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INTRODUCTION: FALSEHOOD IN WARTIME
Edward Timms and Fred Bridgham

The early twentieth century was the great age of the newspaper press, as
mass literacy endowed the printed word with unprecedented power. Newspaper
production was revolutionized by rotary presses and linotype compositing ma-
chines, while modern roads and railways, together with the telephone, tele-
graph, and teleprinter, were transforming communications. In Western Europe
and North America democratic institutions, social reforms, and scientific dis-
coveries seemed to be laying the foundations for a new era in the history of
mankind. But it was also a period of intense imperial rivalries, backed by highly
trained forces and sophisticated armaments industries. Given the precarious
international situation, it was possible at moments of crisis for journalists to
tip the balance between peace and war. Liberal papers such as the Manchester
Guardian (edited by C. P. Scott) and the New York Times (under Adolph Ochs)
may have been committed to the peaceful resolution of conflicts, but wars were
good for newspaper sales. Moreover, wealthy proprietors like Hearst and North-
cliffe, Hugenberg and Benedikt, were imperialists capable of pressurizing gov-
ernments into declarations of war.

Almost alone in the period before the First World War, the Viennese satir-
ist Karl Kraus saw the press as an apocalyptic threat. In his magazine Die Fackel
(The Torch), founded in April 1899, he would reprint prize examples of news-
paper propaganda and expose their falsification of reality! His witty diatribes at-
tracted a large readership, and with a print run of over 10,000 copies the maga-
zine proved viable without having to rely on commercial advertising. To protect
his independence Kraus created his own imprint, Verlag Die Fackel, which pub-
lished book editions of his writings.

Where the editorials of the leading Austrian daily, the Neue I'reie Presse,
were celebrating the advances of German culture and the triumphs of Euro-
pean civilization, Kraus would expose the realities of conflict and suffering. He
had a gift for dissecting the cliché-ridden language of his contemporaries. Sono-
rous metaphors like “standing shoulder to shoulder” evolved into satirical leit-
motifs, culminating in his indictment of the anachronistic ideals that sustained
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the Central Powers during the First World War. His own style, by contrast, was
enlivened by an aphoristic wit and moral fervour that left his readers uncertain
whether to laugh or cry.

The apocalyptic tone of Kraus’s bleakest visions appeared to leave little hope
for mankind. Borrowing from the Bible in a prophetic essay entitled “Apoca-
lypse”, published in October 1908, he identified Kaiser Wilhelm I as an “apoca-
lyptic horseman” with the power to destroy the peace of the earth.” Moreover,
the dangers arising from autocratic power were intensified by a technology that
was running out of control: “ultimately, mankind lies dead beside the machines
it has created, incapable of putting them to constructive use because so much
intelligence has been expended on inventing them” (F 261-62, 1-5). This fore-
shadows the critique of mechanized warfare in Die Fackel of 191418, but it
would be wrong to see Kraus’s satire as exclusively negative. It drew on a con-
ception of human dignity shaped by the moral vision of Kant and the cultural
ideals of Goethe. The satire of Die Fackel, which Kraus wrote single-handed
from 1912 onwards, combined analyses of impending disaster with the advocacy
of a better world.

Kraus was born on 28 April 1874 as the son of a prosperous Jewish paper
manufacturer. Growing up in Vienna, he had to contend with the pressures of
a deeply conservative and stridently anti-Semitic environment. A recent study
by Paul Reitter has identified undertones of Jewish self-hatred in Kraus’s “anti-
journalism.”* His writings are certainly shaped by the impulse to construct
an identity free of allegedly negative “Jewish” characteristics, but this is by no
means the whole story. A further apparent constraint arises from the fact that
Kraus’s satire is basically a collage of quotations, framed by his own ironic com-
mentaries. This means that much of Die Fackel consists of reports clipped and
reprinted from the newspapers of his day. This quotation technique gives his
writings their historical density, but it would be wrong to see them as parochial.
His satire certainly emerged from a specifically Austrian Jewish milieu, but—
like the work of Freud and Herzl, Mahler and Wittgenstein — it has far-reaching
implications.

How Is the World Governed and Made to Fight Wars?

During the years 1908-14 Kraus’s critique of the press acquired a new
urgency as he highlighted the threat of war. The Austrian annexation of Bosnia-
Herzegovina precipitated a crisis in the Balkans, provoking a fierce reaction
in the Serbian capital, Belgrade. By March 1909 the Austro-Hungarian army
was poised to invade Serbia, hoping by this means to crush the political aspira-
tions of the South Slavs within the borders of the Habsburg Empire. However,
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the government needed to find a moral justification for war and thus to ensure
that the conflict remained localized. The Austrian Foreign Ministry accordingly
orchestrated an anti-Serbian campaign, finding a willing ally in the patriotic his-
torian Heinrich Friedjung. On 25 March 1909 the Neue Freie Presse published
an article by Friedjung which purported to justify military action. Drawing on
documents supplied to him by the Foreign Ministry, he accused members of
the Croatian Diet (the administration of one of the Hapsburg provinces) of a
treasonable conspiracy with the government in Belgrade.

This article was intended as a fanfare for war, but at the last moment, under
pressure from Russia, the government of Serbia backed down. The threat of war
receded, and in place of the intended humiliation of Serbia it was Austrian for-
eign policy that was put on trial. Members of the Croatian Diet brought a libel
action against Friedjung, which Kraus regarded as so important that he attended
in person. The trial, which lasted fourteen days, was fulsomely reported in the
Neue Freie Presse. It began with patriotic bluster as Friedjung produced copies of
his documents, which identified the alleged conspirators by name. One of those
named, Bozo Markovitch, a university professor in Belgrade, was surprised to
discover from reports of the trial that he had held secret meetings with the Cro-
atian conspirators and induced them to accept treasonable payments. Risking
arrest, Markovitch travelled to Vienna to testify that at the time of the alleged
meetings in Belgrade he had actually been in Berlin, attending lectures on juris-
prudence. This testimony was greeted by judge and jury with incredulity — until
the Prussian police, famous for their meticulous record keeping, confirmed that
Markovitch had indeed been in Berlin at the time of the alleged conspiracy. The
documents were exposed as forgeries and Friedjung was humiliated.

Kraus responded with a trenchant analysis of the Friedjung trial, expos-
ing the irresponsibility of the Foreign Ministry and the susceptibility of public
opinion. “In a deluded world”, he wrote, “Austria is the last to lose its credulity.
It is the most willing victim of publicity in that it not only believes what it sees
in print, but also believes the opposite, if it sees that in print too” (F 293, 1).
The case provided him with a model of political mystification, showing that
the patriotic fervour whipped up by the press by no means lost its hold when
its fraudulence was exposed. In other contexts Kraus may understate the role of
governments as instigators of political mystification, treating the press in isola-
tion, as if it were an independent force for evil. Here he does justice to all the
main factors: the government as instigator, the press as its willing agency, the
collusion of intellectuals, the gullibility of readers, and the impact of jingois-
tic slogans. He makes the probable consequences equally clear: a war in which
thousands of lives will be lost.
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Kraus’s article has a paradigmatic value with applications for our own day.
In 1909, when Friedjung claimed that Austria was “in danger”, citing forged
documents in an attempt to stage a war, his lies were exposed in court. Sadly,
the political lesson was not learnt, and the warmongers ultimately had their way.
Moreover Kraus’s analysis has a prophetic resonance. Almost a hundred years
later, the evidence used to justify the invasion of Iraq in 2003 proved to be just
as flawed as that cited by Friedjung. The photographs of Iraqi bases allegedly
equipped with weapons of mass destruction, displayed by the U.S. Secretary of
State at the United Nations in order to win support for the invasion, owed more
to slick public relations than to reliable intelligence. It was now America that
was “in danger” and Britain that was standing “shoulder to shoulder” with the
dominant military power.

Far from resolving the Balkan crisis, the Austrian annexation of Bosnia was
followed by a series of further conflicts, accompanied by equally irresponsible
press coverage. Through a close focus on journalistic style, Kraus showed that
the language of politics had lost its clarity and flexibility, becoming overloaded
with anachronistic metaphors. Hence the increasingly prophetic tone of his
critique of Austrian affairs: “On occasion”, he wrote in December 1912, “an
operetta culture will start parading its enthusiasm for war. Its mercenaries are
writers. Totally irresponsible types, who launch a premiere one day and a war
the next” (F 363-65, 71). The example Kraus cites on the following page high-
lights the irresponsibility of cartoonists, notably Fritz Schonpflug, co-founder
of the humorous weekly Die Muskete (The Musket). Schénpflug was famous
for his facetious images of the Austro-Hungarian army, such as his drawing of
General Staff officers from the Autumn Manoeuvres (Herbstmanéver) series,
reproduced here.

Even the adjutants of the portlyarmy commander are equipped with anach-
ronistic sabres and implausibly elegant uniforms, as if they were characters from
an operetta. Austrian officers were permitted to wear this paraphernalia when
off-duty, and the Schonpflug drawing cited by Kraus in December 1912 portrays
them in an urban context: on the Ringstrasse in Vienna. Pleasure-seeking ofh-
cers are planning a supper party with their friends at a favourite Viennese restau-
rant. The jocular dialogue with which Schénpflug embellishes his design reveals
that it is actually a disguised advertisement—for the Hopfner restaurant chain.
These casual exchanges may sound harmless, but for the satirist they epitomize
the mindless hedonism of Austrian public life under the shadow of war. Hence
the paradox with which his commentary concludes: “An advert for a restaurant?
No, a report from the battlefront!” (F 36365, 72).

In the following issue, still echoing with the threat of war, Kraus laments
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that Austrian affairs now resemble a botched Schénpflug drawing (F 36667,
13). He treats the cartoons as a prism through which the tensions destabilizing
the Habsburg Empire can be seen in lurid colours. To understand this reaction
we need to take account of the cultural politics of the period. Schénpflug and
his fellow cartoonists did not merely create figures of fun to distract their readers
from an impending crisis. During the years 1908-14 Die Muskete contributed
to international tensions by repeatedly publishing xenophobic caricatures of
Austria’s potential adversaries, especially the political and military leadership
of Serbia. Set against patriotic images of the Austrian armed forces would be
caricatures of conniving and despicable Serbs. Thus on 15 April 1909, after the
government in Belgrade was compelled to accept the annexation of Bosnia-
Herzegovina, Schonpflug’s cover design for Die Muskete, ironically entitled
“Peace!”, portrayed a humiliated Serbia being comforted by Britain and Russia.
'The Serbs, the cartoon implies, are still hoping for a war against Austria. Hence
the caption: “Something postponed may still be condoned.”

Historically even more significant was Schonpflug’s cover design for the
issue of Die Muskete published on 16 July 1914, shortly after the assassination
of Archduke Franz Ferdinand, when the peace of Europe hung in the balance.
Under the title “Sarajevo” the cartoon depicts the smirking figures of King Peter
of Serbia and Tsar Nicholas of Russia self-righteously washing their hands—in
a bowl of blood! The King of Montenegro can be seen gloating in the back-
ground. Like Friedjung’s forged documents, this inflammatory cartoon seems
designed to criminalize Austria’s adversaries, providing a pretext for launching a
war against Serbia and its allies.

Such cartoons, backed by cynical official communiqués and tendentious
editorials, shaped a public response to the assassination of the Archduke that
filled Kraus with foreboding. In Die Fackel of 10 July 1914 he compiled a pano-
rama of press clippings to portray an irredeemably dysfunctional society. The
prime minister, nominally in charge of national policy, is observed relaxing with
members of the cabinet in the Café Pucher, while nightclubs continue to churn
out popular entertainment as if no catastrophe has occurred. Die Muskete is
again identified as a symptom of Austrian decay— through its blurring of the
boundaries between military professionalism and journalistic frivolity (serving
officers are writing for the magazine under pseudonyms). This endemic confu-
sion of spheres provokes apocalyptic conclusions. Austria, Kraus warns while
paying tribute to Franz Ferdinand, is an “experimental station for the destruc-
tion of the world” (F 400—403, 2). The publication of this article was followed
three weeks later by the declaration of war on Serbia.

During the First World War, despite the constraints of censorship, Kraus
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was able to publish 19 substantial issues of Die Fackel. His was virtually the
only journal in any of the belligerent nations to adopt a critical view of the war
from the start and sustain it with increasing vehemence until the bitter end.
In 1911 he had been received into the Catholic Church, and his opposition to
war was nourished by an underlying religiosity. Resisting the politically orches-
trated euphoria that swept through Europe, he launched his antiwar campaign
in November 1914 by reading in public a critique entitled “In dieser groBen Zeit”
(In This Age of Grandeur).*

Despite the censorship, Kraus succeeded in publishing “In dieser groBen
Zeit” the following month. His argument deconstructs the idea that the World
War has ushered in a heroic era, as proclaimed by the propaganda apparatus set
up in every belligerent country. The telegram, Kraus observes in this critique, is
“an instrument of war like the grenade” (F 404, 12). In order to make the thou-
sands of casualties acceptable, the public was saturated with poems and articles
celebrating the ethical value of war and the glory of laying down your life for
your country. When Kraus argued that people’s minds had been numbed by
clichés, he had one slogan especially in mind: “dying a hero’s death.” Through
decades of practice, he argued, “the newspaper reporter has so impoverished
our imagination that it becomes possible to fight a war of annihilation against
ourselves.” A more truthful use of language would reveal the “hero’s death as
cruel destiny” (F 404, 9—10). During the years 1915-18 he intensified his cam-
paign against the insanity of modern warfare, publishing incisive articles, pithy
aphorisms, and plangent poems. Being exempt from army service (due to cur-
vature of the spine), he frequently travelled from his home in Vienna to Berlin
and other cities to give further readings criticizing the war. His subversive satire
led him to be denounced to the authorities as a traitor.

“When war is declared, Truth is the first casualty”, according to the motto
chosen by Arthur Ponsonby in 1928 for his book Falsehood in War-Time.” Kraus
had arrived at this insight twenty years earlier. His targets, from the very first
number of Die Fackel, were “Phrasen” (clichés and slogans) and “Liigen” (de-
ceptions and lies). His analysis of patriotic propaganda acquired an even sharper
edge in autumn 1915 when he wrote: “How is the world governed and made to
fight wars? Diplomats tell lies to journalists and believe them when they see
them in print” (F 406-12, 106). This introduced a subtle conception of media-
induced false memory: the hypnotic power of repetition leads politicians to be-
lieve the falsehoods they have themselves put into circulation. The result was a
self-generating system of mendacity with disastrous consequences for the future
of mankind.
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The Last Days of Mankind

Kraus’s most effective technique was to reprint propagandistic statements
from the press, highlighting their fatuousness and barbarity. A similar documen-
tary method is deployed with even greater versatility in his masterpiece, The
Last Days of Mankind, conceived in the summer of 1915 and largely composed
during the war. In this grandiose satirical panorama journalists and military
commanders, politicians and profiteers, are re-created as dramatic characters,
mouthing the dehumanizing slogans of the day. The claim that Germany and
Austria have “drawn the sword” is ridiculed as a prime example of the way news-
paper language disguises the horrors of a war that in reality involves trenches,
shrapnel, and poison gas. Kraus’s play, which could not be published until after
the collapse of the Central Powers, concludes with an apocalyptic vision of the
destruction of the earth.

Publication began immediately after the lifting of censorship. The first edi-
tion, enhanced by a number of photographs, filled four special issues of Die
Fackel, dated November 1918 and April, June, and August 1919. This was fol-
lowed in 1922 by the expanded book edition, framed by two even more expres-
sive photographs, which also accompany our translation. These photos have both
documentary and symbolic value. The frontispiece, which records the scene
after the Italian dissident Cesare Battisti was hanged as a traitor by the Austrian
authorities, was circulated as a warning against disloyalty to the Habsburg crown.
For Kraus, who highlights the complicity between cruelty and the camera, this
epitomizes the sadistic attitude towards persecuted minorities.

The subject of Kraus’s play is the tragedy of mankind, bent on self-
destruction by the methods of modern warfare, while still clinging to outdated
ideals of military heroism and national glory. Interwoven with the cataclysmic
action are a multitude of satirical strands, each embedded in its cultural matrix:
bungled Austrian diplomacy, aggressive German expansionism, brutal military
leadership, the greed of war profiteers, the complicity of international big busi-
ness, the injustices of martial law, the gullibility of newspaper readers, and above
all the sloganizing of the press. The cult of war as an “age of grandeur” is sati-
rized in scene after scene, following the approach defined in the Preface: “The
document takes human shape; reports come alive as characters and characters
expire as editorials; the newspaper column has acquired a mouth that spouts
monologues.”

There are numerous scenes that reproduce —as dramatic monologue or
tragicomic dialogue — the purple prose that some fanatical patriot or propagan-
dist has perpetrated during the war. Political speeches, military bulletins, news-
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paper editorials, commercial adverts, interviews with public figures, snippets
from the gossip columns, chauvinistic sermons, and patriotic songs —the range
of sources is remarkable. But this documentary technique is enlivened by an
irrepressible satirical imagination. The Preface may suggest that the “most im-
probable conversations conducted here were spoken word for word; the most
lurid fantasies are quotations.” But the impact is intensified by scenes that blend
documentary transcription with comic invention, punctuated by satirical verse.
The play concludes with visionary images projected in cinematic style, followed
by a verse Epilogue entitled Die letzte Nacht (The Final Night).

This mixing of modes is evident from the Prologue, set in June 1914 as news
of the assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand in Sarajevo hits the streets
of Vienna. Almost the first figures we encounter are a group of officers on the
Ringstrasse planning a supper party at their favourite restaurant—they decide
on Hopfner’s. “D’ya see the latest Schonpflug cartoon?” one of them asks. The
underlying irony is that these officers, who reappear in the opening scene of
each Act, are themselves modeled on Schénpflug cartoon characters, reshaped
in accordance with the “restaurant/battlefront” paradox formulated by Kraus in
December 1912. Their fatuous exchanges now hint at something far more sinis-
ter. The Schonpflug drawing they admire might well be that venomous cartoon
portraying King Peter of Serbia and Tsar Nicholas of Russia as blood-stained
criminals. It is left to our imagination whether the officers are chuckling about
that prototype of visual hate speech or some harmless humoresque.

Trivial local responses to cataclysmic events generate a pervasive black
humour. As the scene shifts to the Café Pucher, the prime minister, while pre-
paring to issue a communiqué, asks the waiter for a humorous magazine —not
Die Muskete but Die Bombe! The tragedy of mankind is indeed being played
out by “operetta figures” (as the Preface suggests). Kraus shows an exceptional
ear for the rthythms of Austrian vernacular, interspersed with patriotic rant and
journalistic verbiage. Each of the five Acts opens in similar style, with crowds
convulsed by the cries of news vendors announcing the latest sensation: the
euphoria in August 1914 after the ultimatum to Serbia has precipitated world
war (Act I); reactions after the Italian declaration of war on Austria in May 1915
(Act II); the Romanian declaration of war on the Central Powers in July 1916
(Act IlI); and the ultimatum by President Wilson leading to the American entry
into the war in April 1917 (Act IV). Within this framework the handling of chro-
nology is flexible (there are already references to Italian treachery in Act I). For
Kraus, as he observed in 1917, operates “not with mathematical but with apoca-
lyptic precision” (F 462-71, 171).

The fluctuating fortunes of war on the Southern and Eastern Fronts are most
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vividly reflected in Act V. Gloating over the rout of Italian forces at Caporetto
in autumn 1917 followed by the capitulation of Soviet Russia at Brest-Litovsk,
an Austrian parliamentarian declares: “We are the victors, and we demand the
spoils” (V, 3). Attitudes in Berlin are even more euphoric as Pan-Germans de-
mand vast territorial annexations at a mass rally (V, 7). But growing pessimism
on the streets of Vienna is reflected in rumours that a desperately weakened
Austria-Hungary may be seeking a separate peace (V, 17). Finally, the collapse
of the Central Powers in October 1918 is dramatized by a grandiose drunken
banqueting scene at army headquarters (V, 55).

Kraus’s underlying humanism is reflected in the prominence given to the
word “Menschheit” (“mankind” or “humanity”), both in the title and in the dra-
matic chorus, the scenes in which a naively patriotic Optimist discusses the war
with the Grumbler, Kraus’s raisonneur. One of their most striking dialogues,
which deals with attempts to legitimize air raids that kill civilians, offers a fur-
ther instructive parallel between then and now. Although the aerial destruction
of urban areas was a rare occurrence when Kraus wrote this play, his analy-
sis has proved paradigmatic. Experience, the Grumbler observes, should have
taught the perpetrators of “murder from the air” that “when they intend to hit
an arms dump they infallibly hit a bedroom, and instead of an armaments fac-
tory a school for girls.” When the Optimist objects that this is not “deliberate”,
the Grumbler replies: “No, worse than that: fortuitous!” (I, 29). They can’t help
it happening, so they express regret and do it again.

This analysis has a prophetic ring. On 30 July 2014, at the height of the
Israeli-Gaza conflict, the Jabaliya School for Girls was hit by shells that killed
refugees sheltering inside. The justification offered by the Israeli Defence Force
was that militants had fired mortars earlier that day “from the vicinity of the
school.”® Clearly, the issues raised by The Last Days of Mankind are with us
still. Since Kraus’s day there has been an exponential increase in the bombing
of urban areas and the casuistry used to justify it. The truth identified by the
phrase “murder from the air” is now shrouded in euphemisms like “collateral
damage.” But even Kraus never imagined a global conflict in which democrati-
cally elected governments would intentionally bomb civilian targets like Dres-
den and Nagasaki, incinerating hundreds of thousands of defenceless people.
British politicians of the Second World War spoke of “obliteration bombing” as
they setabout the task of destroying Germany “city by city”, a policy condemned
by one of Winston Churchill’s most principled critics, Bishop George Bell”

In defending the cause of humanity, Kraus was repudiating nationalistic
loyalties and aligning himself with the moral philosophy of the Enlightenment.
The overwhelming majority of his countrymen, not least the German-speaking
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Jews, identified themselves with the Habsburg Monarchy and the German
Reich. Leading authors like Richard Dehmel and Hugo von Hofmannsthal
eloquently endorsed the German and Austrian cause, but Kraus took a very dif-
ferent line. If patriotism meant supporting the use of poison gas, and if it was
treason to repudiate victories gained by this means, then he declared himself to
be “one of the greatest traitors of all times” (F 474-83, 43). As his opposition to
the war became increasingly vocal, Kraus was denounced as “the leader of de-
featism in Austria” (F 5017, 91).

During one of his wartime public readings in Berlin, Kraus contrasted the
fanaticism of Kaiser Wilhelm II with the idealism of Immanuel Kant (F 474~
83, 155-56). While German nationalists associated the Categorical Imperative
with patriotic duty, the satirist endorsed the programme of international recon-
ciliation set out in Kant’s essay “On Perpetual Peace.” Kant recognized the im-
portance of creating new international institutions. In “Perpetual Peace” he
associated war with the state of nature “where no court of justice is available to
judge with legal authority.” After arguing for a republican constitution guaran-
teeing equality for all citizens, he suggested that peace could be secured by “a
pacific federation.”® Implicit in these arguments are the concepts of a League
of Nations (with the power to regulate disputes) and an International Court of
Justice (to punish breaches of the peace). For over a century after Kant’s death
such ideas remained utopian, but in 1918, in the new climate created by Presi-
dent Wilson’s Fourteen Points, it was finally possible to put these proposals into
practice. For Kraus, there was hope for humanity, after all. He greeted Wilson’s
“immortal deed”, the liberation of Europe from military tyranny, as the fulfil-
ment of Kant’s “immortal idea” (F 501-7, 113).

Journalistic Spin and Humanistic Education

Even after the trauma of defeat, the German nationalist press was unwill-
ing to acknowledge that militarism was discredited. European politics of the
interwar period were dominated by the ideological struggle between conflict-
ing myths of the First World War, designed not simply to recall the past but to
shape the future. The pacifist movement interpreted the conflict as “the war to
end wars”, while reactionaries cultivated myths of military prowess as the inspi-
ration for a conservative revolution. They remembered the war as they wished it
to have been (and as they intended it to be next time round): as a triumph for
German military power.

Kraus repeatedly denounced the chauvinistic postwar mentality that threat-
ened to produce further wars. As early as January 1921 he prophetically identi-
fied Germany as the country “where the swastika rises above the ruins of the
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global conflagration” (F 557-60, 59). Against this, he defended the indepen-
dence of the Austrian Republic. Responding in May 1926 to the agitation in
favour of “Anschluss” (German annexation), Kraus argued that the hypnotic
power of newsprint was creating a “counterfeit reality” in which “nothing is
real except for lies.” Newspapers in Berlin and Vienna, by appealing to racist
conceptions of “Volkstum”, were generating a circular discourse that had no
basis in any actual political event. To fill the vacuum, the press was recycling
slogans deriving from “the latest beer-hall conversations of the two realms.” By
confusing political identity with biological homogeneity, the media created a
frame of reference that was essentially fictitious. But this gigantic apparatus had
the capacity to turn “non-events” into “action and death” (F 72629, 59-61).

In his campaign against mystification Kraus found a kindred spirit in Ber-
trand Russell, an outspoken critic of British militarism. In July 1931 he quoted in
Die Fackel a passage from Russell’s Sceptical Essays about the need for teachers
to encourage critical thinking:

For example, the art of reading the newspapers should be taught. The
schoolmaster should select some incident which happened a good many
years ago, and roused political passions in its day. He should then read to
the schoolchildren what was said by the newspapers on the one side, and
what was said by those on the other, and some impartial account of what
really happened. He should show how, from the biased account of either
side, a practised reader could infer what really happened, and he should
make them understand that everything in the newspapers is more or less
untrue. (quoted F 857-63, 71-72)

To counteract these tendencies Kraus transformed political memory into perfor-
mative art. He excelled at mocking the chauvinists from the public stage, espe-
cially by reading scenes from The Last Days of Mankind. Only the Epilogue
was staged during his lifetime, but the message of the play was conveyed in con-
densed form through antiwar poems such as “The Ravens” (from Act V, scene
55) and “The Dying Soldier” (from the Epilogue), which Kraus recited in public
on numerous occasions. Another excerpt repeatedly featured in his programmes
showed how false memories are constructed. A staff officer on the telephone
is dictating a press release about the Austrian fortress of Przemysl, which has
been captured by the Russians. The loss of the fortress, the pride of the Austro-
Hungarian army, is now to be played down as insignificant. When this is queried
by the journalist at the other end of the line, the Staff Officer replies: “My dear
fellow, you can make people forget anything!” The corresponding scene in the
following Act takes place after the recapture of Przemysl. This time the press
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release reverses the argument, reafhirming the fortress’s strategic importance.
When this blatant deception is queried, the Staft Officer’s rejoinder shows the
same contempt for the public: “You can make people forget anything!” (ActII,
scene 16, and Act I11, scene 22). In these ludicrous scenes the Staff Officer may
appear to be a character from an operetta, but his technique of rewriting his-
tory anticipates that of the Ministry of Truth in Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four.

Kraus excelled in analyses of specific journalistic devices, some of which
retain their exemplary character long after the occasion faded into history. In a
further example dating from January 1921 he analysed the dangers of journal-
istic “spin.” In German this idea was commonly applied to devious arguments
thought to be derived from Rabbinic Judaism— “der jiidische Dreh.” Kraus
turned the tables by using the title “Ein christlicher Dreh” (“Christian Spin”)
to introduce his analysis of the coverage of a debate at the League of Nations
by the Catholic Reichspost. A report in this right-wing daily had attributed Aus-
tria’s enhanced international reputation to the electoral victory of the Christian
Social Party. Citing the full text of the debate, Kraus exposed this tendentious
report as a “disgraceful forgery” (F 557-60, 63-72).

During the mid-1920s the tone of Kraus’s writings became more hopeful
as he supported the reforms of the Social Democrats, who were constructing
a more egalitarian community in Vienna. Recognizing that the war had left a
legacy of nationalist resentment and social deprivation, he actively engaged in
the political struggle. It was in the sphere of culture that he became most di-
rectly involved, for he shared the Austro-Marxist view of “Bildung” (culture and
education) as a force for social renewal. His recitals made a significant contribu-
tion to socialist cultural politics, as members accustomed to the tedium of party
meetings were roused from their slumbers by his captivating performances. His
gift for composing and reciting topical verses, inserted into works by Nestroy
or Offenbach, revived one of the most potent of popular traditions, using hard-
hitting epigrams to clinch the connections between culture and politics.

One of the primary aims of the educational reforms was to remove chauvin-
istic literature from libraries, and in 1922 a purge was undertaken of books that
glamorized militarism, the Habsburg dynasty, and the Catholic Church. Kraus
proposed radical new texts for inclusion in school textbooks. In place of the cult
of military valour, children should learn about the debilitating effects of war on
the civilian population. The need to educate the next generation in an antimili-
tarist spirit led him to wonder why the reformers had not included any poems
from The Last Days of Mankind in their school anthology (F 588-94, 86). This
would help to ensure that “little Aryans, when they grow up, would not develop
into such big Aryans that they can’t wait for a World War” (F 668-75, 58).
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Kraus responded to Hitler’s seizure of power in Germany by composing
Dritte Walpurgisnacht (Third Walpurgis Night), an incisive analysis of Nazi
atrocities compiled during the summer of 1933. It could not be published until
after the defeat of Hitler's Germany, and there is as yet no English translation.
Kraus did not live long enough to witness the annexation of Austria, followed
by an even more apocalyptic Second World War. He died in Vienna of natural
causes on 12 June 1936 and lies buried in a Grave of Honour. His most eloquent
memorial is The Last Days of Mankind. To mark the play’s centenary we now
present the complete text in English for the first time, incorporating translation
strategies that are summarized in our Afterword and elucidated in the Glossary.

Notes

1. References to Die Fackel, ed. Karl Kraus (Vienna, 1899-1936), are identified
by the abbreviation F followed by the issue and page number.

2. For a comprehensive account of the apocalyptic themes that shaped Kraus’s
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Catastrophe in Habsburg Vienna (New Haven and London: Yale University Press,
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London: Yale University Press, 2005).

3. See Paul Reitter, The Anti-Journalist: Karl Kraus and Jewish Self-Fashioning
in Fin-de-Siecle Europe (Chicago and London: University of Chicago Press, 2008).

4. Foran English translation of “In dieser groBen Zeit”, see In These Great Times:
A Karl Kraus Reader, ed. Harry Zohn (Montreal: Engendra Press, 1976; repr. Man-
chester: Carcanet, 1984), 70-83. Much as we admire the pioneering translations of
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PREFACE
by Karl Kraus

The performance of this drama, which would take some ten evenings in
terrestrial time, is intended for a theatre on Mars. Theatregoers on planet earth
would find it unendurable. For it is blood of their blood and its content de-
rives from the contents of those unreal unthinkable years, out of sight and out
of mind, inaccessible to memory and preserved only in bloodstained dreams,
when operetta figures played out the tragedy of mankind. The action is likewise
without heroes, fractured and improbable, as it picks its way through a hundred
scenes and hells. The humour is no more than the self-reproach of an author
who did not lose his mind at the thought of surviving, with his faculties intact,
to bear witness to such profane events. He alone, compromised for posterity by
his involvement, has a right to this humour. As for those contemporaries who
allowed the things transcribed here to happen, let them subordinate the right
to laugh to the duty to weep.

The most improbable actions reported here really occurred. Going beyond
the realm of Schillerian tragedy, I have portrayed the deeds they merely per-
formed.* The most improbable conversations conducted here were spoken word
for word; the most lurid fantasies are quotations. Sentences whose insanity is
indelibly imprinted on the ear have grown into the music of time. The docu-
ment takes human shape; reports come alive as characters and characters expire
as editorials; the newspaper column has acquired a mouth that spouts mono-
logues; platitudes stand on two legs— unlike men left with only one. An unend-
ing cacophony of sound bites engulfs a whole era and swells to a final chorale of
calamitous action. Those who have lived among men, and outlived them —as
actors and mouthpieces of an age that has exchanged flesh for blood and blood
for ink—have been transtormed into shadows and puppets and re-created as
dynamic nonentities.

Spectres and wraiths, masks of the tragic carnival, necessarily have real-life
names, for nothing is fortuitous in an age conditioned by chance. This gives no

*See “Glossary and Index” for information about historical individuals men-
tioned in the play, place names, titles of books and journals, composers of operettas
and songs, and sources of significant literary allusions (here: Schillerian tragedy).
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one the right to regard the action as a local affair. Even what occurs at the corner
where Vienna’s Ringstrasse meets the Kirntnerstrasse is controlled from some
point in the cosmos. Let those who have weak nerves, even if strong enough to
endure those times, turn their backs on our play. One should not expect the age
when such events could occur to treat this conversion of horror into words as
other than a joke, especially when the most gruesome dialects resound from the
depths of the homely territory it plumbs, or to think of what has just been lived
through and outlived as other than an invention. An invention whose contents
they despise.

Far greater than the infamy of war is that of men who want to forget that it
ever took place, although they exulted in it at the time. War is no longer a live
issue for those who have outlived it, and while the masks parade on Ash Wednes-
day, they do not want to be reminded of one another. It’s all too easy to under-
stand the disenchantment of an epoch forever incapable of experiencing such
events, or grasping what’s been experienced, compounded by the failure to be
convulsed by its collapse. It is an age whose actions exclude the impulse for atone-
ment, but it has an instinct for self-preservation that enables it to close its ears to
the gramophone record of its heroic melodies, and a readiness for self-sacrifice
that will enable it to strike them up again should the occasion arise. For the con-
tinuing existence of war appears least inconceivable to people whom the slogan
“Now we are at war” enables to commit and endorse every possible infamy; but
the reminder “Now we were at war!” disturbs the well-earned rest of the survivors.

They fancied they could conquer the world market—the goal that was their
birthright—as knights in shining armour; they have to make do with a less glori-
ous trade and sell their gear in the flea market. No wonder they can’t stop saying
“Don’t mention the war”! And it is to be feared that some future age, sprung
from the loins of this desolate generation, will have no greater power of under-
standing, despite being at a greater distance. Yet an unqualified admission of
guilt at belonging to mankind, as it currently exists, must at some place and
time be welcomed and valued. And “even while men’s minds are wild”, let us
(echoing Shakespeare) deliver Horatio’s message to the forces of renewal as a
judgment arising out of the ruins:

And let me speak to th'yet unknowing world
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts,

Of accidental judgements, casual slaughters,
Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause,
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook

Fallen on th'inventors’ heads. All this can I
Truly deliver.
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Prologue

Scene 1 (p. 29)
(Vienna. At the corner where the Kimntnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll.)
Newspaper vendors. A passerby. His wife. Four officers. Two sales reps. Fischl.
A Viennese. His wife. Regular subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse. Oldest sub-
scriber to the Neue Freie Presse. Some drunks. Four young men arm in arm
with their girls. The crowd. Fritz Werner. Friulein Léwenstamm. Friulein Kor-
mendy. An intellectual. His wife. Poldi Fesch. Policeman. Two petty bourgeois.
Two reporters. Cabby.

Scene z (p. 34)
(Café Pucher.)

Eduard, headwaiter. A banker. A stranger. Franz, a waiter. Prime minister. Min-
ister of the interior. Head of the cabinet office.

Scene 3 (p. 36)

(Office in the Comptroller of the Imperial Household’s chambers.)
Nepalleck.

Scene 4 (p. 39)
(Same.)
Usher. Nepalleck.

Scene 5 (p. 39)

(Same.)
Nepalleck. Old manservant.

Scene 6 (p. 40)

(Same.)
Nepalleck. Montenuovo. Old manservant.
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Scene 7 (p. 40)
(Same.)
Montenuovo. Nepalleck.

Scene 8 (p. 40)

(Same.)
Usher. Prince Weikersheim. Nepalleck.

Scene g (p. 41)
(Same.)
Nepalleck.

Scene 10 (p. 41)

(Southern Railway terminal.)

Nepalleck.

The following marionettes:

Angelo Eisner v. Eisenhof. Spielvogel and Zawadil. Hofrat and Hofritin
Schwarz-Gelber. Dobner v. Dobenau. Count Lippay. Riedl, café proprietor.
Dr. Charas. Stukart, head of security. Wilhelm Exner, section head. Sieghart,
Land-bank governor. Landesberger, Anglobank president. Herzberg-Frinkel.
Stein and Hein, progressive-liberal municipal councillors. Stiassny and Stiassny,
consuls. Three honorary counsellors. Sukfiill. Birinski and Gliicksmann. Hugo
Heller, bookseller. Flora Dub. The Grumbler. Journalist.

Prologue Extras:

Promenaders, passersby, coffechouse staff, the public, policemen, dignitaries,
court society, ladies of the higher nobility, clergy, municipal councillors, nota-
bilities, lackeys, journalists.

Act1

Scene 1 (p. 47)
(Vienna. At the corner where the Kamntnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll.)
Newspaper vendors. Demonstrator. An intellectual. Rufhan. Prostitute. Several
passersby. The crowd. Two reporters. Two army suppliers. Four officers. A Vien-
nese. Voices from the crowd. Beggar boy. Two girls. A policeman. Another intel-
lectual. His girlfriend. A fare. Cabby. House-porter. Two Americans from the
Red Cross. Two Turks. Two Chinese. Lady with just the hint of a moustache.
A circumspect person. The voice of a cabby. A voice. Passerby. His wife. Troop
of boys in military peaked caps and with wooden sabres. Group of singers. Bag
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snatcher. His victim. A female voice. Poldi Fesch. His companion. Two devotees
of the Reichspost. Enlisted soldiers singing. A regular subscriber to the Neue
Freie Presse. The oldest subscriber. Fritz Werner. Friulein Kérmendy. Friulein
Lowenstamm. Three ruffians. Two sales reps.

Scene z (p. 59)
(South Tyrol. The approach to a bridge.)

Member of the Tyrolean territorial reserve. The Grumbler.

Scene 3 (p. 60)

(The other side of the bridge.)
Soldier. The Grumbler. Captain.

Scene 4 (p. 60)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 5 (p. 62)
(The Foreign Office.)

Count Leopold Franz Rudolf Ernest Vinzenz Innocenz Maria. Baron Eduard
Alois Josef Ottokar Ignazius Eusebius Maria. The voice of Berchtold.

Scene 6 (p. 65)

(In front of a hairdressing salon in the Habsbhurgergasse.)
The crowd. Violin shop owner. Hairdresser. Friedjung, a historian. Brockhausen,
a historian.

Scene 7 (p. 67)

(Kohlmarkt. Outside the revolving door at the entrance to Café Pucher.)
Old Biach. Honorary Counsellor. Businessman. Intellectual. The Grumbler.
Haberdasher.

Scene 8 (p. 69)

(Suburban street.)
Four young men. The proprietor of Café Westminster.

Scene g (p. 72)
(A primary school.)
Teacher Zehetbauer.
The boys: Anderle, Braunshér, Czeczowiczka, Fleischanderl, Gasselseder,

Habetswallner, Kotzlik, Merores, Praxmarer, Sukfiill, Siissmandl, Wottawa, Karl
Wunderer, Rudolf Wunderer, Zitterer.
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Scene 10 (p. 76)
(Café Pucher.)
Eduard, headwaiter. Old Biach. Honorary Counsellor. Intellectual. Business-
man. Haberdasher. Prime minister.
Scene 11 (p. 81)
Two who have “wangled it.” The Subscriber. The Patriot. Newspaper vendor.

Scene 12 (p. 94)

A giant in civilian dress and a dwarf in uniform. Newspaper vendor.

Scene 13 (p. 95)
(The electrified railway Baden-Vienna.)
A drunk. A couple. The conductor. Galician refugee couple. Consumption tax
inspector. A Viennese.
Scene 14 (p. 96)
(The apartment of the actress Elfriede Ritter.)
Elfriede Ritter. Fiichsl, a reporter. Feigl, a reporter. Halberstam, a reporter.
Scene 15 (p. 100)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 16 (p. 101)
(Army headquarters.)
Army commanders: Auffenberg. Brudermann. Dankl. Planzer-Baltin.
Aide-de-camp.
Scene 17 (p. 103)
(Vienna. Premises of the Association of Café Proprietors.)
Riedl. Three café proprietors. Waiter.
Scene 18 (p. 106)
(Vienna’s Deutschmeister barracks.)
Gentleman. Sergeant Weiguny. Cadet Wogerer.
Scene 19 (p. 107)

(War Welfare Office.)
Hugo v. Hofmannsthal. A cynic. Poldi.
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Scene 20 (p. 109)
(A military unit on the Bukovinian front.)
Lieutenant Fallota. Lieutenant Beinsteller.
Scene 21 (p. 114)
(A battlefield.)

Two war correspondents. Alice Schalek. The painter Hollitzer.

Scene 22 (p. 119)

(In front of the War Ministry.)
The Optimist and the Grumbler. Newspaper vendor. Two refugees. Nepalleck.
Eisner v. Eisenhof.

Scene 23 (p. 124)
(Beside the pond in Janov, Galicia.)
Ganghofer. Aide-de-camp of Wilhelm II. Wilhelm II. Orderly.

Scene 24 (p. 129)

(Chief of the General Staff’s room.)
Conrad v. Hétzendorf. A major. Skolik, a photographer.

Scene 25 (p. 132)

(Vienna, on the Ring.)

Profiteer. Landlord. Sergeant Wagenknecht. Sergeant Sedlatschek. Hans Miiller.
Voice of a cabby. Voice of a prostitute. Mendel Singer (passing by). Sieghart
(passing by). A man picking up a cigar end. Female newspaper vendor.

Scene 26 (p. 139)
(South-west Front. Military post at a height of over 2,500 metres)
Alookout. Alice Schalek. Soldier. Ofhicer. Orderly.
Scene 27 (p. 141)
(The Vatican.)
The voice of Benedict praying,
Scene 28 (p. 142)
(Newspaper office.)
The voice of Benedikt dictating.
Scene 29 (p. 142)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.
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Scene 30 (p. 167)
(On the Graben at night.)

Two commercial middlemen with their lady companions. Newspaper vendor.

Act I Extras:

Promenaders, passersby, beggars, black-marketeers, prostitutes, officers, soldiers,
demonstrators, customers, coffechouse staff, ministers, passengers, German
nationalist students, Galician refugees, entourage of Wilhelm IL

Act IT
Scene 1 (p. 168)

(Vienna. At the corner where the Kdmtnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll.)

Newspaper vendor. Jewish Refugee. Viennese loan shark. Sales rep. A badly
wounded casualty on crutches. Bermann. A well-dressed lady. Weiss. Four ofh-
cers. A soldier on crutches. An intellectual. Poldi Fesch. His companion. En-
listed soldiers singing. Three black-marketeers. Three German grenadiers. Three
Viennese municipal officials. Two reporters. Berlin black-marketeer. Porter.
Cries from the crowd.

Scene 2 (p. 174)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 3 (p. 175)
The Subscriber and the Patriot.

Scene 4 (p. 177)
(Military Headquarters. A street.)
A journalist and an old general. Another journalist and another old general.

Scene 5 (p. 178)

(South-west Front.)
Two voices from the background. An old general and a Sicilian soldier. Member
of the War Press Bureau.

Scene 6 (p. 179)

(An infantry regiment 300 paces from the enemy.)
Infantry ofhicer. Padre Anton Allmer.

Scene 7 (p. 179)
(Beside the battery.)
Atrtillery officer. Padre Anton Allmer. Alice Schalek.
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Scene 8 (p. 180)

(The Prater amusement park.)

Impresario responsible for the trench in the Prater. Representative of the
Wilhelm press agency. His colleague. The voice of Archduke Karl Franz Josef.
Hofritin Schwarz-Gelber. Lieutenant who wants to remain incognito. Professor
Kunze. The Patriot. The Subscriber.

Scene g (p. 182)
(Semmering. lerrace of the Southern Railway Hotel.)
Youngsters and oldies. Fatties and shorties. Lady who has just recited Heine.
Dangl. Babble of voices. Semmering regular. Chairman of the board.
Scene 10 (p. 183)
The Optimist and the Grumbler. A file of grey-bearded recruits. Young men
singing.
Scene 11 (p. 194)
(A suburban street.)
Two policemen. Women and men queuing. Grocer. A well-dressed woman.
Scene 12 (p. 195)
(Kdrntnerstrasse.)
A big eater. A normal eater. A starving man.
Scene 13 (p. 196)
(Florianigasse.)
Hofrat Dlauhobetzky v. Dlauhobetz (rtd). Hofrat Tibetanzl (rtd).
Scene 14 (p. 198)
(A hunting party.)
v. Dreckwitz. The hunting party.
Scene 15 (p. 200)
(Office at a command post.)
Hirsch. Roda Roda.
Scene 16 (p. 203)

(Another office.)
A General Staff officer on the phone.
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Scene 17 (p. 204)

(Restaurant Anton Griisser.)

Anton Griisser, restaurateur. Four waiters. Two young waiters. The headwaiter. A
gentleman and a lady. A midget newspaper vendor. Two girls with picture post-
cards. Two women with picture postcards. Man selling flowers. Woman selling
flowers. Woman hawking newspapers. Three customers. A regular. Bambula von
Feldsturm. The Grumbler.

Scene 18 (p. 209)

(Vienna. Schottenring.)
Frau Pollatschek of the IAAH. Frau Rosenberg of the IAAH. Frau Bachstelz of

the CACKV. Frau Funk-Feigl of the CACKV. A disabled veteran on crutches.
Beggar woman. A boy. An infant. A pregnant woman. The Grumbler.

Scene 19 (p. 214)
(Belgrade.)
Alice Schalek. Serbian women laughing. An interpreter.
Scene 2o (p. 215)
(A suburban street.)
An old woman. A lieutenant. The crowd.
Scene 21 (p. 215)
(A suburban apartment.)
'The Liebal family: father, mother, boy. Frau Sikora, a neighbour.
Scene 22 (p. 216)

(Headquarters garrison. A street.)
A captain from the War Press Bureau. A journalist. A corpulent, elderly gentle-
man with side-whiskers and pince-nez, a marshal’s baton in each hand.

Scene 23 (p. 218)

(City centre.)

A disabled veteran with a blind soldier. A hack from the gutter press. A sales rep.
Scene 24 (p. 218)

(During a performance in a theatre in the suburbs.)
Hansi Niese. Her partner. The audience.
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Scene 25 (p. 219)

(The restaurant Wolf in Gersthof.)
Wolf in Gersthof. The inspector general of the Red Cross, Archduke Franz Sal-
vator, his chamberlain, two aristocrats, and little Putzi. A customer. Folksingers.

Scene 26 (p. 220)
The Subscriber and the Patriot.

Scene 27 (p. 221)

(Position near the Uzsock Pass.)
An Austrian general. A Prussian second-lieutenant.

Scene 28 (p. 222)

(Military headquarters. Cinema.)
'The commander in chief of the army, Archduke Friedrich. King Ferdinand of
Bulgaria. A voice calling “Ka-boom!”

Scene 29 (p. 222)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 30 (p. 227)

(Somewhere on the shores of the Adriatic. In the hangar of a seaplane squadron.)
Alice Schalek. The sub-lieutenant of a frigate.

Scene 31 (p. 228)

(In a U-boat that has just surfaced.)
A mate. U-boat officer. Members of the War Press Bureau. Alice Schalek.

Scene 32 (p. 229)

(A factory requisitioned under the emergency regulations of the War Powers Act.)
Military supervisor of the factory. Factory owner.

Scene 33 (p. 232)
(A room in Hofrat Schwarz-Gelber’s house.)
Hofrat and Hofritin Schwarz-Gelber.

Act Il Extras:

Galician refugees, black-marketeers, promenaders, beggars, regular officers, hos-
pital commandants, those in reserved occupations, civilians who have “wangled
it”, the wounded, soldiers, provincial actors, audience, visitors to Semmering,
army suppliers, officers, prostitutes, journalists, customers.
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Act III

Scene 1 (p. 240)

(Vienna. At the corner where the Kdrntnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll.)

Newspaper vendors. Two army profiteers. Four officers. A young girl. A girl. A
woman. Two devotees of the Reichspost. Regular subscriber to the Neue Freie
Presse. The oldest subscriber. A cripple. Poldi Fesch. His companion. Two dis-
abled veterans. The singing of conscripts. Voice of a cabby.

Scene z (p. 242)

(In front of our artillery positions.)
Alice Schalek. The gunner.

Scene 3 (p. 243)

(On the Isonzo front. A command post.)
Lieutenant Fallota. Lieutenant Beinsteller.

Scene 4 (p. 247)
(In Jena.)
Two philosophy students.
Scene s (p. 248)
(Hermannstadt in Transylvania. In front of a closed German bookshop.)
A Prussian infantryman. A German bookseller.
Scene 6 (p. 249)
(In Vinzenz Chramosta’s grocery shop.)
Vincenz Chramosta. Customers. The inspector.
Scene 7 (p. 250)
(Two Commercial Counsellors leaving the Imperial Hotel.)
Commercial Counsellors. Disabled veteran. Cabby. Beggar woman.
Scene 8 (p. 251)
Old Biach.

Scene g (p. 252)

(War Archive.)
Captain. Dérmann. Hans Miiller. Men of letters. Two orderlies.
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Scene 10 (p. 258)
(A chemical laboratory in Berlin.)
Privy Councillor Professor Delbriick.
Scene 11 (p. 258)
(Meeting of the Cheruscan Society in Krems.)
Pogatschnigg. Frau Pogatschnigg. Winfried Hromatka. Kasmader. Ubelhor.
Holomatsch.
Scene 12 (p. 261)
(At a dance in Hasenpoth in Lithuania.)
Baltic gentleman and Baltic lady.
Scene 13 (p. 261)
(Appeal hearing in the district court of Heilbronn)
Public prosecutor. The lady accused. Two persons in the courtroom.
Scene 14 (p. 262)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 15 (p. 265)
(A Protestant church.)
Church superintendent Falke.

Scene 16 (p. 265)
(Another Protestant church.)
Consistory Councillor Rabe.

Scene 17 (p. 266)
(Another Protestant church.)
Pastor Geier.

Scene 18 (p. 267)
(Pilgrimage church.)
Sexton. A visitor.

Scene 19 (p. 268)

(Constantinople. A mosque.)
Two young Berliners. An imam. A lady.
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Scene 20 (p. 270)

(Editorial office in Berlin.)
Alfred Kerr.

Scene 21 (p. 271)

(Consultation room in Berlin.)

Professor Molenaar. A patient.
Scene 22 (p. 271)

(Office at a command post.)

General Staff officer on the telephone. Two old generals. Journalist.
Scene 23 (p. 272)

(Headquarters.)
Archduke Friedrich. The two Buquoys. Adjutant.

Scene 24 (p. 273)
Two devotees of the Reichspost.

Scene 25 (p. 277)

(In front of the War Ministry.)
Two young men.

Scene 26 (p. 277)

(Ringstrasse.)
Fifty draft dodgers.

Scene 27 (p. 277)

(In front of the War Ministry.)
Another two young men.

Scene 28 (p. 278)
(Ministry of Defence.)

Captain. A civilian.

Scene 29 (p. 279)

(Innsbruck. A restaurant.)
Colonel. Colonel’s wife.
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Scene 30 (p. 279)
(Market square in Grodno, Belarus.)
Town hall official. Curtseying girls. Dignitaries. German ofhcials. German ofh-

CErs.

Scene 31 (p. 279)

(Censorship at a German front unit.)

Ofhcer in charge of censorship. Captain. Airman. Senior NCO. Sergeant. Ter-
ritorial reserve. Gun crew. Sixteen drivers. Lieutenant. Reconnaissance airman.
Second-lieutenant. Military bandsman. Lance-corporal. Soldier. Captain in the
medical corps. Gunner. Junior company commander. Acting officer. Sapper.
Volunteer. Major-general.

Scene 32 (p. 282)
(A quiet poet’s retreat in the Styrian Woods.)
Kernstock. Two admirers.

Scene 33 (p. 283)

(At a sector control post.)
Alice Schalek.

Scene 34 (p. 284)
(Berlin, Tiergarten.)

Exchange Professor. National-Liberal Reichstag deputy.
Scene 35 (p. 286)

(Lecture hall in Berlin.)

The poet. The audience.
Scene 36 (p. 287)

(Lecture hall in Vienna.)

The Grumbler. A member of the audience and his wife.
Scene 37 (p. 288)

The Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and the Patriot.

Scene 38 (p. 290)

(In a railway compartment.)
Two sales reps.
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Scene 39 (p. 292)
'The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 40 (p. 293)
(The German spa Gross-Salze.)
Kommerzienrat Ottomar Wilhelm Wahnschaffe. Frau Kommerzienrat Auguste
Wahnschafte. Little Willy and Little Marie. An invisible choir, representing
laughter from abroad. Two wounded soldiers. Two nursemaids.
Children: Hinschen and Trudchen. Hans Adalbert and Annemarie. August
and Guste. Mieze. Klaus and Dolly. Walter and Marga. Little Paul and Little
Pauline. Jochen and Suse. Elsbeth.
A mother. A gentleman. Two fathers. Two little sons.

Scene 41 (p. 306)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 42 (p. 310)
(During the Battle of the Somme. Gateway to a park in front of a villa.)
The German Crown Prince. A company marching past.

Scene 43 (p. 310)
(War Ministry.)
Captain. A civilian.

Scene 44 (p. 311)
(Kastelruth, South 'Tyrol.)
Second-lieutenant Helwig. Another second-lieutenant. Waitress. Duty officer.

Scene 45 (p. 311)
(A Viennese nightspot.)
Rolf, the impromptu poet. Two officers. Frieda Morelli, chanteuse. A voice.
Hungarian cattle dealer. Proprietor of the nightspot. Cloakroom staff and wash-
room attendant. Grain merchant. A regular. Drunken Red Cross official. His
colleague. Army doctor. His colleague. Drunken customer.

Scene 46 (p. 316)
(Night. The Graben in Vienna.)

The Grumbler. A drunkard answering the call of nature.

Act III Extras:
Masked figures and lemurs, promenaders, wounded veterans, the blind, beg-
gars, customers, literary figures, Cheruskans in Krems, dancers in Hasenpoth,
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law-court officials, persons in the courtroom, churchgoers, officers, restaurant
customers, soldiers, audience at a lecture, barmaids, nightspot hostesses, men-
about-town, gentlemen from the Red Cross, Polish legionaries, nightclub staff,
the Nechwatal salon orchestra, the Miskolczy Jancsi gypsy band.

ActIV

Scene 1 (p. 138)

(Vienna. At the corner where the Kdrntnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll.)

Newspaper vendors. Four officers. Countess. Her lady companion. Blind soldier
in a wheelchair. An intellectual. His companion. Poldi Fesch. Baby Fanto. Black
hotel porter. Singing conscripts. Berlin exporter. His companion. A passerby
with hands raised. Another passerby. An officer’s wife. Her companion. Two
walkers. Two devotees of the Reichspost. An oddball. His companion. Lenzer v.
Lenzbruck. Frau Back v. Briisnnerherz. Woman selling flowers. Two gentlemen.
Storm. Friulein Léwenstamm. Friulein Kérmendy. A fare. Cabby.

Scene 2 (p. 322)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 3 (p. 323)

(A railway station near Vienna.)
Aporter. Six Viennese. The Grumbler. The Austrian Face. Someone in the know.

Scene 4 (p. 325)
(Vienna, Kohlmarkt. In front of the window display of a picture gallery.)
Margosches. Wolffsohn.

Scene 5 (p. 326)
The poets: Strobl. Ertl.

Scene 6 (p. 326)
(Student drinking fraternity.)

An alumnus. The members. A recruit.

Scene 7 (p. 328)

(Medical convention in Berlin.)
Psychiatrist. Psychiatric patient. Professor Boas. Professor Zuntz. Professor
Rosenfeld (Breslau). President of the Medical Board. Constable Biiddicke.
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Scene 8 (p. 333)

(Weimar. Gynaecological clinic.)
Professor Henkel. Professor Busse. Female patient. Assistant. Prince of Lippe.
Nurse.

Scene 9 (p. 334)

(A German Reserve Division.)
A colonel.

Scene 10 (p. 334)
(The Isonzo front. Brigade headquarters.)

Alice Schalek. Chorus of officers.
Scene 11 (p. 338)

(Divisional headquarters.)
Commanding ofhcer. Kaiserjigertod. Major.

Scene 12 (p. 339)

(Regiment on the retreat. In a village.)
Kaiserjigertod. Starving soldier. Colonel. Lieutenant Gerl.

Scene 13 (p. 339)
(Hospital near a divisional headquarters.)
Seriously wounded patient. Warden. Singing from nearby.

Scene 14 (p. 340)
(A German Reserve Division.)
A colonel.

Scene 15 (p. 340)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 16 (p. 341)

(Goods station in Debrecen, Hungary.)
Sentry. Lieutenant Beinsteller. Second-lieutenant Sekira.

Scene 17 (p. 341)

(Vienna. Town Hall.)
Official. An applicant.
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Scene 18 (p. 343)

(The Durchhalter family apartment.)
Father, mother, and children.

Scene 19 (p. 343)
The Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and the Patriot.

Scene 20 (p. 343)

(Sofia. A banguet of German and Bulgarian newspaper editors.)
Count Oberndorff, the German ambassador. German and Bulgarian editors.
Kleinecke (Berlin). Steinecke (Hanover).

Scene 21 (p. 345)
(Foreign Ministry.)
Haymerle. Newspaper editor.

Scene 22 (p. 347)

(In the Wahnschaffes’ sitting room.)
Frau Pogatschnigg. Frau Wahnschaffe.

Scene 23 (p. 349)

Three fashionable German ladies.

Scene 24 (p. 350)
The Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and the Patriot.

Scene 25 (p. 351)
(Hindenburg and Ludendorff at lunch.)

Hindenburg and Ludendorff. Paul Goldmann.
Scene 26 (p. 353)

(Semmering. Ridgeway walk.)
'The Honorary Counsellor. Old Biach.

Scene 27 (p. 369)

(Berlin, Tiergarten.)
Padde and Kladde.

Scene 28 (p. 372)

The cinema manager. A female voice.
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Scene 29 (p. 373)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 30 (p. 386)

(Court-martial.)
Captain-Advocate Stanislaus v. Zagorski. The eleven offenders. Officers.

Scene 31 (p. 390)
(Schonbrunn. The Emperor’s study.)
Franz Joseph. The valet on the right. The valet on the left.

Scene 32 (p. 398)

(Kragujevac. Court-martial.)
Lieutenant-Advocate. Clerk.

Scene 33 (p. 398)
(Promenade in Bad Ischl.)
Julius Korngold. Four visitors to the spa. Friulein Lowenstamm. Fraulein Kor-
mendy. Bob Schlesinger. Baby Fanto. Regular subscriber to the Neue Freie
Presse. The oldest subscriber.

Scene 34 (p. 400)

(Police station.)
Inspector. Policeman. Seventeen-year-old girl.

Scene 35 (p. 400)
(Berlin all-night bar.)

A raucous voice. Frieda Gutzke. Katzenellenbogen. Krotoschiner IL

Scene 36 (p. 401)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 37 (p. 404)
(German headquarters.)
Wilhelm II. Generals. Adjutant v. Seckendorff. Three officers. v. Hahnke.
v. Duncker. v. Krickwitz. v. Flottwitz. v. Martius.

Scene 38 (p. 406)
(Winter in the Carpathians.)
Company commander Hiller. Fusilier Helmhake. Two soldiers.
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Scene 39 (p. 407)
(Same location. Hiller’s dugout.)
Junior doctor Miiller. Company commander Hiller.

Scene 40 (p. 408)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 41 (p. 408)

(A military hospital.)
General staff physician. Lieutenant-colonel Demmer v. Drahtverhau. Medical
officer. Sergeant. Padre.

Scene 42 (p. 411)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 43 (p- 414)
(War press quarters.)
Captain. A journalist.

Scene 44 (p. 416)
(Army training unit. Vladimir-Volinski, Ukraine.)
Captain. A clerk.

Scene 45 (p. 416)
(Count Dohna-Schlodien, at home.)
Count Dohna-Schlodien. Twelve reporters.

Act IV Extras:

Masked figures and lemurs, promenaders, wounded veterans, cripples, the
blind, beggars, doctors, officers, troops, hospital patients, sentries, cinema audi-
ence, visitors to a spa, nightspot customers, demimondaines, convalescents, the
wounded, the dying, members of the War Press Bureau.

ActV

Scene 1 (p. 418)

(Evening. At the corner where the Kamntnerstrasse meets the Ring.)

Newspaper vendors. Four officers. Singing conscripts. Poldi Fesch. His compan-
ion. Turi and Ludi. Fallota. Woman selling flowers. Two leg stumps in a ragged
uniform. A whispering voice. An enormous roar.
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Scene 2 (p. 420)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 3 (p. 422)

(In front of the Parliament building.)
A woman who has collapsed from hunger. Pattai the patriot.

Scene 4 (p. 422)
(Foreign Ministry.)

Count Leopold Franz Rudolf Ernest Vinzenz Innocenz Maria. Baron Eduard
Alois Josef Ottokar Ignazius Eusebius Maria.

Scene 5 (p. 424)
(Near Udine.)
Two generals. An infantryman.

Scene 6 (p. 425)

(The base at Fourmies.)
Territorial reservist Liidecke.

Scene 7 (p. 426)

(Circus Busch.)

Pastor Briistlein. Editor in chief Maschke. A dissenting voice. Professor Puppe.
Scene 8 (p. 427)

The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene g (p. 428)

(The esplanade at Bad Ischl.)
The Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse. The Patriot. Old Biach. Visitors.

Scene 10 (p. 435)

(Berlin. A wine restaurant in Kaiserpassage.)
Zulauf, a liberal politician. Ablauf, a liberal politician.

Scene 11 (p. 437)
(General meeting of the Social Democratic wartime election campaign for the

mega-constituency of Teltow-Beskow-Storkow-Charlottenburg.)
Comrade Schliefke (Teltow). A heckler.
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Scene 12 (p. 437)

(Bad Gastein.)
Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse. The Patriot.

Scene 13 (p. 438)

(Office in a command post.)
General Staff officer on the telephone.

Scene 14 (p. 439)
(Battlefield near Saarburg.)
Captain Niedermacher. Major Metzler. Wounded French soldier. German sol-
dier.

Scene 15 (p. 439)
(Near Verdun.)
General Gloirefaisant. Captain Massacré. Colonel Meurtrier.

Scene 16 (p. 440)

(War Press Bureau in Rodaun.)
Alice Schalek. Fellow reporter.

Scene 17 (p. 446)
The Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and the Patriot.

Scene 18 (p. 447)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 19 (p. 448)

(Vienna. Michaelerplatz.)
Chorus of riffraff.

Scene 20 (p. 448)

(Military command post.)
Captain. Clerk.

Scene 21 (p. 449)
(War Ministry.)
Captain. Clerk. Officer cadet.
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Scene 22 (p. 453)

(Provincial government in Brno.)
'The governor. A clerk.

Scene 23 (p. 454)

(In a primary school.)
Teacher Zehetbauer.
The boys: Anderle, Gasselseder, Kotzlik, Merores, Sukfiill, Zitterer.

Scene 24 (p. 456)
(National Tourist Association.)
Reporter. Official.

Scene 25 (p. 457)

(Café on the Ring.)

Mammut. A waiter. Zieselmaus. Walross. Hamster. Nashorn. Tapir. Schakal.
Leguan. Kaiman. Pavian. Kondor. Low. Hirsch. Wolf. Posamentier. Spitzbauch.
Schlechtigkeit. People rushing in. Gollerstepper. Tugendhat. Mastodon. Rau-
bitschek. Vortrefflich. Gutwillig. Aufrichtig. Bestindig. Brauchbar. Toilet atten-
dant. Pollatschek. Lustig. Disabled war veteran. Bernhard Moldauer. Two of his
friends. His wife. His daughter. The uncle. Young profiteer. Restaurant manager.

Scene 26 (p. 461)

(Berlin. Friedrichstrasse.)
Chorus of voices. A youth. A girl. Policeman. Berlin profiteer and Viennese profi-
teer, shoulder to shoulder. Newspaper vendor.

Scene 27 (p. 462)

(High Command garrison. A cabaret.)

Marionettes:

Drunken General Staff officer. Chorus of waiters. Girl on the right. Kohn. Fritzi-
Spritzi. Proprietor. Toilet attendant and cloakroom staff. Fettkéter. Girl on the
left. General Staff officer. Other General Staff officers.

Scene 28 (p. 466)

(Viennese lecture hall.)
The Grumbler. A member of the audience and his wife.

Scene 29 (p. 468)
The Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and the Patriot.



Dramatis Personae 25

Scene 30 (p. 468)

(ITwo Commercial Counsellors emerging from the Imperial Hotel.)
Two Commercial Counsellors. One-armed beggar woman. Cabby. Woman col-
lapsing from hunger. Disabled war veteran.

Scene 31 (p. 470)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 32 (p. 472)
(Reporting to battalion.)
A major. Four soldiers. Lance-corporal.

Scene 33 (p. 473)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 34 (p- 476)

(In the Bohemian village Postabitz.)
A woman.

Scene 35 (p. 476)
(Hospital in Leitmeritz in northern Bohemia.)
Disabled prisoner of war on Red Cross exchange. His neighbour in the next bed.

Scene 36 (p. 476)

(Iransit camp in Galicia for repatriated prisoners of war.)
The friend.

Scene 37 (p- 479)
(After the winter offensive in the Sette Communi on the Italian Front.)
"Two war correspondents. Two soldiers. Captain. Plump figures emerging from
motorcars. The Emperor, wrapped in heavy furs. Colonel. Major.

Scene 38 (p. 481)

(Hofburg Palace. Press office.)
Captain Werkmann. Clerk.

Scene 39 (p. 481)

(Kdrntnerstrasse.)
Archduke Max. Lackey. The tenor. The crowd. Newspaper vendor.
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Scene 40 (p. 482)

(A side street.)
A blind soldier and his little daughter. Disabled veteran with a hurdy-gurdy.
Second-lieutenant.

Scene 41 (p. 482)
(Army High Command.)

A major. Another major.

Scene 42 (p. 483)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 43 (p- 489)

(Vienna. Stadtpark.)

An enormous crowd. Newspaper vendors. Two ladies. Gentleman. Husband
and his beloved spouse. Fat black-marketeer. His girl. A companion. Voice of a
sceptic. Friaulein Kérmendy. Fraulein Léwenstamm. A man about town and a
snooty lady. Three speakers. Two groups. Someone who arrives panting. Elderly
gentleman. Young man in belted coat. His friend. Stefli. Agitator. Representa-
tive of the film company. Restaurant proprietor.

Scene 44 (p. 492)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 45 (p. 495)
(Innsbruck. Maria Theresienstrasse.)
Butcher’s boy. Girl with sabre. Officer without sabre. Two other officers. Two
policemen. Military inspector.
Scene 46 (p. 496)
Two devotees of the Reichspost, asleep.

Scene 47 (p. 498)

(First-class compartment.)
Lieutenant-colonel Maderer von Mullatschak.

Scene 48 (p. 499)

(At 3,000 metres.)
Officer cadet. Alice Schalek.



Dramatis Personae 27

Scene 49 (p. 499)
The Optimist and the Grumbler.

Scene 50 (p. 500)

(Swiss mountain railway.)
Gog & Magog. Trudchen.

Scene 51 (p. 505)
(A barracks in Siberia.)
Siberian prisoners of war. Austrian captain.

Scene 52 (p. 505)

(Vienna. Northern Railway Station.)

Wounded soldiers on a prisoner-of-war exchange. Various voices. Spielvogel
and Zawadil. Eisnerv. Eisenhof. Hofrat and Hofritin Schwarz-Gelber. Wilhelm
Exner. Dobner v. Dobenau. Riedl. Stukart. Sieghart. Landesberger. A mother.
Her daughter. Dr. Charas. Flora Dub. Stiassny and Stiassny. Three Honorary
Counsellors. Sukfiill. Birinski and Gliicksmann. Hans Miiller. Putzker. Hugo
Heller. Newspaper editor.

Scene 53 (p. 508)

(A deserted street.)
Corybants and maenads.

Scene 54 (p. 508)
The Grumbler at his desk.

Scene 55 (p. 517)

(Ceremonial banquet at the headquarters of an army corps.)

Austrian general. Prussian colonel. Orderly. Major-general. Colonel. Lieutenant-
colonel. Major. Captain of Horse. Duty officer. Telephone ofhicer. Captains.
Lieutenants. Second-lieutenants. Chief supply officer. Senior medical officer.
Regimental doctor. Senior military prosecutor. Field chaplain and field rabbi.
Artillery officer. Intelligence officer. Géza von Lakkati de Némesfalva et Kutja-
felegfaluszég. Romuald Kurzbauer. Stanislaus von Zakrychiewicz. Petri¢i¢.
Iwaschko. Koudjela. Baggage officer Felix Bellak. Wowes. German General Staff
officer. German captain. Two Prussian captains. Two Prussian lieutenants. Prus-
sian second-lieutenant. Two war correspondents. Sister Paula and Sister Lud-

milla. Orderly. The band.
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Act V Extras:

Rows of the wounded and the dead, playboys, beggars, members of the Upper
House, rucksacks, knapsacks and bodies crammed in a tram, troops, participants
in an enormous rally, passersby in Berlin’s Kaiserpassage, constituency election
campaign members, German and French soldiers and officers, German pris-
oners of war, the wounded, coffechouse customers, armadillos, girls in insect-
like costume, waiters and waitresses, race-card vendors, a procession of ruffians,
middlemen, operetta singers, bohemians, faith healers, ponces, rent-boys, pros-
titutes, swindlers, pimps, black-marketeers, street-walkers, General Staff officers,
war profiteers, nightspot hostesses, audience at a lecture, promenaders, hospi-
tal patients, remnants of a regiment, travellers amidst their luggage, passengers
on a Swiss mountain railway, members of the society Laurels for Our Heroes,
officials, those serving refreshments to the wounded, journalists, Austrian and
German ofhcers, military supplies staff, apparitions.

Speaking apparitions:

The boy Lobodan Ljubinkovits (d. 1915); A war correspondent; The 19-year-old
and the 21-year-old; Two military judges; A senior military judge; Captain
Prasch; An Uhlan lieutenant; The gas masks; The soldiers who have frozen to
death; The old Serbian peasant; The flames; The 1,200 horses; Leonardo da
Vinci; The children from the Lusitania; The dogs of war; The dying forest; The
mothers; The Austrian Face; The Ravens; Women auxiliaries; The unborn son.

Epilogue: The Final Night (p. 553)

Dying soldier. Male gas masks. Female gas masks. General. First war correspon-
dent. Second war correspondent. The dying man. A sergeant. A blinded man.
Female war correspondent. Wounded soldier. The Death’s Head hussar. No-
wotny von Eichensieg. Dr. Ing. Abendrot. Fressak, a hyena. Naschkatz, a hyena.
Chorus of the hyenas. Lord of the Hyenas. Three gossip columnists. Voices from
above. Voices from below. Two orderlies. Film cameramen. A voice from above.

The voice of God.



PROLOGUE

Scene 1

Vienna. At the corner where the Kéirntnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll. The evening of a summer public holiday. A throng of people,
all wanting to be part of the action.

NEWS VENDOR Ex-tra-aaedi-shun! Arsh-duke ass-ass-inated! Mur-draar-
rested!

SECOND NEWS VENDOR Ex-tra-aaedi-shun—! Neue Freie Presse! Sarajevo
blood-bath! Mur-dra a Serb!

PASSERBY (to his wife) Not a Jew, God be praised.
wiFE Let’s go home! (She pulls him away.)

FIRST OFFICER Evening, Powolny! Well, what d’ya say? Supper at the Gar-
tenbau?

SECOND OFFICER (with walking stick) Don’t-ya know it’s closed?
FIRST OFFICER (taken aback) Closed?

THIRD OFFICER Well, I'll be blowed!

SECOND OFFICER Closed, I'm tellin-ya.

FIRST OFFICER Sowhatd’ya say then?

SECOND OFFICER We'll just have to eat at Hopfner’s.

FIRST OFFICER Of course—but I meant, what d’ya say about the political
situation. You're the expert—

SECOND OFFICER Well, it'll shake things up a bit (brandishes his cane) —no
bad thing—can do no harm —about time too—

FIRST OFFICER What a dashing fellow you are! But y’know who'll really go
wild—Fallota, he’s always saying—

FOURTH OFFICER (joins them, laughing) Evening Nowotny, evening Po-
korny, evening Powolny — the very man! You know all about politics. Come on,
tell us, what d’ya think?

SECOND OFFICER Well, that rabble has simply got out of hand.

29
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THIRD OFFICER Y know what?—That’s spot on.

FOURTH OFFICER Absolutely—Iwas ata bash in the mess last night— ! D’ya
see the latest Schonpflug cartoon? Fantabulous!

SECOND OFFICER Fallota—now there’s a patriot for you, never stops saying
it’s not enough just doing your duty, at times you've actually got to be patriotic.
When he gets something into his head there’s no stopping him. Know what I
think? We might just have to sweat it out for a bit. Suits me!

THIRD OFFICER So, let’s go along to Hopiner’s, shall we?
FOURTH OFFICER Look, d'ya recognize those broads there?

SECOND OFFICER Know Schlepitschkavon Schlachtentreu? What an intel-
lect! Reads every word of the Presse and knows it all back to front. Says we should
read it too. We're for peace, apparently, but not for peace at all costs. Think that’s
true? (A barmaid passes by.) Look, that’s the one I told you about—had her the
other night—for free. (The actor Fritz Werner goes past.) My compliments!

THIRD OFFICER Idon'tthink I know him.
SECOND OFFICER Getaway! You don't know him? Werner?!

THIRD OFFICER O, fantastic! Know what I thought? I thought it was Treu-
mann!

FIRST OFFICER Getaway! How can you mix up Treumann with Werner?!

SECOND OFFICER You've obviously never studied logic—it was the other
way round —he mixed up Werner with Treumann.

THIRD OFFICER Y'know whatI—no, hangon (ponders) —know what I really
think? Husarenblut is a cut above Herbstmanéver!

SECOND OFFICER Getaway!

FIRST OFFICER You're the intellectual, so tell me —

FOURTH OFFICER Of course it was Werner!

FIRST OFFICER You're the intellectual, so—

SECOND OFFICER So?

FIRST OFFICER Eversee Der lachende Ehemann? Know Marischka?
SECOND OFFICER Afraid not.

FIRST OFFICER Know Storm?

SECOND OFFICER Of course!

FOURTH OFFICER Let’s go, no point hanging round here with all the high
and mighty. Let’s go to Hopfner’s since the Gartenbau is—
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THIRD OFFICER Know Glawatsch too? (Exeunt, in conversation.)

NEWS VENDOR (comes running) Taghlatt— Heir to throne and wife assassi-
nated —read all about it!

SALES REPRESENTATIVE What are we going to do with the rest of the eve-
ning?

SECOND SALES REPRESENTATIVE They say the Venedig is still open.
FIRST Right, sowe take a tram down to the Venedig.

SECOND I'm not sure, I'm all on edge until we hear the results—

FIRST We'll hear down there! Over in the Imperial the racing tip was Mel-
pomene, all day yesterday, nothing but Melpomene. But what a bunch, you
know as well as I do—it’s taught me a lesson and cost me a packet—there’s
Fischl! (He calls across the boulevard.) Fischl!—Melpomene?

FIscHL Nota hopel!

FIRST Oh, go to hell!

FIscHL After you! Glaukopis first, Melpomene second.
A VIENNESE (to his wife) But I'm telling you, nobody liked the Archduke —

His WiFE Maryand Joseph! Why ever not?
THE VIENNESE Because he wasn’t popular. Riedl himself told me — (Exeunt.)

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER TO NEUE FREIE PRESSE (inconversation with its
oldest subscriber) Now we're in for it!

OLDEST SUBSCRIBER In for what? (Looks around.) Things can only get
better. It'll be like it was under the Empress Maria Theresa. Mark my words!

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER So you say!
OLDEST SUBSCRIBER That’s what I'm telling you!

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER lhopeyou'eright! But—for heaven’s sake — Serbial!
My youngest boy!

OLDEST SUBSCRIBER In the first place, war is unthinkable in this day and
age —and secondly, why would it be your son they call up? Aren't there plenty
of others? (Murmurs) God, Thou art just! I can’t wait for tomorrow’s editorial.
Benedikt will find words he’s never found before, even his editorial when Mayor
Lueger died will pale in comparison. At long last he’ll be able to say what he
really thinks —with caution, of course. But he’ll speak from the heart, to every-
one, even the goys—you’ll see —, even the higher goys, even the highest goys—
especially the highest! He knows what’s at stake, always did.
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REGULAR SUBSCRIBER We shouldn't tempt providence. Maybe there’s no
risk of war.

OLDEST SUBSCRIBER You pessimist! (Exeunt.)
SOME DRUNKS (force their way through the throng) Haaalooo! Down with
Serbia! Let 'em have it! Smash ‘em to pieces! Long live Habsburg!

FOUR YOUNG MEN ARM IN ARM WITH THEIR GIRLS (sing) “Prince
Eugene made a bridge, a bridge he made, So they crossed the river and took
Belgrade—"

crowbD Three cheers! (Fritz Werner returns, waving in acknowledgment.)
Three cheers for Werner!

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM Go on, ask him now.

FRAULEIN KORMENDY (approaching) I'm a great admirer, and I wonder if
I could ask you for your—

(Werner takes out a note pad, signs, and hands her the sheet. Exit.)

He was so sweet.

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM Did helook at you? Let’s get out of this crowd —
and all because of the assassination. Storm is the only one I really fancy. (Exeunt.)

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aaedi-shun—! Arsh-duke Franz Ferdinand —

INTELLECTUAL It'll be a tremendous loss for the theatres. The Volkstheater
was completely sold out—

His wiFE That’s an evening ruined, and no mistake. We should have stayed
in, but no, you always have to go out—

INTELLECTUAL I'mamazedatyouregoism,'d never have thoughtyou could
be so totally lacking in social awareness.

H1s WIFE You think I'm not interested? Of course I'm interested. There’s no
point eating in the Volksgarten if there’s to be no music anyway. We might as
well go straight to Hartmann’s—

INTELLECTUAL Allyouthinkofisfood!Ata time like this, who cares—they’ll
pull out all the stops—wait and see.

HIS WIFE Aslong as we get a place where we can see.

INTELLECTUAL It'll be a funeral there’s never been the like of before! I still
remember Crown Prince Rudolph’s— (Exeunt.)

POLDI FESCH (to his companion) Were out on the town tonight— yesterday
I was out partying with the Sascha Film people, tomorrow I'm bingeing with—
(Exeunt.)
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POLICEMAN Keep to the left, please! To the left!

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Reichspost! Second edi-shun! Heir to the throne and
his wife assassinated!

PETTY BOURGEOIS Liveand letlive! Of course, for the man in the street the
Archduke wasn’t the right type. And I'll tell you why. Your ordinary Viennese
is used to doing things his own way, that’s why. But He, on the other hand—
Hadrawa spotted Him once —incognito, of course — paying a taxi fare and tip-
ping, just like you or me, but—here’s the thing—not a groschen more.

SECOND PETTY BOURGEOIS Goon!

PETTY BOURGEOIS Andeven in the posh stores he never paid over the odds.
Not him! Do you think he would let the likes of us put one over on him? He’d
have sorted us out! After all, how are we to survive? He didn’t miss a trick. You
can bet your life! It’s all a matter of temperament. Live and let live, I say, or die
in the attempt. And for why? The man in the street—

NEWS VENDOR Ex-tra-aaedi-shun—!
PETTY BOURGEOIS Let’s have one. How much?
NEWS VENDOR 'Ten cents.

PETTY BOURGEOIS For this bilge! Extortionate! And nothing but empty
waffle. Hey—look at that girl, neat, eh? Look at the curves! Leaves my old lady
standing—no comparison!

SECOND PETTY BOURGEOIS Geta grip! She’s a protestute!

PETTY BOURGEOIS Look, there’s a crowd outside the Hotel Bristol, let’s go
and see. Must be some celebrity. (Exeunt.)

PoLICEMAN Keep to the left, please, to the left!

REPORTER (to companion) Here we can really put our finger on the pulse of
public opinion. Look, the news had spread like wildfire across the boulevard,
wave upon wave. All at once the merry hustle and bustle which ordinarily fills
the air at this hour was silenced. On every face one read despondency, a sense
of utter shock, above all a numb sadness. Complete strangers addressing one
another, people forming little groups and scrambling for the extra editions—

SECOND REPORTER Here’s how I would put it: Under the trees lining the
Ringstrasse you could see groups of people who wanted to be part of the action,
discussing what had happened. Policemen dispersed the groups, declaring they
would not permit any further gatherings. Whereupon groups began to converge,
and became a dense and impressive mass—look, over there!
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(An altercation between a cabby and his passenger in front of the Hotel Bristol,
passersby take sides, boos, and cries of “Shame!”)

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aaedi-shun—! Heir to throne and consort
murdered by conspirators!

cABBY Butsurely, on a day like this, your honour—!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 2

Café Pucher. The same evening shortly before midnight. The coffeehouse is almost
empty; only two tables occupied. At one, a senior Bankverein official has just sat
down. At the other, two bald-headed gentlemen, each smoking a cigar with card
mouthpiece, immersed in the comic magazines. The girl at the till is asleep. A
waiter waves his napkin in front of her face as a joke. Another is being chased out
of the kitchen by the coffee-chef brandishing a dishcloth, at which the cook and
headwaiter start to laugh.

HEADWAITER EDUARD Where d’you think you are—in some corner café?
Shame on you! The ministers are reading, shame on you, and Friulein Paula’s
trying to sleep!

BANKER Hey, youl!

EDUARD Herr von Geiringer?

BANKER A Trabucco and the extra edition!

EDUARD (takes a box of cigars and the paper from his inside coat pocket and
says) A nice Trabucco and something to raise the spirits!

BANKER Wasnobody in tonight? Why’s it so dead? Not even Dr. Gomperz?
EDUARD No one, Herr von Geiringer.
BANKER Nobody telephoned?

EDUARD No, nobody yet. At least, with this fine weather—it may be that over
the holiday the gentlemen are out of town —

BANKER What holiday is it today?

EDUARD Peterand Paul, Herr von Geiringer.
(While the two continue their conversation, a stranger has come in. He sits at a
table facing the two older gentlemen. A waiter brings coffee.)

STRANGER Waiter, who are the two gentlemen there, they look very famil-
lar—

FRANZ (bending over) That’s the ministers’ regular table. The gentleman with
the pince-nez, the one reading the Kleine Witzblatt, that’s His Excellency the
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Minister of the Interior, and the gentleman with the pince-nez studying Pschiitt,
that’s His Excellency the Prime Minister.

STRANGER Really! And are they only here on account of what’s happened,
or are they regulars?

FRANZ Almosteveryevening. Their Excellencies are —essentially—bachelors,
you see.

STRANGER Really! And who is the gentleman who's just joined them?
FRANZ Ab, is he there already—that’s His Excellency the Head of the Cabi-
net Ofhice.

STRANGER Really!
(Franz rushes off and brings the Head of the Cabinet Office a lemonade and the
Interessante Blatt. After a pause:)

PRIME MINISTER (putting down the caricatures in Pschiitt) Nothing special
today.

MINISTER OF THE INTERIOR (yawns and says) Boring!
PRIME MINISTER Days like this really drag on!
HEAD OF CABINET OFFICE 'The dog days are on us.

PRIME MINISTER (after a reflective pause) I think we might need to issue a
communiqué after all. Given the measures the government envisages in light
of the situation created by recent events, and after exhaustive discussion by the
assembled cabinet members etcetera, etcetera.

MINISTER OF THE INTERIOR Where feasible.

PRIME MINISTER Eduard!

MINISTER OF THE INTERIOR So what measures shall we take?
PRIME MINISTER Thatwill depend on the communiqué. Eduard!
EDUARD Excellency?

PRIME MINISTER Aren’t there any new ones today? Bring the —what’s it
called?

EDUARD (searching among the comic magazines on the table) Is something
missing, Excellency? You're right!

(He goes to the newspaper shelves. Meanwhile the Banker crosses to the Min-
isters’ table, where the Minister of the Interior has stood up, and engages him
in conversation. Eduard beckons to the waiter Franz, who has just been chased
from the kitchen with a dishcloth and is starting to wave his napkin in the sleep-
ing till-girl’s face.)
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EDUARD Are you still at it? Like you're in some corner café? Shame on youl!
(He continues searching on the newspaper shelves.) What have you done with
the illustrateds—yet again! The Bombe for the ministers’ table!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 3

Office of the Imperial Chamberlain, Prince Montenuovo. At a desk sits Hofrat
Nepalleck, reporting on the telephone to the Cabinet Office about the measures
taken to restrict attendance at the Royal Funeral. He is continuously bowing to
the instrument, almost crawling into it.

