

Friedrich Schiller



THE ROBBERS WALLENSTEIN

TRANSLATED
WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY
F. J. LAMPORT

[image: Penguin Books]




INTRODUCTION

THIS volume contains the first tragedy Schiller produced, written in 1780, and the dramatic trilogy which opened the series of his mature classical masterpieces nineteen years later. Naturally enough, they are very different works, worlds apart in most of their external features. Yet both bear their author’s characteristic stamp in their grand rhetoric and powerful dramatic situations, in their blend of idealism and realism – of the sense of the boundless potential of the human spirit, and of the cruel frustrations to which it is submitted in the harsh business of life – and above all in their central theme. For both are concerned with freedom: with man’s attempt to spread his wings and fly, to be the arbiter of his own destiny, even to change the world in accordance with his own designs.

Friedrich Schiller was born in 1759, the son of a junior officer in the service of Duke Karl Eugen of Württemberg, one of the more notoriously extravagant and tyrannical of the eighteenth-century German despots. When the boy was fourteen, he was taken from his parents and consigned, against their wishes and his own, to the military academy which the Duke, in furtherance of his grand designs, had founded in Stuttgart for the production of efficient servants of the state. The curriculum of the academy was advanced for its day, and some of the teachers were able, enlightened and sympathetic men, from whom the young Schiller learnt a great deal; but the general atmosphere was one of stifling, rigid military discipline, with the Duke himself exercising close personal supervision. Small wonder that Schiller felt with the keenness of his own experience the truth of Rousseau’s message that man was born free, but everywhere was in chains. Written in the academy, The Robbers is accordingly a play of dreams of rebellion, of gestures of heroic defiance. But it also shows with surprising percipience the tragedy which must ensue when such dreams are lived, such gestures acted out in reality. Karl Moor identifies the injustice he has suffered with the wrongs of humanity at large, and sets out to put the world to rights; but in so doing he becomes, as he is forced to recognize, as great a monster as his brother Franz, the author of his original wrong. And Franz himself is not merely a melodramatic villain (though he certainly is that), but, as Schiller noted, a speculative villain, an experimental philosopher of evil; moreover, he too is a rebel. Karl rebels against man-made institutions, the law, the state and society; on the face of it, Franz represents those institutions – but he is a rebel against deeper ties of blood and human affection and against nature itself, and is as conscious of his rebellious role as Karl is of his. Each is ultimately in his rebellion driven to despair (it is a key word of the play), and each is destroyed, or destroys himself; though Karl by his recognition and repentance manages to retain his human dignity, while Franz dies like a rat (the animal imagery forms another linking pattern running throughout the work). The conflict between the two brothers is less important than the parallel between them: their destinies unfold side by side, mirror images of each other; most remarkably, they never meet on stage. Schiller himself evidently thought this was odd, for in his revision of the play for the Mannheim theatre, Franz does not kill himself but is brought back by Schweitzer to be judged by Karl. But the first version is much more logical: Karl cannot, morally, judge his brother; and in the revised final scene neither he nor, it seems, Schiller really knows what to do with him. He is handed over to the robbers, who consign him to the dungeon from which the old Count Moor had been rescued; but this is feeble, compared to the way in which Schiller had originally made the two brothers confront their distinct, though parallel fates. The motif of hostile brothers was a contemporary favourite, but Schiller’s unusual treatment of it highlights his originality. In fact, scarcely any of the elements which go to make up The Robbers was his own invention, but of them he has made something utterly new. In his preface, disclaiming any ambition to see the work performed (though it is in fact superbly theatrical, and is, deservedly, revived on the German stage at least as often as any of his other plays), Schiller calls the work ‘a novel in dramatic form’; and indeed, not only does it defy all the received rules, the unities and the proprieties of eighteenth-century drama, but it has much in common with what we have learnt to call ‘epic theatre’. Its plot, as such, is conventional, melodramatic, and full of inconsistencies and improbabilities; but this does not matter, for the mechanics of the action merely serve as a thread to link a series of powerful scenes whose real structural coherence is to be found in parallel and contrast, in repetition and variation, of character and situation, of theme and image. Within the robber band Karl has another powerful foil in Spiegelberg, a curious mixture of bogus Messiah, universal confidence-trickster, and the kind of hectoring N.C.O. at whose hands (and tongue) Cadet Schiller had no doubt suffered. But again, though he and Karl are ostensibly rivals, there is virtually no direct conflict between them. The other bandits are not really distinguished as individuals. The least successful scenes in the play are, as Schiller himself admitted, those with Amalia. She is an excessively sentimental and ‘literary’ character, and her death is unconvincing – it is clear only that she has somehow to be got rid of. But if one can accept the frank melodrama in the spirit in which it is meant, scenes like those between Karl and Amalia in Act IV can still have a powerful emotional impact.

The style of the play is wild and unfettered, spanning a wide range from passages of lofty rhetoric, adorned with Biblical and Shakespearian echoes, to others of rough colloquial crudity spiced with obscenities (fairly shocking by the standards of the day), student slang, and a fair sprinkling of those untranslatable German meteorological oaths (I am in general a believer in literal translation, but ‘Thunder, lightning, hail and storm!’ will clearly never do). Karl’s passionate outbursts are mocked in Franz’s discursive schemings and the vulgar boastings of Spiegelberg. The more emotional scenes strain the expressive possibilities of prose to the limit, and here Schiller inserts songs or lyrical interludes which sum up a character, a situation or a mood; one of the Shakespearian devices so often imitated by German dramatists of this generation. Violence of language is also paralleled in violence of stage direction: old Count Moor tears his face and hair, Franz writhes in his armchair, Karl runs against a tree. (Schiller, we are told, ruined a performance of Goethe’s Clavigo at the academy in 1780, reducing the spectators to laughter by his convulsively exaggerated gestures in the title role.) This kind of thing is overdone; and it must also be admitted that Schiller’s changes of register are sometimes awkward and unconvincing. But the violence and the excesses are only the overflowings of the vigour and passion which are the play’s propelling force. As Carlyle wrote, ‘It is in vain that we rebel against the inconsistencies and crudities of the work: its faults are redeemed by the living energy that pervades it.’

The play was published in 1781 and performed, drastically cut and revised, in Mannheim in January 1782, Schiller having gone absent without leave from Stuttgart to be present at the first night. It was a tremendous success; it earned Schiller the Duke’s displeasure, but he was soon emboldened to leave Württemberg for good and establish himself as a playwright in Mannheim. A number of editions appeared, one bearing the motto In tirannos. The play and its author were indeed widely regarded as subversive, even revolutionary. In a number of places performance was actually forbidden on these grounds, although the stage version had already been back-dated from the eighteenthfn1 to the sixteenth century in setting lest the attack on tyranny should seem too topical. Schiller’s fame spread to Italy, to Britain, to revolutionary France: on the strength of a French translation or rather adaptation of his play, Schiller was on 26 August 1792 proclaimed an honorary citizen of the French republic. And although by this time Schiller was a declared opponent of the Revolution, and even in the play itself had depicted the inevitable failure of rebellion, and the voluntary submission of his principal hero to the forces of law and the established order, the gesture was not inappropriate: for The Robbers is the supreme tragedy of liberty and fraternity.

