across the yard, he sees that the windows are dark, even though it’s not yet nine o’clock. He feels around in his pockets for some matches.

		The door is open, and he walks in.

		A voice asks: ‘Who is it? Stay away. I don’t want to see anyone.’

		‘Not even me?’ says Stuff, striking a match and lighting the lamp.

		The room looks terrible. Nothing has been done here for days. Wild, with tangled hair, the woman squats in front of the window. The children, still half dressed, are asleep. The bedding is black.

		‘Shame about the kids, really,’ says Stuff, and lifts a bunch of stuff off the sofa, to make room for himself.

		‘To have them turn out the way their father did, you mean?’ says the woman.

		Stuff is patient. After a while he asks: ‘Have you got any money left?’

		‘Don’t know. Yes. There’s money still. Over a hundred marks.’

		‘And what’s to happen when they’re spent?’

		‘How do I know? Something’ll turn up.’

		Another pause.

		Then: ‘So he didn’t write?’

		And she: ‘He won’t write.’

		‘Perhaps he’s waiting to get established, so he can send you money?’

		‘He won’t send me money. He’d rather keep it.’

		Long silence. Then Stuff says determinedly: ‘Now listen to me, Frau Tredup. I’ve got a three-room flat in Stolpe complete with gas, electricity, bath and all. Two rooms are all fixed up. The removal man will come for your things tomorrow.’

		‘I’m not going to leave here.’

		Stuff continues, unimpressed: ‘I’m taking the kids with me right now. I’ve already de-registered them at school this afternoon. If you want, you can keep house for me, if you don’t you can stay here. But the stuff is going.’

		‘I’m staying here.’

		‘Wake up, Hans, Grete!’ says Stuff. ‘We’re going to Stolpe. We’re leaving.’

		The children are awake and keen right away. Clumsily Stuff helps them dress and pack.

		The woman sits by the window.

		In a sudden bate, Stuff bangs on the table. ‘The goddamned son of a bitch! Do you really think he’s worth it?’

		The woman doesn’t budge.

		Stuff sighs deeply. ‘Well, come on, kids. Say bye-bye to your mother.’ And suddenly he is all energy. ‘All right, Frau Tredup, get going. Hat, coat. I’m not going to leave you here. The removal men don’t need you. We’re off!’

		All this time, Manzow is sitting in the Hotel Cap Arcona.

		That bastard, that bastard of a Stuff isn’t coming! Perhaps he went to the bank manager? If he did, then I’m royally fucked.

		VIII

		The following morning, he knows he’s not. He’s looking forward to the coming elections with cautious optimism. He won’t have to give a speech, but he will have the best propaganda you can have in the world: he will have brokered a peace with the peasants. The 17th is to be the day of conciliation.

		On the morning of the 16th Manzow turns the material over to the press: the programme for the day, and what have you. And not even any undue emphasis on yours truly.

		At noon on the 16th, Manzow visits Councillor Röstel. Röstel has taken over the Police Department from Mayor Gareis.

		Manzow greets him most cordially.

		‘Well, you know what I’m here for?’

		‘No, not the foggiest.’

		‘Well, the farmers’ demonstration tomorrow. The procession through the streets. I want to have it announced officially.’

		‘No idea. What is it?’

		‘You must have seen our appeal in the papers …?’

		Manzow reports.

		Councillor Röstel’s brow darkens. ‘Now? Right before the elections? Herr Manzow, what are you thinking of! That’s quite out of the question!’

		‘Why “out of the question”?’ Manzow is beaming.

		‘With every chance of further clashes! Who could authorize such a thing? The farmers and their flag through the streets! Absolutely not.’

		‘The court established that the flag is lawful and is entitled to police protection.’

		‘Whatever that means. – Anyway, the prosecution has impounded the flag again.’

		‘That doesn’t matter. I’ve had a duplicate made. There isn’t the least justification for banning it.’

		Röstel is becoming more and more agitated. ‘I can’t believe you want a career in politics! Your plan is completely batty!’

		‘Why “batty”? Tomorrow the Communists will have their march, and the Reichsbanner, and we Democrats. Plus the party of publicans, the Reichswirtschaftspartei, is having a procession. And the Nazis. And you’re saying the farmers should be left out?! Not possible!’