NEPALLECK Funeral Third Class—of course, Your Excellency—Your Ex-
cellency can rest assured — Prince Montenuovo seized the initiative at once—
Pardon? Pardon, Your Excellency, what was that? This is such a bad line again
today— Damnation, operator! This is an official call —it’s scandalous! — Pardon,
Your Excellency, we were interrupted —yes—yes —yes—at your service — it will
be seen to—but of course —put them off—all of them — naturally— the Prince
seized the initiative at once—of course—the Prince will be delighted—the
Prince’s sentiments entirely— Your Excellency can rely on that—no, no, none
of the monarchs are coming to pay their respects—nor any of the Royal families’
members—no, no, nor any relatives either—naturally—Pardon? — No, they all
wanted to come — but no one will now—a Grand Duke was all set to, but fortu-
nately we managed to prevent it in time —that would be the last straw —if they
started offering explanations so as to avoid war at all costs—Pardon? —not cut
off again! Damnation, what a shambles! —yes, the English too—no, no one—no
courtiers at all —only ambassadors and so on —and only a select few, of course —
those we can’t say no to—it’s all in hand—all nicely screened and sifted —as
far as was feasible —a question of the available space —tiny chapel — Lord, how
we laughed! —the wording? —Just a moment. (Takes a piece of paper from his
pocket.) “Restrictions on number of delegates representing foreign courts and
military delegates, owing to considerations of the available space —” Pardon? —
naturally, of course it will be a most bitter disappointment, no participation of
the military, neither official nor in general — Pardon, Your Excellency? In Bel-
grade? Oh well, they’ll find it very odd—absolutely, so if it makes them even
more insolent—we’ve no objections, have we, Your Excellency?— Just so!

Ah, spoton, Your Excellency, splendid, Funeral Third Class, No Smoking —
marvellous idea, I must tell the Prince, the Prince will split his sides—as it is, the
anointing of the bodies has given us nothing but trouble —yes, the Bohemian
nobility, making rather too many demands, those gentlemen —His old cronies
and all the relatives—how did we respond? — Prince Montenuovo seized the ini-
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tiative at once. Quite simple: apart from His Majesty’s entourage and officials, at
most only the children’s guardian to be admitted — Pardon? The children? —no,
the Prince is against that on account of the seating arrangements— Pardon? Yes,
they want to process on foot— naturally, not to the Prince’s liking at all —almost
a demonstration — Exactly, like the unemployed! I must tell the Prince, he’ll
split his sides—How do you mean, Your Excellency? Couldn't care a hoot? Oh
absolutely, or two hoots! —But of course, not a word!—all the formalities will
have been observed — His Majesty’s need of rest, pure and simple— Let them say
what they like and be damned!— of course —Funeral of Heir to Throne to be
'Third Class, basta! —no need to put ourselves out—a propos, Excellency hasn't
heard the latest impertinence from His office?— They claim that according to
Spanish ceremonial we should be responsible for the burial in Artstetten, not
only for the transport to the Western Railway Station —the cheek of it! Accord-
ing to protocol we are only responsible for the Habsburg Tomb, the Capuchin
Crypt—end of story! — But of course the Prince seized the initiative at once and
told them they should be grateful we're even bringing the body to the Western
Station. Everything else is up to the Municipal Funeral Service —or the Society
for Life Eternal, just so— of course, at any rate doing it on the cheap —or as He
would have liked, out of piety, exactly! I must tell the Prince, the Prince will split
his sides—no, informal, small intimate reception —Need we engage any extra
help? None at all, we get rid of the lot—That’s true, sweated labour—of course
if it had been up to me, I was against it from the start, bringing that Chotek
woman’s corpse back in the same train—1I always say, in cases like that, if you
hadn’t climbed up, you wouldn’t have fallen down—but alas—yes, quite, the
Prince’s good heart—and in addition, as Your Excellency is aware, His Imperial
Majesty intervened, so there was nothing to be done —anyhow, at least we man-
aged to rectify matters to the extent of having her coflin displayed at a lower level
than his—To be sure, it won’t be pleasant tomorrow at the Southern Railway Sta-
tion—but no crowd at least—Pardon? Oh quite, not like catching an excursion
train on a Sunday, exactly, I must tell the Prince, the Prince will — Sorry? Sorry?

Ah yes, the newspapers? They’ve had their instructions, all of them, play
it low key. Watchword: No ostentation but silent mourning or whatever—
I couldn’t care less—Pardon, Your Excellency? As silent as the —excellent, I
must tell the Prince, the Prince will —Pardon? Yes, delighted that the Cabinet
Office is just as deeply grieved as the Office of the Imperial Chamberlain—
the Prince will split his sides— Some of the variety theatres wanted to know if
they should cancel their performances. Answer: the Court has not yet decreed
any official period of mourning, so it’s left to the discretion of each establish-
ment—nice, eh? —one can imagine their discretion! — certainly friend Wolf in
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Gersthof needn’t shed any more tears than we do. But Venedig in Wien, that’l]
be of interest to the Prince, they had the sense not to ask and simply decided
the show must go on. Good Lord, in these hard times who's to begrudge them
their bit of business and fun—live and let live, of course—Oh quite, certainly,
not just us alone but the whole Empire —the whole Empire —just so, everyone
shares the same feeling, very true, the show must go on—What? Damnation,
not again—more interference! —very true, people want to relax and enjoy them-
selves —that’s exactly right, the Grim Reaper will appear soon enough —live and
let live — people want to see happy, smiling faces, otherwise they’ll start making
faces—yes indeed, anyone who can’t put on a friendly face doesn’t deserve to
hold high office! —of course, in that respect we need have no fears for the future,
thank goodness. —Pardon? What of the Prince, the new one? Or rather, the
former future Imperial Chamberlain? The late favourite has passed on, gone
to meet his Maker, may God bless Him, the Devil take him, well, it was a very
singular bereavement, at any rate the only one deeply afflicted by it is—no, he
won'’t be honouring us with a visit any more —Pardon?

Those who were with him in Sarajevo? Harrach? Might have been. Didn't
they say “he protected him with his own body”?—they certainly pulled rank
down there —Morsey apparently had a go at a policeman, why hadn’t he ar-
rested one of the perpetrators, but he simply replied, cool as you like, “Attend to
your own affairs, Lieutenant!” — The police in Sarajevo simply did their duty, no
more, no less— The gendarmerie —how many were there? Prince Montenuovo
seized the initiative with Tisza at the time, but all the necessary precautionary
measures were already in hand. Six for his personal protection —surely more
than enough!—Exactly, a quite reasonable compromise for the two hundred
he was granted for Konopiste, to stop honourable members of the public from
walking on the grass—That certainly pleased him, waste of money though it
was— Pardon? The Foreign Office are already on the rampage? But of course,
it’s the best pretext imaginable for declaring war, of course — At last, at last! — It'll
be interesting to see how long their investigations last in that nest of vipers—
another fair compromise, six gendarmes for Sarajevo, so we just need a few
more for Belgrade! —absolute rabble! —But of course, we're as pure as the driven
snow in comparison — True, he had premonitions of danger, but we bolstered his
courage, an officer is not afraid! —just so, he was in God’s hand until the day he
died —there was no avoiding it, I know, I know, but we must exact retribution
now it’s happened! —exactly, afterwards one simply has to do one’s stuff, yes,
yes, it has its good side too, at home and abroad —a settling of accounts—Oh
yes, Conrad can now seize—but of course they’ll love it! We must demand sat-
isfaction, any child can see that, it’s the last straw! —a question of prestige if ever
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there was one —we’ll carry it through—but of course —Pardon? But of course,
that’s where the Germans will come to our rescue —namely, we are for peace,
though not for peace at all costs—no, Your Excellency, no chance of getting
away on leave, how could I?—that’s how it is, nothing to be done, I'm spared
nothing—once again, of course, you can put your mind at rest—1I shall pass it
on—profound thanks, Your humble servant, Your Excellency!

Scene 4
As before.
USHER Beg pardon, Hofrat—a visitor.
NEPALLECK Who?
USHER (timidly) Ah, one of the—ah —other—

NEPALLECK (imperiously) There are no others! Those times are past! Didn't |
tell you that if anyone comes—

USHER Beg pardon—he says it’s only an inquiry.

NEPALLECK I'd like to know what there still is to inquire about. Let’s have
him in then. (Exit usher.)

Scene 5
Enter an old manservant of the late Archduke.
NEPALLECK (between clenched teeth) What do you want?

OLD MANSERVANT Your humble servant, Hofrat, sir, —ah—in the circum-
stances, I'm not sure if —that is to say—in other circumstances—

NEPALLECK Outwith it, what is it you want?

MANSERVANT Well, the calamity, the dreadful calamity—is it not, Hofrat,

sir’—and I who was already in service under His Imperial Highness —as was—
Archduke Ludwig, God rest his soul —

NEPALLECK Abha, to put it in a nutshell, you're an itinerant valet—well, my
dear fellow, put the notion right out of your head, there are no jobs going here!

MANSERVANT (in tears) No no, Hofrat—no no, Hofrat—
NEPALLECK What? The cheek of it!

MANSERVANT Butno, Hofrat—I don’t want—I don’t want—
NEPALLECK Whatdo you want then?

MANSERVANT But no—the Archduke was a strict master, it’s true —but His
Highness was—strict—and —good —but so—
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NEPALLECK My dear chap, let’s have none of your cock-and-bull stories
here —tell us what you want from us!

MANSERVANT Iwantnothing, Hofrat, nothing, nothing, nothing at all —just
to speak —just to speak— just to speak —before his corpse, one last time —

NEPALLECK (raising his voice) I've no time to speak to you, capito?
(Disturbed by the noise, Prince Montenuovo rushes in from the right, his face
distorted with rage.)

Scene 6
MONTENUOVO What’s going on? Ah ha, one of them here! You there, clear
oft! None of you lot will find a job here. Out, quick!

MANSERVANT (astonished) I—oh, sweet Jesus—I only want to—to be of ser-
vice, Your Serene Highness— (Exit.)

Scene 7
MONTENUOVO You know very well this isn't a refuge for the homeless,
Hofrat—and now that I have seized the initiative—I just want some peace!

NEPALLECK Your Highness can rest assured, it won’t happen again, the fel-
low only wanted —

MONTENUOVO Idon'tgiveadamn. Justdon'tlet me see any of that Belvedere
crew taken on here! —How many invitations?

NEPALLECK Forty-eight.
MONTENUOVO Whatdid you say?

NEPALLECK Oh, a thousand pardons, I was thinking of tomorrow evening,
Twenty-six.

MONTENUOVO Strike off the six. (Exit.)

NEPALLECK Verygood. (Sits down again at his desk.)

Scene 8
Prince Weikersheim, closely followed by usher.

USHER Please, Your Serene Highness, I'm under the strictest instructions not
to admit any officials from the Belvedere —

PRINCE WEIKERSHEIM What's that? Instructions? What? Does one need
an appointment here? (Exit usher. Nepalleck remains sitting at his desk with-
out looking up. The Prince, after an interval) You there! (After a further interval,
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louder) You there! What—what’s the meaning of this? (Shouting) You there,
on your feet!

NEPALLECK (casually turns his head) Good day, good day.

PRINCE WEIKERSHEIM (flabbergasted, after an interval) What—what’s
that? So— quickly — (pointedly) you there, you know who I am?

NEPALLECK Issomething the matter? Of course, I know. You are the former
Baron Bronn, now elevated to Prince von Weikersheim.

PRINCE WEIKERSHEIM And you, you are a—And him in there, your su-
perior! (Exit, slamming the door behind him.)

Scene 9

NEPALLECK (laughs convulsively. The telephone rings.) Your humble servant,
Your Excellency, just a moment ago one of them — (Montenuovo puts his head
round the door, quick as a flash Nepalleck turns round.) At your service, Your
Highness—

(Change of scene.)

Scene 10

Southern Railway terminal. In the pale morning light, a lobby from which one
can see, through a wide doorway, the hall-cum-waiting room reserved for members
of the court. Black drapes everywhere. In the middle, initially just visible for those
outside, two sarcophagi, one placed somewhat lower than the other, surrounded
by tall candlesticks with burning candles. Wreaths. Prie-dieux. Black-liveried foot-
men are lighting the last candles and preparing for the reception of the mourners.
The throng in the foreground and the just visible part of the staircase is being held
back by policemen. Dignitaries, officials in various uniforms appear, remain in the
foreground or disappear towards the waiting room, exchanging silent or whispered
greetings. A continuous coming and going. A delegation of municipal councillors
in full evening dress appears. Hofrat Nepalleck enters, to all appearances very
downcast, and receives numerous condolences from those present. This and the fol-
lowing events take place in the half-light. The conversations are those of shadows.

NEPALLECK It'sthe mostterrible thing, Prince Montenuovo is quite disconso-
late that his indisposition prevents him from personally attending this illustrious
memorial ceremony. Count Orsini-Rosenberg is also confined to his bed. What
a catastrophe has befallen us! Here on the right, the most resplendent wreath
with chrysanthemums on the coffin of Her Most Serene Highness, the late arch-
duchess, is from the Prince.
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(A tall gentleman, his attire and demeanour reflecting deep mourning, ap-
proaches Nepalleck and sympathetically presses his hand.)

ANGELO EISNER V. EISENHOF He was my friend. I was close to him. For
instance, at the opening of the Adriatic Exhibition. But what is my grief com-
pared with yours, my dear Hofrat! What you must have gone through these past
few days!

NEPALLECK [am spared nothing.

(In the meantime the door opposite has opened and one can see the hall filling
up with preeminent representatives of the court, the government, and the church.
A master of ceremonies shows each to his allotted place. In the foreground, con-
tinuing up to the commencement of the religious ceremony, more participants
and would-be observers keep streaming in, presenting their invitations and being
either admitted or turned away. Several ladies of the higher nobility are escorted
out by a steward. lTen gentlemen, in frock coats, are led with due deference and
without having to show their credentials past the waiting crowd as far as the door
of the waiting room, where they remain lined up in such a way that they can ob-
serve all that happens while almost completely blocking the view of those outside.
From the moment of their appearance, the sarcophagi are hidden from sight.
While each of the ten takes out a notepad, two officials approach the group and
introduce themselves as follows.)

zZAWADIL Spielvogel.
SPIELVOGEL Zawadil

BOTH (speakingtogether) A dismal morning. We've been here since six to make
the arrangements.

ANGELO EISNER V. EISENHOF (joins them and speaks intently with one
of the ten. They all begin to write. He points to various figures who crane their
necks and try to push forward through the rows of people. He motions to each in
reassurance, gesturing towards the ten and miming the act of writing, as if to sig-
nal that their presence has been duly noted. Meanwhile Hofrat Schwarz-Gelber
and his wife have managed to get close to those writing and to tap one of them
on the shoulder.)

HOFRAT SCHWARZ-GELBER & HOFRATIN SCHWARZ-GELBER No
power on earth could have kept us from being here in person.

ANGELO EISNER V. EISENHOF (turning away with an indignant look, to
Dobner v. Dobenau standing beside him) People like that are out of place at a
religious ceremony. Probably their first time. What will my friend Lobkowitz
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think—there, he’s just looking across. (He gestures repeatedly in greeting.) Ah,
he’s spotted me but he didn’t recognize me.

DOBNER V. DOBENAU (hisexpression glacial, slowly) As Lord High Steward
I should rightly be in there with the pillars of society.

COUNT LIPPAY After my artistic triumph with my portrait of the Pope, as
Count Palatine I had frequent opportunity to draw His Holiness’s attention to
the piety of the illustrious deceased, while as Papal Chamberlain pointing out
that his piety remained unshakeable in spite of all such events, which His Holi-
ness was pleased to acknowledge and approve.

EISNER V. EISENHOF Well, well, Lipschitz, you here too? Our fathers in
Pilsen would never have imagined in their wildest dreams—

COUNT LIPPAY Not a word, Baron, not a word, all water under the bridge.
You know as well as I do: a prophet in his own country . . . and all roads lead to
Rome. But have you not seen my sons, Count Franz and Count Erwein?

DOBNER V. DOBENAU As Lord High Steward I should rightly be —

CAFE PROPRIETOR RIEDL At the Adriatic Exhibition I had dealings with
His Imperial Highness—as a patriot and simple business man I served him his
coffee in person, and why not? —that’s not beneath me, even if people do know
who I am —his noble endeavours to promote expansion of the fleet always had
my warm support, as chairman of the committee and in the spirit of Tegetthoff,
to continue undaunted along the path on which we had already embarked.

DR. CHARAS Under my direction the First Aid Service has also turned out
for this occasion, though there have not yet been many opportunities to assist.

HEAD OF SECURITY STUKART As head of the Security Service my pres-
ence is required as a matter of course. Quite apart from my social prestige, my
attention was inevitably drawn to the purely criminalistic aspect of the case,
which I can approach quite objectively since it concerns a murder which no
one can accuse me of using to boost my own reputation. In Vienna such a thing
would be impossible. I cannot deny that my esteemed colleague in Sarajevo, up
to the time of the assassination itself, employed tactics similar to those which
have repeatedly worked well for us here, namely, either to remain ignorant of a
planned crime or to allow it to come to full maturity in order the better to expose
it after the event. But my respected colleague in Sarajevo regrettably failed to
implement this proper criminalistic objective, even assuming he had aimed to
doso. I, on the other hand, would have made it my personal business far beyond
the call of duty, after the deed had been committed and our Security Service
was working feverishly on the case, to gather all the threads together in my own
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hand until I had succeeded in making the perpetrator break down and confess
under the weight of the evidence, which my respected colleague in Sarajevo
regrettably failed to do owing to the fact that the perpetrator was caught at the
scene of the crime. I can only put this disastrous turn of events down to clumsi-
ness, perhaps to the excessive zeal of the assassin who did not resist arrest, or to
an unlucky chance which in this particularly deplorable case completely para-
lysed any police action. However, since the victim of the perpetrator bears no
responsibility for this catastrophic outcome, my presence here, albeit among
others, will be noted and understood.

SECTION HEAD WILHELM EXNER [ am here to represent technological
interests.

LAND-BANK GOVERNOR SIEGHART [ have been appointed governor. In
full expectation that governmental authority shall henceforth be exercised un-
interruptedly along lines conforming to my worldview, I take my rightful place
here today.

ANGLOBANK PRESIDENT LANDESBERGER Even though they call me
a banking magnate, I do not consider it beneath my dignity to claim a mod-
est though proud place before the coffin of one of the mighty, albeit one who
pursued ideals different from my own.

HERZBERG-FRANKEL Myname is Herzberg-Frinkel  know that while alive
he had no particular sympathy for people of my kind, but with death comes
reconciliation.

STEIN & HEIN, PROGRESSIVE-LIBERAL MUNICIPAL COUNCILLORS
I don’t honestly know what business I have being here, but since here I am,
here I stay.

TWO CONSULS (speaking together, introduce themselves) Stiassny. It’s true
we had no connection with the deceased to speak of, but we have nevertheless
hastened to do our duty.

THREE HONORARY COUNSELLORS (appear side by side) We come as a
delegation in the belief that we owe it to the shades of the deceased, in the hope
of better times to come, not to be diverted from the conviction that he wanted
the Good, but was badly informed.

SUKFULL Asa delegate commissioned by the committee to convey its grief,
we are facing an uncertain future and are not yet in a position to assess whether
what happened will impede or advance the planned promotion of tourism. Be
that as it may, allow me to pay my respects to the deceased.

BIRINSKI & GLUCKSMANN As representatives of art, we have been com-
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missioned by art to renew its pledge, here at the bier of His late Royal High-
ness, to strive towards the ideal, while others will have come as representatives
of industry.

HUGO HELLER, BOOKSELLER Thanks to my extensive cultural contacts
it would surely have been easy for me to have established a lasting attachment
to the eminent deceased, had it not been for the fact already noted that death
intervened.
(During this speech a lady in deepest mourning has entered. Everyone makes
way for her.)

HOFRATIN SCHWARZ-GELBER (thunderstruck, elbows her husband in the
ribs and says) What did I tell you! She turns up everywhere she isn’t wanted.
Can't one ever be among one’s own kind!

FLORA DUB How peaceful they look, lying there! If she were still alive, she
would remember me once, throwing flowers at her. He wasn’t particularly fond
of floral parades, of course. If I've come, it’s to show them I've no hard feelings.

GRUMBLER (in foreground)

Almighty God, Lord over great and small,

You use small-minded men to test the great,
used this great man to test their pettiness.
Through that which he demanded and endured
he failed the test. Now You have called him home.
Wias this Your purpose when you first devised
the blissful counterpoint of life and death?

And can the mortal foe, that rabid mob,

now storm the uplands of eternity?

Can grief no longer be a spark divine

when murderers proclaim it as their own,
making the blood they’ve shed a crimson jewel,
the tears of heartfelt grief a worthless paste,

a sham that Judas flaunts to hide his sneers?

If so, then we have reached the end of time

and face Your judgment. Let them pay the price
and everywhere the misbegotten feel

that it is finished! Let their blood be shed,

while mourning their demise with God’s own tears.

(Meanwhile the religious ceremony has begun with extreme solemnity. All the
royal household assembled in the hall can be seen kneeling in prayer, the three
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children of the murder victims sobbing at the front. From time to time the priest’s
voice can be heard. The organ begins to play. One of the ten, who have by now
worked their way completely into the hall, suddenly turns to his neighbour and
says in a loud voice)

JOURNALIST Where’s Szomory? We need atmosphere!
(The organ ceases to play. People pray silently, interrupted only by the sobbing
of the three children.)

JOURNALIST (to his neighbour) DESCRIBE HOW THEY PRAY!



ACT I

Scene 1

Vienna, at the corner where the Kimntnerstrasse meets the Ring. Flags flying from
windows. Soldiers march past to cheers. General euphoria in August 1914 after
the ultimatum to Serbia has precipitated world war. Everyone wants to be part
of the action.

NEWS VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—!
SECOND NEWS VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun! Both communiqués!

DEMONSTRATOR (who has broken away from a group singing the Prince
Eugene March. His face flushed and already quite hoarse, shouts uninterrupt-
edly) Serbia—we’ll murder ’er! Serbia stinks! Up Habsburg! Hooray! Up Serbia!
INTELLECTUAL (spots the mistake, gives him a dig in the ribs) Eh? What do
you think you're —

DEMONSTRATOR (confused at first, thinks for a moment) Serbia—we’ll mur-
der er! Serbia stinks! Up! Down with Habsburg! Serbia!

(A second group mills around, a prostitute among them, directly behind her a
disreputable character trying to snatch her handbag.)

RUFFIAN (shouts continuously) Hurrah, hurrah!
PROSTITUTE Hands off! You scoundrel! Let go or I'll —

RUFFIAN (lets go of her handbag) Why aren’t you cheering? Call yourself a
patriot? A whore, that’s what you are, and don't you forget it!

PROSTITUTE A bag-snatcher, that’s what you are!

RUFFIAN Youslut! We're at war, in case you didn't know! A whore, that’s what
you are!

FIRST PASSERBY United we stand, please! United we stand!
CROWD (beginning to take notice) She’s a whore! What did she say?

SECOND PASSERBY Blow me if she ain’t said summat against the House of
Habsburg!

cROWD Grab her! Give her a thrashing! (The girl has managed to duck into
a passageway and disappear.) Ah, let ‘er go! That’s not our style. Up Habsburg!

47
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FIRST REPORTER (to hiscompanion) Quite an atmosphere! What’s going on?
SECOND REPORTER Youain't seen nothing yet.

FIRST ARMY SUPPLIER (together with another, standing on a Ringstrasse
bench) We can see them better from here. Don't they look splendid marching
past, our brave soldiers!

SECOND ARMY SUPPLIER Wasn't it Bismarck who said—it’s in today’s
paper— our boys, don’t you just want to kiss them?

FIRST ARMY SUPPLIER You know they’ve even called up Eisler’s eldest?

SECOND ARMY sUPPLIER Getaway! Have you ever heard the like of it! And
them so rich! Was there nothing they could do?

FIRST ARMY sUPPLIER Apparently they're trying now. He'll probably go
up and wangle it.

SECOND ARMY SUPPLIER And if the worst comes to the worst—you wait
and see, he’ll end up buying him that motorcar he’s always dreamt of.

FIRST ARMY sUPPLIER Though that can turn out badly, too.
FIRST PASSERBY How do you do, Director General!

THIRD PASSERBY (to his companion) Did you hear? Know who that is? A
director general in plainclothes. He’s in charge of the generals, so watch what
you say.

FIRST OFFICER (to three others) Evening Nowotny, evening Pokorny, eve-
ning Powolny—the very man! You know all about politics. Come on, tell us,
what do you think?

SECOND OFFICER (withwalking stick) Well, I put it all down to the encircle-
ment.

THIRD OFFICER Y know what?—That’s spot on.

FOURTH OFFICER Absolutely—I was at a bash in the mess last night—!
D’you see the latest Schonpflug cartoon? Fantabulous!

THIRD OFFICER Y’know, the paper says war was unacceptable.
SECOND OFFICER Unpreventable, it said.

THIRD OFFICER Unpreventable, of course. I just misread it. Anyhow, what
are your plans?

FOURTH OFFICER Well, with any luck I'll get attached to the War Ministry.
FIRST OFFICER You're a great one for the girls, you should join us. I went to

hear Mela Mars at the Apollo last night— Novak of the 5gth was telling me he’d
heard I'd been put forward for a silver medal.
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NEWS VENDOR Tagblatt! Great victory at Chabatz!
FOURTH OFFICER My congratulations—did you see her? Very tasty, and no
mistake! —Hang on, I'll just— (exit.)

THE OTHERS (calling after him) See you later at Hopfner’s, then!

A VIENNESE (holds forth, standing on a bench)—and so we had to avenge
the Archduke’s ashes—no bullshitting! —and so, my fellow citizens, I say unto
you—let us rise up as one, with banners fleeing, and unite with the Fatherland
in its hour of destiny! Encircled as we are by enemies on all sides! We're fight-
ing a war of self-potence, I tell you, a lowly whore—1I mean holy war! Behold
our brave boys boldly confronting the enemy, regardless, behold them out in
the field facing the foe head-on, answering the call of the Fatherland —and that
means defying the vagaries of the weather —just look! And so I also say—if you
count yourself a citizen, it’s your duty to chip in, however little —right away!
Shoulder to shoulder, on the spot! And that means, follow their example, yes sir!
And so I also say—stand together as one man! Let the enemy hear it loud and
clear: it’s a lowly whore of self-potence! Like a phoenix we stand —that means,
they can’t penetrate! We're on top and Austria will arise like a phalanx from the
all-consuming flames—if you ask me! We’ve been marched off to war in a just
cause, no two ways about it, and that’s why I also say: Serbia—we’ll murder ’er!

VOICES FROM THE CROWD Bravo! Hear, hear! Serbia—we’ll murder ’er! —
Like it or not!— Every one shot!

VOICE FROM THE cROWD And Russia too—
SECOND VOICE (bellows)—what a crew!
THIRD VOICE Nota clue! (Laughter)
FOURTH VOICE Give em their due!

ALL Bang bang! Yahoo!

SECOND VOICE And then to France?

THIRD VOICE Just watch 'em prance! (Laughter.)
FOURTH VOICE Atthe end of our lance!

ALL Will they fight? No chance!

THIRD vVoICcE Who else do we hit? Every Brit!
FOURTH VOICE The Brit we'll hit!

ALL Bravo! A Brit with every hit! Bravo!
BEGGAR BOY Gott strafe England!

voICcEs Strafe them all! England stinks!
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FIRST GIRL Poldipromised mea Serb’s guts. I wrote about it to the Reichspost.
voickes Hurrah for the Reichspost! Our Christian daily!

SECOND GIRL I wrote to them too. Ferdie’s going to bring me back a Rus-
sian’s kidneys!

CROWD Bring’em on!

POLICEMAN Keep to the left, please, to the left.

INTELLECTUAL (to his girl) This is where we could plumb the soul of the
people, if we had the time —what is the time? According to today’s editorial, it’s
a joy to be alive. Isn’t Benedikt brilliant, the way he says the glory of classical
antiquity illuminates our own age.

FIRST GIRL It’s half past now. Ma said I'm in for it if I don’t get home by half
past.

INTELLECTUAL Ah, don't go, stay. Just look at the people, in a state of fer-
ment! Look, they’re uplifted!

FIRST GIRL Where?

INTELLECTUAL I'mean, spiritually, as if they’d been transformed, purified —
like it says in the editorial, pure heroism. Who would have thought it possible,
how the times have changed, and how they’ve changed us.

(A cab draws up outside a house.)

FARE How much?

cABBY Your honour surely knows.

FARE [don’'t know. How much?

caBBY The normal fare.

FARE And what is the fare?

cABBY Same asyou pay everyone else.

FARE Have you any change? (Hands him a gold 10-crown piece.)
caBBY Change?I can't take a coin that size, it might be French gold!

HOUSE-PORTER (approaches) What's that? A Froggy? Well, well, what have
we here! A spy, I shouldn’t wonder—let’s show 'im! Where’s he come from?

caBBY The Eastern Station.
HOUSE-PORTER Aha, from Petersburg!

CROWD (which has collected around the cab) A spy! A spy! (The fare has dis-
appeared through a doorway.)

cABBY (calls after him) Stingy bastard!
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cROWD Ah, let 'im go! No reprisals, they’ve no place here—that’s not our
style.

AMERICAN FROM THE RED CROSS (to another) Look at the people how
enthusiastic they are!

crRowD Theyre English, those two! Speak German! Gott strafe England! Let
them have it! You're in Vienna! (The Americans escape through the doorway.)
Ah, let 'em go. That’s not our style.

TURK (to another) Regardez 'enthousiasme de tout le monde!

crowbD Two Frogs! Speak German! Let 'em have it! You're in Vienna! (The
Turks escape through the doorway.) Ah, let 'em go. That’s not our style. Hey,
they’re Turks! Didn’t you see, they had a fez? They re allies! Get them back here
and sing the “Prince Eugene March”!

(Enter two Chinese in silence.)

CROWD Japs! Japs in Vienna, what next! They want hanging by their pigtails,
the rascals!

FIRST vOoICE Let’em go! They're Chinese!

SECOND VOICE You're one too!

FIRST VOICE Speak for yourself!

THIRD voICE All Chinks are Japs!

FOURTH VOICE Areyoua Jap then?

THIRD VOICE No.

FOURTH VOICE A Chink—or the missing link! (Laughter.)

FIFTH voice Halfamo, halfamo, that’s going too far, getan eyeful of this, in
the paper it says (he takes a sheet of newspaper from his pocket) “Such patriotic
excesses cannot be tolerated under any circumstances, and are moreover likely
to damage tourism.” So how can we develop tourism afterwards, tell me that?

SIXTH VOICE Bravo! He’s right. Tourism, to push it up, that’s no easy task,
it’s not as if —

SEVENTH vVOICE Belt up! War is war and when someone comes along jab-
bering in American or Turkish or—

EIGHTH voicE That’s right. Were at war, no doubt about it! (Enter a lady
with just the hint of a moustache.)

crowbD Lookatthat! Aspyin disguise, spotted it straight away! Arrest ‘er! Lock
er up, on the spot!
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CIRCUMSPECT PERSON Butgentlemen—think aboutit—surely she would
have had it shaved off!

FIRST voICE Who?

CIRCUMSPECT PERSON If she were a spy.

SECOND vVoICE He forgot! Gave himself away!

volces Who?—Him!—No, her!

THIRD voicE That’s how cunning them spies are!

FOURTH VOICE Sowe can’tspot ‘em as spies, theygrowamoustache!

FIFTH voIcE Don't talk tosh, she’s a female spy, and so we can’t spot it she’s
stuck on a moustache.

SIXTH volICE She’s afemale spy disguised as a man!
SEVENTH vOICE No, aman disguised as a female spy!

CROWD Atany rate, a suspicious character, needs questioning by the police!
Grab 'im!

(The lady is led off by a policeman. Singing can be heard— “Staunch stands and
true/the Watch on the Rhine.”)

FIRST REPORTER (holding a notebook) That was no flash in the pan, no sud-
den drunken rapture, no feverish roar of mass hysteria. Vienna has accepted,
with manly fortitude, the decision that will determine its manifold destiny.
Know how I'll summarize the atmosphere? The atmosphere can be summa-
rized in the phrase: far from being high-handed or fainthearted. Far from being
high-handed or fainthearted, that’s the slogan we've coined for the prevailing
atmosphere in Vienna, and it cannot be said often enough. Far from being high-
handed or fainthearted! What do you say?

SECOND REPORTER What can I say? Brilliant!

FIRST REPORTER Far from being high-handed or fainthearted. Thousands,
nay, tens of thousands surged through the streets today, arm in arm, rich and
poor, young and old, high and low. The bearing of each and every one showed
he is fully aware of the gravity of the situation, but also proud to feel throbbing
in his own veins the pulse of this dawning age of grandeur.

VOICE FROM THE CROWD Kiss my arse!
FIRST REPORTER Listen to them striking up the “Prince Eugene March” and
the national anthem, over and over, and of course the “Watch on the Rhine”,

that goes without saying, signalling our good faith towards our allies. Work fin-
ished earlier than usual this evening in Vienna. And before I forget, we must
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make a point of describing the crowd massing in front of the War Ministry. But
above all, the one thing we mustn’t forget to mention —guess what?

SECOND REPORTER [know!We mustn’t forget to mention the crowd mass-
ing in their hundreds, nay, in their thousands in Fichtegasse, in front of the
offices of the Neue Freie Presse.

FIRST REPORTER Clever boy! Yes, that’s what the boss likes. But why hun-
dreds and thousands? Figure it out. Why not thousands, nay, tens of thousands,
what does it matter since they’re already massing?

SECOND REPORTER All right, as long as it’s not taken to be some hostile
demonstration. Remember last Sunday —after all, the age of grandeur was al-
ready dawning— the paper still had all those ads for masseuses.

FIRST REPORTER In this age of grandeur such a petty thought is out of the
question. Leave that to Kraus in the Fackel. They were all cheering our paper and
shouting: Read it out to us! Read it out!—obviously the article on Belgrade —
followed by thunderous ovations—

SECOND REPORTER Thunderous, nay, tens of thunderous ovations—

FIRST REPORTER —ovations for Austria, for Germany, and for the Neue Freie
Presse. The sequence wasn’t exactly flattering for us, but what a tribute from the
rapturous crowd! All evening long, whenever they weren’t busy in front of the
War Ministry or the Foreign Office, they stood packed together in Fichtegasse,
shoulder to shoulder, massing.

SECOND REPORTER Where do they get the time for it, I'm always amazed.

FIRST REPORTER Simple, in an age of grandeur there’s time to spare! The
news in the evening edition was cited and discussed again and again. The word
Auffenberg flew from mouth to mouth.

SECOND REPORTER How’s that?

FIRST REPORTER I can tell you, it’s an editorial secret, so don’t mention it
until after the war. Here’s what happened. Roda Roda telegraphed the paper
yesterday about the battle of Lemberg, and at the end of the telegram were the
words: Beat the drum for Auftenberg. The words had already been set. At the last
minute someone noticed and they took them out, but they did beat the drum
for the exploits of Auffenberg!

SECOND REPORTER Street scenes are now the boss’s big thing. He wants
evocations of every cornerstone a dog has left its manifesto on. He called me in
yesterday and said I should observe typical street scenes as if they were genre
pictures. But that’s just what worries me, I don’t like crowds, yesterday I had to
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join in singing the “Staunch stands and true/the Watch on the Rhine” —let’s get
away, it’s starting up again, just look at these people, I know this atmosphere, all
of a sudden you're swept up and singing “God Preserve the Emperor.”

FIRST REPORTER God forbid! You're right, I don’t see why you have to be
there in person either, it’s lost time, you should be writing about it instead of
just standing around. Before I forget, it’s very important to describe how resolute
they all are, with here and there some individual tearing himself away, wanting
to do his bit at all costs. You can bring that out very vividly. The boss called me
in yesterday and said you have to whet the public’s appetite for the war, and for
our paper too—they go hand in hand. The particulars are very important, the
details, in a word the nuances, and especially the distinctive Viennese tone. For
instance, you must mention that as a matter of course all class distinctions have
been set aside with immediate effect—people wave from their automobiles,
even from their carriages. I myself have seen one lady in her lace finery get out
of her car and fling her arms round the neck of a woman in a shabby headscarf.
It’s been that way since the ultimatum, everyone united, heart and soul.

voICE OF A cABBY Getoutta my way, ya dorty scum!

SECOND REPORTER Know whatI've observed? I've observed people gather-
ing in groups so as to be part of the action.

FIRST REPORTER Yes, and then—?

SECOND REPORTER Astudent made aspeech, about everyone having to do

”

his duty, and someone stepped out from a group and said “High time
FIRST REPORTER Not bad. I can only confirm that a great solemnity has
enveloped the city, and such solemnity, tempered by a sense of exaltation and
consciousness of this historical moment in world history, can be read in every
face, in those of men who have already been called up, in those of men still left
behind —

VOICE FROM CROWD Kiss my arse!

FIRST REPORTER —and in the faces of men entrusted with high office. Idle
comfort and thoughtless hedonism are a thing of the past; the rallying cry is
now sanguine sobriety and proud dignity. The physiognomy of our city has been
transformed at a stroke.

PASSERBY (to hiswife) Who cares!—You can go to the Josephstadt if you want,
I'm going to the Theater an der Wien.

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Austrian advance! All positions captured!

wiFe I'm sick of seeing Husarenblut.
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FIRST REPORTER No trace anywhere of anxiety or dejection, no one on edge
or sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought. But equally, no blithe underestima-
tion of the event or foolish thoughtless chauvinism.

crRowD Hurrah, a German! Serbia—we’ll murder ’er!

FIRST REPORTER Justlook at that, the enthusiasm of the south guided and
governed by German gravity. That’s what [ see in the financial centre. For the
Jewish quarter you might want to focus more on feverish excitement.

SECOND REPORTER Not my line, I'm all for elevated moods myself. Here
and there, I'll say, you can see some white-haired old fellow fondly recalling the
distant days of his youth, or some elderly motherly figure, stooped and trembling
as she waves farewell and bestows her blessing. There’s a woman clearly worried
about her son or her husband. Turn around, and you can see them waving—
they really are waving,

(A troop of boys in military peaked caps and with wooden sabres passes by, sing-
ing: “Whowill choose the soldier’s trade— Prince Eugene made a bridge, a bridge
he made—")

FIRST REPORTER Make a note: a pretty genre picture. In any case we must
aim to say as much about the common people as we can: the boss wrote only
today that it is the source from which spiritual refreshment springs.

GROUP (singing)

Those Serbs and Russian shits,
We'll hack them all to bits!

Hurrah! Down with 'em! Hey, look at them two Jews!

SECOND REPORTER Idon’'t know about you, but I don’t feel like observing
any more genre scenes. Let the boss come and refresh his spirits at the source,
if he dares. I'd rather be far from—

FIRST REPORTER Far from being high-handed or fainthearted, this phrase
we’ve coined for the prevailing atmosphere in Vienna— (both leave quickly.)

A commotion occurs. A young man has stolen an elderly woman’s handbag. The
crowd sides against the woman.

FEMALE VOICE Well, my dear, now we're at war, it’s not like peacetime,
everyone has to contribute a little something, this is Vienna!

POLDI FESCH (to hiscompanion) Yesterday I was out partying with the Sascha
Film people, today — (exeunt.)
(Enter two devoted readers of the Reichspost.)
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FIRST DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST Wars are processes that reform
people’s character and purify them, they’re seedbeds of virtue and inspiration
for heroes. Now guns speak —straight from the shoulder!

SECOND DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST Atlast! At last!

FIRST DEVOTEE Wars are a blessing, not only on account of the ideals for
which they are fought, but also for the purification they bestow on the people
who wage them in the name of the highest good. Times of peace are dangerous
times. All too easily people become soft and shallow.

SECOND DEVOTEE After all, the individual needs a bit of a scrap to shake
him up.

FIRST DEVOTEE Possessions, peace of mind, pleasure—they all count for

nothing when the country’s honour is at stake. So may the war in which our
country has been caught up—

SECOND DEVOTEE —so may the war, which seeks to punish an outrage and
to guarantee order and peace of mind, be wholeheartedly embraced and blessed.

FIRST DEVOTEE Let us sweep all before us with an iron fist!

SECOND DEVOTEE In Prague, in Brno, in Budweis—everywhere they are
rejoicing at the Emperor’s decisions.

FIRST DEVOTEE In Sarajevo they sang “God Preserve the Emperor.”
SECOND DEVOTEE Loyal ltaly stands side by side with Austria.

FIRST DEVOTEE Prince Alfred Windischgritz has volunteered for military
service.

SECOND DEVOTEE His Majesty has been straining every nerve and sinew
all day long,.

FIRST DEVOTEE Onthe 27 July, between 12 and 1 pm, the financial arrange-
ments for the war were finalized at the Post Office Savings Bank.

seEcoND DEVOTEE The supply of provisions to Vienna for the duration of
the war was settled by the Mayor in collaboration with the Prime Minister and
the Minister of Agriculture.

FIRST DEVOTEE Did you see what they said in the paper? No price rises be-
cause of the war.

SECOND DEVOTEE That makes sense.
FIRST DEVOTEE Inunswerving loyalty—

SECOND DEVOTEE —we pay homage to our venerable and beloved Em-
peror.
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FIRST DEVOTEE Mayor Weiskirchner said: My beloved Viennese, we are all
living through an age of grandeur.

SECOND DEVOTEE Well, it’s no small matter.

FIRST DEVOTEE We also remember and honour our ally in shining armour,

he said.

sECOND DEVOTEE His loyal people have already laid their homage on the
steps of the imperial throne.

FIRST DEVOTEE Atthe Emperor’s summer residence in Bad Ischl.

SECOND DEVOTEE You'll see, the war will conjure up a renaissance of Aus-
trian thought and action, just you wait. A clean sweep!

FIRST DEVOTEE High time the inner life had a new stimulus. Rat-a-tat-tat—
and that’s that!

SECOND DEVOTEE We need to be cleansed by a storm of steel, that’s what
we need! A storm of steel!

FIRST DEVOTEE Have you been mobilized yet?
SECOND DEVOTEE No way! Exempt! And you?
FIRST DEVOTEE Unfit.

SECOND DEVOTEE A sigh of relief runs through the whole population. This
war — (exeunt.)
(Soldiers marching past can be heard singing “In der Heimat, in der Heimat da
gibt’s ein Wiedersehn” [equivalent of “Keep the home fires burning/'Till the boys
come home”].)

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER TO THE NEUE FREIE PRESSE (lTl conversation
with its oldest subscriber) Interesting what today’s editorial says—that the Ser-
bian court and all the rest of them are having to get out of Belgrade. (He reads
out.) “This evening it was not Vienna which was isolated and provided no safe
refuge for court, government and troops. It was Belgrade.”

OLDEST SUBSCRIBER Golden words! That sort of thing is good to hear, and
one feels just a trace of glee.

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER Althoughone mightobjectthat Vienna is currently
further away from the Serbs than Belgrade is from the Austrians, since Belgrade
lies directly opposite Zemun, while Vienna does not lie directly opposite Bel-
grade, and that they have already started firing from Zemun on Belgrade, while
they cannot, thank God, fire from Belgrade on Vienna.

OLDEST SUBSCRIBER I can follow your train of thought, but where does it
lead? However you look at the situation, you have to conclude that what he says
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in the editorial is true. Namely, that in Vienna the court and everything else can
stay where it is, but not in Belgrade. Or isn’t that true? You strike me as some-
thing of a sceptic.

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER What does “true” mean? It’s simply undeniable,
and I've never felt more strongly that he was right than when he wrote that. For
when he’s right, he’s right. (Exeunt.)

NEWSPAPER VENDOR —InLemberg we're still holding on!

FOUR YOUNG MEN ARM IN ARM WITH THEIR GIRLS “He made a
bridge, a bridge he made, So they crossed the river and took Belgrade —”

crRowD Three cheers! (Enter Fritz Werner, waving in acknowledgment.)
FRAULEIN KORMENDY Go on, ask him now.

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM (approaching) I'm a great admirer, and I wonder
if I could ask you for your—

(Werner takes out a notepad, signs, and hands her the sheet. Exit.)

He was so sweet.

FRAULEIN KORMENDY Didhelookatyou? Let’s get out of this crowd —and
all because of the war. Storm is the only one I really fancy. (Exeunt.)

FIRST RUFFIAN Hi, Franz, where are you off to?
SECOND RUFFIAN Auxtrois Franzois.
FIRST RUFFIAN Where?

SECOND RUFFIAN Auxtrois Franzois. The hat shop. To smash in his window
display if he doesn’t take the sign away. It’s got me hopping mad!

FIRST RUFFIAN Quite right too. It’s a scandal, so it is.

SECOND RUFFIAN IfIseeasign for French Modes, I'll smash it to bits. (Exit
in a rage.)

FIRST RUFFIAN Hi Pepi, where are you off to?

THIRD RUFFIAN I'm off to make my little contribution.

FIRST RUFFIAN Go on! What a philanthropist!

THIRD RUFFIAN Eh? A what pissed? Say that again, you— (slaps him in the
face.)

CRIES FROM THE cROWD Did you see that? Shame on you! Who does he
think he is? Take yourself for Nikolaievitch?

VOICE FROM THE CROWD Getting pissed in the middle of a war—that
beggars belief!
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(Enter two sales representatives.)
FIRST SALES REP So today for the first time: I Gave Gold for Iron.

SECOND SALES REP You? Pull the other one! The thought of you giving—
someone brought up in—

FIRST SALES REP Who says I gave? Use your head! Look at the playbill over
there: I Gave Gold for Iron, opens tonight. I fancy going.

SECOND SALES REP Goodidea, metoo. Fascinating, what’s happening right
now! Yesterday, at the Gipsy Princess, Gerda Walde read out from the Extra edi-
tion of the paper about the 40,000 Russians caught in the barbed-wire entangle-
ments—you should have heard the cheers, they called her back at least 10 times.

FIRST SALES REP Were there any wounded soldiers in the theatre??

SECOND SALES REP 'There were, too! That’s what makes everything so inter-
esting. There was a wounded soldier sitting beside me recently. Now, what was
the name of the show? Oh yes—Ich hatt einen Kameraden.

FIRST SALES REP You had aloyal comrade??

SECOND SALES REP Who said I had? It’s a show by Viktor Léon!
FIRST SALES REP Any good?

SECOND SALES REP Smash hit!

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Belgrade bombarded —!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 2
South Tyrol. The approach to a bridge. A car is stopped. The chauffeur shows his
travel document.
MEMBER OF TERRITORIAL RESERVE Good-day t'ya, gents! May I ask for
yer—
GRUMBLER At lasta civil greeting! The others are all hopping mad, ready to
shoot first and —
RESERVIST Lookin fur a Rushun orto-mobeel, fulla French gold, y’see—

GRUMBLER Butyou can'tstop a car dead, it takes a few yards to pull up—that
could lead to a dreadful accident!

RESERVIST (enraged) Dammit—if it doan’t stop—we blast ‘em all to bits—
blast ’em all to bits—blast ’em all to bits!— (The car drives on.)
(Change of scene.)



60 Actl

Scene 3
The other side of the bridge. Soldiers surround the car. The chauffeur shows his
travel document.
SOLDIER (with levelled gun) Halt!
GRUMBLER The car has already stopped. Why is the man hopping mad?
CAPTAIN (enraged) He’s doing his duty. If he’s just as mad with the enemy at
the front, so much the better!
GRUMBLER Yes, but we're not at the—

CAPTAIN There’s a war on! Basta! (The car drives on.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 4
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

OPTIMIST You can think yourself lucky. In Styria they shot a Red Cross nurse
when her car didn't stop for a couple of yards.

GRUMBLER Power has been given to pigmies. It goes against their nature.

opPTIMIsT Unfortunately, there will always be unavoidable overreactions by
subordinate elements in wartime. But at such times everything must be subordi-
nated to a single goal: victory.

GRUMBLER The power conferred on pigmies will not be sufficient to finish off
the enemy, but it will be enough to finish off this country.

opTIMIsT Militarism signifies more power for the state through armed force —

GRUMBLER —which leads to the final dissolution of the state by the same
means. In wartime, everyone pulls rank on everyone else. The military pulls
rank on the government, which sees no way to escape such unnatural coercion
except through becoming corrupt. If the statesman allows himself to be ruled
by the military, he has succumbed to a fairytale fascination with heroes whose
time is long past. To allow such fantasies to determine matters of life and death
in modern times will be disastrous. Letting the military rule is like setting the
fox to keep the geese, or turning the gamekeeper into the poacher.

opT1IMIST I don't know how you can justify such a gloomy prognosis. You
seem to be doing what you always did in peacetime, generalizing from unavoid-
able side eflects. You take some minor irritations and treat them as symptoms.
This is an age of grandeur, yet all you do is quibble about trifles.

GRUMBLER Butsuch trifles will grow with the times!
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OPTIMIST Living at a time when such momentous things are happening will
inspire even the least of us.

GRUMBLER 'The little thieves that have not yet been hanged will become big
thieves and go scot-free.

oPTIMIST What even the least of us will gain from the war is—
GRUMBLER —his cut. He'll hold up his hand and point to scars he doesn’t
have.

OPTIMIST Justas the state gains honour by taking up this unavoidable, defen-
sive war to uphold its prestige, so too does every individual, and the blood now

shed will bring forth—

GRUMBLER —flth.

OPTIMIST Yes, you have always seen filth everywhere, but now you sense that
your time is past. Stay in your corner, carp and cavil away like you always did —
the rest of us are entering an era of spiritual awakening! Do you not see that a
new era has dawned, an age of grandeur?

GRUMBLER Iknew it when it was this small, and it will become small again.

opPTIMIST How can you still deny it? Don’t you hear the jubilation? Don't
you see the rapture? How can any sentient heart be immune to it? Yours is the
only one! Can you really believe that this great surge of emotion in the masses
will not bear fruit, that this glorious overture will have no sequel? Those who
rejoice today —

GRUMBLER —will lament tomorrow.

oPTIMIST Who cares about individual suffering? Or even individual life? At
last man’s sights are raised again. He lives not only for material gain, but also—

GRUMBLER —for medals.
OPTIMIST Man does not live by bread alone.
GRUMBLER Butwaging war will mean running out of bread.

opTIMIsT There will always be bread! But we live in hope of final victory, of
which there can be no doubt, and before which we —

GRUMBLER —shall starve to death.

opPTIMIsT Whatloss of nerve! What a sorry figure you will cut one day! Don’t
isolate yourself from such celebrations! The gates of the soul are thrown wide
open. Memories of the days when we on the home front participated in the
deeds and sufferings of the glorious fighting front, if only by reading the daily

reports, will leave on the soul —
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GRUMBLER —no scars.

oPTIMIST The nations will learn from this war only—
GRUMBLER —how to wage more wars in the future.
oPTIMIST The bullet has left the barrel, and mankind will —

GRUMBLER —feel it go in through one ear and out the other!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 5
At the Foreign Office.

COUNT LEOPOLD FRANZ RUDOLPH ERNEST VINCENZ INNOCENZ
MARIA The ultimatum was tremendous! At last, at last!

BARON EDUARD ALOIS JOSEF OTTOKAR IGNAZIUS EUSEBIUS
MARIA Stunning! To think they were that close to accepting it!

coUNT Id have been livid! Fortunately we had those two little clauses, our
right to conduct investigations on Serbian soil, and so on—and they couldn’t
swallow that. So now they’ve only themselves to blame, the Serbs.

BARON If you think about it—because of two little clauses, over a trifle like
that—the World War broke out— Hilarious, really!

COUNT We couldn’t possibly have omitted those two clauses. Why were they
so dead set on not accepting those two clauses, the Serbs?

BARON Oh well, it was clear from the start that they wouldn’t accept.
COUNT We knew that in advance! Good old Poldi Berchtold, say what you
like. Add to that, all of society now speaks with one voice. Tremendous! I ask
you—what a feeling of elation! At last, at last! It was beyond endurance. Handi-
capped every step of the way. Well, life is going to be different now! This winter,
the minute peace is declared, I'll be whizzing along the Riviera.

BARON [I'll be happy if we can just whizz along the Adriatic.

COUNT You're joking! The Adriatic is ours. Italy won’tlift a finger. So I tell you,
the minute peace is declared —

BARON And when d’you think we’ll have peace?

coUNT Two weeks, three at the very most, I reckon.

BARON Don’t make me laugh!

couNT What d’you mean? We’ll make short work of Serbia, my friend, very

short work indeed. You'll see how well our boys fight. Look no further than our
dashing Sixth Dragoons! And they say a few society people are already at the
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front, think of that! Then there’s our artillery, first-rate! All working away in uni-
son like crazy!

BARON But what about Russia?

couNT The Russkis will be glad to be left in peace. Trust Conrad —he knows
why he allowed them to take Lemberg. As soon as we're in Belgrade, it’ll be a
different story. Potiorek is terrific! I tell you, the Serbs are being torn apart! The
rest will follow automatically.

BARON So when d’you really think—seriously—
couNT In three, four weeks we’ll have peace.
BARON You were always a tremendous optimist.
COUNT Sowhen d’you think, then?

BARON Nothing doing under two, three months! You'll see. If all goes well,
two. But my dear chap, it will have to go very, very well!

COUNT Well, excuse me, but lasting that long would be such a dreadful bore!
Really charming! It couldn’t last that long, though, if only because of the food
situation. Only the other day Frau Sacher was saying to me—You don't think
the food regulations will work, do you? Even at Demel they re already worried if
they can keep going. Charming, eh?— We're already tightening our belts where
we can, but in the long run — Ludicrous, can’t be done! Or d’you really think —?

BARON You know my opinion. I don’t put much faith in the hinterland. After
all, we're no Prussians, even if we are obliged to accept them as— only yesterday
I was talking to Putzo Wurmbrand —y’know, the fellow who's got little Marie
Pallfy in tow —he’s Krobatin’s right-hand man, y’know, so super-patriotic —well,
he says, when you start a defensive war—and he’s the one who persists in calling
it a defensive war—

COUNT Wait a minute—are you saying it isn’t a defensive war then? Do leave
off, you're such a monumental defeatist! Have you already forgotten the predica-
ment we were in? That we were, so to speak, compelled to strike back since our
prestige was at stake et cetera—well, it seems to me —forgive me —but haven't
you forgotten the encirclement?—only yesterday I was talking to Fipsi Schaff-
gotsch, maybe he is a bit affected, being with that Bellgarde woman, but a really
nice fellow —anyway, what was I going to say?—oh yes—isn't it true we were
forced to allow the Serbs to attack us at Temes-Kubin, so we could —

BARON What d'you mean?

couNT What do I mean? Come off it! Don’t you know better than anyone
that a Serbian attack at Temes-Kubin was essential —I mean, for us to be com-
pelled to strike back—
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BARON That goes without saying.

coUNT Well then, it wouldn’t have been essential otherwise, would it? Just
like the German response when the French dropped bombs near Nuremberg!
Well then —I mean to say—if that isn’t a defensive war!

BARON Well forgive me, but what did I say? As you know, I was the one who
was for a trial of strength from the start, providing it proves decisive, so I couldn’t
care less what you call it. A defensive war—that sounds as if you're having to
apologize. All’s fair in love and war, that’s what I say.

CoUNT Wellyes, you're right. But that Poldi Berchtold, eh! What a dashing fel-
low, always is, always was, say what you like. You have to look and act the part in
our business—and you've got to hand it to him! The way he gave them all the slip
and stole oft to Ischl to get the Emperor’s signature — they’d probably have tried
to prevent the ultimatum! But he —well, tremendous! One coup after the other!

BARON Stunning! Never thought he’d bring it off like that. He doesn’t suffer

fools gladly. The way he cut down attendance at the funeral and excluded the
Russian Grand Duke, that was Poldi Berchtold all over.

coUNT Ofcourse. It wasn't his fault that Russia then interfered after all. It he’d
had his way, the World War would have been confined to Serbia. Know what
Poldi Berchtold has? Poldi Berchtold has what a diplomat in a world war needs
above all else: savoir vivre! I was tremendously impressed the way he simply
stuck those English idiots’ proposal inside his race-card —giving their gracious
approval to our occupying Belgrade —what a mercenary bunch of hypocrites —
and the way he comes up to the club afterwards—remember? —gives us that
look and says: Let the army’s will be done! Came up trumps again, eh! You must
admit that wasn'’t easy, at such a momentous moment—

(A bell rings in an adjacent room, followed by)

BERCHTOLD'S VOICE Iced-coftee! (Sound of door closing.)

BARON [ ask you—half past eleven! I ask you—half past eleven and he’s al-
ready ordering his iced-coffee! I must say, 'm tempted for once to—I confess I
might just—iced-coffee, that’s really his strong point!

CoUNT It’s maybe his only weakness! He adores iced-coffee! But you must
admit, Demel’s iced-coffee —sheer perfection!

BARON Sunshine today—look outside —isn’t that great!

COUNT (opens and reads the text of a dispatch)—Reports that in Lemberg
we're still holding on—

BARON You see!
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CcoUNT Our own Poldi Berchtold —you know what I mean (drops his voice
and continues reading dispatch)— Reports that in Lemberg we're still holding
on—retracted —oh, what the heck, it’s always the same thing—what a bore —
I'm sick and tired of it— (crumples the paper up) —what was I going to say? —the
more | think about the situation —all in all —I think a little intimate supper out
of town with Stefh might be just the thing tonight.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 6

In front of a hairdressing salon in the Habsburgergasse. A crowd of people, very
agitated.

crowD Down with 'im! Smash everything!

FIRST INDIVIDUAL FROM THE CROWD (trying to appease crowd) But
my good people, the man had done nothing! The violin shop owner next door
is his enemy—

VIOLIN SHOP OWNER (harangues the crowd) He’s a Serb! He’s guilty of an

offence —a comment he made against an eminent personage! I heard it myself
in person!

HAIRDRESSER (wringing his hands) I'm innocent—I'm a court hairdresser —
why on earth would I want to—

SECOND INDIVIDUAL You can see from his name he’s a Serb, take his shav-
ing mugs and bash "im over the head —

THIRD INDIVIDUAL Lather his face! Down with 'im! Down with the Serb
cutthroat!

crowbD Down with 'im—! (They wreck the salon.)
(The historians Friedjung and Brockhausen appear at the corner in conversa-
tion.)

BROCKHAUSEN Only today I contributed a fitting comment to the press on
this very theme —with compelling logic I refuted a priori any comparison of
our people with the French or English rabble. You might want to use the pas-
sage in your own work, my dear Friedjung, I place it at your disposal. Here it
is: “The conviction which inspired and brought comfort and encouragement
to those well versed in history as being the quintessence of historical wisdom,
namely that barbarism shall never achieve final victory—that conviction was
instinctively assimilated by the population at large. Certainly, the cheap and
unsavoury patriotism of the howling mob has never made itself heard on the
streets of Vienna. There was no outburst of mass hysteria, however short-lived.



66 Actl

Since the war began, this ancient German state has made the most attractive
virtues of the German people its own: unwavering self-confidence and deep-
rooted faith in the victory of a good and just cause.” (He hands him the extract.)

FRIEDJUNG A truly excellent appraisal, my dear Brockhausen, one that hits
the bull on the head and takes the nail by the horns. I shall make a note and
mark it well. And by Jove, here we have an example straight away! A patriotically
inspired crowd giving expression to their feelings with due moderation, a velvet
hand in an iron glove, as befits the Viennese tradition. The immediate cause may
well be found in the name Habsburgergasse. Evidently the gathering in its art-
less way wanted to pay homage to the name, just as they would have had every
reason to demonstrate in the Babenbergerstrasse in Leopold’s time.

BROCKHAUSEN (uncertainly) But all the same, it appears to me —
FRIEDJUNG (uncertainly) All the same, it is somewhat strange —
BROCKHAUSEN 'The good people are making quite a noise.
FRIEDJUNG Atany rate, more than what is traditionally right and proper.

BROCKHAUSEN One mustn't forget, the reason for their excitement is justi-

fied. Who was it said —

FRIEDJUNG Since the day our august monarch called thousands, nay, tens of
thousands of our sons and brothers to the colours, the merry throng here by the
mighty river of the Nibelungs does indeed seem to be in a state of ferment and
turmoil. And yet, “though the juice bubbles madly in fermentation —”

BROCKHAUSEN 'The days when they called themselves Phaeaceans are past.
“Time’s humming loom —”

FRIEDJUNG Oh look, presumably they all want to go into that hairdressing
salon. He’s an official court hairdresser and the innocent spirit of the people
doubtless thinks—

CRIES FROM THE CROWD “That’s him seen to!” “Rat-a-tat-tat—and that’s
that” “Damned Serb—bastard!” “Shave those Serb shits with the broken bits!”
“The sponge’ll do my old woman!” “I've saved all the bottles of perfume!” “Let’s
have some!” “Jesus, look at the beautiful white coat!” “Go on, lend me one of
the sprays!” “Gott strafe England!” “The bastard’s got away!”

VIOLIN SHOP PROPRIETOR Didn’tItell you he’satraitor! It’s high treason!

BROCKHAUSEN The crowd is agitated and rightly thinks it is once again on
the trail of Serb traitors.

FRIEDJUNG Isn'tit remarkable what a good nose the people have when they
get wind of a plot against the inalienable territories represented in the Reichs-
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rat. Unless I'm very much mistaken, documents relating to the Slovensky Jug
plot for a Greater Serbia will be found in this hairdresser’s—the plot I started to
uncover back in 1908.

BROCKHAUSEN It’sonlythewayit’sbeen done I find somewhat problematic.
crROWD Gethim! Smash ’im to a pulp! Serbia—we’ll murder ‘er!

FRIEDJUNG Perhaps it would be advisable, my dear Brockhausen, faced with
this justifiably agitated violin shop proprietor, to make a wide detour around an
obvious divergence from the historically proven fact that the Viennese popula-
tion rejects the cheap and unsavoury patriotism of the howling mob.

CRIES FROM THE CROWD “What are those two Jews doing here?” “They
look like they came from the Balkans!” “All they need is a kaftan!” “They’re
Serbs!” “Serbs, both of them!” “Traitors!” “Give em a hiding!”

(The two historians duck into a doorway.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 7
Kohlmarkt. Outside the revolving door at the entrance to Café Pucher.

OLD MAN BIACH (very agitated) The simplest thing would be to throw five
divisions against Russia, that would soon settle it.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Obviously. Attack is the best defence. Look
what the Germans have achieved. What drive! Their breakthrough in Belgium
was unparalleled! That’s what we need.

BUSINESSMAN Tell me, what’s happening about your son?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Exempt—that’s one worry less. But the way
things are —the war situation— take it from me, it doesn’t look good out there.
Something like that breakthrough in Belgium —some fresh offensive spirit—I'm
telling you, that’s what we need —

BUSINESSMAN Give us Belgium down here and we’ll break through too.
INTELLECTUAL We need a Bismarck—

BIACH What good is diplomacy now? Let weapons talk! Can we expose our-
selves to the risk of failure? If we don't break through now—

GRUMBLER (wants to enter the café) Excuse me —

INTELLECTUAL [ can see that. But doesn’t the flank attack take precedence
as a strategic factor in open warfare —

HABERDASHER Oh you needn’t worry about that, they’re surrounded. Sofh
Pollak told me herself.
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BIACH Come off it! How can she know, tell me that!

HABERDASHER How? Hasn't her husband been mobilized with the medical
reserves in the Gartenbau?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR I thought he was exempt? Surrounded, that
would be marvellous: you know it means we have them in a stranglehold.
BIACH (avidly) They should strangle them till they choke! I'd love to be there
when they do!

HABERDASHER Klein will be—he’s in the War Press Bureau. Yesterday he
wrote that they’ll bleed them white. He won't loosen his grip until they do.
BUSINESSMAN What luck to be right in the thick of it! Tell me about this
War Press Bureau, sir. Do you only get in if you're unfit for active service, or if
you're fit?

GRUMBLER Excuse me—(They make way.)

HABERDASHER What do you mean, fit? Anyone who can write can get in if
he doesn’t want to shoot, but wants the shooting done by others.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR How d’you mean? Why doesn't he want to
shoot, softhearted?

HABERDASHER No, hardheaded. You can'’t be softhearted in the army, and
being in the War Press Bureau is as good as being in the army.

BIACH This War Press Bureau must be wonderful! You can see everything. It’s
right up close to the front, and the front is where the battle is, so Klein will be
almost in the battle and see everything without being in danger.
BUSINESSMAN They always say you see nothing at all on a modern battle-
field. So in the War Press Bureau you actually see more than if you're in the
battle itself.

INTELLECTUAL Yes, up to a point, and you can even report on several fronts
at once.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR It was Klein who wrote that fascinating press
report about how most wounds on our side were superficial ones to hands and
feet, from which he deduced that the Russians prefer flank attacks —
HABERDASHER He’s no Roda Roda, that’s for sure! A lot of water will flow
under the Dnieper’s bridges before he can write like Roda Roda!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR The thing I like most about Roda Roda is that
he’s so full of dash. Says he’s going to observe the battle on the Drina next day,
and observe it he does. Class act!



Scene8 69

BIACH No twowaysaboutit, once an officer, always an oficer —unmistakable,
the esprit de corps! My son may be exempt, but is still very interested, he even
wants to subscribe to the Streffleur.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [can'thelp but feel very pessimistic.

BIACH Whatdoyoumean, pessimistic? In Lemberg were still holding on, can
you ask for more than that?!

BUSINESSMAN Proves my point!

INTELLECTUAL There’s no cause for pessimism. If it were to be decided right
now, at worst it would be a draw.

HABERDASHER And I can tell you—I even have it from a man in the Min-
istry—it’s virtually all over. We move in from the right, the Germans from the
left—a pincer movement, till they choke to death.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Sounds fine—but what about Serbia?
BIACH (savagely) Serbia? What about Serbia? We'll brush it aside!
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Idon'tknow—Ican'thelpfeeling—today’s bul-

letin—you have to read between the lines, and if you look at the map—even as
a mere layman—1I can prove to you that Serbia—

BIACH (irritated) Let Serbia go hang, Serbia is a sideshow. Enough already!
Let’s go in, I'll be interested to see what the Ministers have to say today—I sug-
gest, gentlemen, we sit at the table next to theirs. (They go in.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 8

Suburban street. A milliner’s shop, a Pathéphone record shop, the Café Westmin-
ster, and a branch of the cleaners Soldner & Chini. Enter four young men, one
of them carrying a ladder, strips of paper, and paste.

FIRST Here’s another one! What does that say? Salon Stern, Modes et Robes.
Paper the whole thing over!

SECOND Yes, but we could leave the name, and what kind of shop it is. Here,
let me. Watch. (He pastes and reads) “Sal Stern Mode.” That’ll do—it’s German
now. On to the next.

FIRST Patephon, look, what’s that ? Is that French?

SECOND No,it’s Latin, that can stay. But what’s that there: “German, French,
English, Italian, Russian, Hebrew music”?

THIRD What should we do?
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FIRST Ithasto go, all of it!

SECOND No, let’s try this (He pastes and reads): “German—Hebrew music.”
That’ll do.

THIRD But what have we here? Look at that! Café Westminster. That’s surely
English, isn’t it!

FIRST Yes, but we'd better check with them first. It’s a coffeehouse, the owner
might be some celebrity and we'd be in trouble. Let’s get him out here. Wait
a minute. (He goes in and returns at once with the proprietor, who is visibly
alarmed.) You see the point, don’t you? —a patriotic sacrifice—

PROPRIETOR What an imbroglio, but if you gentlemen are from the Volun-
tary Committee —

FOURTH Look, why did you call your coftechouse that in the first place? That
was shortsighted.

PROPRIETOR Butgentlemen, how could I have known?Ifeel bad about it my-
self now. Look, the reason I called it that is because we're right beside the West-
ern Station, and that’s where the English milords arrive during the season—so
they should feel at home straight away —

FIRST So, did you ever have an English lord in your coffechouse?
PROPRIETOR Il say! Those were the days! Heavens, yes!

FIRsT Congratulations! But look, none of them can come now anyway.
PROPRIETOR Thank God for that!— Gott strafe England!—but look, people

have got used to the name, and after the war, when, God willing, the English
customers come back—look, give me a break!

FIRST Sorry, mister, the voice of the people can’t make allowances for things
like that, and the voice of the people, as you will know only too well —

PROPRIETOR Of course, we entrepreneurs are aware —aren’'t we more or less
a people’s café —but—what am I going to call it then?

SECOND Don’t worry about that, we won’t hurt you—it’ll only take a sec-

ws

ond—and quite painless. (He scratches out the “i.
PROPRIETOR Eh?—what’s that going to turn it into, then?
secoND There. Now you get a painter to put in a 4.
PROPRIETOR Aii? Café Westmiinster—?

SECOND Adiil [t means just the same, and it’s German. Kosher! Not a soul will
notice any change, but everyone will be aware it’s something quite different. So,
what do you say?
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PROPRIETOR Genius, pure genius! I'll have the painter come right away.
Thank you for your indulgence, gentlemen. It'll stay that way for the duration.
It’s fine for as long as the war lasts. Afterwards, of course, I'll probably —what do
you think the lords would say if they came back and saw the i? They wouldn’t
believe their eyes!

(Two customers are just leaving the coffeehouse and saying good-bye to each
other. One says: “Adieu!” The other: “Adio!”)

FIRST What was that? You've got French and Italian customers? One says
“Adieu” and the other even says “Adio”? You seem to have an international cli-
entele —something suspicious there —

PROPRIETOR Look here, just because somebody says “Adieu” —

SECOND Butdidn't you hear the first one say “Adio”? That’s the language of
the archenemy!

THIRD —those cunning basturds!

FOURTH —the perfidious double-crosser on the River Po!
FIRST Exactly! The traitor who was our archenemy!
SECOND Our archenemy, who double-crossed us!
THIRD On the Po!

FOURTH On the Popo! And don’t you forget it!

(The proprietor has retreated, step by step, into the café.)

FIRST (calling after him) English Dago! A wop on the popo!

secoND That'll larn him t'use furren words. On to the next!

THIRD Well, look at that, we've struck it lucky today: Séldner & Chini! That’s
the same mélange as at the coffeehouse. S6ldner— everyone knows the English
are mercenaries—and Chini—that’s an Italian!

FIRST May God punish England and destroy Italy—paper over the whole
thing! Chemical dry cleaners? We’ll make a clean sweep of them! That gets my
goat! By tomorrow the whole district must be purged of un-German words. If I
find one more, I'll have his guts for garters! (The second man pastes over the sign.)
THIRD We'dbetter separate, you two stay here on the boulevard, we’ll go across
vis-a-vis.

FIRST Beg pardon, butI can’t come today, I've got to get off, pronto—1I have
arendezvous.

secoND That creates an impasse. Without you we risk a contretemps. As for
me, I'm blasé about any imbroglio, but people are on the qui vive, and if we get
into a fracas—
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FOURTH As far as 'm concerned it’s a mere bagatelle—but we could end up
in a mélée. It hasn't eventuated yet, but—

SECOND Yes, I know, we must avoid a debacle. Savoir faire, I always say, har-
monize with people! Don’t submit to force majeure! We must be resolute and
persevere in our patriotic operation. Atupri!

THIRD Absolutely, but what if someone argues—as people do—that we're
destroying his raison d’etre—and starts some brouhaha, or even gets furioso,
then—

FIRST O, come on! Complete no-brainer! Or just riposte, stante pede, that
there are higher interests at stake now! Then he’ll accept force majeure. After
all, people have plenty of savvy. No need for long discussions. You'll get nowhere
by entering into parpourlers with all and sundry.

SECOND Butwhatif he gets enraged —people get etepetete so quickly—

FIRST 'Then you just call him an agent provocateur, basta! So, nil desperan-
dum! Let’s rendezvous tomorrow, and I'll act as your aide again. Heavens, it’s a
quarter to five, I've got to go, pronto —or by jingo I'll be late —so, bonne chance
tonight! —Adieu—!

THIRD Ciao!

FOURTH Servitore!

SECOND Orevar!

FIRST (turning back) Apropos, if anyone protests, you can simply legitimize
yourselves as interim volunteers from the Provisional Central Committee of the
Executive Commission of the League for Language Purification and a General
Boycott of Foreign Words. Adio!

(Change of scene.)

Scene g
A primary school.

TEACHER ZEHETBAUER —Buthigher ideals have now descended upon us,
so promoting the tourist trade has to be put on hold and can occupy only a fall-
back position. Nevertheless, we must not lose heart since it is our duty—after
each of us has made a start and done his bit for the Fatherland —to keep right on
to the end of the road, unswerving and undaunted. The tender shoots of tour-
ism which we have planted far and wide, and which have also taken root in your
young hearts as nurtured by our highly esteemed national school inspector and
our esteemed district school inspector —these shoots, I say, must not be crushed
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under the iron heel of our battalions, indispensable as they may be in this age
of grandeur, but on the contrary must be forever tended with loving care. It is
certainly essential at this time that each and every one of us should stand our
ground like a man—and that means you, too. You too must go into action, go to
your parents or guardians and request the splendid children’s game “Let’s Play
World War” as a surprise birthday present, or, since Christmas is almost upon us,
“Death to the Russians” I can also tell you that, as a reward for your good work
and behaviour, and of course subject to the approval of your esteemed parents
or guardians, each of you shall be permitted this Sunday to drive a nail into the
emblematic Iron Warrior, each nail signifying—

cLAss Obh, great!
(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Whatisit, Gasselseder?

GASSELSEDER Please, sir, I already did drive in a nail with my father. May I
drive in another one?

TEACHER Ifyouresteemed parents or guardians permit, the school authorities
will raise no objection to your patriotic desire to drive in another nail.

(A boy raises his hand.)
What is it, Czeczowiczka?

SECOND BOY Please, sir, I have to go.
TEACHER Go? You're too young to go, hang on until you're a bit older.
BoY Please, sir, I have to.

TEACHER [ cannot grant your request at this time. Shame on you! Why do
you want to go?

BOY Please, sir, I need to, it’s urgent.

TEACHER Wait for better times. You would set a bad example to your class-
mates. The Fatherland is in urgent need, too. Let that be an example, now is
the time to hold out.

(Two boys raise their hands.)

TEACHER Whatisit, Wunderer major and Wunderer minor, Karl and Rudolf?
BOTH Please, sir, we would rather drive our nails into the Iron Post.
TEACHER Sit down! Shame on you! There is no more room for nails on the

emblematic Iron Post. But if you work hard, the Iron Warrior shall become such
an emblem, a landmark and talking point for your children and your children’s

children.

koTzLiK Please, sir, Merores keeps pushing me!
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MERORES That’s not true, he called me a Jew, 'm going to tell my dad, he’ll
write to the Tagblatt, then you’'ll be for it!

TEACHER 'That’s enough, Kotzlik and Merores, don’t forget: United we stand!
Turn to the text in our reader: “Hymn of Hate Against England.” Merores, stay
on your feet and answer my question: what’s the name of the poet who wrote
this poem?

MERORES [know, it’s Frischauer.

TEACHER Wrong, Sit down.

BOY (whispers) Lissauer.

TEACHER Praxmarer, if you prompt again, I'll make you write out Hofmanns-
thal’s Prince Eugene. Now I've lost the thread.
Some boys rush to the teacher’s lectern and search under it.

TEACHER What are you looking for?

BOYs 'The thread, sir. Sir said he had lost the thread.

TEACHER Don't be ridiculous. I don’t mean figuratively, but literally.
BOY Perhapsyou'd like my guideline, sir—

TEACHER Wottawa, you haven't understood me either. I can see none of you
are up to it. I wanted to test you on the “Hymn of Hate”, but I'll let you off that
for today. By tomorrow I want you to have prepared the ideals required by the
grandeur of the age, for I won’t be able to make any more allowances. What
would the district school inspector think if he pays us a visit and you go on like
this? Now that you should be out promoting the second war loan, it’s even more
of a duty not to fall short of expectations. So, be sure you have the “Hymn of
Hate” off by heart by tomorrow! I can only repeat and repeat again: Hold out,
do your bit, promote the war loan, collect scrap metal, bring out your gold lying
idle in your treasure chests! But I'll be lenient with you today, so back to the
tourist trade. It must be promoted! I've already explained to you why now, of all
times, tourism must not be neglected. Although the stormy blast of war is sweep-
ing over our country, while our august monarch has called thousands and tens
of thousands of our sons and brothers to arms, nevertheless the first stirrings of
a growth in the tourist trade can be observed. So let us never lose sight of this
lofty ideal. There is a beautiful story in your reader entitled A River of Gold. No,
we won't do it now, rather let us strike up the old song you learnt in the days of
peace, do you remember?

(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Well, Habetswallner?
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BOY Please, sir, I know: “In a Wondrous Country Inn.”

TEACHER Wrong!
(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Well, Braunshor?

BoY “True and Honest Ever Be.”
TEACHER No! Shame on you!

(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Well, Fleischanderl?
BoY “ToWander Is the Miller’s Joy.”
TEACHER Sitdown!

(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Well, Zitterer?

Boy “Off We Go to Far-off Places.”

TEACHER Sit down! We can't go to far-off places right now, people there
should come to us!

(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Stissmandel, do you know?

BOY Please, sir, may I go out?

TEACHER What are you thinking of, didn’t I tell you we can’t do that now,
neither in the classroom nor when you go out into life. So, none of you knows
the song?

(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Anderle, do you?

BoY “What Need Have I of Goods or Gold.”

TEACHER Go and sit at the back! Where did you learn that? Shame on you,
Anderle! I see you've forgotten it in this age of steel. Isn’t it the dear old song
you all sang when you were learning your vowels? Shame on you! Let me take
up my fiddle and you'll all soon be singing along.

(A boy raises his hand.)

TEACHER Well, Sukfiill, are you going to put the class to shame?
SUKFULL “Promote the Tourist Trade!”

TEACHER Good boy, Sukfiill, you've put the whole class to shame. I'll tell your
father so he can congratulate you.
(He takes up his fiddle and the class joins in singing.)
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A a, Ha ha! Here come tourists, hallelujah!
We're not broke, we’re up and running,
Now we see the tourists coming,

A-a, Ha ha! Here come tourists, hallelujah!

E e, He-he! Don’t your lordships all agree?
Classy cabs and classy lassies,

Come and see their classy chassis.

E e, He-he! Don’t your lordships all agree?

L1, Aye-aye, our love of loot we'll gratify.
Don't be stingy, for your pleasure

Pay through the nose, though at your leisure.
L1, Aye aye, our love of loot we’ll gratify.

O o, Oh ho, waltz away, quick, quick, slow,
Happy city, now we’ve found you,
“Wiener Blut” flows all around you.

O o, Oh ho, waltz away, quick, quick, slow.

U u u, our hearts will welcome you.
To Vienna, land of song

For evermore, so come along,

U u u, our hearts will welcome you.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 10
Café Pucher. The ministers are gathered together.

EDUARD (to Franz) We're still missing the Muskete, the Floh and the Interes-
sante—

(Enter five others; they sit down at a neighbouring table. The Prime Minister turns
to the Minister of the Interior.)

OLD MAN BIACH Asllive and breathe, he said something about a bomb—

EDUARD (brings the illustrated magazines) Beg pardon, Excellency, have you
finished with the Bombe?

BIACH Ah—
THE OTHERS (among themselves) What did he say?

BIACH Nothing—I was wrong.
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR (fo his neighbour) Interesting—in today’s Tag-
blatt it says—

(The waiter Franz comes to their table. In turn, cries of “Double cream for me!”
“With skin for me, and more milk!” “Weak and milky and the six o’clock edition!”
“Filtered cappuccino!”)

HONORARY COUNSELLOR AndaMélange for me, no wait, I think I'll have
a small Gold for a change, and the Presse.

BIACH (picks up the Neue Freie Presse) Magnificent!
THE OTHERS Whats up?

BIACH Look, I find that impressive! For the past 14 days he’s been celebrating
the fiftieth anniversary of the Presse, it’s always the headline, then come accounts
of the Battle of Lemberg with eyewitness impressions. That tells you at least that
there are still some happy events in Austria. After all, it is an event there’s never
been the likes of before. The bulwark of liberal German mentality, morality, and
culture, no less, and all the prestigious names offering congratulations — just look
at that—hold on—three, four, no five full sides. Everyone vying with each other
to congratulate, even the highest in the land are not hanging back.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [wrote in today—it’ll appear tomorrow, you'll
see!

BIACH (excitedly) If you've written in, I will too. It’s no small honour to appear
in such company—

INTELLECTUAL Only one thing I find odd, now I think of it—every time,
with all the thousands and tens of thousands of people conveying their con-
gratulations, every time he publishes the address as well: The Honourable Moriz
Benedikt, Editor of the Neue Freie Presse, 11 Fichtegasse, Vienna L. I can’t help
thinking that’s rather vain! He could have left out the “Honourable”, and giving
the address, say, 20 times would surely have been enough.

BUSINESSMAN Don't say that. One can’t hear it too often.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR (almost simultaneously) I don't see that, he
doesn’t want to change a thing, that’s what they wrote and that’s what should
appear, he’s right!

BIACH What’s he saying? What’s he saying?

BUSINESSMAN (trying to placate them) But—oh, forget it—in Lemberg we
are still holding on!

HABERDASHER Above all, it shows you that all the letters are genuine, look,
Admiral Montecuccoli, no less, and nothing but Excellencies—
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR Montecuccoli and Excellencies, so what? Is
Berchtold a nobody? Sent in his congratulations yesterday in his own hand!

BIACH Berchtold? That’s nothing! Weiskirchner! See with your own eyes, what
do you say to that! Can you believe it? Weiskirchner, the most rabid anti-Semite!
Congratulating him “In all sincerity”! What does that say there? That’s nice,
who wrote that, I wonder: “The Neue Freie Presse is the prayer-book of the in-
telligentsia.”

BUSINESSMAN But it’s true! What’s that there? Ah, interesting, the Dukes
Agency takes great pleasure in the close relationship it enjoys with the Neue
Freie Presse. The biggest advertising agency in Vienna, that’s saying something!
INTELLECTUAL Look at that! Even Harden— the most brilliant stylist, as we
know— Harden calls him —listen to what he calls him, that’s brilliant! — “Chief
of the Intellectual General Staff”!

HABERDASHER Ingenious, but not original. A few dozen of the letters have
already used it; besides, it’s the obvious thing to say.

BIACH Of course, especially when the talk of Lemberg comes right next. And
the speeches at the banquet were tremendous, too.

BUSINESSMAN Itcan'thave been atthe banquet—the banquet was cancelled
because of the World War, wasn'’t it?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Modesty forbids—
HABERDASHER That’s carrying respect too far!

BlACH Of course it is! Anyhow, even if it wasn’t a banquet, it was still tremen-
dously impressive. If ithadn’t been for the war, you would have really seen some-
thing. But they refused to give up. The way they all acclaimed him was a sight to
behold, the Head of Accounts and even the top delivery-woman. A press party
like that is like a family get-together. I have it that the speeches were all taken
down in shorthand at the time.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR But wasn't the stenographer one of those ac-
claiming him too?

BIACH Yes, but all the while he was taking it down.
BUSINESSMAN Look at the list, I ask you—there’s no end to it—
INTELLECTUAL Yes,sad indeed.

BUSINESSMAN How do you mean, sad?

INTELLECTUAL Ohsorry, I'waslooking at the list of casualties further down—
it just happens to come next, after the list of those conveying their congratula-
tions.
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BIACH Sowhat?—what else could they do?—yes, to be sure, it’s an event our
children’s children will still be talking about.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That’strue. It’s not every day a paper is 50 years
old.

BIACH Quite right, but I meant—Lemberg.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Who's talking about Lemberg?

INTELLECTUAL (looking around apprehensively) Unfortunately there’s no
denying, it wasn’t our finest hour.

BIACH What?—Not our finest hour? Say that again, out loud!
INTELLECTUAL (softly) Look, I only meant, Lemberg—

BIACH Who's talking about Lemberg? Even if that dents our courage and our
hopes, still we take heart from the front pages—the anniversary!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR You know what impresses me most? It’s not
what’s on the front page that impresses me, it’s not what’s in the middle that
impresses me, what impresses me is what’s at the back! Do you remember, on
the day of the anniversary, the 100 pages of bank advertisements, all full-page!
They had to shell out for those — in the middle of the moratorium, too—till they
were bled dry! Ah, the press— its power is unshakable, but when it does the shak-
ing, it soon strips the plum tree.