The Wallenstein trilogy was completed in 1799. In those intervening years, Schiller had completed three more plays before turning in 1786 to the study of aesthetics, philosophy and history and producing a series of notable essays in those fields. He had made the acquaintance of Goethe, the giant of German literature, ten years older than himself; after an initial coldness – Goethe had disapproved of the wild young poet of The Robbers – they became friends and collaborators, determined to create a ‘classical’ German literature which would put their native language on a cultural level with the other European tongues. And he had lived through some of the most momentous events of European history, events which could not fail to arouse the passionate interest of a writer whose principal theme was freedom. Up to the writing of Don Carlos and the Ode to Joy in the mid-eighties Schiller remains an enthusiastic champion of liberty and the brotherhood of man, though he never loses sight of the perils with which such high ideals are attended. The first stages of the French Revolution he welcomed, as did so many of his contemporaries, as a victory over tyranny and a confirmation of the eighteenth-century belief in enlightenment and progress; but subsequent events, above all the Terror of 1792, shocked him profoundly, as a relapse into barbarism, a tyranny worse than that it had replaced, a refutation of the meaning of history. Europe in the nineties seemed to be reverting to the chaos of the Thirty Years’ War of the previous century (1618–48), which on ostensibly ideological grounds (it was supposedly a war between Catholics and Protestants) had inflicted senseless destruction on huge tracts of Europe, Germany in particular. The parallels scarcely needed to be emphasized. Even the figure of Wallenstein had his contemporary equivalents: the soldier of fortune, carried along on the tide of history; the ‘great man’ at the heart of events, who seems to control them, believes himself that he does, but is perhaps really at the mercy of other, lesser men, of chance, of the blind causality of events themselves. It has even been suggested that Schiller had Napoleon Bonaparte in mind. Though Bonaparte’s star was rising rapidly at the time of completion of the trilogy (he became First Consul in 1799), this seems very unlikely; but Schiller’s Wallenstein is at least as much a study of a man betrayed by his delusions of historical destiny and his belief in his own power as is Tolstoy’s Napoleon in War and Peace.

All Schiller’s later plays are concerned with the problematic nature of historical greatness, but none more than this; and to illustrate this theme, Schiller could not have picked a better protagonist. Albrecht von Wallenstein (or Waldstein) was a minor, impecunious Bohemian nobleman who during the first half of the Thirty Years’ War rose, largely by adroit speculation in land and war profits, to become one of the richest and most powerful men in Europe; by 1625 he was a Duke, and his estate of Friedland in Northern Bohemia, with its capital at Gitschin(Jičin), was like a little kingdom, virtually independent of Bohemia and of the Holy Roman Emperor Ferdinand. He became commander-in-chief of the Imperial (Catholic) forces, was removed from the post in 1630 largely on account of the jealousy of the old-established princes of the Empire, notably Maximilian of Bavaria, but within eighteen months was reappointed; in 1633 he was negotiating with the Protestants to bring the war to an end – but the negotiations came to nothing; in 1634 he was assassinated on the grounds of his alleged intention to defect to the Protestant side, and the war dragged on for another fourteen years. Wallenstein was a legend in his own lifetime. He held court with a magnificence fully commensurate with his wealth and power; as he was so rich, he would have none less than Kepler to cast his horoscope (Kepler forecast disaster for 1634); his eccentricities, such as his hypersensitivity to noise, were eagerly embroidered by the popular imagination; to complete the myth, his body was allegedly found to be quite undecomposed two years after his death – though in the last year or so of his life he was almost falling to pieces with some form of gout. More important, nobody knew and nobody has ever known what his true motives were; even to our own day historians disagree as to whether he is to be accounted amongst the heroes or the villains of the past – whether he genuinely desired peace (and if so, whether he could have achieved it) or merely sought his own aggrandizement. This profound historical enigma is the subject of Schiller’s play; though of course as an artist he is, as he tells us in his Prologue, not concerned to solve it, but merely to exhibit it in the light of his imagination. Moreover, Schiller’s Wallenstein is not merely an enigma to the historian, and the object of radically different interpretations by his friends and enemies in the play; he is an enigma to himself.

It is here that Schiller’s portrayal of the historical character takes on more general philosophical and moral aspects: Wallenstein is presented to us as a man who has perceived, but cannot solve, the paradox of human freedom. Man’s experience of choice, of decision and action, tells him that he is a free agent; but his observation bf the world about him shows him chains of cause and effect and the workings of immutable laws, embracing himself, his own actions and their consequences. He is free to act, but once he has acted he has committed himself and is free no longer. Wallenstein seeks to preserve his freedom of choice even in a situation which demands that the choice – open rebellion, or submission to the Emperor – be actually made; as a result, he hesitates until it is too late, when the choice has been taken away from him by the decisions of others. He seeks reassurance from the stars; contrary to history, Schiller makes him take up astrology only after the shock of his first dismissal, as a prop or substitute for his shaken self-reliance, and like many consulters of horoscopes, he ignores the signs when they are unfavourable. Despite repeated warnings, he never realizes the falsity of his position; despite the example of young Max Piccolomini, he will not realize that one must make one’s choice and accept the consequences, even unto death; he retains his capacity for self-deception to the end – his very last words, laden though they are with tragic irony for the spectator, should be read brusquely, even brutally, without a hint of conscious pathos. Yet in his death we undoubtedly feel the sense of tragic waste: we see in him a figure of tremendous, though unrealized, potential; a greater man by far than either of his principal antagonists, the political realist Octavio Piccolomini, who may be on the right sidefn2 but whose actions are morally disastrous, or the idealist Max, who preserves his moral integrity only by a death which is not so much a deed of heroism as a gesture of despair. At the end of The Robbers, the moral order was restored through tragic sacrifice; but Wallenstein ends grimly, with the victory of Nothingness, as Hegel put it, of death over life. Even Octavio ultimately achieves nothing by his machinations but the destruction of a man who was once his friend, the alienation and death of his only son, and the loss of his own self-respect – the princely title he has earned can only be a perpetual reproach to him. The world depicted is one in which goodness, truth and beauty cannot survive.