		‘You know very well what the difference is. There’s nothing to discuss.’

		‘I asked the farmers. They’ll be along at ten in the morning. And they will demonstrate, I assure you, Councillor.’

		‘The farmers will not demonstrate, I assure you, Council Leader.’

		Manzow arrives in the editorial office just in time to inspire a fiery leader to the effect that even after so many sacrifices on the part of the population, the town administration of Altholm has set its face against peace. The newly installed Chief of Police Röstel etc., etc. The meritorious Council Leader Manzow was unable …

		IX

		On the evening of the 16th, Manzow is informed that the district president has banned the farmers’ demonstration.

		Everything’s going swimmingly.

		Manzow gets his people together, and at six o’clock the next morning he and the entire Reconciliation Committee set off for Stolpe.

		The gentlemen are beside themselves. ‘Unless the demonstration is allowed, the boycott will go on for all eternity, the farmers won’t come another time.’

		‘And if it’s not allowed, what do we do with the money?’

		‘Then everyone will get back what he paid in,’ declares Manzow: ‘Of course after our costs have been defrayed.’

		At seven o’clock the car pulls up outside the president’s villa.

		His housekeeper, Klara Gehl, declares that it’s impossible to disturb the president now. But the gentlemen are in a hurry. At ten o’clock the farmers will be in Altholm.

		They are kept waiting outside for half an hour. At the end of that time a sweaty and unshaven Chief Adviser Meier appears. Summoned from bed, so that Herr Temborius will have a witness.

		The conversation between the gentlemen is short.

		Manzow: ‘To our boundless astonishment, President, we heard that you cancelled the planned reconciliation with the farmers.’

		Temborius, angrily: ‘Yes, that’s right. I wouldn’t dream of permitting such madness. Bunch of criminals.’

		Manzow: ‘But all the other protests scheduled for today have been permitted. Is there one law for the farmers, and another for everybody else?’

		Temborius: ‘Public peace and safety are put at risk by the demonstration.’

		Manzow: ‘As the representative of the town of Altholm, I take full responsibility for any worker or bourgeois of Altholm who disrupts the demonstration.’

		Temborius: ‘And if some outsider should behave irresponsibly? No. No. Absolutely not.’

		Manzow: ‘Some outsider? The police have the power to block the approach roads.’

		Temborius: ‘I can’t be doing with blocking public roads.’

		Manzow: ‘In that case the economic peace will have been shattered, and Altholm once more facing ruin.’

		Temborius: ‘National interests take precedence.’

		Manzow: ‘But the farmers are already on their way.’

		Temborius: ‘Militiamen will intercept them at the railway station, and see that they are promptly sent back from whence they came.’

		Manzow: ‘The government position is illegal.’

		Temborius, odiously: ‘Just leave that to me.’

		Manzow: ‘Good day.’

		Temborius does not reply.

		Outside, Dr Hüppchen says in surprise: ‘You were really curt with him, Herr Manzow. The president might have been open to some form of compromise.’

		‘Him? Never. It’d look too much like weakness. Now it all depends on us getting a brilliant write-up in the papers emphasizing our excellent work. The Reconciliation Committee can’t survive another defeat.’

		‘We can do that easily enough.’

		‘In that case we’ll all look good tomorrow.’

		‘Why tomorrow?’

		‘Well, those of us on the list of candidates will anyway. Will you go to the farmers’ reception at the station?’

		‘Is there any point? Maybe they’ll just demand their money. Which they’re not going to get now.’

		Dr Hüppchen asks: ‘Will the boycott continue now?’

		‘I don’t think so. After the farmers have turned out for us once already? I think I’ve attained my objective.’

		X

		It’s half past nine.

		Gareis is taken to the station by Political Adviser Stein.

		His wife has gone on ahead, his things have gone on ahead. Now his last and only loyal friend is taking him to the station.

		As they walk along the very busy Burstah, a few greet the mayor, many see him and don’t recognize him, and many more recognize him and don’t see him.

		‘People are always saying,’ says Gareis, ‘that we politicians are disloyal. I have to say people give us a pretty good model – well, it’ll be better in Breda.’

		‘Will it?’