BIACH Thereyouare, then, there’s no one in Austria with more chutzpah. He’s
got imagination and temperament and intellect and convictions and is banking

on God Almighty.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Youknow who that reminds me of, Herr Biach,
the language you just used there?

BIACH Who it reminds you of ? Who should it remind you of?
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Of the Editor himself, with all those “ands.”

BlACH Andwhatifitdoes? Isitany wonder? You can’t help but be spellbound.
Did you read the “Questions and Answers for the Layman” in the Evening Edi-
tion the other day? Good stuff, eh? In the Evening Edition he can really be
himself. He repeats everything over again. After the proclamation “In Lemberg
we are still holding on”, he said it was the word “still” that strikes you, it catches
your eye and demands attention and enables you to imagine it. He’s covered
everything with just the word “still”! “Yesterday it was reported —today it is re-
ported”, you can’t get that out of your head. He talks just like the rest of us talk,
only more clearly. You couldn’t say whether he talks like us, or we talk like him.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yes, and the editorial, wasn’t that the cat’s
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breakfast! From the very first sentence —inimitable! “The Brodsky family is one
of the richest in Kiev.” And that’s it! You're right in the middle of it all. Then he
jumps from that to Talleyrand, what he said at dinner, and then you're right in
the middle of the Hungarian Compromise.

BIACH Whatimpresses me most is when he says “Just visualize it.” Or when he
evokes the power of imagination, which he does thrillingly, and you can imag-
ine him straight away in the middle of all the gun smoke —God forbid!—and
the rest of us along with him. But the most important thing for him seems to
be the atmosphere, the impressions, the details, and it’s gripping when he de-
scribes how they’ve stirred up the passions. I must say what I personally like best,
though, is when he imagines them tossing and turning in their beds, especially
Poincaré and Grey and even the Tsar, gnawed at by worry, because things are
beginning to fall apart. And maybe at this very minute, and maybe they have
already, and maybe, and maybe —it’s tremendously dramatic! I've been told he
dictates what he writes. You can imagine him dictating an editorial. I tell you,
the mind boggles at the thought of the candelabra quivering in the editorial
office when he dictates!

INTELLECTUAL But I happen to know, since I once went in person to com-
plain about “The Refuse Collector and the Horsefly” —

BIACH What do you know?
INTELLECTUAL That they don’t have any candelabra there!

BIACH (getting worked up) So what do they have, then? Enough already, my
dear sir—you're a notorious killjoy, always finding fault. So they’ve got standard
lamps, no matter! —the candelabra still quiver! Some of us hold on to our illu-
sions. Waiter, bring me Bloch’s Weekly and Danzer’s Army Journal.

BUSINESSMAN Wiait! Now—if we could just hear what the ministers are talk-
ing about!— (They all listen. Biach pulls his chair up close to the ministers’ table.)

PRIME MINISTER Look at the Pschiitt, what a mess it’s in again today, the
state of it!—really irritating—instead of suspending the illustrated magazines
in their frames, the waiters just hang them up anyhow —the liberties they take!
The state the paper is in when I get it is just awful —I'll see to it they’re put to
one side for me, that’s simplest.

BIACH (very worked up) Do you know what I've just heard? Heaven’s above, I
heard it with my own ears—the state’s in a mess, liberty’s at stake, they’re going
to take people aside and hang them —

BUSINESSMAN Shh...!

BIACH Suspension of all liberties, state of emergency to be declared!
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR Well, now we know!

INTELLECTUAL A political sensation par excellence, that’s what it is, and lit-
erally direct from the horse’s mouth!

BIACH (proudly) So what do you say to me now?!

HABERDASHER It'syour duty to leak it to the press straight away!

BIACH Yes, the situation is grave—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR —and who can know what tomorrow might
bring—

HABERDASHER —and the state is duty-bound to put a brake on all such pas-
sions that have been stirred up —

BUSINESSMAN —and the mood of the people is important—
INTELLECTUAL —amid mounting anxiety—

BIACH —and it’s gone 10 o'clock and my Rosa is sitting at home and doesn’t
like it when I come home late, so I propose we pay and go.

(The headwaiter comes, they depart, all turning once more with timid curiosity
to look at the ministers’ table.)

BIACH (leaving) We have experienced an historical moment. I shall never for-
get the grave expression on the face of Prime Minister Count Stiirgkh for as
long as I live!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 11
Meeting between two of those who have “wangled it.”
FIRST Hithere, you still in Vienna? So they exempted you after all?

SECOND Iwentup and wangled it. But why are you still in Vienna? Did they
exempt you after all?

FIRST Iwentup and wangled it.

secoND Of course.

FIRST Of course.

SECOND Don’t know what happened to Edi Wagner, think he managed
to wangle it? He was called up in October, then the story was, his old man
had bought him a Daimler since his major—you know, Tschibulka von Wel-
schwehr—had promised to get him into the Automobile Corps, then I heard

he was either to go to Officers’ Training at Klosterneuburg or to work in a muni-
tions factory — office work, of course —then someone said he would be declared
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indispensable to the family business, and his uncle —you know, the fellow who
was talked into funding the military reserve hospital in the Fillgradergasse—I
ran into him at the time and he told me that if push comes to shove he’d find a
place for him in the Red Cross, no one knows for sure, and I really would like
to know where the poor devil landed up.

FIRST Icantell you. His old man, mean bugger that he is, thought twice about
the Daimler, and got him into that Danish company that makes paper table-
cloths, but he got fed up with that and said he’d rather join up, and he got as-
signed to the Blumau munitions factory, but that was a bore, and now he sits
night after night in the Chapeau, sometimes in uniform, sometimes in civvies,
how he managed is a mystery to me, I can only think that when all the protec-
tion didn’t work, he went up and wangled it himself. Could be, of course, he
really was exempted, or even found medically unfit. Anyhow, so long, I have an
appointment with a certain somebody who might have a consignment for me,
and boy, what a consignment . . . I've hit the jackpot—

SECOND Youluckyswine. Heard the latest? Pepi Seiffert was killed — in action
at Rawa Ruska—so long—must go—I've got a meeting in the War Welfare
Ofhice, they’re having a Tea Dance tomorrow and I promised I'd bring little
Fritzi-Sprizi along, Sasha will be there, be a sport and come too, and bring your
bit of fluff with you! See you!—

FIRST My dear chap, I've other things on my mind, if they come off I'll give
you a ring, so long—oh, that reminds me —I must tell you—
(Enter a newspaper subscriber and a patriot.)

PATRIOT Healthy young people, did you see? You could put together a whole
army corps on the Ringstrasse!

suBscRIBER 'Truly revolting. French malingerers, the shame of it!
FIRST (turns round) Are you talking about me?

suBSCRIBER You?Idon’tknow you, leave me alone—

secoND Then take that back!—There’s no way you can know—

PATRIOT Butplease, please, gentlemen, this gentleman was talking about ma-
lingerers in France, so there’s no need for you to get worked up, after all, you're
not French.

FIRST Oh,Isee, sorry, if you didn’t mean Austria I was mistaken, my respects.
(Both leave.)

SUBSCRIBER You see—cheeky into the bargain! He actually thought we
meant him when we mentioned malingerers in France.
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PATRIOT Probably a French malingerer skulking here, up to no good, there’s
no way of knowing, is there? I'll be hanged if he’s not a deserter, or even a spy!

suBscRIBER That’s my impression, too, no doubt about it!
PATRIOT Not to mention what’s happening in every enemy country!

suBsCRIBER Don’t I know it! While were on the subject, look at France —
hasn’t their draft board just announced a second review? Just imagine, recalling
those who have been already declared unfit for service!

PATRIOT But not only recalling—those they take are then sent to the front!
“Enrolment of those already discharged in France” is what I read.

suBscRIBER Or take the wretched state of the French Army Supply Corps.
PATRIOT War supplies contracted out at exorbitant rates!

suBsCRIBER 'They say differences in the price of preserved food and muni-
tions consignments are definitely fishy.

PATRIOT Extortionate prices have been paid for cloth, linen, and flour.

SUBSCRIBER Some middlemen have made huge profits from the sales con-
tracts. Using middlemen, imagine!

PATRIOT Where?

SUBSCRIBER In France, of course.

PATRIOT Scandalous!

suBscRIBER o allege something like that openly in parliament!
PATRIOT Itwould be unthinkable here! Fortunately we have —
suBSCRIBER No parliament, eh?—

PATRIOT A clear conscience, is what I meant.

suBscRIBER Millerand himself admitted everything. It’s impossible to avoid
mistakes, he said, but we will proceed regardless with all severity.

PATRIOT Isee no sign of that!

suBscRIBER And what about Russia? Very telling that they’ve had to con-
vene the duma and the government has had to put up with some frank speaking.

PATRIOT No chance of that happening here! Fortunately we have —
SUBSCRIBER A clear conscience, eh?

PATRIOT No parliament, is what I meant.

suBscRIBER And what do you say about the harvest?

PATRIOT Quitesimply this: Bad harvest in Italy. Crop failure in England. Poor
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prospects for the Russian harvest. Concern about the harvest in France. And
what do you say about the exchange rate, eh?

suBscRIBER What do you want me to say? The fall of the rouble speaks for
itself.

PATRIOT God knows, if you compare it with our crown, for instance —!
suBsCRIBER The lira has crashed as well —by 30 percent!
PATRIOT And our crown fortunately only double that.

SUBSCRIBER Apropos of Italy, did you read this morning about the chaos
down there already? The Messagero complains about inadequate refuse collec-
tions in Rome. What a characteristic light that throws on conditions there —

PATRIOT Just compare that with our streets in Vienna! As if they re any dirtier
in wartime than in peace! Have you ever read a single word of complaint on
that subject in any of our papers? Well, at most the occasional feature in the
Presse—about “The Refuse Collector and the Horsefly”, say—but even that is
interesting!

suBsCRIBER And those are grievances already remedied in part. Didn’t you
read where it said “Some Refuse Collectors Laid Oft’? There you are!

PATRIOT And what do you say about England, then?
suBscRIBER Their potato prices have shot up dramatically.

PATRIOT Yes,and it even turns out they re still lower there now than ours were
before the war. Just imagine!

suBscRIBER And what about the way our civilian detainees are treated in
Russian camps? Did you read about how they’re made to suffer? While it’s com-
mon knowledge how we pamper our Russian prisoners of war!

PATRIOT And how do they thank us? By taking the most flagrant liberties, of
course! | heard they were put to digging trenches in Tyrol on the Brenner, just
to keep them occupied. And what do you think they did? They refuse! Well, they
got short shrift for that, of course. A detachment is sent from Innsbruck, theyre
asked again if they’ll dig the trenches. “No!” they say. Guns are levelled. Well,
what did they expect? Did they think we’d have any scruples? Forget interna-
tional law. There’s a war on. But mugs that they are, our men, they still show
restraint and ask them again, the rebels. “No!” they say. We take aim. Then, of
course —you should have seen it, all at once everyone is volunteering, yes, they’ll
dig the trenches. In a flash they’re scrambling to start digging—and that’s that.
All of them except for four, that is. Who are shot, of course. Naturally. Among
them an officer cadet— just listen to this—
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SUBSCRIBER [I'm listening.

PATRIOT Probably their ringleader. Had the cheek to launch into a harangue
against Austria, up there in the mountain. Probably an anti-Semite. Just listen —

SUBSCRIBER I'm listening.

PATRIOT The men—our men, I mean, those with their heart in the right
place —were too worked up when they fired, they simply couldn’t hit their tar-
get, so the captain had to help out in person and shot all four with his service
revolver. So what do you say now about the liberties the Russians take with us?

suBsCRIBER They take with us? The liberties they take with Austrian pris-
oners of war back home, would be more like it. In case you haven’t read what it
says today, here, I've got it with me, listen: Russian troops misappropriate pris-
oners of war to participate in hostilities. The War Press Bureau writes: Since the
Russians were driven out of Galicia, scarcely a day passes without the discovery
of a further hitherto unreported infringement of international law by Russian
troops, with the result that it is now certain there is hardly a single article of the
rules of war which has not been trampled underfoot by the Russians.

PATRIOT A nice state of affairs!
SUBSCRIBER Just listen to this—
PATRIOT I'm listening.

suBscRIBER Thus, it has now been ascertained through investigations by
the rural constabulary in formerly occupied parts of Galicia, that following a
directive of the Russian army commanders, for the entire duration of the occu-
pation, all men and women fit for any kind of work—except when needed for
other tasks—were forcibly enlisted, specifically, to dig ditches—

PATRIOT Isthat what it says?!

suBSCRIBER —and were deported for that purpose as far away as the Car-
pathians. The fact that the enemy were expressly forbidden by the Hague Con-
ventions to demand services from the peaceful inhabitants of an occupied
territory—labour which is tantamount to fighting against their own country—
naturally didn’t trouble the Russians in the slightest.

PATRIOT Didn’t trouble them! Scum!
SUBSCRIBER Butlisten to this—
PATRIOT I'm listening.

suBscRIBER Consequently, it is no wonder—as has now been likewise
established —that the Russians also misappropriate members of the Austro-
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Hungarian army who find themselves their prisoners of war to do construction
work that can be used against us.

PATRIOT Outrageous! Exactly the same case!

suBSCRIBER —although thisequally contravenes the Hague accords, accord-
ing to which prisoners of war may not be used for work in any way connected
with military operations. By curious coincidence, the 82nd Austro-Hungarian
Infantry Regiment recently took a Russian base that members of the same regi-
ment had been forced to build as prisoners of war. The following inscription in
Hungarian was found there on a wooden panel: “This base was built by Hun-
garian Transylvanians of the 82nd Infantry Regiment.” To the recently reported
forcible expulsion of Austrian citizens from their homeland can now be added
this forcible involvement of Austro-Hungarian citizens in the hostilities against
their fatherland —not as a riposte but as a strategic reinforcement on the part of
the Russians. Well, what do you say to that?

PATRIOT Typically Russian! Unheard of! And certainly nota riposte, but a stra-
tegic reinforcement, no two ways about it! And our poor Austrian soldiers—it’s
unlikely a single one dared refuse.

suBsCRIBER Do you think everyone has the chutzpah of that Russian ofhi-
cer cadet?

PATRIOT To launch into a harangue against the state, right at the top of the
mountain!

SUBSCRIBER Slap bang in the Carpathians!
PATRIOT What do you mean, the Carpathians? At the top of the Brenner!

SUBSCRIBER At the top of the Brenner! You really have to admit, not a day
passes without such dizzy contrasts. Poles apart!

PATRIOT That was an excellent article of Professor Brockhausen’s, where he
writes that defenceless prisoners have never been harassed here, even with words.

suBsCRIBER Hewasright. Wasn'titin the same issue of the Presse where the
commandant of Lemberg disclosed that Russian prisoners being transported
through the streets were abused and beaten with sticks by some members of
the public? He stated emphatically that such behaviour was unworthy of a civi-
lized nation.

PATRIOT Soheacknowledged thatwe are a civilized nation, a cultured people,
and not just the Jews.

SUBSCRIBER Justso. Butreally, there’s notasingle issue on which we wouldn’t
act differently to our enemies, who are after all the very dregs of mankind.
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PATRIOT For example, the civilized language we use, even when speaking of
the enemy, who are after all the greatest scum on God’s earth.

suBsCRIBER Andaboveall, unlike them we are always humane. For example,
an editorial in the Presse even talked about good times ahead for the fish and
crustacea in the Adriatic, with so many Italian corpses to feed on. Is that not the
very height of humanity, to be mindful of the fish and crustacea in the Adriatic
in these bitterly hard times, when even human beings are starving!

PATRIOT Yes, exaggerated perhaps, as he often is. But—there are no half-
measures with him! And it’s not only our humanity in war that they lack, but
something far more valuable —endurance! Look at them: despondency already
reigns supreme. They’d be glad if it was all over. As for us—?

sUBSCRIBER Thatstruck me as well. For instance, the defeatism in France!
PATRIOT Dejection in England!

suBSCRIBER Despair in Russial

PATRIOT Disillusionment in Italy!

sUBSCRIBER The overall mood of the Entente!

PATRIOT The edifice is crumbling.

suBSCRIBER Poincaré is consumed by worries.

PATRIOT Grey is disgruntled.

SUBSCRIBER The Tsar tosses and turns in his bed.

PATRIOT Belgium oppressed by fear.

suBSCRIBER That’s a relief! Demoralisation in Serbia.

PATRIOT How refreshing! Despair in Montenegro.

suBscRrRIBER Hope so! Consternation in the Quadruple Alliance.

PATRIOT Invigorating! London, Paris, and Rome irresolute. Just look at the
headlines, there’s really no need to read any further, you already know what’s
coming. You see how badly it’s going for them and how well for us. We have our
moods too, but rather different ones, thank God!

SUBSCRIBER Yes, herejoyreignssupreme, confidence, exultation, hope, con-
tentment. We're always in good spirits, and why not? We've every reason to be.

pPATRIOT Holding out till the end, for instance, we’re passionate about that.
suBSCRIBER No one else manages that as well as we do.

PATRIOT Your Viennese, in particular, is a real diehard when it comes to hold-
ing out till the end. He can endure all hardships as if they were pleasures.
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suBscRIBER Hardships? What hardships?

PATRIOT [ mean, if there happened to be hardships—

suBscRIBER Luckily, there aren’t any.

PATRIOT Quite right. There aren’t. But then —if there aren’t any hardships—
why do we have to hold out?

SUBSCRIBER Ican explain that. It’s true there are no hardships, but we would
easily endure them —there’s an art in that and we’ve always had the knack.
PATRIOT Just so. Queueing, for instance, is fun—people queue just for the
sake of it.

suBscRIBER 'The only difference to before is that it’s wartime now. If there
wasn't a war on, quite frankly you'd think it was peace. But war is war, so some
things you've got to do now that you only wanted to do before.

PATRIOT Exactly. Nothing’s changed here at all. And if, once in a blue moon,
those exempted first time round are recalled and enlisted, whatever way you look
at it, our young people under 50 just can’t wait to get to the front.

suBscRIBER And the older age groups haven’t been mustered yet at all.

PATRIOT “Nineteen-year-olds conscripted in Italy” —did you read that? There
you have it— the whole terrible truth in the headline.

suBsSCRIBER No, I musthave missed that. Just imagine, so young! Ours cer-
tainly have to be more mature. Unless I'm mistaken, now it’s still the turn of
so-year-olds, though of course only behind the lines—there are still enough
49-year-olds at the front.

PATRIOT In France they're already recalling the exempted 48-year-olds!

suBscRIBER Greybeards! The younger ones are seemingly all used up al-
ready. We're dispatching our 17-year-olds in March, that’ll please them.

PATRIOT Naturally, the best years of their lives! You know the other differ-
ence? Equipment. That’s crucial. Here, it’s taken for granted, we don’t make a
fuss about it. Did you read today: Italians worried about warm mountain attire
for their soldiers?

suBscRIBER 'The things they have to worry about!

PATRIOT We don't give such things a second thought. A mere bagatelle! An
order is placed for supplies, and that’s an end to it. You must know the story
about the wool blankets? No?

susscRIBER No.

PATRIOT It’sabrilliant illustration of how we just take everything in our stride,
as it comes. Feiner & Co. sign a contract for a million and a half wool blankets
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from Germany. Our War Ministry thought that was roughly how many were
needed for the Carpathians in winter. But they didn’t take it too seriously since
they reckoned on final victory before then. Well, when it gets serious after all,
there’s a sudden change of heart and they say: “Fine, but first the customs for-
malities must be observed.” There’s no way the Finance Minister can be pre-
vailed upon to release the goods before that happens, and the War Minister re-
iterates: we need them. Then —how can I put it? — for six months this goes back
and forth between the War Ministry and the Finance Ministry. Throughout the
whole battle for the Carpathians. Then the firm takes a stand, and Katzenellen-
bogen from Berlin intervenes in person—as you know, he’s virtually our War
Minister’s right hand. He goes off to the Finance Minister and tells him to his

1”

face: “That’s not on!” The Finance Minister says he can't sort the matter out
straightaway. So Katzenellenbogen tells him —and you know his sheer effron-
tery and how forceful he can be —he tells him, in the first place, it will bankrupt
the firm, in the second place, the wool blankets will have had it. They're out

there in the wet and cold and almost all of them are already done for—
suBsCRIBER Who?

PATRIOT 'The wool blankets, of course! They're lying out in the open.
SUBSCRIBER Who?

PATRIOT The wool blankets, of course! What a question! Anyhow, he declares
categorically: “In the first place, the firm goes bankrupt, in the second place,
the wool blankets will have had it, and after all, in the third place, the soldiers

do need them.” The Finance Minister shrugs and says it can’t be done, the pro-
cedure must be followed. First the customs, then the blankets—

SUBSCRIBER Butwhy didn’t the War Ministry pay?

PATRIOT Why, you ask? Because the War Minister took the view that he
couldn’t, the formalities had to be settled first.

suBsCRIBER The customsformalities? But wasn’t that what the Finance Min-
ister wanted?

PATRIOT On the contrary, the formalities about the Finance Ministry releas-
ing funds to pay the customs duty.

suBscRIBER Ah, Isee. And what happened then? I'm dying to hear—

PATRIOT What happened? Katzenellenbogen goes oft again and tells him to
his face: “Excellency”, he says, “the War Ministry is digging its heels in. Now
let me make a suggestion”, he says. “In business, if a client can’t pay right away,
one takes soundings, and if they show the client is reputable, it’s normal to give
him time to pay. Excellency, let me make a suggestion. Take soundings about
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the War Ministry. They’ll tell you it’s reputable. What good will blocking it do
you? Give it time to pay!” Well, he saw the sense of that, granted the delay, and
the wool blankets were released and distributed.

SUBSCRIBER So, it all ended happily after all.

PATRIOT Uptoa point. But it was already March. When they got the blankets
they were —how shall I put it—totally ruined. So now they got refugees to stitch
them together, two blankets at a time, and by now it’s April and everything has
proceeded to plan, even if at double the cost—well, the little matter of stitching
together a million and a half wool blankets had to be paid for, of course —well,
now everything is ready and waiting, what do you think they discover?
SUBSCRIBER Well—7?

PATRIOT 'They discover the soldiers don’t need the wool blankets anymore.
For in the first place, it’s not so cold in the Carpathians anymore, and in the
second place, most of them had in any case already lost their feet through frost-
bite.—So now I ask you, man to man: are woollen blankets something for us
to worry about?

suBSCRIBER But the Italians do! Serves them right! What do you say about
“Price rises for food in Italy”?

PATRIOT Ididn't see anything about that, I only read about the “Bad harvest
in Italy”

SUBSCRIBER Aren’t you mixing that up with “Crop failure in England”?
PATRIOT 'That’s another story, just as you have to distinguish it from “Food
shortages in Russia.”

SUBSCRIBER Look, it’s everywhere the same. For example, they’ve already
introduced casualty lists everywhere.

PATRIOT Yes, just like here, they copy everything we do—
suBSCRIBER Excuse me, what do you mean by that? Do we have—
PATRIOT On the contrary, we've just introduced a Daily British Casualty List.

suBsCRIBER Inoticed that as well, while our casualty list only appears once
in a blue moon.

PATRIOT Do they expect us to forge it and invent false names? At the very out-
side, we’ve had maybe 8oo wounded this year.

suBscRIBER In Italy no list has appeared at all. That’s more than suspicious.
They daren’t admit all the huge losses they’ve suffered already.

PATRIOT Apropos of Italy, did you see: “Dismissal of Italian general”? For
proven incompetence at the front! Further dismissals are expected!
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suBscRIBER Shhh...!Hardly seems possible. Have you ever heard of one
of our generals being—

PATRIOT Well, yes.

SUBSCRIBER Forincompetence?

PATRIOT Thataswell.

suBsCRIBER Butatleasthe didn’thave an opportunity to prove it at the front!

PATRIOT You're right about that, sure enough. Incidentally, did you know
there were already draft dodgers in Italy?

suBscRIBER What did you expect? And it’s scarcely entered the war! But
do you know what else they’ve already introduced? Censorship! Freedom of
expression seems to be in a bad way in all the enemy countries. No free speech
atall, I've heard.

PATRIOT At best, the papers there are allowed to write that our military situa-
tion is much better than theirs. Well, truth will out. English critics of the war
describe the situation of the Entente Powers as hopeless.

suBscRIBER 'That’sa fine state of affairs, allowing them to write that! If any-
one here said anything like that, just imagine what would happen to him!

PATRIOT If he were to say the situation of the Entente Powers was hopeless?

suBSCRIBER No, if he were to say the situation of the Central Powers was
hopeless. He would be strung up, and quite right too! No one here would take
such a liberty.

PATRIOT And why should he? He'd have to lie! Look, even in England they
tell the truth when they have to admit they're in a bad way.

SUBSCRIBER Some patriots they must be! The other day one of them wrote
that England deserves to be wiped out by Germany. Well, he got what was
coming to him. Know what sentence they handed out? Fourteen days!

PATRIOT (shakes his head in disbelief) Prison for criticism in England. That’s
a fine state of affairs! Fourteen days!

SUBSCRIBER Yes, those fine gentlemen don't like hearing things like that,
they can’t stand the truth. That said, no journalist here would take such aliberty.

PATRIOT Andisitany betterin France? Nota jot. Didn’t you read in the Presse
today: “Prison for spreading the truth in France”? I ask you, just for telling the
truth! It was a woman, and she said Germany was prepared for war but France
wasn't. So if for once you tell them the truth to their faces—

SUBSCRIBER Yes, they can’t take it, the powers-that-be in France! They're all
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for waging war and attacking Germany, their peace-loving neighbour, out of the
blue, that’s their style —

PATRIOT Golden words! Germany is waging a defensive war. Not a soul in
Germany was prepared for this war. Heavy industry was taken completely un-
awares.

suBsCRIBER Absolutely. And when this poor woman in France utters this
simple truth in simple words that even the man in the street understands—

PATRIOT No,you're mistaken there, the woman was sentenced because she—
SUBSCRIBER Because she told the truth!

PATRIOT Butshe said Germany was prepared for war—

suBsCRIBER Butthe truth is, Germany was not prepared for war—
PATRIOT But she said Germany was prepared for war!

SUBSCRIBER Butthat’salie!

PATRIOT Butshe was sentenced for telling the truth—

SUBSCRIBER Butwhy was she sentenced then?

PATRIOT Because she said Germany was prepared for war!

SUBSCRIBER But how can she be sentenced for that in France? She should
have been sentenced for that in Germany!

PATRIOT How come?—Wait a minute—no—maybe . . . Look, the way I see
it is: of course, she told the truth, but it being France and the way the French
are, she was sentenced for lying.

SUBSCRIBER Wait a minute—you're muddling things up. I think what hap-
pened is: she lied, and they sentenced her because they can’t face the truth in
France.

PATRIOT 'That’s surely it! It’s in their blood, don’t you think? People there get
carried away and take liberties.

SUBSCRIBER Exactly. From what we read, the newspapers there tell their
own government a few home truths, but spread nothing but lies about us. It’s
perverse! If you believed everything the London papers say about us, you'd be-
lieve England was finished.

PATRIOT But I ask you, who believes that! We simply react differently. Our
whole journalistic mentality is different, I'm told. Thank heavens! You could
say our editors are even more enthusiastic than our soldiers. Especially in the
cultural section.
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suBscRrIBER Talking of which—I meant to tell you, you know who’s coming
here today? Go on, guess. The greatest living writer, Hans Miiller!

PATRIOT Well, you can tell him from me, I heartily agree with every word he
writes! What's he like, as a person? I'd be interested to know. There’s only one
way to describe his style: cheerful and charming. Wasn't it more than charming
when he went up to a soldier in his field-grey uniform in the middle of the street
in Berlin and gave him a big kiss, not to mention his blessing on our combined
weapons in the church at the end of his article. He’s my favourite by far! None
of the rest of them with their personal style, not even Roda Roda or Salten, has
captured the “shoulder to shoulder” feeling so well, in fact, you might say he lit-
erally writes shoulder to shoulder—for instance, with Ganghofer. He’s as good
as that! At first, when he was writing his features from the field as “Cassian at
the Front”, they were so authentic, so enthusiastic, you really believed he was at
the front. Later, by pure chance, I found out he was in Vienna all along, it was
in Vienna he wrote them! How he captured the front! What talent! I'd just be
interested to know, what’s he like as a person?

SUBSCRIBER Asaperson—hard tosay. Justatthe moment pretty worried, but
so what —the day after tomorrow—who'd believe it! —he’s got to appear before
the recruiting board.

PATRIOT Well, well, and what’s he worried about?
SUBSCRIBER About recruitment, of course!
PATRIOT He’s worried? That they won’t take him?

suBscRIBER Whatdoyoumean? He’s worried, of course, because he’s afraid
they will take him!

PATRIOT You're joking! Hans Miiller? The same Hans Miiller who’s sweat-
ing blood for the Fatherland? Really! I could have sworn no one embodied the
Special Relationship better than Hans Miiller—and that he would live and die
for it! Indeed, I thought he had returned from Germany, after embracing our
brave field-grey soldiers, specifically because he couldn’t wait to enlist volun-
tarily! He'll be happy and cheerful, I thought to myself, if they take him —and
he’ll do himself a mischief if they don't take him!

suBscRIBER How come? Didn’t you hear yourself that the features from the
front were from Vienna, and wasn’t it that that impressed you —the way he cap-
tured the front while writing from Vienna?

PATRIOT 'The features from the front—I thought he had written them because
he was offended they hadn’t taken him along yet—just to show them! He wanted
to show them what he would be capable of writing about the front once he was
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actually at the front! I simply can’t believe what you've just told me. You’ll have
mixed him up with someone else.

suBscRIBER He'd be happy if they mixed him up with someone else at the
recruiting board the day after tomorrow.

PATRIOT Listen, that really annoys me! I can only assume you aren’t well
enough informed. If someone has written the way Hans Miiller has written,
so authentically, so enthusiastically, he’s bound to be happy they’ll take him —

SUBSCRIBER (worked up) So—so they have to take everyone? Everyone has
to be happy? No one can have the slightest worry anymore about anything else?
It’s not enough that he’s enthusiastic? No, he has to do military service? Him, of
all people? You're a dreamer! As if you can’t wait to see him doing drill! But your
worries are unfounded, and his too, I hope. And if they do take him —luckily
Hans Miiller is already a name to conjure with. They’ll employ him according
to his talents!

PATRIOT You know that I agree with you about everything—but on that point
our views diverge. I believed in Hans Miiller and what I've just heard disappoints
me. Of course, your point of view is that of a newspaper subscriber. For you, such
a collaborator is indispensable —

suBSCRIBER And you see everything through the eyes of a patriot—1I hope
you see far enough! Adieu, I must find an extra edition. What about you?

PATRIOT I'm going to do my bit. (Exeunt in different directions.)

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Both communiqués!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 12
Enter a giant in civilian dress and a dwarf in uniform.

GIANT It’sall rightfor you, you can be of use to the community. I was immedi-
ately turned down by the regimental doctor.

DWARF For what reason?

GI1ANT Tooweak. According to the same old findings of fifteen years ago. Then
I looked like you.

DWARF If that’s the case, 'm surprised they didn’t accept you. The regimen-
tal doctor hardly looked at me, and I was accepted like a shot. Mama was very

unhappy.
GIANT Mummy’s boy!

DWARF ButI'msatisfied. Man grows to match his higher goals, as Schiller says.



Scene13 95

At first I had doubts whether I was fitted for the grandeur of the age and able to
fight shoulder to shoulder. But in civilian life one is only mocked, while I'll come
back from the army a hero, after many a bullet has whistled over my head. When
the others throw themselves to the ground, I stay on my feet!

GIANT Luckyyou!

pwARF Don't let it worry you. There’s nothing you can do about it. It’s up to
the board.

GIANT Islipped through the net.

DWARF [ caught the doctor’s attention.

GIANT Let’s get some food. I've a huge appetite.
DWARF [ might have a little something.

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—!Both communiqués—!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 13

The electrified railway Baden-Vienna.

Agiant of a man, bushy moustache, dead drunk, in civilian life possibly a removal
man, check trousers bearing traces of overindulgence in wine and recent forced
ejection from source of same. Beside him a bag from which, at intervals, he takes
a bottle. He enters into a dispute with a couple after knocking against the girl,
threatens her companion, and shouts throughout the whole journey.

DRUNK What a waster—getting his dander up—what have you ever done for
the Fatherland? Where are your papers? Let me see! — Look me in the eye—I've
got sons like you at the front—and with more beard than you have —they’re out
there doing things—for the Fatherland —D’you know where I'm from? —from
Baden, that’s where —what a waster—let’s see your papers, then—who do you
think you—you—getting your dander up—just because you've your sweetie
with you—what have you ever done for the Fatherland?—look at me—1I do
things—for the Fatherland —if they all got their dander up like him there —what
are you looking at me like that for?—Maybe I offended you? —what a waster—
I do things—show me your papers—here, look at that—know what that is?—a
postcard from the front from my nephew —for the Fatherland —what a waster—
I want to see his papers—he’s done nothing —for the Fatherland — (When he has
calmed down a bit after being talked to by the frail-looking conductor, he slumps
against others sitting near him, offering them his bottle, one after the other.)
Friends and neighbours, help yourselves—as fellow Austrians!
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A GALICIAN REFUGEE coUPLE God forbid! (They escape by changing
seats, but leave their umbrella behind.)

DRUNK (now slurring all his words) Waster—for the Fatherland —show your
papers—

CONSUMPTION TAX INSPECTOR (appears) What have you got in your
bag there?

DRUNK (faintly) Waster—{for the Fatherland—show papers— (after a long
talking-to is prevailed upon to open his bag and pay a tax of zo cents. Mean-
while, the train halts.)

A VIENNESE (who has meanwhile occupied the place where the refugees were
sitting) So we all have to wait because of some piddling triviality! Nothing but
bother on this line! It’s all too much!

(He leaves the train, with the umbrella. It is raining. The drunk does likewise.
The train pulls out.)

DRUNK (outside, more animated again) For the Fatherland —he should—he
should show his papers —waster —done nothing —for the Fatherland —

REFUGEE COUPLE (breathe a sigh of relief and occupy their former seats. A
moment later they jump up.) Where’s the umbrella? God, where’s the umbrella?
Conductor, where’s the umbrella?

(Change of scene.)

Scene 14

The apartment of the actress Elfriede Ritter, recently returned from Russia. Lug-
gage partly unpacked. The reporters Fiichsl, Feigl, and Halberstam are holding
her by the arms and plying her with questions.

ALL THREE (talking at once): Has the knout left any marks? Show us! We
need the particulars, every detail. How was Muscovy? Your impressions of the
capital of the Slav empire? You must have suffered dreadfully, didn’t you? You
must have!

FUCHSL Describe how they treated you like a prisoner!

FEIGL Letthe Evening Edition have your impressions of your stay!

HALBERSTAM What was your frame of mind during the journey back? Tell
the Morgenblatt!

ELFRIEDE RITTER (smiles; her accent is north German) Gentlemen, I thank
you for your keen interest. I'm really touched that my beloved Viennese still take
me to their hearts. And for troubling yourselves to come in person, my heartfelt



Scene14 97

thanks! I'll happily put off my unpacking, gentlemen, but with the best will in
the world I can only say that it was very, very interesting, that nothing happened
to me atall, what else?. .. hmm, that the return journey, though a little tedious,
was not in the slightest onerous, and (with a twinkle in her eye) thatI am pleased
to be back in my beloved Vienna.

HALBERSTAM Interesting—so it was a tedious journey, so she admits—
FEIGL Onerous was what she said —

FUcHsL Hangon,wrotethe intro backin the office —wait a second — (writes)
Released from her sufferings in Russian captivity, and having finally reached her
destination after an onerous and tedious journey, the artiste wept tears of joy at
the realization she was once more in her beloved city of Vienna—

ELFRIEDE RITTER (waving a finger threateningly) My dear sir, that’s not what
I said! On the contrary, did I not say I could not complain about a thing, not
the slightest thing—

FUCHsL Ahal (writes) The artiste can today look back on her ordeal with a cer-
tain ironical detachment.

ELFRIEDE RITTER Yes, butreally—Ireally must say—no, no, gentlemen, I'm
shocked —

FUCHSL (writes) But when one jogs her memory, the state of shock once again
returns. Frau Ritter movingly describes how she was deprived of any possibility
of complaining about the treatment she suffered.

ELFRIEDE RITTER But gentlemen, what are you trying to do—1 really can’t
say—

FUCHsL She is simply unable to say what—

ELFRIEDE RITTER Butreally—Ireally can’t say—

HALBERSTAM Oh go on, you've no idea of all the things you can say! Look,
my dear, the public wants something to read, geddit? I'm telling you, you can
say—here, you can, though perhaps not in Russia, here we have freedom of
speech, thank God, not like in Russia—here, praise be, one can say whatever
one wants about conditions in Russia! Did any of the Russian newspapers pay
you the attention we're paying you here? Well then!

FEIGL Be reasonable, Ritter; do you think a little bit of publicity will do you
any harm, now you're about to tread the boards again? Well then!

ELFRIEDE RITTER Butgentlemen—I can’t just—the way you've twisted it is
hair-raising— if you'd seen it with your own eyes—on the streets or in meetings
with officials—if I'd had occasion for the slightest complaint— of being harassed
or whatever —do you think I would remain silent?
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FUCHSL (writes) Still trembling with emotion, Frau Ritter gives an account
of the mob pulling and twisting her hair, how she was harassed by officials for
making the slightest complaint and obliged to remain silent throughout.

ELFRIEDE RITTER But my dear sir, are you pulling my leg? I'm telling you
the police officers, on the contrary, were very approachable, they received me
with open arms and provided support at every opportunity. I could go out wher-
ever I wanted and come home whenever I wanted. I assure you, if I had felt for
a moment like a prisoner—

FUCHSL (writes) The artiste tells of once attempting to go out, when the police
immediately approached her and, seizing her by the arms, dragged her home,
so that she literally led the life of a prisoner—

ELFRIEDE RITTER Now you're making me really angry—it’s not true, gentle-
men, [ protest—

FUCHSL (writes) She becomes really angry when reminded of these experi-
ences and her unavailing protests —

ELFRIEDE RITTER It’s not true, gentlemen!

FUCHSL (looks up) Not—true? What do you mean, not true, when I've writ-
ten down your every word?

FEIGL When we publish something, are you saying it isn’t true?
HALBERSTAM You know, I've never come across that before. Interesting!
FEIGL She'll be sending in a correction next!

FUCHsL Listen, don’t start inventing fairytales! You'll regret it!

FEIGL You'll only do yourself harm!

HALBERSTAM What's her next role going to be?

FOcHsL IfItell the director at the casting meeting on Saturday, Berger will
get to play Gretchen, that I can guarantee!

FEIGL That’s the thanks you get, when Fuchs always treated you so well? You
don’t know Fuchs! If he finds out, look out when you’ve your next premiere!

HALBERSTAM Andinany case, Wolf hasitin for you since that time you acted
in his play, just so you know. In addition, Wolf is very anti-Russian, if he were
now to hear you've no complaints about Russia—he would tear you to shreds
on the spot!

FUcHsL That’s nothing, what about Low? For heaven’s sake, don’t take on
Léw, an actress simply has to make concessions, no two ways about it!

FEIGL Ontheotherhand I can tell you, in confidence, that it would be hugely
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beneficial to you, not only with the public but even with the press itself, if you
had been ill-treated in Russia.

HALBERSTAM Think it over. Youre from Berlin and you've quickly adapted
to Viennese conditions. You've been well received from the start, with open
arms—

FUCHSL Ican only say, this is no joking matter. Someone who'’s been in Rus-
sia and has no tales to tell of the suffering endured, that’s laughable, and you a
first-class artiste! I tell you, your whole career is at stake!

ELFRIEDE RITTER (wrings her hands) But—but—but—my dear sir—I,
thought I was— please, my dear sir—I only wanted to—to tell the truth —forgive
me — please, please —

FEIGL (enraged) You call that the truth? So we are lying?

ELFRIEDE RITTER Imean—forgiveme—I, I, Ibelieved it was the truth—but
if you—gentlemen —believe that it—wasn’t the truth — After all —you—gentle-
men of the press—must have a—better grasp. I can see that—as a woman—1
can’treally have a proper —understanding, can I? For heaven’s sake —you under-
stand, don’t you—after all, we are at war—we women are panic-stricken —I'm
so happy simply to have escaped from enemy territory in one piece —

HALBERSTAM There you are! Now it’s all coming back to you—

ELFRIEDE RITTER Ah, dear sir, of course. You understand, don’t you—that
first flush of joy at being back in your beloved Vienna—you see everything
you've escaped from and survived in a more rosy light—just for a moment, of
course —but then you're seized again with rage and resentment—

HALBERSTAM What did I tell you? We knew from the start that you would
see —

FUCHSL (writes) The artiste is still seized with rage and resentment when she
remembers the torments she endured, and as soon as the first flush of joy at
being back in the metropolis has given way to her gruesome memories— (turns
to her) So, is that the truth now?

ELFRIEDE RITTER Yes, gentlemen, that’s the truth—look, I was still over-
come by—one is so panic-stricken, so—

FOCHSL Wait— (writes) Still feeling panic-stricken, she doesn’t dare speak of it.
In the land of freedom she is at times still prey to the notion she is back in Rus-
sia, experiencing its shameful disregard for individual human rights, freedom of
opinion and free speech. (Turns to her.) So, is that the truth now?

ELFRIEDE RITTER Really, my dear sir, I don’t know how you can plumb the
deepest—
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FUcHsL Well, there you are!

HALBERSTAM Whatdid I tell you? She admits she suffered —
FEIGL Endured!

FUCHsL Endured? Was literally tormented!

HALBERSTAM Well then, that’s all we need. Let’s go, after all, we're not just
here for the fun of it—

FUCHsL Obviously. I'll finish it off in the office. So—we need not fear a cor-
rection? That would be the last straw!

ELFRIEDE RITTER O, but dear sir!—It was really charming of you to come.
Do come again soon—Adieu, adieu. (Calls upstairs) Grete! Gre—te!

FEIGL She is a very sensible woman. Griiss Gott, Fraulein. (Leaving, to the
others) She has survived the ordeal and is too panic-stricken to say what she has
undergone — big deal!

(Elfriede Ritter sinks into a chair, then gets up to finish unpacking.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 15
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

OPTIMIST It’s both uplifting and touching the way even trade names bring
out the importance of patriotism at this time, it could even reconcile you to
the rise in prices.

GRUMBLER Well then you won't be able to forgive the Hotel Bristol, which
has retained its name, although there was no Hotel St. Pslten in London, even
in peacetime.

oPTIMIST Nevertheless, by turning its “Rétisserie” into a “Carvery”, the Bristol
showed it had the courage and the determination to do some soul-searching.
And look at this— “The Fleet.” Pure and simple! It’s a gentlemen’s outfitters, and
a short time ago everyone knew it was called “The English Fleet.” (The shop-
keeper appears in the doorway.)

GRUMBLER Yes, but we don’t know—wait a minute, I'll ask him what fleet his
present sign represents. Given the confusion, perhaps he’ll lower the price of
shirts a bit. (The owner retreats.) It’s the Austrian fleet!

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 16
Headgquarters. Enter four army commanders.

AUFFENBERG No, gentlemen, it’s out of the question! I've no intention of
being made a scapegoat for defeat, like Benedek, I simply won’t put up with
that—

BRUDERMANN Oh, go on, don't be difficult, what should the rest of us say? I
only lost 80,000 men, and they’re already muttering against me.
pANkKL They're totting up my 70,000.

PFLANZER-BALTIN Justignore them!I'm launching an attack tomorrow, re-
gardless! We attack tomorrow, otherwise we're up to our neck in it! Attack, is
my advice, what are they born for if not a hero’s death—tell me, what else our
lot are good for! Attack, attack— (he has a seizure.)

AUFFENBERG Stop right there—I couldn’t agree more. I've always said our
gallant soldiers should grin and bear it and die fighting. I'm in the middle of
drawing my plans up, too. Even if it doesn’t do any good, it won't do any harm
either, is what I say. Oh yes, before I forget—the adjutant forgot to remind me
yet again, you have to think of everything yourself—

BRUDERMANN Why, what’s up?

AUFFENBERG Nothing—stupid, really—it’s just that I must send him a card,
that’s all. Ever since Lublin I've been meaning to, but in all the chaos of the re-
treat I completely forgot. Just a moment! (He sits at a table and writes.) There,
that’ll please him.

DANKL What are you writing?
AUFFENBERG Listen: “At this moment in history” —

PFLANZER-BALTIN Ah, bolstering up the men’s morale —that’s not my line.
We've got machine guns and padres! Tomorrow we attack, and then—

AUFFENBERG “Atthis moment in history—"

BRUDERMANN Are you writing the battle orders?
AUFFENBERG No, a postcard.

DANKL And who are you writing these world-historical words to?

AUFFENBERG Listen: “At this moment in history, when I would normally be
sitting in those cosy rooms of yours which I know so well, my thoughts turn to
you and your staff, and from our distant quarters out here in the field I send you
cordial greetings. Auftenberg”

BRUDERMANN Who's it to? Krobatin?
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AUFFENBERG Are you joking! Ludwig Riedl of the Café Europal
ALL Ah, Riedl!

BRUDERMANN A man of feeling, our tenderhearted Auffenberg! You know,
I'm pleased for you. They won't be able to drag you through the mud now on
account of those 9o,000 Tyrolese and Salzburgers that you sacrificed. Sacri-
ficed, they called it!

PFLANZER-BALTIN Justignore them! I'm up to 100,000.
DANKL You know what? Let’s all write to Riedl!

BRUDERMANN Well, yes, but I'm more at home in the Opera Café —I'd
rather write to— (sits and writes.)

PFLANZER-BALTIN The Café Heinrichshof is like a second home to me, I'll
drop a line to— (sits and writes.)

DANKL Yes, youre right—I've been a regular in the Café Stadtpark for 29
years—I used to read the reports of the General Staff there every day with
Hofer — (sits and writes.)

AUFFENBERG (aside) They're all copying me. First the strategy, and now keep-
ing in touch with back home. Pity Potierek isn’t here, but he wrote me a postcard
to the front from the Café Kremser, and Liborius Frank is sitting together with
Puhallo v. Brlog at Scheidl’s. Conrad is about to get married, so that’s an end to
our coffechouse existence. They're all copying me. I was the first to send in my
photo to the Humorist. I was a trailblazer. Something different for a change —
not just always theatre people. Now they’re all at it, nothing but generals, it’s
getting tiresome, high time some females appeared again. I was the first to get
the press involved a bit more, now each of them is in league with some slimy
hack just to provide publicity. I'll be interested to see if Riedl has the gumption
to submit my card to the Extrablatt. But wait, I mustn’t forget, the attack’s in a
week’s time and I've got to— Hey, Pflanzer, what do you think: should I attack
right away or wait a week?

PFLANZER-BALTIN Idon’twantto interfere on thatscore, butif I wasin your
shoes, I would launch an attack the like of which—

BRUDERMANN Now that your men are on their last legs anyhow, I agree.
There’ll be time enough for them to pick themselves up. Attack, I say!

DANKL That would be stupid. He should save it for the 18th of August, if he
really can’t wait until the second of December. That would always be a nice sur-
prise for the Emperor on his anniversaries.
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PFLANZER-BALTIN That’s just flattery, and I want nothing to do with it. I'm
launching an attack tomorrow, I know my onions!
(Enter an aide-de-camp of Pflanzer-Baltin.)

AIDE-DE-CAMP Beg to report, Excellency, the professors have arrived and
want to present the honorary doctorate.

PFLANZER-BALTIN Aha. Letthem wait. If it’s heavy, tell them to put it down
while they catch their breath. (Exit aide-de-camp.)

AUFFENBERG Congratulations seem to be in order. Which faculty is it from?
PFLANZER-BALTIN Czernowitz.

BRUDERMANN Is that all? It’s not even a faculty, it’s only a chair. What sub-
ject?

PFLANZER-BALTIN Philosophy, of course.

DANKL And your rehabilitation, where’s that?

PFLANZER-BALTIN Czernowitz. It’s no great shakes, but after all —

BRUDERMANN I had expectations from Graz since the students there were
fighting under my command. But that came to nothing, unfortunately, since
they’re having to close down for the same reason.

DANKL You can congratulate me soon on an honorary doctorate from Inns-

bruck.

AUFFENBERG Thoseareall provincial fleapits. [ wouldn't accept one from any
of them! I say: Vienna or nothing. Apropos of Vienna, Riedl'll be tickled pink! I
mustn’t forget to remind the aide-de-camp not to forget to remind the courier,
or he’ll end up forgetting my card for Riedl!

DANKL, BRUDERMANN, PFLANZER-BALTIN That’s a good idea, let’s do
that too, by courier is always the safest way.

AUFFENBERG (aside) They're all copying me. First the strategy, and now keep-
ing in touch with back home!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 17

Vienna. Premises of the Association of Café Proprietors. Enter four café propri-
etors, including Riedl. All address him heatedly.

FIRST It’snoton, Riedl. You're a patriot and simple tradesman, you've no right
to keep all those trinkets—look, it’s only for as long as the war lasts anyway, after-
wards you'll get them back.
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sEcOND Don't make me see red, Riedl, you'll compromise the whole profes-
sion, and you its leading light—you have to, whether you want to or not, you
have to!

THIRD Let him be, he’ll listen to me. Riedl, don’t be such a bore! Are you a
Viennese? Well then! Are you a German? Well then!

RIEDL Butsee here, how is it going to look in the next edition of the Lehmann
Gazetteer—1 was always the one who had the most decorations in the whole of
Vienna, no one else had as many lines devoted to him—

FIRST Ifeel your pain, Riedl, it must be hard for you, but you have to make
the sacrifice. It would be a disgrace, it would be tantamount to treason, when so
many of the top brass are your regular patrons, and one even has his own table!

SECOND Look, we all have to make sacrifices in this age of grandeur, I only
put the price of a small black coffee up to 4.44 instead of 4.50—the widow’s
mite, and all that—

THIRD Ridiculous, I can’tbelieve the famous patriot Riedl, the president of our
association, the commandant of the Navy Veterans—it’s not possible, Admiral
Tegethoft would be turning in his grave if he found out. I don’t believe it! You,
Ried], the only one of us with his own monument while still alive—

RIEDL True, and one I erected myself! A self-made man is what I am, through
and through —built my own house, and I thank God heart and soul for it, every
time I come home I love to see that beautiful bas-relief!

FIRST Well then, what need have you for baubles from our enemies? You must
give them all up, Ried], all of them, including the one from Montenegro, and
even the Order of the Liberation of the Republic of Liberia!

RIEDL Oh no, not that one too? It was always my special pride and joy. And
listen, I was thinking of retiring at the end of the year anyway—so no, it’s im-
possible.

SECOND Riedl, you must.

THIRD Riedl, you've no choice.

RIEDL And the Order of Franz Joseph as well, I suppose?

FIRST On the contrary, that one you can now have printed in bold in Leh-
mann.

RIEDL (after an inner struggle, takes the great decision) All right, then, I'll do
it!  know what I owe the Fatherland. I renounce the honours bestowed on me
by the enemy governments, the swine! I wouldn’t even accept money back for
what the trinkets cost me!
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ALL (all at once) Three cheers for Riedl!—That’s the Riedl we know!—Long
live the city of Vienna and our own Riedl!—Long live St. Stephen’s Cathedral
and Riedl’s beside it!— Gott strafe England! —Punish it!—Down with Monte-
negro!— Throw them all away!—Riedl, our greatest patriot!

RIEDL (wiping his brow) I thank you—1I thank you—I must just ring home so
they can take them to the Red Cross. You'll read about it in tomorrow’s paper —
(becoming pensive) Here I stand, a lifeless trunk.

SECOND Listen to him, that’s culture for you! Now Riedl talks like a classic!

RIEDL It’s not from a classic, it’s what the editor of the Extrablatt always says
when he loses at cards. And now— (choking with emotion)—it’s me —that’s
losing—!

THIRD Don’t be sad, Riedl! Don’t be sad! What you give up now you will get
back twofold and threefold. And that perhaps sooner than you think.

(A waiter rushes into the room.)

WAITER Herrvon Riedl, Herr von Riedl, a card has arrived, Friulein Anna told
me I should bring it quick—it’s great news—the whole place is in an uproar.

RIEDL Letme have it, what is it— (reads, trembling with shock and joy) Gentle-
men —at this hour—this is an historic moment —as a patriot and a simple trades-
man, honoured by my fellow citizens with countless proofs of their affection —as
president of our association —but never—no, never have I—take a look—

ALL Well, what is it?

RIEDL My most illustrious patron—our preeminent warlord—has—during
the battle —thought—of me! Hold me! I must inform — the Extrablatt—
(They all support him and read.)

FIRST Isthatall? Whataletdown! And there was me thinking — Yesterday I got
a card from Brudermann — (pulls it out of his pocket.)

RIEDL Oh stop it, youre embarrassing me.

sEcoND Come on, there’s no harm in it, youre being stupid —something
like that wouldn't affect me. Look, the day before yesterday I got a card from
Pllanzer-Baltin— (pulls it out of his pocket.)

THIRD You're all getting too big-headed, by chance last week I received from
Dankl— (pulls it out of his pocket.)

ALL THREE (read out loud at same time) At this historic moment, when I
would normally be sitting in those cosy rooms of yours which I know so well, my
thoughts turn to you and your staff, and from our distant quarters out here in the
field I send you cordial greetings— Dankl — Pflanzer — Brudermann.
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RIEDL (erupting) I don't believe it! That’s plagiarism! Plagiarism, I tell you! A
hoax! Compared with me, you're like fleas on a dog’s back! I'm not having it! I
haven't given back any decorations yet, and I've no intention of doing so, and if
Auffenberg doesn’t give me an explanation at once—I'll keep the lot!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 18

In Vienna’s Deutschmeister barracks.
An elegantly dressed gentleman of about 40 is waiting in a dingy room without
any chairs. Enter Sergeant Weiguny.

GENTLEMAN Excuse me—sergeant—I wonder if you could—tell me per-
haps—I've been standing here for three hours, you see—and nobody has
appeared —I've been declared unfit for active service, you see—I've reported
voluntarily before the call-up deadline to be allocated clerical work—and they
told me to—stay put—but I must say—

SERGEANT Shut your trap!
GENTLEMAN Yes—certainly—but I would like to—I must—at least, could

I just—notify my family—I can’t just—dressed as I am—I need —my toilet
things—a toothbrush, a blanket and —

SERGEANT Shut your trap!

GENTLEMAN But—I beg you—forgive me—I came to report—I didn't
know —I must—

SERGEANT You fat bastard, if you say another word I'll thump you so hard,
you'll—

(The gentleman takes a 10-crown note from his waistcoat and offers it to the ser-

geant.)

SERGEANT Well, well —look, squire —I really can’t let you go home, no way,
but if it’s a blanket you want, leave it to me. (He leaves the room.)
(Enter a cadet from the adjoining room.)

cADET What’s up? Are you the one who was arguing with the sergeant? Hi!
Don’t you remember me? Wogerer, from the athletics club—

GENTLEMAN Yes, of course!
cADET Unfit for active service, eh?—Listen, an intelligent fellow like you,
what are you doing bandying words with a sergeant?

GENTLEMAN Butwhat can Ido? I've been standing here for three hours. I've
got to get home —my people have no idea—I came to register voluntarily —
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cADET Well, you've really landed yourself in it. Who was it gave you that ad-
vice? But if you want to go home, of course you can.

GENTLEMAN Yes, but how do I go about it?

cADET Don't make me laugh, a distinguished gent like you—TI'll help you—
this is what you do—you go to the captain—

GENTLEMAN And he’ll let me go home?

cADET Normally he wouldn't, of course, he’s very strict, but you simply tell
him, and tell him straight out, man to man, don’t be shy (he salutes): “Beg re-
spectfully to report, captain, there’s a girl I need to see.” —Then, just you wait
and see, the captain will say—I bet you anything he says: “What, you need to
see a girl? Push off then, you filthy swine!” And after that, you can go!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 19
War Welfare Office.

HUGO VON HOFMANNSTHAL (glances at a newspaper) Ah, an open letter
to me?—That’s decent of Bahr, not to have forgotten me in these terrible times!
(He reads aloud.) “Greetings, Hofmannsthal. All I know is that you are under
arms, dear Hugo, but no one can tell me where. And so I write to you via this
newspaper. Perhaps some friendly wind will waft it to the campfire outside your

»

tent and convey my best wishes—” (He stops.)

cYNIc Goon—read on! Doesn’t he write well, Bahr!

HOFMANNSTHAL (crumples the paper) Bahr is unbearable —

cYNIc What’s the matter? (lakes the paper and reads out extracts.) “Every
German, at home or in the field, now wears a uniform. That is the immense joy
of this moment. May God ever preserve it for us! —It is the age-old path already
taken by the Nibelungenlied, and the minnesang troubadours and the master-
singers, our mystics and our German baroque, Klopstock and Herder, Goethe
and Schiller, Kant and Fichte, Bach, Beethoven, Wagner. — Good luck, my dear

lieutenant—"
HOFMANNSTHAL Stopit!

CYNIC (reads) “I know you are happy. You feel the joy of taking part. There is
none greater.”

HOFMANNSTHAL Listen, if you don't stop now—

CYNIC (reads) “And let us remember that, now and for all time: taking part is
what counts. And let us ensure that from this day forward we shall always have
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something in which we can take part. If so, Germany’s destiny will have been
fulfilled, and minnesang troubadours and mastersingers, Herr Walter von der
Vogelweide and Hans Sachs, Eckhart and Tauler, the mystics and the baroque,
Klopstock and Herder, Goethe and Schiller, Kant and Fichte, Beethoven and
Wagner—all shall have found their fulfilment. —” What connection do they
have with you? Ah, perhaps he means that they have all been exempted. “And
that is the gift of the All-powerful One to the pitiful race of men!” Thank God!—
(reads) “Now you must surely soon be in Warsaw!”

HOFMANNSTHAL Stop it!!

cYNIC “Go atonce to our consulate and ask if the Austro-Hungarian consul
general is still there: Leopold Andrian.” (He has a fit of laughter.)
HOFMANNSTHAL Why are you laughing?

cYNiIc He probably stayed in Warsaw after the outbreak of war to issue visas to
the troops when they arrive —that’s indispensable in wartime — otherwise they
won't be able to enter Russia! (reads) “And as you celebrate your joyful reunion,
while the drums beat outside and Poldi paces up and down the room, declaim-
ing Baudelaire in his ardent, sonorous tones, do not forget me, you are in my
mind! You are so lucky—"

HOFMANNSTHAL Stop it!

cYNIC “—andwhataflood of ideas just being there must inspire, does it not?”

The things he thinks of!
HOFMANNSTHAL Leave me in peace!

cYNIC Butyou will soon be in Warsaw anyhow, won't you? For propaganda
purposes, I take it, or something along those lines— Will you give your Hinden-
burg lecture again?

HOFMANNSTHAL Leave me in peace, I tell you—

cYNIC Brr hasn’titturned cold again today — let me ring for someone to come
and put some more wood on the camp fire outside your tent.
HOFMANNSTHAL That’s really mean—go off and torment someone else and
let me work!

(Enter Poldi.)

POLDI (ardent sonorous dialect) Hello there, Hugo my boy, what’s the latest
from Bahr?

(Hofmannsthal puts his hands over his ears.)

cYNIc How do you do, Baron, you've come at just the right moment.
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poLD! Tell me, Hugo my boy, is it true Bahr hasn’t been here all year, or could
he really have enlisted?

cYNIc What, him too?
HOFMANNSTHAL Look, he’s simply unbearable—come on, let’s go in—

poLDI Hugo my boy, Baudelaire has got what it takes, let me recite a few
pieces.

HOFMANNSTHAL And I'll show you my Prince Eugene!

poLDI Wunderbahr!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 20

A military unit on the Bukovinian front. Enter Lieutenant Fallota and Lieuten-
ant Beinsteller.

FaLLOTA Know what? I picked up a pretty Pole yesterday — very tasty! Pity we
can’t include her in that group photo we’re sending in to the Muskete.

BEINSTELLER Ah, a pretty Polski!—Did you know the padre is having his
photo taken for the Interessante, on horseback, giving the last rites to a dying
soldier. Should be easy enough to arrange, if need be it can be mocked up—
y’know, someone lying on the ground — then the editor asked for a prayer at the
soldier’s grave —no problem there.

FAaLLOTA Listen, I took a picture yesterday, a really interesting one. A dying
Russian —like a genre scene—with a bullet wound to the head, completely
drawn from life —y’know, he could even still stare into the lens. What a look! —
y’know—as if I'd deliberately set it up, terrific, d’you think that would be some-
thing for the Interessante? Would they take it?

BEINSTELLER You bet! And they’ll pay.

FALLOTA You think so? By the way, here’s something you missed—the cor-
poral fainted yesterday when he had to hold the spy—y’know, the Ukrainian
priest—while he was being executed for the Sasha film. Pity you weren'’t there.
BEINSTELLER And what did you do with the fellow?

FALLOTA Tied him to a tree, of course. I'm not going to put him in the clink,
am I? This isn’t peacetime — clink, that’s just what they’d like, that lot.

BEINSTELLER Y’know,Idon’tunderstand the Russians. The prisoners say they
don’t go in for that sort of punishment at all!

FALLOTA Don'ttalk to me about that nation of slaves! Did you read that poem
by Kappus? In verse, thyming verse even!
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BEINSTELLER Everything in the Muskete these days is hilarious— Schén-
pilug—

FALLOTA A different kettle of fish altogether! I've a funny story I'm going to
send in— Listen, you know what, I've started to keep a diary, everything I've
lived through will be in it. Starting with the bash in the mess the day before
yesterday. A tasty Polish girl, say no more, but very tasty — (gestures.)

BEINSTELLER Aha, gorgeous curves! Well, good for you. Me, I'm more inter-
ested in culture. I read a lot. I've almost got through all those Engelhorn novels.
Before, when I was back at the base, we'd a pretty wild time of it as well. A bit of
music, too. We have a gramophone now we got from the castle. You might lend
me your Pole, then she could dance to it.

FALLOTA You know who else must have lived through a lot out in the field?
Novak of the Fourteenth, he was a hell of a fellow. If he doesn’t chalk up his 60
shots a day, he gets mad and takes it out on his own men. The other day Piih-
ringer sent me a card: Novak sees some old Serb peasant fetching water on the
far bank of the Drina. It happened to be during a lull in the fighting. He says
to Pithringer: See him over there? Takes aim, bang, got him! Hell of a fellow,
Nowak. Mows down anything that moves. They’ve already put him up for the
Order of the Iron Crown.

BEINSTELLER Fantastic! Of course those idiotic peaceniks don’t understand
that sort of thing. You know, I'm curious to see how Scharinger is going to extri-
cate himself from that stupid affair. You haven't heard, have you?

FAaLLOTA For making himself scarce during the attack?

BEINSTELLER Forgive me, butyou're surely not going to accuse a professional
soldier of —

FALLOTA Oh no, of course, you mean the story about the cook burning some
dish, and Scharinger sending him into the front line—

BEINSTELLER No, no, it was on account of the coat—didn’t you know? He
had moved into where the colonel, Kratochwila von Schlachtentreu, had pre-
viously been billeted, then when he moved out again he took with him a coat
of the colonel’s that had been left hanging there. Didn’t you know? Well, here’s
what happened. The colonel meets him and sees the coat, packed up ready to
go. Scharinger finds a pretext, says he thought it belonged to the enemy who had
taken it from the castle, and that he was just about to give it back. And the upshot
was—well, you can imagine the furore. Anyway, he’ll extricate himself somehow.

FALLOTA I really don't understand—it’s always the same damned stupid
things. I've never had any bother with that sort of thing. Of course, if it’s plun-
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der, then fair enough. Especially then! Even Joseph Ferdinand took a lovely
carriage and horses, and clerical robes, and some bits of jewellery, too—well,
he’s knowledgeable about art, as we know. You know, I got a few nice bits and
pieces as well then—I've got an eye for it—some really good stuff—there was
even a piano, fantastic!

BEINSTELLER Hats off—gotta hand it to you!

FALLOTA Oh, that’s nothing, the general’s wife helped herself to lingerie and
clothes from the quarters allocated to her husband, only for her own use, of
course, in any case her daughter is provided for by the War Ministry. Those
were the days! We just nabbed the grain and the livestock and anything else we
needed. It was great fun the whole time —bastinado and all the rest of it. And
champagne with everything. But now it’s all gone dead. I can’t say I'm really en-
joying myself out here, except for the girls.

BEINSTELLER It seems to me, they're hankering after another offensive, at
least that would make a change.

FALLOTA 'The last one was such a cock-up. Two thousand wounded and 600
dead—I'm not sentimental, as you know, and I'm all for putting in an effort—

BEINSTELLER It'sa mystery to me as well.

FALLOTA Itwasall just to be able to report an advance, though we hardly ad-
vanced an inch. The men just lay there for four weeks—

BEINSTELLER Exactly. Sothey consulted their tarot cards again up there, and
the cards say: Time to attack! When the men start grumbling about the dried
vegetables, it’s time to attack! If only to keep them in practice. Afterwards the
idiot Archduke Friedrich says: are you happy with the outcome? And they say:
well, the men had nothing else to do anyway. But I must say, high strategy that
ain’t, even though no one could ever call me squeamish! But what I say is, if it’s
not absolutely necessary—then go easy on the human raw material. As it is, first
they squander the fully trained troops, then they send in the ones who've just
been called up. For instance, the crocks and weaklings who can’t tell a hand gre-
nade from a dung heap. Is that hunky-dory?

FALLOTA 'Theyll ingratiate themselves with big chief Pflanzer, at any rate.
BEINSTELLER You think?! The colonel sees red if there are too many still

alive after a retreat. He once swore at a company: What’s this, why haven't you
all copped it yet? That’s the Pflanzer Baldhin system, say Bshm-Ermolli’'s men.

FALLOTA There was a real stink with the wounded the other day. Who'd have
thought it would have been such a big issue, there simply weren’t enough ambu-
lances. They’d all gone into town with the generals, to the theatre and so on.
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They rang through to the town, but not one of them came back. Chaos, I need
hardly tell you!

BEINSTELLER They’re nothing but trouble, the wounded.

FaLLOTA All the same, they should pay more attention to our men. Give the
population a hard time, by all means, that I can understand, but after all we need
the troops. This month there were 240 death sentences against civilians, carried
out on the spot, it runs like clockwork now.

BEINSTELLER Political suspects?

FaLLOTA Politically unreliable, half of them.
BEINSTELLER Whatdid they do?

FALLOTA Oh, subversive activities and the like.
BEINSTELLER Nol!

FALLOTA I don't approve of martial law, you know, all that obsessive legal
quibbling—and the endless paperwork, so stupid: Sentence passed! Sentence
carried out! Have you ever read a legal submission?  haven’t. Once I've strapped
on my sabre, I've no need of that.

BEINSTELLER And you're meant to be present at executions, too.

FALLOTA Yes, well, at the start I even found that interesting. But now, if 'm
in the middle of a game of cards, I just send the ensign. In any case, the sound
carries into the room. We've a couple of good lawyers from Vienna right now.
Butstill, it’s a hell of a drag. I've been put up for the Distinguished Service Cross.

BEINSTELLER Congratulations. By the way, what’s Floderer up to these days?
Is he still shooting at his own men?

FALLOTA Andhow! A year ago they diagnosed general paralysis of the brain —
all to no avail. They keep sending him away, and he keeps coming back. How he
manages it is a mystery to me. The other day he shot a sergeant the lieutenant
had sent to get ammunition, apparently he thought the fellow was beating a re-
treat. Didn’t ask, just bang—stone dead.

BEINSTELLER One more orone less. In any case, let me tell you, when you've
been at this game for a year, one more dead is nothing. But the wounded, they’re
a real pain. A year from now, when peace comes, there’ll be nothing but one-
legged organ-grinders—have your earplugs at the ready! What will we do with
them all? Wounded — it’s neither one thing nor the other. What I'say is: a hero’s
death or nothing, otherwise those fellows have only themselves to blame.

FALLOTA And the blind ones are really repulsive. The ludicrous way they go
tap tap tap. The other day I had just arrived at a station coming back from leave,
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and there were some other ranks laughing and pushing one of them around and
driving him up the wall.

BEINSTELLER That’snothing—youshould have seen the division commander
the other day, taunting some fellow who had the jitters.

FALLOTA Yes, well, that sort of thing drives you to distraction if you've a sensi-
tive nature, but you know what I think in cases like that? War is war, that’s what
I think in cases like that.

BEINSTELLER Say, how’s your orderly doing? What age is he now?
FALLOTA Justturned 48. Got a clip round the ear for his birthday yesterday.
BEINSTELLER What s he in civilian life?

FALLOTA Oh, a composer or a philosopher or something like that.

BEINSTELLER Oh, did I tell you, Mayerhofer was in Teschen last week. Big
white chief Friedrich has taken to walking round the streets, you know how?
With his marshal’s baton!

FALLOTA Does he take it with him when he goes to the privy?

BEINSTELLER Kaiser Willi has just given him another one. Perhaps he takes
both.

FaALLOTA HalIt'll look like he’s on crutches!

BEINSTELLER You know that big Jewess from Vienna, she’s traipsing around
down there again, peddling influence like the sainted Egeria—if she were open
to negotiations, I'd be up for it—

FALLOTA You're a glutton for punishment! But yes, me too, I'd be happy to
be back spending my evenings in the Gartenbau after mixing with the high and
mighty on the Ring,

BEINSTELLER The Gartenbau, eh? I fear that’s not going to work out!
FALLOTA Why’s that?

BEINSTELLER You've justbeen in Vienna and don’t know it’s a hospital now?

FALLOTA Yes, you're right! (Lost in thought) Of course —but all the same, I'm
not badly off here either. I've got a piano again, and a table lamp, so no stress—

BEINSTELLER You don’t miss stress, mistress, mistress—

FALLOTA Say, I think it’s going to rain.

BEINSTELLER (looks up) Ah, it is raining kittens and puppies. Let’s go.
FALLOTA Heard anything of Doderer? There’s one lucky bugger.

BEINSTELLER Yes, he always was a man-about-town.
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FALLOTA Abouttown, you're telling me —and as far from the front as possible!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 21

A battlefield. Nothing visible. In the distant background occasional puffs of
smoke. Two war correspondents in breeches, with field glasses and Kodak cameras.

FIRST WAR CORRESPONDENT You should be ashamed of yourself. You're
no man of action. Look at me, I was in the Balkan War and nothing happened
to me! (Ducks.)

SECOND WAR CORRESPONDENT What’s happening? I'm not going a step
further.

FIRST It’s nothing. The impact made by the shells. (Ducks.)

secoND Great God, what was that? (Ducks.)

FIRST Adud, itdidn’t explode, so not worth wasting your breath on it.
secoND Godalmighty, adud!Bloody hell, I didn’t think it would be like this!
FIRST Take cover.

secoND Take what?

FIRsT Cover! Give me the field glasses.

secoND What can you see?

FIRST Autumn crocuses. Reminds me of the Balkan War. Same atmosphere.

(He pricks up his ears.)
sEcOND What can you hear?

FIRST Ravens. Theyre croaking as if they’d got wind of their prey. Same as in
the Balkan War. Danger beckons!

SECOND Let’s go.

FIRST Coward! When danger beckons. (A shot.) Good God! Isn’t that our lot
over there?

SECOND From the Press Bureau?
FIRST No, our soldiers.
SECOND Ithought it was.

FIRST Brave lads. None of them thinking of their nearest and dearest, all of
them thinking only of the enemy. What’s that lying there?

SECOND It’s nothing, Italian corpses on the ground in front of our positions.
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FIRST Wait! (He takes a photo.) Nothing reminds you that you're in a war.
Nothing you see evokes its misery and hardships, its tribulations and horrors.

secOND Wait! I got a whiff of the war just now. (A shot.) Let’s go.
FIRST That was nothing. Just some outpost engagement, it seems.

secoND I wish we'd stayed in Villach—good God, to think I was out party-
ing with the Sascha Film people yesterday—1I told you I wasn’t ambitious. The
enemy has this spot under observation, you'll see.

FIRST Ifyou can’t put up with mere skirmishes, I pity you.
SECOND Do you take me for a hero? Am I an Alexander Roda Roda?

FIRST I'm no Ganghofer either, but all I can say is, you should be ashamed of
yourself in the presence of Alice Schalek—and here she comes! You can hide
over there —

secoND Allright. (He hides. A shot))
FIRST Actually, I don’t want her to see me either. (He crouches down.)

ALICE SCHALEK (appears, fully equipped with all necessary accoutrements,
and says) | want to go out to where the common soldiers are, the nameless ones!
(Exit.)

FIRST Well now, there’s someone who can set you a good example. (They rise.)
She’s off to the front line, itching to see the enemy trenches being mopped up —
impressive, eh!

secoND Well that’'s women’s work, isn't it? But what about us?

FIRST And the way she describes being in a hail of bullets—formidable! Don’t
you feel ashamed as a man?

SECOND Yes, I know she’s courageous. But my field is the theatre.

FIRST The way she describes the corpses—and the stink of decomposition is
no joke!

secoND That’s not my line.

FIRST Who was mad keen to experience a flank attack in the first place? You!
And now you want to turn tail at the sight of a patrol. Before, you never shut up
bragging about it—

SECOND We were all carried away at first. But now, a year later—

FIRST You wrote that you wanted to observe the war on the south-west front.
Well, observe away, there it is. (Ducks.)

SECOND (ducks) Against Russia it was totally different, we never left the hotel,
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I've no experience in this sort of thing, go ahead and call me a coward, but I tell
you I'm going no further!

FIRST But the captain will be here in a minute, he guaranteed nothing will
happen.

SECOND Butldon'twant to. I'll send off the article as it stands, you can give
me the odd technical term or two.

FIRST Youweren't schooled in the Balkan War, I don’t know how you can’t re-
spond when danger beckons. (Ducks.)

sECOND Doyoumind, I doknow! I've described the intoxication, the blessed
waters of oblivion in the jaws of death. You know how satisfied the boss was, the
readers’ letters arriving by the lorry load, don’t you remember? After all, I was
put up for the Distinguished Service Cross! (Ducks.)

FIRST Butldontunderstand how you don't find it satisfying to convince your-
self in person— (a shot.) Good God, what was that?

SECOND You see—if only we were back in the Press Bureau. At least the
enemy doesn’t have us in his sights there.

FIRST D'vethe distinctimpression that this is the counterattack! Well, so what.
Now it’s a matter of standing our ground like soldiers, duty-bound to stay at
our post. It was specifically for us the captain arranged for the bridge that had
been destroyed to be repaired —now we're here, we must buck up and make the
best of it. Cest la guerre! (Ducks.) I'm all for providing atmosphere and colour,
but when it gets serious—only providing atmosphere and colour is no good! In
peacetime it was nothing but first nights, now you're paying for it. Why did you
volunteer to be a war correspondent in the first place?

secoND What d'you mean, are you saying I should have been a soldier?

FIRST Well, atleast you owe it to your paper to show the right attitude. There’s
a war on.

SECOND Inever pretended to be a hero.

FIRST 'Thatwas the distinct impression anyone reading your last article would
have had.

SECOND An article is an article. Please don't pretend you don’t know that—
my God, what was that this time?

FIRST Nothing, a small-calibre, old-system mortar from the IVb flak ammu-
nition supply column.

SECOND Amazing how you know all those technical terms! Isn't it the one
that always goes tsi-tsi?
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FIRST You really haven't a clue. It’s the one that always goes tiu-tiu!

seCOND Then I'll have to change my text a bit—you know what, I'll go back
now so it goes off sooner. It has to be authorized, too.

FIRST Stay where you are, I tell you. I'm not staying by myself.

sECOND What sense is there in that?

FIRST Look, we mustn'tlet ourselves down. The ofhicers are already laughing at
us as it is. Theyre friendly enough to your face, of course, since they want their
name in the papers during an offensive, but I often feel they’re making fun of
us during a retreat. I just want to show them for once that I can hold my own.
Look, it’s so dull in the Press Bureau—

sEcOND Better dull than dangerous.

FIRST Look, is that really what you want in the long run? It’s been going on for
a year now. We're eating out of their hand. They soft-soap us, and all we have
to do is put our name under what they tell us. They lie, we sign. I ask you, what
sort life is that?

secoND Tomymind, it’s pretty ludicrous in any case. What do I care about
any of it? One article a month—what a relief! You can depict what their lives
are like. But what point is there in me signing reports when the enemy has been
pushed back or when he hasn’t been pushed back? Am I General Hofer, the man
who issues the military bulletins? Am I responsible for editing the World War?
FIRST Whatdo you mean, Hofer? I've been out in the field longer than Héfer!

SECOND I'm not suited for any of this. I'm going to have a word with the divi-
sion commander about a front theatre.

FIRST A front theatre? What do you mean? Ah, I see.

SECOND He was very taken with the idea, and it is my field. I'll remind him
at dinner tonight. I'll tell him to his face that what I'm doing now isn’t my line.

FIRST Yes, well, we can’t all have the successes Ganghofer manages. We can’t
have a battle laid on for us.

sECOND How come? I'm not in the picture.

FIRST Hadntyou heard? It was on his last visit to the Tyrolean front. Seventeen
of our men were even killed by ejected shell-bases, or at least wounded, it was
the greatest recognition the press has been accorded in the World War so far!
secoND Go on, surely that was a joke in Simplicissimus—that they had to
wait until Ganghofer arrived before they could start the battle.

FIRST Yes, first it was a joke in Simplicissimus, then it became true. Count
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Walterskirchen, the major in charge, stormed off in a fury. He was no friend of
the press, but he was never mentioned by name. I heard he was killed two days
ago.

SECOND Yousee, people like usare never accorded such honours. I'll mention
the front theatre to him today! Even if we're not giants like Ganghofer. What do
you want me to do? Look at Haubitzer —I mean Hollitzer, the painter—there
he stands and paints. A giant compared to me. He sang “Prince Eugene” in the
Kaiser Bar, and you would have thought he could win a battle on his own. Look
at him now, though! Trembling as he paints, you wouldn't believe it! He’s more
afraid than any of us!

FIRST More thanyou, perhaps! Me, no! In any case, leave Hollitzer alone. He’s
brave enough to paint the battle out in the open, even though he’s caught a cold.
Did you see his picture? I mean his photo in the Das Interessante Blatt? “The
painter Hollitzer on the battlefield.”

SECOND You do what you want—I'm going no further, not at any price.
FIRST Take aleaf from Ludwig Bauer’s book, in the Balkan War!
SECOND Inthe World War Bauer is in Switzerland —wish I was too!

FIRST 'Take aleaf from Szomory’s book, or think of the courage of the soldiers,
for that matter. They bite the bullet, they don’t let themselves be ground down —
(ducks.) So you want us to go back?

SECOND Yes, to Vienna! I've got to capture some atmosphere and colour.
I don’t mind putting my name to that! If it appears in the paper beside hers,
Irma von Hofer’s, that’s fine. But beside his—I think not! Quite frankly, I'd be
ashamed.

FIRST Not me! I committed myself to this, and I've got to see it through. (He
throws himself to the ground.)

SECOND You always did have a marked weakness for the strategic moment.

(An explosion is heard.) Great God!
FIRST Why are you so terrified?

SECOND Just now—I thought—it was almost—like the voice of—the Editor
himself!

FIRST What a hero!—it was only the heavy artillery! (Both run off, behind
them, also running, the painter Hollitzer with his portfolio, waving a white hand-
kerchief.)

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 22

In front of the War Ministry.
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

OPTIMIST You're wearing blinkers, so you can’t see how the war brings out
people’s intrinsic nobility of character and kindles a spirit of self-sacrifice.

GRUMBLER No, I merely refuse to overlook the degree of inhumanity and
infamy necessary to achieve that result. If it takes a case of arson to find out
whether two decent residents are prepared to carry 10 innocent fellow occupants
out of a burning building, while 88 despicable occupants see it as an opportu-
nity for looting, it would still be a mistake to delay calling the fire brigade and
the police while praising the magnanimity of human nature. There’s no point
in proving the virtue of the virtuous and thereby creating an opportunity for
evildoers to become more evil. War is, at best, an object lesson since it accentu-
ates contrasts. It may be valuable if it leads to no more war in future. The only
contrast that war does not accentuate is that between the healthy and the sick.

oPTIMIST Because the healthy remain healthy and the sick remain sick?
GRUMBLER No, because the healthy become sick.
oPTIMIST And the sick, on the other hand, become healthy.

GRUMBLER You're thinking of the famous steel bath theory? Or the estab-
lished fact that grenades in this war have provided a radical cure for millions of
cripples? Saved hundreds of thousands of consumptives and restored as many
syphilitics to society?

oPTIMIST Nol! It’s thanks to the achievements of modern hygiene that so
many of those who have fallen ill or been injured in the war have been cured —

GRUMBLER —and sent to convalesce at the front. But they’re not cured by
the war but in spite of the war, and with the aim of exposing them once more
to the war.

oPTIMIST Well, war is war. But above all, our advanced medicine has suc-
ceeded in preventing the spread of typhus, cholera, and plague.

GRUMBLER Though thatis not so much thanks to war as to a power diametri-
cally opposed to war. But it would have had an easier task if there were no war.
Or is it to war’s credit that it offers an opportunity to deal in some small mea-
sure with its attendant symptoms? Those who defend war should treat these
with greater respect. Shame on the pioneering science that prides itself on arti-
ficial limbs instead of on the power to prevent shattered bones once and for all.
Morally, the current science of dressing wounds is no better than that which in-
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vented grenades. War has a moral power when compared with a science which
is not merely content to patch up the damage war causes, but which does so
with the aim of making its victims capable of fighting again. True, such an-
cient scourges of God as cholera and plague — the horrors of wars from the year
dot—have succumbed to science and have deserted the colours. But syphilis
and tuberculosis are faithful allies in this war, and a humanity contaminated
by lies will be unable to conclude a separate peace with them. They keep pace
with universal conscription and a technology that advances in tanks and clouds
of gas. It will become clear that every epoch has the epidemic it deserves. To
each, it’s plague!

oPTIMIST Well, we seem to have reached the War Ministry. Today everyone
is full of expectations—

(A gang of black-marketeers can be seen coming out of the main entrance.)

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun— World news!

REFUGEE (with fellow refugee) Let me have that! (Snatches a copy from the
newspaper vendor’s hand, reads aloud.) “All well! War Press Bureau, 30 August
10.30 am. The mammoth battle continues this Sunday. Good atmosphere in
headquarters, since all goes well. Weather splendid. Kohlfiirst.”

SECOND REFUGEE Must be some general or other. (Exeunt.)

GRUMBLER The faces carved on the fagade of this sink of iniquity—eyes
right! —eyes left!—look particularly austere today. If I have to look at one of
those frightful heads a moment longer, I'll throw up!

oPTIMIsT What have they ever done to you, those old martial types?

GRUMBLER Nothing, except for being martial yet incapable of refusing entry
to Mercury’s messengers. Wallowing in blood and muddling up myths to boot!
Since when has Mars been the god of commerce and Mercury the god of war?

oPTIMIST Each age wages war in its own way!

GRUMBLER True. But this age lacks the courage to invent emblems for its
decline. Do you know what the Ares of this war looks like? Look over there. A
fat Jew from the Automobile Corps. His belly: Moloch! His nose: a sickle drip-
ping blood. His eyes agleam, red as carbuncles. He drives up to Demel’s in two
Mercedes, each fully equipped with wire cutters. He waddles in as if wrapped
in a sleeping bag. He seems to radiate life, but ruin attends every step he takes.

opPTIMIST Do tell me, what have you got against Oppenheimer?
(Meanwhile, the crowd has grown in front of the War Ministry, consisting mainly
of German nationalist students and Galician refugees. There are many instances
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of both types going arm in arm, and suddenly everyone starts discordantly sing-
ing: “Staunch stands and true/The Watch on the Rhine.”)
(Nepalleck and Angelo Eisner v. Eisenhof meet.)