The conflict between the three characters Wallenstein, Max and Octavio is the heart of the drama. (The character of Octavio is historical, but Max is a fictitious personage introduced by Schiller for his dramatic purposes.) And whereas in The Robbers there was little direct conflict and no direct confrontation between the principal antagonists, here the conflict is acted out in a series of major scenes of argument and decision (though it is obviously of the essence of Octavio’s manoeuvrings against Wallenstein that they are carried on behind his back). Once again, though, these scenes form a pattern of repetition and variation, linked and extended by the play’s imagery. Particularly noteworthy are the images of crooked and straight, with their obvious (which is not to say simple) moral connotations, and the theme of the urgency of time, which runs through the play from the very first line of The Piccolomini, where Butler welcomes Isolani, ‘better late than never’, to the end of Wallenstein s Death, where the same Butler brutally tells Gordon that Octavio has arrived ‘too late’ to countermand his fatal order. Around the central core, the subsidiary characters are deftly sketched in: the various officers, each a distinct individual but none claiming too much of our attention; minor figures such as the grotesque Seni or the garrulous cellarer; an important, sharply-contrasted group of female characters, whose debates and conflicts echo those of the male protagonists.

Formally this is a much more rigorous work than The Robbers. Schiller had decisively turned his back on the deliberately chaotic, avant-garde style of his early work: his aim in Wallenstein was, he declared, to combine the best of Sophocles, Shakespeare, and French classical drama. In this he was successful to a high degree: the play has tautness and concentrated action combined with breadth of portrayal, classical discipline combined with variety of character, scene and tone. But as he worked, it became evident that this rich mass of dramatic and thematic material could not be confined within the normal limits of a five-act drama. The conflict between the two Piccolomini, father and son, became almost a drama in its own right, and could fill an evening by itself. (Just as this conflict is really only one part or aspect of the larger, three-way conflict, however, so the division between the phases of the action is to some extent arbitrary: as first performed, The Piccolomini included what were subsequently printed as the first two acts of Wallenstein’s Death.) And Schiller also realized that he needed to depict Wallenstein’s power and reputation amongst the common soldiery, the base on which his political power rested. Shakespeare would have provided a subsidiary action with its own group of ‘low’ characters – its Falstaffs and Bardolphs and Pistols – threaded through the course of the whole drama. Schiller however chooses to separate this element from the main body of the tragedy in the form of an independent dramatic prelude, Wallenstein’s Camp. The Camp is one of Schiller’s most remarkable and original creations. It shows us, in the words of the Prologue, Wallenstein’s shadow: the various characters prefigure elements in Wallenstein himself, or in other protagonists of the main drama, reduced as it were to silhouette. It illustrates the growth of legend about the historical figure, and explores the mysterious relationship between the great names and the great events recorded in the history books and the lives and doings of anonymous, ordinary people; it shows us something of what the war meant in everyday terms to the common people over whose fields and houses and bodies it was fought. Many of the themes of the main action – ‘those objects men hold most sublime’, as the Prologue defines them – are anticipated here: power, freedom, loyalty, the choice of life and death. All this is done effortlessly, with no pretensions to classicity, in a series of lively sketches, a kind of historical revue: once again we are in the realm of ‘epic theatre’.

Though he had written two more plays in prose after The Robbers, Schiller soon came to feel the need for a more harmonious and generally elevated dramatic medium. A number of German eighteenth-century dramatists had experimented with blank verse – again in imitation of English drama and specifically of Shakespeare – and Schiller chose this metre for Don Carlos (1786) and for all his subsequent plays. He may employ occasional rhymes and metrical variations, or interpolate lyrical strophic forms, but he never again uses prose (except in quotation marks, as in the generals’ oath to Wallenstein). It is perhaps fair to say that compared with Shakespeare’s (or even Goethe’s or Kleist’s), Schiller’s dramatic verse is rhetorical rather than poetic: that is, situations, emotions and ideas are expressed through the words rather than perceived and grasped in them. But it is still an impressive instrument, capable of powerful, memorable formulations and a wide range of tone: the musings of Wallenstein and the brutality of his murderers, the enthusiasm of Max and the political arguments of Octavio. Wallenstein’s Camp is written throughout in quite a different metre. In keeping with its historical colour and revue-like character, Schiller chose for it, alone amongst his dramatic works, the same traditional German rhymed doggerel verse that Goethe had adopted for his Faust. But even in the Camp Schiller retains the classical French convention of counting a new ‘scene’ for each new entrance or exit. Only in The Robbers did he use ‘scene’ in the English sense of a break in the action with a change of setting.

As has been mentioned, Schiller drastically revised The Robbers for stage performance, so that two widely differing basic texts were current in his lifetime; whole sheets of the first printed edition were changed in the press; there are innumerable variants, and no single version can claim to be definitive. The text translated here (complete, I believe, for the first time) is the fullest, that of the first printed edition. No such problems arise in the case of Wallenstein. Coleridge’s translation of 1800 was made from a manuscript copy which retained the original division between The Piccolomini and Wallenstein’s Death, rather than that subsequently adopted for printed publication. Coleridge omitted the Camp from his version, among other reasons ‘from the incongruity of those lax verses with the present taste of the English Public’. I have included not only the Camp but also the blank verse Prologue designed for the first performance (of the Camp by itself) on 12 October 1798, which also marked the reopening of the Weimar court theatre: in part it is simply an occasional piece, but it is also a statement of Schiller’s artistic intentions and an introduction to some of the main work’s major themes, notably its historical aspect.

There were other things in the trilogy besides the Camp of which Coleridge was critical. To one passage he appends the note, ‘There are few, who will not have taste enough to laugh at the concluding lines of this soliloquy; and still fewer, I would fain hope, who would not have been more disposed to shudder, had I given a faithful translation.’ Perhaps the reader of the present version will be able to guess which is the speech in question: I have not made it my business to censor or improve on Schiller, but I hope the reader will not too often feel disposed either to laugh or to shudder except as Schiller intended. With a few exceptions I have kept German names throughout. In The Robbers to do otherwise would have produced to my mind quite inappropriate associations. (Charles and Francis? Charlie and Frank?) I have also decided to retain the traditional rendering of the title, even if it is only a transliteration of the German Die Rāuber, for I do not think there is a fully adequate English equivalent. In Wallenstein there is the question of German versus Czech forms for Bohemian place and personal names. The historian will tend to use the Czech forms, but Schiller naturally used German and I have followed him. This is partly for manageability – ‘Terzky’ fits English tongues and English verse better than ‘Trčka’ – but also because the characters and events are, after all, Schiller’s and not the historian’s. Like any dramatist, Schiller has altered, compressed, omitted, invented for his own purposes. The facts are in the history books for those who seek them. The name ‘Piccolomini’ is stressed on the third syllable, ‘Sesina’ (which is Czech, not Italian) on the first.
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THE ROBBERS
A PLAY




What drugs cure not, iron will cure;

what iron cures not, fire will cure.

(HIPPOCRATES)






Characters

COUNT MAXIMILIAN VON MOOR

KARL/ FRANZ his sons

AMALIA VON EDELREICH, his niece

SPIEGELBERG/ SCHWEITZER/ GRIMM/ RATZMANN/ SCHUFTERLE/ ROLLER/ SCHWARZ/ KOSINSKY libertines and bandits

HERRMANN, bastard son of a nobleman

DANIEL, Count Moor’s servant

PASTOR MOSER

APRIEST

ROBBERS, and others

The scene of the action is Germany;
the duration about two years.