		‘Of course it will. I’ve learned so much here. Next time I’ll do it differently.’

		‘Differently how?’

		‘Just altogether. I think differently. I see everything differently. – You’ll see. As soon as I park my feet under the desk, I’ll bring you in.’

		‘That would be nice,’ says the adviser. And after a while: ‘Something I always meant to ask you, Mayor. Do you remember the evening of the demonstration day?’

		‘Unfortunately,’ gruffs Gareis.

		‘Actually, I don’t mean the evening so much as the night. We went for a walk. A shooting star fell.’

		‘Every chance. There are lots in July and August.’

		‘And you made a wish. You were going to tell me what it was for.’

		‘I made a wish, Steiny? Nonsense! I’ve never wished for anything in my life except work. Even without shooting stars. At the most, in certain extreme hours, for work to go smoothly. But one might as well wish for a perpetual motion engine.’

		‘You made a wish,’ says the adviser stubbornly.

		‘Don’t be silly. If I made a wish, then I’ve forgotten it. But of course I never made a wish. You will have made one.’

		‘That’s funny,’ says the adviser. ‘You did make a wish. You wished for something very badly. And you’ll never know whether your wish came true or not.’

		‘There’s a mass of things I’ll never know in my lifetime, Steiny,’ says the mayor. ‘It doesn’t bother me very much. The things I do know bother me much more.’

		They reach the station forecourt. A tidy and orderly forecourt. All the approach roads are occupied by militiamen. The station doors are cordoned off. Messengers dashing self-importantly hither and thither. On one traffic island, Colonel Senkpiel is enthroned among a cabinet of his officers. At his side, in impeccable posture, Commander Frerksen.

		‘What’s going on here?’ says the mayor as though electrified. ‘I must catch some of this …’

		And he marches up to the colonel.

		‘You’ll miss your train,’ calls the adviser.

		‘Good morning, Colonel. I may not be mayor any more, but I am interested in this kerfuffle that’s going on here. What is going on?’

		‘Good morning, Mayor. You should be pleased you’re leaving. The farmers want to hold another demonstration.’

		‘The reconciliation, yes,’ says the mayor. ‘Well …?’

		‘The government has banned the demonstration. We’re looking after the reception and safe return of the farmers.’

		The mayor stands there, looking pensive.

		‘Well, well,’ he says finally. ‘Ha. Well, excuse me, gents. Good morning.’

		‘Have a good trip!’ the colonel calls after him. Frerksen, ignored, slides a finger up to the peak of his cap.

		Silently, the mayor walks into the station, buys a ticket, passes through the platform barrier. He seems to have forgotten about his political adviser.

		Who walks silently at his side.

		There are militiamen on the stairs and on the platforms.

		‘When is the next train from Stolpe?’ Gareis asks distractedly.

		‘Nine fifty-six.’

		‘And I leave at nine fifty-nine. I get on the same train after they’ve got off.’

		On the platform are Manzow with a few other gentlemen. Dr Hüppchen waves discreetly. The others don’t seem to see their one-time mayor.

		The train pulls in. It’s madly overcrowded. No sooner are the farmers, a couple of hundred of them, out of their compartments than the militia start in with their chant: ‘Move along, please! Clear the platform! Move along, please!’ Flanked by two rows of militia the completely bamboozled, baffled herd of farmers make their way towards the stairs. In their ranks, the mayor spots Stuff, Manzow, Dr Hüppchen, Meisel, the cursing medical councillor.

		‘You’d better hop on, Mayor,’ his adviser reminds him.

		They disappear.

		‘Yes. All right,’ the mayor sighs.

		Then, out of the compartment window: ‘Of course it’s right that the farmers don’t demonstrate today of all days. But they’re doing it for the wrong reasons again. All of them. Every one. Manzow. Temborius. The farmers. Not for the sake of the thing itself. There’s always some nasty little ulterior motive.’

		‘I’ve just seen Stuff,’ says the adviser. ‘You know, six months ago, everyone was so mad at him, because he’d trashed a little circus. The performance was rubbish, but that wasn’t why Stuff gave them a bad review, but because the circus director had failed to take out an ad in the paper.

		‘I was just reminded of that.’

		‘That’s right,’ says the mayor. ‘That’s just it. Spot on. And I too played my part in the Circus Monte, and I was just as bad as the others.’