V. EISNER My dear Hofrat, your humble servant, how are we? And Prince
Montenuovo? We haven’t spoken since that—

NEPALLECK Greetings. Thank you, can’t complain. The Prince is in top form.

v. EISNER The letter of commendation from His Majesty, that was something
the Prince fully deserved, must have done his nerves a world of good! Everyone
in society thinks the same now—

NEPALLECK Yes, of course—and you, Baron, are you heavily involved? Bend-
ing over backwards in your charity work, I imagine —

V. EISNER No, there you overestimate me, my dear Hofrat. I'm beating the re-
treat, rather. There’s a pack of ambitious young fellows pushing their way forward
right now, and I'm happy to leave the field to them. People like that are not to
everyone’s taste —so no, I've not the slightest intention of —of—

NEPALLECK Butin a good cause, Baron, a good cause! If I know you, you
won't want to neglect the whole range of operations entirely, even if—and I
understand completely, why —you’ve no desire to sit on all the committees your-

self—

V. EISNER No, at the moment I'm only presiding over the Upper House —
no, what am I saying? I mean the Landlords’ Association —rushed oft my feet,
there’s so much to do—Ried], for instance, he’s not the man he was, as you well
know, must have been let down or something, the war just seems to have treated
him a bit unkindly—alas, even those most in the public eye have rather lost their
bearings, others are pushing to the front—

NEPALLECK Yes, well, it will all settle down again—it’s the same with us—

V. EISNER Yes, we must all be patient. For my part, I've had some very bitter
experiences. As for charity, thereby hangs a tale, I can tell you. Oh yes, I could
certainly feed some stories to the Fackel—if he was the sort of person you would
want to be mixed up with, that is. You know, Hofrat, if you sacrifice yourself and
do nothing but sacrifice yourself and then not get the slightest bit of thanks— Of
course I'm not going to shirk my responsibilities, God forbid —my friends Har-
rach, Schénborn, and the others still give their parties, they still send me invi-
tations—why, only yesterday Pipsi Starhemberg—you know Pipsi who’s with
Maritschl Wurmbrand now—

NEPALLECK Go on, I thought he was with Madi Kinsky —
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V. EISNER No, no, what are you thinking of, Bubi Windischgritz has the field
to himself there —you know, Bubi who’s a major in the Guards now—anyhow,
as I was saying, they come at you from all sides, it was only yesterday that Mappl
Hohenlohe said to me at mass—you know Mappl whose girl is a Schaffgotsch —
Why do we see you so rarely these days, he said. My dear Mappl, I said, the times
they are changing, look at who’s calling the shots these days, I don't understand
how you can all play along with people like that. For my part, I like nothing
better than peace and quiet. In a word, somewhere you're not recognized. Do
you know what he said to that, Hofrat? You're right, he said! There I entirely
agree with Montschi. Of course I regularly do my bit, but do I need to put my-
self about? No, that’s not me at all. I've never sought public recognition. But
you know, you can find yourself innocently at a Te Deum one day, and the next
you're listed in the paper among those present!

NEPALLECK It'smaddening, I know. Atleast've now managed to insist that if
they must print my name, it should be my full name. Not just always Hofrat Ne-
palleck, or Hofrat Wilhelm Nepalleck, but—since my name is actually Wilhelm
Friedrich—Hofrat Friedrich Wilhelm Nepalleck. Just the thing at the moment,
eh? I might as well move to Potsdam —

v. EISNER That’s splendid! But—move to Potsdam? Would you really want to?

NEPALLECK Of course not, I only mean because of the Special Relationship.
Me —leave the Prince! To this day the Prince is full of gratitude for my arrang-
ing Franz Ferdinand’s funeral.

V. EISNER And very fine it was, too!
NEPALLECK Fine but restrictive—as befits a Funeral Third Class—

V. EISNER Butanother first-class triumph for you. It was really frightfully nice,
over there at the Southern Railway Station. (He greets a passerby.) Was that
not one of the Lobkowitzes? He'll be complaining again that I never recognize
him —of course out in Artstetten —well, alas, it was a bit obvious that you had
no hand in that, it was all rather vulgar.

NEPALLECK Of course—because they made it impossible for us! The Bel-
vedere people couldn’t be talked out of it. Oh, it wasn’t for lack of trying. I in-
sisted: according to Spanish ceremonial, let’s make no bones about it! But at
Artstetten, alas, they did start picking bones about it because those gentlemen
were so stubborn.

v. EISNER What happened?

NEPALLECK Well, there was a storm, and the fire-brigade people ate their
lunch beside their Highnesses’ coflins in the main hall of the freight depot—
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where the coffins had been put—and they smoked their cigars, it was a real scan-
dal—anyhow, as you know, it wasn’t our fault, it was all so beautifully solemn
at the Railway Station.

V. EISNER Icansee it now, [ was standing between Cary Auersperg and Poldi.
Haven't seen either of them since that historic moment.

NEPALLECK Yes, we did everything possible. But His Majesty’s letter of com-
mendation will have stuck in certain unmentionable gentlemen’s throats: “In
constant accord with my intentions.” And above all the recognition that the
Prince —in other words, we —went to such enormous trouble with the funeral.
I know it off by heart: “In recent days the passing of My beloved Nephew, Arch-
duke Franz Ferdinand, to whom you were so staunchly and loyally bound —”

v. EISNER That kills two birds with one stone.

NEPALLECK Exactly. “—has confronted you, my dear Prince, with the most
exceptional demands and presented you once again with the opportunity—~

v. EISNER The Prince must certainly be happy that the passing presented him
with the opportunity. One understands only too well.

NEPALLECK Justso. “—to give abundant proof of your selfless dedication to
My Person and My House.” There you have it! Plus eftusive thanks and deep
gratitude for outstanding loyal service, what more can you want, certain gentle-
men will surely have been green with envy.

v. EISNER His Majesty’s letter of commendation will surely not have been
entirely unexpected by the Prince.

NEPALLECK Notin theslightest. The Prince seized the initiative immediately
after the funeral —that is to say, I mean—

V. EISNER Yes, of course, you mean there was a precipitate rush of events. And
behold, my dear Hofrat, now we even have a world war.

NEPALLECK Yes, in just atonement! In edifying expiation! Yes indeed. If the
Prince had not seized the initiative —

v. EISNER What? For the World War?

NEPALLECK No, what am I saying? I meant, to meet His Majesty’s need for
peace and quiet.

V. EISNER What? In view of the World War?

NEPALLECK No—forgive me—Iwasthinking of something different. | meant

to say, things couldn’t go on the way they were, they simply couldn’t. You know,
since the annexation of Bosnia—
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v. EISNER [ predicted that to Aehrenthal. I still think the same, it was in the
year of Aline Pallfy’s coming out. I even went with Achrenthal to the Foreign
Ministry—

NEPALLECK WEell, each of us has his own burden to bear, but—

v. EISNER How true, who hasn’t, I've had some losses myself —
NEPALLECK What? You too, Baron?

V. EISNER Yes,yes, justas I had barely managed to keep going with a few con-
signments. 'm on the way over there right now —I might still meet Tutu Trautt-
mansdorff—yes, bite the bullet and keep going, keep going— our men have to
keep up the good fight, today, tomorrow, and the next day, that’s the main thing,
everything else will take care of itself—good day to you and my humble com-
pliments to the Prince —

NEPALLECK Thankyou, thank you. I'll pass them on. Good day to you, bye —
(Singing can be heard: “Staunch stands and true—")
(Change of scene.)

Scene 23

Beside the pond in Janov. Enter Ganghofer, yodelling. Traditional loden jacket,
black-velvet-faced waistcoat, knee breeches, rucksack, alpenstock, Iron Cross first
class. Tyrolean hat with tuft of chamois hair, below that a shock of slightly grey-
ing blond hair. On his somewhat bent nose a golden pince-nez.

GANGHOFER

Halli halloo,

I'm at the front,

Halli halloo,

As is my wont.

A one-off child of nature

They’d all love to deploy,

But one who’s grown too old, alas,
To be a soldier boy —

Though not to hold his own, for you
Can see I'm up to scratch.

I served on Szeps’s Tagblatt

And there’s no one I can’t match.
With hunters’ spirit, brave and bold,
Halli, halloo, the huntsmen blow,
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And there’s no need to tell the world
[ write quite well, you know.

Those schmucks back in Vienna
Were too much competition,

A failure in my prime, I could
Not fulfil my mission.

So I got aloden outfit

And dressed to look the part,
And out into the forest

I swiftly did depart.

So the schmuck once on the Taghlatt
Is now the woodland schmuck.

I'm raking in the shekels and

I can’t believe my luck.

Bavarians don't realize

Just what a schmuck I am,

They only see my blond hair,

At least that’s not a sham.

Berliners simply can’t resist

My thickly nasal twang,

And when the soil gives out a smell,
It’s your Prussian’s favourite tang.
When he sees a loden jacket

And a Tyrolean hat,

His heart melts and he tells himself:
What can compete with that?

I speak straight from the shoulder
To the highest in the land,

That charms even the Kaiser,

Who thinks I'm simply grand.
Thank goodness that I was a shmuck
Like the others in the pack,

For now the Presse wants me

At the front as a hack.

Roda Roda grovels,
But he’s also missed a few,

125
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For I'm the one who's landed
The top-level interview.

As one hunter to another
Men talk freely as men can,
Wilhelm talks to me so nicely,
Such a splendid Gentleman!

Then he’ll read the schmuck for pleasure,

For the laughter I provide,

That’s why I lie in waiting,

Like a hunter in his hide.

Halli halloo, Halli halloo (the distant sound of a car approaching)
Toot toot—toot toot—it’s coming true,

The world awaits

Our interview.

AIDE-DE-CAMP (enters running) Ah, there you are, Ganghofer. His Majesty
will be here in a moment. You can hear his car tooting. Just be free and easy,
you know that’s what Majesty likes, don’t make a fuss, act perfectly naturally, as
if you were meeting an old hunting comrade. As you know, in Majesty’s view
there are only three instances of perfection in art: in painting, Knackfuss, in
music The Trumpeter of Sickingen and maybe also Puppchen, du mein Augen-
stern, and in literature you, my dear Ganghofer, and maybe, at a stretch, Lauft,
Hécker, and Anny Wothe. Otto Ernst has some good bits too. So—no stage
fright, Ganghofer, no call for that at all, Heavens no—just stand up straight as
befits a hunter and a good down-to-earth fellow, Majesty is bound to stretch
out his hand with a hearty laugh. (Car horn sounds: toot toot—toot toot— ) Here
is His Majesty. The photographer from Die Woche is with him. It’s going to be
one of the most enthralling scenes, “as Emperor and Poet walk side by side, for
the heights of mankind they both bestride.” And I'm not thinking of your moun-
tains, my dear Ganghofer—oh, no!—but of the spiritual heights. So, chin up.
(Car horn sounds close by: toot toot—toot toot—) Once more into the breach,
dear Ganghofer! Go to it!

(HM with entourage. In background the photographer from Die Woche. HM
goes over to the poet and stretches out his hand with a hearty laugh.)

kAISER Well, Ganghofer, youre everywhere! You know what, Ganghofer,
you're good!
GANGHOFER (broad dialect) Your Majesty, my bleeding heart’s on the trail

of our victorious armies. Dammit all, that was a mountain to climb! (He gives

a hop.)
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KAISER (laughing) Very good, Ganghofer, very good. Ah—have you had any
lunch yet?

GANGHOFER No, Majesty, who could think of such a thing in an age of gran-
deur like today?

KAISER Heavens above, you must eat, at once! (The Kaiser beckons, a pot of
tea is brought, together with two slices of heavy cake. The Kaiser himself puts his
hand in a tin and stuffs Ganghofer’s pockets full of biscuits while repeating:) Eat,
Ganghofer, go on, eat! (The photographer takes photos.)

KAISER Were you ever in Przemisel, Ganghofer? Eat, for Heaven’s sake, go
on, eat! (Ganghofer eats.)

GANGHOFER My most humble thanks, Majesty. Pschemisl, absolutely.
KAISER Well, satished? I mean, with Przemisel. But do eat, eat, Ganghofer!
GANGHOFER (eating) Forsooth. It was grand in Pschemisl.

kAISER Did you see Sven Hedin? Go on, eat, Ganghofer—

GANGHOFER (eating) Him too, forsooth, I saw.

KAISER (his eyes light up) I'm pleased you've met the man. That Swede is a
capital fellow. If you see him again —but go on, eat, Ganghofer—give him my
very best regards.

(A Russian plane approaches from the east, gleaming gold in the evening sun
like a golden beetle. Puffs of shrapnel follow it. The Kaiser stands still, looks up
and says:)

Too short!

(Further shots at some distance behind the plane. The Kaiser nods, pondering.)
Yes, when you have wings, the others always arrive too late. Go on, eat, Gang-
hofer.

(Pause, while Ganghofer eats. Suddenly the Kaiser turns to the poet and says to
him in a hushed voice, firmly and slowly, stressing every word:)
Ganghofer—what—do you—say—to—Italy?

(Ganghofer only manages to reply after a pause, when he has finished eating.)
GANGHOFER Your Majesty, since it has happened, it’s better for Austria and
for us. Tabula rasa—always the best furniture in an honest household —makes
a clean sweep of it.

(The Kaiser nods. Breathes a sigh of relief and straightens up.)

AIDE-DE-CAMP (under his breath, to Ganghofer) Dialect! Dialect!

kAaISER Well, Ganghofer, have you got another nice article ready? Let’s hear
it—eh!
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GANGHOFER At your service, Majesty, but unfortunately it’s partly in High
German—

AIDE-DE-CAMP (under his breath) Dialect!

KAISER Doesn't matter. Don't worry, read it out.

GANGHOFER The introduction is in the Swabian dialect, Majesty.
KAISER So much the better, delightful, read.

GANGHOFER (takes a manuscript from his pocket and reads)

“Halfway there we hear that the first enemy trench in front of the ring of fortifi-
cations around Rozan has already been taken. It was a real coup, delivered by the
Swabians. A fellow from Stuttgart coming along the road towards us, hisarmina
white sling, says to me laughing (broad dialect): We've taken the first trench. The
going really got tough. We were sweating like oxen. The Russians fairly pelted
us with grenades. But so what! We've taken the trench! That’s all that matters!”

KAISER Capital, Ganghofer.

GANGHOFER (continuesreading) “I avail myself of the early morning to visita
well-developed little cousin of our hardworking Big Bertha. (The Kaiser laughs.)
Still a young girl! And yet already bursting with astonishing energy! Her little
mouth lies some four metres above my hairline. (The Kaiser laughs heartily.)
And whata voice! You'd need to stuff your ears with cotton wool if you don’t want
your eardrums to burst. When she starts to boom out her thunderous song—a
song to the inventive talent and power of the Germans—she spits a jet of flame
long as a ship’s mast from her throat, and if you're standing behind our little
musical cousin (the Kaiser roars with laughter), you'd see a black disk getting
smaller and smaller as it flies straight up in the air to a height 100 church spires
piled one on top of the other wouldn’t reach. And many seconds later all hell
breaks loose in the Russian fortress of Rozan, belching smoke and fire. Quite
a performer, our German iron maiden! (The Kaiser slaps his thigh with his left
hand, laughing.) I take my leave of her with a feeling of enhanced confidence
and supreme satisfaction, take the cotton wool from my ears after 400 paces,
and find that the splendid girl’s voice now sounds wonderfully melodious. (The
Kaiser gives a wolfish laugh.) I acknowledge that this is a decidedly subjective
judgment. I suspect that if I were commandant of the fortress of Rozan, I would
think very differently.”

KAISER (who by the end has been listening and beaming, with eyes ablaze,
now slaps his thigh repeatedly with his left hand) Priceless! Bravo, Ganghofer,
you've hit the bull’s eye. Lauff serenaded Big Bertha and you pay court to her
little cousin, hilarious! Killingly funny! But eat, Ganghofer, you're not eating—
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(Ganghofer eats. The Kaiser, on impulse, goes to him and whispers something in
his ear. Ganghofer gives a start, a piece of biscuit falls from his mouth, his face
is suffused with rapture and an expression of confidentiality. He puts a finger to
his lips, as if to intimate silence. The Kaiser does likewise.)

GANGHOFER Another bond to unite us, forged in the steel bath!

KAISER Butto be revealed only on the day of fulfilment!

GANGHOFER And that day shall come!

kAISER Eat, Ganghofer!

(Ganghofer eats. An orderly brings him a message.)

GANGHOFER From Mackensen! (He reads in joyous excitement.) “Come as
soon as possible. We have taken the Russian positions at Tarnéw—"
AIDE-DE-CAMP (under his breath) Dialect!

GANGHOFER —“Tomorrow Lemberg falls.” Yippy! (He begins a Bavarian
harvesters’” dance. Then, collecting himself, earnestly, eyes upturned heaven-
ward.) Majesty!

KAISER Well, what is it Ganghofer? Go on, dance away!

GANGHOFER MustIstill keep it secret?

KAISER Why, what’s up?

GANGHOFER What Your Majesty has just confided to me—my heart can
hold back no longer—that Majesty (bursting out) has promised three waggons
of Bavarian beer for our brave Austrian troops!

KAISER Allright, goahead, tell the world! Let them hear there’ll be something
good to drink coming from that bounteous Bavaria of yours! But you yourself —
eat, Ganghofer, do eat!

GANGHOFER (eats and dances about at the same time, the Kaiser pats his
aide-de-camp on the bottom, the photographer takes photos. The entourage pre-
pares to leave. As the Kaiser is getting into the car, waving good-bye to Ganghofer
once more, the horn sounds: toot toot— toot toot—. While this continues to be
heard from a distance, Ganghofer dances on. Then he stops, and says in a com-
pletely changed tone of voice:) That’ll make a good editorial!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 24

Chief of the General Staff’s room.
Conrad v. Hotzendorf alone. Attitude: arms crossed, weight on one foot, dangling
the other, pensive.
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CONRAD (eyes raised heavenward) If only Skolik were here now!
MAJOR (enters) Beg pardon, Your Excellency, Skolik has arrived.
coNRAD Skolik? Who's Skolik?

MAJOR Skolik, the court photographer from Vienna, the one who took that
nice shot during the Balkan War— of Your Excellency poring over the map of
the Balkans.

CONRAD Oh yes, I've some dark recollection.
MAJOR No, it was very clear, Excellency, very well lit.
CONRAD Yes, yes, I remember, it was glorious.

MaJOR He claimsYour Excellency had made an appointment for him to come

back.

coNRAD Well, hardly an appointment, I simply dropped a hint, since the
fellow really does take nice pictures. From what he wrote, he’s been plagued
by the illustrateds, that picture of me was apparently a great success, in short—
MAJOR He also asked if he could take a photo of the generals while he’s here.
coNRAD Idont much care for that! Let them get their own photographers.
MAJOR He says their faces are of no interest, it would only be of their uni-

forms and medals.

CONRAD Ah, that’s different. Show him in, then, this Skolik fellow. Wait a
minute —should I be immersed in the map of the Balkans again?—That was
extraordinarily impressive —or maybe Italy for a change?—

MAJOR That’s certainly more appropriate at this time.

(Conrad spreads out the map and tries out various poses. When the photographer
enters with the major, he is already immersed in the map of the Italian front. The
photographer gives a deep bow. The major comes and stands beside the table. He
and Conrad stare fixedly at the map.)

CONRAD Whatisitnow? Can I not have a minute’s peace —I'm in the middle
of—
(The major winks at the photographer.)

SKOLIK Justa quick photo, a one-off, Your Excellency, if I may be so bold.
coNRAD Here I am, busy making world history, and you come—
skoLIk It’sfor Das Interessante Blatt, you see, they want—

CONRAD Aha, amemento for posterity—

skoLIk Yes,and for Die Woche too.
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CONRAD Butif one winds up stuck between the generals in the same picture,
I've been through all that before. I'd sooner—

skoLIk No, Excellency, Your Excellency can rest totally assured —in view of
Your Excellency’s immortal name, it goes without saying that Your Excellency
will appear as a totally separate picture. The others will all be lumped together
as “Our glorious military leaders” or under some such label, and individually
on picture postcards at best.

CONRAD Is that so? All right, then. Incidentally, don’t forget Hofer, there’s
the clever one—gets his extra 20,000 crowns active service allowance for the
pleasure of reading his name every time he buys an extra edition on the Ring.

skoLlk Duly noted, Your Excellency. Of course. He'll be right at the front.

CONRAD What, at the front? Let’s not get carried away! Where would you fit
me in, then? Not too conspicuous, my dear fellow, not too conspicuous, and not
with the others, you follow me, keep it discreet! Discreet!

skoLIk A space has already been specifically reserved for Your Excellency.
'The cover picture in Die Woche. A very interesting number. I've still got to do
the mannequins from the Wiener Werkstdtte and one of Treumann, but I've
been told there’ll also definitely be one of His Majesty, the German Emperor,
on a boar hunt, one never shown before, and right beside that a sensational one
of His Majesty in conversation with the poet Ganghofer. So, I can assure Your
Excellency —

coNRAD Allright, not bad, not bad —but just at the moment, my dear friend,
I'm rather tied up—couldn’t you come back a bit later—you see, and I'm telling
you this in strict confidence, you mustn’t repeat it, I'm studying the map of the
Balkans right now—ah, what am I saying, I mean of Italy—

(The major winks at the photographer, who is about to withdraw.)

skoLik What perfect timing!—A moment of profound deliberation that I
must surely attempt to capture. I can already see the inscription: Chief of Staff
Conrad v. Hétzendorf, with his adjutant Major Rudolf Kundmann, study the
map of the Balkans—ah, what am I saying, I mean of the Italian front. Will that
do, Excellency?

coNRAD Go ahead, I don’t mind —since Kundmann can hardly wait—
(He stares fixedly at the map, as does the major who has not moved an inch. Both
stroke their moustaches.)

Will it take long?
SKOLIK Justone historical moment, if I may be so bold—

CONRAD So should I go on studying the map of the—the map of Italy?
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skoLik Please feel quite free, Excellency, just go on studying the maps—
that’s it—at your ease —unforced —let’s see, now—no, that was a little bit un-
natural, people might just think it was posed —Major, if you'd be so good, a
little bit further back—the head —that’s fine—no, Excellency, more casual —
and more staunch, please, staunch!—The look of a Field Marshal, if you'd be
so kind!—after all, it’s meant to be —yes, that’s it—it’s meant to be a lasting
histrio—a lasting historical memento of this age of grandeur—yes, perfect—
except—just a teeny bit—yes, exactly— Your Excellency, scowl please! So—
now— that’s it, thank you!

(Change of scene.)

Scene z5
Vienna, on the Ring
PROFITEER You know who's completely disappeared?
LANDLORD Iknow, Kraus and his Fackel.

PROFITEER How did you guess! I often think to myself: no more of those
flimsy little red mags, no more public readings—and I haven’t seen the man
himself for ages.

LANDLORD Don’t mention Kraus to me—that man has no ideals, it’s com-
mon knowledge. You forget I know his brother-in-law.

PROFITEER Iknow him in person.
LANDLORD You know him in person?
PROFITEER Certainly!I see him go past every day.

LANDLORD 'That’sno association to be proud of. Mudslinger—scofter — never
anything constructive—wants to rewrite the world, full of himself!—Look, I
know what it’s like, I used to criticize everything myself when I was younger, I
was impossible to please. Till my horns were clipped. His horns will be blunted

soon.
PROFITEER His spirits do seem dampened.

LANDLORD There, you see! I've heard he’s ready to retire.
PROFITEER And why not? I'm sure he’s lined his pocket nicely.

LANDLORD Lined his pocket—! He’s slumped to this size! He’s washed up,
tell you. Depend upon it. It’s obvious. Harden didn’t stop when the war came.
The things he writes about are more important, that’s why — (stops.) They cut a
dash, those German officers, more than ours do.

PROFITEER Of course, nowwhen he really should be writing, he stops writing!
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LANDLORD Buthow can he write?

PROFITEER You mean, because of the censorship? Oh, come on! A skilful
pen like his—and you have to admit he does wield a skilful pen—he should be
able to—

LANDLORD Notbecause of the censorship—he’s simply not up to it. He’s writ-
ten himself out. Depend upon it. And besides—he must realize people have
other worries these days. Sure, it was quite amusing in peacetime—but now
people aren’t in a mood to see everything picked to pieces. Wait and see, he’ll
soon lower his sights. You know what would serve him right—if they conscripted
him! Off to the front! Let him show his stuff there! All he can do is grumble.
(The Grumbler passes by. They both greet him.)

PROFITEER What a coincidence! So you know him in person too? How is
that?

LANDLORD Onlyslightly, from a reading, I'm happy if I don’t have to see him.
One doesn’t want any dealings with people like that. (Fanto passes by. They both
greet him.)

BOTH (simultaneously, awestruck) Fanto.

LANDLORD (wrapt in thought) Great man!

PROFITEER Whydoesn'the give readings? That would bring in a pretty penny.
LANDLORD (as if jolted awake) Who? —Oh yes— of course —Marcell Salzer
is even touring around Belgium, I read only today, he’s going from there to the
army in France, and after that to headquarters and Hindenburg’s troops.
PROFITEER Yes, and Hindenburg even wrote to him. He’ll have a tale to tell!
Did you read today about the incendiary shells that self-ignite in the air that
they’ve been lobbing into Reims for the last 10 months? They don’t let up! Work-
ing away! I can well imagine, can’t you, that, come evening, they’ll want to lis-
ten to Salzer.

LANDLORD Pity about Reims—that cathedral business!

PROFITEER Listen, dont take that line with me! When it’s been established
that we were dealing with a strategic military stronghold, then, excuse me, but
it’s pure hypocrisy on the part of the French. Sheltering behind a cathedral, what
next! Don't talk to me about those scoundrels!

LANDLORD Noneed to bite my head off, you know! What did I say? You seem
to think I don’t know as well as you who the barbarians are. You can still feel

sorry about the cathedral, though! As a property developer—
PROFITEER Abh, that’s different. It’s just that I can’t stand it when people get
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sentimental in wartime, especially when it’s all a notorious ruse! War is war, and
that’s all there is to it.

LANDLORD You're right there!

PROFITEER Where would it lead to? Can we risk a military setback? Attack is
the best defence! Look over there —that’s how you get respect!

LANDLORD Wait, I'm going to give them a cheer—Long live our brave boys
in field-grey!
(Enter a German and an Austrian soldier, shoulder to shoulder.)

SERGEANT WAGENKNECHT So there we were all assembled, and our
Lance-Bombardier says: If you're in the mood, lads, once more into the breach!

SERGEANT SEDLATSCHEK (close beside him, looks up, startled) No—!
WAGENKNECHT Do you mind, you're leaning on my shoulder.
SEDLATSCHEK Oh, sorry— (steps back.)

WAGENKNECHT All right, that’s better. So, just imagine, the Lance-
Bombardier left it to us—

SEDLATSCHEK Look at that department store: “You can’t beat our loss
leaders!” — (points to a shop window.)

WAGENKNECHT Lost leaders?—oh, I see—I thought you meant—now lis-
ten— (he presses against Sedlatschek, who staggers back.)

SEDLATSCHEK Oh, youre hurting my shoulder!
WAGENKNECHT Sorry. Now listen, the Lance-Bombardier—
SEDLATSCHEK Sorry to interrupt, but I don't quite follow.
WAGENKNECHT What?

SEDLATSCHEK Sorry—but you said the Lance-Bombardier gave the order.
But surely you were all bombarding with lances, so who gave the order?

WAGENKNECHT I don't understand why you're confused, listen—and pay
close attention —the Lance-Bombardier—

SEDLATSCHEK Yes, but—don't you “bombard with lances” too? Doesn't that
make you a Lance-Bombardier as well?

WAGENKNECHT How come? Now listen —

SEDLATSCHEK No, you listen—the Lance-Bombardier is—someone who —
throws lances over —isn't he?

WAGENKNECHT Throws lances over? What do you mean?

SEDLATSCHEK (mimes throwing) Look—dont you understand —throws
lances—from here —look—on to the people over there.
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WAGENKNECHT Ah, now I understand—no, no, my lad, that’s priceless—a
real hoot—killingly funny!—No, that’s not what I meant. We’re using not lances
but bombs!

SEDLATSCHEK (stares at him blankly) What?— So is that a—Bomb-Lancer?
WAGENKNECHT No, no—there’s no such thing! Heavens above! Now listen
closely. What I mean is: the Bombardier throws the bomb at the target. But the
Lance-Bombardier—

SEDLATSCHEK Butthe Lance-Bombardier—does what?

WAGENKNECHT He’sin charge of the trainee Bombardiers, of course, that’s
why he’s called Lance-Bombardier—how can I make you understand, for ex-
ample —ah yes, of course—in a restaurant you talk about the Master Chef or
the Headwaiter, don't you—

SEDLATSCHEK Ah, now I understand you. So: just as the Headwaiter is in
charge of the kitchen—no, wait—just as the Master Chef is in charge of the
waiters—no, hang on—

WAGENKNECHT Look, in that case we simply say Chef—You there, Chef,
come over here a minute.

SEDLATSCHEK (startled, turns and salutes) Did you just call the Sergeant-
Major?

WAGENKNECHT GoodLord, no!IfThad, I wouldn’tsay Chef, would I? Look,
if you're in a restaurant, you simply leave out their rank, and just say Waiter,
thus: “Wai-ter!” —

SEDLATSCHEK Wait ere? But I am waiting ‘ere!

WAGENKNECHT Youre missing the point again. I was only trying to say: over-
familiarity isn’t acceptable with anyone else in charge, for instance, you can't
say: You there, Sub! to a sub-lieutenant— that would be an insult. And it’s the
same with a Lance-Bombardier.

SEDLATSCHEK I understand—so you have to say: Dear Mr. Lance-
Bombardier, please bring me a bomb—to throw over now?

WAGENKNECHT Why not, if it makes you happy—you Austrians are a bunch
of weirdos! Excuse me for a minute, I must just make a call. (He goes towards a
public convenience. As he is about to enter, Hans Miiller comes out, goes up to
the German sergeant, and kisses him.)

WAGENKNECHT Well, blow me down! Look here, it’s very kind of you —what
a charming breed you are, you Viennese —but still —

HANS MULLER Hurray! Not a day passes but I'm reminded of Bismarck’s
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words: “Our boys, don’t you just want to kiss them!” And so I do! My goodness,
yes! I can do no other, when I catch sight of such a brave lad. I was proceeding on
my melancholy way, meditating on those valiant sons now occupying so many
an honest mother’s heart, when you crossed my path —it was a sign, a corrobo-
ration of the most sublime alliance ever forged between two peoples—and if
you don’t find it irksome, cousin, I would gladly crack a bottle in your august
company. Behold yonder, at no great distance, a hostelry known as the Bristol,
since we love things foreign, where a fine table is set for us and enticing vict-
uals beckon. There, though the gravity of the hour must remain foremost in our
thoughts, time shall fly past in lively conversation. With this trusty walking stick,
look, I can keep up with the best. So let us repair thither and make merry, will
you come? | have a notinconsiderable desire to imbibe, comrade, so let us each
raise a red rummer in a toast to the sun, what do you say? Or could you do more
justice to a flagon of barley beer, that most wholesome Bohemian brew? It won’t
costyou a penny! And you shall sample the finest Virginia that an uncle of mine,
who fairly reeks of the weed, has sent from over the ocean. Yes indeed, the two
of us shall puff away, and as the wisps of smoke curl up, it may be that many a
fraternal greeting shall likewise waft its way to those brave souls defending our
hearths by showing the evil enemy a bold face, far away though they be since
Italy picked a quarrel with us. And you yourself —were you in hospital, too? Are
you an invalid? Or even wounded? So be it! So come, drink and refresh yourself
to your heart’s content! But we must also attend to our edification, that through
contemplation we may savour this hour of reflection so fortuitously bestowed
upon us, as truly befits a horrific conflict that holds out the promise of radiant,
verdant happiness! But I see you hesitate? You're unwilling? You're a defeatist
even? Stuff and nonsense! Cast off this morose display, discard it in the darkest
corner, with the other piles of junk, useless when it’s time to celebrate! Agreed?
Shake on it! Take hold of a brotherly hand and let all the good spirits of your zest
for life make merry! What’s this? Still sulking and turning your back on a blue
sky? Begone, such foolish thoughts! Growling morosely like a bear with a sore
head, only a fool would cast doubt on the word of a friend, only a rascal would
start rumours about his comrades. The devil take all scandalmongers! Everyone
knows this is no time to be pulling a long face. You're no fool. You may not be a
deep thinker either, but the two of us would get along well enough. Come on,
stop being such a boor! (A cab pulls up in front of the Hotel Bristol. A voice can
be heard: “In wartime the fare is double!”) What, are you surprised? Don’t take
it amiss, it’s the custom here, the waggoner shows no respect, and he’s an arch-
villain into the bargain—

WAGENKNECHT Do you mean me?
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HANS MULLER Don't hold it against him, he’s eager to secure his monetary
reward, for his reward in heaven counts for little. There’s no limit to what travel-
ling journeymen of that ilk can demand, their guiding principle is egoism pure
and simple. It’s just an everyday altercation, not a serious dispute, praise be —he
claims the other should know the right fare anyway, the foreigner replies that he
doesn’t but would like the cabby to be so kind as to inform him, he declares that
he is only asking for the going rate according to statute, the foreigner innocently
asks what that is, he cheekily suggests the other pay what he usually pays, and
gives fulsome expression to the hard times, for at feeding time he’s as restless
as his horse. The lively exchanges continue for some time, but the cabby won't
yield and rejects any appeal to an officer of the law. And behold, the blunt ex-
change is brought to a peaceful conclusion, the other pays double, the cabby,
still riled, extracts a further 10 percent tip for good measure, the other pays, the
cabby spurs his speedy steed and departs, cursing his fare as a miserable skin-
flint. So be it! We must each seize the opportunity when it presents itself on a
plate, and clever Prudence is the best guide. We are fools to Dame Fortune, and
simpletons if we do not follow the wise ways of the world. That holds for you,
too. If you had an ounce of common sense and a ready tongue, then slowly but
surely everything would turn out to your advantage. (A prostitute passes by and
says: “Come with me, professor, let me give you a good time.”) Nay, I don’t have
time for that. (To Wagenknecht) Oh, you're surprised? Why don't you step in
then, and let her gratify your every whim? She’s a comely wench who will keep
you entertained, for her free-lance profession is devoted to giving pleasure. The
devil take all moaning minnies, and of course you must use your own discretion,
yet I cannot but feel that associating with that sort of person is unworthy of the
gravity of the times. Have the courage to be yourself, even if you are unskilled in
courtly speech, unversed in the arts and sciences of the law, ignorant of all eru-
dite treatises, don't worry, for a good honest trade pays dividends, and with me
there is no need for you to watch your tongue. If it’s a matter of some trinket you
promised to bring back for your beloved, some winsome little cousin or pretty
little thing you don’t necessarily want to tie the knot with—you can speak quite
frankly. You shall have it, even if it were a golden ring for her finger, it won't be
the end of the world. Never fear! I know just the man for you, a merchant who
from the goodness of his heart has seen many a valiant German warrior march
off home to the flatlands, laden with precious gifts. Be not anxious on that ac-
count! Gold is a truly devilish substance that needs looking after, and there
my good friend Traugott Feitel will bend over backwards to help you. (Mendel
Singer passes by. Miiller greets him.) What, you didn’t recognize him? Ye gods!
That was Meister Mendel of the venerable Singer family, and genial counsellor
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to the Emperor! But now it is surely time for you and me to repair forthwith to
the hostelry. Mine host will welcome you with open arms and you shall relish
the food and drink provided to tickle your palate. Come, my fainthearted friend,
abandon the bane of doubt, put those melancholy blue devils to flight! They're
after you with every trap and snare imaginable and will even saddle you with
the gout. They wear all sorts of disguises and they’ll catch you unawares and
torment you. So, still at a loss, are you, standing there gawping? Do I'look like a
crank? Nay, you surmise my purse is empty? The theatre has brought me many
a pretty penny, and I have earned an honest crust with songs about the war! I'm
no killjoy, I only wish you well and was anxious to see you entertained, lest you
were feeling down in broad daylight. Do you, a warrior, scorn the company of a
poor wretch who has stayed behind? But that doesn’t signify, for 'm no skulking
malingerer! I can regale you with many a rousing refrain to stiffen the sinews,
straining for the start. (Sieghart passes by. Miiller greets him.) What, you didn't
recognize him? Ye gods! That was Meister Sieghart, one of the best, supplies
armaments and takes his cut—but say no more! So be it! Only a rogue gives
more than he has, but I've dozens of juicy stories like that in my old kit bag,
Hmm. Do you think I've some plot or intrigue in mind? Or that I'm a down-
and-out villain up to some monkey business, a worthless coxcomb only good for
idle chatter and gossip, who'll end up deceiving you? Pshaw! What a monstrous
accusation! Completely untrue! I've never in all my life been hypocritical or
mealy mouthed, and never mischievous. I'm neither a callow youth exactly, nor
a pauper, but someone with his heart in the right place, someone who makes the
most of life and lets tomorrow take care of itself. For I am valiant, I can change
horses in midstream, and I'm a bright young lad! (A man bends down to pick up
a cigar end.) Hello there, old fellow, hope you enjoy your smoke. (Continuing)
Moreover, “Loyal and upright is ever my course”, to the last breath of man and
horse. Don’t contradict me, there’s no point! Let me but get a word in, and I
shall sing you an air of my own making that you'll swear was set for a fiddle. Be-
hold, the sun is already sinking o’er the fields, its last rays greeting the toil-worn
reapers plodding their weary way, or many a happy homebound hunter with his
bloodied kill, each and every one with eyes fixed on his tranquil goal, the peace
of home and his own fireside, where waits his faithful loving spouse and swarm
of happy children. Many a wife has sat there sewing till her fingers bled, piously
pondering the while on her warrior’s woes as the cold wind blows, and relieved
of the duty of setting a richly laden table for him, she lovingly provides for the
wider clan of his compatriots. Women and maidens of Vienna, on the banks of
the ancestral river of the Nibelungs, I salute you!
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WAGENKNECHT (as if waking from a daze, to Sedlatschek) Sedlatschek,
listen —

SEDLATSCHEK (approaches) Say, you've taken your time —

WAGENKNECHT No, no, I wanted to go, but then this Jew boy comes up and
starts blathering away —

HANS MULLER (suddenly transformed) So is it a crime now to invite you to the
Bristol purely out of sympathy for our brotherhood in arms? Who d’you think
you are? D’you think I'm impressed? Getting on your high horse! As if! Don't
expect me to salute you, not a chance! I wanted to talk to you for an article I
have to write for next Sunday on the Special Relationship—now, you can go
whistle for it! (Exit.)

WAGENKNECHT (following himwith his eyes in astonishment) Well, the types
you meet in this wonderful Vienna of yours! The fellow looks like a Jew and
babbles gibberish from the age of chivalry before there were any Jews. He’s a
journalist, and he kissed me! Instead of being taken care of by some Viennese
lovely, I have to put up with that! For heaven’s sake, I'm beginning to wonder if
the price we paid for taking Warsaw wasn’t too high!

FEMALE NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Dscherman claims!
All lied fictory!

SEDLATSCHEK You 'eard ‘er, you seez 'er, there’s yer Viennese lovely!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 26

South-western front. Military post at a height of over 2,500 metres. The table is
decorated with flowers and trophies.

LookouT Theyre here already!

ALICE SCHALEK (leading a group of war correspondents) | see they’ve pre-
pared a ceremonial reception for us. Flowers! Doubtless intended for my gentle-
men colleagues, while the trophies are for me! My brave warriors, I thank you!
We've advanced as far as this post, which is not saying much, but still. It’s some-
thing to have been at least observed by the enemy. My dearest wish—to have
visited an exposed position—the commandant could not fulfll, alas, since it
might have alarmed the enemy, he said.

SOLDIER (spits and says) G'day.
ALICE SCHALEK Goodness, how fascinating! There he sits, like a painting,

if he didn’t give any sign of life you'd say it was a Defregger, no, what am I say-
ing, an Egger-Lienz! I do believe he’s even giving us a sly sidelong glance. The
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common man, as he lives and breathes! Let me tell you of our adventures, my
brave warriors, before we made it through to you. The valley road, normally so
full of activity, is indisputably in the hands of the War Press Bureau. Up on the
pass, for the first time I felt something like satisfaction seeing the way a Dolo-
mite hotel had been transformed into military quarters. Where are they now,
those signoras with their painted faces and clouds of lace, and where has the
Italian hotelier gone off to? Disappeared without trace. Ah, how that raises the
spirits! The officer who was guiding us gave some thought to which peak would
be the most convenient for us. He suggested the one that was least under fire,
and my gentlemen colleagues were of course in agreement, but I said: no, you
can count me out; so that’s why we eventually came up here. That’s the least we
could do. But now answer me just this one question: Why did I never see any
of the splendid characters before the war that I now meet daily? The common
man is quite simply a sight for sore eyes! In the city—God, how boring! Here,
each one is unforgettable. Where is the officer?

OFFICER (from within) Busy.

ALICE SCHALEK Drop whatever youre doing. (He appears. She begins,
almost literally, to extract details from his tightly sealed lips. Then she asks:)
Where’s the lookout hole? You must have a lookout, surely? Everywhere I've
been I've been able to use a five-centimetre lookout in the moss camouflage of
the observation trench. Ah, here it is! (She positions herself at the lookout hole.)

OFFICER (yells) Duck! (Alice Schalek ducks.) They don’t know over there
where we're observing them from, poking your nose out could give us away.
(The male members of the War Press Bureau reach for their handkerchiefs and
hold them in front of their faces.)

ALICE SCHALEK (aside) Cowards! (The battery opens up.) Thank God, we've
come just in time. Now the show begins—so tell me, Lieutenant, could any art-
istin his art produce a more thrilling, a more rousing show? Let those who stay at
home call war the crime of the century to their heart’s content—after all, I did,
too, while I was on the home front—but those who experience it firsthand are
in the grip of a passion. Am I right, Lieutenant, as someone right in the middle
of it, that many of you don’t want this thrilling life to end!

OFFICER No, no one wants their life to end. That’s why everyone wants the
war to stop.

(The whistling of shells can be heard: Ssss—)
ALICE SCHALEK Sss—!Thatwas a shell.

OFFICER No, it was shrapnel. Can't you tell?
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ALICE SCHALEK You obviously find it hard to grasp that the various timbres
don’tyet sound different to me. But in the time I've been at the front, I've learnt
alot, and I'll learn that too. —It seems the performance is over. What a shame!
It was first-rate.

OFFICER Are you satisfied?

ALICE sCHALEK What do you mean, satisfied? That’s not the word! Call it
patriotism, you idealists; hatred of the enemy, you nationalists; call it sport, you
modernists; adventure, you romantics; call it the thrill of power, you connois-
seurs of the soul —I call it liberated humanity.

ofFfFIcerR Whatdoyou call it?
ALICE SCHALEK Liberated humanity.
OFFICER Listen, if only we got some leave once in a blue moon!

ALICE SCHALEK But the constant deadly danger surely makes up for that,
doesn’t that feel like real living? You know what interests me most? What are
you thinking, what feelings do you have? It’s amazing how easily men at 2,500
metres manage, not only without us women to help them, but without women
in general.

ORDERLY (enters) Beg to report, Lieutenant, Sergeant Hofer is dead.

ALICE SCHALEK How simply the common man makes his report! He’s pale
as a sheet. Call it patriotism, hatred of the enemy, sport, adventure, or the thrill
of power—1I call it liberated humanity. I'm gripped by the fever for new experi-
ences! Tell me now, Lieutenant, what are you thinking, what feelings do you
have?

(Change of scene.)

Scene 27

In the Vatican.

The voice of Benedict praying.

—In the sacred name of God, our heavenly Father and Lord, and for love of the
sacred blood of Jesus, which was the price of man’s redemption, we appeal to
you, who are ordained by divine Providence to govern the belligerent nations, to
put an end to this terrible slaughter which has now been dishonouring Europe
for a whole year. It is the blood of our brothers which is being spilt on land and
at sea. The most beautiful regions of Europe, this earthly Eden, are sown with
corpses and ruins. In the sight of God and man, you bear the dreadful respon-
sibility for peace and war. Pay heed to our plea, to the fatherly voice of the vicar
of the eternal and supreme Judge, to whom you will have to answer. The abun-
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dance of riches which God the Creator has bestowed on the lands under your
command doubtless enables you to continue the struggle. But at what a price?
Let the thousands of young lives which are daily extinguished on the battlefields
give answer —

(Change of scene.)

Scene 28

Newspaper office.

The voice of Benedikt dictating.

—And the fish, the lobsters and the spider crabs of the Adriatic have seldom
enjoyed such good times as at this moment. In the southern Adriatic they had
almost the entire crew of the Leon Gambetta for dinner. In the central Adriatic
they subsisted on those Italians we were unable to save from the Turbine, while
in the northern Adriatic the denizens of the deep devour ever more opulent fare.
The battle cruiser Amalfi now joins the U-boat Medusa and two torpedo boats
at the bottom of the sea. The assortment of marine spoils, hitherto limited to
“maritime small fry”, has been significantly augmented. The Adriatic, its floor
increasingly bedecked with the shattered hulks of Italian ships, must taste more
bitter than ever; over its blue waters wafts the stench of putrefaction arising from
the late liberators of the karst plateau—

(Change of scene.)

Scene 29
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

OPTIMIST You can’t deny that the war, apart from positively transforming
those who must daily look death in the eye, has also raised people to a higher
spiritual level.

GRUMBLER Idon’tenvy death having to let so many poor devils look it in the
eye these days. Theyre only hoisted to that metaphysical level by the gallows
of universal conscription —irrespective of the fact that it fails to do even that in
most cases.

oPTIMIST Good people become better, and the bad ones good. War purifies.
GRUMBLER Itdeprives the good of their faith, if not of their life, and it makes
the bad worse. The contrasts were great enough in peacetime.

oPTIMIST Buthaven't you noticed how the war has raised people’s spirits on
the home front?

GRUMBLER As far as raising spirits on the home front goes, it seems to me no
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different from the dust thrown up by the brushes on the road sweeper, only to
fall back to the ground.

OPTIMIST So nothing changes, then?

GRUMBLER On the contrary, the dust turns into slime, for it’s the sprinkler’s
turn next.

oPTIMIST Soyou don’tthink anything has got better since the men marched
away at the beginning of August?

GRUMBLER The beginning of August, yes, when they were given notice to
leave, the day mankind’s honour was terminated. Mankind should have con-
tested that decision till the Last Judgment.

OPTIMIST But can you deny the enthusiasm of our brave soldiers as they
march off to war, or the pride in the eyes of those who stand and watch them

as they go?

GRUMBLER Certainly not; I merely point out that the brave soldiers would
rather change places with the proud watchers than the proud watchers with the
brave soldiers.

OPTIMIST Butcanyoudenythe greatsurge of solidarity the war has produced,
as if by magic?
GRUMBLER 'The solidarity would be even greater if no one had to march off,

and everyone could be a proud watcher.

oPTIMIST The German Kaiser has said: For me there are no Parties any
longer, there are only Patriots.

GRUMBLER That may apply to Germany, elsewhere people perhaps have
higher ambitions.

OPTIMIST Inwhatway?

GRUMBLER Given the different nationalities elsewhere, they can’t all be patri-
otic Germans.

OPTIMIST But you were the one who denounced the depravity of mankind
in peacetime!

GRUMBLER Mankind carries its depravity over into the war, it infects the war
with it so that the war becomes corrupted, and that depravity will continue,
unscathed and magnified, when peace returns. Before the doctor can cure the
plague, it will kill both him and his patient.

oPTIMIST Yes, but if mankind really is like that, is not war better than peace?

GRUMBLER When all is said and done, peace returns.
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oPTIMIsT Butlshould have thought war would put an end to the evil.
GRUMBLER It perpetuates it.
opTIMIsT All war?

GRUMBLER All this war. It feeds on the degeneracy of our age, whose bacilli
replenish its bombs.

OPTIMIST Butatleastidealism has returned, has it not? Does that not signify
the end of the evil?

GRUMBLER Evil flourishes best in the shadow of the ideal.

oPTIMIST But the inspirational examples of sacrificial courage must surely
outlive the war.

GRUMBLER The evil lives by the war and outlives it, it gorges upon its victims.
OPTIMIST You underestimate the moral energy the war has unleashed.

GRUMBLER Far from it. It’s true that many who now must die may also kill,
but at least they are exempted from the opportunity to profiteer. Except that the
others who proudly stand and watch make up for the loss. The sinners are those
who have been exempted from service, not the new recruits.

oPTIMIST You're confusing a mere surface phenomenon, the distinctive fea-
ture of a corrupt metropolis, with its healthy core.

GRUMBLER The fate of the healthy core is to become a surface phenomenon.
Civilization is moving towards a single global metropolis. You can turn a West-
phalian peasant into a petty Berlin crook at the drop of a hat, but not the other
way round, and there’s no going back.

OPTIMIST Butsurely the great idea we are fighting for means recovery is pos-
sible, precisely because there is once more such an idea, and even one people
can die for.

GRUMBLER Even if people die for it, that doesn't mean they recover. For
they’re not dying for that idea, but from it. And they die from it, whether they
live or die for it, in war and peace. For they live by it.

opTIMIsT That’s playing with words. What idea are you thinking of?

GRUMBLER The idea for which our people are dying, without having it, with-
out profiting from it, and from which they are dying without knowing it. The
idea of the capitalist, namely Judeo-Christian global destruction, which inspires
those who are not fighting. Those people thrive by living off the idea and, assum-
ing they’re not immortal, will die of obesity or diabetes.

opPTIMIST Well, if that’s the only idea which is being fought over, who will
emerge as victor?
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GRUMBLER Notthe culture which has devoted itself most readily to the idea,
I would hope—an idea which depends for implementation on precisely the
power complex which this idea, and this idea alone, was capable of creating,

opTIMIsT IfIunderstand you right, the others, the enemy, are fighting for a
different idea?

GRUMBLER Letushope so. For a more humane idea. For an idea that would
liberate European culture from that power complex. To liberate themselves and
bring about a moral transformation, having sensed the direction from which
danger comes.

oPTIMIST And you believe the statesmen of the enemy powers are conscious
of such things, even though they blatantly defend their trading interests and
have been stigmatized in global headlines for their commercial envy?

GRUMBLER Global headlines appear twice daily here, and that’s too often to
create the authority necessary in dealings with the Entente. No, statesmen are
never conscious of an idea, but it does remain dormant in the instinct of the
peoples until, one day, a statesman puts it into practice. Then it takes on a quite
different complexion, arising from a different motive. We should slowly be get-
ting used to the fact that what they call British envy, French revanchism, and
Russian rapacity is, rather, an aversion to tramping columns of sweaty feet in
their hobnail German boots.

OPTIMIST Soyoudon’t believe it was simply a premeditated attack?
GRUMBLER No,Ido.

oPTIMIST Butthen how—?

GRUMBLER As a rule, an attack is launched against the victim rather than
against the aggressor. Or let us call it an attack that came as something of a sur-
prise to the aggressor, and an act of self-defence which caught the victim some-
what unprepared.

OPTIMIST You are joking, aren’t you?

GRUMBLER Seriously, I believe this European coalition against Central
Europe to be the ultimate deed of which Christian civilization was capable.

OPTIMIST Soyou are obviously of the opinion that it was not Central Europe
but the Entente which acted in self-defence. But what if the Entente is not
capable of carrying through this defensive attack to a successful conclusion, as
now seems to be the case?

GRUMBLER Then this trade war would provisionally be decided in favour of
those who had less religion, before turning into an openly religious war 100
years hence.
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opTIMIsT Whatdo you mean?

GRUMBLER Imeanthat Europe’s Judaized Christianity would then capitulate
before the dictates of the Asiatic spirit.

oPTIMIST And with what weapons would the Asiatic spirit enforce that?

GRUMBLER Simply with weapons. With precisely that idea of quantity and
advanced technology to which alone the idea of Central Europe, its infernal
spirit, is vulnerable. Quantity China already has, next it will add the weapon
of technology. In good time it will proceed to Japanization. It will proceed as
England does today on a smaller scale, being obliged to introduce militarism in
order finally to get rid of it.

oPTIMIsT But England is not managing to get rid of it.

GRUMBLER [Ihope it will. And that, in the process, it will not get rid of what
makes it England, if it were to become militarized; that it will not gain ma-
terial victory at the cost of spiritual impoverishment. Otherwise Europe would
become germanized. Militarism is perhaps a condition by which a European
people is vanquished, after having vanquished with it. The Germans were the
first to give up what they had been in order to become the top military nation on
earth. May that not befall the others, especially not the English, whom a nobler
instinct for self-preservation has up to now kept from introducing conscription.
'The present state of self-defence which calls universally and inexorably for con-
scription is born of despair, but it is also a gamble. England could defeat itself at
the same time as Germany. The only race strong enough to survive technology
does so outside Europe. At times that’s how [ see it. May the Christian God
grant a different outcome!

oPTIMIST Aha, your Chinese! Militarily, the most inept race!

GRUMBLER Indeed! They lack all the achievements of modernity, for they
may have passed through those stages in some earlier time unknown to us, and
thereby ensured their survival. It will be child’s play for them to regain them,
once they need them, in order to make the Europeans give them up. The sparks
will fly, too, but for a moral purpose. That’s what I call a religious war worthy
of the name.

opTIMIsT Whatidea will it help emerge victorious?

GRUMBLER The idea that God created neither man the consumer nor man
the producer, but simply human beings. That the means of subsistence are not
the purpose of existence. That one’s belly should not outwit one’s brains. That
life is not founded exclusively on commercial interests. That time is a gift to be
savoured, a goal to be attained not by swiftness of foot but by abundance of heart.
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opPTIMIsT Thatis primal Christianity.

GRUMBLER Not Christianity, for Christianity was incapable of resisting the
vengeance of Jehovah. Its promise of salvation was too weak to assuage men’s
ravenous hunger for things of this world, seeking compensation here and now in
place of eternal rewards. For such people do not eat to live, but live to eat, and
even die for that cause. They want the brothel and the slaughterhouse, with the
chapel in the background where a pope forlornly wrings his hands.

OPTIMIST So,inaword, the idea is the battle against materialism.
GRUMBLER So, in a word, the idea.

OPTIMIST Butisn't German militarism precisely the conservative institution
which opposes those trends of the modern world that you despise? 'm surprised
a conservative thinker should speak against militarism.

GRUMBLER I'm not at all surprised that someone with progressive views
should speak in support of militarism. You are quite right: for militarism is not
what I mean, it’s what you mean. It is the instrument which the dominant ide-
ology of the day employs to enforce its power. Today it serves, just as the press
serves, the idea of Judeo-capitalist global destruction.

OPTIMIST Butin the declarations of the enemy powers, the talk is of nothing
but their desire to defend freedom against autocracy.

GRUMBLER It’s the same thing. The instinct of mankind, even of its least free
representatives, is an inextinguishable desire to protect freedom of the mind
against the dictatorship of money, human dignity against mercantile autocracy.
Militarism is the instrument which enforces that dictatorship, instead of being
internally employed against it, the role for which nature intended it. Since lethal
weapons became industrial products, they have been turned against mankind,
and the professional soldier no longer knows what interests he serves. Even Rus-
sia is fighting against autocracy. Through a last-ditch civilized instinct it is de-
fending itself against the power most threatening to the mind and human dig-
nity, namely the seductive power to which the Christian idea, with its intrinsic
submissiveness, most readily, and in the most disastrous pact, succumbs.

OPTIMIST But can the heterogeneous peoples that have been drummed
together for this war really have this single desire in common? Russian autoc-
racy and Western democracy?

GRUMBLER Precisely this antithesis is proof of a deeper convergence, one
which reaches out beyond the political goal. And the fact that even these con-
trasts can unite shows that Germany’s misguided politicking, its incapacity to



148 Actl

follow the basic rules of diplomacy, was the catalyst for a progressive conver-
gence.

oPTIMIST Butthe Allies are such a hotch-potch, what a motley crew they are!
GRUMBLER The heterogeneity proves how authentic the hatred is.
opPTIMIsT But hatred employs the most fallacious arguments.

GRUMBLER Hatred always does, but its fallacious arguments are proof of the
authenticity of its instincts.

OPTIMIST So you're saying the Germans could have derived cultural regen-
eration from the realms of lies.

GRUMBLER Could have, yes, but a victory would make it seem redundant in
their eyes. They could no longer be cured of their most dubious truths. For you
surely have to ask whether the “lies from abroad” — provided they, too, are not
made in Germany—do not contain more lifeblood than a “true” communiqué
from the official German news agency. Abroad, you can distinguish between a
lie born of national temperament and a truth based on rational insight. Here,
even the truth is propaganda, and it is all paper-thin. If lying in the Latin coun-
tries is an intoxication, here it’s a science, which endangers the organism accord-
ingly. They're artists at lying, down there, they don’t believe it themselves, but
they want to hear it since the lie tells them more clearly what they feel: their
truth. Here, when they lie, they don't use a word more than is absolutely nec-
essary to achieve their purpose; they are the engineers of lying, they build lies
which enable them to live and to wage war.

OPTIMIST Accusations of German barbarity in their conduct of the war are
really too absurd.

GRUMBLER Letusassume that, God willing, the German conduct of the war
is no more barbaric than that of the others—except for some measures taken
solely as reprisals and which, by chance, always affect the civilian population,
and except for some cases simply, if ingenuously, dubbed “incidents”, such as
the sinking of the Lusitania. But when the others say the German conduct of
the war is barbaric, they feel, and are surely right to feel, the German conduct
of the peace to have been barbaric. It must have been, otherwise it would not
have been based for generations on the thought of preparing for the German
conduct of the war.

OPTIMIST Butwhen all is said and done, the Germans are also the nation of
poets and thinkers, are they not? Does not German culture contradict the ma-
terialism you accuse it of ?
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GRUMBLER German culture is without content, a show house with which the
nation of judges and hangmen ornaments the emptiness within.

OPTIMIST A nation of judges and hangmen? You call the Germans that? The
nation of Goethe and Schopenhauer?

GRUMBLER ltcan callitself that, given its level of education, but by rights, ac-
cording to the most popular article of its penal code, namely public nuisance, it
should be condemned in the court of world opinion for doing so.

opPTIMIST Why’s that?

GRUMBLER Because Goethe and Schopenhauer might more justly apply
everything they alleged against in their German contemporaries to the current
condition of the German people, and with more sting than Le Matin. As un-
desirable German nationals, they could count themselves lucky today if they
managed to escape across the border. During the Wars of Liberation, all Goethe
derived from the state of exaltation of his fellow countrymen was a feeling of
emptiness, and today’s vernacular German and newspaper language would be
blessed if it had retained the level Schopenhauer found despicable in his day. No
people lives more remote from its language, which is its life source, than the Ger-
mans. A Neapolitan beggar is closer to his language than any German professor
to his! Yet this people is better educated than any other, and since its academics
without exception —those who don’t end up in a press bureau, that is—are busy
perfecting gas bombs, it promptly turns its generals into academics. What would
Schopenhauer have said about a faculty of philosophy that bestowed its highest
honour on someone who organizes mechanized death? Educated they are, as
even British envy is obliged to concede, they are instructed about everything,
Their language fulfils the sole function of giving instructions. This is a people
that today writes the truncated jargon of global commerce. Goethe’s Iphigenie
may notyet have escaped into Esperanto, but the Germans still abandon the lan-
guage of their classics to the merciless barbarism of unscrupulous pirate printers.
In an age when no one any longer senses, or actually experiences, the fate of
language, it will make up for that by resorting to luxury editions, rare book col-
lections, and other debauched manifestations of an aestheticism that is just as
genuine a stigma of barbarism as the bombardment of a cathedral.

OPTIMIST Aha, but Reims cathedral was a military observation post!

GRUMBLER Idon’tcare. Mankind itself is a military observation post—I wish
cathedrals could bombard it.

oPTIMIST ButI don't quite follow what you were saying about the German
language. You've always seemed so engaged with — positively engaged to—the
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German language, and in your pamphlet against Heine’s influence you gave it
preference over Latin languages. You've obviously changed your mind.

GRUMBLER Only a German could say I've changed my mind. It’s precisely
because of my engagement that I think as I do. Moreover, I am faithful. And I
know that this war will bear me out, and that victory, which God forbid, would
be a total betrayal of the spirit.

OPTIMIST Butyou do see the German language as the more profound?
GRUMBLER But far below it, the German who speaks it.

opPTIMIST Butthe other languages, in your view, are far below German?
GRUMBLER But the other speakers above it.

OPTIMIST Are you really in a position to establish a tangible connection be-
tween language and war?

GRUMBLER For example, the language which is most frozen in stock clichés
also tends most readily, and in a voice ringing with conviction, to find itself
totally blameless of what it blames in others.

opPTIMIST And you think that is a quality of the German language?

GRUMBLER Preeminently, yes. It has itself become a ready-made article, and
finding a buyer for it gives those who speak it today a purpose in life. Its soul is
like that of some petty bourgeois too busy to put a foot wrong because his life is
absorbed by business affairs, and if it was too short to wind them up, well then,
it’s unfinished business.

OPTIMIST Aren’tsuch thoughts rather far-fetched?

GRUMBLER Fetched from the most distant source, namely from language.
OPTIMIST Aren’t the others on the lookout for business, then?
GRUMBLER Butthey don’tlive entirely for it.

opPTIMIsT The English wage war as a business, and always let mercenaries
fight it for them.

GRUMBLER That’s because the English are no idealists, they don’t want to risk
their lives for their business.

OPTIMIST “Mercenary” comes directly from merces, pay—there’s your lan-
guage for you!

GRUMBLER Obviously. But “soldier” comes even more directly from the
solidus the soldiers got paid. The difference, it’s true, is that the soldier gets less
pay and more honour when he goes off to die for his country.

oPTIMIST But our soldiers surely are fighting for the Fatherland.
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GRUMBLER Yes, they really are. Fortunately, they’re fired with enthusiasm,
since otherwise they would be forced to do so. The English are no idealists.
Theyre straightforward in their business dealings, and don't talk of their “Vater-
land” — it seems they don’t even have a word for it in their language; they leave
ideals alone when their exports are threatened.

oPTIMIST They are merchants.
GRUMBLER We are heroes.

OPTIMIST Yes, but on the other hand you say that the English, along with all
the rest of them, are fighting for an ideal?

GRUMBLER [saythattheyare capable of doing so under the most realistic pre-
texts, whereas we find the most idealistic pretexts for doing business.

OPTIMIST Preventing the Germans from doing business, is that what you call
an ideal?

GRUMBLER Certainly, it’s what we call commercial envy. In reality, it’s know-
ing who benefits culturally from the expansion of a business, and who doesn't.
There are peoples who should not overindulge themselves, since their cultural
digestion is poor. Their neighbours immediately notice the bad smell and are
more embarrassed than they are themselves. Global trade would once and for all
isolate the German spirit, with which German culture has long lost all connec-
tion. But for that spirit to retain its connection with the outside world, a growth
in exports is by no means beneficial. The English are entitled to a growth in ex-
ports, without detriment to what we think of as their barren soul. They can safely
undertake whatever is necessary while indulging in the luxury of ornament and
they go along with business dealings as readily as with their monarchy. In the
German character, which aims to set the world to rights, all heterogeneous ele-
ments immediately produce some disastrous compound. The English are a cul-
tured people because they know how to keep what little there is of their inner
lives strictly separate from the problems of consumption. They don’t want to be
forced by some penny-pinching competitor to work more than six hours a day, so
they can devote the rest of the time to those occupations for which God intended
them: God or sport. As for their commerce with God, it would still be an internal
matter, even if mere hypocrisy, to the extent that the mere thought of God dis-
tances them from their daily toil. And that’s the important point. Meanwhile, the
German works 24 hours a day, and it is at work that he fulfils the spiritual, intel-
lectual, artistic, and other obligations he would otherwise neglect, given how
he organizes his time, by turning the content of these obligations directly into
fancy packaging and brand names and presentation. Nothing must be omitted.
And this mingling of affairs of the spirit with the necessities of life, this focus on
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the means of life as the ends of life, as if groceries were its goal, and the simulta-
neous exploitation of life’s higher purpose to promote foodstuffs, such as “Art in
the service of commerce” — it is in this inauspicious element that German genius
flourishes—and withers. This and this alone, this cursed tendency to be forever
making such connections, dressing things up or turning them upside down, is
the problem in this World War. We are merchants and heroes combined.

oPTIMIST Everyone knows the problem of the World War is that Germany
wanted its place in the sun.

GRUMBLER Everyone knows that, but does not yet know that if Germany did
win that place, the sun would set. To which the Norddeutsche Allgemeine would
naturally reply that we would then fight in the dark. And fight, moreover, until
finally victorious, and beyond.

OPTIMIST You are a grumbler.
GRUMBLER Iam, though I gladly concede that you are an optimist.

OPTIMIST Were you not once one of those who used to sing the praises of Ger-
man organization, at least in comparison with Latin muddle?

GRUMBLER Used to, and still do. German organization—even assuming it
withstands unrestricted warfare —is a talent, and like all talents subject to his-
torical variables. It is practical and instrumental, serving whichever personality
puts it to good use, by contrast with the muddle in Austria, where even servile
types are credited with personality. But how completely the German people
must have relinquished their inner identity to be capable of coping so smoothly
with externals! To acknowledge as much was never a compliment. Making the
choice between different sets of human values that is urgently required, now
there’s a war on, the individual must subordinate his psychological needs to the
general good. In peacetime, when condemned to lead a miserable life amid
Austrian chaos, I yearned for Germanic order. Technology provided a pontoon
bridge for explorations of the individual personality, so why concede any rights
to those who only stand and wait? Now, in wartime, what matters is the person-
ality of nations.

opPTIMIST And which one will be victorious?

GRUMBLER As a grumbler, I am obliged to take a pessimistic view, and to
fear that the personality which has retained its individuality least will be victori-
ous, namely, the Germans. Within the spiritual framework of European Churis-
tianity, that is what, in my darkest hours, I see happening. Spiritual starvation

comes next.

OPTIMIST As a result of the World War?
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GRUMBLER Ofthe European war, up to the decisive victory which in the true
World War would be achieved over a spiritually united Europe. The Slav-cum-
Latin insurrection, reinforced by auxiliary nationalities, will remain an episode
until all of Europe possesses enough German morality, stink bombs, and obliga-
tory conscription for Asia to teach it a lesson. That is what I sometimes fear. But
mostly [ am an optimist, and one of a very different stripe to you. At such times
I confidently hope for a favourable outcome, and see that all this triumphalism
is nothing but a criminal loss of time and blood to prolong the delay before the
inevitable defeat.

OPTIMIST Be careful!

GRUMBLER I'monlysaying it to you, and openly. You won’t repeat it, and the
hangman does not understand my style. I would like to speak more clearly. But
I let the Prussians go for broke and keep my thoughts to myself.

oPTIMIST Butyou contradict yourself even in what you keep to yourself.

GRUMBLER Butitisno contradiction to fear our victory and hope for our de-
feat.

OPTIMIST Sothere isno contradiction either between your praise of German
character and your censure?

GRUMBLER No, there is no contradiction between my praise for a civiliza-
tion which allows public life to function smoothly, replaces muddy streets with
asphalt, and provides a thirsty imagination with systematic plans rather than
some worthless notion of existential authenticity; and my censure for a culture
that has become eclipsed by virtue of this self-same smoothness, efliciency, and
know-how. It’s not a contradiction, it’s a tautology. In a generally deplorable
world, I feel most comfortable where order reigns and society is sufficiently
thinned out to provide me with a cast of supernumeraries who all look alike,
and whose physiognomies therefore put no great strain on the memory. But I
don’t want that to be the condition of humanity at large; I am far from putting
my personal convenience above a nation’s communal desire for happiness, and
think it misguided of the nation to allow itself to be lined up like a battalion of
bread rolls.

OPTIMIST So can you also please explain the contradiction that you consid-
ered the military type as relatively the most decent servant of the state.

GRUMBLER That’s no more a contradiction than the other. Among all the
available types of mediocrity, the military type was the most adapted to the
chaotic peacetime world. Service is a barrier against unbridled insignificance.
Discipline, doing one’s duty for its own sake, earns respect even for banality.
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Judged by the eye of the moneyed bourgeoisie, it serves as a benchmark. Even
the speculator, obliged for once to obey rather than command, comes back in
better shape, trimmer and less tedious.

opPTIMIST Asllive and breathe, that sounds almost like praise for war.

GRUMBLER No, only for enduring hardship—and only as long as you live and
breathe! Death cancels out any gain.

opPTIMIsT That’s true. But when the speculators die, that’s all right with you,
I imagine.

GRUMBLER The speculators don't die. And anyway, claiming a glamorous
death cancels out the benefits of physical fitness. The heroism of those who
have no right to it is the most horrifying prospect of this war. It will serve some
day as a backdrop, against which the increased or unaltered baseness of others
will stand out more picturesquely and to better effect.

oPTIMIST But people really are dying. Look under the heading “Heroic
Death” in the papers every day.

GRUMBLER Certainly, it’s the same section that used to announce who had
been awarded the title commercial counsellor. But sadly, a random shell splin-
ter will create a nimbus of reflected glory around the surviving representatives
of those commercial interests for which the others died.

OPTIMIST You mean, the representatives who stayed at home.

GRUMBLER Yes, they will be indemnified for the coercion to which the others
were subjected, their mandatory death sentence in service of an alien idea called
universal conscription.

oPTIMIST The warriors returning home will know how to react to such arro-
gance.

GRUMBLER Thereturning warriors will break through into the home frontand
launch the real war. They will grab for themselves the successes they had been
denied, and the impact of war— murder, pillage, rape —will be child’s play com-
pared with the peace that will then break out. May the god of battles protect us
from this coming offensive! A terrible agitation, liberated from the trenches and
no longer constrained by any system of command, will start wielding weapons
and seeking sensual gratifications in every sphere of life, and more death and
disease will come into the world than could ever be contrived by the war itself.
May heaven protect the children from the sabres that will serve as canes for
spanking, and from the grenades brought back for them as toys.

OPTIMIST It’s certainly dangerous for children to play with grenades.
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GRUMBLER And the adults who do such things do not even shrink from pray-
ing with grenades! I've seen a cross constructed from one.

oPTIMIST Those are merely by-products. There was a time when you didn’t
despise war so completely.

GRUMBLER There was a time when you didn’t misunderstand me so com-
pletely. War was once a tournament for the few, and every instance was compel-
ling. Now, it’s a mechanized lottery for everyone, and you are still an optimist.

OPTIMIST Butitisimpossible for the development of weapons to lag behind
the technical achievements of modern times.

GRUMBLER True, but the imagination in modern times has lagged behind
man’s technical achievements.

OPTIMIST So, one wages war with imagination, then?

GRUMBLER No, for if one still had imagination, one would no longer wage
war.

opTIMIsT Why not?

GRUMBLER Because then the suggestive power of a phraseology which lingers
on after an ideal has become obsolete would not have enough scope to befuddle
men’s brains; because men could themselves imagine the most unimaginable
horrors, and would know in advance how short a step it is from the colourful
slogans and all the flag-waving enthusiasm to the field-grey misery; because the
prospect of dying from dysentery for their country, or having their feet frozen off,
would no longer have any emotional appeal; because they would march off in
the sure knowledge that they would catch lice for their country. For they would
know that man invented the machine only to be overpowered by it, and they
would not trump the madness of having invented it with the even greater mad-
ness of allowing themselves to be killed by it. Moreover, they would realize they
must defend themselves against an enemy of whom they see no more than col-
umns of rising smoke, and sense that acting as agents for an armaments factory
offers inadequate protection against the products of the enemy’s armaments
factories. So if men had imagination, they would know it is a crime to expose
their lives to chance, a sin to debase death to mere chance, that it is madness to
build armoured warships and at the same time torpedo boats to outwit them,
to build mortars and at the same time trenches to take cover in, where you're
only done for if you stick your head out too soon, so that foxholes ofter the only
escape from weapons and peace can then only be found under the earth. If, in-
stead of newspapers, men had imagination, technology would not be a means
of making life more difficult, and science would not aim to destroy it altogether.
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Alas, heroic death hovers in a cloud of gas, and we experience only the
choked wording of a communiqué! The bodies of 40,000 Russians twitching
on the barbed wire were simply a special bulletin, read aloud in the interval by
a soubrette to the dregs of humanity, so that the librettist who turned the slogan
“I Gave Gold for Iron” into a shameful operetta might receive a curtain call.
The numbers involved, so huge as to be unimaginable, mean that only one’s
own experiences and perhaps those of one’s immediate neighbours retain any
emotional force—things one can see, grasp, touch directly. Is it not noticeable
how everyone dodges the collective whole, where for want of a hero everyone is
a hero, and takes refuge in his own little world? Things open up more than ever
before, yet there was never less community spirit than now. As never before, the
format of the world is that of a gigantic triviality. Reality does not extend be-
yond the communiqué from the front, which breathlessly strains to reproduce
its distinctive gasping and panting. The report of the action is, at one and the
same time, a report of the action as imagined, the reporter having interposed
himself and rendered the action unimaginable. And such is the sinister effect of
his mediation that I would indict each and every one of those wretched figures,
who plague us now with that interminable violation of the human ear, their in-
escapable cry of “Ex-tra-aa edi-shun!”, as responsible for instigating this global
catastrophe. Isn’t the messenger equally guilty? The printed word has enabled
a humanity with its shrunken soul to commit atrocities it can no longer imag-
ine, and the terrible curse of mass circulation means that the word, propagating
itself, brings forth yet more evil. All that happens, happens only for those who
describe it, and for those who do not experience it. A spy being led to the gal-
lows must take that long, final walk to provide some diversion for the cinema
audience, and has to stare into the camera lens yet again before the viewers are
satisfied with his expression. Don’t let me pursue this train of thought as far as
the gallows of mankind—and yet I must, for I am its spy and endure its death
throes. My heartrending experience is horror at the vacuum which this unprece-
dented plethora of events presupposes in people’s souls, before the crimes are
recorded on camera!

OPTIMIST Such grubby by-products are an unavoidable consequence of great
events. After all, it’s possible the world didn’t change overnight on the first of
August 1914. Nor am [ at all convinced that imagination is one of the human
qualities activated in wartime. But if I understand you correctly, you want to
deny that modern war leaves any scope whatever for human qualities.

GRUMBLER You do understand me correctly. It leaves them no scope, simply
because modern war subsists on the negation of human qualities. There are
none.
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oPTIMIST What are there, then?

GRUMBLER There are quantities which are mutually self-destructive in equal
measure, as they attempt to prove that they are no match for quantities trans-
formed into mechanical energies. In other words, that massed troops can be
obliterated by mortars. It was only the lack of imagination remaining after the
transformation of mankind into mechanical energy that made this experiment
possible and provided the proof.

opPTIMIsT If the quantities are diminished in equal measure, one against the
other, then where does it all stop?

GRUMBLER When all that remains of two lions is their tails. Or if, exception-
ally, it were actually to happen that the greater quantity retains an advantage.
I shudder at the thought of having to hope that will be the case. But I shudder
even more at the fearful thought that the more principled quantity retains an
advantage.

opTIMIsT Which would that be?

GRUMBLER Thelesserof the two, of course. The greater might become weaker
by virtue of the remnants of humanity it has retained. But the lesser fights with
the fanatical belief in a god that has wanted this development.

oPTIMIST A Bismarck is what we need. He would soon put an end to all this.
GRUMBLER That cannot be.
opTIMIsT Why not?

GRUMBLER If the world keeps on totting up its balance sheets by the number
of bombs dropped, no Bismarcks can be born.

opPTIMIST How else can we defend ourselves against the Entente’s infernal
plot to starve us to death?

GRUMBLER The infernal plot to starve us to death, in a war which revolves
around the highest goods of the nation, namely making money and eating, is
the infinitely more moral tactic, because it is more fitting than the use of flame-
throwers, mines, and gases. The Entente’s tactics reflect the pragmatism of mod-
ern warfare. But the Central Powers turn trading areas into battlefields and vice
versa—as a result of a culture so confused it builds temples from tallow candles
and puts art in the service of commerce. But it is not for industry to employ art-
ists or to produce cripples. The wrong principle for living extends to the wrong
principle for killing, so again means and ends diverge. When two consumer co-
operatives are tearing each other’s hair out, the more moral one is the one that
reestablishes order, not by the consumers themselves but by means of a police
force they have hired for that purpose, and if it doesn’t mind losing its customers,
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or even losing its wares, then it is the more moral. Quite apart from the fact that
the blockade is merely a warning to the Central Powers to protect their subjects
from it by ending an insane war. If the accountant has not reined in the heroes
on horseback, he should do so now, since even they clearly recognize that war
is not a tournament, but an attempt to corner the textile market.

oPTIMIST The business of this war is—

GRUMBLER Precisely. The business of this war is business! But the difference
is: one side thinks export and says ideal, the other says export, and this honesty
alone, separating the two, makes the ideal possible, even if there were no trace
of it before.

oPTIMIST You're not telling me they can be bothered with an ideal!

GRUMBLER Notatall, they merely want to deprive us of ours, and win it back
by curing the German race of its uncivilized tendency to flaunt Made in Ger-
many on its manufactured goods. For the Germans, ideals are “value added”
to their goods when the others have them shipped in. They don’t believe they
can build an underground railway without God and Art. That’s the cancer. In a
Berlin stationer’s I spotted a block of toilet paper with quotations from Shake-
speare illustrating the purpose of each sheet and the humour of the situation.
Shakespeare is, after all, an enemy author. But Goethe and Schiller were called
up, too, the block contained the whole of German classical culture. Never be-
fore had I had such a strong impression that Germany was the nation of poets
and thinkers.

opTiMiIsT All right then, so you see a cultural instinct at work in the war the
others are waging, and a demand for economic expansion in that of the Ger-
mans. But the effect of economic prosperity on the spiritual life of the Germans,
would that not be precisely—

GRUMBLER No, it wouldn't, just the opposite. The total absence of a spiritual
life was the prerequisite for these aspirations. Spiritual self-starvation, with its
promise of success, would be beyond the range of any imagination, even sup-
posing such a thing were still available.

oPTIMIST Butare you not yourself convinced of the necessity of such a war,
when you speak of a war of quantities? For it would bring the problem of over-
population under control for a time, you would have to admit that.

GRUMBLER Radically so. Overpopulation worries would make way for de-
population worries. The legalization of abortion would have been a less painful
remedy for that than a world war, and war would have been avoided.

opPTIMIST The prevailing conception of morality would never give its consent!
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GRUMBLER Nordid I ever imagine it would, since the prevailing conception
of morality only approves of fathers, fortuitously delivered from the random kill-
ing, dragging themselves along the pavement as penniless cripples, and mothers
giving birth to babies to be torn to pieces by having bombs dropped on them.

oPTIMIST You're surely not suggesting that such things are deliberate?

GRUMBLER No, worse than that: fortuitous! One can't help it happening, but
it happens with forethought. Regrettable, but still it happens. Fairly extensive
experience in this area might have brought it home to those who organize mur-
der from the air, and those entrusted with carrying it out, that when they intend
to hit an arms dump they infallibly hit a bedroom, and instead of an armaments
factory a school for girls. Repeated experience should have taught them that that
is what the success of those raids means when they subsequently boast of having
bombed the target.

OPTIMIST Bethatasitmay,itisa permitted weapon of war, and since mastery
of the air has been achieved —

GRUMBLER —man, that scoundrel, seizes the opportunity to make the earth
equally unsafe. Read Jean Paul’s account of the ascent of a Montgolfier balloon.
No one could write those five pages today, for those making incursions into the
upper air have no respect for the heavens above, but as aerial invaders use their
safe distance from the earth to launch attacks upon it. Men are incapable of en-
joying the fruits of progress without paying the price. They promptly employ the
very things that should improve life to destroy it. They struggle with what should
make life easier. To ascend in a Montgolfier balloon is an act of reverence, the
ascent of an aeroplane is a danger to those left below.

OPTIMIST Butsurely also for the airman himself who drops the bombs.

GRUMBLER Certainly, but not the danger of being killed by those he is going
to kill, and he avoids the lurking machine guns more easily than the defence-
less ones below avoid him. He also more easily avoids a fair fight between two
equally armed murderers—fair, insofar as the violation of the element in which
it takes place permits of such values. But even if it is the “intrepid” aviator who
wields it, the aerial bomb signifies armed cowardice, it is as ruthless as the U-boat
which signifies the principle of armed guile, the same guile which allows the
dwarf to triumph over the armed giant. But the infants killed by the aviator are
not armed, and even if they were, they would hardly manage to hit the aviator
as surely as he will hit them. Of all the ignominies of war, the most shameful is
that the only invention to bring man closer to the stars has served merely to pro-
vide confirmation of his baseness, as if he had not sufficient scope for it on earth.
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oPTIMIST What of the infants who are being starved to death?

GRUMBLER The governments of the Central Powers are free to spare their in-
fants this fate by weaning their adults off what they were spoon-fed from early
childhood. But even supposing the enemy powers-that-be are as guilty of the
blockade as our own, the bombing of enemy infants as a reprisal is the sort of
thinking that does German ideology proud, the sort of intellectual position in
which—by the God of the Germans! —I have no wish to take refuge.

oPTIMIST You're trying to find fault with the way the Germans wage war,
without taking account of the fact that the others are using the same means.

GRUMBLER [Ifreely acknowledge that, and I've no intention of making an ex-
ception of the French aeroplanes that use much the same heroic villainies in
their violation of humanity. However, apart from the fact that we started it, the
distinction seems to me to lie, on the one side, in a disposition which partici-
pates in the horror, knowingly or absentmindedly forgetful of what it involves,
and on the other, a cast of mind which, not content with dropping bombs, ac-
companies them with jokes and even with “Christmas greetings” specially got
up for the inhabitants of Nancy. Here we have once again the pernicious mix-
ing of things made to be used, in this case, bombs, and the inner life, namely
jokes, and even the fusion of the joke with the sacred —that mixture which is
the greatest abomination of all, the height of debauchery, which a life impover-
ished by rules and regulations receives as a perk permitting mindless brutality
in compensation for all that discipline, drill, and morality. It is the humour of
the hangman, the licence of a morality that even takes legal action against love.

opTIMIsT Compensation for discipline? But did you not welcome discipline
as a check on disorderly behaviour?

GRUMBLER Butnotasalever of power! Rather chaos than order at the expense
of humanity! Militarism as a workout and militarism as a state of mind —there
is surely a distinction. Militarism is essentially a tool. But it becomes a law unto
itself, an irreconcilable enemy of the human spirit, when transformed into the
unwitting tool of antagonistic forces — forces hostile to humane values. Its code
of honour, allied to the cowardice of technology, has become a farce, its self-
imposed duty within a framework of general compulsion has degenerated into
a lie. It is nothing but pretence, and it compensates for its slave status by hiding
behind its machines to demonstrate its miserable power. The means has become
an end in itself, to the extent that in peacetime we can still only think militarily,
and war is merely a means to obtain new weapons. A war to the greater glory
of the armaments industry. We do not merely want more exports and therefore
more guns, we also want more guns for their own sake, and that’s why they have
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to be fired. Our lives and our thinking are subjected to the interests of heavy in-
dustry; it’s a heavy burden. We live under the sign of the gun. And since heavy
industry has allied itself with God, we are lost. That is now the human condition.

oPTIMIST Butwe mightalso see our position from the perspective of a Nietz-
schean ideal, and come to a very different view of things.

GRUMBLER Yes, you might well do that, and you would then experience
Nietzsche’s astonishment that the “will to power” manifested itself after Sedan
not as a triumph of the spirit, but as an increase in the number of factory chim-
neys. Nietzsche was a thinker who “imagined it would turn out differently.”
Namely, the spiritual uplift of the year 1870. That of 1914 he would have scarcely
found credible for a moment, nor would he have been any longer astonished by
the victory of his own thoughts. Yet perhaps, after all, he would have rejected
the conqueror marching off to war with The Will to Power and other edifying
intellectual ammunition in his kit bag.

oPTIMIST Ifwar offers no cultural benefit, that holds for all of the belligerent
nations. That is, unless you are determined on principle to admit of cultural pos-
sibilities only whenever franc-tireurs murder sleeping soldiers.

GRUMBLER Certainly not when our official press bureau exists for the sole
purpose of making such allegations. But even in the present state of mankind,
it would be unique for aviators who bomb infants to have internationally sanc-
tioned licence to do so, and for franc-tireurs who commit murder to avenge mur-
der not to be allowed to do so because they have no such licence. They are not
killing under orders but under a different form of irresistible compulsion, not
out of duty but in a frenzy of rage, that is to say, with the only possible motive
that halfway excuses the killing; they are unauthorized killers, who cannot iden-
tify themselves by the appropriate costume, or by membership of some regional
backup squad or reserve unit or special detachment or whatever shameful name
they give it. Don’t ask me to judge the moral difference between an aviator who
kills a sleeping child and a civilian who kills a sleeping soldier. Decide yourself
which is the more courageous choice —taking into account only the danger
and not the responsibility —to attack a sleeping soldier or a wide-awake child?