Act One

SCENE I

A room in OLD MOOR’S castle in Franconia.

[FRANZ VON MOOR, OLD MOOR.]


FRANZ: But are you sure you are well, father? You look so pale.

OLD MOOR: Quite well, my boy; what did you have to tell me?

FRANZ: The post has arrived; a letter from our informant in Leipzig –

OLD MOOR [eagerly]: News of my son Karl?

FRANZ: H’m, h’m! – Yes, indeed. But I am afraid – I don’t know – whether I should – your health – Father, are you really quite well?

OLD MOOR: As fit as a fiddle! Is it about my son, his letter? – why are you so anxious? That is twice you have asked me.

FRANZ: If you are not well – if you have the slightest suspicion that you are not well, then let me – I will tell you at some more appropriate moment [Half aside] This is no news for a delicate constitution.

OLD MOOR: God in Heaven, what can it be?

FRANZ: Let me first turn aside and shed a tear of pity for my lost brother – I ought to hold my peace for ever, for he is your son; I ought to conceal his disgrace for ever, for he is my brother. But to obey you is my first, sad duty; and so forgive me.

OLD MOOR: Oh, Karl, Karl! If only you knew how your wild ways torture your old father’s heart; if only you knew, how a single piece of good news of you would add ten years to my life – would make me young again; while now, ah, every word brings me a step nearer the grave!

FRANZ: If that is so, old man, then goodbye–this very day we should all be tearing our hair over your coffin.

OLD MOOR: Wait! It is only one single short step more – let him have his will. [Sitting down] The sins of the fathers are visited upon the third and the fourth generations – let it be accomplished.

FRANZ [taking the letter from his pocket]: You know our informant. Look! I would give the finger of my right hand to be able to say he was a liar, a black and venomous liar – Be prepared! Forgive me if I do not give you the letter to read for yourself – you shall not at once hear everything.

OLD MOOR: Everything, everything – my son, you will spare me the need for crutches.

FRANZ [reading]: ‘Leipzig, May 1st. – If it were not that the most solemn promise binds me not to conceal the slightest piece of information I can come by regarding the fate of your brother, then, my dear friend, never should my innocent pen have exercised such tyranny over you. From a hundred of your letters I can tell how news of this kind must pierce a brother’s heart like a dagger; it is as if I could see the worthless wretch –’

[OLD MOOR covers his face.]

Father, look! it is only the mildest parts I am reading – ‘see the wretch already costing you a thousand bitter tears’ – ah, they flowed, they poured streaming down my cheeks in pity – ‘it is as if I could see your good old father, deathly pale already’ – Dear God! and so you are, already, before you have heard anything at all?

OLD MOOR: Go on! Go on!

FRANZ: – ‘deathly pale already, reeling in his chair, and cursing the day those childish lips first framed the name “father”. I could not find out everything, and of the little that I know it is only a little that I tell. Your brother, it seems, has run the whole gamut of infamy; I at any rate know nothing worse than the things he has done, though his imagination may well surpass the bounds of mine. Last night at midnight he made a grand resolution – since he had run up debts of forty thousand ducats’ – a pretty sum, father – ‘and as he had robbed a rich banker’s daughter here in town of her honour, and fatally wounded her fiancé, a fine young fellow of good birth, in a duel – to flee with seven others whom he had depraved like himself and escape the arm of the law’ – father! In heaven’s name, father! What is the matter?

OLD MOOR: It is enough! Stop, my son!

FRANZ: I will spare you – ‘he has been declared a wanted man, his victims are crying out for satisfaction, a price has been put on his head – the name of Moor’ – no! my miserable lips shall never be my father’s murderers! [Tearing up the letter] Do not believe it, father! Do not believe one syllable he writes!

OLD MOOR [weeping bitterly]: My name! my honourable name!

FRANZ [throwing his arms round his neck]: Shameful, thrice shameful Karl! Did I not suspect it, when he was still a boy, and was always following after girls, chasing up hill and down dale with street-urchins and ruffians, shunning the sight of the church as a miscreant shuns the gaol, and tossing the pennies he had wheedled from you to the first beggar he met, while we sat at home improving our minds with prayer and with reading pious sermons? Did I not suspect it, when he would rather read the adventures of Julius Caesar and Alexander the Great and other such benighted heathens than the story of the penitent Tobias? A hundred times I prophesied to you – for my love for him always kept the limits set by a son’s duty to his father – the boy will yet bring shame and misery upon us all! Oh, that he did not bear the name of Moor! that my heart did not beat so warmly for him! The sinful love for him, that I cannot suppress, will one day bear witness against me before the judgement seat of God.

OLD MOOR: Ah – my hopes, my golden dreams!

FRANZ: I know; that is what I was saying. The fiery spirit that burns in the lad, so you always said, that makes him yearn so keenly for every kind of beauty and grandeur; the frankness that mirrors his soul in his eyes, the tender feeling that melts him to tears of sympathy at any sight of suffering, the manly courage that sends him climbing hundred-year-old oak trees and leaping ditches and fences and foaming rivers; the youthful ambition, the implacable constancy; all these shining virtues that took root in his father’s favourite son, one day will make him a friend’s true friend, a model citizen, a hero, a great, great man – and now, father, look! the fiery spirit has grown, has burgeoned, has brought forth glorious fruit. See how this frankness has so neatly turned to insolence, see how this tenderness coos for any coquette, so readily yields to the seduction of a Phryne! See how this fiery genius has burnt up the oil of its life in six short years, to the last drop, so that to his very face people can say ‘Voilà, c’est l’amour qui a fait ça!’ No, just look at this bold imagination, just look at the plans it makes and carries out, so that the heroic deeds of a Cartouche or a Howardfn1 pale into insignificance beside them! And only let these magnificent beginnings grow to full maturity – for after all, who can expect perfection at such a tender age? Perhaps, father, you will live to see the glorious day when he is the commander of an army, ensconced in the stillness of the forests, ready to ease the weary wanderer’s journey by taking half his burden from him – perhaps before you are laid to rest you will be able to visit his monument, that he will have erected for him between heaven and earth – perhaps, oh father, father, father – find yourself another name, or shopkeepers and street-urchins will point their fingers at you, for they will have seen your fine son’s portrait at Leipzig fair!

OLD MOOR: And you too, my Franz, you too? Oh, my children! How they pierce my heart!

FRANZ: You see, I have my wits about me too; but my wit is the bite of scorpions. – And then that everyday dullard, that cold, wooden Franz, and all the other names that the contrast between the two of us so often prompted, when he sat on your lap or pinched your cheek – one day he will die within the walls of his own estate, and rot and be forgotten, while the fame of this virtuoso flies from pole to pole – ah! gracious Heaven, see him join his hands in gratitude to you, that dry, cold, wooden Franz – that he is so unlike him!

OLD MOOR: Forgive me, my son; do not be angry with a father whose expectations have been dashed. The God who sends me tears through Karl will wipe them away, my Franz, by your hand.