		‘Not just as bad, Mayor, not just as bad.’

		The train moves off.

		‘Yes. Oh yes. Just as bad.’

		‘But in Breda it will all be different, yes?’

		‘Let’s hope so!’ shouts Mayor Gareis, already ten yards along the platform. ‘I hope so very much.’

	
		Appendix

		GERMAN PARTIES AND ELECTIONS IN THE LATE WEIMAR PERIOD

		A Small Circus makes great play with political parties of the period. It seems almost surprising that, with so many characters in political office and at various levels of government, and so many scenes of politicking, deal-making and demonstration-tending-to-riot, it has no actual election in it; perhaps because it wouldn’t have added much in terms either of disorder or direction: things – in the book, as in reality – wouldn’t have become greatly better, or much worse. Weimar politics were distinguished by the number of parties, the virulence of their hatreds – especially internecine hatreds: the ones with most in common often the worst (the historic rift between the Socialist SPD and the Communists (KPD) is only the best known) – and the instability of the resulting coalition governments. One reason post-1945 Germany has its 5 per cent threshold of representation is to avoid any repetition of the
			Weimar-style fissuring of politics. Here are two tabulated sets of election results, the one from 1928, the year before the events Fallada based his novel on, and one from 1930, the year before it was published. The continual weakness of the centre is apparent, as is the way the Nazis (NSDAP) drew strength from conservative and nationalist (‘völkisch’) parties. In January 1933, they went on to become the biggest party, and took over the government (the so-called ‘Machtergreifung’), although they never secured a majority in a fair democratic election. The names towards the bottom of each list, with their small-to-insignificant representations, emblematize both the seething, wriggling drama and the deep mistakenness of the events Fallada describes: the idea of radicalizing the countryside, and harnessing it to a single, rural, conservative, nationalist party.

		German Federal Election Results in 19281

		
			
					Social Democratic Party of Germany (SPD)
					29.8%
			

			
					German National People’s Party (DNVP)
					14.3%
			

			
					Centre Party (Z)
					12.1%
			

			
					Communist Party of Germany (KPD)
					10.6%
			

			
					German People’s Party (DVP)
					8.7%
			

			
					German Democratic Party (DDP)
					4.8%
			

			
					Reich Party of the German Middle Class (WP)
					4.5%
			

			
					Bavarian People’s Party (BVP)
					3.1%
			

			
					National Socialist German Workers Party (NSDAP)
					2.6%
			

			
					Christian-National Peasants’ and Farmers’ Party (CNBL)
					1.9%
			

			
					Right-Wing People’s Party
					1.6%
			

			
					German Farmers’ Party (DBP)
					1.6%
			

			
					Agricultural League
					0.7%
			

			
					German-Hanoverian Party (DHP)
					0.6%
			

			
					Sächsische Landvolk
					0.4%
			

			
					Other
					2.7%
			

			
					Total
					100.0%
			

		

		German Federal Election Results in 1930

		
			
					Social Democratic Party of Germany (SPD)
					24.5%
			

			
					National Socialist German Workers Party (NSDAP)
					18.3%
			

			
					Communist Party of Germany (KPD)
					13.1%
			

			
					Centre Party (Z)
					11.8%
			

			
					German National People’s Party (DNVP)
					7.0%
			

			
					German People’s Party (DVP)
					4.5%
			

			
					Reich Party of the German Middle Class (WP)
					3.9%
			

			
					German Democratic Party (DDP)
					3.8%
			

			
					Christian-National Peasants’ and Farmers’ Party
					3.1%
			

			
					Bavarian People’s Party (BVP)
					3.0%
			

			
					Christian Social People’s Service (CSVD)
					2.5%
			

			
					German Farmers’ Party (DBP)
					1.0%
			

			
					Conservative People’s Party (KVP)
					0.8%
			

			
					Right-Wing People’s Party
					0.8%
			

			
					Agricultural League
					0.6%
			

			
					German-Hanoverian Party (DHP)
					0.4%
			

			
					Other
					0.9%
			

			
					Total 100.0%
			

		

	
		1 Statistisches Reichsamt (Hrsg.): Statistics of the German Reich.
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