OPTIMIST You may be right on that score, but you'd need a magnifying glass
to find signs of humanity on the other side.

GRUMBLER IfI were to look for them in our newspapers, indeed [ would.
OPTIMIST Just think of the headline “Russians wreak havoc in Galicia.”

GRUMBLER Though I couldn't make out from that whether the Galician
castles were plundered by Polish peasants or Hungarian territorials. What did
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often appear under that headline, as if they had slipped through the grip of the
compulsion to lie, were tales of noble action on the part of the Russians.

OPTIMIST You surely don't mean that story about a rape?

GRUMBLER Well, whether Hungarian territorials or an elite Viennese regi-
ment have doffed their caps and asked the women of their own country, let
alone those of the enemy, for a glass of water—1 leave the decision, one way or
the other, to your optimism, unshakeably grounded as it seems to be in the re-
porting of our War Press Bureau.

oPTIMIST Don’tyou find that, after all, we too give the enemy his due?

GRUMBLER Yes, we are sometimes content with the humour of idiotic pic-
ture postcards.

oPTIMIST No, I mean we really sometimes do him justice.

GRUMBLER Ifit makes people laugh, then yes. As when they related the curi-
ous fact—for the central European intelligentsia won't be caught telling the
truth about the most maligned people in Europe —the curious fact, then, that
the Russians stopped shooting over the Catholic Christmas, and instead left
behind in their trenches a seasonal greeting to the enemy and hopes for peace.

oPTIMIST And the Austrians, I'm sure, responded in kind.

GRUMBLER Certainly, for instance a Doctor Fischl, an articled clerk until
1 August, then mobilized when the age of grandeur arrived, had a field postcard
printed for the troops, inscribed: “Tomorrow the Russians celebrate their Christ-
mas— time to tickle their fancy good and proper.”

opTIMIsT Thatwas a joke.
GRUMBLER Quite right, it was a joke.
OPTIMIST One mustn’t generalize.

GRUMBLER Ido.You can depend upon my unfairness. If militarism served to
combat the despicable conditions at home, I would be a patriot. If it accepted
those unfit for military service, if it waged war in order to deliver these human
dregs to the enemy, I would be a militarist! But it sacrifices what is valuable and
procures haloes for the dregs, even, when things go wrong in the field, crown-
ing them victors over their own side. Only this way of looking at things can ex-
plain the patience with which the majority of mankind put up with an insult
to nature such as universal conscription. Soldiers treated as trash know that
the idea they are fighting for is their own survival, and in that sense they even
fight for the Fatherland, which they know at heart to be an alien idea, though
it is drummed into them day after day by an infantile ideology. Would they not
otherwise come at last to resent this coercion to die for an alien idea, a form of
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serfdom a thousand times more oppressive than the worst excesses of despised
reactionary tsarism? But the final outcome is that they make the idea of the
Fatherland their own. Would people who have never enjoyed the privileges of
a military career otherwise submit under duress to sharing its dangers? Allow
themselves to be torn from their profession, their livelihood, their family, to be
abused in barracks before dying to retain Bukovina? The fact that they would be
shot beforehand if they refused to die for Bukovina is, of course, an immediate
motive, and one which in itself provides a complete explanation. But conscrip-
tion could not have been introduced if the great majority had not known that
they themselves, though seeming victims of autocratic cravings, would finally
vanquish their oppressors. You see, I too am an optimist. I cannot bring myself
to think of mankind as a totally impotent rabble, willing to mire itself in mud
and misery and mortal peril —just to please an alien elite.

oPTIMIST Butsurely the exaltation which the call of the Fatherland creates
is a better explanation than coercion or personal advantage.

GRUMBLER The Fatherland? It’s true that, of all those who instigate such spec-
tacles, the voice of the Fatherland still retains the greatest hypnotic power. But
the intoxication which lulls all suspicion of how totally defenceless they are
would fail to work on the intelligent ones who are more alert, were it not for
their underlying feeling that a victory would make them masters of the realm.

OPTIMIST Butthe war hasn't provided that yet.

GRUMBLER Theymerelyavoid thinking about that, so they can relax for once.
They don’t need to knock their brains out until the enemy does it for them,
something they no longer have sufficient power to imagine. For war turns life
into a nursery, where it is always the other side that started it, where the one
always boasts of the crimes he accuses the other of, and where the scuffles turn
into war games. When war comes, one learns to be less appreciative of chil-
dren playing soldiers. It is much too early a preparation for the childishness of
grown-ups.

oPTIMIST On the contrary, the children’s game of playing soldiers has re-
ceived a new impetus. Do you know the game “Let’s Play World War”?

GRUMBLER It’s the other side of the coin, and every bit as squalid as the real-
life “Let’s Play Potty Training.” Given this humanity, one might wish their in-
fants to have their first successes starving each other or bombing each other to
death, in any case, liquidating their nurses’ clientele.

oPTIMIST If you had your way, mankind would be in line for extermination
even before a world war. But, thanks be to God, it is up-and-coming—

GRUMBLER Up in arms, you mean.
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OPTIMIST Marching onward and upward from generation to generation. You
mentioned five pages of Jean Paul that could not be written today, but I'd say
the invention of Graf Zeppelin has by no means deprived Germany of the pos-
sibility of producing poets. There are poets today who are not to be despised.

GRUMBLER And yetl despise them.

oPTIMIST And now, above all, now that it’s wartime, German poetry has re-
ceived an impulse which has revived it.

GRUMBLER A pity it didn’t receive a box on the ears.

oprTIMIsT What you say is rude, but not true. Whatever you might think of
the war, the work produced by our poets breathes fire in much the same way
this age of grandeur has engulfed our daily life, setting it alight.

GRUMBLER The poet’s fiery mouth has one immediate point of contact
with daily life: the hackneyed phraseology that our poets, adaptable as they
are, adopted at once. They latched on promptly, before their bewildered clients
could start to make demands. German poets! You are an inveterate optimist, but
your optimism would soon turn to mockery if you tried to pass off those works
as proof of the grandeur of the age. I can still differentiate between the poor
philistines compelled to swap their office desks for the trenches, and —several
levels lower on the moral scale — the miserable scribblers at home, their horrified
scrawls worse than mockery, namely editorials or thymes, who strike tenth-hand
attitudes that were already false when first concocted, and who shamelessly turn
the enthusiasm of those people breathing fire into a fabricated call for action. In
all those works, I haven’t found a single line that I would not have turned away
from in peacetime, with an expression more indicative of nausea than of partici-
pating in a revelation. The only worthy line I've set eyes on is in the Emperor’s
Manifesto, which some sensitive stylist must have brought off after soaking up
what it must feel like to have a lifetime’s experience. “I have weighed everything
in the balance.” Times to come, even more than the times we have already en-
dured, will show that weighing things even more carefully would have averted
this unspeakable horror. But taken by itself, in isolation, the line has the power
of a poem, above all perhaps if you sense the train of thought behind it. Look,
over there —on that advertising pillar you can still feel its impact.

oPTIMIST Where?
GRUMBLER —Oh, what a shame, the very part of the manifesto containing
that line is obscured by Wolf in Gersthof’s face. Behold, like Tyrtaios spurring

the Spartans on with his martial elegies, the true face of this war. And only now
a poem!
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oPTIMIST Iknow your exaggerated way of looking at things. You don’t think
there is such a thing as chance. But still, Wolf in Gersthof, someone I personally
don’t particularly like —

GRUMBLER Really?

OPTIMIST —afterall, it’s only an advertisement like any other, and an old one
at that, note, from before the war. The space for the poster was already booked,
maybe the place is still open for business, I've no idea, things don’t change over-
night, these are mere outer trappings anyhow, but I'm convinced —

GRUMBLER Of course you're convinced —

OPTIMIST —yeslam,'m convinced that the Viennese, who really have been
transformed overnight into a serious people, “neither high-handed nor faint-
hearted”, as the Presse so rightly said, have realized the gravity of the situation.
I'm convinced that a year from now they won't want to be implicated in such
mindless hedonism, whether the war is over by then or not. I'm convinced of
that, yes!

GRUMBLER For my part, I have no convictions, and I think it makes no dif-
ference whether things turn out like that or not, or whether one approves or, in
your case, finds it reprehensible if the mindless hedonism continues. Unlike you,
I would be inclined to approve.

opTIMIsT ThenIdon't understand you.

GRUMBLER Look, I am convinced of one thing and one thing only: that
people don't care. But I'll say this: a year from now Wolf in Gersthof, by then
not so much a music hall as a symbol, will have expanded to meet the challenges
of this age of grandeur, and its posters will be plastered over every street corner,
over the line “I have weighed everything in the balance” and over everything
else for which there was once still room beside it and below it. It will depict a
false life in its true perspective. And a year after that, when a million men have
been buried at the front, the survivors” dependants will look Wolf in Gersthof
in the eye, at a face staring bloodily out like a laceration running through the
world, and will read of hard times—and “Don’t miss today’s Grand Matinée

”)

and Evening Concert

oPTIMIST Itmakes my heart bleed to hear you talk like that—it’s tantamount
to taking an epoch that must surely appear momentous to even the most be-
nighted, and deliberately talking it down. If the times have taught us anything,
it is to disregard your way of looking at things.

GRUMBLER Thatis devoutly to be wished!

oPTIMIST May God grant you more elevated thoughts. Perhaps they will
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occur to you tomorrow at Mozart’s Requiem—let’s go together, the profits go to
the welfare fund for war victims—

GRUMBLER No, the poster is enough for me—there, right beside Wolf in
Gersthof! But what is that strange illustration? A church window? If my short-
sightedness doesn’t deceive me—a mortar! Is it possible? Whoever managed to
combine both worlds in a single image, do you think? Mozart and mortar! What
concert programming! Who could find such a happy combination? No, there is
no point shedding tears. Just tell me if in the culture of the Senegalese, whose
aid the enemy has enlisted against us, such blasphemy would be possible! There
you see it, that is the World War against us.

OPTIMIST (after a pause) I think you are right. But, God knows, you alone see
it. It eludes the rest of us, and so we see the future in a rosy light. You see it, so
it exists. Your eye conjures it up and makes it visible.

GRUMBLER Because it is shortsighted. It perceives the contours, and imagi-
nation does the rest. And my ear hears noises that others don'’t hear, and they
disturb the music of the spheres for me, which others don’t hear either. Think
about it, and if you don’t reach a conclusion about it yourself, call me. I enjoy
our conversations. You are a prompter for my monologues. I would like to ap-
pear with you in public. For the moment, I can only tell the public I am keeping
silent, and if possible, what I am keeping silent.

opPTIMIsT What, for example?

GRUMBLER For example, that this war, if it does not kill those who are good,
may well create a moral island for the good, who were already good without it.
But it will transform the whole surrounding world into an enormous backdrop
of deceit, degeneracy, and the most barbarous blasphemy, as the evil it produced
continues to have its effect, growing fat on its victims under cover of its phoney
ideals. That in this war, the war of today, culture will not undergo a renewal, but
will take refuge from the hangman in suicide. That it was more than sin—that
it was a lie, a daily lie out of which printer’s ink flowed like blood, the one feed-
ing the other, pouring out like a delta into the great ocean of insanity. That this
war of today is nothing but an outbreak of peace, and that it cannot be ended
by peace, but by the war of the cosmos against this rabid planet! That innumer-
able human beings had to be sacrificed, not to be lamented simply because an
alien will drove them to the slaughterhouse, but as tragic victims compelled to
atone for an unknown guilt. That for someone who experiences as personal tor-
ture the unparalleled injustice that this worst of all worlds inflicts on itself —that
for such a one there remains but one final moral task: to sleep imperturbably
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through this anxious period of waiting until redeemed by the Word or the im-
patience of God.

OPTIMIST Youare an optimist. You believe and hope that the world is coming
to an end.

GRUMBLER No,itissimply unfolding like my nightmare, and when [ die, that
will be the end. Sleep well! (Exeunt.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 30
On the Graben. It is night.

TWO COMMERCIAL MIDDLEMEN (arm in arm with their female compan-
ions, all tipsy, warbling) Stargazer —stargazer —beware and take care —

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun!—40,000 Russians dead at Prze-
mysl!

FIRST COMMERCIAL MIDDLEMAN Stargazer—stargazer—

SECOND COMMERCIAL MIDDLEMAN —beware and take care — (Exeunt.)
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Scene 1
Vienna, several months after Italy’s entry into the war. People gathering at the
corner where the Kdarntnerstrasse meets the Ring. The great majority are refugees
from Galicia, black-marketeers, regular officers on leave, others posted to hospi-
tals or allocated lighter duties on the home front, and those fit for military service
who have “wangled it.”
JEWISH REFUGEE Extro-oo edi-shoon. Buy a copy, loidies and gents—

VIENNESE LOAN SHARK That’sall we need, the riffraff have arrived —wher-
ever you look, nothing but Jews. What'll they be up to next? They’ll stay put
and steal our business!

COMMERCIAL AGENT Forthe momentI can’t complain. ButI can’t say I'm
doing anywhere near as well as Ornstein.

LOAN sHARK Which Ornstein? The one who was exempted from the draft?

AGENT Of course. Last Saturday he made eight and a half thousand out of kit
bags with a single telephone call. Impressive!

LOAN SHARK SoIheard. What did he do before the war?

AGENT Before the war? Didn’t you know—matches! He was an agent for
Lauser & Loéw. Now he’s set up on his own. Said he’d put some business my
way. He’s in the know with some major or other.

(A badly wounded soldier on crutches, limbs trembling, drags himself past.)
LOAN SHARK Yes, indeed, we must just hold out to the bitter end.
NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Neue Freie Presse! Clawrious
Jur-man fig-tree in Galicia! Ene-mee repulsed! Bloody "and-to-"and foitin!

LOAN SHARK Knépflmacher must be in the money, too. Did you hear, Eisig
Rubel takes himself off to the spirits warehouse every day, what d’ya say to that,
has it made, eh! Which reminds me—that was a first-rate article yesterday on
the spiritual uplift.

AGENT KnowwhatIheard today, they’re going to putleather up by 5o percent.

LOAN sHARK Isthatafact. You'll see Katz rising in the world, then. He won't
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know what to turn his hand to next. Wait and see, he’ll end up ennobled yet.
The likes of us are content with less. You know what I'd like? I'd like to drive
a nail into the Iron Warrior beside the Imperial Hotel, just for fun. Why don’t
we, what are you afraid of? We’d be in good company, so why not, you pay a
crown and you get a certificate with your name on it for future generations, for
the historical record!

AGENT Spare me such idiocies.

LOAN SHARK There’s Bermann! Exempted!

BERMANN Hi there!

LOAN SHARK Come with usand drive a nail into the Iron Warrior, Bermann!
BERMANN [I've nailed it already. (Exit.)

LoAN sHARK Allright, I'll go by myself, then.

AGENT Idon’thold with such fatuous nonsense.

LOAN SHARK Whatd'you mean, nonsense? Look at the sort of people —that
was some idea! It'll rake it in for our brave soldiers, and you get a memento to

the grandeur of the age, don’t you see — (A well-dressed lady passes by, they both
stand rooted to the spot.)

BOTH Between ourselves—

AGENT Did you hear that Raubitschek and Barber are giving themselves airs
with their Red Cross medals?

LOAN sHARK There’s something going on there. Wonder how much they
had to pay?
AGENT Chicken feed. Though they’d have paid for the Grand Cross too, if

they could have. Except it’s only for services rendered and costs a bomb!

LOAN SHARK Well, I ask you, who can afford that, and those that can would
sooner have a title. Eduard Feigl, the canned food king, is going to be a baron,
they say. As soon as there’s peace.

AGENT Who can think of peace right now? We've other things to worry about.

LOAN SHARK Soallatonce youre a warmonger, eh? Looks to me as if you've
got something big brewing? Have I guessed right?
AGENT Something big, spot on, newshound that you are, something big! A

man’s got to live.

LOAN SHARK You're right. I always say: war is war. Look, whether the young
people break their necks driving their cars or directly for the Fatherland —I can’t
go along with that sort of sentimentality.
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AGENT Very true. This constant moaning about the war—I'm sick and tired of
it. Sure, some things cost more —but that’s what happens in wartime! You can
restassured, alot of people taking that line at present will soon change their tune
when they hear peace is on the way.

LOAN SHARK Absolutely, we're right behind it today, body and soul —

AGENT And in the middle of it all, just when they’re beginning to reap the
benefits, the war is suddenly called off!

LOAN SHARK A crying shame—for our poor soldiers!

AGENT (gives a loud guffaw) That’s a good one —What did you think I meant?
I was talking about business, and you— (he chokes, laughing.) The dust in the air
today, it’s scandalous —I'm going to write a letter to the paper about it —headline
“The Iron Refuse Collector” —what am I saying, I mean “The Iron Warrior and
the Horsefly” —no, that’s not it—

LOAN SHARK [I'vealready done my bit, right outside our house for all of three
months there’s been—

AGENT Look who's coming along there, Weiss in uniform! Of all things won-
derful —! (Weiss stops, out of sorts.) So, then—you’ve been called up?

WEISS Agesago, so long I've had time to forget. (Exit.)

LOAN sHARK How people change! Who'd have thought a year ago—if some-
one had told me—that they’d take Weiss! A man who earned the odd crust
working for me!

AGENT So what, at any rate, he’s very out of sorts.

LOAN SHARK Hecouldn'teven afford a pair of trousers. Now he’s wearing the
Emperor’s uniform. This is truly an age of grandeur.

AGENT Listen, here’s something I wouldn’t have believed possible, just lis-
ten to this: for eight days now I've been phoning Kehlendorfer about tickets for
Husarenblut. Sold out for the next four weeks. I tell you, the war will be over and
we still won't have seen the blood of the hussars! My wife keeps nagging me—

NEWSPAPER VENDOR —Attack repulsed—All positions captured!
LOAN sHARK I tell you, it doesn’t compare with Herbstmangver. And the

Csardasfiirstin, what do you say to that extravaganza! Have you been to the
Fiirstenkind yet?

AGENT Fiirstenkind, of course we’ve been! That’s where —wait a minute —that
tremendous joke occurs—it had the whole place in fits. Remember celebrating
the battle of the Masurian Swamps, where a whole Russian regiment was slaugh-
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tered? The joke turned this into “a bottle of Masurian schnapps.” The house
roared when he said it, Marischka— (exeunt.)

FIRST OFFICER (fothree others) Evening Nowotny, evening Pokorny, evening
Powolny —the very man! You know all about politics. Come on, tell us, what
d’ya think of Italy?

SECOND OFFICER (with walking stick) If you ask me, I'd say treachery, pure
and simple.

THIRD OFFICER Yep—spot on—what d’'ya expect from them dagoes.

FOURTH OFFICER Absolutely!—I was at a bash in the mess yesterday—d’ya
see the Schonpflug cartoon ? Fantabulous!

FIRST OFFICER You know what I've been wanting to do for ages, I'd like to
go to the Gartenbau again.

SECOND OFFICER Go on, are you wounded then?
THIRD OFFICER Whatd’ya mean, wounded?
FOURTH OFFICER He’s not wounded.

FIRST OFFICER I'm not wounded.

SECOND OFFICER Don’t you know the Gartenbau is a hospital now! (All
laugh.)

FIRST OFFICER Oh that’s right, a hospital —(ponders a while.) Y'know, I
couldn’t remember that for the life of me—the war has been going on for so
long— (a soldier on crutches passes by.)

SECOND OFFICER ShallIgive him a dressing-down, after that sloppy salute
he gave —

FIRST OFFICER Don’tmakeascene. Apropos, whatabout that Distinguished
Service Cross?

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ene-meerepulsed!Bloody’and-to-’and foitin! Come
and geddit—!

SECOND OFFICER I've been put up for it—scandalous how long it takes.
THIRD OFFICER Whatashambles!

FOURTH OFFICER What d'ya expect, there’s a war on. Not a tart in sight
today.

FIRST OFFICER Y’know what? Let’s go along to Hopfner’s! (Exeunt.)

INTELLECTUAL (to his companion) I can assure you, as long as the mentality
of our enemies— (Exeunt.)
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POLDI FESCH (to his companion) I'm meant to be out partying with the
Sascha Film people tonight— (exeunt.)

(Passing soldiers can be heard singing:“In der Heimat, in der Heimat da gibt’s
ein Wiedersehn—")

(Three black-marketeers, chewing toothpicks, emerge from the grillroom of the
Hotel Bristol.)

FIRST BLACK-MARKETEER Listen, I went to a performance by Marcel
Salzer yesterday. I tell you, gentlemen, that’s something you shouldn’t miss.

SECOND BLACK-MARKETEER Asgood as that?

FIRST BLACK-MARKETEER Yes! He recites a poem out loud, by some fa-
mous poet, what’s he called? —wait a minute —yes— Ginzkey!

THIRD BLACK-MARKETEER Ginzkey, the carpet people?

FIRST BLACK-MARKETEER Apparently theyre even related. Anyhow,
there’s a bit about Tannenberg, and how Hindenburg drives them into the
swamps— you must have read about it in the papers at the time, the enthralling
description —

SECOND BLACK-MARKETEER [still remember the heading: Encirclement
of Russian troops by German army: Russians driven into Masurian swamps.

FIRST BLACK-MARKETEER Yes, well that’s exactly what you get, only it’s
funnier—he goes glug-glug, glug-glug as they choke to death. I tell you—that
charming face he pulls, Salzer, with those little piggy eyes of his—it’s worth
every penny.

THIRD BLACK-MARKETEER Shh—look out—here come the Field Greys.
(They stand motionless.)

SECOND BLACK-MARKETEER (devoutly) In their shining armour.

FIRST BLACK-MARKETEER Ah yes, the Germans!
(Enter three German grenadiers, one behind the other, each accompanied by a
Viennese municipal official in tails and top hat.)

FIRST MUNICIPAL OFFICIAL (Viennese accent) That’s the opera house,
now we're entering the Kirntnerstrasse, where I'll point out the Iron Post, the
most notable landmark in Vienna that we have, erected to remind us that jour-
neymen passing through each used to hammer in a nail, just as you've seen
people doing at the Iron Warrior. Then comes the so-called Plague Column,
because the plague was raging in the city of Vienna at that time, and he made
a solemn vow to erect a great monument on the site.

FIRST GRENADIER By Jove, that’s quite something!
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SECOND MUNICIPAL OFFICIAL (Viennese accent)That’s the opera house,
now we’ll go along the Kérntnerstrasse to the so-called Iron Post, alandmark be-
cause journeymen passing through each hammered in a nail. Then I'll show you
the Plague Column, that was when he made a solemn vow, because the plague
was raging in the city at that time, just like with the Iron Warrior, and that’s why
a monument was erected on the site.

SECOND GRENADIER By Jove, fantastic!

THIRD MUNICIPAL OFFICIAL (Viennese accent) There you've got the
opera. But here’s Kirntnerstrasse coming up, we’ll go along to the Iron Post,
that’s where the journeymen passing through used to hammer in a nail, just
like they do now with the Warrior. Then I'll take you to a monument on the
Graben, the greatest landmark we have, for that’s where the plague raged on
the site, and he made a solemn vow, so that’s the famous story of how the Iron
Post came about.

THIRD GRENADIER By Jove, that’s really amazing!

FIRST REPORTER (to another) Look, there you can really see what it means
to stand shoulder to shoulder.

SECOND REPORTER Theyseem tounderstand each other well, butyou can’t
hear what they’re saying.

FIRST REPORTER He’s explaining it to them.

BERLIN BLACK-MARKETEER (speaking very fast in Berlin slang to a porter)
You there, come here and run across to that restaurant and see if there’s a gentle-
man waiting there, or go and ask the pageboy or the waiter after Section Head
Swoboda, one of the most influential people you have in Vienna right now, he
has an appointment with a Mr. Zadikower from Berlin, ask him to be so kind
as to wait a bit longer and to indicate what table he’s at, the reservations book is
probably at the reception desk, in case I'm held up, then I'll have dinner with
him, but I've still one bit of business to do, but—d’you hear—in case I'm still
held up, could he please come later to the Moulin Rouge or whatever the estab-
lishment is called now, you know, don’t you, the place Mizzi dances, one of the
prettiest girls you have in Vienna right now, I'll be there at a quarter to twelve, so
quick now, did you understand? (The porter stares at the stranger in amazement
and says nothing.) Heavens above! Don’t you understand German?

PORTER Kum-agen-wot-was-it-ya-sed-ya-wonted? —
BERLIN BLACK-MARKETEER (enraged, turning to the passersby, who gather

in a group) It’s unheard of, listen to me, how dare he, it’s absolutely scandal-
ous, the things that go on in your beloved Vienna, I've had many a surprise, as
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a German from the Reich, we’re well used to your laid-back Viennese sloven-
liness after all, charming little people that you are, but that really takes the bis-
cuit, that’s only possible in Vienna, to think that a population we are fighting
shoulder to shoulder with can put up with such stupidity, it’s staggeringly mind-
boggling, you Viennese have simply no conception of being at war, that’s why
after a year you've hit rock bottom, whereas in Germany, one can certainly say,
people take things seriously but are nonetheless confident, you, on the other
hand —well, Hindenburg should be told, and I'm the man to do it, I'll give him
afull account—

crowbD Butwhat happened?

BERLIN BLACK-MARKETEER What happened? What a question! Funny
little people! That man there, he was standing there like a proper Viennese
porter, I wanted to send him over to the restaurant with an important message
for a Section Head I had a rendezvous with, and he—I ask you, in wartime—

crowD What’s this all about, what did he do?

BERLIN BLACK-MARKETEER —he answered me in a foreign language!
(He goes off in high dudgeon. The crowd looks at the porter questioningly. He has
stood as if frozen the whole time, and now walks off proudly.)

crowbD Gott strafe England!

NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aaedi-shun—!Clawrious fig-tree for our boys!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 2
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

GRUMBLER Do you think it'’s humanly possible for an Eskimo and a negro
from the Congo to communicate with one another for any length of time, or
even to fight together shoulder to shoulder? In my opinion, only if it’s in an alli-
ance against Prussia. An alliance between brash Berliners from Schéneberg and
sentimental Viennese from Grinzing seems to me impractical.

opTiMIsT Why’s that?

GRUMBLER In tales of old, of wonders much is told —as when the Nibelungs
first swore their blood oath. But what are such tales in comparison with the won-
drous, fabulous special relationships of our own bloodcurdling times? Think
of a city like ours where you can’t even make a telephone call, and a city like
theirs where they do nothing but make telephone calls—two different worlds,
surely. Can there really be a spiritual bond between them when there’s scarcely
a telephone connection? Think of two creatures shoulder to shoulder, one of



Scene3 175

them having made disorder the substance of his life, surviving through ingrained
slovenliness, and the other whose sole purpose consists of being well organized?

opTIMIsT Thatbeingthe model exemplified by our comrades-in-arms, whose
organization in peacetime, tried and tested —

GRUMBLER —would soon slacken after contact with the model of slovenli-
ness, if it were not already doomed to self-destruct in this war. The outer and
the inner order of the German world is a shell that will soon crack open. Let it
shatter then, shoulder to shoulder with us.

oPTIMIST Do you believe that German officialdom, for example, with its
proven sense of duty, could ever slacken or even become corrupted?
GRUMBLER Recently, on the German-Swiss border, a railway official in uni-
form provided a symbol of the way things are going in Germany. He came up to
me beside the ticket office and, under his breath, offered me a better exchange
rate than the official railway one.

opPTIMIsT Where you see moral degeneration, I see—

GRUMBLER —spiritual rebirth. It’s a vision which will end up helping to
change reality. Under the influence of the self-deluding war propaganda, chaos
will become endemic. As the German war effort gains momentum, who'll be
in charge of the clattering train?

oPTIMIST And what of us, in Austria?

GRUMBLER No further decline is necessary, surely. Here, it was war already in
peacetime, with audiences after a concert fighting to reach the exit as if it was a
chaotic retreat. We have a track record.

OPTIMIST Inourspecial relationship there can be no rivalry. Our alliance has
stood the test of time, and we shall fight together unto the bitter end.

GRUMBLER [thinkso,too. Exceptthat the general confusion will be increased
as we struggle to speak the same language.

OPTIMIST We are united by the language of the sword. Indissolubly linked to
the Germans through thick and thin, through triumph and —

GRUMBLER —disaster!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 3

Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and Patriot are excitedly discussing latest
news.

suBsCRIBER Did you see in the paper, the Mayor, Dr. Weiskirchner, sent
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Admiral Haus a congratulatory telegram after U-boat 5’s brilliant exploit, and
he has already replied?

PATRIOT And what was his response?

SUBSCRIBER ‘“Please acceptmy heartfelt thanks for your extremely kind good
wishes.”

PATRIOT Butdid you know that the Israelite director of military pastoral care,
Rabbi Dr. Frankfurter, delivered a patriotic address at Easter?

suBsCRIBER Youdon'tsay! I missed that. And what then?

PATRIOT 'The text was submitted to Archduke Friedrich and Archduke Karl by
the military commandant of Vienna.

SUBSCRIBER And then?
PATRIOT Both archdukes conveyed their thanks to the rabbi.

suBSCRIBER Now that’s great news. Buthere’s something I can tell you. King
Ludwig of Bavaria conveyed his heartfelt thanks by telegram to Benzion Katz,
district rabbi of Borszcow, currently visiting Franzensbad, in response to his con-
gratulatory telegram after the capture of Warsaw.

PATRIOT Iknow that, but you've left one bit out.
SUBSCRIBER I'm all ears.

PATRIOT Benzion Katz, district rabbi of Borszcow, currently visiting Franzens-
bad, in response to the capture of Warsaw and Ivangorod —

suBSCRIBER Ab, also in response to Ivangorod?

PATRIOT Yes, also in response to Ivangorod —sent a congratulatory telegram
to the commander in chief of the army, Field Marshal Archduke Friedrich—

SUBSCRIBER And then?

PATRIOT —to which the following response arrived: His Royal and Imperial
Highness, the Most Serene commander in chief of the army, Field Marshal
Archduke Friedrich—

suBscRIBER Aha, I know the rest: conveys his heartfelt thanks for the patri-
otic declaration. Signed, on behalf of His Highness, by His aide-de-camp Col.
v. Lorz.

pPATRIOT How did you know?
SUBSCRIBER Ah,Ican tell you even more. Namely, the text of King Ludwig
of Bavaria’s response, which I only read later, you see, namely: King Ludwig

of Bavaria conveyed the following response to Benzion Katz, district rabbi of
Borszcow, currently visiting Franzensbad, in response to his congratulatory tele-



Scene4 177

gram after the capture of Warsaw: “My heartfelt thanks to you and your com-
patriots currently visiting Franzensbad for your congratulations at the capture
of Warsaw. Ludwig.”

PATRIOT Pityyou only ever hear the responses, and never what Benzion Katz
said in his telegram.

suBscRIBER Heavens, there are so many interesting things these days, you
simply don’t know which way to turn first. Oh, of course, did you know who’s
been entertaining wounded soldiers at reserve hospital no. g (the former re-
gional governor’s hospital) under theatre director Franz Brunner?

PATRIOT The wife of Section Head Jarzebecka, Rosa Kunze, Helene Gad,
Marta Seebock, Elsa v. Konrad, Larta Land, Professor Felsen, Gusti Schlesak,
Henriette Weiss, Mizzi Ohmann, Christine Werner, and the two gentlemen,
Ernst Salzberger and Viktor Springer.

SUBSCRIBER Marvellous, what an impressive list! In the cooperative reserve
hospital no. 8 (the Rothschild hospital), as far as I know, the only cooperatives
were: Mrs. Anna Kastinger, Miss Finni Kaufmann (accompanied on the piano
by Hela Lang), Miss Ila Tessa, Adolf Raab, Miss Karla Porjes, the Uhl clarinet
and accordion quartet for light music, and the Edelweiss Quartet under choir-
master E. Bochdansky, together with the gentlemen I. Michl, G. Steinweiss,
and L. Zohner.

PATRIOT Just so. But did you know that in the hospital in the Apostelgasse,
at the instigation of district school inspector Homolatsch, theyre performing
“German songs in words and images for choir and orchestra”?

suBsSCRIBER No,I'mamazed, butldoknow one thing, namely that E. Korit-
schoner of Prague and Minna Husserl of Mirisch-Triibau got engaged on the
15th of this month.

PATRIOT Just so. Yes, indeed, our people are doing great things. But did you
see in the paper: “The Entente Despairs of Victory”?

SUBSCRIBER Yes, indeed, it all seems to be coming true, I do believe there
will be an outbreak of despair about the Entente’s victory such as the world has
never seen.

PATRIOT We ain't seen nothing yet. (Exeunt.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 4

A street near Military Headquarters. A journalist and an elderly general enter.
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JOURNALIST Your Excellency is perhaps in a position to give me some indi-
cation of the present situation?

GENERAL (after some reflection) We lovingly— remember— our loved ones—
back home —who lovingly bestow upon us—gift parcels—and who faithfully —
remember us.

JOURNALIST Heartfelt thanks, Your Excellency. I shall not fail to ensure that
this significant comment by one of our illustrious army commanders will be im-
mediately conveyed to— (Exeunt.)

(Another journalist and another elderly general enter.)

JOURNALIST Your Excellency is perhaps in a position to provide my paper,
as far as the relevant reporting restrictions permit, with an authentic account of
what has just taken place?

GENERAL Dunno—all I heard was—the Prussians are coming—the Prus-
sians— after that—then after that—we’re —we’re—in it up to here, yet again—
those —those —damned Prussians —

JOURNALIST Interesting. Perhaps Your Excellency might know something
of the fate of the Third Thoroughbred Artillery Brigade —something especially
close to our hearts?

GENERAL You mean—dur—turd—dunder—head — distil —lery —trade —
JOURNALIST Many thanks, Your Excellency, | won't fail to convey this highly
significantannouncement by one of our victorious military leaders to— (Exeunt.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 5
South-west Front.

VOICE FROM BACKGROUND Don't go too far forward, your Excellency,
not too far!

SECOND VOICE Don’t go on, Excellency, the enemy has us in his sights,
don’t you understand, no further!

(Enter an elderly general, deep in thought. A Sicilian soldier approaches and
captures him with a lasso. The soldier leads the general off.)

MEMBER OF WAR PRESS BUREAU (notices, exclaims) It’s not true! —I saw
it with my own eyes! —That’s just what they’re waiting for! —Italian war corre-
spondents’ fairy tales!—No further comment necessary.

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 6

An infantry regiment 300 paces from the enemy.
Heavy exchange of fire.

INFANTRY OFFICER Look back there, our good padre is joining us. That’s
nice of him.

PADRE ANTON ALLMER Good day to you, brave soldiers! God’s blessing on
your weapons! Are you giving the enemy a bloody nose?

oFFICER Honoured to meetyou, Father—we’re proud to have such a fearless
padre coming up to our gun emplacements, in spite of enemy fire and heedless
of the threat of danger.

PADRE Come on then, let me have a potshot or two.

ofFfFICER We're all delighted to have such an intrepid padre! (He hands him
a gun. The padre fires a couple of shots.)

PADRE Kaboom!

sHouTs Bravo! What a noble priest! Long live our beloved padre!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 7
Beside the battery.

ARTILLERY OFFICER Look, there’s our good padre coming over from the
infantry position. That’s nice of him.

PADRE ANTON ALLMER Good day to you, brave soldiers! God’s blessing on
your weapons! Are you giving the enemy a bloody nose?

OFFICER It’s going great guns, Father.
PADRE God be with you, I'd love to have a go.

OFFICER Certainly, Father, I hope you hit a few Russians.
(The padre fires.)

PADRE Kaboom!
SHOUTS Bravo!

OFFICER (to hismen) Whata splendid priest, a noble priest! A son of our beau-
tiful Styria, too. I must write to the Grazer Volksblatt! (To padre) Our home regi-
ment is happy and proud of its padre and plucky comrade-in-arms, who sets a
fine example of leading from the front.

sHouTts Hurrah!
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OFFICER Ourweaponsare sanctified, now that the Reverend Father has fired.
His Reverence has let fire!

(Alice Schalek approaches.)

scHALEK Whatsortof position is this? You call this a position? I've seen better!
OFFICER Please, you must make allowances—time was short—

SCHALEK You know what, Lieutenant, I'd like to have a shot or two.
OFFICER Most willingly, miss, but it’s unfortunately impossible at the mo-
ment as the enemy might become agitated. There’s a lull in the fighting right
now, and we're happy to—

scHALEK Don't be a fool, man—you're saying the padre can have a go and
I can’t? —When I've come out here specifically—as you know, I only describe
what I've experienced in person —remember, it’s imperative I round off the de-
scription —and it appears on Sunday!

OFFICER Yes—well—I can’t accept responsibility —

scHALEK ButlIcan! Give it here. So, how do you shoot this thing?
OFFICER Like this—

(Schalek fires. The enemy responds.)

oFFICER There, I told you so!

sCHALEK Whatdo you expect? But for me it’s so interesting!
(Change of scene.)

Scene §

A stage in the Prater amusement park. The setting is a trench in which provin-
cial actors practise shooting, telephone, sleep, eat, and read newspapers. The
trench is decorated with flags. Some thousand spectators are standing in front
of it, row upon tightly packed row, numerous officials, dignitaries, and reporters
in the foreground.

IMPRESARIO —and I herewith dedicate this trench, designed to conjure up
life in a real-life trench before the eyes of the honourable public, to the noble
purpose of supporting the patriotic War Welfare Fund, and I most humbly beg
His Imperial Highness to declare the trench open.

REPRESENTATIVE OF THE WILHELM PRESS AGENCY (to his colleague)
Among the notable military and civilian figures, one spotted —

COLLEAGUE (writing) Angelo Eisnerv. Eisenhof, Flora Dub, Hofrat and Frau
Schwarz-Gelber—
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REPRESENTATIVE ButIdon’tseethem—
COLLEAGUE Yes, butIknow.

REPRESENTATIVE Shush! It’s the inauguration. Write: began at six o'clock
on the dot.

VOICE OF ARCHDUKE KARL FRANZ JOSEF Coming to see the trench
has been a pleasure. As a soldier myself—

AuDpIENCE Hip! Hip! Hurrah!

FRAU SCHWARZ-GELBER (to her husband) You can see nothing here, come
on, we’'ll be more visible over there.

(There follow presentations. The audience gathers around, then disperses. Every-
one wants to be part of the action.)

LIEUTENANT WHO, HAVING DISBURSED THE SUM OF ONE CROWN
AS A DONATION TO THE RED CROSS AT SCHAUMANN'S THE CHEM-
ISTIN STOCKERAU, WANTS TO REMAIN INCOGNITO (toagentleman)
Let us hope that this event, instigated no doubt by some suggestion from high
places, will raise a not inconsiderable sum for the charity. 'm interested in all
such endeavours on behalf of War Welfare, for the person you see before you
is none other than the donor at Schaumann’s the chemist in Stockerau of a
contribution of one crown in aid of the Red Cross, by a lieutenant who wished
to remain anonymous, yielding a sum total of 1,091 crowns in cash and 2,000
crowns annuity, in addition the previous return of 679,253 cash, which makes
680,344 crowns cash and —

PROFESSOR KUNZE What, as much as that?

LIEUTENANT Yes, indeed, it all adds up. I was long undecided whether or
not to make my name public, but since I'm a sworn enemy of any kind of pub-
licity when it’s a question of doing good, I decided to keep my identity hidden.
To remain half-anonymous—that halves the value of the charitable act. Look
at this: Otto Ni. from Leitmeritz and Robert Bi. from Theresienstadt congratu-
late Rusi Ni. in Vienna on the happy family event: “All went well, no prob-
lems!” —2 crowns 7 heller, but if you add the previous return, that only makes
576,209 crowns 52 heller. My position is quite different, quite apart from the
fact that I was the lone contributor, and that I had absolutely no need of a happy
event to—

PROFESSOR KUNZE Ienvyyou. I've done more, butall in all it really didn’t
add up to much. The person you see before you is none other than the man who
suggested to his hunting party that every member should make a contribution of
2 crowns to War Welfare. I was the first to do so, of course, and the others soon
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followed my lead, so that I was in a position to make it known. I long hesitated
whether or not I should keep my identity hidden, but since I'm a sworn enemy
of any kind of anonymity when it’s a question of setting an example, I decided
to go public. You see, I hold very different views to yours. In total, then, it came
to 26 crowns, for there were 13 of us. After all, that’s a not inconsiderable sum,
but of course, compared with the result— (they leave, still conversing.)

PATRIOT In London there’s an amusing novelty, a trench in the park. I read
in the paper recently: “The Prince of Wales in the trenches.” That’s where he
spends his time fooling around, of course, he hasn’t been to the front yet!

suBsCRIBER 'Theyre only playing at war.
(Change of scene.)

Scene g

Semmering, Alpine holiday spa. Terrace of the Southern Railway Hotel. The Alps
aglow. Gathering of Youngsters and Oldies, Fatties and Shorties. Jackals and
Hyenas can be seen. A lady has just recited a poem by Heine with deep emotion
and earned rich applause. Semmering regulars are sunk in quiet contemplation.

YOUNGSTER Weiss is the best tourist. He goes at walking pace, or he goes at
atrot, or if he’s running out of time, he goes at a gallop. He’s never been late for
our regular card game yet.

oLDIE A first-class Alpine sunset. Look at the director general in the window,
his face is aglow.

DANGL (arrives, out of breath) My dear guests, they’ve just telephoned from
Vienna, Durazzo has fallen —great successes at Verdun!

ALL Longlive Dangl!
FATTY Ihave a hunch that the skies are illuminated because of Durazzo.

sHORTY Today it’s such a joy! Today all are gathered together, those uncondi-
tionally devoted to Semmering and all the usual suspects.

BABBLE OF VOICES Where’'s Weiss?—Please don’t shout, Stukart will
hear—Did you hear about Durazzo, easy-peasy—I'll be curious to see if he
comes in good time today— Say what you like, Heine is the greatest German
poetand always will be, even if they blow their top—I greeted the Section Head
and he greeted back—You'll see, he’ll live on in the annals of history— He wants
to climb the Sonnwendstein, he said — They won’t take Verdun!— Are you a big
eater? Take me, I'm a big eater—The panorama was fabulous—I'm telling you,
he’ll make it, even at walking pace — The losses have to be taken with a pinch of
salt!—He must earn a pretty penny — The way she recited it, it really bowled me
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over— Bet you he comes at a trot today—The professor said the position down
there is looking very good—1I could come up with three more truckloads—
when he got himself baptized she demanded a divorce—But I'm telling you,
today he’s going to miss out—If you want a good laugh, go down to the theatre
in the Josefstadt, it’ll have you rolling in the aisles—What do you mean, troop
transports? The Semmering train won’t stop running! — The panorama was fabu-
lous— Look, there he comes running, what did I tell you, Weiss at a gallop! (The
company retires.)

SEMMERING REGULAR (as he leaves) Let him sleep, he’s worried about his
scrap metal deliveries.

CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD (sleeping, with a gesture of sudden inspiration)
Melt down! (He wakes up.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 10
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

oPTIMIST One thing I can say with conviction and a clear conscience: since
war was declared, I haven’t met a single young person still in Vienna, and any
still here will be feverishly impatient to be up and away.

GRUMBLER [ get out so little. But I do have a shared telephone line. Even
when it was peacetime, it was child’s play to listen in to all the conversations
of the neighbourhood even without banging on the button: people planning a
game of poker, a business speculation or hoped-for copulation. My only connec-
tions with the outside world are wrong numbers. Since the World War broke out
and utterly failed to bring any improvement to the nation’s telephone service,
conversations revolve around a new problem. Day in, day out, every time I'm
called to the telephone to hear other people talking to each other—so, at least
10 times a day—here’s what I hear them say: “Gustl went up and wangled it.”
“How’s Rudi doing?” “Rudi went up and wangled it, too.” “And Pepi? Hasn’t he
finally gone to the front?” “Pepi’s got lumbago, but as soon as he’s back on his
feet he’ll go up and wangle it.”

oPTIMIST Be careful what you say.
GRUMBLER Why? I could prove it. There are still judges in Austria.

opTIMIST Given your view of things, I'd have thought you'd welcome every
dispensation.

GRUMBLER IndeedIdo, every one. I'stand by my standpoint. But my country
does not stand by my standpoint, and those who want to be exempted take my
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country’s standpoint and not mine. While I think it a disgrace that one is forcibly
obliged to die, I think pulling strings to avoid death aggravates that disgrace, so
much so that, in this country, you would need to be suicidal to continue living,.
And that’s the ultimate right of free men faced with obligatory conscription.

oPTIMIST But surely there must be exceptions. Take literature. The country
not only needs soldiers—

GRUMBLER —butalso poets, to instil in soldiers the courage poets don’t them-
selves possess.

OPTIMIST Butwriters have certainly risen to meet the challenge of the noble
cause. You surely can’t deny that the war has put them on their mettle.

GRUMBLER In most cases it has mobilized their mercenary instincts, or in
those few with character, only their stupidity.

opPTIMIST Someone like Richard Dehmel, someone who joined up volun-
tarily after all, set an example —

GRUMBLER —which he debased with his war poems. He called the sound of
machine guns “the music of the spheres” and said animals were capable of patri-
otism. He enlisted “the German horse” in a disastrous cause —a creature even
more defenceless than man against compulsory military service.

oPTIMIST Well yes, in times like these all poets get carried away —

GRUMBLER —to celebrate in words the deeds of those who are desecrating
creation.

opTIMIsT Take Kernstock—

GRUMBLER [I'd rather not.

OPTIMIST A poet, gentle as alamb, what’s more a man of God by calling.
GRUMBLER Yes, his mettle has certainly hardened with a vengeance, I grant
you. I'm thinking especially of those lines where he calls on his young Styrian
boyos to crush the fruits of Italian manhood into blood-red wine.

oPTIMIST Or think of Brother Willram —

GRUMBLER Sad to say, there my memory doesn’t fail me. Isn’t he the Chris-
tian poet who thinks blood blooms red and dreams bloody dreams of spring? Per-
haps you are alluding to the injunction of this saviour of souls, and I quote: “To
slay the dragon you must lure it on to your bayonet, then skewer it.” Or: “Take
pleasure in that high-pitched whine as you riddle with bullets the enemy line.”

oPTIMIST No, I meanthis proclamation: “The craven coward, that Italian vil-
lain, is fair game now, so ripe for killing.” Or the verse where his steed, snorting
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nobly with courage sublime, crossed o’er rivers of blood and through the red
flood smashed the enemy line.

GRUMBLER But wasn’t the cavalry already out of action? Even a one-horse
carriage home from a late-night bar costs a fortune.

OPTIMIST Don’t underestimate the power of poetic illusion, especially that
poem where he begs the Good Lord to bestow such a benediction on the enemy
that even the Devil is horror-struck as we wade in the bloodbath.

GRUMBLER The Devil? He’s all the more horror-struck, the less horror-struck
the priest is.

oPTIMIST Ortake Dérmann.
GRUMBLER He’s no priest.

opPTIMIST Buthe isa poet! Remember how we were entranced by his words:
“I love those languid beauties—"! Twenty-five years on he’s got over that anae-
mic taste—as have we all, thank goodness—and embraced a more full-blooded
conception—

GRUMBLER You forget that those languid beauties already had blood-red
mouths.

oPTIMIST Sowhat! How does that compare with those verses of his which are
now all the rage: “Serbs and Russians, who's that shot ya? All together now, we
gotcha!” See how the decadent poet of yore has grown resolute and invigorat-
ing! Has he not summoned up the blood?! How tremendous the impact of this
moment in time—to have so transformed the amorous darling of the Graces
and made him capable of such relentless feeling, such a dynamic pursuit of
perfection!

GRUMBLER Itjust came over him.

oPTIMIsT Can you deny that the adaptation of literary production to the
needs of the country has benefitted, not just the country, but not least the indi-
vidual artist? Moreover, at a time when everyone is doing his duty to his country,
his country also has the opportunity to recall its duty towards its foremost sons.
I'm thinking especially of a man like Lehdr. It’s obvious that the composer of the
Nechledil March should be exempted from all military service.

GRUMBLER Beethovenwould have been certified unfit on account of his deaf-
ness, so confined to piano-playing for bashes in the officers’ mess. What repre-
sentatives of painting and literature would you say deserved similar consider-
ation?

opTIMIsT I'dsay Schénpflug, for all his drawings of comic military types, and
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Hans Miiller for his sunny articles—so heartening and uplifting, they really help
us to hold out until the end.

GRUMBLER I, too, would be most surprised if a poet received by Wilhelm Il in
Vienna’s Imperial residence —a scandal which, incidentally, hasn’t yet led to its
closure —should not one day be exempted from gruelling service in the Austro-
Hungarian War Archives.

OPTIMIST You are quite right. After all, such men provide the most welcome
proof of their indispensability by what they create. But apart from them, we do
need war columnists and war correspondents; they are exempt from service at
the front in order to—

GRUMBLER —whet other people’s appetite for it.

oPTIMIST In their own way they prove their worth as well as the military doc-
tors who—

GRUMBLER —prove all the more unfit, the more people they declare fit for
service, hence the more sure they are to save their own lives—

OPTIMIST —the more wounded they restore to life—

GRUMBLER —sothatthey canlose itagain. While military assessors can count
on saving their own lives by depriving healthy people of theirs.

oPTIMIST One shouldn’t generalize.
GRUMBLER You are allowed to do anything except generalize.

opPTIMIsT The country needs soldiers, but it needs war correspondents too.
After all, we're at war, so they have to tell us about it.

GRUMBLER

So there’s a war on? That’s what we are told

by those revolting hacks who write reports

on what they re feeling when they view the conflict.
'Those nosey scribblers wouldn’t half deserve

a kicking from a warhorse thrashing out

with its hind legs. But those riding on top

invite the scum to join them at their table

and talk their tactics through. Was war too weak
to overcome the enemy within?

Scoops for his paper, cooked up at the front,
conceal war’s miseries behind his bland facade.
He’s indestructible —lives on —he’ll never serve.
Is there no arms drill for the rank and vile?
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When there’s a war on, they can live in peace?
Good people go to war, the scum sit tight.
No need to lose their lives, for they can write.

(A file of grey-bearded recruits goes past.)
oPTIMIST Look, they're enlisting.
GRUMBLER Not quite.

opTIMIsT What do you mean?

GRUMBLER Properly speaking, they've been compulsorily enlisted. The
present participle “enlisting” would indicate that they’re doing it of their own
free will, that’s why it has to be a past participle. So they are compulsorily en-
listed. Soon they’ll be in the front line.

oPTIMIST Very well. So they are forced to go and fight.

GRUMBLER Quite right, they are forced. Universal conscription has turned
mankind into a passive noun. Once men joined the forces, now they’re forced
to join. Only in Germany have they gone a stage further.

OPTIMIST Inwhatway?

GRUMBLER I saw a big poster in Karlsruhe which said: Let Soldiers Gol!
What’s more, it was over the entrance to the High Command.

opPTIMIsST How is that possible, that’s revolution! How can the High Com-
mand in Karlsruhe —

GRUMBLER Well, they need clerks for their office and want civilians to apply,
so that soldiers who still work in the office are freed up to go to the front. Hence
“Let Soldiers Go!” Here we would say “Let Soldiers Join the Forces”, which
conveys just enough free will. But I think the German poster achieves its goal in
any case. For even if it doesn’t achieve its goal, the German military authorities
know how to ensure the vacant clerical posts will be filled. There could only be
a lack of applicants if all the possible candidates had already become soldiers
of their own free will.

oPTIMIST Evenan official announcement from the High Command in Karls-

ruhe doesn’t stop your eternal grumbling.

GRUMBLER As it happens, I saw another poster when I was over there, in a
police station. Its text is still ringing in my ears:

Thrash the villains, drive them south,
Chase them into Etna’s mouth,

Let Vesuvius make them yell,
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Sizzling in the jaws of hell!

Thrash them till they know they re sunk,
Squeeze their guts out in a funk!

Have no mercy in your heart,

Traitors must be torn apart!

Dynamite each valley there,

Purge the perfidious perjurer.

Smash their skulls in, to a man,

Proud of the name “barbarian”!

oPTIMIST Other nations might do that sort of thing too.

GRUMBLER Oneshouldn’t generalize. But perhaps you're right. Even the En-
glish might do it after they’ve had a few more years of conscription. Soon all
nations will realize every valley is there to be dynamited. Except for one line:
“Squeeze their guts out in a funk”—that has a certain local colour, don’t you
think?

OPTIMIST Abit crude, that’s all. One shouldn’t generalize.

GRUMBLER One certainly shouldn't. It wouldn’t occur to an Englishman,
whether white or coloured.

OPTIMIST It’s only an isolated instance in Germany, too.

GRUMBLER Butone only possible in Germany. And the fellow who coined it
is sitting in some office and would jump if you burst a paper bag,.

opPTIMIST Well, there you are—

GRUMBLER But the same fellow, when he gets to the front, is a passionate
killer, twists his bayonet in a dying man, proudly tells the tale back home, and
still jumps if you burst a paper bag.

opPTIMIsT Idon'tunderstand you. In war there are both good people and evil.
You say yourself that the war has merely heightened the contrasts.

GRUMBLER Exactly, including that between you and me. In peacetime you
were already an optimist, and now—

OPTIMIST In peacetime you were already a grumbler, and now —
GRUMBLER Now I even accuse clichés of murder.
oPTIMIST Well, why should the war have cured you of your idée fixe?

GRUMBLER Just so. It has even reinforced it. The great cause has made me
more narrow-minded. I see those who are “compulsorily enlisted”, and feel that
is an offence against language. There are bloodstained scraps of nature hanging
from the barbed-wire entanglements.
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OPTIMIST Soyou really want to enlist grammar in this war?

GRUMBLER No, that’s not it. I'm not interested in rules for their own sake,
only in the meaning of the living whole. War makes language a matter of life and
death. Look at what has happened. A commercial logo and a coat of arms are
now indistinguishable. The pursuit of profit under a shop sign ends up as the pur-
suit of merit under insignia. It’s a mingling of the spheres, and the new world is a
crueller one than the old, since its horrific new meaning is rendered even more
horrific by the old forms it hasn’t been able to outgrow mentally. From nursery
rhymes to flamethrowers! Paper to banner! Having once unsheathed the sword,
we must now unleash mustard gas. And this is a cutthroat war, a war to the death.

opTIMIsT That’s beyond me. Let’s keep our feet on the ground. We mean
business in this—

GRUMBLER Exactly, we mean—business!

OoPTIMIST If the combatants were not pursuing an ideal, they would not go
to war. It’s not a question of words. It’s because the peoples are pursuing ideals
that they put themselves—

GRUMBLER Under the hammer!

OPTIMIST But you must surely acknowledge that the language of our mili-
tary leaders is quite at variance with the trivial prose you despise in the world
of business.

GRUMBLER Certainly, for the only connection their language reveals is with
the world of show business. For instance, I read one divisional commander’s
review of “. . . those who exhibited in the highest degree the heroism, death-
detfying bravery and self-sacrifice of which first-class troops are capable. .. .” I'm
sure the divisional commander had in mind the music-hall revues with those
first-class troupes in which he frequently took such pleasure in peacetime. Busi-
ness pure and simple comes into play more in the continuing confusion of signs
and insignia.

OPTIMIST You mean literally?
GRUMBLER Materially, and literally, so—literally.
oPTIMIST Language is indeed a cross we have to bear.

GRUMBLER That one wears on one’s chest. Or in my case, as a burden on my

back.
OPTIMIST Isn't that rather an exaggeration?

GRUMBLER Take an example: I maintain that a people is finished when it
clings to its clichés at a stage of its evolution when it is once again experiencing
their content. That is proof that it is no longer experiencing that content.
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oPTIMIST Explain!

GRUMBLER AU-boatcommander keeps the flag flying, plans for an air raid are
watered down. And it becomes even more vacuous if the metaphor is materially
appropriate. If, for instance, instead of an onshore troop manoeuvre, a maritime
operation is scuppered. Or if success in our present positions is “bombproof”,
while the bombardment of an enemy position is a “smash hit.”

OPTIMIST Yes, every one of these expressions comes from the context of war,
which is precisely the context in which we now live.

GRUMBLER No, we don't. Otherwise the scab that has formed over language
would have dropped off of its own accord. I recently read that news of a fire in
Hietzing had spread like wildfire. The same applies to the global conflagration.

opPTIMIST Butsurely the fire is no less real?

GRUMBLER Precisely! Paper burns, and has set the world on fire. Pages of
newsprint have served to kindle global conflagration. What we are experiencing
is that our final hour has struck. For the church bells are being turned into guns.

opPTIMIsT The churches themselves don't seem to be taking it so tragically,
since in many cases they are voluntarily making their bells available.

GRUMBLER After the war they’ll toll no more. So the connection between a
requiem and a mortar gradually comes to light after all.

oPTIMIST In every country the Church is invoking God’s blessing on its na-
tional armaments—

GRUMBLER —and aiming for an even greater arms buildup. Agreed, the
Church cannot be expected to invoke God’s blessing on the enemy’s arma-
ments, but it still might have managed to pronounce a curse on its own. Then
the Churches in the belligerent countries would have understood each other
better. As it is, the Pope can condemn the war but still speak of “legitimate
national aspirations”, while on the same day the Prince Archbishop of Vienna
gives his blessing to a defensive war against “ruthless national aspirations.” Well,
if the inspirations had been stronger than the aspirations, the latter would not
exist, and nor would the war.

oPTIMIST So the Black International has failed even more than the Red.

GRUMBLER Only the Press has survived by showing in black and white how
bloodshed becomes newsprint—

OPTIMIST It’s gratifying to hear you recognize its power—

GRUMBLER —although I exaggerate its influence. What power has Benedict
against—
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oPTIMIsT What have you against Benedikt—

GRUMBLER No, I mean the Pope. What power has a sermon for peace com-
pared with a leading article for war? And since all the sermons are for war—

opPTIMIsT Thatladmit. The salvation of the world was proclaimed differently
in Bethlehem.

GRUMBLER Bethlehem in America will correct the mistake made nineteen
centuries ago.

OPTIMIST In America? How so?

GRUMBLER Bethlehem is the name of the biggest armaments foundry in the

United States. Here, every church provides material for our Bethlehem, each
contributes its mite.

opTIMIST The name is just a coincidence.

GRUMBLER You're sceptical. As a nonbeliever, you probably don’t know what
a paternoster is?

OPTIMIST A prayer!

GRUMBLER Alift, an elevator! You optimist!

opPTIMIST Ahyes, of course. But Bethlehem —? That really is the name of the
place where armaments are made and supplied to Germany’s enemies?
GRUMBLER By Germans.

OPTIMIST You're joking. Carnegie is head of the Steel Trust.

GRUMBLER Schwab is.

OPTIMIST So, German-Americans are now supplying the enemy—?
GRUMBLER Citizens of the German Reich!

OPTIMIST Sayswho?

GRUMBLER Anyone in the know. The Wall Street Journal, rated at least as
authoritative as our Stock Exchange Gazette in financial affairs, has estab-
lished that 20 percent of the shares of the Steel Trust are in German hands, not
German-American but Reichs-German. And more than that. You can read there
what a German Socialist paper says: “While one has learnt that several authen-
tically Anglo-American manufacturers have rejected orders from the French
and English governments, the Socialist Leader, published in Milwaukee, has
named several German-Americans who are expressing their public support for
the German cause loud and clear—

(A group of young men with Chinese lanterns go past singing “Dear Fatherland,
sleep easy now.”)
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—while the production lines they run are turning out cartridges, rifles and other
war material for England and France. It gets even worse: in the United States
there are subsidiaries of Reichs-German firms involved in this business! Does
one still have any right to protest against America’s conspicuous neutrality,
when, all things considered, it has no reason to relinquish such massive profits
just to please us, as if we were its blue-eyed boys?”

opPTIMIST Unbelievable—but you must admit, the Germans do have beau-
tiful blue eyes.

GRUMBLER Blue eyes and an honest face, and in whatever land their heart
may be, it’s in the right place. Did you know it was Germany that produced
those Italian maps of Austria that depict their irredentist aspirations as already
achieved —maps that are displayed in our bookshops as proof of enemy effron-
tery? And that the French postcards illustrating the origins of the “Marseillaise”
were printed in Dresden? I saw an advertisement for a film with the arresting
title: Germans are men of iron and steel— Foreigners are full of guile!
OPTIMIST Well, isn’t that so?

GRUMBLER Youwouldn'tsaysoif you had seen it. Some gremlin had misspelt
one word: Germans are men of iron and steal—

oPTIMIST Germans stealing!

GRUMBLER Exactly: what a steal! Fortunately the offending letters had been
conscientiously corrected, if only by hand, and the truth honourably reestab-

lished.

OPTIMIST So you remain faithful to your practice of taking misprints—
GRUMBLER —for the authentic text.

OPTIMIST Men of steel —

GRUMBLER Men who steal —what guile!

oPTIMIST Well, as far as the Italian maps and the French postcards are con-
cerned, you might say it shows how proficient the Germans are—

GRUMBLER Thatthe enemy have to import their hatred from Germany, even
if it chokes them! Which is not so much a humiliation for the Germans as for

the enemy, is it not?

oPTIMIST No, I wouldn't say that, but I do say that you are seizing on aber-
rations.

GRUMBLER A healthy body has no aberrations.

OoPTIMIST Butremember thatthe Germans in America have erected bastions
of traditional Germanness.
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GRUMBLER [remember that in these bastions they are producing munitions
to use against those of their own breed.

OPTIMIST Yes, business is business.
GRUMBLER No, German business is German business.

oPTIMIST In politics I always say: Nothing succeeds like success. So the sink-
ing of the Lusitania will certainly make waves.

GRUMBLER Italready has. Throughout the world, in so far as it is still capable
of experiencing abhorrence. But also in Berlin.

oPTIMIST Even in Berlin?

GRUMBLER Once again, one must cite the evidence to prove it (he reads out):
“As the liner was sinking, hundreds of passengers jumped into the water. Most
were swept away in its wake. Many held on to pieces of wood blown off the ship
after the explosion . . . in Queenstown there were tragic scenes: women search-
ing for their menfolk, mothers calling for their children, elderly women in a
daze, their hair dripping wet and dishevelled, young women wandering aimlessly
about with their infants clutched to their breast. There was already a pile of 126
bodies: men, women and children of all ages. Two poor little mites clasped in
each other’s arms in death. It was a heartbreaking, unforgettable sight.” That’s it.

OPTIMIST Yes, but what about Berlin?

GRUMBLER In Berlin? In one of its music halls, the day directly after the
catastrophe, a film was shown depicting all this, and the advertisement for it
read: “The sinking of the Lusitania. Live footage. Smoking permitted during
this item.”

oPTIMIsT That’s certainly tasteless.
GRUMBLER No, it has a style all its own!

opTIMIsT Well, I can’t pass a sentimental judgment on the case of the Lusi-
tania.

GRUMBLER Nor can I, only a criminal one!
opPTIMIsT They were warned.

GRUMBLER Theywere warned of danger by the threat of a crime, so the mur-
der was preceded by blackmail. A blackmailer can never plead by way of exon-
eration that he had given prior warning of the crime he then committed. Were
I to threaten you with death if you were either to do or to fail to do something
to which I have no entitlement, then it is blackmail and not a caution, and after
the deed I am a murderer and not a legal executor. Smoking permitted. But
when you think of those children’s corpses, do try, dear Fatherland, to sleep easy!
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opPTIMIST The U-boat could do no other—

GRUMBLER —than take the place of the iceberg that a few years earlier had
rammed the Titanic, like the wrath of God visited upon the utter madness of
technological excess, to teach man, no longer awe, but the shock of terror. Now
technology itself administers the punishment, and all is for the best. But on that
occasion God, who committed the act, was still called upon by name. About
this U-boat hero, world history remains silent. The official report does not give
his name. The enemy claim that the man had received a medal is dismissed by
the official German news agency as a lie. And, moreover, with a show of out-
rage which, coming after all its smugly wholesome phraseology, finally exposes

the deed.

opPTIMIST Compared with heroes like Commander Weddingen, he certainly
has no claim—

GRUMBLER Butwhy not? After all, the deed is being celebrated. Why is it not
being hushed up like the doer?

opPTIMIST The deed was not noble, but expedient. The Lusitania was carrying
weapons intended for use against the lives of German soldiers.

GRUMBLER German weapons!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 11

Suburban street. A proletarian crowd in front of a grocer’s shop. Policemen keep-
ing order. A large notice is put up saying “Bread sold out.” The crowd stays put.

FIRST POLICEMAN Ain't you seen it’s all sold out?
FIRST WOMAN IN THE CROWD I've been here since two in the morning!
SECOND POLICEMAN Move along there, please!

SECOND WOMAN Is that fair? We've been standing ‘ere for eight hours and
now they sed it’s sold out!!

FIRST MAN Smash his shack to bits!

SECOND MAN Just try! Ask him now if he’s any bread and he’ll box your ears
so hard you'll think the spire of St. Stephan’s is sugar candy.

THIRD WOMAN We pay taxes as well as them Jews, we wanna eat as well!
FOURTH WOMAN It’s all the fault of them Jews!
sHouTs Hand over the bread!

SECOND POLICEMAN Ifyou don’'t move along, you'll have to face the con-
sequences.
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FIRST POLICEMAN For resisting the law! You risk being arrested!
sHouTs Phooey! Bread!

SECOND POLICEMAN We'll lock you up!

sHouTs Make im open up!

SECOND POLICEMAN You'll get your coupons next week anyway.
FOURTH WOMAN Blimey, by then we’ll have kicked the bucket!
FIRST POLICEMAN You'll just have to bite the bullet!

OLD WOMAN (leaves, shaking her head) Jesus, it’s pitiful! The menfolk they
shoot and the women they starve!

FIRST POLICEMAN There’s only one thing for it—crowd disperse!

THIRD MAN All right, then, we'll wait for the coupons. What chance of
bread —

FOURTH MAN —when the baker’s cupboard is bare?

FIFTH MAN Too right, the baker’s cupboard is bare! (Scornful laughter. The
crowd departs muttering angrily.)

GROCER (opens hisdoorto a better-dressed woman, who has remained behind)
Sneak in ‘ere, lively like —

(Change of scene.)

Scene 12
Kdrntnerstrasse. A big eater and a normal eater meet.
NORMAL EATER Well, how goes it, how have you survived the World War?
BIG EATER Please don't talk about it, I beg you. Give me some of your bread
coupons instead, I'm collecting them wherever I can.

NORMAL EATER Not likely! I haven’t enough for myself, even though I'm
just a normal eater! But I can imagine you must be furious. I was saying to my
wife only yesterday, this won't suit Tugendhat at all, everyone knows Tugend-
hat is a big eater. We had just been reading an interesting analysis in the paper
about how big eaters need more than normal eaters, just as normal eaters need
more than little eaters.

BIG EATER Areyou a little eater?

NORMAL EATER Iwouldn’tsay that exactly—middling—I'm a normal eater.
ButI'm not managing either. If it goes on like this, you can stuff your bloody war!

BIG EATER Itcan'tpossibly go on like this. I'm known to be a big eater, I should
have informed the authorities what I need every day.
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NORMAL EATER Butyou must admit, that first day of bread coupons was a
sensation. As an individual you can only go by your own impressions, of course,
but you get a fuller idea of what it was like from the papers.

BIG EATER Yes, they went into detail. Sent a hundred reporters to all the res-
taurants. But in each one it was different. For instance, while the regulars at
Leber’s got used to the new arrangement—

NORMAL EATER —the waiters at the Weingartl out in Grinzing had their
work cut out—

BIG EATER —dealingwith people curious to know—But in all the restaurants
it was apparently the same in one respect: as soon as the head waiter pulled out
his scissors to snip off a coupon—

NORMAL EATER —people wanted to be part of the action. No wonder, can
you imagine a greater upheaval?

BIG EATER Yes, it’s terrible what we have to go through here.

NORMAL EATER Well, atleast those in the trenches needn’t envy us.

BIG EATER I mustactually admit, on the first day of bread rationing—it felt
like the baptism of fire. The only difference being, with the baptism of fire you
can wangle it. But with the bread coupons? Did you say you were a big eater—?
NORMAL EATER Middling I'm a normal eater.

BIG EATER Yes, but me, I'm known to be a big eater, I really must say—you
know—everyone I meet in Vienna asks me, they're all curious what I'll do—
NORMAL EATER [ really sympathize, a big eater like you, when even a nor-
mal eater like me —

STARVING MAN (approaches them, stretches out his hand) Please, I've noth-
ing to eat—

BIG EATER —and since 'm known to be a big eater— (they leave, deep in

conversation.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 13

Florianigasse. Enter Hofrat Dlauhobetzky v. Dlauhobetz (rtd.) and Hofrat Tibe-
tanzl (rtd.)

DLAUHOBETZKY V. DLAUHOBETZ I'm curious to know whether tomor-
row’s Mittagszeitung— that’s my favourite paper, you know—whether it will
print my poem, I sent it in yesterday. Like to hear it? Wait a minute — (takes out

a piece of paper.)
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TIBETANZL You've done another poem? What about?

DLAUHOBETZKY V. DLAUHOBETZ You'll soon see what about. “The War-
rior’s Song.” That’s instead of “The Wanderer’s Song”, get it?

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills

TIBETANZL But—that’s really fantastic! —that’s by me!

DLAUHOBETZKY V. DLAUHOBETZ What? By you? That’s a classic! It’s by
our most famous romantic poet! But listen to this, you'll soon see the difference.
Now I'll have to start all over again.

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o’er vales and hills
When all at once they called out loud
Hindenburg, a name that thrills.

And Warsaw soon our troops will seize
With banners dancing in the breeze.

Isn’t that classic, it all fits, only instead of daffodils I put Hindenburg, and then
of course Warsaw at the end. If they print it, say what you like, I'll send it to Hin-
denburg, I'm a great admirer of his.

TIBETANZL That’s really fantastic! Yesterday I did the self-same poem. I
wanted to send it in to the Muskete, but—

DLAUHOBETZKY V. DLAUHOBETZ You did the same poem? Youre not
going to—
TIBETANZL Butlchanged alotmore than you. It’s called “The Baker’s Song”:
I wandered lonely as a cloud
Towards a scene that made me stop,
For all at once I saw a crowd
Queuing at the baker’s shop.
DLAUHOBETZKY V. DLAUHOBETZ Oh, that’s quite different, very droll!
TIBETANZL
'The baker’s gone to sleep, they say,
There won't be any bread today.
DLAUHOBETZKY V. DLAUHOBETZ That’s telepathy, that is!

TIBETANZL Yes, butalltonoavail. Now I'll have to wait to see if yours appears.
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If yours appears, I can’t send mine to the Muskete. Otherwise they’ll think I'm
parodizing! (Exeunt.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 14
A hunting party.

v. DRECKWITZ Oh, do stop bragging about your hunting exploits! My single
year in Russia was worth three of yours with your sloppy peace. There was no
end of good hunting in the land of the enemy. Glorious days, hunting down the
vanquished foe, right on his heels until, done to death, he submits to his con-
queror. War is surely the most natural occupation of real men. But then there
was also a balm for every wound in those days, one I scarcely dared dream of —
the Iron Cross without ribbon! There were certainly times you had to take a sip
from the old flask out in the field to warm yourself up, at least inwardly. It’s at
such moments that you fall into a trance. I thought about our splendid French
war, what fun it was, chasing the enemy cavalry into the mud whenever they
showed as much as a hoof, and we ended up giving our horses their head in the
sunny Champagne. You got an odd lump in your throat just thinking about all
the good bubbly that had trickled over your palate back then! Give your mem-
ory a little prod, and you're in another enemy country: Belgium! Fertile fields,
rich cities thronged with people, just waiting for us. I chalked up one sky-blue
Gurkha and two Belgian bicyclists to add to my tally. And then — sweeping aside
all frontier posts—into the land of the Poles! And, by Jupiter, our muskets and
lances were not going to rust there either!

At first there was nothing to shoot at. Enemy still missing—lack of partici-
pation. On horseback it’s hard enough to get at the wretches, but theyre in a
blue funk when it comes to shooting. After an interminable march, when it was
already pitch-black, we reached our billets. Oh dear, that was quite incredible!
If you've never seen a Russki hovel, you wouldn’t believe such things exist. Inde-
scribable, you really have to see it, to feel it. The Cossacks had finally managed
to pull themselves together and blocked our advance over a bridge. But they had
heavy infantry as well. One of our squadrons was about to attack when it came
under hellishly heavy fire which rang out spookily through the inky darkness.
At dawn the whole regiment attacked and put the rascals to flight. One of ours
had his head grazed by a glancing bullet, so there were splinters of bone flying
around. We had sneaked up quietly and already knocked off the outpost. Bang,
goes a shot, bang, bang, a second and a third! Then the place erupts with con-
stant, unbridled firing! Boom, boom! our big guns thunder; crash! bang! wallop!
go the hand grenades the stupid Russians were tossing out of the windows, think-
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ing that was a good idea. Everyone imaginable is running back and forth across
the street, but in the dark no one can make out which side they’re on. Anyway,
we flatten ourselves against a big house, waiting to see which side Lady Luck is
on today. But the uproar just went on, there was no sign of the military situation
being settled one way or the other. Anyone who got in the way just got a kick in
the backside. I'd be a shameless liar if I were to call the little skirmish particularly
nice and pleasant, but we got through it, and it paid off later. A hundred and
fifty paces beyond the town we quickly dug ourselves in, right up to our collar
studs. Keyed up with excitement we waited for things to happen—and for the
Russians who were sure to come. For the moment, we were the only ones—our
little group of eight— capable of singing “The Watch on the Rhine.” So—there
we lay, not a peep out of us, our fingers on the trigger. As for my merry men,
I was pretty confident. None would fire without my order. There was a young
volunteer beside me, couldn’t stop his teeth chattering 10 to the dozen. I gave
him another quick dig in the ribs. Then I gave the order “Open fire!” yelling at
the top of my voice to let the rascals on the other side hear the dulcet tones of
a Prussian giving an order. And I had to yell loudly, for after the first salvo there
was a great howl from the other side, so terrible, so blood-curdling, it made my
hair stand on end, and as our rifles banged away merrily into the dense throng
of moujiks, they streamed back, tripping over the dead and wounded —amid
the constant screams of those in their death agony! And us right on their tails,
yelling and cheering!

Just like animals, a whole group of them herded together in the nearest
doorway. We could easily have brought them all down at our leisure. They were
completely stunned, ready for the kill, too scared to utter a sound. Everything
seemed to calm down. All we needed was a nice dram of schnapps.

ButI had a feeling they were still planning some devilish trick or other. Now
I wanted to check out the enemy reserves. A few well-aimed bullets was the only
way. I shouldered my rifle, squeezed the hair trigger: bumps-a-daisy, down falls
the first fellow! Quickly repeat—another kill. Numbers two and three fell like a
sack of potatoes before they’d recovered from their initial shock. That put some
life back into the group, only they seemed not to know which way to run. The
next Russian, number four, took the bullet a bit too low. That was perhaps a good
thing for me, for the fellow yelled blue murder. I'd quickly taken the carbine
from the chap beside me and fired off the next five shots into the dense cluster
at the garden fence. A few yells showed those bullets hadn’t been discharged in
vain either. I couldn’t really stomach these last shots, it’s true, especially since I'd
no feeling of being in danger, for the Russians had clearly no intention of shoot-
ing. But what can you do? It’s each man for himself, after all, I didn’t start this
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war! We'd mopped up the flank, I went back satisfied to my boys. The Russian
officers pulled a wry face when they saw our little group of six standing there.
But my charming manner put their minds at rest. We shook hands warmly, with
me smiling the patronizing smile of the victor. But it really was a nice moment,
and the military success exceptionally gratifying. Together we all went off to the
marketplace which was full of Russians. I thanked the captain of artillery for the
precision of his shrapnel fire, then I had to go back to my division and report.
All-round satisfaction. My six men were immediately awarded the Iron Cross,
just as they stood. I was put up for Iron Cross First Class, but it took almost a
year for that to come through. —And now, judge for yourselves my lads, if you
can impress me with your ludicrous fisherman’s tales. What I experienced on
the Russian trail —you’ll have to admit—that was a humdinger! Our hunting
journal, Hare and Hound, did me the honour of requesting me to write a report
on my hunting achievements in Russia. I intend to do so. And then off to the
happy hunting grounds in France! But before that, let’s sit back and crack open
a few more bottles of bubbly! Here’s mud in your eye!

ALL Your health, Dreckwitz! Good hunting!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 15
Office at a command post.

HIRSCH (enters singing to the melody of the “Carpenter’s Song” from Rai-
mund’s Der Verschwender)

Hurray! The war is splendid fun,

And happy is the song I sing,
Tomorrow’s column’s almost done,
War reporting’s just the thing.

I might have grown up tall and strong,
And still not graced the field of glory.
[Exempted, you can earn a bomb,
You just write and file your story.]

Secondly, life’s much too boring
On the home front for a hero,

So I choose to do my warring

In the army’s posh Press Bureau.
By the trenches I'm not tempted,
That is such a mundane caper!
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[So us hacks can get exempted,
Now I'm serving on the paper.]

Third and fourth, I'll soon report
News of how the battle went.

How our valiant heroes fought

Is written from the rear, then sent.
Till victory is assured I'll stay,

For that you have my word, we’ll win!
[As soon as I have had my say,

The enemy promptly packs it in.]

Fifthly, I can safely write

'That we live in clouds of glory.

The way our valiant soldiers fight

Gives our guys their cover story.

Sixth and seventh and still counting,
Watching as the bullets pass,

[The cash I earn will still keep mounting,
As long as this great war shall last.]

(Calling into the next room) Major, if you see the general, tell him I'm going to
interview him and all his staft! There’ll be no shirking today! (Exit.)

RODA RODA (enters singing, to the tune “O lannenbaum”)

O Rosenbaum.

O Rosenbaum,

Writes for each classy paper,
He frets at base,

The front’s the place,

For an opinion shaper.

I have to see

With my own eyes,

Till I know all I need to.

If shrapnel burst

Should do its worst,

Then I’ll know how to bleed, too.

What do I care
For wife or child?
Or for my own protection?
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With sons of toil,
‘neath tons of soil,
My trench is just perfection.

Faced with the foe,

Cut out the talk,

Get in the right position.
No interviews,

They’d just confuse

My latest composition.

I once was under

Arms myself,

So I know who’s who here now.

I get around,

Cover the ground,

A source to make things clear now.

Though long ago

I had to quit,

The scandal drew attention.
They want to know

If I'm still fit,

For they all want a mention.

The military

Is home to me,

My battle news conclusive.

I scan each front,

As is my wont,

Then send my world-exclusive.

The Vistula’s

The place today,
Tomorrow the Isonzo,
And every day

I'm in the fray

As it goes on and on so.

'The brigadier
Now says it’s clear,
The foe’s in total disarray.
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But should it be
Their victory,
I'll still just say we won the day.

I scarcely ever

Get back home,

I like it out here—oh ja!

A Rose may be

In my family tree,

But my name’s Roda Roda.

(Calling into the next room) Major, if you see the general, tell him the colonel
needs to be transferred —he refused me a pass for Fort 5 in Przemysl. He doesn’t
seem to know who I am. That’s no excuse, just the opposite. I'll soon show those
fine gentlemen what discipline is—got that? (Exit.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 16
Another office.

GENERAL STAFF OFFICER (enters and goes to telephone)—Hello there,
have you got the report on Przemysl ready? — Not yet? Ah, still sleeping it off —
Goand see to it, otherwise you'll be late again for the bash in the mess. Now look
here — What, forgotten everything again?— Ye gods— Listen, and get it into your
head this time —Main points: First, the fortress was absolutely worthless in any
case. That’s the key point—How’s that? you can’t— What, you can’t get people
to forget the fortress has always been the pride and joy of —My dear fellow, you
can make people forget anything! So listen, the fortress was a dilapidated old
ruin— What’s that? All the latest artillery? 'm telling you, a dilapidated old ruin,
got that? All right, then. Secondly, do you hear, the loss was not due to enemy
action, but to hunger, OK? And don’t put too much emphasis on inadequate
provisions as a factor, you know, a botched job, everything in a mess, etc., play
all that down if you possibly can. I know these factors will seem all too obvious,
but you'll find a way. Hunger is the main thing. Proud of suffering hunger, you
understand! Not by hunger but by enemy action —damn, what am I saying—
not by enemy action but by hunger! So, that’ll do—What do you mean, it won’t
do? Because people will notice there were no provisions—what? —and will de-
mand to know why there weren’t enough provisions? All right, then, you tackle
that and say: impossible to pile up all the necessary provisions because then the
enemy would get hold of them when he takes the fortress. How would he have
got hold of them? By hunger? No by force of course in that case, don’t ask such
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stupid questions. Don’t you understand, when he takes the fortress by force, and
we have provisions, then he’ll take the provisions. That’s why we mustn’t have
any provisions, then afterwards he can’t take any provisions, instead he takes the
fortress by hunger, but not by force. Go on, you'll find a way, cheerio, I must get
to the mess—I've no intention of surrendering to hunger—finito!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 17

Restaurant Anton Griisser. In the foreground a gentleman with a lady. A man
goes from table to table, continually bowing without speaking. In the foreground,
left, at a table, the Grumbler.

FIRST WAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?

GENTLEMAN No, may I see the menu? (Exit waiter.)

SECOND WAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?

GENTLEMAN No, the menu, please. (Exit waiter.)

FIRST YOUNG WAITER Anything to drink, sir? Beer, wine—
GENTLEMAN No. (Exit young waiter.)

THIRD WAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?

GENTLEMAN No, the menu, please. (To a waiter hurrying past) The menu!
SECOND YOUNG WAITER Beer, wine—

GENTLEMAN No.

FOURTH WAITER (brings the menu) Have you ordered yet?
GENTLEMAN No. You've only just brought the menu. What'’s ready?
WAITER What's on the menu.

GENTLEMAN On the menu it says “May God punish England!” I can’t eat
that.

WAITER Perhaps something freshly made? The gentleman might perhaps
like —
GENTLEMAN Have you roast beef?

WAITER I'm sorry, today’s a red-meat-free day. I could conjure up a nice
schnitzel for the lady, or a pork fillet, or perhaps roast goose —

GENTLEMAN First the hors d'oeuvres. What'’s that— Choice Morsel?
WAITER It’s an appetizer.

GENTLEMAN [I've already lost my appetite. Well, maybe —whatever’s that:
fishy egg-oil sauce?
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WAITER That’s a fish mayonnaise.

GENTLEMAN And what’s a Hollowed-out Puff-pastry?
wAITER That’s a vol-au-vong.

GENTLEMAN And a Mixed Dish: what’s that?
wAITER That’s a ragout fin.

GENTLEMAN Oh for goodness sake —bring that then —and afterwards, waita
minute —whatever is that: double rib of beef, stewed in its own juice, military
style with manoeuvres, and a Dutch dip?

WAITER That’s an Entercut with Hollandaise sauce.
GENTLEMAN 52 crowns, that’s a bit steep, isn't it!

WAITER Yes, but the gentleman shouldn’t forget we're at war, and today’s a
red-meat-free day.

GENTLEMAN All right, you might as well bring that. (Exit waiter.)

LADY You see, we should have gone to Sacher after all, that would only cost
50 there.

WAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?
GENTLEMAN Yes.

SECOND WAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?
GENTLEMAN Yes.

FIRST YOUNG WAITER Beer, wine?
GENTLEMAN No.

THIRD WAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?
GENTLEMAN Yes.

FOURTH WAITER (returning) I'm sorry, it’s off. (Crosses out almost all the
dishes.)

GENTLEMAN Butyou only just—

WAITER Yes, but today being a red-meat-free day, it’s no wonder. Still, the
gentleman could have two Lost Eggs, perhaps with a piquant sauce, that’s still
on the menu—

GENTLEMAN Lost Eggs, what’s that? Who's lost them?

WAITER (in a low voice) Oeufs pochés—that’s what they were called before
the war.

GENTLEMAN Aha, and you think that renaming food is the way to win it?—
No, wait— Turn-coat Noodles— what are they?
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WAITER Italian Macaroni, of course.
GENTLEMAN Oh, of course —and Gangster Salad, what’s that then?
WAITER Salade Nicoise.