FRANZ: Yes, father, my hand shall wipe them away. Your Franz will make it his life’s work to lengthen your days. Your life shall be the oracle that I will consult above all else in all my doings; the glass in which I shall see all things; no duty shall be too sacred for me to break it in the service of your precious life. Will you believe me?

OLD MOOR: You bear a heavy burden of duty, my son – God bless you for what you have been and for what you shall be to me!

FRANZ: But tell me, now – If you did not have to call this son your own, would you be a happy man?

OLD MOOR: Oh, still! – when the midwife brought him to me, I lifted him up to Heaven and cried: am I not a happy man?

FRANZ: So you said. And now, have you found it so? You envy the wretchedest of your peasants, that he is not the father of this son – Sorrow will be yours as long as you have this son. That grief will grow with Karl. That sorrow will undermine your days.

OLD MOOR: Oh! it has made me like a man of fourscore years.

FRANZ: Why, then – if you were to disown this son of yours?

OLD MOOR[startingup]: Franz! Franz! What are you saying?

FRANZ: Is it not your love for him that brings you all this grief? Without that love, he exists for you no longer. Without this criminal love, this sinful love, he is dead for you – he was never born to you. Not flesh and blood, the heart makes father and son. Love him no more, and this degenerate is no longer your son, were he cut from the flesh of your own body. He was the apple of your eye, but it is written, if thine eye offend thee, pluck it out; it is better for thee to enter into the kingdom of God with one eye, than having two eyes to be cast into hell fire. Better to enter childless into the kingdom of God, than that father and son should be cast into hell fire. It is the word of God!

OLD MOOR: You would have me curse my son?

FRANZ: Not so, not so! It is not your son that I would have you curse. What is he that you call your son? he whom you gave his life, while he spares no effort to shorten yours?

OLD MOOR: Oh, it is true, it is all too true! it is a judgement upon me! The Lord wills it so!

FRANZ: See how the child of your bosom treats its father. Through your father’s sympathy he strangles you, murders you through your love, has importuned your father’s heart itself to strike the final blow. When once you are no more, he is master of your estates and king of his passions. The dam is broken, and the torrent of his desires can rage freely on. Imagine yourself in his place! How often he must wish them under the earth, his father, his brother, who stand pitiless in the way of his excesses? But is that love for love? Is that filial gratitude for a father’s tenderness? When he sacrifices ten years of your life to a moment’s lust? when he gambles the good name of his fathers, unspotted for seven centuries, on the pleasure of a fleeting minute? Is that he whom you call your son? Answer! Do you call that a son?

OLD MOOR: An unloving child! oh! but still my child! still my child!

FRANZ: A precious, darling child, whose sole pursuit it is, not to know it has a father. Oh, if only you would learn to see it as it is! if only the scales would fall from your eyes! But your indulgence can only confirm him in his depravity, your support give it legitimacy. Yes, indeed, you will turn aside the curse from his head; upon you, father, upon you will the curse of damnation fall.

OLD MOOR: It is just! it is only just! Mine, mine is all the fault!

FRANZ: How many thousands who have drained the cup of pleasure to the dregs have been brought by suffering to see the error of their ways! And does not the bodily pain which accompanies every excess bear the fingerprint of the divine will? Should man by cruel mercifulness turn it aside? Shall a father let go to eternal damnation what is entrusted to him? – Think, father, if you deliver him up to his misery for a little while, will he not have to mend his ways and learn to be a better man? or else he will remain a scoundrel, even in that great school of misery, and then – woe to the father who flouted the decrees of a higher wisdom by his tenderness! – What then, father?

OLD MOOR: I will write and say that my hand is turned from him.

FRANZ: What you do is just and wise.

OLD MOOR: That he shall not show his face before me.

FRANZ: It will work to his salvation.

OLD MOOR [tenderly]: Until he mend his ways!

FRANZ: Very well, very well! But if then he should come with the mask of the hypocrite, should gain your pity by his tears and your forgiveness by his flattery, and the next day should mock your weakness in the arms of his whores? No, father! He will come of his own accord, when his conscience tells him he is free.

OLD MOOR: Then I will write this moment and tell him so.

FRANZ: Stop! just one more word, father! Your indignation, I fear, might dictate too harsh words for your pen, words that would rend his heart – and then, – do you not think he might even take it as a token of forgiveness, that you deign to write to him with your own hand? It will be better to let me write for you.

OLD MOOR: Do so, my son. – Ah! it would have broken my heart! Tell him –

FRANZ [quickly]: Shall I, then?

OLD MOOR: Tell him that a thousand tears of blood – tell him that a thousand sleepless nights – But do not drive my son to despair.

FRANZ: Should you not go to bed, father? It was hard for you to bear.

OLD MOOR: Tell him that his father’s bosom – I tell you, do not drive my son to despair. [Exit, sadly.]

FRANZ [watching him go, and laughing]: Console yourself, old man, you will never clasp him to that bosom, the way to it is firmly barricaded to him, as heaven is to hell. – He was torn from your arms before you knew that you could will it so – I should be a poor hand at it, if I could not manage to prise a son from his father’s heart, and if he were bound to it with fetters of brass – I have drawn a magic circle of curses about you, that he will not be able to cross – Good luck, Franz! The favourite is gone; things are looking brighter. I must pick up all these pieces of paper, someone might easily recognize my hand – [collecting the torn pieces of the letter]. And the old man’s grief will soon put an end to him; and she – I must drive her precious Karl from her thoughts too, even if he is half her life to her. I have every right to be resentful of nature; and by my honour, I will make my rights known! Why was I not the first to creep out of our mother’s womb? Why not the only one? Why did nature burden me with this ugliness? why me? Just as if she had been bankrupt when I was born. Why should I have this Laplander’s nose? Why should I have these blackamoor’s lips, these Hottentot’s eyes? I truly think she made a heap of the most hideous parts of every human kind as the ingredients for me. Death and damnation! Who gave her the power to make him like that, and to keep it from me? Could anyone pay court to her before she made him? Or offend her, before he existed? Why was she so partial about her own creation? No, no! I do her an injustice. After all, she gave us the gift of ingenuity too when she set us naked and miserable upon the shores of this great ocean of the world: swim who can, and let sink who is too clumsy! She gave me nothing; what I can make of myself is my affair. Each man has the same right to the greatest and the least; claim destroys claim, impulse destroys impulse, force destroys force. Might is right, and the limits of our strength our only law. It is true, there are certain conventions men have made, to rule the pulses that turn the world. Honourable reputation! A valuable coin indeed, one to drive a fine bargain with for the man who knows how to use it. Conscience – yes, indeed! an excellent scarecrow, to keep the sparrows from the cherry-trees! and a well-written cheque to help the bankrupt too at the last moment. Yes indeed, most admirable devices to keep fools respectful and to hold down the mob, so that clever people can live in better comfort. It must be admitted, most ingenious devices! They remind me of the hedges my peasants plant so cunningly around their fields, so that the rabbits cannot jump over – no, not on your life, not one single rabbit! – But their lord and master sets spur to his horse, and gallops away where the crops were standing. Poor little rabbit! It’s a sad part to play, to be a rabbit in this world! But your lord and master needs his rabbits! So, away we go! Fear nothing, and you are as powerful as if all fear you. It is the fashion nowadays to lace one’s breeches so that one can wear them tight or loose as one pleases. We will have ourselves a conscience made in the latest style, so that we can let it out nicely as we grow. How can we help it? Go to the tailor! I have heard a great deal of idle talk about something called love of one’s kin, enough to turn a sound man’s head. – He is your brother! which, being interpreted, is: he was baked in the same oven that you were; so let him be sacred to you! – Just consider this extraordinary conclusion, this ridiculous argument from the proximity of bodies to the harmony of minds; from the identity of domicile to the identity of feeling; from the uniformity of diet to the uniformity of inclination. But there is more to it – he is your father! He gave you life, you are his flesh and blood; so let him be sacred to you! Another cunning conclusion! I should like to know why he made me? Not out of love for me, surely, since there was no me to love? Did he know me before he made me? Or did he think of me while he was making me? Or did he wish for me as he was making me? Did he know what I should be like? I hope not, or I should want to punish him for making me regardless! Can I feel any gratitude to him for my being a man? No more than I could grudge it him if he had made me a woman. Can I acknowledge any love that does not rest on respect for my person? Could respect for my person exist, when my person could only come into being through that for which it must be the condition? And what is so sacred about it all? The act itself through which I was created? As if that were anything but the animal gratification of animal desires? Or the result of that act, when that is nothing but brute necessity, that one would gladly be rid of if one could, if it were not at the cost of flesh and blood. Am I to speak well of him for loving me? That is vanity, the professional sin of all artists, who fancy their own work, however ugly it may be. – There it is then, the witchcraft that they veil in clouds of holy incense to abuse our fearful natures. Am I too to let myself be led along by it, like a little boy? Very well, then! courage, and to work! I will crush everything that stands in the way of my becoming master. And master I must be, to force my way to goals that I shall never gain through kindness. [Exit.]



SCENE 2

A tavern on the borders of Saxony.

[KARL VON MOOR deep in a book, SPIEGELBERG drinking at the table.]


MOOR [laying the book aside]: I hate this age of scribblers, when I can pick up my Plutarch and read of great men.

SPIEGELBERG [puts a glass before him. Drinking]: Josephus is the man you should read.

MOOR: The bright spark of Promethean fire is burnt out. All we have now is a flash of witch-meal – stage lightning, not flame enough to light a pipe of tobacco. Here we scratch about like rats at Hercules’ club, and addle our miserable brains with speculation over what he had between his legs. A French cleric proclaims that Alexander was a coward, a consumptive professor with a bottle of smelling-salts under his nose gives lectures on energy. Fellows who faint when they have had a girl write commentaries on the tactics of Hannibal – boys still wet behind the ears crib their proses from Livy on the battle of Cannae, and snivel over Scipio’s victories because they have to construe them.

SPIEGELBERG: You go on in the grand style.

MOOR: A fine reward for your valour on the battlefield, to live on in the grammar-school, and be dragged around immortal in a schoolboy’s satchel. A worthy repayment for the blood you shed, to be wrapped round buns by a Nuremberg confectioner, or if your luck’s in, to be hoisted on stilts by a French tragedian, and pulled about like puppets on a string! Haha!

SPIEGELBERG [drinking]: I tell you, you should read Josephus.

MOOR: Pah! An age of eunuchs, fit for nothing but chewing over the deeds of bygone days, mutilating the heroes of old with their learned interpretations and mocking them with their tragedies. The strength of their loins is dried up, and the dregs of a beer-barrel must help to propagate mankind.

SPIEGELBERG: Tea, brother, tea!

MOOR: There they go, smother healthy nature with their ridiculous conventions. Haven’t the courage to drain a glass, because they would have to wish ‘Good health!’ Fawn on the man who polishes His Highness’s boots, and make life a misery for the wretch they have no need to fear. Praise each other to the skies for the sake of a dinner, and would gladly poison each other when they lose a bedstead at an auction. Damn the Sadducee who doesn’t show himself enough in church, and reckon up their filthy lucre at the altar; fall on their knees so that they can show off their coat-tails the better; don’t take their eye off the preacher, so as not to miss the cut of his wig. – Fall in a faint if they see a goose bleeding, and clap their hands when their rival goes bankrupt – No, however much I pleaded – ‘Just one more day!’ – no! to gaol with him, the dog! – Pleas! Oaths! Tears! [Stamping his foot] Hell and damnation!

SPIEGELBERG: And all for a few thousand miserable ducats –

MOOR: No, I’ll not think of it. I am supposed to lace my body in a corset, and strait-jacket my will with laws. The law has cramped the flight of eagles to a snail’s pace. The law never yet made a great man, but freedom will breed a giant, a colossus. They ensconce themselves in a tyrant’s belly, humour every whim of his digestion, and draw in their breath when his guts rumble. – Oh, if only Arminius’s spirit still glowed in the ashes! – Give me an army of fellows like me to command, and I’ll turn Germany into a republic that will make Rome and Sparta look like nunneries. [Tosses his sword onto the table and stands up.]

SPIEGELBERG [jumping up]: Bravo! bravissimo! just what I wanted to talk to you about! Look, Moor, I’ll tell you something I’ve been thinking about for a long time, you’re just the man for it – drink up, have another – suppose we all turned Jews, and started talking about the Kingdom again?

MOOR [laughing out loud]: Ha! I see, I see! You want to put foreskins out of fashion, because the barber has had yours already?

SPIEGELBERG: You clown! It is true, I do happen, strangely enough, to be circumcised in advance. But look, isn’t it a brave and cunning plan? We’ll send out a manifesto to all the corners of the world and summon everyone who won’t eat pork to Palestine. I shall have authentic documents to prove that Herod the Tetrarch was my great-great-grand-father, and so on. Man, what a jubilation, when they find their feet again, and can build Jerusalem anew. Then clear the Turks out of Asia while the iron is still hot, cut down the cedars of Lebanon, build ships, and flog ribbons and old tat to all the nations. And then –

MOOR [smiling, and taking him by the hand]: Now, friend! No more pranks of that kind.