GENTLEMAN Ah yes, stands to reason. So—bring us: homemade offal with
mashed potatoes and poached eggs, with spicy mixed vegetables, and afterwards,
a fruit purée and two slices of Griisser whipped-cream cake. What was that
called before?

WAITER Grisser tarte 2 la creme.

GENTLEMAN And why Griisser?

WAITER After the boss. (Griisser comes to the table, greets, and leaves.)
GENTLEMAN Who was that gentleman?

WAITER That’s the boss! (Fxit.)

HEADWAITER Have you ordered yet, sir?

GENTLEMAN Yes.

MIDGET NEWSPAPER VENDOR (dashes from table to table) Fig-tree after
fig-tree! Ex-tra-aa edi-shun! Italions heavily defeated! Fig-tree after fig-tree!

TWO GIRLS (with picture postcards and wearing War Welfare insignia, move
from table to table) Please make your contribution to War Welfare —

FIRST YOUNG WAITER Bread, anyone? May I have the menu?
GENTLEMAN (looks about for menu)—ah, I don’t appear to have one.

TWO WOMEN (with picture postcards move from table to table) Contributions
to War Welfare please —

MAN SELLING FLOWERS (hurries up to table) Would you like some flars?

WOMAN SELLING FLOWERS (from behind) Yellow—lovely yellow flars—
for the lady?

WOMAN HAWKING NEWSPAPERS Ex-tra-aa edi-shun!
SECOND CUSTOMER (summons headwaiter) Hey, Finance Minister —!

HEADWAITER (bends over towards customer) Heard the latest, sir? What’s the
difference between a Galician refugee and — (says the rest into his ear.)
SECOND CUSTOMER (his smile broadens until he breaks out laughing) Bril-
liant! But do you know the difference between a Red Cross nurse and— (says
the rest into his ear.)

FIRST WAITER (with 18 plates) The sauce is for—? (He spills some over the
lady.) Oh, my fault, paton!
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THIRD CUSTOMER Who just said Pardon? You've a waiter saying Pardon in
your good German establishment, Herr Griisser!

GRUSSER Herr von Wossitschek, you wouldn'’t believe how difficult it is with
these people today. If you say the least thing to them, they just quit, there are
more than enough jobs going, they say. It’s a real cross I have to bear, the better
ones are in the field, and these ill-bred ones left behind —

THIRD cUsTOMER Oh quite, quite, but—

GRUSSER Pardon, Herr von Wossitschek, I must go and greet my customers.
(Does so.)

THIRD CUSTOMER Pardon, pardon, don’t let me keep you.

REGULAR Evening, Griisser, how’s it going? Hey, did you hear about Leber],
they’ve really landed him in it—

GRUSSER But look at the prices he’s charging! And he’s not at all popular,
either. But take me, I'm a celebrity here and I've never had the slightest difficulty.

REGULAR Come and join us, Griisser.
GRUsSER Gladly,inamoment, butIstill have to do some greeting — (does so.)
REGULAR Yes, of course, off you go.

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM (bellowing and thumping the table) Damna-
tion, will I never get served today? You, over here!

WAITER Be with you in a moment, Major.
GRUSSER What can I do for you, Major?

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM What’s going on, landlord? Will I never get
served today? The service here is not what it was, I've noticed that for the last
year, where are all the waiters?

GRUSSER Called up, Major.
BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM What? Called up? And why have they all been
called up?

GRUSSER Because there’s a war on, Major.

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM ButI've noticed it for a whole year, apart from
those four, you've no waiters left. For an establishment this size! I've noticed it
for a whole year.

GRUSSER Since the war began, actually, Major.

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM What? That’s scandalous! Just so you know,
the other officers are all complaining, too, they’ll stop coming if it goes on like
this. They’re all getting hot under the collar. Captain Tronner, Fiebiger von
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Feldwehr, Kreibich, Kuderna, Colonel Hasenérl, they're all getting hot under
the collar, only yesterday Husserl von Schlachtentreu of the 66th said, if it goes
on like this—

GRUSSER Yes, Major, wouldn’'t we all like it to be over and for peace to come —

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM Whats that, peace?—that’s enough of your
pacifist whingeing—1I was on the Emperor’s Manoeuvres—what if our com-
mander in chief could hear you!—We've got to bite the bullet and hold on to
the bitter end, my friend —there is no alternative! (A waiter hurries past.) Eyes
right, you! Damned fellow, just wait, I'll have him called up— See, what sort of
service is that?!

GRUSSER Whatdid you order, Major?

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM Nothing, just a sirloin, but with a nice bit of
fat—

GRUSSER I'm sorry, today is red-meat-free day.

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM What? Red-meat-free? What newfangled non-
sense is that?

GRUSSER Well, we're at war, Major, and so—

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM Don'ttalk gibberish. What’s the war got to do
with you running out of meat, tell me that! It wasn't like that before!

GRUSSER Yes, but now there’s a war on, Major!

BAMBULA VON FELDSTURM (jumps up in a rage) You don't have to keep
rubbing my nose in it—you and your bloody war, I've had a bellyful! You won’t
see any more of me and the other officers in your establishment—we’ll go to
Leberl! (Storms out.)

GRUSSER But—Major— (shakes his head) Bizarre!

THIRD CUSTOMER (to a waiter) There’s nothing at all? Not even a dessert?
FIRST WAITER Viennese turnover, cinnamon cookies, English custard tarts—
FIRST cusTOMER What? English—now we're at war?!

FIRST WAITER Left over from peacetime.

FIRST cUsTOMER Pull the other one! The bill!

FIRST WAITER The bill!

SECOND WAITER 'The bill!

THIRD WAITER The bill!

FOURTH WAITER The bill!
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YOUNG WAITER (under his breath) The bill!

GRUSSER (has gone to Grumbler’s table, greets him, bends over him with the
dead man’s glassy stare, like the angel of death, only slowly becoming more ani-
mated, and says) According to the latest mineralogical reports the weather seems
to be clearing, so custom should pick up again—you’ve been out of town, I'm
sure, quite right, quite right—we're all kept busy these days, aren’t we, good
Lord this war, the misery, business is suffering, the middle classes, wherever you
look—it’s still impossible to predict the consequences— even one of the gentle-
men of the press, the minister’s right-hand man, said himself —bizarre —hm—
but you seem to have lost your appetite today, what a shame, the very day we've
got some nice brisket, all the gentlemen were saying how good it was, ah well,
make up for it next time with a real delicacy, the merest sliver of the Griisser
special I keep for regulars— Leopold, clear the table —asleep again, the scally-
wag!—well good-bye, good-bye —

(The gentleman and lady in the foreground have fallen asleep.)

FIRST WAITER (rushes in) 'm sorry, 'm not serving anymore.

GENTLEMAN (waking with a start) Super—exempted? — Oh, I see. All right
then, we’ll go. (Rises with lady.) Adieu.

FIRST WAITER Paton, permit me to point out, on your next visit, we are a
German restaurang, so speaking French is not allowed — (wipes his brow with
his napkin.)

GENTLEMAN Well, well—

GRUSSER (behind them) Honoured-g'day-good-bye-and-thankyou-your
humbleservant-myrespectsandcompliments-untilnexttime.

(Change of scene)

Scene 18
Vienna, Schottenring. Enter Frau Pollatschek and Frau Rosenberg.

FRAU ROSENBERG My dear Frau Pollatschek, the behaviour of our women
is inexcusable! We who have set such a shining example of discipline expect
our fellow housewives of Austria to keep it up, and limit the purchase of pork
to Thursdays and Saturdays only. Our local groups will assuredly keep the flag
flying. And that goes for lard, too!

FRAU POLLATSCHEK TheImperial Association of Austrian Housewives per-
mits the sale of pork and lard on Thursdays and Saturdays.

FRAU ROSENBERG Exactly! We housewives of Austria were duty-bound to
speak our mind in a question which touches on our vital interests. We of the
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IAAH could not stand idly by with folded arms and watch the machinations of
the market as it set prices, especially the price of pork belly!

FRAU POLLATSCHEK Whatwe need, above all now, is unity. Through unity
to purity, that’s my slogan, especially for boiled topside of beef!

FRAU ROSENBERG And I would add, if my opinion in the matter could tip
the scales, that we shall not be deterred by any terrorism. Per aspera ad astra, is
what I say, at least as far as sirloin is concerned. We of the IAAH—

FRAU POLLATSCHEK See who’s coming, do you know them? Bachstelz
and Funk-Feigl of the Central Association of Communal Kitchens in Vienna.
They’d happily poison me with a spoonful of soup, the two of them.
(Greeting.)

FRAU BACHSTELZ My respects, ladies, we've come straight from the mar-
ket hall, I wish you could have seen what’s going on there, especially with the
delicacies!

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL Inthe communal interest, since we all must do our bit
now the men are away, we took a deep breath and dashed down there, for we
know when battle must be joined, unlike certain other persons, of whom I will
say only this: If they do these things in our salad days, well then, venerable ladies,
I can only say—

FRAU ROSENBERG My dear friend, I very much regret—

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL I'm not your dear friend, I'm on the committee of the
CACKY and have just as much right as anyone on the IAAH! It’s easy to con-
coct regulations for our salad days, but afterwards? Wasn't it Schiller who said:
Life’s for the living, so plunge right inside —

FRAU ROSENBERG Imerelywanted tosay, I very much regretyou’ve let your-
self get carried away and become personal. I know very well your letter in the
Neue Freie Presse today was pointedly directed against the IAAH, unmistakably,
and written, moreover, at a time you still belonged to the IAAH—

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL That’s not true, I'll tell my husband, he’ll take you to
court!

FRAU ROSENBERG Go ahead!I can prove what I said is true. I'll prove in
open court that you're a crank! At least you'll hear the truth for once! You in-
trigued against the IAAH when you were still in it!

FRAU BACHSTELZ You'll have to prove that!

FRAU POLLATSCHEK [tellyoutoyourface, sojustlisten, this is not a time to
indulge in personal vanity, and don’t you forget it! We're not the ones addicted
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to a separatist tendency. If someone belongs to the IAAH, she must belong to it
body and soul, our paper is the Morgen, and — do I really have to spell it out—the
situation is much too grave, today when solidarity is half the battle!

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL You want to teach us solidarity! Someone who grew up
in the back of beyond —
FRAU BACHSTELZ Typical IAAH! Slandering people behind their backs! We

pinch and scrape in order to set a good example!

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL Ifyouhadn'tintrigued, we'd still be in the IAAH. We had
a knife held to our throats until we were forced to found the CACKV. I ran from
pillar to post. Now I can guarantee that we’ll have some order, and I'm telling
you today, if you start claiming our successes as your own, you'll be knocking
your head against a brick wall!

FRAU BACHSTELZ We pinch and scrape—
FRAU POLLATSCHEK Yes, so you can buy osprey feathers.
FRAU BACHSTELZ Prove that!

FRAU POLLATSCHEK Last Saturday, you were seen at the Volkstheater pre-
miere in osprey feathers.

FRAU BACHSTELZ That’sinfamous! You're just singing the Agriculture Min-
ister’s latest tune, you should be ashamed of yourself!

FRAU ROSENBERG Provel What do you mean, prove? The proof is on your
hat!

FRAU BACHSTELZ That’s from last year, as you well know!

FRAU ROSENBERG You're behaving just like an ostrich, burying your head
in the sand!

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL So what! You're wearing a bit of ostrich on your head
yourself!

FRAU ROSENBERG That’s from last year, as you well know! I'm wearing a
war blouse!

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL So what!

FRAU BACHSTELZ You can't compare my blouse with your blouse —that’s
pure fantasy! We were the ones who took the plunge and created a new Vien-
nese fashion!

FRAU POLLATSCHEK You, with your figure! That’s a laugh! My taste com-
pared with your taste!
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FRAU BACHSTELZ (screeching) You're one to talk! If it weren't for the gran-
deur of the age, I'd soon lay hands on you!

FRAU ROSENBERG Just ignore these noisy publicity seekers, fortunately
more vital interests call at this critical time, and if we form a phalanx we can
simply dismiss this despicable and impotent yapping. We know what’s making
them so furious, don’t we?

FRAU BACHSTELZ You—!If you repeat that slander one more time!

FRAU ROSENBERG What do you mean? Was it something I said? Just be-
cause the inspector spoke to us longer yesterday in the communal kitchen than
with you, that’s no reason to get worked up, my dear—!

FRAU BACHSTELZ (ina paroxysm) That’s an infamous insinuation, you'll re-
gret— just wait—I'll put my husband on to you—wait and see, the whole of the
Central Austrian Imports Board will be on to you!

FRAU ROSENBERG My husband will soon see him off, and the rest of them,
you can rest assured! He has the whole of the Milk Marketing Board behind
him! Just a word from him and the UFA studios and the Viennese Car Manu-
facturers will be on to you, too—he’s on the executive board!

FRAU BACHSTELZ Well, my husband can call on the Department of Arms
and Munitions Supply! My husband is an Honorary Counsellor! How your hus-
band got exempted is well known!

FRAU ROSENBERG Yes, he wasable to pull strings—what of it? You're furious
because he has connections. He’s well in with Sascha Publicity Films. Just wait,
I'll bring this all up at the committee meeting, that means a vote of no conf-
dence at the AGM, that I guarantee!

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL You're the one who's utter rubbish, you'll get thrown out
of the IAAH, that I guarantee, the CACKYV will show you —I've got connections,
I'll take it to the Neue Freie Presse—

FRAU POLLATSCHEK In the next edition of the Morgen you'll be able to
read —let me see, we of the JAAH —

FRAU FUNK-FEIGL Don’t mess with us, we of the CACKV —

(All four screech away, only the words IAAH and CACKV being audible through
the noise, and leave, gesticulating vehemently. A disabled person on crutches
hobbles past. Enter a beggar woman holding a boy by the hand and an infant
in her arm.)

BEGGAR WOMAN Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—Neue Freie Presse—

BoY New Vile Pressure—!



Scene18 213

INFANT Vile—lying—liars—
(A pregnant woman passes by.)

GRUMBLER

A touching prospect when the multitude are dying!

Yet better for us to be spared this interlude,

though it reminds us of a final natural order

to which debased humanity still clings,

which ends in natural death—without negating life.

But rarely is what follows an advance. So look away,

for such remnants of humanity in a race

now pledged to other goals is painful to behold.

Uncanny is the thought that this same woman,

revealed to us as she placidly comes walking by,

bearer of life and hope, full of her sacred mission,

with pain accompanying the blessed gift,

could give birth to an army profiteer!

The pride of motherhood, glorious since the dawn of time
Keeping profoundest sympathy within its natural bounds,
used rightly to be proud to keep from prying eyes

the harmony of creation known to mothers alone.

But faced with man’s deformity, such pride

loses its former sanction. So turn your gaze away

and let pride veil its face once more. Look away, mother,
alone, you are too weak and lacking modesty.

This is well-meant advice, but also an appeal

a hundred thousand mothers may hear and understand
that they have suffered greater pain than that

which you alone are due to bear. Go home,

why do you bear your burden to the marketplace,

as if what you can offer the world were better far

than what it’s lost, no, more than that, as if now

finally, the new longed-for redeemer could be born,

as if a Socrates were the least of the gifts

you could conceive. We've learnt our lesson from a weight
of harsh experience. We are in any case no longer curious,
no longer wish to know, however good the news,

we wish that what awaits you should be your own affair,
chastely maternal, as is fitting, till one day fulfilment
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merits the world’s attention. Go home, mother, we shall come
when the time’s ripe, enduring until then no deeper suffering
for you than for the newborn life soon to be mobilized,
claimed from the thrall of motherhood by death’s domain,

the greatest of the sacrifices birth brings. Go, make yourself

fit for service. Wait for your age group’s time. You're a volunteer,
what have you to offer? Stay at home, one day is like the next,
death always looks like death. Go home! Surprise us!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 19
Belgrade. Destroyed houses. Enter Alice Schalek.

SCHALEK [I've fought my way through. What appeals to me above all, here as
so often, is the human interest story. Is this place supposed to be civilized? These
houses are as bad as the most ramshackle offices and shops in our teeming sub-
urbs, that’s why they deserve to be bombarded. The desolation of the place is so
great that a photographic reproduction is simply out of the question. But what I
never cease to find shocking is that the town wasn’t even paved. That may have
contributed to the decision to raze it to the ground. Even the royal palace has
nothing to offer. The souvenirs we took are not worth mentioning. What sort
of monarch buys his china dinner service from a provincial manufacturer in
Bohemia! There is such a thing as poetic justice. It’s a thought that haunts me
wherever I go in Belgrade. If only one knew whether these are the houses of the
people who invented their national fanaticism? I've finally become convinced
that no person of character could live in such a city.

(Some Serbian women appear and laugh as they encounter her. One runs a hand
caressingly over Schalek’s cheek. Then a rapid conversation bubbles up among
them, again they all laugh happily, loud and clear. Schalek, aside:)

This laughter is getting on my nerves and I can’t find out what’s causing it. It
could conceivably come anywhere on the scale of human feelings, but the fact
that Belgrade has been shot to pieces is scarcely a cause for laughter.

(One of the Serbian women offers Schalek a jar of preserves and laughs.)

A baffling mystery.

(Enter an interpreter.)

INTERPRETER (afterspeaking to the women) They say it’s just a matter of hold-
ing out for a few terrible days. The people of Belgrade think the conquest of their
city is just an interlude. They think we Austrians will soon be driven out again,
that’s why they re laughing with malicious glee.
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sCHALEK Thatcan't be the only reason. Ask her what they feel, and why she
gave me a jar of preserves.

INTERPRETER (after speaking to the woman) She says nothing can affect Ser-
bian hospitality.
SCHALEK Butwhy specifically a jar of preserves?

INTERPRETER (after speaking to the woman) She says they wanted to show
they were women, and preserves are women’s domain.

SCHALEK (takes the jar of preserves) I don't want to see these women again,
don’t want to witness their frightful disappointment, for worse than any col-
lapsed houses and bombed streets, worse than the rout of their army and the
storming of the city—the worst is still to come for the Serbs. (The Serbian women
laugh. Schalek, as she leaves:) | shudder as I leave, for it will take a long time to
get their laughter out of my mind.

(The Serbian women leave in the opposite direction, their laughter can still be
heard.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 20

Suburban street. A heavily laden handcart, drawn by two feeble, emaciated dogs
on war service.

OLD WOMAN (shouts) Scandalous! Thatshould be reported to the authorities!
LIEUTENANT Halt! Show your papers! You've just insulted the army!

CROWD (collects) What a ninny! — Clear orf!—What’s up? — Nothing much,
just high treason!— Serve her right, standing up for dumb animals when she’s

nothing to eat herself!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 21

Suburban apartment. A boy, about 10 years old, half-dressed, his body covered
with welts, blood blisters, and bruises, is hanging from a strap. He is in a state
of complete neglect, seemingly half-starved. He is howling. A neighbour stands
in the doorway, wringing her hands. The father (in uniform) is lying on the sofa.

NEIGHBOUR (to the mother, who is putting a saucepan on the hob) But Frau
Liebal, how can you beat the boy like that? If I report it, you'll get a formal rep-
rimand!

MOTHER Listen, Frau Sikora, he’s such a stubborn brat, you can’t imagine!
He wants hot breakfasts!
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FATHER Feeling sorry for the little bastard, eh? He’s fit as a fiddle again now,
but the other day I gave him such hell with my bayonet, I thought he was done
for. And now look, he’s none the worse for it!

NEIGHBOUR ButHerr Liebal, Herr Liebal, it’s no laughing matter. Look out,
or one of these days you'll get a reprimand!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 22

Headquarters garrison. A street. Army suppliers, officers, prostitutes, journalists.
Enter a captain from the War Press Bureau and a journalist.

CAPTAIN So, here’s the draft for the brochure Our Glorious Military Com-
manders—are you listening, my little scribbler, don’t keep ogling the tarts all the
time, there’s a war on—so, this is the draft I've done, and it’s up to you to improve
it if there’s the odd mistake. (He reads it out.) “When the time comes that the
raging tides of war have subsided, when the consolations of time have healed
the wounds and dried the tears, then we shall look back with unclouded gaze
on the glorious days when a rod of iron forged the destiny of the world!” Then a
new line, don’t forget— “And above all else there shall rise up the figures of those
men who at that time shaped our destiny and that of our Fatherland.” In bold!
(In the background, crossing the stage from right to left, can be seen a corpulent
elderly gentleman with side-whiskers and pince-nez, a marshal’s baton in each
hand.)

“Full of veneration and love we behold them, who like those heroes in the very
front line, in unflagging, ardent struggle, were called upon to guide the fortunes
of battle—"

JOURNALIST Justa moment, so the commanders are in the very front line
just as much as the heroes who guide the fortunes of battle, how can that be?

cAPTAIN Don't try any of your tricks on me, otherwise I'll send you to the
front yourself.

JOURNALIST You—me?

cAPTAIN Doyouwantto commitsuicide?! If the brochure turns out well, I'm
out of the firing line. Are you listening, little scribbler? “Our ardent appreciation
of these heroes and heartfelt gratitude should be paid—"

JOURNALIST To those who guide the fortunes of battle in the very front line?
Ah, I see, you mean the commanders again.

cAPTAIN Who do you think you're kidding? So—“should raise a monument
in our hearts, wherein they can live forever as exemplifying the highest fulfil-
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ment of duty and self-sacrifice for the good of the Fatherland.” In bold —even
bolder!

(In the background, crossing the stage from left to right, can be seen the corpu-
lent elderly gentleman with side-whiskers and pince-nez, a marshal’s baton in
each hand.)

Are you listening, little scribbler, and don’t keep ogling the tarts! “The painter
Oskar Briich has given this monument noble and tangible form. With veracity
his etching needle has captured their characteristic features, creating a work of
historic significance, Our Glorious Military Commanders, destined to convey
to posterity not only the names and images of the great figures of our time —"
In bold —boldest of all!

(In the background, crossing the stage from right to left, can be seen the corpu-
lent elderly gentleman with side-whiskers and pince-nez, a marshal’s baton in
each hand.)

“—but also an adornment for every library and every home —” Now we have to
add something about the historic significance of each of those portrayed —my
God, ogling again—my dear fellow, you're in army headquarters here, not in
some brothel, got it?

JOURNALIST Hey, wasn't that the colonel’s girl, Camilla?

cAPTAIN If that’s your cup of tea, I'll send her to you to check her out, but I
need you to check the brochure first—

JOURNALIST Done.

CAPTAIN And then comes something about the cover, extremely distin-
guished, in the best possible taste, attractively priced, signed by the Imperial
and Royal War Ministry. And that’s that! Well, what do you say, scribbler?

JOURNALIST My compliments, captain, your mastery of the language, no
professional journalist could have done a more effective job.

cAPTAIN Hah! And, oh yes, on the front of the brochure, so that people get
an immediate impression of global destiny and supreme self-sacrifice, we’ll put
as an illustration the image of the man who incorporates all that in the most
exemplary fashion —our revered Commander in Chief, Archduke Friedrich!
(In the background, crossing the stage from left to right, can be seen the corpu-
lent elderly gentleman with side-whiskers and pince-nez, a marshal’s baton in
each hand.)

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 23

City centre. A blind soldier, without arms and legs, in a cart pushed by another
disabled veteran. They wait, for the narrow footpath is blocked by a hack from the
gutter press in conversation with a sales rep.

DISABLED VETERAN Excuse me—

HACK Iaskyou, what do they think they’re at, last Monday they cut 8o lines
on me.

sALES REP From the article criticizing Budischovsky & Co for that faulty
shipment?

HACK Yes—itused to be that when something was set and then didn't appear,
you got paid. And if you didn’t get paid, you still let it appear and were sure to
be paid next time. Now, a hatchet job simply doesn’t appear, and you don’t get
a thing out of it.

sALES REP Did Budischovsky know?

HACK Yes—but these days the people rely on the censor. Next time I'll really
cook their goose, just wait till the weather changes. For now, let the censor play
around with us. Just you watch, though, the next thing I fire off will be really
something —dynamite!

SALES REP Ilook forward to it.

HACK First 'll submit it to the censor. I'll explain how senseless the govern-
ment line is, it protects the suppliers from us, but the government needs us more
than it needs the suppliers. We're being squeezed out of existence. I'll describe
how the press has carried out its duty throughout the war in quite exemplary
fashion. I'll depict how we have served every bit as responsibly as the soldiers,
how we’ve stood our ground like the men in the trenches, and without being
paid for it!

DISABLED VETERAN Excuse me—

(Change of scene.)

Scene 24

During a performance in a theatre in the suburbs. On the stage, Hansi Niese
and a partner.

NIESE (playing her part) What, you want a juicy kiss? You, a simple soldier?
How dare you! All of you together, though, all you brave soldiers, then I'd gladly
kiss you all —but just the one? O no! Either all at once (thinks for a moment)
or—why not, one for all!—let me give a single soldier a big kiss! Let me plant
a big smacker on him that’ll make old Vienna quake and St. Stephen’s spire
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tremble. And this one, single soldier—is— (goes to front of stage, deeply moved)
our beloved — our Dear Old Gentleman in Schénbrunn! But he, alas—our Em-
peror—is the very one who is out of our reach!

(Tumultuous applause. A stagehand appears on the stage and hands the actress
a special edition.)

NIESE Letme see! If Gerda Walde can do it, so can I!

AUDIENCE Bravo Hansi!

NIESE (atmosphere of total suspense; she reads out to audience)—by the in-
comparable bravura of our brave troops, Czernowitz has been recaptured! (Tre-
mendous applause.)

AUDIENCE Bravo! Bravo! Bravo Hansi!

(Scene changes.)

Scene 25

The restaurant Wolf in Gersthof. The evening of the day on which Czernowitz
was retaken by the Russians. At one table: the inspector general of the Red Cross,
Archduke Franz Salvator, his chamberlain, two aristocrats, and little Putzi.
Music and singing: “Happy, happy folk are we, it’s all in our heredity.”
CUSTOMER (to Wolf )—is that really Salvator, or just someone very like him?
woLF No, no. The gentleman can rest assured, that’s him all right.
cusToMER Butsurely it can’t be—and today of all days? The Emperor’s son-
in-law?

woLF Butitis!

cusToMER The one who's with Valerie?

woLF The very one.

custoMER Tell me, have the gentlemen just dropped in by chance?

woLF No,they’re often here, they telephoned this afternoon already to reserve
a table. Excuse me, I must—

(Wolf and two other folksingers line up beside the VIP table, the music strikes up
the melody of “The Dear Old Gentleman.” The folk-singers sing into the arch-
duke’s ear:)

Out there in Schénbrunner Park,
Brooding since this war began,
Sits a dear old gentleman,

Sick at heart—

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 26
Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and Patriot in conversation.
PATRIOT Well, what do you say now?

suBscRIBER What do you want me to say? If you're referring to Sir Edward
Grey’s failing eyesight, then I say: the whole crew has it coming to them!
PATRIOT 'That too, but what do you say to the muzzling of public opinion in
England?

SUBSCRIBER Yes, I heard. The editor of the Labour Leader was summoned
before the magistrate because some things the paper published contravened the
Defence of the Realm Act. They’re running scared!

PATRIOT Butis it any better in France? What do you say about France? You
know what they’ve introduced there?

suBSCRIBER Prison sentences in France for disseminating the truth. I sup-
pose you mean the lady who said —

pATRIOT 'That too, but now some gentleman said —

suBscRIBER Of course, the gentleman who said France has no munitions,
for which he was sentenced to 20 days! For saying the Allies are in a bad way and
Germany was prepared for war—

PATRIOT Can you explain that to me, please, it’s one of those things I don’t
understand: is it false to say Germany was prepared, then, or is it true to say
Germany wasn’t prepared —

SUBSCRIBER Are YOU saying Germany was prepared?
PATRIOT Well then, how—?

suBscRIBER Once and for all, listen! Germany, as is well known, was at-
tacked. In March 1914 there were already Siberian regiments—

PATRIOT Of course.

SUBSCRIBER So Germany was fully prepared for a defensive war that it had
long wanted to wage, and the Entente had long wanted to wage an offensive
war, but wasn’t prepared for it.

PATRIOT Ah, nowwhatseemed to be a contradiction is becoming clear to me.
Sometimes you think something is true, and yet it’s false.

suBSCRIBER In the Presse that often sticks out a mile, where you've two col-
umns one beside the other, and it has the advantage that you can see the differ-
ence between us and them clear as day.

PATRIOT Did you read about the Italian soldiers looting and causing havoc?!
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They took a good 500,000 crowns from an armour-plated safe in Gradisca and
12,000 from another safe into the bargain!

SUBSCRIBER So I read. Bandits! What do you say to the colossal German
victory?

PATRIOT Ididn't see that, where was it?

suBscRIBER Whata question! In the next column! It seems to me you don’t
read thoroughly enough—

PATRIOT 'The next column? I must have missed that completely. Where was
the victory?

suBscRIBER InNovogeorgievsk. “Gold in the spoils of Novogeorgievsk” was
the title.

PATRIOT And whatdid it say?

suBsCRIBER Itsaid: Among the spoils of victory from Novogeorgievsk there
were also two million gold roubles.

PATRIOT Brilliant! The things they lay their hands on—!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 27
Position near the Uzsock Pass.

AUSTRIAN GENERAL (surrounded by his officers)—'The war, gentlemen, has
left its mark on each and every one of us, and I must say it’s been instructive.
But we haven't finished the business yet, gentlemen, not by a long chalk—much
remains to be done, dear me, yes! We have won battle honours to emblazon on
our colours, splendid victories, as the envious must concede, but it is imperative
that, for the next war, we introduce some organization. It’s true we have talents
in abundance, what we lack is organization. That must be your ambition, each
and every one of you, to introduce organization. Look gentlemen, say what you
like against the Germans, but they’ve got organization, you can’t begrudge them
that—I've said it before and I'll say it again, if only we had a tiny bit of organi-
zation, the rest would take care of itself —but as it is, organization is what we
lack. There the Germans are ahead of us, you've got to give them that. Certainly
there are some things where we're ahead of them — that certain something, for
instance, our style, that easy-going, devil-may-care je ne sais quoi, no one can
begrudge us that—but when we get ourselves into the soup, the Germans come
along with their organization and —

PRUSSIAN LIEUTENANT (appears in the doorway and calls back over his
shoulder) The Russkis can just hold their horses, they’ll know soon enough
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what’s hit ‘em! (Storms into the room without saluting, goes straight up to the
general, looking him hard in the eye:) So tell me, Excellency, why you Austrians
couldn’t getta grip on this crummy little pass on your own? (Exit.)

GENERAL (stands for some time in a daze) Well, what was—what was all that
about? (Turns to those around him.) You see, gentlemen —what bravado, and
more importantly —what organization!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 28

Headquarters. Cinema. In the front row, the commander in chief, Archduke
Friedrich. Beside him his guest, King Ferdinand of Bulgaria. A Sasha film is
being shown, every image depicting the effect produced by mortars. Smoke can
be seen rising and soldiers falling. The sequence is repeated 14 times over an hour
and a half. The military viewers are giving it their professional attention. Not a
sound can be heard. Only every time the image shows the mortar producing its
effect, there can be heard from the front row the word:

Ka-boom!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 29
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.
OPTIMIST So, in your opinion, what would constitute a hero’s death?
GRUMBLER A chance misfortune.
opTIMIsT Thatwould be a fine thing, if the Fatherland thought like you do!
GRUMBLER That’s what the Fatherland does think.
oPTIMIST What, it calls a hero’s death a misfortune? Pure chance?
GRUMBLER Almost. It calls it a grievous stroke of fate.

opPTIMIST Who does? Where? No list of military casualties ever omits to speak
of soldiers being privileged to die for the Fatherland, and even the humblest pri-
vate individual, who otherwise might well have spoken of a grievous stroke of
fate, will invariably take a certain pride in announcing in simple words that his
son died a hero’s death. Look, here’s an example for instance, in today’s Neue
Freie Presse.

GRUMBLER So Isee. But turn back a few pages. Yes, there. The Chief of the
General Staff Conrad von Hétzendorf thanks the mayor for his condolences
following “the grievous stroke of fate” inflicted on him by the death of his son,
killed in action. That’s how he put it in the obituary as well. You're quite right,
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every little shopkeeper whose son has been killed in action poses as a hero’s
father—as officially prescribed. But the Chief of the General Staff drops the
mask and reverts to the traditional simple sentiment—one justified in this, of
all deaths—using the conventional yet enduring formula. A Bavarian princess
congratulates a relative on his son’s heroic death—on that elevated social plane,
one is almost expected to play the virago. The Chief of our General Staff not
only accepts condolences, but repeatedly bewails the cruelty of fate. The man
who is, after all, rather more closely connected to this fate than all the rest of
them —more than the soldiers who may be on the receiving end, more than
the fathers of the soldiers who can only lament it—the man who may not be its
author, perhaps, but at least its director, and if that’s too much, then let’s say its
stage manager or prompter— this is the man who talks of a grievous stroke of fate.
He speaks the truth, all the others must tell lies. His personal pain helped him es-
cape from obligatory heroism. The others remain its prisoner. They must tell lies.

oPTIMIST No,theydon'ttell lies. People are passionately moved by the hero’s
death, and the nation’s sons feel intoxicated by the prospect of dying on the
field of honour.

GRUMBLER The motherstoo, alas, who might have saved this generation from
such infamy, but have renounced their right to do so.

OPTIMIST Because they were not yet ready for your subversive ideas. And the
Fatherland itself even less so. It’s self-evident that those in charge must think as
patriots. The instance you mentioned is fortuitous. Baron Conrad simply wrote
the conventional phrase. He let something slip—

GRUMBLER Yes, areal feeling.

OPTIMIST In any case, that instance proves nothing. There’s something dif-
ferent I want to show you that is more persuasive, and totally supportive of my
view. Even you will have to acknowledge the evidence —

GRUMBLER For what?

oPTIMIST For the well-nigh miraculous unity, for this solidarity in our com-
munal suffering, with all the social classes competing to—

GRUMBLER Get to the point!

OPTIMIST Here—wait, I must read it out to you, I want to be sure you don’t
miss aword: “An announcement by the War Ministry. The Telegraphic Commu-
nications Bureau reports: The Royal and Imperial War Ministry has declared the
18th August of the current year a special holiday for all personnel employed in
concerns charged with the production and development of munitions and other
essential equipment. The War Ministry takes this opportunity to pay tribute to
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the exceptional devotion to duty and the untiring efforts of all those workers
who, by the fruits of their labour, have helped our incomparably brave troops to
win the sublime victor’s laurels with death-defying courage.” Well?

(The Grumbler remains silent.)

You're at a loss for words, it seems. The Social-Democratic press prints it
under the proud headline: “Recognition for the achievements of the workforce.”
How many of these workers may be unhappy that they only get one day off as a
reward, even if it is the Emperor’s birthday —

GRUMBLER Ifyou say so.

OPTIMIST —instead of having the satisfaction granted them of being relieved
of factory work altogether —

GRUMBLER Justso.

oPTIMIST —and at long last offered the opportunity to take the munitions
they merely produce in the factory and try them out at the front! The stout fel-
lows must be inconsolable that they merely support their fellow countrymen
and class comrades with the fruits of their labour and are not permitted to join
them with their own death-defying courage. The chance to get to the front, the
highest distinction a mortal man can—

GRUMBLER Mortality seems to be the quality most in demand. So it’s your
opinion that being drafted to the front is felt to be the highest reward —felt by
the person so drafted, that is?

OPTIMIST Yes, I do think that.

GRUMBLER That may well be. But do you also think it is bestowed as the high-
est reward?

OPTIMIST I'm sure of it! You seem to be at a loss for words.

GRUMBLER Justso. That’s why I must resort to the text of a public announce-
ment, rather than respond in my own words. I shall read it out to you, I want to
be sure you don’t miss a word.

OoPTIMIST From a newspaper?

GRUMBLER No, it’s unlikely it could be published. All you would see would
be a blanked-out space. But it’s been posted in those factories that benefit from
being under government protection, and have consequently managed to dispel
any unrest in the workforce.

oPTIMIST Butyou've heard how passionately committed the workforce is to
the war effort, and restless at most because it cannot participate in some other
way. When even the War Ministry itself recognizes its dedication —
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GRUMBLER You seem to want to spell out what left me speechless. Rather
let the War Ministry speak for itself: “14th June 1915. It has been brought to the
attention of the War Ministry that the behaviour of workers in a great number
of factories operating under the War Production Law is extremely unsatisfactory
in respect of discipline and morale. Insubordination, insolence, disobedience
towards works managers and foremen, passive resistance, malicious damage of
machinery, unauthorized absenteeism, et cetera, are offences against which even
the instigation of penal proceedings have in many instances proved ineffec-
tive—"

opPTIMIST These people are manifestly impatient to get to the front. This privi-
lege is being withheld from them —

GRUMBLER No, itis being offered to them: “Consequently the War Ministry
is compelled to decree that such cases shall be prosecuted with the full rigour
of the law. The prescribed penalties are severe, and can be made even more so
through appropriate sanctions; moreover the oftender, once convicted, shall
draw no wages while incarcerated, so that conviction in such cases may be taken
to constitute a highly effective deterrent and corrective —"

opTIMIsT Those are indeed severe penalties, and such characters have also
forfeited any prospect of being sent to the front.

GRUMBLER Not quite. “Workers liable for military service who are investi-
gated and identified by due legal process as the ringleaders of such outrages are
no longer to be returned to their workplace after completing their sentence, but
are to be transferred by the military controllers of the factories in question to the
nearest reserve unit with a view to their being drafted to the appropriate troop
formation. On arrival, these persons are to undergo immediate training and to
be assigned to the nearest battalion scheduled for the front. If any worker thus
compulsorily enlisted is classified as suitable only for sentry duties, arrangements
are to be made for him, after the completion of his training, to be assigned to a
sentry squad in or adjacent to the combat zone. Signed, for the War Minister,
by General Schleyer with his own hand.”

(The Optimist is speechless.)

You seem to be at a loss for words. As you see, people who long for the good for-
tune of getting to the front end up instead being sent to the front as punishment.

OPTIMIST Yes—even as a specially severe punishment!

GRUMBLER Yes, indeed —the Fatherland conceives of the opportunity to die
for the Fatherland as punishment, and the most grievous punishment to boot.
For the citizen, it is the highest honour. He wants to die a hero’s death. Instead



226 Actll

of which he is sent for training and assigned to the next battalion scheduled for
the front. He wants to enlist, instead of which he is compulsorily enlisted.

OPTIMIST Ican’tbelieve it—a punishment!

GRUMBLER Thereare various degrees. First, a disciplinary measure, secondly,
a tribunal hearing, thirdly, imprisonment, and fourthly, the most severe form of
penalty: the front. The repeat offenders are sent to the field of honour. The ring-
leaders! Those with a criminal record are sentenced to a hero’s death. A hero’s
death, for the Chief of the General Staff, namely when it is his son who dies, is
a grievous blow of fate; the War Minister calls it a punishment. Both are right—
the one and the other—the first true words spoken in this war.

OPTIMIST Yes, you make it difficult to be an optimist.

GRUMBLER No,that’s notso. After all, I admit that true words are also uttered
in wartime. Especially regarding the main point at issue. I'd almost forgotten
the truest of all.

opPTIMIsT Which is?

GRUMBLER Something that could almost reconcile you to “being compul-
sorily enlisted”, or vengeance for debasing mankind as “human raw material”:
namely, “being activated”, for as long as mobilisation lasts, as a MOB! After
FLAK and KAG and RAG and all the other abominations, one almost welcomes
these amputations of language —and of life. For as long as mobilisation lasts, we
are truly activated as a MOB!

oPTIMIST Your approach drains the colour from every patriotic flag. Is every-
thing a lie, everything prostitution? Where can truth be found?

GRUMBLER With the prostitutes!

Let no one dare deride the memory

of those so often spurned as Fallen Women!
They stood their ground against a greater foe,
the Monstrous Regiment of Men. They fell,
each one alone, the mistress of her fate,

not facing random threats from mere machines
from which you might escape, for they defied
the stormtroops of implacable repression.
They are the Fallen. So let’s honour those
heroic victims of the field of honour

who served the greater motherland of Nature!

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 30
Somewhere on the shores of the Adriatic. In the hangar of a seaplane squadron.

ALICE SCHALEK (enters and looks around) Of all the problems of this war,
that of individual bravery interests me most. Even before the war began I often
pondered the nature of heroism, for I had met men aplenty who put their lives
on the line—American cowboys, pioneering explorers in the jungles and prime-
val forests, missionaries in the desert. But they usually looked like you imagine
heroes look, every muscle taut as if forged of steel. How different the heroes you
are faced with now in the World War. They’re people with a liking for the most
harmless jokes, who secretly dream of hot chocolate with cream on top, and then
tell you now and again of their experiences, which are among the most amazing
the world has ever seen. And yet! —The War Press Bureau is now quartered on
an empty steamship lying at anchor in a bay. In the evening a big dinner, music
and wild goings-on; shut your eyes, and you could imagine yourself back in the
old days at some jolly revel in the mess. Well, 'm dying to find out how the sub-
lieutenant of this frigate —ah, here he is! (The sub-lieutenant of the frigate has
entered.) I haven’t much time, so keep it brief. You are a bombardier, so, what
do you feel when you're dropping bombs?

SUB-LIEUTENANT OF FRIGATE Usually we circle the enemy coast for half
an hour or so, drop a few bombs on the military targets, watch them explode,
photograph the fireworks, and then return to base.

sCHALEK Have you ever been in mortal danger?

SUB-LIEUTENANT Yes.

scHALEK Whatdid you feel?

SUB-LIEUTENANT Whatdid I feel?

SCHALEK (aside) He looks at me closely and somewhat askance, weighing up
subconsciously how I can be expected to understand what is still in a state of
turmoil in his mind. (To him) We noncombatants labour under such stereotyped
concepts as courage and cowardice that the frontline officer must always suspect
we have no ear for the infinite multitude of nuances continually changing and
shaping his feelings. That’s my guess—am I right?

SUB-LIEUTENANT What? Youre a noncombatant?

sCHALEK Don'ttake offence at that. You are a combatant and I would like to
know how it feels. And above all, what it feels like afterwards.
SUB-LIEUTENANT Well, it’s strange—it’s like being a king who suddenly

turns into a beggar. You know, you almost do feel like a king, soaring at such an
inaccessible height, high above an enemy town. There they are, down below,
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defenceless—at our mercy. No one can run away, no one can save himself or
take cover. You've got power over everything and everyone. There’s something
majestic in that, it puts everything else in the shade, Nero must have felt some-
thing similar.

SCHALEK I can understand your feelings. Have you ever bombed Venice?
What's this, you've got scruples? Let me tell you something. The problem of
Venice is one that needs pondering long and hard. When we entered this war,
we were full of romantic ideas—

SUB-LIEUTENANT Who was?

SCHALEK We were. Our intention was to wage war chivalrously. Slowly
and after painful object lessons we’ve cured ourselves of that habit. Which of
us, only a year ago, would not have been horrified at the possibility of bombs
being dropped on Venice! But now? Just the opposite! When they shoot at our
soldiers from Venice, then our soldiers have to shoot back at Venice, calmly,
openly and without sentiment. The problem will only become an acute one
when England —

SUB-LIEUTENANT Do I need telling? Put your mind at rest, I've bombed
Venice.

SCHALEK Bravo!

SUB-LIEUTENANT In peacetime I used to head for Venice all the time, I
loved it dearly. But when I bombed it from above —no, I didn't feel the slightest
flicker of false sentimentality. And then we all flew happily back to base. It was
our finest hour—a day to be proud of!

sCHALEK That’sall I need to hear. Now your comrade is waiting for me in his
submarine. I hope he proves as valiant as you! (Exit.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 31
In a U-boat that has just surfaced.
MATE Here they comel!

OFFICER Submerge again fast!—No, too late.

(Enter the journalists of the War Press Bureau, led by Alice Schalek.)
Gentlemen, yours are the first faces we've seen. It’s a strange feeling being back
in daylight.

JOURNALISTS Well, tell us, what’s it like down there—?

oFFIceR Terrible. But up here—
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JOURNALISTS Give us details.
offricer He'll give you them, the mate—

JOURNALISTS The maid? Schalek? Why only her? What about us? (After
clearing up this misunderstanding, the journalists descend on the mate.) So, are
those the torpedo tubes?

MATE No, theyre the potash cartridges for breathing through in emergencies.
JOURNALISTS Aren't those the diesel motors?

MATE No, theyre water tanks.

OFFICER (turns to Alice Schalek) You haven't said a word yet?

ALICE SCHALEK IfeelasifI'dlost the power of speech. Permit me to touch
on something that’s puzzling me. What I'd like to know is what you felt when
you plunged this colossus with so many men in its belly down towards a silent
watery grave.

OFFICER At first I felt over the moon—

scHALEK That’s all I need. Now I'm quite sure of one thing: The Adriatic is
ours forever!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 32
A factory requisitioned under the emergency regulations of the War Powers Act.

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Put’em in chains, flog 'em, lock 'em up, and if all
else fails, compulsory enlistment for front-line service —there’s nothing else we
can do, that’s the lot. Our hands are tied.

FACTORY OWNER (with a dog whip dangling from his wrist) As far as pos-
sible, I try kindness. (He points to the dog whip.) But I'm at a loss to know what
to do if these snivelling trades unionists keep on stirring up trouble —agitating
for negotiations about the workers’ terms of employment, complaining about
the food —how are we expected to keep going with all their claims about legal
status and working conditions and the changes to workers’ rights in wartime —

MILITARY SUPERVISOR You'e telling me! Compulsory enlistment for ‘em,
and if possible for their union representatives too. As it is, we've wrung all we can
from the War Production Act and the Army Reserve Act. No one can reproach
us of negligence on that score. Best of all was the business in August 1914 with
the blacksmiths and mechanics. In the morning they were still earning their
6 crowns for piecework, at midday the recruiting sergeant told them straight out:
you're in the army now, and behold, without a hitch, by the afternoon they were
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doing the same work at the same workplace —for soldiers’ pay. Complaints? Not
a dicky-bird. But if you ask me, there’s no need for any recruiting sergeant—

FACTORY OWNER Oh ho!

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Imean, whatwe did at the Service Corps Depotin
Klosterneuburg should have been done everywhere. I simply told 'em, you're in
the army now, so you're only entitled to soldiers pay.

FACTORY OWNER Ah ha!

MILITARY SUPERVISOR One day they complained about rough treatment
or what have you. I had them report to me and asked them who'd put them up
to it. The fellow replies: “We’re organized workers and we asked our unions for
advice, and they sent us two representatives”! All right, then, I say, let’s send for
these gentlemen and they can join you and do some work instead of stirring up
trouble. At that the fellow says: “We’re organized workers doing our duty for the
Fatherland, but we also look to our union for protection.” [ —

FACTORY OWNER The dog whip—nothing else works! So, Lieutenant, what
did you—

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Whatdid I do? Traitors, the lot of you, I told 'em,
and in case you feel like complaining again in future, 30 days confined to bar-
racks, and that’s final! Case dismissed!

FACTORY OWNER So lenient! I'm amazed! It was high treason!

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Well, you know, one mustn’t overdo it. The sad
thing is, the civil courts still support the blighters.

FACTORY OWNER I know of such a case. At Lenz’s steelworks, in Traisen,
where the fellows were getting paid 25 crowns a week as it is, two of them sued
to get that overturned because the rate had originally been 44. The district court
found against Lenz. You should have seen the smile on the faces of those two
rascals as they left the courtroom!—

MILITARY SUPERVISOR lknow the case —two policemen carted them back
to the factory. The military supervisor there, a mate of mine, lands them with
10 days confined to quarters—and back to work. What a shining pillar of the
state those courts are, I must say! Fortunately Lenz is the mayor, so he can have
people detained on his say-so. That’s what he did with those women workers,
had patrols pick 'em up on Christmas Day, off to the workplace and then into
detention.

FACTORY OWNER They complained about me once to the union because
of “ill-treatment” and inadequate wages. I ask you—38 to 60 cents an hour!
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WEell, I sent for one of the ringleaders and said: You put in a complaint, but you
know what this dog whip is for? And I brandish it. Up chirps the fellow: “We
aren’t dogs.” So I just point to my gun holster and say: “For you, I've a revolver
too.” He starts banging on about— “human dignity” or something. Anyway, the
fellow really did manage in the end to get the complaints board to say the pay
was too low!

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Butof course he was immediately—

FACTORY OWNER Of course, compulsorily enlisted. Your predecessor was
very obliging in that respect. There was another one who complained about too
low pay, I had "im flogged and your predecessor slapped on three weeks in the
cooler.

MILITARY SUPERVISOR I'll give you no cause for complaint either, you'll
see. Those fellows should be glad they’re not working in a mine, that’s all I say.

FACTORY OWNER [ know. The military command in Leitmeritz made it a
lot easier for the mine owners. The workers are simply reminded they took their
oath on the articles of war, so complaining can in certain circumstances be in-
terpreted as mutiny, in which case the instigators and ringleaders can be sum-
marily court-martialled and condemned to death. Ah yes, the mine owners—

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Attheanthracite cooperative in Eibiswald in Styria
they have to work Sunday shifts, there’s no restaurant or café open after 8 pm.
What’s more, during five days in detention they have to serve three on bread
and water. They're taken under escort from the pit straight to the communal de-
tention centre, and that’s a fair distance. In Ostrava they started flogging right
from the start of the war, systematically! On a bench in the police station, held
down by two soldiers. The fellow got another thrashing after he squealed to his
union rep. Anyone who complains— compulsorily enlisted, even if they’ve no
military training. That’s how to treat ‘'em!

FACTORY OWNER (sighing) The mine owners have it made! They can keep
going!

MILITARY SUPERVISOR Yes, but nowadays you other employers aren’t
exactly unprotected either. The foremen see to that! They know how to give a
good clip round the ear. Six hours daily in handcuffs, that’s what I always hand
out to those in detention. And when they’re marched straight from the factory
through the streets at the point of a bayonet—that sets the right example! No
shower beforehand, their head shaved once they’re brought in, even if it’s only
a24-hour stretch, the cost of food deducted from their wages—even if they only
have to go from Floridsdorf to Josefstadt to report, that’s half a day’s pay gone,
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without even counting the lost wages when they’re detained, and such like, and
then, to top it all —if only for the more serious cases — compulsorily enlisted! So
you see, none of the employers ever had anything to complain about!

FACTORY OWNER Listen, you won't find me complaining. It’s well known
I don’t bother the military authorities except in an emergency. I prefer to take
care of things myself. What I say is: as long as kindness does the trick— (he points
to his dog whip.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 33

Room in Hofrat Schwarz-Gelber’s house. Late evening. Enter Hofrat and
Hofritin Schwarz-Gelber.

HIM (breathing heavily) Thank God, sound the trumpets, made it—aah—
HER Whata drama, playing the martyr.
HiM That's the last time —rest assured — the last time!

HER And the last time for me, too—with you! You can bet your life on that!
(She begins to get undressed. He sinks into an armchair, rests his head in his
hands, jumps up again and paces around the room.)

HIM Why— please tell me —the one thing I want to know: why oh why did God
curse me with you—why did it have to be me that has to live this life?—why
couldn’t it have been someone else?!—I've strained every sinew from dawn to
dusk—for you—you're killing me with your war welfare —your charity commit-
tees and branch offices and all the rest of it, concerts and sewing-bees and tea
salons and twiddling your thumbs at meetings, and hospitals, day after day hos-
pitals—God, what sort of life is that!—(going over to her aggressively) what—
what more do you want from me —isn't it ever enough—I—I—I'm not a well
man—I'm not—in good health—

HER (screeching) Why are you kvetching at me? Me force you? It’s you who are
forcing me! If only I'd a single day’s rest from you!—I—didn’t I have to schlep
you up and down till they said: give us a break—and made you vice president!
You think theyre queuing up for you? It’s me you have to thank for it—if T hadn’t
been hanging on to Professor Exner’s coattails the whole time —God, how I
had to twist his arm —I'll tell you what you are! An idealist, that’s what you are!
You think you’d have got where you are today any other way! Which what way?
Your handsome mug, eh? Your oily smarm, perhaps? Just so you know, it’s me
you have to thank for your whole career, me, me, me — Liharzik is dead —you
could be today where he was, you could be anywhere —but you're a dishrag!
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You, of all people, you're handed things on a plate—1I give you a push and you
don’t budge an inch—you dream your pipe dreams but you haven’t got the
chutzpah to nail it!

HIM For God’s sake, lay off—shut your gob—with my social status—I'm risk-
ing enough—

HER Don’tgive me thatshtick about status, we’ve gotta get moving. Your status-
matus! Who d’ya think you are? I made all the running for your status! I did the
legwork! Was it for my own sake? Was it for my sake I ran from pillar to post?
Get real!

HiM What else?

HER O, stop kvetching I can’t stand the sight of you! You know it’s all baloney.
My God, you hounded me to be in one place one day and somewhere else the
next—always hassling me — if Griinfeld was giving a piano recital, I had to make
aspeech—the things I had to put up with—1I didn’t know whether I was coming
or going, was it a meeting at Countess Berchtold’s or tea with Countess Bienerth;
I thought the flower parade was for promoting sponsorship rather than in aid of
the refugees, then there was that Korngold premiere, and a constant stream of
funerals and prize races, the Iron Warrior and his Shield, and when they sug-
gested a presentation war goblet, you were thrilled right away, in all these years
I've never seen you like that before, you insisted on being involved from the start,
said it wouldn't work without you, I said leave me out of it, but no, you hounded
me, you literally pushed me to go to all those teas and committees, you tortured
me over laurels for our heroes, so I went chasing all round the shop, nothing but
charity events, in aid of this, in aid of that, in aid of who else, I ask you, but you?
Give me a break! And when I think back on today—God —traipsing from one
hospital to the next—all for what? All for what? Ingratitude!

HIM For Heaven's sake, now you stop kvetching! To hear you talk, anyone would
wonder if you know what it means to love thy neighbour. It makes me puke —

HER It makes you puke! Can I help it if they overlooked you today? I swear to
you, I schmoozed the War Welfare commissioner, I told him, when they come,
he should see to it that we get places right at the front, since we were unlucky
last time, at the last minute I gave him another nudge, he knows I've got some
pull with Hirsch—he hasn’t mentioned him in the Neue Freie Presse for some
time —I did everything possible, I was standing almost next to Princess Blanka
when she told the blind man it was for the Fatherland —and you want to take
your rage out on me! s it my fault Angelo Eisner plonked himself in front of
us at the last minute and we couldn’t see a thing for his bulk? You're out of luck
because he’s bigger, but I'm the one who has to carry the can! You blame me —
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me — but I—I—you know what you are —you know what you are —me —a Bar-
dach, from one of the best families (screeching) —I'm far too good for a creature
like you (she throws her corset at him)—you—you nobody —you wally!

HIM (rushes at her and grabs her) You—you—don’t get me worked up—don’t
get me worked up, I tell you—I won’t answer for myself—if I lay my hands
on you—what—what—what do you want from me —you scumbag —you want
nothing for yourself ?— Your ambition will be the death of me! If you'd had chil-
dren you'd have had something else to think about—look at me —the grey hairs
are because of you (sobbing) —I—I—Iwent to see Hochsinger —it’s my heart—
it’s no longer — what it should be —that’s your fault — (bellowing) now you'll hear
the truth—for you can’t even claim to be—another Flora Dub!—the fortune
I'd need to keep you in hats—where am I—supposed to get the readies—what
more do you want from me —

HER (in a paroxysm of rage) Flora—Dub!—You have the nerve—me, in the
same breath—with Flora—me and Dub!—me—a Bardach by birth! You know
what you are —a pushy, ambitious little creep! Risen from the gutter! Green with
envy! And a face black as thunder if you happen to be overlooked! Whenever you
think of Eisner, you toss and turn in your sleep! Is it my fault he’s an aristocrat?
Why don't you go to Fiirstenberg and get him to adopt you!

HIM (softening) Ida—what have I done to you—look—let me speak—seri-
ously—look—what am [ —Hofrat—me —ludicrous—a Jew is what [ am!— (He
sinks, sobbing, into the armchair.)—How do I put up with it! —Is that—is that—
a way to live—always at the back—right at the back—behind all the others—
having to depend on Hirsch— the last time we —the last price-raising—I mean
prize-racing—they didn’t—even—notice us— (becoming calmer)—1 even
pushed you forward — Countess Wydenbruck noticed — commented on it—and
today—scandal!— people talking—I'm finished — Spitzy laughed —

HER Let Spitzy go hang! What’s he got to laugh about! Spitzy only got where he
is because of the World War. Before that, his name never appeared in the papers.
But now? Every page, day in, day out, they fawn on Spitzy — it makes you puke!
HIM Von Spitzy! Surely he hasn’t been enobled —that’d be the last straw!
HER It’s enough to make you spit!

HIM He wants to be one of those twits.

HER Waiting for Spitzy! My gut feeling is he fancies he’s Spitzer.

HIM Give the man a medal —if it fits!

HER Isaid as much to the commissioner. Can’t do a thing, he says, that’s typical
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Vienna for you, he says. Look, he says, Spitzy—scuse me!—has got the press in
his pocket, and besides, he helps with the provision of artificial limbs.

HIM That commissioner—I could tell you a thing or two about him!
HER For me he’s a pain in the neck.

HIM The contrast between the Gartenbau today, a military hospital, and when
the war began —what a change of tune! When I think back to the Battle of Lem-
berg, you remember, when the Neue Freie Presse celebrated its jubilee, Mayor
Weiskirchner sent his congratulations, only the other day I was telling Professor
Sieghart—

HER You, telling Sieghart?

HIM You—you don’t remember—me talking to Sieghart? No one in the world
would believe you!—Everyone saw it!—You don’t remember? How he came
over to ask us to go on the subcommittee for support groups—you must remem-
ber, he had the idea of fund-raising for “Caviar for the People”, actually the idea
came from that poet Kulka—anyway, I said to Sieghart, Excellency, I said, I
don’t much care for the commissioner, I don’t care for the head of the clinic,
and I don't care for all that worthless crew. He doesn’t reply, but I can see he’s
thinking it over. I say to him, Excellency, the situation is much too grave. Well,
all I can tell you is, he didn’t say no. What’s behind it, I ask. He shrugs and says,
“There’s a war on.” That told me all I needed to know. Now all [ need —

HER If you hadn’t just stood there like a wally at the constituent assembly for
the Valhalla Association, the whole thing would have been settled already.

HIM Excuse me, but that’s just the sort of occasion where I try to avoid being
conspicuous. Everyone was sticking their neck out when the fellow from the
Wilhelm Press Agency turned up—

HER And I was signalling to you to do the same!

HIM No, Itell you. You should know me better than that! It can’t be done in the
public eye, so pin your ears back. Eisner, you wait and see, is capable of going up
to see them one fine day and wangling it. But I've made up my mind —I'm just
waiting for— the next opportunity —I could really get him into hot water —don't
tell anyone, but he let drop a derogatory remark about Hirsch!

HER Hold on, don’tstir up trouble! Don’t get mixed up in anything! I could do
the same, but I've always held back, Flora Dub said things about Alice Schalek—
said she throws her weight around during the battle, and things like that—1I
could drop a hint to General Odelga’s wife, I reckon she’ll be at the tea in aid of
the invalids on Sunday—listen to me, Sigmund —don’t be so neurotic —you're
overstressed —I tell you, we’ll get there in the end! Pull yourself together—I bet
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you Friday is our big chance —surely you remember, the afternoon tea for our
prisoners in Eastern Siberia. No listen, wait, even better— Saturday, the one
for the German warriors! You'll see, you'll hit the jackpot! If not at one, at the
other. Guaranteed! There’s no way we're putting it off until the cabaret for the
Navy League! Go and show them what you're made of! Take a leaf from Haas’s
book—Baron Haas!—him, not her—he’s only a goy, but what chutzpah!—I'm
telling you! Now it’s make or break. Just don’t go acting the dummy on me again,
do you hear! All they’re waiting for is for you to open your mouth. As I live and
breathe—I can’t help feeling we're already on the list as it is—

HIM You really think so—wouldn’t that be—it’s been a long, hard slog—too
long —but what makes you think—?

HER Not just think—I know! You think it’s hopeless. I say, nothing’s hopeless!
You've always been a pessimist about this war. I can't tell you the whole story,
but as you know, that Frankl-Singer woman on the Sonn-und Montagszeitung
is a close friend of Frau Lubomirska, my lips are sealed. You should have seen
Dub’s face when she saw me talking to her. How shall I put it, she was throwing
a fit. Even Siegfried Lowy was nodding his head, so it was all as clear as daylight
to me. It could be one of my greatest achievements if it comes off. Only, the
sponsors of the soup kitchens mustn’t hear about it or the good ladies will blow
their top—according to Polacco. Even today I had a feeling, it can’t be long now.
You remember the commotion —when they all descended on that soldier on his
deathbed —you know, the one who was kicking up a fuss because he thought
his mother was downstairs but they wouldn’t let her come up, against the regu-
lations, Hirsch even said his heroism will live on in the annals of history, he’ll
headline it in the press—that’s when I had the feeling—when they were all
gathered there —I was paying particular attention, I looked and quite distinctly
saw the Lady-in-Waiting looking over at us, believe me, everyone was point-
ing us out—I wanted to catch your eye—but I had to keep watching that tall
gentleman, in case he comes by—and then they started discussing again—just
as Hirsch was making notes on the atmosphere, they were discussing the concert
for the widows and orphans—that’s when I had the feeling again—I can’t help
it— (close to him, hissing) if only you don't become a shrinking violet! —now’s
not the time!—any other time, fine, but for God’s sake, not now!

HIM (ponders a while, then resolutely) What’s on tomorrow?
HER (hurriedly sorts out invitations) Vienna aids Ortelsburg—that’s a drag,
we'd better go, but we don't really have to. Afternoon tea for the Injured at

Thury’s, pointless, but can do no harm. Constituent assembly of the executive
committee for the Sausage Day in aid of convalescent Tyrolean Chasseurs—I
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have to do that one, I'm their patroness. But wait a minute, here we are, War
Welfare Bureau, musical tea, Fritz Werner will sing, I'm sure to get to talk to
him, he really has influence —

HIM Says you!
HER I'm telling you, he has!
HIM Influence, ludicrous—

HER Oh yeah? Well, the big chief has just asked for his portrait. He’s a great
admirer. He’s been to see Blood of the Hussars at least 5o times.

HIM He’s just a nodding acquaintance, no more.

HER Soyouknow better! All right, then, let’s assume Fritz Werner has no influ-
ence, what about—listen —what about Spitzer? Even if I don't set great store by
people in general, I do rate Spitzer! Just look at the way they all show off when
he turns up! Spitzer is the one who counts these days, people talk of nothing but
Spitzer’s career! I tell you, we must strike while the iron’s hot, while we can still
turn it into gold! No dithering now! Listen to what I'm saying—what’s this all
for otherwise —pull yourself together, be a man! Make people like you! What
is there to think about? You've always managed it before, why not now? So, grit
your teeth and see it through to the end!

HIM (holding his head in his hands) It all flitted past so quickly today. Couldn’t
cope—not a hope! I wasn’t in good fettle today. I felt something was wrong
straight away. From the very start I noticed they took no notice of us, and at the
end when they did notice us, I was too distracted to notice. I tell you, it’s my
heart—Hochsinger insists I should take it easy. Take it easy, he says, take it really
easy. But how can I—my God —go on, tell me, what were they all actually say-
ing to Spitzer when he —

HER o Spitzer? But that wasn't today! That was Sunday!

HIM For Heaven'’s sake —the cross I have to bear— Sunday—my head’s swim-
ming—all right, then—it would have been worse if I'd forgotten to speak to
Sieghart, God forbid! So how, or what—anyway, tell me —about Spitzer, | want
to know—

HER Sunday? Well, they were within a hair’s breadth of the commissioner —1I
was quite sure—how could you doubt it? Listen, it was staring you in the face!
If that beanstalk of a nurse hadn’t poked her nose in, you know, the one with the
weird idea of nursing all day long, everyone knows how unbalanced she is, just as
I'was about to go over to the bed, damn it, she shows up, I was only a step away —

HIM Wait a second! That was—wait—where were they standing? Wasn’t that
when they were talking about launching a new appeal —I remember, a Garde-
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nia Day or something along those lines, and they decided in aid of Viennese
Fashion in the Home, or—

HER Exactly, Trebitsch even said he’d given 1,000 crowns anonymously —

HIM Pompous ass, everyone says so, now he’s posing as an intimate friend of
Reitzes—you see, I've got it now, wait a second, of course I know! Don't inter-
rupt me, there was also, it’s coming back to me, there was also talk of taking shots
in the hospital for the Sascha Film Company, that too makes me want to puke,
soyou see, I do remember! But one thing—where were they standing? The situa-
tion—we didn’t get through, that I know —we were forced back—

HER You don’t remember? I can see it now! At the bedside of the soldier—
HIM At his bedside —the one with his mother?

HER Come on, that was today!

HIM Wait a minute —the blind one!

HER Princess Blanka’s blind soldier? That was today!

HIM But when Archduke Salvator —

HER Salvator’s blind one—that was on Tuesday in the Polyclinic! The blind
soldier, I can see the whole scene now! You remember— Hirsch had his note-
book out—

HIM Excuse me, but that was while they were serving refreshments at the rail-
way reception! When that divorcée, Lobl-Speiser, pushed in front of us—

HER Just the opposite, things were looking really good, if you'd only followed
my advice and latched on to Stiassny.

HIM Stiassny? But that was at the Iron Warrior! You see, now you're mixing
things up!

HER (raising her voice) Me, mix things up! You're mixing things up! The Iron
Wiarrior? Who's interested in the Iron Warrior these days?

HIM Waita minute, then —at the bed of —why all these riddles, tell me the sol-
dier’s name and be done with it.

HER Not after all that! Now you see how far you'd get if it wasn't for me and
my memory —

HIM You and your memory! What good is your memory to me! Bah—it’s a
dog’s breakfast!

HER You're tormenting me—here’s me run off my feet—and I have to help
you remember as well!

HIM Stop shouting—TI'll throw it all up—I'm not going tomorrow—you can
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go to your soup kitchen by yourself—I've had it up to here—to hell with the
whole war! —that’s all we needed —as if there wasn’t enough running around as
it is—get out of my sight! —my patience is snapping! —as far as I'm concerned,
you can go—

HER (screeching) You're kvetching because you've no memory! You don't re-
member who you say good-day to! You say good-day to people you don’t need
to, and when you do need to, you don't! Every time we walk along the Graben I
have to keep prodding you! The work I've done for you—you—you know what
you are without me? Without me, you're a social nobody—you're a nerd!

HIM (covering his ears, eyes raised to the ceiling) Don’t be so vulgar—! (After a
pause, during which he walks up and down.) So would you now be so kind? —
Have you calmed down? So tell me then—

HER No, why should I—Sunday—they’re all gathered round the bed—I go
forward —they're all—

HIM Wait! Let me finish—they’re all in the staff room —

HER (screeching) You're tearing my heart out—as if you can't count up to
three —I'm run off my feet—from pillar to post—

HIM And I am grateful. I know it’s not easy.

HER Enough already! Don’t keep nagging me —you’ve got the message at last
and can stop asking me questions—I'm the one who'’s right, not you—I've al-
ready told you, they noticed us on Sunday—when they were gathered around

the bed—
HIM Wot-d’ya-mean! Around the bed?—surely you're imagining that—

HER As I live and breathe! At the bed of the soldier when the head doctor
showed us everything—

HIM Ah—now I remember! Why didn’t you say so right away? The one who'd
lost his feet from frostbite?

HER Yeah—and won a medal for bravery!
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Scene 1

Vienna. At the corner where the Kéirntnerstrasse meets the Ring and people take
their evening stroll. Masked figures and spectral apparitions all want to be part
of the action. Romania has just entered the war on the side of the Entente.

FIRST NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Venice bombarded!
Eye-talians routed!

FIRST ARMY PROFITEER You should've read the Evening Edition, it leaves
no room for doubt.

SECOND ARMY PROFITEER Itwasan authentic report?

SECOND NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—!100,000 Eye-talians
killed!

FIRST ARMY PROFITEER I'm telling you: Kramer is to give guest perfor-
mances in Marienbad from the first of the month —verbatim.

THIRD NEWSPAPER VENDOR Kragujevac conquered!

SECOND ARMY PROFITEER Thank God for that. Means my wife will be
staying away a bit longer.

FIRST ARMY PROFITEER Your lovely lady?

FOURTH NEWSPAPER VENDOR Tagblatt, second edi-shun! German com-
muniqué!

FIRST OFFICER (fo three others) Evening Nowotny, evening Pokorny, evening

Powolny —the very man! You know all about politics. Come on, tell us, what
d’ya say to Romania?

SECOND OFFICER (withwalkingstick) Y'know, I'say it’s just the same as with
Italy—treachery!

THIRD OFFICER Yep—that’s spot-on.

FOURTH OFFICER Absolutely—Iwas ata bash in the mess last night—1!D’ya
see the latest Schonpflug cartoon? Fantabulous!

YOUNG GIRL FEightthousand Russians for 10 cents!

240
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GIRL (waggling her hips, under her breath) Great Eye-talian fig-tree!
WOMAN (face bright red, comes running) Venice bombasted!

THIRD OFFICER What’s she shouting? Venice —?

SECOND OFFICER Gave meashock, that—did it give you a shock too? —but
it's not our Venice in the Prater, it’s only the other one.

THIRD OFFICER Ah.

FOURTH OFFICER Go on, did you think our own lot—

SECOND OFFICER No, I thought maybe Italian planes, well, why not—

FIRST OFFICER Don’t be so lily-livered! Yesterday I got a postcard from the
front, what d’ya say to that!

SECOND OFFICER From Fallota, I bet!

THIRD OFFICER What's friend Fallota up to, d’ya know? Still the philoso-
pher? Or has he seen a bit of real life by now? I must say, I see a lot of life these
days in the War Ministry.

(Enter two devotees of the Reichspost.)

FIRST DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST We've already come to terms with
the demands made on us by the God of War. We’ve managed to bear those bur-
dens so far, and are firmly resolved to go on bearing them, with a will, through
to a successful conclusion.

SECOND DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST 'The war also bestows blessings.
It inculcates its lessons with vigour, licking the nations into shape with an iron
rod.

FIRST DEVOTEE 'The war dispenses benefits too, it awakens man’s noblest
virtues, wresting Promethean energies of light and fire from the heavens.
SECOND DEVOTEE The war truly bestows life and light, it is mighty in its ad-
monishments, a harbinger of truth and well of knowledge.

FIRST DEVOTEE Whatawealth of virtues this war has already revived, virtues
we thought sunk in the mire of materialism and egoism that defines our age.

SECOND DEVOTEE Have you already signed the war-loan pledge?
FIRST DEVOTEE Have you?

BOTH TOGETHER We've already come to terms with the demands made on
us by the God of War. (Exeunt.)

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER TO THE NEUE FREIE PRESSE (lTl conversation
with the oldest subscriber) That’s interesting: today’s Presse says tomorrow’s edi-
tion of the official Hungarian Gazette will announce the conferment of the title
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royal counsellor on the chief clerk of Ignaz & Son in Budapest, Emil Morgen-
stern.

OLDEST SUBSCRIBER Amazing news! (Exeunt.)

CRIPPLE (two stumps and open-mouthed, one hand holding shoelaces, the
other newspapers, in a hollow staccato) Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Half of Serrbia
totally conquered!

THIRD OFFICER Serbia totally—?

POLDI FESCH (to a companion) | was planning to go out partying with the
Sascha Film people tonight, but— (exit.)

FOURTH OFFICER That’s nothing, didn’t you hear, 100,000 dead Eyeties
taken prisoner! (Two disabled war veterans hobble past.)

SECOND OFFICER Nothingbutdraft dodgers wherever you look. Makes you
almost ashamed to be in Vienna.

(Older age group of conscripts march past, singing “In der Heimat, in der Heimat
da gibt’s ein Wiedersehn” —)

THIRD OFFICER Know what, let’s go along to Hopfner’s!
FOURTH OFFICER It’s dead today. Always the same tarts—

FIRST OFFICER (leaving) Romania, y’know—that’s no joke —know what I
think, though, we can count on the Germans to— (exit.)

FIFTH NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Fig-tree on all fronts!
Romanians advancing!
"7

cABBY's VOICE “There’sawar on, it'll cost you 10 times that
(Change of scene.)

Scene 2
In front of our artillery positions.

ALICE SCHALEK Isn’t that one of our unsung heroes, the common man at
the front? He'll be able to tell me in simple words what the psychology of war
is. His job is to pull the string that ignites the fuse on the firing pin of the mor-
tar— ostensibly a simple task, and yet, what incalculable consequences for the
arrogant enemy and for the Fatherland are attached to this crucial moment! Is
he conscious of that? And can he rise to the occasion, spiritually? Admittedly,
all those sitting comfortably back home know about fuses is that they sometimes
blow out, nor do they have any conception of what heroic possibilities the com-
mon man at the front, the very one who ignites the fuse on a mortar— (she turns
to a gunner.) So tell me, what do you feel when you pull that string?
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(The gunner looks puzzled.)

Well, what insights does it give you? Look, as an example of the common man,
one of our unsung heroes, you surely must—

(The gunner is struck dumb.)

I mean, what are you thinking when you fire the mortar, you must be thinking
something, so what is it you're thinking?

GUNNER (after a pause, during which he sizes Schalek up) Damn all!

ALICE SCHALEK (turning away in disappointment) Call that an example
of the common man! He will remain unsung! (She continues along the front.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 3

On the Isonzo front. A command post.
Enter Lieutenants Fallota and Beinsteller.

FALLOTA (eating) Y'know, I just picked up this crumpet, wanna share?
BEINSTELLER (takesit) Hump it, eh? Good for you. Still up for it!

FALLOTA Y’know, say what you like, but our lot really do look after art— make
sure nothing happens to things worth seeing—monuments and curiosities and
what have you. I was just reading in the Deutsches Volksblatt—look, here itis—a
report from the War Press Bureau: The Italian and French papers are spread-
ing the tendentious falsehood that our troops and the German troops in the
occupied parts of Russia are turning Greek-orthox —ordox sanctuaries, such as
churches and monasteries, into restaurants, cafés, and cinemas. This assertion is
a wiltul fictitious libel. It is a truth universally acknowledged that our troops—
and the same holds true for our allies—always treat churches and monasteries
on enemy territory with the greatest piety. In our army, the respect due to places
devoted to religion is an irrefutable fact, one that none of our soldiers has vio-
lated, even in this war. — So there you have it, in black and white.

BEINSTELLER Justshows you, the lies people tell in wartime.

FALLOTA Y’know,Icanvouch for that, I was once myself in a cinema in Russia
that had previously been a church—and I tell you, you couldn’t see the slightest
trace of any devastation —impleccable!

BEINSTELLER Sure, there were a few Jewish cemeteries—I saw them my-
self—all a bit of a shambles, and the gravestones they’d helped themselves to.
But what we did in Greece to the orthodox sanctuaries, I wasn't there, so I can’t

say.
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FALLOTA Y’know, it would be a fine thing if everyone were as crapulous when
it comes to works of art. I read in the paper, look, here it is, in the Journal de
Geneve, the lead article —

BEINSTELLER Farticle. (Laughter.)

FALLOTA —callsforall Swiss citizens to sign a petition to His Majesty, appeal-
ing to his benevolence and magnanimity, to vouchsate protection for works of —

BEINSTELLER arty farty. (Laughter.)

FALLOTA —works of art in Italian territory occupied by the Central Powers.
Then comes an editorial comment—look at this, superb!—: “Such petitions
may be justified when the Entente occupies territory. When we do, they are
superfluous. For we are a civilized people.”

BEINSTELLER Of course we're a civilized people, but what good does it do—
we tell them a hundred times, but still they moan that we’re the barbarians.

FALLOTA Yknow, we'll soon knock it into their heads. When we stroll into
Venice!

BEINSTELLER (sings)

As victors into Venice we go,

The statues and pictures make quite a show.

The pretty pictures we’ll use for ignition,

When it rains we’ll sit under a Titian.

Wham! Bang! Kaboom! Grenades! Perdition!
FALLOTA Where d’ ya dig that up?! That’s quite a song—

BEINSTELLER Don’tyouknow it? That’s the battle song the volunteers sing in
the Imperial Rifles. There are lots more verses, they get better and better, I have
it somewhere, I'll write it out for you.

FALLOTA ['ve one for you, too. The Macaroni March—know it?

BEINSTELLER [I'veheard ofit, in the Austro-Hungarian 10th Army’s War Jour-
nal, including the music —but unfortunately that issue’s out of print.

FALLOTA No problem, I know it by heart, listen. Y’know what “tzing” and
“pang pang” signify?

BEINSTELLER Sure, those are the sounds a repeating rifle makes—
FALLOTA OK, and “takka takka”?

BEINSTELLER That’s the report from a Mannlicher Mgs.

FALLOTA Allright, I see you're in the picture —so listen:
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Takka takka, pang pang, tzing, how we made those bullets sing!
Takka takka, pang pang, tzing, how we made those bullets sing!
The cowardly wops we shot stone dead,

The others turned around and fled.

Takka takka, pang pang, tzing, how we made those bullets sing!

Macaroni’s off the menu,
The battlefield’s our only venue.
Takka takka —

D’Annunzio and friend Sonnino,
Drown ’em in a vat of vino.

Takka takka—

Emmanuel, no Victor he,
His number’s up, for treachery.

Takka takka —
We'll thrash you till you howl and shriek

To punish your infernal cheek.
Takka takka—

Trieste’s ours, hands off! or you
Will end up beaten black and blue.
Takka takka—

The Tyrolean mountainside
Is also where we’ll tan your hide.
Takka takka—

Through Villach think you to advance?
You cheeky monkeys, not a chance!

Takka takka —

Your harbours are all overflowing
With ships we’ve sunk, the number’s growing.

Takka takka —

So there they lie, those dirty rats
Have had their noses all squashed flat.
Takka takka, pang pang, tzing, how we made those bullets sing!

BEINSTELLER (who has accompanied each verse with gestures and exclama-
tions, enchanted) Takka takka, pang pang, tzing! I love it! Yes—yes—y’know,
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humour like that is only possible in German, it doesn’t work in their idiotic lan-
guages, it’s beyond them!

FALLOTA Not to mention the humour at the front—in the same issue —you
simply must read it for yourself!

BEINSTELLER Hang on a minute, d'ya know this one?—1I collect them, you
know. (Produces a notebook.) Look, it’s in the War Journal of General Lin-
singen’s Army Group in the Carpathians: “A Happy Man.” Field Grey (whose
adored one has accepted his proposal of marriage): Believe me, beloved, I've
never felt so happy since the day I was deloused.

FALLOTA (doubles up) Say, have you come across the latest collection, The
Louseleum?

BEINSTELLER Of course.

FALLOTA Hang on—d’ya know this one? I collect them, y’know. (Produces a
notebook.) Look, it’s in the War Journal of the 2nd Army: “Carry on!” A recruit
who's only been at the front for a few weeks has to answer a call of nature —

BEINSTELLER In ahurry, couldn’t wait, the son of a bitch.

FALLOTA Hang on, wait for the punch line. So, he has to relieve himself
and goes to the latrines, right up against the main village street. Two second-
lieutenants pass by. Our recruit is in two minds what to do. Finally he gets up,
stands to attention and salutes as per regulations. The first officer laughs and
says: “As you were, carry on!” What d’ya think, that’s one for the folks back home!

BEINSTELLER (doubles up) Hang on—d’ya know this one? It’s from the 10th
Army War Journal, more delicate, innocent-like, y’know, but funny with it.
Hence the headline: “Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings.” I have a full
beard. One day I'm going for a bit of a walk and run into this really sweet little
nipper of three or four. I look at the young gent—he looks at me. Suddenly he
sticks his hand out: “Mister”, he says, “why have you so much hair on your face?”
Signed Zois.

FALLOTA (doubles up) That’s Zois for you, he’s a sense of humour all right!

BEINSTELLER The way he edits the War Journal, it’s a real pleasure to read.
Even his name is funny — Baron Michelangelo Zois—Michelangelo—
FALLOTA Y’know, that’s a painter, some Italian or other, but Zois is not re-

lated, take it from me.

BEINSTELLER The very thought—related to an Eyetie!
(Change of scene)
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Scene 4
In Jena. Two philosophy students meet.

FIRST PHILOSOPHY STUDENT Itell you, laddie, it’s a wonderful life! The
victor of Jutland has been made an honorary doctor of our university!

SECOND PHILOSOPHY STUDENT Doubtless for what he said about that
great romantic poem.

FIRST Eh?

sECOND What, you mean you didn’t know? His comment on that submarine
poem!

FIRST What, you mean the poet prophesied that—?

SECOND No, no, not the original poet, I mean, the famous lines:

I wandered lonely o'er a sub

That lurks beneath the tranquil seas,
When all at once I heard a thud,

A crash to make your pulses freeze.
No trace now of the English fleet:
We're doomed to slumber in the deep.

FIRST Divinel

secoND Thesort of thing some English captain might say, but it’s actually by
our greatest romantic poet, isn’t it?

FIRST What about Admiral Scheer, then?

secoND Scheer said he was bowled over, thought it was terrific, and hopes
the English captain’s fears will soon be realized.

FIRST Amen tothat!Ican see now why a university as illustrious as our beloved
Jena would want to make such an award —and wouldn’t Schiller have been
pleased! It was just after our vice chancellor had summoned one of those odious
pacifist boobies and read out the ban issued by the General Command on any
such activities. And did you read our vice chancellor’s speech at the Philosophy
Week conference in Bad Lauterberg? Very nice it was! I'll tell you this, things are
looking up. What was it General Kluck said? “Let us blow the enemy’s brains
out with a bullet to the heart!” His very words, and now Scheer is an honorary
doctor of the University of Jena.

secoND Schiller was a field surgeon. On the other hand, alas, there’s Hin-
denburg’s sheer philistinism.
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FIRST 'True. Since Kénigsberg awarded him an honorary doctorate after he
taught those Pan-Slav scum a lesson—well, of course, they had to, for appear-
ances’ sake—but apart from that? Not a peep from him —

SECOND Yes, well, the occasional catchword, perhaps—“Give 'em a good

!77 !77

or “Once more into the breach

kicking
FIRST Though maybe that’s not one of his.

SECOND Ah, but here’s a phrase he’s just coined: “Be on your guard against
wimps!”

FIRST Only the University of Berlin could have —put like that, it’s totally lack-
ing in your typical German vigour.

secoND Well, how should he have put it, then?

FIRST How? Simple enough: Bugger off, you defeatist turds!

SECOND Yes, well—only the navy, it seems, is firmly anchored in philosophy.
FIRST Or vice versa.

secoND How d’you mean?

FIRST Well—look at this (he reads out a newspaper item.) The Schopenhauer
Society met in Kiel at Whitsun, its aim being to disseminate the ideas of this
great and popular, though also misunderstood, philosopher, and to deepen
knowledge of his thought in popular consciousness. A visit to the naval docks
rounded off the conference, at which the Imperial Navy, in the person of Cor-
vette Captain Schaper, instructed participants in the mysteries of a top-class
submarine with a lecture, followed by a viewing, including repeated dives.

SECOND Schaper seems to go even deeper than Schopenhauer.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 5
Hermannstadt in Transylvania. In front of a closed German bookshop.

PRUSSIAN INFANTRYMAN (hammers on the door) Open up, or we’ll smash
your shop to smithereens—we Germans are starving for a good read!

GERMAN BOOKSELLER (opens) I obey, not out of fear but out of delight at
your threat. My ambition as a German bookseller is to be able to supply as many
of my German brothers as possible with German books. For nothing is too good
for us Germans. I see you are amazed, my German brothers, to find a bookshop
full of good German books so far from the German Fatherland! Go ahead and
satisfy your truly German cultural thirst among them, while I sit right down
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and write a report for the German book trade’s Borsenblatt about this typically
German occurrence.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 6
In Vinzenz Chramosta’s grocery shop.