SPIEGELBERG [taken aback]: Bah, you’re not going to play the prodigal son now, are you? A fellow like you, who has written enough on faces with his sword to fill three attorneys’ books in a leap year? Do you want me to tell the tale of the dog’s funeral? What? I shall have to remind you of your own doings; that will put a spark into you again, if nothing else can stir you up. Do you remember? Those fellows on the Council had had your mastiff’s leg shot off, and to pay them back, you proclaimed a fast in the whole town. People grumbled about it. But you lost no time, bought up all the meat in Leipzig, so that in eight hours there wasn’t a bone left to gnaw in the whole place, and the price offish began to rise. The town council and the worthies were plotting revenge. Seventeen hundred of us lads out on the streets, and you leading us, and butchers and tailors and grocers following, and publicans, and barbers and all the tradesmen, and swore they would wreck the town if anyone touched a hair of our heads. So they drew a blank, and went off with their tails between their legs. You sent for a whole panel of doctors, and offered three ducats to the one who would write a prescription for the dog. We thought the gentlemen would think it beneath their dignity and say no, and had already agreed we were going to force them to do it. But that wasn’t necessary, they fought for the three ducats, even when it was knocked down to threepence, they wrote a dozen prescriptions in the hour, that soon finished the brute off.

MOOR: Miserable creatures!

SPIEGELBERG: The funeral was arranged with all pomp and ceremony, there were odes in honour of the departed dog, and we went out at night, nearly a thousand of us, a lantern in one hand and sword in the other, and so on through the town with bells and music till we had buried the dog. Then we stuffed ourselves with food till it was broad daylight, and you thanked the gentlėmen for their heartfelt sympathy, and sold all the meat at half price. Mort de ma vie! They respected us then, like a garrison in a conquered fortress –

MOOR: And you are not ashamed to boast of such a thing? Haven’t even shame enough to be ashamed of playing such tricks?

SPIEGELBERG: Go along with you! I don’t recognize Moor any longer. Don’t you remember how you have railed a thousand times against the old skinflint, and said: let him pinch and scrape, so that you could swill to your heart’s content! Don’t you remember? eh? don’t you remember? Oh, you Godforsaken coxcomb, that was spoken like a man, like a man of breeding, but now –

MOOR: Curse you for reminding me of it! Curse myself for saying it! But it was only in the heat of the wine, and my heart knew not the vain things my tongue spoke.

SPIEGELBERG [shaking his head]: No, no, no! it cannot be! No, brother, you can never be in earnest. My dear fellow, is it hardship that makes you so downcast? Come, let me tell you one of my exploits when I was a lad. There beside my house was a ditch, eight feet wide at least, and we lads used to have contests, trying to jump across it. But it was no good. Flop! there you lay, and they hissed you and laughed at you, and threw snowballs at you, one after the other. Next door to our house a ranger kept his dog on a chain, a bad-tempered brute that used to bite, it would catch the girls by the skirt in no time if they didn’t look out and went a shade too close. It was the best thing I knew to tease that dog whenever I could, and I would laugh till I was half dead to see the creature glowering so and longing to take a jump at me, if it could only get free. What happened? Another time I was giving it my usual treatment, and threw a stone and hit it so hard in the ribs, that it broke the chain, it was so furious, and was at me, and I was off and away like greased lightning. But hell’s bells! there was the damned ditch in my way. What then? The dog at my heels, mad with rage, so never say die, a quick run up and – over I go. That jump saved my skin; the brute would have torn me to pieces.

MOOR: But why are you telling me this?

SPIEGELBERG: Why, to make you see – that necessity brings out the best in us! That’s why I shan’t be afraid if it comes to the worst. Danger fortifies our courage; our strength grows in adversity. Fate must intend to make a great man of me, since it crosses me so often.

MOOR [irritated]: What should we need courage for, that we have not dared already?

SPIEGELBERG: What? So you will let your talents moulder? Hide your light under a bushel? Do you really think your tomfooleries in Leipzig exhaust the range of human wit? Just wait till we have seen the wide world! Paris and London! – where you earn a box on the ears for calling anyone an honest man. It’s a sight for sore eyes, to see business done on the grand scale! – I’ll make you stare! I’ll make your eyes pop! How to forge a signature – how to load dice – how to pick a lock – how to see the insides of a safe –just wait, and Spiegelberg will show you! The first gallows we come to, for the milksop who will rather go hungry than get his fingers dirty.

MOOR [absently]: What? You have done all that, and more, I suppose?

SPIEGELBERG: I do believe you don’t trust me. Just wait, let me really get warmed up; you shall have the surprise of your life, your brain will turn somersaults in your head, when my wits are delivered of their progeny. [Standing up, heatedly] Why, I see it, all now! Great thoughts are taking shape in my soul! Mighty plans are fermenting in my ingenious mind! Curse me for sleeping! [striking his forehead] for letting my energies lie fettered, my prospects barred and thwarted; I am awake, I feel what I am – what I must and shall be!

MOOR: You are a fool. The wine has gone to your head.

SPIEGELBERG [in greater excitement]: Spiegelberg, they will say, are you a magician, Spiegelberg? What a pity you did not become a general, Spiegelberg, the King will say, you would have beaten the Austrians into a cocked hat. Yes, I can hear the doctors complaining, it is wicked that he didn’t take up medicine, he would have discovered a new powder for the goitre.fn2 Ah! and that he didn’t study economics, the Sullysfn3 will sigh in their treasuries, he would have conjured louis d’or from stones. And Spiegelberg will be the name, in east and west, and into the mud with you, cowards and toads, as Spiegelberg spreads his wings and flies high into the temple of fame.

MOOR: Good fortune to you! Climb up on pillars of shame to the summits of glory. In the shady groves of my father’s home, in my Amalia’s arms a nobler pleasure waits for me. A week ago and more I wrote to my father begging his forgiveness. I did not conceal the slightest detail from him, and where there is honesty, there too is compassion and a helping hand. Let us say good-bye, Moritz. We shall see no more of each other after today. The post has arrived. My father’s forgiveness is already within the walls of this town.

[Enter SCHWEITZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, SCHUFTERLE, RATZMANN.]

ROLLER: Do you know they are looking for us already?

GRIMM: That we are not safe from arrest at any minute?

MOOR: I am not surprised. Let it be as it will! Didn’t you see Schwarz? Didn’t he say anything about a letter he had for me?

ROLLER: He has been looking for you for a long time, I think it’s something of the kind.

MOOR: Where is he, where, where? [Making as if to hurry away.]

ROLLER: Don’t go! We told him to come here. You are shaking?

MOOR: I am not shaking. Why should I be shaking? Comrades! that letter – rejoice with me! I am the happiest man on earth, why should I tremble?



[Enter SCHWARZ.]


MOOR [rushing to meet him]: Brother! brother! the letter, the letter!

SCHWARZ [giving him the letter, which he hurriedly opens]: What is it? You are as white as a sheet!

MOOR: My brother’s hand!

SCHWARZ: What is the matter with Spiegelberg?

GRIMM: The fellow is crazy. He looks as though he has caught St Vitus’s dance.

SCHUFTERLE: He must be out of his mind. I think he is composing verses.

RATZMANN: Spiegelberg! Hey, Spiegelberg! – The brute won’t listen.

GRIMM [shaking him]: Man, are you dreaming, or –?

SPIEGELBERG[who has all the while been miming a mountebank’s act in the corner of the room, jumping up wildly]: La bourse ou la vie!



[He seizes SCHWEITZER by the throat; SCHWEITZER calmly pushes him back against the wall. MOOR drops the letter on the ground and runs out. All start back.]


ROLLER [after him]: Moor! Where are you going, Moor? What are you doing?

GRIMM: What’s the matter, what’s the matter? He’s as pale as a corpse!

SCHWEITZER: Fine news that must be! Let’s see!

ROLLER [picks up the letter, and reads]: ‘Unfortunate brother!’ That’s a jolly way to begin. ‘I am obliged to tell you in brief that your hopes are in vain; Father asks me to tell you that you are to go wherever your disgraceful deeds may take you. He also says that you are to entertain no hope of ever weeping your way to forgiveness at his feet, unless you are prepared to live on bread and water in the deepest of his dungeons, till your hairs are grown like eagles’ feathers, and your nails like birds’ claws. These are his very words. He commands me to write no more. Farewell for ever! I pity you – Franz von Moor.’

SCHWEITZER: A sweet, charming brother! Indeed, Franz is the creature’s name?

SPIEGELBERG [creeping up quietly]: Bread and water, do I hear? That’s a fine life! But I have made other plans for you! Didn’t I say I should have to think for you all one day?

SCHWEITZER: What does he say, the donkey? He think for us all, the sheep’s-head?

SPIEGELBERG: Cowards, cripples, lame dogs is what you are, all of you, if you have not the courage for a great venture!

ROLLER: Well, that’s true, so we should be; but is it going to get us out of this damned fix, your great venture? Is it?

SPIEGELBERG [laughing contemptuously]: You poor fool! Get you out of this fix? Ha, ha! Out of this fix? Is that all your thimbleful of brain can think of? Is that enough to see your horses home? Don’t call me Spiegelberg, if that was all I had in mind. Heroes, I tell you, lords, princes, gods it will make of you!

RATZMANN: That’s enough to be getting on with, to be sure! But it will be a breakneck job, it will cost us our heads at least.

SPIEGELBERG: It will cost nothing but courage, for I will supply what wits are needed. Courage, I say, Schweitzer! Courage, Roller, Grimm, Ratzmann, Schufterle! Courage!

SCHWEITZER: Courage? Is that all? I’ve enough courage to go barefoot through hell.

SCHUFTERLE: Courage enough to scrap with the devil at the gallows’ foot for a poor sinner’s soul.

SPIEGELBERG: That’s what I like to hear! If you have courage, let one amongst you say he still has anything to lose, and not everything to gain!

SCHWARTZ: Indeed, there would be plenty to lose, if I were to lose what I still have to gain!

RATZMANN: Yes, in hell’s name! and plenty to gain, if I were to gain what I can’t lose!

SCHUFTERLE: If I were to lose everything I have on me that’s borrowed, then by tomorrow I should have nothing left to lose.

SPIEGELBERG: Very well, then! [He takes his place in the midst of them, and adopts an imperious tone.] If there is still one drop of heroic German blood running in your veins – then come! We will hide in the forests of Bohemia, raise a robber band, and – why are you staring at me? Has your little bit of courage melted away already?

ROLLER: I don’t suppose you are the first rogue to overlook the gallows – and yet – what else is there we can do?

SPIEGELBERG: What else? Nothing else! There is no choice in the matter! Do you want to sit starving in the debtors’ prison till the last trump blows? Do you want to scratch with spade and hoe for a scrap of stale bread? Do you want to beg for alms, singing ballads at people’s windows? Do you want to take the King’s shilling – if they would trust the looks of you, that’s the first question – and do your stint in Purgatory while you are still on earth, at the mercy of some splenetic tyrant of a corporal? Or be drummed out to run the gauntlet, or tramp the galleys and drag the whole arsenal of Vulcan’s smithy behind you? That is what else there is, that is all the choice you have!

ROLLER: It’s not such a bad idea of Spiegelberg’s. I have been making plans too, but it is the same kind of thing. How would it be, I thought, if you all sat down and cooked up an anthology or an almanac or something like that, or wrote reviews for a shilling or two? It’s all the rage nowadays.

SCHUFTERLE: I’ll be hanged if your plans aren’t very much like mine. I was thinking to myself, what if you were to turn evangelical, and hold weekly classes in spiritual improvement?

GRIMM: That’s it! and if that was no good, turn atheist, blaspheme against the four gospels, have our book burnt by the hangman, and we should do a roaring trade.

RATZMANN: Or we could set up to cure the pox – I know a doctor who built himself a house on a foundation of mercury, so the motto over the door says.

SCHWEITZER [stands up and gives SPIEGELBERG his hand]: Moritz, you are a great man – or a blind pig has found an acorn.

SCHWARZ: Excellent plans! most reputable professions! How great minds think alike! All that’s left now is to turn into women and become bawds, or even sell our own virginity on the streets.

SPIEGELBERG: Nonsense, nonsense! And what is to stop you being most of these things in one person? My plan will still do the best for you, and make you famous and immortal too! Look, you poor things! As far ahead as that you must think! Think of the fame that will live after you, the sweet feeling that you will never be forgotten –

ROLLER: And at the top of the list of honest people! You are a master orator, Spiegelberg, when it comes to turning an honest man into a villain. – But doesn’t anyone know where Moor is?

SPIEGELBERG: Honest, do you say? What, do you think it will make you any less of an honest man than you are today? What do you call being honest? Relieving rich skinflints of a third of their worries, that only disturb their golden slumbers; bringing idle money into circulation, restoring the fair distribution of wealth, in a word bringing back the golden age; taking away some of the good Lord’s burdens, so that he can be rid of them without war, pestilence, famine and doctors – that’s what I call being an honest man, that’s what I call being a worthy instrument in the hand of Providence; and with every joint you roast to be able to flatter yourself with the thought that it’s your own cunning, your own lion’s courage, your own long vigils that have earned it; to be respected by great and small –

ROLLER: And in the end to be hoisted up to heaven in the flesh, and come wind come weather, in spite of old father fine and his greedy appetite, to swing there with sun and moon and all the stars in the firmament, while the birds sing a heavenly concert at the feast and the long-tailed angels sit in sacred council? What? And while monarchs and potentates make a feast for moths and worms, to have the honour of being visited by Jove’s royal bird? Moritz, Moritz, Moritz! Beware, beware the three-legged beast!

SPIEGELBERG: And that frightens you, coward? Why, there’s many a virtuoso rotting on the gibbet who might have reformed the world, and won’t such a one be spoken of for hundreds and thousands of years, while many a king and many an elector might be left out of history altogether, if it weren’t that the historians were afraid to leave a gap in the line of succession, and if it weren’t that it made their books a few pages thicker and brought in more cash from the publisher. And if the passer-by does see you floating back and forth in the wind, why, he’ll think to himself, that must have been no ordinary fellow, and he’ll sigh that the world has gone to the dogs.

SCHWEITZER [slapping him on the back]: Superb, Spiegelberg
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