CHRAMOSTA (to a woman) The cottage cheese? Four crowns the quarta-
pound —Wot, too much? It'll cost yer 6 by the weekend, sniff at it and yer can
go round the corner and buy the crap there, it’s cheaper, g'day to you!—(To
a man) Wot yer want? Wanna taste? Are yer crazy? There’s a war on! Try that
crap too, see if it tastes better! — (1o a woman) Stop pushing, wait yer turn! Wot
yer want? A cucumber? They go by weight, but I'm tellin yer, the smallest is
2 crowns! —(To a man) Wot? A sausage? Get lost, where d’yer think we can get
hold of sausages these days, cretin—the things people get into their head, amaz-
ing! —(To a woman) Wot yer staring at? That’s the right weight, including the
paper— it weighs too. There’s a war on! If yer doan like it, give it 'ere, but doan
let me catch sight of yer again, stupid old bag, and that’s final!— (To a man) You
back there, that’s enough muttering, think 'm deaf? There’s zilch for ya ere
today—I've ’ad a bellyful of customers like you, clear orff!—(To a woman) The
lettuce is 12 crowns!— Wot? It sez 8? Yes, it may say 8 crowns, but 12 is what it
costs. That’s my top price, no way do I knock even a cent off! If yer doan wannit
today, come back tamorra and it'll be 14, g'day t'ya, silly old trout —still there? —
that’s it, finito, capito? (The customers mutter.) Wot’s that I ’ear? Mutiny in the
ranks? If T hear another squeak out of you, I'll have the lot of yer locked up! Serve
yer right! For today, just clear orfl. I've "ad just about enough. Such a shower of
down-and-outs, how can Isell anything to thatlot! (Those present disperse, grum-
bling. Enter a price inspector.)

INSPECTOR Spot check!
CHRAMOSTA (taken aback) What the heck—?
INSPECTOR May I see the invoice for the lettuce, please?

CHRAMOSTA (takes a long time before he finds it and hands it over) Okay —
but it—it doesn’t really—signify. I ’ad to pay extra, just to get it in the first place!
INSPECTOR (makes a note) Wholesale price 4 crowns, 5o heller. What'’s the
retail price?

CHRAMOSTA It’s 8, innit? Can't yer read? D’yer think us shopkeepers get the
food for free? And anyway—we're the ones that fix the prices, and doan yer fer-
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gettit! It’s my sphere of incompetence! If it’s all right by my customers, I doan
give a shit for the authorities! There’s a war on!

INSPECTOR You don't want to adopt that tone! I'm going to report you for in-
flated prices and profiteering!

CHRAMOSTA Wot? Yer sunnavabitch! Yer wanna murder me? I'll murder you!
(He throws a porcelain bowl of cottage cheese that had been standing on the
counter, weighing some 12 kilos, at the official, without hitting him.)

INSPECTOR You'll answer for your actions!

CHRAMOSTA Wot? Dinna 'urt yer feelings, did I? Well then! Think yer can
put one over on me? Who d’y’think you are? I'll soon show yer the differencel!
If yer fancy yer can pin summat on me, yu've another think coming! I signed
up to the War Loan, know wot that means? In any case —wot’yer doing coming
in 'ere? I pay my taxes, an doan yer forgettit! It’s none of yer shit bizniz, an I've
'ad a bellyful! Barging in ‘ere and snooping around —yer bastard, the cheek of
it,—if yer doan geddorff my patch this minnit, I'll slaughter yer, that’s my style!
(He seizes two knives.)

INSPECTOR I'm warning youl!

CHRAMOSTA Wot, yere warning me? Yer stuffed shirt! Yer scavenger! I could
kill yer! (Throws a basket of hazelnuts after him.) What a pest!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 7
Two commercial counsellors leaving the Imperial Hotel. A disabled soldier
hobbles past.
FIRST COMMERCIAL COUNSELLOR (looking around) Aren'’t there any
taxis? Scandalous!
BOTH (waving their walking sticks at a passing taxi) Hey—!
FIRST (calling after a cabby) Hey, you—are you free?
CABBY (shrugging) I'm booked.
SECOND At least you can still get something to eat, that’s the only thing left
to us (they are surrounded by all kinds of beggars)—young Louis Rothschild’s

showing his age—he can only be, at most—wait a minute, how long ago was it
that he took over—

FIRST Doesn't Vienna have a funny feel to it—the atmosphere? You know what
it is with the people? I'll tell you what it is with the people. Theyre war-weary!
A blind man can see that! (A blind soldier stops in front of them.) Look, quick,
who’s that woman just coming in?
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SECOND Don'tyouknow?—wait— that’s—that’s—her from the ballet, what’s
her name — Speisinger! You know, the one who'’s with that red-haired Polish
bloke! —Oh yes, and old Biach has war psychosis, what do say to that?

FIRST Isthata fact! What are the signs?

SECOND Every other word he utters is from a Neue Freie Presse editorial —
he’s overwrought.

FIRST But he always was overwrought. Works himself into a lather over our
Special Relationship with Germany. Crazy!

SECOND Yes, but look what it’s come to now. He gets in a state if you don’t
have immediate recall. He’s convinced himself the gibes from the Entente are
aimed at him personally. Besides, it’s been established he’s showing signs of
megalomania.

FIRST And what are the signs?
SECOND He imagines he’s the editor in chief.
FIRST How pathetic.

SECOND Anyway, tell me, did you get your boy into the what’s-it-called —the
War Archive?

FIRST Yes, buthe’s gota hernia, so I hope they let him go again soon. He’s aim-
ing for higher things, as you know, Ben Tiber at the Apollo Theatre wants to take
him on as a literary adviser. He has a hernia.

SECOND My youngest has talent. I have hopes, too—But'm in a bit of a state
right now, I have an audience with Leopold Salvator tomorrow, if I pull it off—
I'll buy my wife a fur coat.

(A beggar woman with a wooden leg and one of her arms a stump stops in front

of them.)

BOTH (waving their walking sticks at a passing taxi) Hey—!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 8
Enter Old Man Biach, deep in thought about the latest editorials.

oLD MAN BIACH Cleopatra’s nose was one of her most beautiful features.
Sybil, the Greek prophetess, was a worker’s daughter. (Looking around cau-
tiously) Schiller’s Tell says, every man is intent on his own business—and mine is
murder. (After a pause, with sudden resolve and a vehement gesture) Today’s top
priority: the commercial traveller must put out feelers and sound out the market.
(With satisfaction) Ivangorod already in its death throes. (With malicious glee,



252 Actlll

barely concealed) Poincaré shaken and Lloyd George humiliated. (Forcefully)
English and Germans scheduled to meet in Stockholm. (Exit.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 9

War Archive.
A captain. Men of letters.

CAPTAIN You there, I want you to draft the military commendation appli-
cations, as the theatre critic of the Fremdenblatt that shouldn’t be too hard for
you.—Right, and you, your feature on that French sculptress, Auguste what’s-
her-name, sounds a bit like Rodaun, very neat, with your turn of phrase you’ll
have no difficulty doing a preface for what will be our definitive treatise Under
the Habsburg Banner, but it’s got to have real oomph, remember, something
that speaks straight to the heart, and naturally you mustn’t forget to mention
Her Most Serene Imperial Highness, the Archduchess Maria Josefa! —And you,
Miiller, Robert, what are you up to, nothing escapes my notice, y’know, that
article of yours about Roosevelt, very colourful, a bit too flattering, see to it you
let me have that essay “What do we expect from our Crown Prince?” and don’t
keep me waiting! You came on a bit too strong for the Amerigans, but no harm
done. —And you, what about the Double-headed Eagle, still not finished? Time
to freshen up the steely pinions of our beloved Habsburg eagle! —But what’s
the matter with you, my dear Wildgans? Since you got back from headquar-
ters, you've just been lazing around! You've picked up their habits out there!
But let me tell you something. His Most Serene Imperial Highness, Archduke
Friedrich, may be enchanted by your war poems, that may be enough for you
but it’s not enough for me, not by a long chalk! So see to it that your hymn of
consecration for the allied armies lands on my desk pronto, otherwise you're
on a charge!— Well, Werfel, what about that appeal for Gorizia? Not too much
bombast, d'you hear. Moderation in all things! Too much schmaltz, you're not
dancing a waltz.— You there, of course! You may be an Expressionist or what-
ever, and expect an extra portion of everything. But you can forget about that,
the one thing [ want from you is the sketch I commissioned, “To the Last Breath
of Man and Horse”, so fire away, jumping Jehoshaphat! Your “Breakthrough at
Gorlice” turned out quite well. — (1o an orderly who has just entered) What is
it now? Ah yes, right. (He takes the photographs handed to him.) Very graphic!
These are the photographs of Battisti’s execution. Ah, look, our hangman Lang,
amazingly lifelike! So, there it is for you lot to insert! Add a description and file
it with the others, the photos of executed Czech legionnaires and Ukrainians
and so on.—Now here’s something—how would you categorize it? The splen-
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did poem on the feast thrown by His Most Serene Imperial Highness, Archduke
Max, at Monte Faé on the Piave, a juicy morsel for our poets, listen:

On the Faé the commandant,

His Highness, ever the gallant,

Smiles and greets the happy crowd,

The while his table does them proud

With food and drink —how much? —no matter,
As every man surveys his platter.

But oh dear, things soon start to go wrong. There’s the funny bit as they keep
guzzling till one of them of course has had enough—

He loosens his tie, the merry carouser’s
No option but to unbutton his trousers.

Well, finally, of course, he’s no option but to throw up. What a laugh! And then
what happens?!

He looks at the orderly—fascinating! —
And takes him for a lady-in-waiting— !

He pinches arms, then cheeks—all four—
The amorous swain is after more!

But over the rest let us draw a veil,

For modesty must in the end prevail.

Very good! Next day it’s back to the carousing, of course.

The barrel’s down to the last drop,
But finally, before they stop,

On bits of bread they smear the lees,
And stuff their bellies, full of grease —

Well, it goes without saying, as you can imagine, it’s only natural, the cooks were
really cheesed off, but His Imperial Highness thought it was great fun. And when
they all get back to base, oh dear, oh dear—

The morning after makes them think
With heads still spinning from the drink.

What a sight! —and, yes, a suitable poem for the War Archive, naturally not only
on account of its frontline humour and celebration of His Imperial Highness’s
hospitality, but because it’s a rarity! And that’s because it was printed by the
frontline press under a constant heavy barrage —Hats off, respect!—and you
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must admit, its typography is very tasteful. —And you, Corporal Dérmann, let
that be an example to you, spur on your Pegasus, you've gone quiet since you
took on the Serb and Russki shits, and cut and hacked 'em all to bits! What’s
up? That was good stuff:

Come French monsieur and English gent,
And take that up your fundament!

That really was Dérmann, the Iron Warrior!

Just wait, you'll catch it now,

We'll make you squirm, and how!

And since your big mouth never closes,
You need a fist right where your nose is.

So—go make ‘em squirm! Why so melancollic? Well, I feel your pain—of
course, you'd rather be out there, active in the field, than in here. It really is a
pain.

DORMANN

[ envy the fallen their glorious role,
But duty denies me that ultimate goal.

CAPTAIN Sturdy fellow, setting a fine example! —Now you, Miiller, Hans, no
need to cheer you up, eh, you're hard at it all the time. Are you working over-
time? Let’s have a look, “Three Falcons Above Lovcen”! That’s the stuff, I won't
forget to mention you to the major-general.

HANS MULLER We have grasped how sweet and seemly it is to do our duty.
Like soldiers on parade we hammer out rhythms to drown out empty lives, lived
closer to the gaudy show than to the reality beneath.

CAPTAIN Quite, quite. Buty’know what would interest me? To hear from your
own mouth an authentic account of how you showed what a man you are when
war was declared. That wonderful article from “Cassian at War”, the one where
you pressed your ear to the ground on the vast Russian plain, well it’'s common
knowledge you wrote that in Vienna, naturally, and we were all gobsmacked
how well you captured it. But when the war broke out—you were in Berlin
then, weren't you, in person? So, naturally enough, that’s where you kissed the
Allied soldiers, wasn't it? —but y’know, some folk say you smooched with them
in Vienna too, on the Ring— Kraus and his Fackel, y’know, such types have a
wicked tongue. So tell me the truth of the matter, were you in Berlin then, or
only in Vienna—naturally that’s something the War Archive should know!
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HANS MULLER Begtoreport, Captain,sir, it's common knowledge I was eftec-
tively active in Berlin when the war broke out, and that was exactly what I de-
picted in my article “Germany Arises” on the 25th August 1914. We were stand-
ing in the Neustidtische Kirchstrasse, unaware of any imminent onslaught, a
Russian spy had just been swallowed up in the jaws of the crowd, I can see it
now—and at that moment I spot a procession of ordinary folk bearing our good
old black-and-yellow flag before them, moving straight towards the Branden-
burg Gate. They re singing our beloved national anthem. I, nothing loath, sing
along with them, “God preserve, God protect”, right through to the next verse.
At this, a fellow marcher by my side shoots me a heartfelt glance, then slips his
arm under mine and gives it a comradely squeeze —

CAPTAIN Aha, shoulder to shoulder.
HANS MULLER —and, reading my lips, sings the same text I'm singing my-
self. It was this honest fellow—he’d a moustache and wasn't exactly handsome,

nor what you could call very elegant—he was the one I kissed on the mouth, in
front of the Austro-Hungarian Embassy.

cAPTAIN Well, that beats everything! If Ambassador Szégyeny had seen that
from his window, it would have made him a happy man.

HANS MULLER Probably telling it like that makes it sound too emotional —
cAPTAIN Nonsense, not a bit of it—

HANS MULLER —and perchance I shall not succeed in reaping the plaudits
of the ultra-aesthetes— (muttering among the literati, cries of Oho!)

CAPTAIN Silence!

HANS MULLER ButIknow that even if the Mona Lisa herself were to step
down from her frame and bestow the unique smile of her lips upon me, her em-

brace would not make me as happy and deeply stirred in my innermost being as
the brotherly kiss on the lips of this wonderful German man.

CAPTAIN (moved) That was well done! And apart from that, what else did you

see and do at the dawning of this age of grandeur?

HANS MULLER Beg to report, Captain, sir, that summer day at noon when
men and women in the royal cathedral trooped up to the altar to invoke the God
of German armaments— that shall remain in my memory forever. In the gallery
of the cathedral sits the Kaiser, upright, his helmet in his hand. At his feet, the
congregation formed a surging black sea—

CAPTAIN Aha, so he was already in Constantinople.

HANS MULLER —a black sea of the faithful. The organ thunders down from
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above, the sun breaks through the windows and there arises as if in clamorous
worship—

CAPTAIN Yes, yes, fine, but y’know, I'm less interested in the colour than in
what you did yourself, personally, at the time.

HANS MULLER Woman and men clasp each others” hands, the organ thun-
ders—

cAPTAIN Getto the point!

HANS MULLER Aye, aye, sir! I feel a hot lump rising in my throat, with firm
resolve I can still manage to restrain myself, for I'm surrounded by brave, disci-
plined men, one and all, and at such times one must not show weakness. But now
I look up at Kaiser Wilhelm, immersed in what seems an unutterable extremity
of emotion, as he sinks his ashen head, lower and lower, and lets the shattering
tones furrow his brow —

CAPTAIN Youre making my flesh creep!

HANS MULLER —in a fervent gesture he presses the helmet to his breast.
Nothing can save me now —

cAPTAIN Why, what happened to you?
HANS MUOLLER —Isob outloud—
CAPTAIN You never!

HANS MULLER —and lo and behold, the brave men beside me, with their
grey hairs and iron will, they're all sobbing with me, and not ashamed to do so.
And y’know what churned up the heart of this poor unmilitary guest in their
midst? Through the veil of streaming tears I see standing beside their noble ruler
another, my own Emperor, that chivalrous, kindly old gentleman—

CcAPTAIN Don’t blub, Miiller!

HANS MULLER —and from the bottom of my heart I add my fraternal prayer
to theirs: “O God beyond the stars, give thy blessing at this time also to Franz
Joseph the First, bless my beloved and venerable Fatherland, let it remain strong
and thrive—for ever and ever—bless my brothers in this hour of need, hon-
our bound to march off to mortal danger, bless us all, our future, our fighting
strength, our destiny— Lord God, thou who holdest the destinies of men and
of nations in thy hands, in our most ardent and fervent love of our native land,
we all, all, call out unto thee . . ”—beg to report, Captain, that’s the end of the
article.

cAPTAIN Not without some genuine feeling there. Tell me, what’s the Presse
paying for a prayer these days—ah—I mean, for an article?
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HANS MULLER Begto report, Captain, sir, 200 crowns, but in truth I'd have
done it for the love of God—I would!

CAPTAIN No, for you received more than that, the highest honour open to a
gentleman of the press was bestowed upon you—the German Kaiser received
you in the Viennese Hofburg, he’s an admirer of your muse, it’s no secret if I
tell you there’s even some talk that you've supplanted Lauff. Let me take this
opportunity to congratulate you. Tell me, what was it His Majesty said by way
of greeting, you described it so well —

HANS MULLER The Kaiser comes towards me right up to the door and holds
out his hand, looks at me, beaming with eyes aglitter, and with the most gracious
of smiles says: “You have presented us with such poetic inspiration in wartime —
what may we expect from you in time of peace?”

CAPTAIN A smutty farce—is what you should have said.

HANS MULLER Beg to report, Captain, sir, your inhibitions just melt away
when you hear his voice—but I just couldn’t get the courage up, Captain!

CAPTAIN Yes, of course it is a tricky situation. But just tell me, what was it im-
pressed you most about the German Kaiser?

HANS MULLER Begto report, Captain, sir—everything!
CAPTAIN Isthatall?

HANS MULLER I'm still so deeply stirred, I'd be incapable of conveying the
magic power of his personality, his unforced dignity, the luminous power of his
gaze that compels your attention, as if mirroring a transparent and profoundly
moral nature —

cAPTAIN That’s enough! Yknow—it’s naturally no wonder that the German
Kaiser can be taken in by a Jew from the back of beyond. But for a Jew from
the back of beyond to be taken in by the German Kaiser—that’s incredible!
(Enter an orderly delivering a letter.) Not again—what is it? (He reads.) Strewth!
This concerns you, Miiller. (Miiller gives a start.) On the major-general’s orders,
you are to be released from the War Archive at once. (Miiller turns pale.) A
handwritten note from his Majesty the German Kaiser has arrived with the re-
quest that the author of that magnificent patriotic drama Kings should not be
held back from his own creative writing through employment in the Austro-
Hungarian War Archive. (Muttering among the literati.) Silence!— Farewell,
Miiller! But y’know what? (Moved) The “Three Falcons Above Lovcen” —finish
that off for us! And when you're able to work again on your own account, and
naturally turn to peace-time production—you’ll be able to think back occa-
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sionally on your hours of military service, and then you’ll be able to say: happy
times! —and I hope you'll still have a soft spot for the War Archive.

HANS MULLER For better or for worse!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 10
A chemical laboratory in Berlin.

PRIVY COUNCILLOR PROFESSOR DELBRUCK (muses) For some time
now the English papers have been at it yet again, spreading all sorts of dis-
information about the German population’s allegedly poor level of nutrition.
It doesn’t exactly reflect any enthusiasm for war among the English people if
their spirits have to be repeatedly raised by spreading such news, all of which is
flagrantly contradicted by the facts. Medical opinion has made it explicitly clear
that current wartime diet is beneficially wholesome, to which can be attributed
the steady decline in the incidence of illness among both men and women.
Not to mention nursing infants, who are provided with perfectly adequate and
exemplary care. Even the Official German News Agency has to acknowledge
that our hospitals are much less full in wartime than in times of peace, and that
the simplified style of living has had directly beneficial effects on the health of
many. It is now my intention, in the 66th general meeting of the Association of
German Spirits Manufacturers, to explain that we owe this success primarily to
mineral nutritive yeast. (Adopts an orator’s stance.) The protein content of min-
eral nutritive yeast, which determines its nutritional value, is mostly obtained
from urea. Gentlemen! We are witnessing here a triumph of pure intellect over
base matter. It is chemistry which has made this miracle possible! A development
already initiated in 1915 was taken up afresh with great success: the substitution
of urea for sulphated ammonia in the production of yeast. Gentlemen! If urea
can be used in this fashion, the further possibility presents itself that urine and
liquid manure might point in the same direction. (Exit.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 11
Meeting of the Cheruscan Society in Krems.

POGATSCHNIGG, KNOWN AS TEUT As Wotan is my sworn witness, the
days are fast approaching when food and drink shall again be in plenteous
supply, when we shall savour once more a succulent fillet of pork, rich in fatty
crackling, breathe in the aroma of roast potatoes nicely browned to a turn in
genuine butter, the real thing, with tasty little gherkins sweetly sprung from



Scene11 259

the elysian fields of Znaim, washed down with a draught of John Barleycorn’s
dark nectar from Kulmbach country in bounteous Bavaria (shouts of Hear! It
sounds like “Ear! Ear!”)—a wholesome rye loaf, kneaded and baked to melt in
your mouth, and a toothsome salad! Proud-hearted Vindobona, home of the
Nibelungs on our great, ancestral river, Vienna will hold out till the end, that’s
our slogan! (Shouts of Yes we can!) Our glorious attack on the Eyeties has been
crowned with success, we can be confident those villainous Abruzzi have been
expelled for ever from Tyrol’s imperishable peaks! (Shouts of Ear! Ear!) We are
equally confident that the Muscovite bear shall slink home wounded, licking its
bleeding paws! Followed by the Jewish rabble, recking of garlic, that claim to be
our compatriots! Yes, indeed! (Shouts of Bravo! Hail Teut! Hail Pogatschnigg!)

A volice Thedirty yids! (Laughter.)

FRAU THERESA POGATSCHNIGG (takes the floor) Never hasting, never
wasting— as the fine old German saying goes. Wasn't it Barbara Waschatko, that
most German of Germans, who said in the Ostdeutsche Post: Sewing socks for
soldiers, we saw the old year out. Sewing socks for soldiers, we’ll see the New
Year in! Never have our thoughts been closer to those out in the field than now,
when snow vies with rain and ice and we ask ourselves what is hardest for our
valiant warriors: the red globe of the sun suspended in a cold February sky,
or the water trickling into the trenches, ceaselessly, dismally—drip, drip, drip.
(Shouts of Ear! Ear! Splendid!!) But as women we cannot help smiling amidst
the tears, and even in pain, we still make no secret of our need to be beautiful.
Did not Cleopatra, too, put on all her finery to die? (Shouts of How true! Splen-
did! Good old Aunt Tracy!)

WINFRIED HROMATKA (junior member) Honourable brother and sister
Cheruskians! As a representative of the Young Cheruskians, it is not only my
duty to renew our oath of loyalty, pledging to continue the struggle forced upon
us to its victorious conclusion, that is to say, to the last breath of man and mount.
(Shouts of Ear! Ear!) For, honourable Cheruskians, a German peace, as our
past master Hindenburg so aptly said, is not a soft peace. (Cries of Hurrah!) No,
it also our duty to honour our Valkyries who bring comfort and consolation to
our heroes, as whose noblest representative I would like to salute my honour-
able colleague, the previous speaker. (Ear! Earl) Defy the enemy to the end, but
the fair sex we must defend! Long live Frau Pogatschnigg! (Shouts of Hurrah!
Good old Aunt Tracy!)

KASMADER (rises) Honourable brothers and sisters, fellow Cheruskians! We
have heard German words today that truly speak straight to the heart. As a rep-
resentative of the German postal workers I would like to make a suggestion con-
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cerning self-restraint, given that the German household, encircled by British
envy, French hatred, and Slav malice, is now more than ever reliant on self-
satisfaction. (Shouts of Splendid!) In this connection I would like to suggest that
female domestic staff in German households should be released from service
in order to free up more German combatants for the army. They would, more-
over, acquire new ways to do their bit for the Fatherland. All German women,
old and young, will naturally, when peace comes, hand back the posts they have
occupied all the more willingly to the returning heroes, since they are greatly
indebted to them for the protection of German hearths and homes. (Shouts
of Splendid! Ear! Ear!) Only when there are insufficient numbers of the latter
are female resources to be engaged for this purpose. But these would be richly
repaid by the uplifting feeling of having added their little contribution on the
home front to what has already been achieved. For in truth, each and every
one of us here on the home front participates in the struggle, ready and willing
to make the greatest sacrifice. And so I conclude with the exhortation: See it
through to the bitter end! In the words of a poem of my own making: (shouts

of Quiet! Listen!)
Save on soap! No, I'm not joking,
(Shouts of “Quite right!” “Bravo Kasmader!”)

Even better: no more smoking! (Laughter.)

Heavy overcoats I'd ban, (Shouts of “Boo!”)

With collars made of Astrakhan,

Knee-length leather boots are out, (Shouts of “Boo!” “Eyetie fad!”)
That’s a fashion you can flout. (Shouts of “Quite right!”)

Each coin you spend is one too many,

The Fatherland needs every penny!

(Shouts of “Ear! Ear!” The speaker is congratulated.)
UBELHOR (rises and reads from a sheet of paper)

You ask me what’s my heart’s desire?

The only thing that I'd require

Is made of breadcrumbs, fine and white —

A dumpling, that’s my heart’s delight!
(Laughter. Shouts of “Me too!” “Ear! Ear!”)

HOMOLATSCH (rises, stares straight ahead through his gold-rimmed spec-
tacles, and says with index finger raised)
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My wife —my child—my home —all three —
Earth’s finest—thank you, Germany!

(Sits down quickly. Shouts of “Ear! Ear!” “Bravo Homolatsch!”)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 12

At a dance in Hasenpoth in Latvia. Baltic gentleman and Baltic lady in con-
versation.

GENTLEMAN My dear.

LADY Whatd’ya mean?
GENTLEMAN You're not dancing.
LADY Naa.

GENTLEMAN Why?

LADY IfIdance,Isweat. If I sweat, I stink. So: don’t dance, don’t sweat, don’t
stink.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 13
Appeal hearing in the district court of Heilbronn

PUBLIC PROSECUTOR —In June of this year the accused gave birth to a
child whose father is a French prisoner of war. The Frenchman, who is a waiter,
has been in custody since 1914. From the end of 1914 until 1917 he was on the
castle estate. Here he was employed in many different tasks, especially work in
the fields and gardens. The accused Baroness was herself a regular participant
in these activities. In the case before the court, the accused attempted to charge
the French father of her child with rape. However, the court lent no credence
to the charge. It was conspicuous that this was the first time the accused had
put forward this defence. The fact that, for a full six months after the inception
of the pregnancy, the French prisoner remained in employment on the estate
itself rendered the submission invalid. Consequently, the court found the ac-
cused Baroness guilty. She was sentenced to five months’ imprisonment. Her in-
carceration took place immediately as there was reason to suspect she might ab-
scond. The grounds for the judgment emphasized as aggravating circumstances
the defence commonly advanced, also in this case, of charging the prisoner with
having committed a crime, as well as the social position and upbringing of the
accused, while her previous, totally unblemished, reputation and inexperience
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in sexual matters were adduced as mitigating factors. — My lords, if it please
the court, in view of the outrageous leniency of this sentence, I need not waste
words. The facts of the case, namely unnatural intercourse with a prisoner of
war, have been adequately clarified in material terms. There is no need to spell
out the immoral eftect of such a shocking example. I have no doubt but that
the court will share my feeling that we are on the brink of an abyss from which
offended morality can only be saved if we bear one thing in mind: what would
become of the Fatherland were every German housewife to sink so low! (Gen-
eral agitation.) With this in mind, I respectfully ask the court to reject the de-
fence’s action for annulment, and instead to increase the sentence to two years.
(The court adjourns for deliberation.)

SOMEONE IN THE COURTROOM (hands a newspaper to his neighbour)
Tremendous successes of our bombers north-west of Arras and behind the
Champagne front. Over the last three days and nights some 50,000 pounds of
bombs were dropped.

NEIGHBOUR 'The moral effect was certainly no less than the material effect.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 14
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

opTIMIsT The development of weapons thus far, with poison gas, the tank,
the submarine, and the cannon with a range of 75 miles, has brought about a
situation—

GRUMBLER —in which the army should be dishonourably discharged from
the Combined Services for cowardice in the face of the enemy. According to
the military conception of honour, the world would then finally attain eternal
peace. For the one thing that remains inconceivable is what possible connec-
tion exists between some chemist’s inspiration, in itself a disgrace to science, and
heroism. How fame in battle can be attributed to a “chlorious” offensive without
choking in shame on its own poison gas?

OPTIMIST But surely it’s immaterial what weapon does the killing? How far
do you go along with technical arms development?

GRUMBLER Notan inch, but if you forced me, I'd say as far as the crossbow.
Naturally, since men cannot live without killing each other, it’s immaterial how
they do so, and mass murder is the more practical way. But technical develop-
ments thwart man’s romantic impulse. As we know, this is satisfied only by per-
sonal confrontation, man to man. The courage of the man with a weapon may
match up to a growing mass of enemies; but courage degenerates into cowardice
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when the mass obscures the soldier behind it. And it becomes quite pitiful when
the soldier himself has no overview of mass warfare. We've reached that stage
now. But worse is to come, hatched in laboratories according to the Devil’s all
too scrutable ways. Tanks and poison gases, developed to the point of perfec-
tion by the competing nations, eventually quit the field in favour of bacteria.
There will be no resistance to the redemptive idea that epidemics, once merely
the consequences of war, should now become the primary weapons. But since
man will be unable to dispense with a romantic pretext for his evil-doing, the
commander whose plans the bacteriologist will implement will still be wearing
military uniform, just as the chemist does today. Should the Germans be cred-
ited with the glory of inventing, the others with the villainy of perfecting these
weapons, or else the other way round?—You decide which is the more hopeful
scenario.

opTIMIsT All the same, with their highly developed military technology, the
Germans have surely proved —

GRUMBLER —that Hindenburg’s conquests and triumphs surpass those of
Joshua. Modern methods are better adapted to the objective of destroying and
exterminating the enemy, and a breakthrough after gassing three Italian brigades
trumps any coup produced by Jehovah’s miracle weapons.

OPTIMIST Soyousee asimilarity between the modern German thirst for con-
quest and that of the ancient Hebrews?

GRUMBLER Up to and including the similarity of their gods! Among the
peoples who have played a world-historical role, they are the only two who
think themselves worthy of the honour of possessing a national God. While
all the other peoples confronting each other on this crazy planet merely share
the delusion of aspiring to victory in the name of the same God, the Germans
follow the ancient Hebrews by adopting a separate God of their own, one to
whom the most horrific sacrifices are offered up in battle. The privilege of being
the chosen people seems to have passed straight down to them, and of all the
nations whose minds have been turned by the idea of nationality, they are the
one which has most frequently identified itself as such, incessantly addressing
itself as the German nation, and even seeing the word “German” as an adjec-
tive capable of comparative and superlative inflection. But the connection be-
tween the pan-German and the Hebraic life-form and their expansionary drive
at the expense of others deserves a broader and deeper analysis. Except that
the ancient Hebrews always paid lip service to the commandment “Thou shalt
not kill”, thereby finding themselves again and again—to the greater glory of
God—in dreadful, though always genuinely felt and conscience-stricken, di-
vergence from the laws of Moses, while the modern Germans make no bones
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about claiming Kant’s categorical imperative as a philosophical justification for
“Give 'em a good kicking!” It is also true, of course, that in Prussian ideology, by
virtue of the country’s familiar confusion of concepts, even the Lord of Hosts
has degenerated into the commander in chief and the Kaiser’s superior officer.

opPTIMIST Only his ally, surely. Who but you would have come up with the
bizarre notion that there existed some spiritual link between Hindenburg and
Joshua?

GRUMBLER Schopenhauer: who thought the institution of a separate God,
one who makes a “covenant” pledging to His people the lands of their neigh-
bours which must then be won through plunder and murder, went hand in hand
with that of a national God to whom everything that sustains the life of other
peoples must be sacrificed. Kant: who deplored the victor’s invocation of the
Lord of Hosts as a typically Israelite custom, and whose warnings anticipated
the Kaiser’s fondness for invoking the philosopher and the Lord of Hosts in the
same breath. What an antithesis: on the one hand the royal Prussian Kantian,
with his bulletproof faith in his ally in Kénigsberg; and on the other the warning
by Kant himself to respect the moral laws decreed by the Father of mankind and
beg the heavens to forgive the grievous sins committed through the barbarity of
war. When I next appear on the public platform in Berlin, I shall test out this dev-
astating and all but annihilating contrast under the title “A Kantian and Kant.”

oPTIMIsT That could lead to your deportation as an undesirable alien.

GRUMBLER WhichIalready am in my own country. Yet I remain convinced,
after all we have been through, that “our Lord still has great things in store for
the German people.” And I still believe that the aflinity between both of “God’s
chosen peoples” is revealed even in the most insignificant acts and facts of life, as
radiated by the spirit which truly links the two cultures as a worldview: money-
minded romanticism. As it were, unto the third and fourth generation. For in
both cases a philosophy of life is being constructed, like a total work of art, in
which things of this world are determined by things of the spirit, so that wars
are handled like balance sheets, according to the principle “In God we trust.”
It could be shown that the Old Testament rule of “An eye for an eye, a tooth
for a tooth” is the maxim — even quite literally so—by which the new Germans
wage war, and it is certainly no coincidence that a recent official communiqué
from our War Press Bureau (as quick on the uptake as the clown chasing a horse
in the circus) could use this formula to justify air attacks. It truly brings out the
importance of the notion of “reprisals.” And who, apart from you, could fail to
sense the truly biblical tedium with which this urge to retaliate and annihilate
is expressed in daily reports from the Battle of Jericho?
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OPTIMIST From the Jericho front? When do we read anything about that?

GRUMBLER Every day—in the Extra Editions!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 15
A Protestant church.

CHURCH SUPERINTENDENT FALKE —Thiswarisa punishment visited by
God upon the nations for their sins, and we Germans, together with our allies,
are the instruments of divine retribution. There can be no doubt that the King-
dom of God will be hugely advanced and profoundly enhanced by this war. At
this point, it must be freely and unequivocally acknowledged that Jesus’s com-
mandment “Love your enemies!” applies only to relationships between indi-
viduals, not nations. In the conflict between nations there is no room for loving
one’s enemies. Here the individual soldier need have no moral scruples. As long
as the battle rages, the Christian precept of love is totally irrelevant! It does not
apply to the heat of battle. The commandment to love our enemies has no longer
any meaning for us on the field of battle. There, killing is no sin, but a service to
the Fatherland, a Christian duty, indeed a service to God! It is a service to God
and a sacred duty to punish all our enemies by overwhelming force, by shock
and awe, and if needs be, to annihilate them! And so I repeat unto you, while
the cannons thunder in this World War: Jesus’s commandment “Love your ene-
mies!” no longer applies! Away with all scruples of conscience! But why then,
the question arises, have so many thousands been shot and crippled? Why so
many hundreds blinded? Because that was God’s way of saving their souls! Look
around you, behold the miracles of the Lord, and pray: “Deliver us, O Lord,
to Paradise!”

(Change of scene.)

Scene 16
Another Protestant church.

CONSISTORY COUNCILLOR RABE —So, more steel in the blood! And to
the fainthearted I say: once war has begun, it is not only our right, but sometimes
even our patriotic duty, to regard treaties and the like as scraps of paper to be
torn up and tossed into the fire, if by so doing the Fatherland can be saved. For
war is the last resort, the long-term strategy by which God brings the nations to
their senses, by force if they will not be guided along the God-given path in any
other way. Wars are trial by ordeal and divine judgment made manifest in world
history. That is why it is also God’s will that nations at war should make full use
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of all the forces and weapons He has bestowed upon them in order to impose
His judgment on the nations. So, more steel in the blood! German women too,
and the mothers of fallen heroes, no longer take a sentimental view of war. They
too, when their loved ones are in the field or have died in combat, are averse
to pity and lamentation. God wants us to make the greatest possible impact
through an iron will and intensification of energy! And so I say unto you again:
more steel in the blood!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 17
Another Protestant church.

PASTOR GEIER —Look about you: the brilliant achievements of German
genius in action are strung together like pearls on a sparkling necklace. German
genius has created the miracle of the U-boat. It has produced the legendary gun
that shoots shells into the ethereal regions, visiting destruction on the enemy
some 8o miles away! But German genius not only furnishes us with weapons;
it is no less indefatigable in supplying ideas, both defensive and offensive. As I
can reveal to you today, Schulze in Hamburg has been commissioned by our
Foreign Office to prepare a scientific study of fundamental importance on The
desecration of corpses and graves by the English and the French. This work is to
be disseminated for international propaganda purposes to win us the sympathy
of neutral nations, and we hope it will be welcomed by those neighbours who
still remain sceptical. Over the length and breadth of our German lands spirits
awaken, ready to proclaim our just cause, to invigorate the idle, to convert the
backsliders, and to win us new friends. Our farsighted government has recog-
nized that Switzerland not only is a potential transit route for armaments, but
also may be grateful for an insight into our military strategy through words and
images. Films of our U-boats sinking countless tons of food have a huge im-
pact on any neutral public; people faint, especially women, who are of course
particularly sensitive to the loss of such priceless goods, and gradually the real-
ization dawns that the damage we are inflicting on our enemies is simply incal-
culable! Nor does the German language lag behind. The Battle of Champagne
is the title of a brochure published in Stuttgart by the Secretariat for Student
Social Work, aimed primarily at Swiss intellectuals. Take to heart the words of
the magnificent poem, “A Soldier’s Prayer”, which [ found in this excellent piece
of propaganda, and which our government has already distributed in neutral
countries to enlighten them as to our true nature, to kindle an understanding of
the German character, and so gradually help dismantle the hatred with which
we have been persecuted:
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Soldiers praying for salvation,
Hear them pray to God above:
Duty is our inclination,
Cannon’s roar our pledge of love.
Rifles splutter out Our Father,
And with bayonets raised on high
We advance against the Other,
Whom we mean to crucify!

Comrades, shrapnel from your mortar
Sprinkles incense on the field,

Use grenades as holy water,

And your sins will soon be healed.
Sing a heartfelt psalm to Jesus,

If a mine fails to ignite.

Once the foe is blown to pieces

You'll be holy in His sight.

Take your hand grenades and string them
Round your neck: a rosary!

At the enemy then fling them,

Sap their spirit, watch them flee!

“Watch on the Rhine”, our fervent prayer,
Will strike a wrathful chord.

Those praying hands, now claws, shall tear
In shreds the Gurkha horde,

For we are the Chosen People,
Hangmen’s henchmen for the Lord!

So look around you and pray, as witnesses to the wonders of the Lord: Deliver
us, O Lord, to Paradise!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 18
Pilgrimage church.

SEXTON Here you see an interesting devotional gift, presented to our church
by two soldiers who fought at Col di Lana: a rosary with beads made of Italian
shrapnel bullets. What they are strung on is barbed wire. The cross is cut from
the rotating ring of a burst Italian grenade and has three Italian rifle bullets as
pendants. The Christ figure has been made from a shrapnel bullet. On the back
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of the cross are engraved the words: “In gratitude. In memory of the war in Italy.
Cima d’Oro, 25.7.1917. A. St. and K. P. from Lana.” The rosary weighs some two
and a half pounds, so for prolonged prayer it needs a strong hand. Would you
would care to try, ladies and gentlemen?

VISITOR (trying) Whew!—Can't do, far too heavy.
(A church bell rings)

SeEXTON Listen! It’s ringing for the last time. It’s about to be taken down.
Shrapnel bullets are being turned into rosaries, and church bells into cannons.
We render unto God what is Caesar’s, and unto Caesar what is God’s. That’s
what I call give and take —everyone doing his bit.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 19

Constantinople. A mosque. From behind the curtain can be heard raucous laugh-
ter.

FIRST voIcE What, they expect us to put on these big straw slippers? Well
I never! Divine!

SECOND VOICE Hey, look at that beardy-weirdy with the Quran there —
(Enter, noisily, two young men, representing Berlin business interests. They keep
their hats on. Behind them, silently, head lowered and hands hidden in his wide
sleeves, the Imam.)

FIRST Y’see, that’s what a mosque looks like—so behave yourself, my dear
Fritz, and respect the customs! (Laughter.)

SECOND So, here we are in a mosque, with a fully functioning Imam, too—
divine!

FIRST Tip-top!

secoND Weird and wonderful! (Hands in pockets, they slide around in their
straw slippers, losing them continually and each time breaking out in raucous

laughter.)

FIRST Y’know, when we gain a firm foothold here, they’ll soon see their feeble
economy put in order—and how! (He bumps against the other.) Fritz, watch
out—

secoND Not exactly overrun, this place, is it? You see more people in the
Metro. Only the one in this whole vast space, and even then it’s a female — (he
points to a lady and gives the other a nudge)—missed out there, eh!—You likka
Zuleika? — (Laughter.)
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FIRST (warbles) Sailing down the Bosphorus, d’ya think she —gives a toss for
us?—

SECOND (about to burst out laughing) You're telling me!—If only we could,
God Almighty! —Behave yourself!

FIRST Do you think of a full moon or a half moon when you look at her? (Both
burst out laughing.)

seCOND They're a good-natured, easy-going little people —maybe just a bit
too easy-going, yes, altogether too easy-going—well, we’ll soon lend them a
helping hand, show 'em what discipline is. It’s not a lost cause yet. We’ll swing
it somehow. (Loud laughter. He makes a parody of greeting the Imam, who is
standing some way off.) G’'day!

FIRST Morning! (The Imam makes several attempts in mime to draw attention
to their headwear.) Look at that—what’s he getting at, the buffoon?

SECOND The man’sdeaf and dumb— (they laugh and give each other a shove.)
IMAM (to the lady) Tell them they are in a house of prayer.

LADY (going up to them) The Imam asks me to tell you that you are in a house
of prayer, so would you be so kind as to take your hats oft?

FIRST Why, of course, if that would give him a kick—Morning! (they greet
and laugh.)

LADY May I suggest you keep your voices down a little; you surely wouldn’t
laugh out loud in a church either.

SECOND (laughing loudly) No, but what’s this place got to do with a church?
LADY Thisisa house of God, after all.
FIRST Ye gods—this grotesque pile?!

LADY Atleast don’t offend the feelings of those for whom it represents all that
is sacred!

SECOND Hubh, these kismet cranks couldn’t care less about all that. Fine, we're
off. Morning! (They leave, ranting away and laughing loudly.)

IMAM (to the lady) Don'’t let their childish foolishness upset you; as surely as
God smiles at them, let us do likewise.

LADY They mean no harm.

IMAM God gave the Europeans science, the Orientals majesty. But these
young men have not attained the spiritual state of those who walk in the shadow
of the Most High.
(Change of scene.)
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Scene 20

Editorial office in Berlin.

ALFRED KERR (at his desk, composing a Romanian song) I'm £

mean, my R . .. Romanian song. (He reads aloud)

In remotest hamletescus

Tinkle Russian baksheeshescus,
Greasing palms of glad turncoatskis
And our leaders with banknoteskis.

Breaking all the normal groundrules
Means we're branded rotten scoundruls,
Set to swallow Hungarescu,

Win back Saxon Transylvescu.

Cry Triumphul!—an eruption
Fills this cesspit of corruption.
Its capitul is Bucharescu,

Its women dirty and grotescu.

But, alas, we get a thrashing,
Germans, Bulgars, both come dashing
Through Dobrudja, won it backul,

Tutrakan, too, woe! alackul!

We fell for it, so more fools we,
God knows if that was meant to be,
From sitting on our high horsescu,
We're for a kicking, or worsescu!

... finished. I

A...artismym...museanditb...butters mybread. Initsp... pursuit I risk

ther...rsiblewithr...rottenr...rhymes. My fame and f. .. fortune to pro-

long, this was my R . . . Romanian song,

In wartime Alfred Kerr insists
On writing for the Nationalists.
But Kerr’s no idiotic hack,

The Liberals will take him back.

Bingo!
(Change of scene.)
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Scene 21
Consultation room in Berlin.

PROFESSOR MOLENAAR (fopatient)Yes, it’sheartdisease. You've little hope
of being passed fit for active service—a nice state of affairs. You see what comes
from smoking! In spite of the High Command’s orders, people are still smoking
throughout the land. There can be little doubt that immoderate smoking in
general, and specifically that of young people pufling away prematurely, has so
far cost the country at least two army corps in this war. It’s shocking how many
comparatively young men have heart disease and are consequently cut off from
military service, marriage, and procreation. In the interests of our Army Reserve,
aban on smoking is urgently needed. Leaving aside the issue of whether tobacco
is more beneficial or harmful in war itself—say, when going over the top—it’s
certain that hundreds if not thousands of nonsmokers have endured the strains
and rigors of service in the field just as well as smokers. After all, war was waged
for millennia before the discovery of tobacco. So how did people manage then?
The quantity of fumes on battlefields today is incalculable! Is it really necessary?
It is well known that outstanding army commanders such as Count v. Haese-
ler, Conrad v. Hétzendorf, and Mackensen are declared opponents of tobacco.
And have they not endured the strains of service in the field just as well as the
smokers? I'm thinking especially of Falkenhayn, Boroevic, and Hindenburg. As
we know, death for the Fatherland deprives the army of the services of many
young people. That’s why the vice of smoking is so deplorable: it prevents people
from being killed in battle or even procreating new recruits. You, young man,
have contracted heart disease, so you have little hope of being found fit for active
service. Don't take it to heart. It may get better. There’ll always be wars. That said,
your lungs seem to be affected as well. Take a deep breath. (He listens.) You can
breathe again —it’s out of the question. A desk job at best. That’ll be 20 marks.

Scene 22
Office at a command post.

GENERAL STAFF OFFICER (on the telephone)—Hello, have you got the re-
port on Przemysl ready?— Not yet? Ah, still sleeping it off —Go and see to it,
otherwise you'll be late again for the bash in the mess—yes, it is on —Now look
here —What, forgotten everything again?— Listen, here are the main points:
Everyone knows we lost Przemysl because our garrison was at starvation point,
remember?—now the situation is quite diffic—different—the enemy suc-
cumbed to our superior strength, no way did he succumb to hunger, the enemy
was never starving! Only we were! The Russians always had plenty of provi-
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sions—but they couldn’t withstand the vigorous assault of our brave troops,
stands to reason—the force of our attack— Moreover: the fortress is completely
undamaged, we took possession of it intact—and all the latest artillery— What?
We can’t make people forget—just old junk? No, no, of course we don’t say that
anymore! My dear fellow, you can make people forget anything! Just listen, and
don’t mess it up—a modern fortress, the very latest—old Austria’s pride and
joy—retaken in perfect condition. Not by force but by hunger—dammit, what
am [ saying! Not by hunger but by force! Go on, you'll find a way—as long as
you make people believe it—you won’t have any trouble this time —so, "bye!
End of story!

(Enter two old generals.)

FIRST Ah yes, the Germans! Now they’ve made Falkenhayn a Doctor of Phi-
losophy! That doesn’t happen to the likes of us, though.

SECOND Butexcuse me, there’s Boroevic —

FIRST Yes, yes, but it doesn't happen to the likes of us.
(A journalist passes by.)

FIRST Honoured, my dear sir!

JOURNALIST Excellency! Good to meet you—1I need to pick your brains—
what’s the news from Brody?

FIRST From Brody?—Why, what’s happening at Brody?
JOURNALIST Imean, whatabout the battle at Brody?
FIRST So there’s been a battle at Brody? You don't say!
secoND Holy Mary!

FIRST A battle. Well I never! So you want to know— (after some thought)
Y’know what? We’'ll pull it off.

JOURNALIST (in haste) SoI can report: At Brody we're still holding on—? No
wait, y’know what I'll write? I'll write: “Brody no longer scarified!”
(Change of scene.)

Scene 23
Headquarters.

ARCHDUKE FRIEDRICH (reading)—And so—I conclude with the words:
His Majesty, our Supreme Commander, hip-hip, hip-hip— (turning the page)
hooray! (Cheers. After an interval during which, his teeth bared in a smirk, he sur-
veys a line of young officers, his gaze coming to rest on one of them) Ah—that’s—
Buquoy, I see! He —already has—a medal! (After an interval during which his
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gaze continues the inspection and comes to rest on another) And —him there —
that’s a Buquoy as well! He’s—got—a medal, too! (A pause while he ponders)
Now—two Buquoys—have a medal!

ADJUTANT (approaches the army commander in chief and reports) Your Im-
perial Highness, the Vice Chancellor of the University of Vienna along with the
Dean and Pro-Dean of the Philosophical Faculty are in attendance and most
humbly beg permission to present Your Imperial Highness with the Honorary
Doctorate of the Philosophical Faculty.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 24
Enter two devotees of the Reichspost.

FIRST DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST Have youread Our Dynasty in the
Field? Hats off, that’s some book! It shows the members of our Imperial House
are directly involved in the war, and a sequence of charming photographs de-
picts all the princely warriors who stand shoulder to shoulder with the common
soldier in the field, sharing his trials and tribulations. It begins with the Supreme
Commander.

SECOND DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST What, you mean His Majesty,
our noble—?

FIRST You didn't let me finish. It’s true that considerations of age and health
prevent him from tarrying with his Field Greys astride his charger, as he loved
to do in years gone by —

SECOND Getaway!—When was that?

FIRST You didn't let me finish. As he loved to do in years gone by on ma-
noeuvres. But no one could be more intimately involved with the war than this
supreme soldier, the head of our imperial forces, whose love and concern, day
and night, is for the army out in the field— his army, which is essentially his cre-
ation, in all its glory and fighting power. But all his soldiers, too, his brave men,
are ever conscious of this, in the midst of raging battles they sense the blessed
presence of his loving fatherly care. So y’see, it’s true he does feel a shared com-
radeship with the common soldier out in the field, with all his trials and tribula-
tions. You really must be a fool, if you can't see that!

SECOND And what about his successor, the next in line? What has the author
got to say about His Highness, Archduke Karl?

FIRST The most charming episodes. His nonchalance while standing on a hil-
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lock under enemy artillery fire, smiling and talking to the men as he studies the
map.
secoND Hishumourand high spirits have an electrifying effect on all around.

FIRST It boosts the fighting spirit of the firing line tenfold. What a surge—no
further stimulants necessary!

secoND Whatabout our generalissimo, Archduke Friedrich?

FIRST 'The mastermind? The brains behind the battle, sitting bent over maps
night after night with the Chief of the General Staff, Baron Conrad? The troops’
faith in him is limitless. “He can handle it, our Field Marshal”, that’s what they

say.
secoND Of course he can handle it.

FIRST Y’know what they call him?

SECOND Quite simply “the Father of the Forces”, what else?

FIRST Exactly. The author of Our Dynasty in the Field—1 tell you, the things
he’s experienced! I happened to be standing nearby, he says, in a small group
under cover of a hill, and in the company of this unkempt veteran, a seasoned
campaigner, he says, one of that almost extinct breed — weather-beaten, hard as
nails, y’know the type? He was looking at the generalissimo in the distance as
well. I saw in his gnarled face—

secoND Hold on, how’s that possible?

FIRST No, he was the one saw it, not me—

SECOND Butwho had a gnarled face, then?

FIRST 'The old campaigner, of course!

SECOND Ah, the old campaigner, that’s a different kettle of fish.

FIRST So, the author of Our Dynasty in the Field spotted the gnarled face of
the old campaigner twitching, and him obviously trying to suppress it. Then he
passed his weathered cavalryman’s gauntlet over his eyes, and they were glisten-
ing with what looked suspiciously like —

SECOND Abha, signalling, was he? Politically suspect—!

FIRST You didn’t let me finish—suspiciously like tears! And said with more
feeling than he’d ever betrayed before: “The Father of the Forces . . .” (He sobs.)
SECOND (also moved) Just so. And what about Josef Ferdinand?

FIRST His heart belongs to his soldiers, every one, and every soldier’s heart is
his. A military commander of incomparable renown and a simple, faithful com-
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rade, worshipped by his men to the point of idolatry. Thus shall he be remem-
bered in the immortal annals of this war.

SEcOND Nice one! And Peter Ferdinand?

FIRST Ah—quite phenomenal! Chasing the enemy from the high ground,
steadfastly on guard, undaunted by the snowstorm —those episodes made an
enormously stirring impact.

secoND Of course, but what about Archduke Josef?
FIRST A hero! The soldiers say he’s invulnerable.

SECOND Getaway!—Isuppose that’ll be why he thinks his soldiers are invul-
nerable too, and thought a bit of machine-gun fire from behind would —

FIRST Wash your mouth out! They all idolize him, Hungarians and Swabians,
Romanians and Serbs—every one of them.

sEcoND What, the Serbs too?

FIRST You can say that again! There were heartrending scenes, they say. But
you can hardly even hint at that.

SECOND And what about Eugen?
FIRST The noble Teuton knight!
SECOND And Max?

FIRST A dashing young man!
secoND And Albrecht?

FIRST Youngas he is, he’s already sharing all the soldiers” hardships—the mud
and filth of the roads, the sodden clothes, dire lodgings, rotten bread —he shares
it all with them.

secoND Those are our action heroes. What of our angels of mercy?

FIRST There’sadescription here of the imperishable glory Archduke Franz Sal-
vator has earned with his stupendous organizational efforts for the Red Cross;
then there’sa depiction of the sublime example of public welfare set by the Arch-
duchesses Zita, Marie Valerie, Isabella, Blanka, Maria Josefa, Maria Theresa,
Maria Annunziata, and many other members of the Imperial House. Admira-
tion is bestowed in glowing terms on the blessed, self-denying, heroic activities
of Archduchess Isabella Maria.

secoND Whatabout Leopold Salvator, then?
FIRST He’s done his bit.

SECOND You've left out a few.
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FIRST Archduke Karl Stephan displays ceaseless endeavour, Archduke Hein-
rich Ferdinand carries out onerous missions as a mounted messenger, Archduke
Maximilian has entered military service and, like Archdukes Leo and Wilhelm,
Franz Karl Salvator, and Hubert Salvator, has been made a lieutenant, and they
are all undaunted.

secoND Trulyarich laurel crown!

FIRsT 'This book, which can lay no claim to completeness, will hold a place of
honour in the literature of this war.

SECOND (sobs.)

FIRST What's up?

sEcCOND I'm thinking of the hospital for amputees.

FIRST Come on, that’s no reason to cry, old chap, war is war y’know —
sECOND Idoknow that—and that’s not the reason, it’s because —
FIRST What is it, then? What’s the matter?

SECOND (crying) It’s because you don’t let me finish. I'm thinking the whole
time about Archduchess Zita in the hospital for amputees! For the casualties, the
8th of May was a day of joy, one to make up for many an hour of pain. I often
heard the words ringing in my ear: “If only Archduchess Zita would pay us a
visit!” —“If only I could see Archduchess Zita!” At last the longed-for day arrived.
The great bright building was all in a quiver with joyful expectation. The im-
perial motorcar drew up at a quarter to 10 in the morning, and the Archduchess
got out. A new convoy of casualties had arrived that very minute (he sobs).

FIRST Yes, but that’s no reason to—war is war y’know, old chap—

SECOND I know—it’s only because of Zita—Well—with incomparable
charm the young Archduchess addressed each of the new arrivals. The weather-
beaten faces, which pain and suffering had marked with many a furrow, lit up
and beamed. Germans and Hungarians, Poles and Czechs, Romanians and
Ukrainians, all felt a new unifying bond binding them more intimately together
once more.

FIRST Ahyes, it’s a nice story, all those artificial limbs—

SECOND A shared joy made their hearts beat faster. The great lady, in whom
they recognized their Empress-to-be, took a lively interest in each and every one,
and when patients were brought forward who had had both feet replaced with
artificial ones on which they moved briskly — (he cries.)

FIRST Enough, enough, war is war!
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secOND Oh, I know that—it’s on account of Zita! Well, as they moved for-
ward briskly, the Archduchess’s gaze followed them, and there was a glimmer
of joy in her eyes. And they all forgot their sufferings, their pain, feeling nothing
but springtime, hope and joy. When Zita left the hospital around one o’clock,
the glowing and smiling expression remained on their faces, with delighted pride
in their hearts.

FIRST Isee whatyou're getting at. A war like this one is a passion. If someone
has the good fortune to end up in a hospital for amputees, and it so happens that
Her Imperial Highness bestows on him —

SECOND Yes, he can talk of his good fortune —but y’know, that’s only a half-
way house! Not everyone has the privilege of dying for the Imperial Dynasty —!

FIRST No, my friend, not everyone can be so lucky! One mustn’t hope for too
much. We shouldn’t have ideas above our station.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 25
In front of the War Ministry.
FIRST YOUNG MAN Hil Where are you going?
SECOND YOUNG MAN Up there.
FIRST What for?
seconND To wangle my exemption. What about you?
FIRST Me too.

sECOND We may as well go together. (Exeunt.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 26
Ringstrasse.

FIFTY DRAFT DODGERS (enter, all pointing at each other) They should take
him!

Scene 27
In front of the War Ministry.
FIRST YOUNG MAN Hil Where are you going?
SECOND YOUNG MAN Up there.
FIRST What for?
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SECOND Import. What about you?
FIRST Export.

sEcCOND We may as well go together. (Exeunt.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 28

Ministry of Defence. A captain is sitting at a table, in front of him a civilian,
standing.

cAPTAIN Look, as to whether you can be exempted or not, the simplest thing
is to consult the statutory regulation. Then you can convince yourself, I'll do
you a favour, so listen: “The Austro-Hungarian Ministry of Defence ruled by
the decree of 12 July 1915, no. 863/XIV, acting in concurrence with the Austro-
Hungarian Ministry of War, that in consideration of the war situation at that
time —as similarly decreed by the directive of the said Austro-Hungarian Min-
istry of 13 January 1915, Section XIV, no. 1596, modifying that of 1914, finalized
by the decree of 18 January 1915, code number 1068, as promulgated on the sub-
ject of preferential treatment (as family provider) according to articles 31 and
32 of the Conscription Act—the certificate of proof, in accordance with Article
109, Section I, Paragraph 1, and Article 121, Section I of the Military Code,
Book I, June 1915, relating to the continued existence of the conditions justi-
fying preferential treatment, in accordance with Articles 30, 32 (applicable to
farmers) and 82 of the Conscription Act (Article 32 from Military Code 0f 1889),
is hereby abrogated with immediate effect, whereby the above-mentioned pref-
erential treatment— in accordance with Article 30 and Article 32, and coming
into effect, according to Article 108, Section I, Paragraph 2 of the Military Code,
Book I, when proof of the continued existence of the said conditions has been
produced within the prescribed time limit—are for the time being to be con-
sidered still applicable.” So there you are —but now you must excuse me, others
are waiting, OK? So, good-bye —

(The civilian bows and leaves.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 29

Innsbruck. A restaurant. At one table, three ladies speaking Swedish. From a table
nearby a colonel storms over to them, his face flushed with anger.

coLoNEL [Iforbidyou tospeak English here! (His wife tries to pull him back to
his seat.) Permit me —as the brother-in-law of the Chief of the General Staff —
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COLONEL'S WIFE Butthey’re only speaking Swedish!

coLoNEL Aha—(he sits down.)

Scene 30

Market square in Grodno, Belarus. The population has gathered, at the front a
group of young girls.

TOWN HALL OFFICIAL (makes an announcement) In accordance with a re-
quest made by the head of the German administration in response to the wish
of the Commander in Chief of the XII Army and with regard to the latter’s de-
cree of 2gth April 1916, no. 6106, the captain of the town militia hereby issues
the order that young girls be instructed to greet the German officers as well as
the dignitaries of the town by curtseying. (The girls curtsey. Dignitaries pass by.)
Curtsey! (The girls curtsey. German officials pass by.) Curtsey lower! (The girls
curtsey lower. German officers appear.) Now curtsey as low as you can! (The girls
curtsey as low as they can.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 31
Censorship at a German front unit.

OFFICER IN CHARGE OF CENSORSHIP Phew, talk about busy today!
Since nine o'clock I've censored 1,286 postcards and 519 letters, and most of
them were to Otto Ernst. Whoever else is on reading duty today can spare me
the addressee and signature. My poor eyes have just about had it. (They read
out excerpts from fan mail to the folksy author, which receives the censor’s stamp
of approval.)

A CAPTAIN Your work is a real God-given gift, an inestimable blessing for us
Germans in these hard times. For me it signifies the confirmation, indeed the
incarnation, of faith in our German manliness today. That’s why I can't help
myself, I simply must pour out my heart to you and you alone.

AN AIRMAN Idon’twantto indulge in mere platitudes, but your book was the
most beautiful, the most profound, and the most inspiring that I've read in years.

A SENIOR NcoO Heartfelt thanks for The Blessed Storm, which reinvigorated
and revived me. To hell with all defeatists and moaning minnies! That book ex-
pressed my innermost thoughts, and those of all the Boys in Grey!

A SERGEANT Todayis Easter Sunday. This afternoon, comrades from the next
dugout are to pay us a visit, and to mark the occasion there will be a reading of
“A German Sunday.” Your work will replace the most beautiful Easter festivities!
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A TERRITORIAL RESERVE In off-duty hours we read as if we're competing
with each other. Everyone wants to be first to read one or other of your books,
and since we've only received three of them so far, there’s quite a waiting time
till a comrade has finished the book.

GUN CREW OF 9-CM CANNON, NAMED “ASSAULT COLUMN" (inuni-
son) Our job doesn’t always allow us to work together, so we prefer reading your
novel individually.

SIXTEEN DRIVERS Sixteen drivers of the 10th Army read your “Open Letter
to dAnnunzio” with rapture. It put in words just how we feel!

A LIEUTENANT Everyone of youraudacious lines bursts on the ear like a gre-
nade exploding right on time.

A RECONNAISSANCE AIRMAN Assomeone who embodies all that is life-
affirming, you are our redeemer from the tedium of our humdrum existence.

A SECOND-LIEUTENANT Once again your humour has given me heartfelt
pleasure, and I hope its effect will continue unabated under shellfire.

A MILITARY BANDSMAN Your wonderfully healing and consoling works
shall help sustain my poor, dear, unhappy fiancée through the time we are apart.

A LANCE-CORPORAL Wielding your divinely inspired pen, you are of more
use to the Fatherland than with a bayonet.

A SOLDIER Yourpoemswhich stirall loyal hearts shall last as long as the world
can distinguish German loyalty from English duplicity.

A CAPTAIN IN THE MEDICAL CORPS Iread youropen letter to dAnnun-
zio. That’s just how I feel! I fight with the scalpel, you with the pen, each of us
to the best of our ability. The main thing is that we win through. Gott strafe
England!

A GUNNER [I've racked my brains over how I might thank you with deeds.

A JUNIOR COMPANY COMMANDER Your splendid humour often helped
us through times of trouble and stimulated a spirit of enterprise.

AN ACTING OFFICER We were in a trench. Whether or not another attack
was expected, no one knew, but we were keeping a sharp lookout. Our nerves
had been put through the mill yet again, and to calm them we crept into the
dugout, where I was obliged to read something aloud as a distraction. I chose
your sketch “On Time-Twisters”, which went down very well. I was just about
to start on “Anna Menzel” when we were recalled to our platoons on the news
that enemy riflemen had been spotted at the edge of the wood. Talk about an
Introduction to the Waltz! More and more attackers emerge from the wood. And
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now our machine gun, situated between the first platoon and mine, joins in too.
Our artillery was likewise on alert and began bombarding the enemy with clus-
ters of shrapnel shells. I noticed my men were uneasy, some of the enemy had
already reached the barbed-wire entanglements. A lot of my chaps were very
young, and this was their baptism of fire. As platoon leader, what else could I do
but give them the order to stay calm and fire? That was the moment [ remem-
bered those warning words of yours from “On Time-Twisters”: “Caaalm-ly, now,

7

caaalm-ly does it!” Ducking from man to man, from group to group, I repeated
this injunction. You could soon see the effect it had. The enemy, about to break
through our barbed wire, were picked oft by our riflemen, who were plainly
now taking aim and firing calmly. The attack was easily beaten off; we had only
a handful of casualties. So once again we managed to give the enemy a bloody
nose, thanks to our alertness and the calm firing of our riflemen, for which your

story can claim most of the credit. It had an unimaginable effect!

A sAPPER From the battlefield I offer you, great maestro and friend of the
young, my most heartfelt greetings! May we soon be privileged to see the enemy,
already bleeding from multiple wounds, under our heel. Hail the artist whose
fiery spirit fights for the honour of his people!

A VOLUNTEER In the telephone cabin there is a book by Otto Ernst. Sun-
shine dapples its pages. I got such pleasure from reading you, indeed all morn-
ing I felt such a joyful glow that I need an outlet for all the exuberance of spring
coursing through my veins. Run off somewhere, run into the forest, run into the
world, that’s what I would like to do! Damn it all! That’s what I would like to do
if I weren't bound to my post! So, what to do? Sing! Perfect, that always helps!
Can't think right off what best to holler, though. Then in a flash —inspiration! —
lickety-spit, there’s a message-pad! Pencil at the ready— Otto Ernst shall hear
from me, a salutation! Good morning, Otto Ernst! Do you know you are an
old, old acquaintance of mine? Yes, indeed, young-at-heart as you shall ever be!
(A major-general appears.)

OFFICER IN CHARGE OF CENSORSHIP Ah, you too, General?

MAJOR-GENERAL (reads) Yesterday I was uplifted by your “Christmas Cele-
bration.” Unfortunately I was unable to find out from your books whether—
when you need to refresh yourself for your writing—you do so with red wine
or white? (Laughter.) Given your splendid traits of character and your humour,
I'd guess (as a Mecklenburger!!) red wine! But one thing I do know: If there are
sofas in heaven, there’s a seat there reserved for you!

(More and more officers and soldiers from all branches of service appear.)
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OFFICER IN CHARGE OF CENSORSHIP OK, that’s it for now, chaps.
Tomorrow’s another day!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 32
A quiet poet’s retreat in the Styrian Woods.

FIRST ADMIRER OF KERNSTOCK Ssh—quiet—there he is, sitting lost in
thought—

SECOND ADMIRER OF KERNSTOCK It’sfrom here he sends forth his songs
throughout the land, songs uniquely powerful yet also sensuous and often inde-
scribably tender, songs—

FIRST Y’know, I shouldn’t be at all surprised if he wasn’t about to—

secoND That’s my impression, too. Hush! All who sit at his feet, kindled by
his flame, shall become keepers of that flame, and in times to come spread it a
thousandfold into the hearts of a new generation for them to absorb the mys-
teries that this one man has fathomed, working decade after decade in the iso-
lation of his castle amidst the murmurs of the forest.

FIRST TTruly, Festenburg’s parish priest is a man with the gift of a fiery tongue
who knows how to celebrate God’s world in all its living beauty. Shush!

SECOND Pst—something seems to have come over him. A poem? A prayer?

KERNSTOCK (murmurs)

Thy people, Lord, are sore afraid,
The haughty foreign horde
Harasses them with wanton wiles,

Brings death by fire and sword.

FIRST Oh, Irecognize that. It’s the “Prayer Before Battle with the Huns”, isn’t
it?

KERNSTOCK (murmurs)

Who once didst sacrifice Thy son,
Oh Lord, now save us from the Hun!
Kyrie eleison!

secoND No wonder he accepted when he was summoned to Vienna. His
priestly calling is true nobility, it’s inevitable he shall also make the most pro-
found and lasting impression on those of his young followers who hear him
speak in person.
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KERNSTOCK (murmurs)

The heavenly host provides our shield,
St. Michael leads us in the field.

FIRST Festenburg’s parish priest will surely have hesitated for an instant before
exchanging the tranquility of his dreamy poetic seclusion in the Styrian Woods
for the din of the metropolis. Just for an instant—

KERNSTOCK (murmurs)

God gave a sign— Th'avenger came
And drew his sword of wrath,

Who fled its bite fared just the same,
'The swamps choked them to death.

SECOND Butthen he must have come to understand the lofty mission open-
ing up to him here, the new ethical and artistic possibilities Vienna offers him
to be active in the promotion of culture. And this recognition must soon have
prevailed over the enticing murmurs of the pinewoods around the Festenburg,

BOTH Hush!

KERNSTOCK (like a man possessed)

With rifle butts hewn out of Styrian wood

Let lumberjacks cut down the Serbian brood.
Styrian hunters, take aim with care

And shoot down that grizzly Russian bear!
Styrian vintners, cut grapes from the vine

And crush full-bodied Wogs into blood-red wine!

FIRST Not exactly innovative, but it still carries you away every time. The
sacred moment has arrived. If we take him at his word and hold out our albums
as if we were impressionable young autograph hunters, wouldn’t that be some-
thing to treasure for life?!

secoND Struth! Let’s do it!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 33
At a sector control post.

ALICE SCHALEK When we left the War Press quarters and got up to the lines
yesterday, I had an odd experience. Night after night the old men working to
bring supplies to the front positions have to cross the field of fire with their pack
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mules. I was just contemplating the sight when the C.O. interrupted my rapt
admiration with a robust exhortation: “You goddamned herd of bullocks! Why
can’t you spread out! D’you want a single shell to wipe you all out?” That was
not directed at us from the War Press Bureau, of course, but at the old workers,
and he apologized at once, for he greeted us with a laugh and the words: “For-
give the lively reception!” However much sympathy one feels for those poor, an-
tiquated heroes, I can only say how dashing and engaging I found the officers.
We were met with an unforgettable sight. All the gentlemen were gathered to
receive us. Normally, each of them would have hunkered down under cover or
be asleep, in any case he would take good care not to go walking around in the
open. But because the first war reporter is expected, the gentlemen are all sitting
cosily together as if in their favourite tavern, waiting for us. And not only that.
They’d waited until we arrived before starting the bombardment, otherwise the
retaliatory fire could have made the way up pretty unpleasant for us. That was
a welcome course of action, not only for us journalists, but also for the officers
who finally had a chance to show themselves in the open, and ultimately for the
poor old workers too, who could have undertaken their trek confident that it held
no danger—if, that is, they had kept up with the press corps and hadn't arrived
with supplies later than us. Couldn’t one conclude that, with proper planning,
all concerned would benefit from a daily visit of the press to front-line positions?
The dangers of warfare would be appreciably reduced for officers, for members
of the press, and last but not least, for the simple soldier.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 34

Berlin, Tiergarten.
Enter an Exchange Professor and a National-Liberal Reichstag Deputy.

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR Weare waging a defensive war. Our Chief of Staff
Helmuth von Moltke told an American interviewer that our High Command
had never entertained any plans for the predatory military conquest our enemies
are always blathering about. How could we have been so irresponsible, he said,
as to have sought a war with such superior forces as those of our most powerful
military and maritime neighbours!

NATIONAL-LIBERAL DEPUTY Exactly, and we are firmly resolved to extract
from this war everything our armies and our Boys in Blue can get out of it, and
not to rest until England’s global arrogance has been totally crushed. The mo-
ment has now arrived when the result of the war can only be a peace based on
the expansion of our borders to the east, to the west, and overseas, with Germany
as a world power setting the agenda.



Scene 34 285

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR Exactly, England’s global arrogance must be
smashed, and whoever doubts our peaceable intentions will soon see the other
side of the coin! The German’s sole desire is to stay at home, sustained by the
honest products of his colonies. After all, in exchange we give the world the
benefit of our erudition!

NATIONAL-LIBERAL DEPUTY Yes, up to now the world has shown too little
appreciation for our unique culture, so let us now really knock it into their heads.

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR 'That will take time, unfortunately, and America
alone has to bear the blame. Moltke told that American that the war will go on
until America stops supplying weapons and munitions to our enemies. Moltke
does admit that such shipments are the work of a private trust, but he is aston-
ished that so many Americans are infringing neutrality for material advantage,
and that the government doesn’t put a stop to it. The fact that German arms fac-
tories themselves supplied our enemies in peacetime is something quite differ-
ent. The armaments industry does that everywhere. Consequently, we were in
the same boat as our opponents, the only difference being, according to Moltke,
that we were forced to help ourselves, while our enemies, in addition to being
supplied by German arms factories, could count on the support of American
industry as well.

NATIONAL-LIBERAL DEPUTY Yes,Iread that. The same issue of the paper
takes note of the “revelation” in the New York World that we ourselves made at-
tempts to get munitions from America. And they call that a revelation —how
naive can you get! Priceless! As if it wasn’t a perfectly natural thing to do.

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR Absolutely, and since we didn't obtain any, we've
surely a perfect right to complain about their breach of neutrality at least!

NATIONAL-LIBERAL DEPUTY Absolutely, and all the more so since there
was no breach. For look, the United States specifically states that its definition of
neutrality permits it to sell weapons and munitions just as freely to us as to our
enemies. And why shouldn’t we make use of this neutrality if the factories were
willing to supply us? That’s also the line taken by the Frankfurter Zeitung in its
discussion of the New York World’s amazing “revelation.” The only drawback is
that we are unfortunately unable to obtain the munitions we would like from
the German factories in America—neither from the German-American ones
nor the Reichs-German ones, both of which supply our enemies.

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR What? You mean German, Reichs-German firms?
Not English ones?

NATIONAL-LIBERAL DEPUTY No, no. Some of the British-owned firms in
America apparently refused to supply England. Oh well, they would probably
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have refused to supply us, too. That’s just our bad luck, the enemy firms won’t
supply us, and the German ones are already committed to supplying the enemy.
Well, there you are, a factory as such is under no obligation to uphold the prin-
ciple of neutrality. It’s certainly not being violated by the German factory owners
when they supply arms to the enemy!

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR But surely—wait a minute—yes, surely—oh, it’s
so confusing! These concepts all seem to have exchanged their meaning in this
war. If only it were peacetime again, then I could at least arrange another aca-
demic exchange and everything would be back to normal.

NATIONAL-LIBERAL DEPUTY Come on, putyour mind at rest. We mustn’t
make a mountain out of a molehill. The debate should soon be redundant any-
how. Fortunately, America is sure to enter the war, and then the German Ameri-
cans will have no choice but to think again and instead of supplying weapons to
our European enemies, supply them to the American army.

EXCHANGE PROFESSOR That’s the way of the world!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 35

Lecture hall in Berlin.

POET
... Step by step we thread our way through
Spent shells, barbed wire, flesh in tatters.
We must reach the line on cue,
Obey our orders, naught else matters!

Don't call for heroes in a crisis—
We do our duty, that suffices.

(Shouts of “How true!”)

... With stirring battle orders ever ringing in our ears,
The thunder of the guns is like the music of the spheres.

(Shouts of “That’s how it is!”)

... March on, cries God, protect your land,
And save your children’s Fatherland!

(Lively applause.)

... Steely grey our German fleet,
Each gun flashes a white incisor



Scene 36 287

To rip apart, destroy, defeat,
The scum who steam against our Kaiser,
Under the German sky.

(Stormy applause and bravos.)

... The Kaiser did create the fleet,

God saw that it was good (Shouts of: “It is!”)
The sons of Satan to defeat

In Germany’s global feud.

The red tongues of our boys in blue

From hissing cannons’ mouths do spew
Their tongues of fire, and so propel

The enemy through the gates of Hell,
Under the German sky.

(Tumultuous applause.)

... Up and at em, through enemy fire,
Rat-a-tat-tat in the rolls of barbed wire,

While larks sing for joy in the heavens above!
Hurrah! Hurrah! Put an end to that screaming,
Enemy flesh stabbed by bayonets gleaming,
While larks sing for joy in the heavens above!

(Thunderous applause.)

... Sing, comrades, our faith expressing:
This earthly horror has our blessing!

(Endless applause. Shouts of “Long live Dehmel!”)

Scene 36
Lecture hall in Vienna.

GRUMBLER

“With Watch in Hand”

“On the 17th September one of our U-boats in the Mediterranean sank a packed
enemy troop transport. The ship sank within 43 seconds.”

So death is now reduced to a mechanical device.

Once bravery meant power— shall that no more sufhice?
For here the clock is ticking towards the hour of doom,
Can the valiant god of battles save us from the tomb?
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Once clumsy stage effects produced a god from the machine,
But precision engineering now dominates the scene!

There it stands, its legs apart and iron arms akimbo,

A proud machine but soulless, for its soul is lost in limbo.

A mortar there, the man beside lies in a trench, protected,

The gun was man’s invention but the link’s been disconnected.
Since dwarfs confounded giants, there is now a new device,

A clock that halts the march of time, and one that’s quite precise!

Go, fall asleep, sleep through it all, have peaceful dreams and fair,
For otherwise you'll find one day a cripple in your chair,

In your office, at your keyboard: London disappears in smoke,
There’s speculative profit for you, millions at a stroke!

And has the time not come when this might really come about?
Eyes stung with poison gases find it hard to make things out,

But the bell has tolled at midnight and the ear’s as sharp as ever,
The glass is falling hour by hour—you can’t hold up the weather.

Such motley jokes the people love, the papers too that feed them,
But God forbid that God himself should ever have to read them!
When progress creates amputees as well as profiteers,

Holding a watch in hand inspires their patriotic cheers.

LISTENER (fo his wife) Say what you like about him — he sure can write!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 37
Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and Patriot in conversation.
PATRIOT No bathroom in Downing Street! What d’you say to that!
suBscRIBER What can I say, the edifice is crumbling.
PATRIOT No bathroom in Downing Street!

SUBSCRIBER Yes, and to whom do we owe this disconcerting discovery? To
Him!

PATRIOT Certainly, though you have to admit it was in fact Mrs. Lloyd George
who made the disconcerting discovery.

SUBSCRIBER Yes, all right, but our editor in chief broke the news!

PATRIOT Yes, and y’know what follows from that with compelling logic?
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suBscRIBER He’s made no secret of it: British prime ministers, who have
lived in Downing Street for a hundred years or more, have either done without
the luxury of a bath or had to use public baths.

PATRIOT Serves them right, filthy beasts, 'm glad to hear it.

suBsCRIBER Andmarkyou, notlike here in Austria, because of the war—no,
they put up with the filth for over a hundred years!

PATRIOT Asquith lived there with his family for nine years.

SUBSCRIBER Sohedidn’ttake abath for nine years, him and his whole family.
PATRIOT Well, you can’t quite say that. Perhaps they went to the public baths.
suBSCRIBER Butthatwas never reported! Or did you ever read —

PATRIOT Not that I remember.

suBsCRIBER 'There you are, then!

PATRIOT But y’know what might have been the case? OK, there’s no bath-
room in Downing Street. OK, it’s been established they never went to the pub-
lic baths either—but it doesn’t follow from that that they never bathed at all for
a hundred years.

suBSCRIBER Why not? It seems to me you're something of a sceptic!

PATRIOT Look, He’s written that the Lloyd George woman discovered it,
when they moved in. Well, if she discovers something like that—what will she
do in the future?

suBSCRIBER How doIknow? No business of mine!

PATRIOT She'll presumably do what the Asquith woman most probably did

as well —
SUBSCRIBER And what did she do?
PATRIOT Whatdid she do? She probably did what everyone did who has lived

there for a hundred years.

SUBSCRIBER Sowhatdid they do?

PATRIOT Whatdid they do? Well, is there a bathroom in Schénbrunn?
SUBSCRIBER So what’s there, then?!

PATRIOT Well —from what they tell me —though I'm not saying for sure —but
let’s suppose —has the Emperor not had a bath for a hundred years, or do you
think he goes to the central baths?

SUBSCRIBER A fine patriot you are! But why talk about that, I'd sooner you
told me what they did in Downing Street.
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PATRIOT What they did? Any fool can tell you that—they sent the maid to
fetch water, and she made the tub ready and splish-splash they plunged in.

SUBSCRIBER (puts his hands over his ears) All the soap bubbles are bursting!
You're taking away any illusions I had left!

PATRIOT Well, that’s only a guess. In fact, I rather suspect myself that the Edi-
tor’s right —they either never bathed at all or were forced to use the public baths.

suBscRIBER Andwhatl say to you is: they never bathed at all! End of story!
Poincaré is shocked and Lloyd George humiliated. The English and the Ger-
mans are to meet in Stockholm.

PATRIOT What’s that got to do with it? What’s the connection? You're getting
to sound like Old Biach.

suBSCRIBER And you, you should recognize that’s how editorials always fin-
ish!

PATRIOT Of course —I know that! Y’know what I think? The edifice is crum-
bling.

SUBSCRIBER You don't need to tell me! But it’s not because of the water
pipes! There’s not a single bathroom throughout the Entente, is what I hear.

PATRIOT Hmm, that’s an exaggeration, didn’t you read about the Tsarina in
the bath?

SUBSCRIBER Yes, but it’s common knowledge she had to share it with Ras-
putin!

PATRIOT Y’know what I'm dying to find out?
suBscRIBER What? 'm dying to know.

PATRIOT Whether there’s a lavatory in Downing Street! Or were they forced
to do without the luxury for a hundred years, or to go to a public convenience?
Gott strafe England!

SUBSCRIBER Youain't seen nothing yet! (Exeunt.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 38
In a railway compartment.
FIRST SALES REP Isn’tthe new operetta delightful: I Had a Loyal Comrade?

SECOND SALES REP Seen it. I'm an agent for “Hindenburg” honey fly-
catchers, motto: “You won't find any better.” What’s your line?

FIRST War chocolate “Diana.” Pictures of our army commanders on the wrap-
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per. Try some — (Opens his case of samples.) Before that I was a big gun in vari-
ous sales branches.

sECOND Don't mind if I do (he eats.) Extraordinarily delicious. Incidentally,
[ also do patent foods. For instance, Hygiama—

FIRsT Go on, you do Hygiama? My hearty compliments!
SECOND (opens his case of samples) Try some —

FIRST Iwill. Ah, it comes with instructions. (He eats and reads):

If the fleeing French you're tracking,
Catch and give ‘em a good whacking.
Akicking’s what the Brits deserve,
They pay their soldiers, what a nerve!
And if you spot the Russian bear,
Take a potshot at its lair.

(But keep your distance, if you please,
The ugly brute just swarms with fleas.)

Fantastic!

To do such deeds, in scale Byronic,

We recommend a healthy tonic.

These iron rations please do buy,

For food supplies may soon run dry.

Our pills are not for recreation,

But they will save you from starvation.
So keep them for emergencies,

Since pills like these don’t grow on trees!
You suck them slowly, but don’t chew,
Then fire your rifle as you do.

They’ll still your hunger, slake your thirst,
In place of meat and bread and wurst.
So savour every one in turn,

The victors” health is our concern.

Then kindly send us a report

Saying how valiantly you fought.

Dr. Theinhardt’s Nutrient Laboratory
Stuttgart-Cannstadt

The verses are as wholesome as the product. Marvellous packaging! Aren’t we
Germans a poetic people, say what you like, there’s no denying it.
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SECOND Aren'twe just! They can’t compete, those Brits, just a nation of shop-
keepers! It’s made in Germany all over, even if not in so many words—a sure-
fire hit. For the Fatherland and for business, and when everything’s at stake, the
poets give the salesman a break. Ysee, I can even get it to thyme.

FIRST Are these delightful verses your own, then?

SECOND No, no, my firm only uses first-class poets. I'm not even sure who,
in this case.

FIRST Ata guess Presber, or perhaps Bewer?

secoND I really don't know. At any rate, our Field Greys will be amused.
When the German seriously puts his mind to it, humour can really come into
its own. Helps you fire your gun and keeps you healthy. Anyone from your firm
among the fallen?

FIRST Certainly, the boss’s son paid the ultimate price for the Fatherland.
Here’s the obituary.

SECOND (reads) “—With his far-ranging commercial vision he was quick to
recognize the great objectives of the struggle, and it was with joy he took to the
field for the glory of the Fatherland. The Fates have now blocked the way so
lovingly paved for him with faithful toil.” Donnerwetter! Fantastic packaging!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 39
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.
opPTIMIST What’s on your mind? Some linguistic problem?

GRUMBLER Yes,indeed. Itead today that the Germans have taken the enemy’s
advanced positions. It just occurred to me that the most advanced intellectual
positions have also been taken over and made untenable. The damage is as great
as that on the battlefield.

opTIMIST How do you mean? In a physical sense or figuratively?

GRUMBLER Both the one and the other, so—figuratively. I'm sure Schopen-
hauer would have redefined The World as Will to Power as a premature German
advance.

OPTIMIST Yes, but what about Nietzsche?

GRUMBLER Would have regretfully abandoned The Will to Power as an un-
tenable position.

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 40

The German spa Gross-Salze. In the foreground a children’s playground. View
along a tree-lined walk, at its entrance on the right, a sign “Free up soldiers!”, on
the left a sign “No admittance to the wounded.”

On the left, Villa Wahnschaffe, a building adorned with parapets, embrasures,
and turrets, with flags fluttering on the gable end—one black-red-yellow and
one black-white-red. Below the gable, in a niche, a bust of Wilhelm II. Above
the entrance, the inscription “Whole-hearted and ever at hand for God, Kaiser,
and Fatherland!” A modest front garden with figurines of deer and gnomes, in
the middle an ancient suit of armour. In front of the entrance, right and left, two
dummy mortar shells, one bearing the inscription “Let ’em Have It!”, the other
“See It Through!” Medieval bull’s-eye panes in Gothic arched windows on fagade.
Commercial Counsellor Ottomar Wilhelm Wahnschaffe emerges from the villa
and sings the following vaudeville song; the last line of every verse is accompanied
by an unseen choir, representing laughter at its reception abroad.

Nachspiel

) - PO

Theyre surely villains who don’t care
for war at sea or in the air.

But since I'm used to durance vile,
and front-line service ain’t my style,
I'll use my wits, as is my wont,

and fight right here on the home front.
To see it through, I'll slog away,
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whatever all those villains say.
So let’em have it! For I'm a German!

While peace, for me, was really slavery,

I now can call it wartime bravery,
working my fingers to the bone,

now war sustains me, war alone.

Prewar I had to bear the brunt,

so now I'm grateful for the front.

A drudge’s life’s the life for me,

employed in heavy industry.

Heil Krupp! Hail war! Yes, I'm a German!

The work can never be too tough,
the days are never long enough.

I'll just keep at it, rain or shine,

to back the Watch kept on the Rhine.
My prewar fervour every day

led to the war, now we're OK

to boldly face the coalition

and see off any competition.

Unto the death! For I'm a German!

One thing we never should ignore:

it’s vital that we export more.

A place in the sun is ours by right,

that’s why we're in the trenches and fight.
Though life in a trench is not so grand,
it’s there we’ll win the right to expand.
But, for the moment, let’s be stoic,

New Germans are nothing if not heroic.
The New Germans are true Germans!

War means weapons, as I've explained,
nothing ventured, nothing gained.

We used to make a cult of food,

so what we now eat may seem crude.
Prayers with profits, that’s our device,
art in the service of merchandise.

The Faerie World’s beyond recall,
Valhalla’s turned into a shopping mall.
Yes, the Germans live for their ideals!
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A vegetable salad is healthy eating,

if a bit of a drag from constant repeating.

When that has gone too, the pickings are thin,

well, life may go on, but you eat from a tin.

Such hand-to-mouth eating, with nothing between,
that won't see us through —so change the routine.
We shut our mouth and take a hand

in defence, to the death, of the Fatherland!

The Germans live from their ideals!

This principle rules, it’s a good one at that,

no matter how gory our new habitat

on a planet that’s bleeding, humanity’s pain

the result of exchange rates and trading for gain.
Give gold up for iron, take poison for bread,

to the god of the Germans we bow down our head!
Blood-money, so long as we hold our nerves,

Is the best way to boost our financial reserves!

So the Germans hope to profit!

If things are going only so-so,

the truth comes through the Wolff Bureau.
But “what is truth?” —the age-old question!
Home truths give us indigestion.

A foreign word like “surrogate”

we're told we must eradicate —

but we’ve a substitute, and that’s

the good old German word ersatz.

To put it plainly: I'm a German!

Since we possess the will to power,

their plan to starve us is bizarre.

And that is why we just pooh-pooh it,

our U-boats captains smirk: let’s do it!

Just a nod, to save time, and we’re down and away —
navigational skills we learned on the Spree.

And are we afraid of enemy ops?

We're not, for we’ll eat any old slops.

The German’s not worn down by war!

Each devilish banner against us unfurled
will raise our esteem in the eyes of the world,
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we’ll disregard the barbs of their malice
and triumph with Deutschland iiber alles!
It’s because we're so very resolute

that the whole world’s envy is so acute.
God knows alone how great is our bravery,
we hope he punishes England’s knavery.
By the god of the Germans, I'm a German!

And so to God our praises rise,

raised (like our prices) to the skies.

Our God is just, to him we hearken,

and fight those who this world would darken.
Alife of constant sunshine would

lead to sloth and lassitude.

Shooting is the only cure,

so gaudeamus igitur.

A merry fellow is your German!

Of one thing only I am sure,

we Germans have the best kultur.
Endowed with gifts—to generalize —
kultur (with a “k”) still wins first prize.

We may admire the military,

but adulate philosophy.

We're proud of Schiller, make quite a fuss,
and Goethe, too, was one of us.

Kultur embellishes each German home!

In every German heart and mind:

God, Krupp, and Fatherland entwined!
While Hindenburg fends off our foes,
my inner resolution grows.

We Germans have had too much luck,
so modestly let’s pass the buck,

pull back in triumph from time to time,
back to our very own Siegfried Line.
Sieg heil! is then the German’s cry!

Our proud boast is that, with each foe,
our honour, if not our rations, grow.
We've got no butter for our bread,
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the cannon’s mouth is filled instead.

And German science, with God’s blessing,
will teach the Brits a bitter lesson.

It was the aim of his creation

to make the Germans the top nation.

Only the German’s made in God’s own image!

So hammer away at those foes who fight us,
but even more at these words that unite us.
For the truth of the matter is: we intend

“to see it through to the bitter end!”

The iron and steelworks of Briey-Longwy

we must retain, for they’re ours now, you see.
And as for peace, that concept’s hexed

Till the whole world has been annexed!
That’s the least the Germans deserve!

It’s a question of honour and honour alone.
No, giving back Belgium we cannot condone!
The code of honour’s kept intact,

our hands are clean, and that’s a fact!

Our victory proves that might is right.

with world encirclement in sight.

We'll triumph over all our cares

so we can sell our shoddy wares.

Yes, the German is made in Germany!

A place in the sun was our delight,

now we've plunged the world into hideous night.
With poison and gases and fumes and more smoke,
we’ll fight to the final thunderstroke,

till the voice of God shall summon the dead —

but till then our thunder will serve in its stead.

'The song we sang so oft before,

We'll sing it now: “A thund’rous roar . .

Practical, your German, eh?

The world’s ablaze, now who’s to blame?
Our press bureau has fanned the flame.
While other peoples still exist,

we're the one they’ve always hissed,
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and if, to boot, they’re pacifist,

then we come bottom of their list.

Our feats of arms the world deplores,
our ructions, rumpus, thund’rous roars.
So everyone will hear the Germans!

Postwar there’ll be more work again,
then another war and yet more pain.
Already I'm rubbing my hands with glee,
for my love of war lasts eternally!

If only peace broke out once more,

then I could grumble: what a bore!
Advanced technology’s a must,

just take the U-boat: in thee we trust!
The Germans really do love progress!

The age of conscription we must lower,

and teach kids to use a flamethrower.

We'll still need veterans in the line,

so they’ll continue to do their time.

To show we've learnt what war has taught us
we’ll build barracks, make Europe a fortress!
To liberate the world from peace,

the Watch on the Rhine must never cease!
A history lesson for the Germans!

If the world full of devils, of which Luther spoke,

were turned to a wasteland, and one day we woke

to a world where our enemies all were defeated,

our glorious mission at long last completed,

and the future were bright, with no repercussions,

for then there’d be nothing, yes nothing but Prussians—
We'll still tell our troops to beware of the swine,

as they maintain their Watch on the Rhine!

And still the Germans celebrate their triumph! (Exit.)

(After he has left, his wife, Frau Kommerzienrat Auguste Wahnschaffe, appears
with her children, who immediately disappear into the playground to play a war
game.)

FRAU KOMMERZIENRAT WAHNSCHAFFE ['ve only two children, neither
of them fit for active service, alas, one of them—to our eternal regret—even
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less so, since she’s a girl. So I have to resort to a subterfuge and pretend my boy
was at the front, though also, of course, that he’s already died a hero’s death,
otherwise I'd be mortified if, say, he were to return home uninjured. Under no
circumstances would I want to see him confined to base, though naturally the
odd shell may land there, too. This fantasy is one of my greatest consolations,
one that enables me freely to dismiss any doubts that may beset me, and which
sustains me when my dear Ottomar is busy working. So in fact I'm continu-
ously occupied except for the half-hour my hubby, who's just gone off to work,
allows himself for lunch. As for the meal itself, able housewife that I am, I use
my imagination there too. Today turned out well in that respect. We had hotch-
potch: a wholesome broth of Exzelsior Hindenburg-cocoa-powder-cream-soup
cubes, tasty imitation stuffed beef rolls with surrogate swedes, potato fritters
made with paraflin and a homemade mash, all prepared in a special Obu Fat-
Free frying pan, of course, and to round it off simulated puffed pastry cones
filled with ersatz whipped cream a la Schiller, which really tickled our palate.
A German housewife knows how to give her husband his due in this grave but
grandiose age. It’s true, hubby got into a huff when he didn’t get his delicious
homemade egg noodles. No chance! He just had to make do. What we really
missed at first was the substitute margarine, but since we’ve had our Obu Fat-
Free pan, we no longer lack for anything. We recently decided unanimously in
the Housewives’ Association that mineral nutritive yeast, whose protein content
is mostly obtained by using urine, has a nutritive value equal to brewer’s yeast,
and therefore should not be distributed exclusively to the communal kitchens.
The done thing these days is to cater for the general public. We must putastop to
such arbitrary favoritism. The middle classes also need to keep the wolf from the
door. Those moaning minnies who object even to that, point out that the thing
smells of herring and tastes of petrol, and consequently can cause nausea. But
we German housewives know what’s what, and we trust these peculiarities will
disappear entirely after cooking, indeed we are convinced that mineral nutritive
yeast lends a distinctive relish to the dishes. After lunch, it’s time to start worrying
about dinner again. Today, as ever, that will be a stew, but for a change with liver
sausage made from starch paste and red-dyed vegetables, and Berlin quark with
mock paprika as an alternative to real cheese. And today we're also going to try
out Gotitall—it’s on everyone’s lips—Yolkfix egg substitute, made from ground
gourmet chalk with baking powder and a little instant Saladfix vinaigrette, a de-
licious ingredient which I much prefer to either Saladin or Saladoil. Only the
best is good enough for the German dinner table, and unlike poor folk, we have
everything. Yesterday for afternoon tea we tried Deutscher’s Teafix with Ruma-
roma and were pleasantly surprised. To be sure, the kiddies kicked up a fuss since
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they didn’t get their bombes glacées, spiced with Only the Best for Our Warriors
rum. Hubby got his acorn brew, which tastes almost as good as Trench brand
Tutti-Gusti coffee, which they’ve run out of now. Unfortunately we had to make
do without ersatz saccharin-water, so the dispenser stood empty on the table.
Prompted by a sudden inspiration, I was going to fill it with liquid hydrogen sub-
stitute, so hubby wouldn’t be disillusioned; but that would have meant deceiving
one’s husband, and one step from the straight and narrow is soon followed by a
second. So I didn’t. I'm afraid the good times are past when we still had it easy
and with a mere squirt could sweeten our ersatz war coffee. But as we otherwise
would have had no inkling that it’s now a question of holding out to the bitter
end, such petty privations are a price we gladly pay. All the more willingly, in
fact, since there is nothing else we can pay for these days, so we can simply put
aside the pots of money that hubby earns. The morale-sapping peace will come
soon enough, and with it all the baubles we can start spending it on again. But
let us hope the war lasts long enough to see a turn for the better in that respect,
too. At the last conference of the Fatherland Party, my hubby proposed that the
war, forced upon us by British envy, French revanchism, and Russian rapacity,
should be taken up again after the conclusion of a peace treaty, a proposal ap-
proved by an overwhelming majority. Now it’s a matter of holding out, the longer
the better. We’ll make it. Not a day goes by without some news that makes the
heart beat faster. What is it Emmi Lewald says? “Three thousand dead English-
men at the front!—At this moment, no symphony could sound more ravishing
to my ears! How pleasantly, how joyfully it sets all my nerves atingle, a harbinger
of hope. Three thousand dead Englishmen at the front! —it even echoes in our
dreams and hums around our heads like a beguiling melody.” As published by
Velhagen & Klasing. My sentiments entirely. And the wonderful Anny Wothe,
how I love her when she has the splendid soldier’s wife announce the birth of a
healthy boy to her husband: “Another soldier, praise be to God! The boy shall
be called Wilhelm, may he turn out as tough as our Kaiser and hammer 'em till
the sparks fly. But the other boys are all praying, day in, day out, for you to mas-
sacre lots of the French. I pray too, but not for your life. That lies in the hands
of God. I pray that you may do your duty, well and truly, stand up to shells and
bullets without flinching, and die calmly, if die you must, for our Fatherland,
for our Kaiser, without thinking of us. And if you can die for your captain, don’t
think of us then, either. The five all send their greetings, as do I. At Wilhelm’s
baptism they want to sing Hail to Thee in Laurels Crowned, and I remain your
faithful wife!” — O, God knows the only reason I can’t write like that to my hus-
band is because, alas, he is not in the field, since he is fortunately indispensable,
and moreover because I only have one son, the younger child being, as I said,
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unfortunately a girl. Business success must compensate for the sacrifice of not
being able to make a sacrifice for the Fatherland. Wahnschaffe has just created
a really interesting wartime innovation: in Germany and in Austria-Hungary,
which is fighting with us shoulder to shoulder, it has been patented and mar-
keting rights awarded to efficient salesmen who give us a good cut. It’s a Hero’s
Grave for the House, combining a reliquary and a photo frame, so it provides
both an ornament for the home and religious edification. How sad I am that we
ourselves have unfortunately no need for such a topical domestic death cult.
My children, not old enough to die for the Kaiser or to be able to make some
other sacrifice for the Fatherland, bear the additional misfortune of not having
been born after the war broke out. Otherwise my boy would have been called
Wiarsaw and the girl Vilnia, or else he would be Hindenburg and she would be
Zeppelina! For calling the boy Wilhelm went without saying before the war, I
can’t see it as a particular patriotic homage. Ah, there they come running, the
two little rascals! What’s up? Why aren’t you playing “World War”?

LITTLE WILLY (in tears) Mama, Marie doesn’t want to be dead!

LITTLE MARIE We were playing at encirclement, then world war, and now—
LITTLE WILLY (in tears) But all I wanted was a place in the sun, since—
LITTLE MARIE He’slying!

LITTLE WiLLY I managed to bomb her position, and now she doesn’t want

to be dead!

LITTLE MARIE (in tears) No, it’s not true, it’s a lie spread by the enemy, it’s
just like Reuter’s News Agency! First he takes my advanced position, and now
he’s coming at me from the flank! I repulsed the attack easily, and now he says—

LITTLE WiLLY Marie’s lying! Her counterattack collapsed under our fire. The
last English nests have all been cleaned up. Five of ours didn’t make it back.

LITTLE MARIE A fresh outbreak of fighting at Smorgon in Poland.
LITTLE WILLY We took prisoners.

LITTLE MARIE We took a certain number of prisoners. The waves of attack
broken up by our fire had to stream back in disorder, leaving many corpses be-

hind on the ground we held.

LITTLE wWiLLY That’s the ruthless Russian tactic, driving their hordes forward
in mass offensives. We maintained our positions. We scored direct hits.

LITTLE MARIE Iwenton the attack.
LITTLE WILLY I'm preparing for a third winter campaign.

LITTLE MARIE For God’s sake! Big head!
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LITTLE WILLY Justyou wait, I'll fight to the last drop of blood!
LITTLE MARIE You black-faced Brit and Frog!

LITTLE wiLLy The Russians managed to gain a foothold in our front-line
trenches, but our counterattack at dawn —

LITTLE MARIE —drove them out again.

LITTLE WILLY Several counterattacks attempted by the enemy in the course
of the afternoon—

LITTLE MARIE —were thwarted by a bold surprise attack.(She hits him.)

LITTLE wiLLy She’s lying! Anyway, those initial successes are normal at the
start of every offensive. (He hits her.)

LITTLE MARIE Guard against exaggerating the optimistic prospects of the
offensive.

LITTLE WILLY At the last air attack on Fortress London —
LITTLE MARIE Iretaliated at once! Karlsruhe —

LITTLE WILLY Yes, three civilians dead, one of them a child. The military dam-
age is insignificant. End of story.

LITTLE MARIE Andwhataboutyou? Two civilians and a woman! The military
damage is insignificant. End of story.

LITTLE WiLLY She didn't respect the flag of the Red Cross. End of story.
LITTLE MARIE He didn't either! End of story.

LITTLE wiLLy Who started it?

LITTLE MARIE Itwasn't me!

FRAU KOMMERZIENRAT WAHNSCHAFFE (who until now has been listen-
ing, eyes sparkling) You watch your step, Mariekins. Papa says you're allowed
to play “World War”, but you must respect the bounds of humanity. Willikins
wouldn’thurt a fly, he’s protecting what’s his as best he can. He’s waging a sacred
defensive war.

LITTLE WiLLY War was not my intention.
LITTLE MARIE Then who'’s to blame?
LITTLE WiLLY Let’er have it! (He hits her.) A direct hit!

LITTLE MARIE (hits him) Just wait till you come up against my blocking posi-
tion!

FRAU KOMMERZIENRAT WAHNSCHAFFE O do stop, sweetie!

LITTLE WiLLY Just wait, I'll bring up my flamethrower!
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FRAU KOMMERZIENRAT WAHNSCHAFFE Play on, children, but keep to

the rules! If Willikins is a good boy, Papa will bring him an Iron Cross from the
office.

LITTLE wiLtLy Hurrah! Then I'll strike another blow against Belgium! (He
hurls himself at Marie and thrashes her. Marie in tears.)

FRAU KOMMERZIENRAT WAHNSCHAFFE Willikins, Willikins, be hu-
mane! Don’t forget your good upbringing! (She goes to Marie with a handker-
chief)

Back to your posts, now, each little fighter.
But here, wipe your nose first, my lass.

LITTLE MARIE (in tears)

He’s shelling my candy shop, cheeky blighter!
And he’s using poisonous gas!

(She gets up and puts Willy to flight.)

LITTLE WILLY A strategic withdrawal, no more. (Running) In expectation of
this attack, the evacuation of the arc threatened by a two-sided pincer move-
ment had been envisaged for years and has been under way now for days. That’s
why we didn’t ight to the bitter end, but implemented the planned manoeuvres.
'The enemy could not prevent them. (From a distance) Hurrah, I've reached our
Siegfried Line!

(Two wounded soldiers limp past in the direction of the tree-lined walk.)

FRAU KOMMERZIENRAT WAHNSCHAFFE But now I must see that every-
thing’s in order. We're using the new-formula ersatz soap Child of War for scour-
ing today. (She spots the wounded soldiers.) Not again! That really is tiresome!
If they don’t see the sign, I'm going to report them to the chairman of the local
council.

(The two stop at the sign, then turn round.)

FIRST WOUNDED SOLDIER Sowhere now?

SECOND WOUNDED SOLDIER Back into battle. That’s still allowed. (They
limp off)

(Enter a nursemaid with a three-year-old boy, who's picking his nose.)
NURSEMAID Master Fritz, aren’t you ashamed of yourself! Just wait, I'll tell
Hindenburg!

(Fritz, terrified, removes his finger.)

(Hénschen meets Trudchen.)
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HANSCHEN Gott strafe England!

TRUDCHEN (looking him right in the eye) Amen to that!
(They go off, shoulder to shoulder, striking up Lissauer’s Song of Hate.)
(Hans Adalbert, three years old, meets Annemarie, aged two and a half.)

HANS ADALBERT [hearyou've signed up to the War Loan.

ANNEMARIE Certainly, I thought it my duty. From the conversations of
grown-ups I gathered just how very significant the War Loan was, so I put my foot
down (she stamps her foot and gesticulates forcefully) that I would not just play
“Sign the War Loan”, but do it in good earnest. Since I had set my mind on it,
my parents withdrew everything in my savings account, 657 Reichsmarks, and —

HANS ADALBERT with collateral, or without?
ANNEMARIE With collateral, of course!

HANS ADALBERT Blimey!

ANNEMARIE Thatshould be a lesson to you all.

HANS ADALBERT Onlyascoundrel would deny it!
(Enter August and Guste.)

GUsTE England will be forced to its knees within two months.
AUGUST You think so? I'm no defeatist, but what about America?
GUsTE Shady customers, as we know!

AUGUST Ourmood is solemn, but—

GUSTE —sanguine! (Exeunt.)
(Enter a nursemaid with a three-year-old girl, who is picking her nose.)

NURSEMAID Mieze—look out, if the General Staft see you doing that!
(Mieze, terrified, removes her finger.)
(Klaus meets Dolly.)

KLAUS We were encircled, any child knows that by now.

polLLY British envy, French revanchism, and Russian rapacity —yes, we know.
The question of war guilt is self-evident. Germany wanted a place in the sun.

KLAUS Europe was a powder keg.

poLLy The Belgian treaty—a scrap of paper. (Exeunt.)
(Walter meets Marga.)

MARGA My father signed the protest of leading intellectuals justifying the in-
vasion —the Manifesto of the Ninety-Three. But he said he hadn’t read it, just
signed it blind. What about your father?

WALTER My father did read it.
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MARGA And what did he say?

WALTER That he would still sign it. (Exeunt.)
(Little Paul meets little Pauline.)

LITTLE PAUL Bethmann Hollweg is clearly open to the idea of a compromise
peace.

LITTLE PAULINE Tirpitz would give that the thumbs-down.
LITTLE PAUL Me too. What about you?

LITTLE PAUL Impossible! I'd shoot that idea down right away! (Exeunt.)
(Enter Jochen and Suse.)

JocHEN Whatwe need above all is colonials. I'll tell you this, if we don’t im-
prove our overseas trade, Germany will have lost out from the war.

sustE Hard cheese! What we’ve got to do is to annex some of mainland Europe.
We need Belgium as an air base and, say, the Briey basin for ore mining, other-
wise —

JocHEN Whatyou're talking about is the bare minimum! (Exeunt.)

(Mother between little daughter and a gentleman.)

MOTHER Well, Elsbeth, don’t you want to play?

LITTLE DAUGHTER Naw.

MOTHER Go on, dear, go and play.

LITTLE DAUGHTER Naw.

MOTHER What a strange mentality for a child! Why ever not?

LITTLE DAUGHTER 'This gives us an advantage over the English, and that’s
why they envy us.

MOTHER Oh, do listen to this—tell us why, sweetie. Why do the English envy
us? Tell Uncle, Lizzikins!

LITTLE DAUGHTER The English envy us because we're racing ahead while
they’re falling behind. That’s because the Germans go on working after work,
while the English enjoy games and sport.

MOTHER Golden words, Elsbeth. No, nobody’s going to force you to play any
more, Elsbeth. A child like that puts one to shame.

GENTLEMAN Out of the mouths of babes and . . .
MOTHER I'm going to write and tell the Berliner Zeitung.

GENTLEMAN No, it would make a better contribution to The Child and War
anthology — children’s sayings, essays, descriptions, and drawings. (Exeunt.)
(Father and little son.)
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sON Papa, there’s a report in the Berliner Zeitung from the Wolff Agency that
the war has brought about a very welcome decline in infant mortality, at least in
urban Germany; statistics for rural areas are not yet available, they say, but one
can well imagine that conditions there are even more favourable. The war has
actually become a source of rejuvenation. But Papa, I can understand that in-
fants are not being killed by the war—after all, they haven’t yet reached an age
at which they can serve the Fatherland —but can you please explain, Papa, why
the war has actually reduced infant mortality?

FATHER 'The fall in the birthrate caused by the war—

soN Oh don't talk nonsense, then surely there would be fewer infants, not
more —

FATHER Now just pipe down! In any case, the fall in the birthrate caused by
the war has been offset, at least partially, by the healthier diet infants now enjoy.

sON Oh rubbish—in wartime the diet’s lousy! How can infants lead healthier
lives now than in peacetime? Where would you get the milk from?

FATHER 'That’s enough, now, I don’t want to hear another squeak out of you,
you pint-size little runt!

soN Heh! You can't still call me that—
FATHER Hold on—why not?

soN Pint-sized! For heaven’s sake—I'm old enough to have forgotten what a
pint of milk looks like!

(The father gives him a clip round the ear. Exeunt.)

(Another father with his little son.)

FATHER 'That’sit, my boy—how is it Schiller puts it in Wilhelm Tell: Hold fast
your Fatherland in firm embrace, your dear Fatherland!

soN Papa—
FATHER Well?
soN Has the Fatherland got dearer now, too?

FATHER Prohibitively so, my boy, prohibitively!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 41
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

opTIMIsT The Neue Freie Presse is right to praise Count Berchtold for doing
the decent thing, now he’s no longer in office, and setting oft for the Italian front,
sabre in hand, to face the sworn enemy who frustrated his policies.
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GRUMBLER You mean the treacherous ally that General Conrad has been
wanting to attack for years now? As for Berchtold, his action is right and proper
and may well work out to our advantage, although, as you know, I'm pessimis-
tic about the potential of sabres in this war. But if, unexpectedly, Berchtold
should not find an opportunity to meet the sworn enemy face to face, since
the latter is not invited to the staff binges of the Austro-Hungarian Army, our
former Foreign Minister will at least have done his duty; for volunteering is his
way of wangling it.

oPTIMIST Isee you're still sticking to your habit of denigrating everything,
even with heroic examplars of our military epoch before your eyes. Here it is in
Die Woche, Count Berchtold in combat uniform. This image —

GRUMBLER —Iisthe cause of the war.

oPTIMIsT How could that be? The photograph was taken later than the ulti-
matum —

GRUMBLER Certainly. “One face before the deed is done, but after—a very
different one”; yet in Austria, if not Schiller’s Messina, they are identical. The
Serbs rejected the ultimatum because they had a sense of this fatuous photo-
graph. Austria’s fear that they might accept it after all was completely ground-
less. Nor was there any prospect of “localizing” the war as Austria wished, so it
could give Serbia a thrashing undisturbed by the rest of the world, for the world
was haunted by this face.

OPTIMIST Again, I don’t follow you.

GRUMBLER You're rightin your own terms. But the battle of the Doberdo pla-
teau, where 100,000 men have perished, was planned on the playing fields of
Freudenau, Berchtold’s favourite race course.

opTIMIsT Istill don’t getit. You mean, this photograph tells you—
GRUMBLER —thata betting man drove the world to its doom!

oPTIMIST Now I'm beginning get your drift. But he surely wasn’t fully aware
of what he did!

GRUMBLER No, otherwise he would have hedged his bets and not done it.
The staggering thing is that he wasn’t fully aware of what he was doing. And that
this argument is an extenuating factor for statesmen, and for heads of state who
in any case cannot be held legally responsible for their actions. They knew not
what they did, none of them. Austria can’t help it! It merely allowed itself to be
encouraged by Germany to drag Germany into the war. And Germany drove
Austria into a war which it did not want. The Germans are the innocent instiga-
tors, the Austrians the fleecy lambs. Neither can help it.
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op1IMIsT This face is the image of conscience without guilt.

GRUMBLER One that could serve as a feather quilt, if staff quarters didn’t al-
ready supply them. But at the sight of this simple uniform, one is convinced he
would be equally at home in the trenches. A plain though courageous platoon
sergeant, a swaggering Viennese braggart, winking, hands on hips, at the sworn
enemy, as if to say “Look me straight in the eye, and come and get me, if you
dare!” The simple statesman at the front, a wristwatch but no earrings, a swagger
stick perhaps replacing the sabre, not smoking the imperial Virginia but sport-
ing the Order of the Golden Fleece —derived as we know from fleecy lambs.
Don't take him too seriously, but he’ll stand his ground if necessary, and as we
know his own decision of August 1914 makes it necessary. All in all, far removed
from being high-handed or fainthearted, and even further from the front; man
about town, not malingerer.

opPT1IMIsT This photograph—

GRUMBLER —is taken from the rogues’ gallery of world history and at the
Final Judgment will help to identify those responsible for causing the war. The
original, of course, will be acquitted on the basis of diminished responsibility
or nonresponsibility.

oPTIMIST How can that be proved?

GRUMBLER Among other things it shall be established that a harmless race-
horse owner took Grey’s offer to the Austro-Hungarian monarchy, namely to
meet its alleged desire for satisfaction by occupying Belgrade and some other
Serb localities, and stuck it between the pages of his racecard. For England really
did want the “localization” that Austria hoped to achieve in a different way.
That’s why they called the only man of honour in this war “that liar, Grey.” The
photograph will help clear the actual culprit, but convict all of his compatriots.
In its total shamelessness it justifies the aggressive intentions of our enemies in
the eventuality that we really were waging a sacred defensive war, as claimed.
For even if it were shown that we were justified in attacking Serbia because the
Hungarian pig breeders had closed the market to Serbian pigs, this document
would still stand up and bear witness against us.

opPTIMIST ButIask you—a photograph! A random snapshot! To think of all
the other photos we got to see during the war, quite different ones.

GRUMBLER You mean all the others of people smiling during the World War.
The soothing smile of the army commanders standing with their wounded
troops. Alas, such smiles in war were more profoundly disturbing than the tears.
The photographer didn’t even need to ask them to smile for the camera, they
already believed all was right with the world. Archduke Friedrich, innocent as
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a child unable to count—one gallows, two gallows, three gallows; Karl Franz
Joset, the front-line smiler, unable to feel grief for those killed in action, while
the glorious days fly past like some dreamy operetta waltz; the beloved Ger-
man Crown Prince, known far and wide as the “Smiling Mosquito”, and all
the other smilers. My tables—meet it is that I should set it down that one may
smile, and smile, and be a general! Then there are the ladies at this masked
field ball! For instance, the Archduchess Augusta, Mother to the Troops, who,
after their Father has used machine guns to galvanize his sons” advance, puts
in a brief appearance before their heroic death as—in their mind’s eye —a sym-
bol of sacrificial patriotism. There is no defence against this aggravation of the
duty to die for the Hungarian cause, and it is a spectacle from which the genius
of mankind, if such a one still exists, certainly turns away, but from which the
postcard industry profits.

opTIMIST 'The self-sacrificing work of the Red Cross nurses is surely first and
foremost, when one of the seriously wounded is about to undergo an opera-
tion—

GRUMBLER —to have their picture taken with him.

opTIMIsT Those photographs have been staged!

GRUMBLER The contempt comes across even better that way. Even Berch-
told’s photograph is merely posed, in order to bring out the unfathomable void
of his visage —the void into which we have all plunged and which has swallowed

us up.
OPTIMIST You exaggerate. | admit this photograph may not flatter us—

GRUMBLER Set against the fields of corpses, a background provided by our
congenial subject in person, it catches us with deadly accuracy. I think of it as
the only luminous image amid unspeakable darkness, and am consoled by the
conviction that an Austrian face with such features will be seen no more. Should
we not confront this image with that of those untold martyrs held in Siberia or
slaving in French munitions factories, incarcerated on Asinara or rotting by the
roadside after the death march from a Serbian to an Italian prison camp. One
of those photographed is already a skeleton, standing upright, mouth agape like
a starving bird. It’s an image seen by some human eye that captures my eye.
Should we not present it to the smiling Berchtold, along with all the horrors of
an evacuation, all those buried alive and burnt alive, the rape of half-massacred
women, whom the more tenderhearted of the murderers finish oft by shooting!
Was none of that photographed for consumption at home or abroad? Yet here
someone took a snapshot of Berchtold, smiling, just as he was about to take a
shot at the enemy!
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oPTIMIST Butsurely he is not responsible —

GRUMBLER No, only we are, we who made it possible for such rogues to play
a game for which they are not held responsible. We are, for we were prepared to
live and breathe in a world which wages wars for which it can make no one re-
sponsible. Responsible for the only thing that absolutely calls for responsibility,
namely control over life, over health, freedom, honour, property, and the hap-
piness of one’s fellow men. Greater cretins than our statesmen—

OPTIMIST —are those of our enemies?

GRUMBLER No,we ourselves. With our enemies we share only the stupidity of
making one and the same god responsible for the outcome of the war, instead of
ourselves for the decision to wage it. As far as the statesmen of our enemies are
concerned, they can be no more stupid than ours, for that would defy nature.

oPTIMIST Of ours it can at least be asserted —

GRUMBLER —that we would save ourselves from fighting wars if we were to
send them to the front, for that is somewhere you will never find Berchtold and
his ilk. But far from the front as they are, we are even further from a state system
like that of the Spartans, also known for seeing things through to the bitter end.
They exposed their cretins on a mountaintop in the Taygetus, while we put ours
at the summit of the state and in the responsible diplomatic posts.

opTIiMIsT Though there, in many cases, they are—

GRUMBLER —not responsible!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 42

During the Battle of the Somme. Gateway to a park in front of a villa. A com-
pany marches past into the first line of trenches as if in knowledge that they are
marching to their death.

CROWN PRINCE (at gateway to park, dressed for tennis, waves to them with
his racquet) Give em hell!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 43

War Ministry. A room facing the Ringstrasse. A captain sits at his desk; before
him stands a civilian in deep mourning.

cAPTAIN Well, what else do you want? It’s simply impossible to keep records
in such cases. How can we know if someone is dead, or wounded, or taken pris-
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oner? Go and enquire in the Italian War Ministry, my dear fellow! Well then!
What else do you want us to do? It’s really quite incredible, the things people
expect of us!

CIVILIAN Yes—but—

CAPTAIN My dear man, that’s all I can tell you. Anyhow, it’s almost three,
we're surely entitled to a little consideration, office hours are over. It really is the
giddy limit. — Well, what else?— Look, just between ourselves, what I will say is:
you haven’theard from your son in six weeks, so you can safely assume he’s dead.
CIVILIAN Yes—but—

cAPTAIN There’s no but about it! Where would we be if in every such case—
this sort of thing happens thousands of times, as you can well imagine. There’s
a war on, my good man! Civilians have to do their bit as well! Look at us sitting
here! We're standing up to be counted, each of us at our post! And besides, my
good man—you must know anyway, but I'll tell you again in confidence, and
don’t quote me —for a soldier there can be no higher ambition and no richer
reward than to die for your country. So, good-bye, honoured, I'm sure—

(The civilian bows and leaves.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 44

Kastelruth, South Tyrol. Nighttime, after a farewell party for officers of a machine
gun detachment. Some are lying under the table.

SECOND-LIEUTENANT HELWIG More—more—more food! And wine!
WAITRESS It’s almost two, Lieutenant, the kitchen —
SECOND-LIEUTENANT HELWIG More wine, I say!

WAITRESS We've closed, Lieutenant—there is no more!

SECOND-LIEUTENANT HELWIG Hey—you—cornet—!(He seizes the duty
officer’s service pistol and shoots the waitress dead.)

WAITRESS Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! (She collapses.)

ANOTHER SECOND-LIEUTENANT But Helwig—what have you done?
Don't be so careless! They can confine you to barracks for that!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 45

A Viennese night spot. The night after the second seizure of Czernowitz by the
Russians. Officers, barmaids, night owls, Red Cross officials, Polish legiona-
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ries, waiters, performers. The little Nechwatal salon orchestra and the Miskolczy
Jancsi gypsy band.

ROLF ROLF, IMPROMPTU POET (is composing a poem, half-singing, and
extemporizing with well-known quotations and homages to the military types
present)

'The legionaries have done their stuff,
That’s only natural when you're tough.

(Shouts of “Bravo! Bravo!”)

D’you know— come to think about it—
My heart’s at ease once more —
That lady there —must be delighted —

She’s diamonds and pearls galore!

Our German soldier here, now let me see:
Two grenadiers heading for France.

But today—you’'ll agree —in all honesty,
We're hard up—with holes in our pants!

(Laughter, shouts of “Ahal!” “Bravo! Bravo!” As two officers enter, the little orches-
tra strikes up: “Hoch and Deutschmeister Are We, the Emperor’s Fourth Infantry.”
Evyeryone sings along.)

FRIEDA MORELLI (the chanteuse appears and sings, alternately clasping her
hands to her bosom and reaching out to the audience)

Ah, Vienna, my heart is thine!
Berlin, too, is very fine!
A lieutenant there —a real charmer—

(runs a finger across her upper lip)

Could woo a girl, and then disarm her,
He’s one I might have invited . . .

But best not get overexcited,

Or even adventuresome —

It’s too easy to succumb!

So Vienna, my heart is still thine,
Though Berlin is also so fine!

(Shouts of “Bravo! Bravo!”)
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A voICE Rosa, were off to Lodz!
(The music strikes up this tune, later switching to “The Dear Old Gentleman in
Schonbrunn.”)

HUNGARIAN CATTLE DEALER (to proprietor) Fantastic, what you have on
offer here!

PROPRIETOR Yes, I pride myself that we've a first-rate ensemble. Anyone who
visits my establishment must admit that the notice advertising a 42-cm Mortar
Review delivers what it promises.

HUNGARIAN CATTLE DEALER It certainly does, a 42-cm mortar is child’s
play compared with your programme!

PROPRIETOR Even the enemy would have to admit it’s gone down a bomb.

HUNGARIAN CATTLE DEALER Abomb!Bombsare mere tiddlers compared
with such smash hits!

PROPRIETOR Well, Commercial Counsellor, sir, by way of thanks for such
flattering recognition, let me straightaway offer you a special homage.

(The orchestra strikes up the “Rakoczy March”, then, after the cattle dealer has
smashed a champagne bottle, the “Radetzky March”, during which one of the
officers smashes a champagne bottle, upon which the “Prince Eugene March”
strikes up, followed by the “National Anthem.” All the clients and the bar girls
stand up and remain standing during “Hail to Thee in Laurels Crowned”, which
follows, and, finally, “The Watch on the Rhine.” The cloakroom and washroom
attendants have appeared in the hall and join in the homage.)

GRAIN MERCHANT (shouts across the hall) Long live the Special Relation-
ship!
ALL Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!

PROPRIETOR (to one of his regulars) Do you know the gentleman who just
shouted?

REGULAR Of course, Commercial Counsellor Knépfelmacher—from the
Chamber of Commerce.

(Proprietor rushes over to gypsy band, which strikes up “I Had a Loyal Com-
rade.”)

DRUNKEN RED CROSS OFFICIAL You there—bring me another whisky
and soda and a—dripped Tap—tipped Trab—Trabucco cigar. Hey, you. (He
belches.)

coLLEAGUE Hey, what’s up with you?
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OFFICIAL Look, there’s one of our walking wounded —it’s off to the Neuhaus
garrison with him tomorrow—for a medical —

COLLEAGUE Oh, leave him be!

OFFICIAL Excuse me, but—that’s noton—I'm sending him to the — (belches)
front!

OFFICER (to another) What did it say in the communiqué today?
SECOND OFFICER Nothing new.

FIRST OFFICER Whatabout the loss of Czernowitz!

SECOND OFFICER Butthat’s nothing new, is it?

ARMY DOCTOR (to another) Oiveh, look at him there in the second booth.
I gave him a C-rating yesterday —light clerical duties only. Now he’s out on the
binge. Damned draft dodger! Still, I wouldn’t mind being as loaded as his old
man.

COLLEAGUE I don't understand you, I'm just the opposite. None of mine
ever gets as far as the Appeals Board. You can make the odd exception. But in
general, it’s just a gut reaction when you see the perishers trembling in front of
you. As soon as one of them starts to shake, I just call out: “Fit for service!” He
can bet his life on that! All the more so since we’re not allowed to pass less than
50 percent as fit now, that in itself makes exceptions more difficult. Especially
with the new Draft Board.

ARMY DocTOR Oh, I must tell you. There was quite a stir at the hospital
yesterday. I still scare the living daylights out of that nurse, Adele, so she goes
and drops the bedpan of some Bosniak who'd been shot in the pelvis. The others
were in fits, you should have seen it. Talk about giggles! Until I intervened!
Well, you've got to show those women who’s boss. All in all, it was quite a day
yesterday —

COLLEAGUE We'rethe same. I don’t understand how those high-born women
can take on so much. The others do the laundry or serve meals and things like
that. But they’re literally falling over themselves to do the bedpans.

ARMY DOCTOR Imustadmit,atfirstittickled me to see such swanky wenches
actually doing it—but the attraction of even that eventually wears off. I've been
thinking about it—why do they do it? Well, they want to be fulfilled — patriotic,
and all that. I read somewhere that it’s up to us doctors to oppose it, on account
of the shock to the female nervous system, and because it ruins their marriage
prospects! Some problem, that! You'd be meshugga to take any notice of such
problems in wartime. We practitioners —
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coLLEAGUE What I was going to say—yesterday was the sort of day you'd
have thought you weren't in a hospital but in a lunatic asylum. Fast work! I sent
five cases of shell shock to the front.

ARMY DocCTOR With me it was five intestinal adhesions and three syphi-
litics. I say to each of them straight out: you're faking it! No answer to that, so it
as good as proves the point—they’re shirkers. (The little orchestra strikes up the
“Prince Eugene March.”)

COLLEAGUE I'm catchingothers outtoo now, especially ones with the typical
shot wound in the left hand —1I really don’t see how you could do it any other
way, what with the major in the Medical Corps always breathing down your neck
and trying to get Teisinger from the Recruiting Board off his back.

ARMY DOCTOR Yes,it’s a cross we have to bear. Yesterday I gave a wonderful
kidney inflammation with acute cardiac insufficiency an A-rating—fully fit for
service—after all, I haven’t seen much sign yet of anyone going off to war sing-
ing. Very lively here tonight, eh?—

COLLEAGUE It’s picking up. It’s incredible how callous we've become. You
simply don’t have the opportunity to be humane.

ARMY DOCTOR A good doctor—as anyone who sat at Professor Nothnagel’s
feet always quoted — has first and foremost to be a good person. That’s certainly
something that gets completely forgotten, as I'd be the first to admit, and it’s the
first thing one does forget in war. On the contrary, a good military doctor can’t
be a good person, otherwise he’d better look out, or his next position will be at
the front. Anyhow, Teisinger can’t complain about me this month. I deliver be-
fore he sends in his orders. So what, if that’s what it takes!

COLLEAGUE Listen, when one morning up north you've seen a couple of
hundred Ukrainians strung up and swinging in the air, and down south a couple
of hundred Serbs—and I have —then you get used to anything. What’s an indi-
vidual life worth? You know the case, don’t you, where someone writes to his
parents not to worry, in case of emergencies he always carries a white handker-
chief in his pocket—the letter arrives, marked —

ARMY DoCTOR lknow: “Senderexecuted by order of a court-martial.” Worse
things have happened here.

COLLEAGUE And what about with us? I don’t look to the right, I don’t look
to the left, I look straight ahead! It’s enough to make you suicidal. But you want
to stay alive.

(Everyone has stood up. The little orchestra plays “O You, My Austria”, then
switches to “There, Take My Last Cent.”)
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ARMY DOCTOR Very lively here tonight, eh?
COLLEAGUE Yes, probably on account of Czernowitz.
ARMY pDocToR Whatdo you mean? Because the Russians—

COLLEAGUE Well—no—or rather, yes. Or—I don’t really understand—
Look at Paula there, with the lieutenant from the Deutschmeister. I'd accept
her for service any time.

ARMY DOCTOR Fancy her, then?
(Shouts of “Tango!” Others of “Boo! Down with the tango! Waltz! This is a Ger-
man establishment!” Someone shouts “Foxtrot!” Response: “Idiot!”)

DRUNK No English music here, by God —We're in Vienna, play a waltz, you
sod!

PROPRIETOR (buttonholes his regular) Know who the cornet is that’s just
come in? Y’see, you don’t know. That’s the one you read about in the papers,
Russian soldiers saved him from a swamp using rope ladders. Now he comes
here to us every night!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 46

Night. The Graben in Vienna. It is raining. Deserted. In front of the Plague Col-
umn. With a view down a side street.

GRUMBLER (enters)

Rain again, I see, rain rising from below,

a soporific sludge, the same old sloppiness,
torpid of tongue, mumbling the formless drawl
of old Vienna—mishmash of goy and Jew.

The city’s heart is here and in Vienna’s heart

a monument commemorates the plague.

(He stops in front of the Plague Column.)

This heart of old Vienna is made of purest gold,
that’s why I'd gladly trade it in for iron!

O barren, lifeless world, the night has come,
which naught can follow except Judgment Day.
The din of slaughter will be swallowed up

by the eternal harmony of the spheres.
Rhythmically gurgling, the last Viennese

seeks for his soul some physical relief,
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sprays it through the last rainfall of this world
so that it splashes on wet paving stones.

(He looks down the side street and spots a drunkard answering the call of nature
in the middle of the street.)

So here he stands, a column to himself,

an indestructible hulking beast!

He cannot perish, he exemplifies

falsehood made flesh, shaped out of sludge,
the nadir of Creation, knowing he’ll survive
when every living thing returns to dust.

He couldn't care a fig about the slaughter,
for he must satisfy his deepest need,

leaving a trace of his immortal mission

as words of wisdom far too good to miss.

So harken to the man’s exalted vision,

and let the cosmos hear his Faustian creed —

DRUNKARD (rooted to the spot, his words accentuated by rhythmical body
language)

Make me immortal with—a piss!—like this!—sheer bliss!
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Scene 1

Vienna on the eve of the American declaration of war. At the corner where the
Kdrntnerstrasse meets the Ring. Masked figures and spectral apparitions, arm
in arm, in groups of five. Hollow mirth alternates with deep, brooding silence. A
gaggle of young bucks stand glaring eyeball to eyeball at one another as if linked
together by some secret. The crowd moves, when it moves at all, between rows of
civilians, cripples, disabled veterans, their heads and limbs constantly twitching,
all kinds of wrecks and freaks, male and female beggars of all ages, the blind and
the sighted, who stare vacantly at the empty show. Here and there bent figures
searching for cigar butts on the pavement.

FIRST NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun— ! Eye-talians annoyilated!

SECOND NEWSPAPER VENDOR Ex-tra-aa edi-shun—! Note from Presi-
dent Woolson!

FIRST OFFICER (fo three others) Evening Nowotny, evening Pokorny, evening
Powolny — the very man! You know all about politics. Come on, tell us, what do
you think about America?

SECOND OFFICER (with walking stick) All bluff!
THIRD OFFICER Yep—spot-on.

FOURTH OFFICER Absolutely—Iwas at a bash in the mess last night— ! Did
you see the latest Schonpflug cartoon? Fantabulous!

FIRST OFFICER Y’know, I think it’s just an American publicity stunt— that
kind of thing.

FOURTH OFFICER Business is all they want—so it said in the paper. Bizniz!
THIRD OFFICER Y’know, when they do arm, it'll be against China.
SECOND OFFICER Whatare you talking about? Against Japan!

THIRD OFFICER Or Japan, of course, same thing—1I always get them mixed
up.

SECOND OFFICER Bluff, Isay. In the first place they can’t, because of the
U-boats—

318
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FOURTH OFFICER Of course, especially now we've intensified the attacks on
their merchant shipping.

SECOND OFFICER And y’know, if they do come across—one regiment of
ours will easily take out their divisions—child’s play, my friend! Rat-a-tat-tat
and that’s that!

THIRD OFFICER High time we had some peace and quiet.

SECOND OFFICER What's that you're saying!

THIRD OFFICER Imean, sowe can go for supper in the Gartenbau again.
SECOND OFFICER Ah, that’s different.

FIRST OFFICER Come on, you know all about politics, I keep reading that
theyre going to make a blockade —what’s a blockade?

SECOND OFFICER It's—y’know—look, think of us and the Germans, we’re
a block they can't defeat, so instead they cut off our food supplies and things.
FIRST OFFICER Ab, so that’s what it is—but is it true the Socialists are to
blame for the Czechs deserting to the Russkies? —Hey—isn’t that—I know that
broad, look over there —say, what are legitimate interests?

SECOND OFFICER Reporting for duty—she’s the one from last night—tasty
dish!—hang on a minute, I'll just— (exit.)

THE OTHERS (calling after him) See you later in Hopfner’s then!

THIRD NEWSPAPER VENDOR Tagblatt! Noone canstop our boys’ advances!
A COUNTESS (noticing one of the officers, to her lady companion) Look at all
his decorations, I bet he put up a good fight. I adore it when they’re good fighters.
(A blind soldier in a wheelchair appears, his uniform in tatters.) When I was still
working at the Palffy Hospital —

INTELLECTUAL (to his companion) Il assure you, as long as the enemy’s men-
tality is so frivolous— (exeunt.)

A car draws up in front of the Hotel Bristol. Inside, reclining, Baby Fanto.

POLDI FESCH (appears at the car door) Noblesse oblige. Can you hang on a
moment? I have my reasons.

BABY FANTO How many place settings? Is she coming?

POLDI FESCH Que sera sera. I'm raring to go today, though I lost a packet
yesterday—in the Chapeau Rouge—so stupid —something that hasn't hap-
pened to me since [ was cleaned out down on the south-west front.

BABY FANTO I really don't understand you, why you consort with such
types—they’re not top-drawer!
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POLDI FESCH Very sorry, I'm sure—but then, tomorrow I'm out partying
with the Sascha Film people again—and in any case —before you start lectur-
ing me —how old are you?

BABY FANTO 'Twenty-two.

POLDI FESCH So you can just pipe down—a first-class joint, I tell you! As
long as 'm stuck here, I'm under orders. But you can bet your life —the moment
the peace is signed, and of course it'll be a stalemate —one way or the other,
whatever the outcome, I'll be the first on the Orient Express to Paris!— So, now
we can go in, laddie! — (He beckons. The black hotel porter opens the car door.)

BABY FANTO Listen, I'm really crazy about Lona, think I've got a chance?

POLDI FESCH Que sera sera. (Exeunt.)
(Old men march by. Strains of the song “In der Heimat, in der Heimat da gibt’s
ein Wiedersehn” —)

BERLIN EXPORTER (smokinganimported cigar, to his companion) No sweat,
our boys have the fighting spirit. One of our most eminent professors has estab-
lished that the psychic readjustment happens when they're still in the barracks.
Your morale here in Vienna is lousier than ours at the front! No, no, my fine
friends, not much sign here of a victorious peace —no Siegfried, eh! Dreadful
mood in this dear old Vienna of yours! Loyal allies? You can tell that to the
marines! No, not what I imagined at all. Some friends you are, making such a
ballyhoo about peace as if you can’t wait for it—! (EExeunt.)

(One passerby approaches another, hands raised, pointing to what’s left of the
cigarette in the other’s mouth.)

OFFICER'S WIFE (fo her male companion) There they are already queueing
for tomorrow morning. I wouldn’t mind if the war lasted another ten years, my
husband sends me everything I need — (exeunt.)

FIRST WALKER Ifyoudon'tobeythe regulations, they fine you. If you do obey
the regulations, they condemn you to death.

SECOND WALKER Howso?

FIRST WALKER Didn’t you read about it today? Interesting case, a professor
starves to death.

SECOND WALKER Why a professor?

FIRST WALKER Middle class. Didn’t manage to procure anything on the
black market, he was just living on the prescribed rations.

SECOND WALKER Sheer lunacy. (Exeunt.)
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FIRST DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST And now the offensive is about to
be launched, just you wait—rat-a-tat-tat, and that’s that!

SECOND DEVOTEE OF THE REICHSPOST And after that, it’s the Jews’
turn—a clean sweep! (Exeunt.)

obDBALL Look, yesterday I had a splendid meal here in the grill room. But
when will they finally stop calling it the “Bristol”? We must cleanse our language
of these outlandish French and Italian expressions. In the old days I used to take
10 percent commission, now, when we use the phrase “out of a hundred”, it has
to be 40, on principle!

HIS COMPANION You're right. Hey, look at that girl there —

obpDBALL Well, chacun a son goiit, no sorry, de gustibus . . ., no sorry, each to
his own—go on after her, maybe she’ll give you her address. (Exeunt.)
(A corpulent lady in Red Cross uniform with lorgnette gets out of an electric car.)

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK (inuniformof a captain of horse) Humble respects,
my dear Baroness—So you haven't left for your estates yet? It’s the talk of all
Vienna! And how splendid you look in your uniform, I'm quite speechless!

FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ Well, you too! Are you going into the res-
taurant over here for breakfast? My husband’s waiting.

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK Your noble spouse, the commercial counsellor?
How absolutely charming! But your decision to become a nurse, that’s the big-
gest sensation imaginable in Viennal

FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ Ican’tcomplain, this way we can keep the
car, my husband’s been fighting over that for two years, so I finally decided to
join the Red Cross. Between ourselves, it’s only a gesture, because it’s the done
thing. I'm actually looking after—

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK So you really are looking after—!

FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ —my reputation. I only go in when I feel
like it. Now that the war’s almost over anyway, it’s not worth the trouble. Yester-
day Annunziata stopped me and said —

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK (clasps his hands together) The Archduchess! Oh,
do tell, do tell, Baroness—

FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ I don’t like to boast, let my husband tell
you. Apropos, I read that you'd been made Captain of Horse, my congratula-
tions. You know you cut more of a dash now than as a civilian? That’s probably

why you're going round in uniform! Am I right? You men!

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK (flattered) You think so?
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FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ And the Distinguished Service Cross!
Praise the Lord! Just look at that!

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK (waving this aside) Not worth mentioning.

FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ The next thing will be—I wouldn’t put it
past you—you’ll be off to the front! Have you ever been?

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK How could I possibly go?
FRAU BACK V. BRUNNERHERZ Why not?
WOMAN SELLING FLOWERS Yellow! Yellow flowers!

LENZER V. LENZBRUCK The Executive Committee won't let me, will it?!
God knows I've tried — (both leave.)

FIRST GENTLEMAN Oh yes, do tell me, what’s your friend signed up to do,
the painter? Having an easy time of it?

SECOND GENTLEMAN Isuppose so. He started by drawing crosses for grave-
stones—

FIRST GENTLEMAN Well, there you are!

SECOND GENTLEMAN But one fine day this glorious state of affairs came
to an abrupt end, he was meant to join a battalion with marching orders for the
front—

FIRST GENTLEMAN Oi vey, and then what—?

SECOND GENTLEMAN WEell, then there was a fortunate turn-up for the book.
It so happened that the captain was an art lover.

FIRST GENTLEMAN So?
SECOND GENTLEMAN So now he’s drawing naked women for the captain.

FIRST GENTLEMAN Ah, there you are!
(Enter Storm, the popular actor.)

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM Look, here comes Storm!

FRAULEIN KORMENDY And in uniform, too!
(A gentleman gets out of a cab.)

cABBY (holding out his hand) Is that all you're giving me, guv? (Turning his
hand over) Just look at them scars!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 2
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

OPTIMIST Are you off to Switzerland again soon?
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GRUMBLER I'd dearly like to, though I'd be sure to run into the same people
there that I'm trying to escape from here. Well, at least I wouldn’t completely
lose sight of the cast of the doomsday drama I'm writing. Being in Berne is like
being in Vienna, with the Austrian state in meltdown exporting the products
of its corruption, its crooks and diplomats, black-marketeers, and hack writers.
Their travel arrangements are taken for granted, and they make propaganda in
Switzerland for our loathsome body politic which has incensed the whole world.
But for someone like me, travel is not so easy, and all the red tape prevents me
from getting away.

oPTIMIST Ahyes,the same old story about passports. One department doesn't
know what the other one requires. But after all, war is—

GRUMBLER —war, | know. But even more of a nuisance than being officially
prohibited from doing something, is for it to be officially permitted. And then
you have to give a “valid reason.”

oPTIMIST Don'tyou have one?

GRUMBLER Lots. Not counting the prospect of getting hold of a proper sand-
wich in Switzerland. I'd rather put forward what all my reasons for wanting to
leave have in common: being all too aware of living in Austria. The authorities
would save themselves a lot of paperwork if you had to put forward a valid rea-
son why you wanted to stay at home. But their asking whether you have a valid
reason is in itself a valid reason to be up and away. Granted, it’s not merely a
valid reason for applying for an exit visa for a visit abroad —

OoPTIMIST Butrather?
GRUMBLER For emigrating.

oPTIMIST Soyou'll have no difficulty in finding a reason. Is there anything for
which your dialectical method could not find a valid reason?

GRUMBLER Yes, for coming back.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 3

A railway station near Vienna.

A sheepish crowd, some 500 strong, has been waiting at the closed ticket window
for two hours.

FIRST VIENNESE It'll be here in 10 minutes.

SECOND VIENNESE (to porter) Can you tell me when the train will arrive,
please?
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PORTER ’'E loiks t'arroive round sevun.
THIRD VIENNESE Butit’s already a quarter to eight.

PORTER True, butlook ‘ere. 'E’s goin t’be two-n-u-arf "ars late today. It sez so
on the board.

GRUMBLER Isthat definite?

PORTER (annoyed) Well, what'm I gonna say? Them knows shit-all, and they
ain’t gonna give the public a sniff of wot they does know, are they?

GRUMBLER Aha, and why not?
PORTER ’Costhem still knows shit-all!
GRUMBLER Butit’sannounced on the board.

PORTER Yea, announced, denounced, but arroive later e sortainly wull all
the same.

GRUMBLER Asa general rule?

PORTER Natasarule, zaktly, but a late arroival on toim wud be a bloody mira-

kul.
GRUMBLER Then why do they announce the time it’s going to be late?

PORTER ’Cos it’s beyond yuman ’telligence, that’s why. Them out there at
other stayshuns doan tell us, and us in ere sez nothin.

FOURTH VIENNESE IthinkIhear it coming!
PORTER Y’see? Mirakuls never cease!
GRUMBLER Yes, but how is that possible?

PORTER Let me tell you, Mister, grumbling’ll get you nowhere. Go an arsk
yer Aunt Fanny. Trains run late, an that’s a fact! Us in 'ere doant get no news
and them out there sez nothin—with orl the traffic these days, our "ands are
tied —there’s a war on!

FIFTH VIENNESE Here’s the train!

sIXTH VIENNESE The fellow in the ticket office is asleep!

cRIES What’s keeping you?!—Open up!—(The Grumbler knocks on the
counter with his cane.) That’s the way!

(The ticket window opens. The Austrian Face appears. It is extraordinarily under-
nourished, but bloated with diabolic self-satisfaction. A spindly forefinger, wag-
ging from side to side, appears to extinguish all hope.)

THE AUSTRIAN FACE Ain't natuckets {’sayle todaye! Ain’t na tuckets {’sayle
todaye!
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(Murmurs, rising to a tumult. Groups form.)

SOMEONE IN THE KNow Come on, I'll show you how to sneak through a
side door! No need fer na tuckets there! (All leave through the side door.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 4
Vienna, Kohlmarkt. In front of the window display of a picture gallery.

MARGOSCHES One of our most distinguished businesses for art and such
like.

WOLFFSOHN Superb! (He studies the display.) What strikes me as so touching
in this wonderful Vienna of yours is that, even after three years of war you're still
so fond of symbols of the Special Relationship. Everywhere you look you see
your good old Emperor standing shoulder to shoulder with ours, not wanting to
detach himself, for he can’t—they’re inseparable. And look, that’s His Majesty
the Kaiser in the Reichstag, the historic sitting when he draws his sword. Well
y’know, Commercial Counsellor, that was some day!—Who's our fat friend
there?

MARGOSCHES Don’t you know? That’s Archduke Friedrich.
WOLFFSOHN Fine figure of a man!
MARGOSCHES And behold all the archdukes and archduchesses!

WOLFFSOHN Well, well, real character studies, every one! Ah, you've even got
that beautiful picture of our Kaiser crying.

MARGOSCHES And the picture of our Emperor crying! Over there!

WOLFFSOHN Ah no, that’s only a genre painting, he could just as well be
praying. But ours is at the front, with his troops, and the painter has painted in
real teardrops.

MARGOSCHES That one there is one of the greatest pictures, This Age of
Grandeur, by Ludwig Koch. That’s our Emperor again, right at the heart of the
battle!

WOLFFSOHN Yes, that’s the way itlooks. All of them galloping into the breach
together, your old Emperor and our Kaiser, our Hindenburg and your Hétzen-
dorf—there’s a lesson for your shirkers!

MARGOSCHES Do youknow this one, Commercial Counsellor? I'm told it’s
by Theodor Korner.

WOLFFSOHN Yes, I do. It’s famous! A picture full of genuine feeling, a fine
young man. (Reading) “Father, hear my cry, we're not fighting for worldly gain!”
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(Leaving) Yes, but what I say is, we must win, we must win! Then the value of
our currency will shoot up spontaneously.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 5
Two poets in conversation.

THE POET STROBL — With moonlight threading through the greenery and
pouring out into the far, far distance of houses glinting white and sombre moun-
tains, as in Eichendorff’s bewitching poem to a summer night . . . (sinks into a
reverie) And as I step out from the dark hall on to the terrace, the officer cadet,
his great clasp-knife in hand, cuts off a piece of smoked pork and says quite
casually “With this knife I cut a few of the throats of them dirty Wogs.” (After a
pause, pensively) He was a good lad!

THE POET ERTL Whatanexperience! l envyyou. (He ponders.) I have a project
in mind. I'll suggest that the seventh war loan should be called the “Truth Loan.”

THE POET sTROBL Trulyan ingenious thought. But why?

THE POET ERTL Because our victory will finally ensure that Truth shall pre-
vail, as it must! Because the precondition of successful peace negotiations must
be the Truth, namely the official rectification of all the lies and libels with which
the malicious politicians and hack journalists of the Entente countries deceived,
poisoned, and misled their own peoples and the world. (Strobl silently clasps his
hand. They proceed on their way.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 6
Student drinking fraternity. Celebration in honour of Hindenburg.

AN ALUMNUS —Honourable members and thirsty souls, imbibers of the
amber nectar! Mark well what the German Fraternities’ Journal urges you to
take to heart. (He reads out) Another essential requirement is to provide scope
for drinking to excess and of making others do likewise. If we were to prohibit the
obligation laid on all new recruits to down their glass in one, then any youngster
who can hold his drink could always drink a less solid senior fraternity mem-
ber under the table, and that would subvert authority. Alternatively, we abolish
our initiation ceremony and with it the basis of all convivial carousing. If we
ban tanking up, we deprive ourselves of an educational tool. (Cries of “Quite
right!” “Respect the Rules of Procedure!”) I beg you not to take these comments
out of context. After all, life within our fraternity, its esprit de corps, consists of
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a whole chain of experiments of an educational nature. And every corps stu-
dent will confirm that never again in his life did he hear the unvarnished truth
proclaimed so clearly, and at times so incredibly crudely, as within the corps.
And why did he put up with it? Ludicrous as it may sound, because of the beer-
drinking ritual! The ritual is, for us, what the much-maligned parade ground drill
and march-past is for the soldier. (Cries of “Hurrah!”) Just as the hundredfold
command “Knees bend!” eliminates laziness, indifference, defiance, rage, in-
ertia, and exhaustion, and transforms a feeling of helpless impotence, and total
lack of willpower in the face of one’s superior, into military discipline (Cries of
“Hurrah”l)—so, too, the command “Down in one!” always provides our senior
member with a chance to demonstrate his absolute superiority over a recruit, to
punish, to keep his distance, to maintain that atmosphere which is absolutely
essential for the continuing educational function of the corps, if it is not to de-
generate into a mere club. (Cries of “On no account!”) “Down in one!” is of
course not always appropriate, and not for everyone, but it must hang over our
revels just as the “Knees bend!” does over the barrack square!

ALL Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! (They clink glasses.) Down in one!

RECRUIT (brandishes the special Hindenburg number of the Munich maga-
zine Jugend, singing to the tune of Scheffel’s song celebrating Hermann’s rout of
the Roman legions, “When the Romans Had the Nerve”):

No sooner is he in the train,

He’s mapping out the whole campaign,
And says, after a moment’s thought,
“Lake Narew” —the main onslaught!

Soon after Hindenburg arrived,
Into the lake the Russians dived,
Joining the fish that smell so vile—
Yes, that’s our commander’s style!

Attacks three times, and with each swoop
They’re back with frogs and toads in the soup.
Russian blood fills swamp and pond,

Making waves throughout the land!

ALL Hindenburg Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! Down in one!
(Change of scene.)
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Scene 7
Medical convention in Berlin.

PSYCHIATRIST —Gentlemen! You see before you the most remarkable case
I've ever come across. By good fortune, the man was released from protective
custody into my care. Since it would be clearly impossible to serve as many years’
hard labour as he could have expected for his crimes, there was no alternative
but to turn to psychiatry. In this case, it is irrelevant to ask if the criminal is sub-
jectively responsible for his deed, rather, the deed is itself objective proof that he
is not responsible for his actions. Let me straightaway give you a full picture of
the patient’s insanity, gentlemen, by pointing out that the man openly declared
that the food situation in Germany is precarious! (Agitation.) More than that,
the man has called Germany’s eventual victory into question! (Commotion.) But
to crown it all, the man maintains that the intensified U-boat war, and indeed
U-boat warfare in general, is inappropriate —for I established straightaway that
he rejects the U-boat as a weapon not only because he thinks it inappropriate,
but because he considers it downright immoral! (Heated exclamations.) Gentle-
men, we as men of science have a duty to keep a cool head, and to confront the
object of our outrage only as the object of our research, controlling our anger,
of course, so as to maintain impartiality.(Laughter) Gentlemen, it is now my
sad duty to sketch for you a complete picture of the patient’s unbalanced men-
tal state, and I must ask you to hold neither this unfortunate creature respon-
sible, nor myself, whose lot it is to demonstrate this repugnant case of insanity.
His accountability has been ruled out by his affliction, mine by science. (Cries
of “Quite right!”) Gentlemen, the man is suffering from the fixed idea that Ger-
many is being driven towards her destruction by a “criminal ideology”, as he calls
the noble idealism of those in authority over us. He claims that we are lost if we
do not capitulate at the very height of our triumphant progress, that our gov-
ernment, our military leaders—but never the English! (Cries of “Oho!”)—are
to blame for the deaths of our children! (Cries of “Shame!”) He maintains that
our children are dying because of the precarious food situation —this alone is
clear proof of his mental confusion. (Cries of “Quite right!”) I have now laid out
the case, esteemed colleagues in internal medicine, so you can attempt to exert
an influence on the patient by conveying firsthand information about the war-
time health of the German people. From his reaction I hope to round off the
clinical diagnosis, perhaps to correct it as far as criminal responsibility can be
ascertained after all, since no pathway must be left unexplored —that is to say, I
hope the patient may be so carried away by your authoritative disclosures as to
express opinions that will make it easier for us to come to a decision, one way or
the other. (Cries of “Leave it to us!”)
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PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT If any of the 93 who signed the Manifesto of the

Intellectuals of Germany against “the lies and calumnies” of the Allies is present,
I shall leave the room. (Cries of “Oho!”)

PSYCHIATRIST Thope, gentlemen, you will evaluate this outburst as a symp-
tom rather than an insult. I myself, as you all know, signed that protest, which
will live on in the annals as a landmark of this age of grandeur, and I am proud of
it. May I now ask our esteemed colleague Boas to probe the mind of the patient.

PROFESSOR BOAS (comesforward)AsIhave declared time and again, let me
repeat: the food restrictions have had no deleterious effect whatsoever on the
nation’s health. (Cries of “Hear, hear!”) It has been shown that half of the previ-
ous protein ration in our food suffices, without energy or work levels being af-
fected; the fact is: our weight and physical well-being have even been enhanced.

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT Presumably the black market keeps you supplied!
(Heated protests.)

PSYCHIATRIST Gentlemen, please, in view of his mental state — Professor,
please tell us what the situation is concerning infant mortality, a topic which re-
peatedly stirs the patient’s imagination.

PROFESSOR BOAS We have found no evidence of food supplies having a
negative effect on infant mortality.

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT My dear sir, you've been obliged to find no evi-
dence—! (Cries of “Hold your tongue!”)

PSYCHIATRIST What do you hope can be achieved by a continuation of the
war, Professor?

PROFESSOR BOAS Rising affluence and the increased consumption of lux-
ury foods have played havoc with our health. Now, however, under the pressure
of current privations, millions of people have found their way back to nature
and the simple life. Let us ensure that the next generation does not forget the
lessons of this war. (Cries of “Bravo!”)

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT The man’s right—the rich on the Kurfiirstendamm
stuffed themselves before the war. But they still do. So there’s really been no
deterioration of their nutritional situation. But as far as the next generation of
the rest of the population is concerned —those circles who do not consult Boas
about their obesity —as for Germany’s next generation, then, I see it being born
with rickets! A generation of child invalids! Happy are those who died in the
war —those born in the war will have artificial limbs! The insanity of seeing it
through to the bitter end combined with the gloating about enemy losses so typi-
cal of German men will, I predict, leave Germany itself crippled. The passion
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with which fanatical German women celebrate the heroic death of their sons,
nurtured by an atmosphere of orchestrated euphoria and self-deception, forms
part of the same perverse social outlook and will have the same crippling effect!
(Cries of “Disgraceful!”) As for Boas, I challenge him to deny that some 800,000
civilians have died of starvation so far, in the year 1917 alone 50,000 children and
127,000 old people more than in 1913; and that the estimated figure for deaths
from tuberculosis for the first half of 1918 is higher—70 percent higher—than
in the whole of 1913! (Cries of “Enough! Enough!” “Scandalous!”)

PSYCHIATRIST You see what we are faced with here, gentlemen. I thank our
esteemed colleague Boas and now ask Professor Zuntz to pursue our enquiry
further. If our esteemed colleague would be so kind as to address the question
of whether the priceless national asset of German efficiency has suffered in the
least through nutritional factors.

PROFESSOR ZUNTZ 'There can be no question of a reduction of efficiency
given the current diet. Admittedly, malnutrition has occurred in a few instances
where people are reluctant to eat ersatz vegetables with reduced calorific con-
tent in sufficient quantities.

PSYCHIATRIST If I understand my esteemed colleague correctly, the popu-
lation has only itself to blame. For there is no objective reason for malnutrition.

PROFESSOR ZzUNTZz Correct.

PSYCHIATRIST Butmalnutrition, when it occurs, or rather, if it occurs at all,
it has no deleterious consequences?

PROFESSOR ZUNTZ Correct.

PSYCHIATRIST (to the Patient) I take it there is nothing you can say to refute
this?

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT Nothing.

PSYCHIATRIST Hisbig mouth has an insolent answer to everything, but now
he’s reduced to a stunned silence! I thank my esteemed colleague Zuntz, and
now call upon Professor Rosenfeld from Breslau, whom we are honoured to wel-
come as a guest of the Berlin Faculty, to continue our enquiry.

PROFESSOR ROSENFELD (BRESLAU) Thoughundernourished, our popu-
lation has become healthier, and the great anxiety about malnutrition has proved
to be unfounded. On the contrary, overindulgence in peacetime represents a
greater threat to life than wartime food shortages. According to statistics, almost
all wartime illnesses in the female population have produced fewer deaths than
in peacetime. To summarize: at all events, the wartime diet has not reduced



Scene7 331

the resistance of the population in any demonstrable measure —neither to the
vast majority of diseases, nor to illness in general, nor to physical overexertion.

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT It has only reduced resistance to the dishonesty of
professors! (Loud cries of indignation.)

FIRST VOICE Troublemaker!
SECOND VOICE Throw him out!
THIRD volicE Call the police!

PRESIDENT OF THE MEDICAL BOARD OF GREATER BERLIN Thisout-
rage provides me with an opportunity to raise my voice in an urgent appeal.
Esteemed colleagues! You are father confessors to your patients, it is your patri-
otic duty to encourage them, by word of mouth or in any other explanatory or
instructive way, to hold on to the bitter end! You must take the most resolute
stand against the fainthearted! Reject any unfounded, adverse rumours, such
as are often spread maliciously or by careless talk! We on the Home Front can
hold on to the bitter end, we must and shall see it through! Esteemed colleagues!
The simple life and simple fare, a moderate intake of protein and fat, have been
to the benefit to many!

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT To the benefit of black-marketeers and doctors!
(Cries of “Disgraceful!” and “Throw him out!”)
PRESIDENT OF THE MEDICAL BOARD OF GREATER BERLIN School

doctors have proved conclusively—

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT —that Germany has been successfully fed lies!
(Boos.)

PRESIDENT OF THE MEDICAL BOARD OF GREATER BERLIN —that
the health of the very young today is no worse than before.

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT Infant mortality has only increased by 37 percent!
(Cries of “Shut your trap!” and “Unpatriotic rascal!”)

PRESIDENT OF THE MEDICAL BOARD OF GREATER BERLIN Infant
mortality has fallen. An eminent expert recently established that our infants
have never had it so good. (Cries of “Hear, hear!”) Hospitals are less crowded
than before.

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT Because they're all dead! (Commotion.)

FIRST voICE Prove it, you bastard!

PSYCHIATRIC PATIENT Doctors reports from many hospitals sound desper-
ate when they describe starving inmates trying to allay their hunger pangs by
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forcing down discarded cabbage stalks and all sorts of indigestible stuff. When
a hospital for incurables had to submit a report, it stated laconically: “All our
inmates have died.” — But you, who are alive and gathered here today for your
expert opinions, are under orders, and will pluck up courage to tell the truth
only after the unavoidable collapse of the Lie which is the German Reich! But
that will be too late, and no amount of confessing will save you from contempt
in the eyes of the world. For German science has prostituted itself, and Ger-
man scientists are its pimps! Those gathered here under orders from the Gen-
eral Staff, to serve the Great Lie by disputing infant mortality figures and argu-
ing black is white, have more blood on their hands than those who stained the
battlefield red! The 93 who signed the Manifesto, chanting “It’s not true!” and
“We protest!” —whose protest opened the emotional floodgates of the Lie and
stained the honour of Germany—these people have led German culture even
further astray from the legacy of a Goethe, a Kant, and all its other luminaries
than even those who compel them to lie—the romantic arsonists and mur-
derers. In the hands of such physicians the world, fearful of being infected by
Teutonism, will certainly not recover its health. Add professors to aggressors —as
the poet says—and the Fatherland is lost! (A tumultuous outery. Shouts of “It’s
not true!” and “We protest!” Some of the professors want to lay hands on the
Patient, others restrain them.)

PSYCHIATRIST Gentlemen! We have just witnessed the most savage outburst
of hatred of our Fatherland, a hatred that cannot possibly have its roots in Ger-
man soil. The reaction of the patient to the experiments of our esteemed col-
leagues Boas, Zuntz, and Rosenfeld from Breslau, and especially to the profound
and illuminating exposition of our revered President of the Medical Board of
Greater Berlin, for which I owe him a heartfelt collegiate debt of gratitude —the
patient’s reaction, I say, has made it crystal clear that the man is not of unsound
mind, but in the pay of the Entente! We are dealing here with an acute case
of Northcliffe propaganda, and medical practitioners in Greater Berlin in par-
ticular are duty-bound to stop it spreading. The poison of pacifism has already
found its pernicious way even into healthy minds, and the exaggerated idealism
of opponents of the war encourages wimps and shirkers in behaviour as dire as
any afflicting the German body politic. Add to that the criminal propaganda of
our enemies, and the resulting state of the nation will soon tend to paralyse our
great enterprise on the very threshold of final victory. It is this spirit of defeatism
which bolsters the backbone of our enemies and clips our wings in this defen-
sive war, forced upon us by British envy (Heckler: “A nation of shopkeepers!”),
French revanchism (Cries of “And Russian rapacity!”)—and Russian rapacity.
Here we have a typical case. I can only stress that I thought from the start that
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he was a dubious character, and I am now convinced we are dealing with a hard-
ened criminal. Those were not the words of a mentally sick person, gentlemen,
those were the words of a traitor! Further, gentlemen, I can reveal that while in
protective custody the man’s unrepentant behaviour, his continued outrageous
attacks against everything we Germans hold sacred, even extended to a deroga-
tory remark about the official German News Agency (Agitation) which attracted
attention in the highest circles, and that a personality whom we all revere (Those
assembled rise) — our Crown Prince —even declared that someone should knock
the living daylights out of him. (Cries of “Hurrah!”) The decision whether such a
remedy might be implemented, perhaps as a way of increasing the penalty, lies
with the highest authority in these matters. Our role, gentlemen, is to declare
that the case clearly lies outside our competence, since it is of no concern to
medical science, and to transfer custody to the appropriate criminal authorities.
(He opens the door and shouts) Constable!

CONSTABLE BUDDICKE (enters) In the name of the Law—quick march off
to the clink!

(Exit with the Patient. The assembly rises and strikes up “The Watch on the
Rhine.”)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 8
Weimar. Gynaecological clinic.

PROFESSOR HENKEL No one else needs operating on, then? His Highness
will be here in a minute, and I promised him —I wanted to give him a chance
to witness an operation at first hand. Well?

PROFESSOR BUSSE There’s no one.

HENKEL Butwe have to operate on someone.
PROFESSOR BUSSE 'Thereisn't anyone.

HENKEL Butyou do have another patient. Bring her in.
BUSSE But—she’s just had her breakfast.

HENKEL No matter. (The patient is brought in. To an assistant) Prepare her for
surgery and pump out her stomach.
PATIENT (resists, in a state of great agitation) No—no—I—don’t want to—

HENKEL Stop making a fuss. She’ll disgrace me in front of His Highness!
(Enter the Prince of Lippe with entourage. Welcoming ceremony. The operation
begins.) It’s going very nicely, Highness—there —that’s it—
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NURSE (tugs sleeve of assistant) Oh—my God —

HENKEL What's up? (The assistant administers a camphor injection.)
ASSISTANT Professor, sir—

HENKEL (dismissively) Shush—

PRINCE OF LIPPE (to Henkel) You operated quite splendidly, I'll inform my
sister at once.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 9
A German Reserve Division.

COLONEL (dictates) At the obstacle, grid square 4674, two members of a
French fatigue detail were shot dead with three shots by trench sentry Lance-
corporal Bitter of 7 Company of the Imperial Infantry Regiment 271. I congratu-
late Lance-corporal Bitter on his achievement.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 10
The Isonzo front. Brigade headquarters. After dinner.

ALICE SCHALEK (standing, surrounded by officers) I have now covered the
whole of the Gorizia sector of the front on the Isonzo, every step of the way. They
showed me everything! The things I experienced there! Those sitting back home
simply can’t imagine. After repeated requests I finally got permission to accom-
pany them. I sensed that the fact that I was going of my own free will made it
harder for them. Being under no compulsion to go creates an inner conflict. At
the appointed time, five o’clock in the afternoon, I present myself to the general
as ready to march off. I ask permission to accompany a gentleman who would be
going back to his post in any case. No one shall be endangered on my account,
beyond what duty dictates!

A very young second-lieutenant, utterly delighted at the prospect of doing
something different, takes me on a diversion round the foot of the mountain,
which we then tackle from the flank. My previous orders are to be back punctu-
ally to where we started by nine o’'clock. Whee, whee, wheeee! —it comes whis-
tling in at us from the flank. And so, chatting away, we strolled on through the
moonlight to our destination. But then! [ was sitting beside the artillery observer
up on the Podgora plateau, waiting breathless to see what would happen in his
sector. Well, instinct began to take over, personality was coming to the fore—
something previously out of bounds. I was being fired at from over the wall sur-
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rounding the castle grounds. We stand where we are, motionless. If the enemy
sees us, so what! We haven't exchanged a single word yet. I look at him. He’s
thin and pale. Can’t be much more than 20. I have a funny feeling. I look at the
lieutenant; he’s a primary schoolteacher in some Hungarian village. And like a
blinding light, a sudden intuition strikes me. During the heavy barrage on the
crest of San Michele, a new understanding illuminates every convolution of my
brain. The lieutenant has no notion of the impact his whole bearing is having
on me. He looks at me and smiles. He feels my thoughts are in tune with his,
that our nerves vibrate in unison during the barrage. It sounds like an orchestral
solo . . . Tikka, tikka, tikka—rings out . . . It’s the first sound at daybreak, when
I get up at half past three to go to my post. Whee, whee, whee —tikka, tikka,
tikka—kaboom! But neither of us imagines for a moment that we could be dis-
obedient and not comply with orders. The immense driving force behind an
order—I can feel it now in my very bones. The lieutenant is still standing there.
A nightingale is calling and the fragrance of the acacias is intoxicating. But now
it’s coming from the other side, the noise; no longer an urgent whip crack but
a slow roar, almost singing in mockery. The lieutenant presses me against the
wall. Voo—voo— phut—a dud, fizzled out . . . No question of staying where we
were, or looking for cover. The order was: Report back by nine o’clock. For the
first time, I know exactly what the men must be feeling. What a relief an order
is! How amazingly easy it is to go through fire, if that’s what you've been ordered
to do. Happy the nation that can live under orders, trusting, believing that the
order must be correct, since it emanates from on high. The same applies to the
order here on the Isonzo—to push forward, cutting off all possibility of retreat,
in order to protect our birthright! Wounded soldiers catch upwith us. .. One has
been struck deaf and dumb. He gestures to indicate what happened to him . ..

'The motor cars are waiting and soon were back at headquarters. The table
is laid, and the meal is served up in steaming bowls. The reflected glory of a
decisive experience lingers in every eye. But we eat like troopers and sleep like
logs, and at lunchtime next day the military band strikes up outside the officers’
mess. After all, we've captured the trench we wanted. So we can dine in the
open air, the asparagus tastes quite superb and sweet waltz melodies compete
with the cuckoo and the woodpecker . . . All Salandra will hear about in Rome
is that he lost a trench today. Well, the barrage on Monte San Michele was by
now just a memory. But the next day it was off again to the front. The columns
of the wounded are interesting. Those with light wounds can still straighten up
and salute, others look up wearily and try to raise a hand to their cap, but many
are lying motionless, their coat drawn over their face, and see and hear nothing
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... The exchange of fire is over. So we can go. The next day I tell myself: “Oh
well, time to move on from Monte San Michele.”

Today I'm off to the next division, the Army’s Hungarian troops. The stench
of corpses wafts across the road. There are more people on this shell-scarred road
than you'll ever see on any bustling cosmopolitan boulevard. For some eight to
ten months now, corpses, riddled with holes and completely mummified, have
been lying between the lines. The trenches are narrow, seldom more than the
width of a man, and the soldiers lie there stretched out to sleep. Others clamber
over them, but they don’t wake up ... We count the impact of six shells and man-
age to take a quick camera shot . . . 'm allowed to observe through the armour
plate and am amazed at the crater . . . At the battalion commander’s I'm given
a glass of eggnog. Very soothing, since my nerves are still tingling from the re-
lentless, thunderous noise all around! “Lay out a fresh sheet of newspaper”, this
hospitable officer cries. (Evidently that’s meant as a compliment.) Six artillery
rounds—six direct hits . . . I take pictures for the future, fill one plate after an-
other . .. And then back to here. Breakfast awaits us at the Brigadier’s; I accept
gratefully. And what a breakfast—! Since Cadorna spared me again today, since
the shell once again arrived that crucial quarter of an hour too late, we cracked a
bottle of champagne —the real thing—and, as a special reward, a tin of genuine
caviar. Crisp croissants and brightly coloured flowers, radishes and damask linen
table settings—such contrasts you'll only find here at the front!

THE OFFICERS Cadorna couldn’t determine her fate, since the shell arrived

just a little too late —

Cadorna couldn’t determine her fate,
since the shell arrived just a little too late.

There were croissants and caviar and flowers,
that’s how it should be in this army of ours.

We're the staff at headquarters, an awesome elite,
and do ourselves proud in our cosy retreat.

The trenches, however, are not our affair,
the cannon fodder have no shampers there.

Nor caviar blinis, that’s not their style —
it’s a hero’s death for the rank and file.

We do the eating, while they only pay
with their lives, for the Fatherland, hooray!
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To fall for one’s country is fine, we're assured,
but we only fall when we’re drunk as a lord.

Cadorna has spared us their fate. To be blunt,
such contrasts you'll only find here at the front!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 11
Divisional headquarters.

A COMMANDING OFFICER This venture was doomed from the start, Your
Excellency, for lack of artillery support. The enemy simply started shooting prac-
tice at the pontoons we had put in place, and at those manning them. Hundreds
of bodies disappeared into the River San that day, and we finally had to give up
trying to force a crossing. The situation now is unchanged.

KAISERJAGERTOD You must hold on at all costs.

COMMANDING OFFICER Excellency, the troops are freezing to death in the
icy groundwater that has seeped into the foxholes.

KAISERJAGERTOD How many eventual casualties do you estimate?
COMMANDING OFFICER Fourthousand.
KAISERJAGERTOD Orders are, the troops must be sacrificed.

COMMANDING OFFICER When they come out of their holes they’re up to
their knees in snow, and then theyre expected to attack a raised enemy position.

KAISERJIAGERTOD Don’t you have any padre who could put some fire in
their bellies? Under no circumstances can the offensive be delayed!

COMMANDING OFFICER Excellency, the snow’s deep enough to wipe out
a whole regiment.

KAISERJAGERTOD A regiment? What do I care about a regiment?

COMMANDING OFFICER The men are standing in water, half-starved.
They’re putting up a desperate fight against unremittingly powerful Russian
attacks.

(Kaiserjcigertod is called to the telephone.)

KAISERJAGERTOD What? Relief or reinforcement? Colonel, your orders are
to hold on to the last man, I have no troops available, and with me there is no
such word as “retreat”, whatever the price! What? You want a day’s respite to
dry clothes? What’s that you're saying? Your poor brave Tyroleans are lying out
there, shot to pieces, their bodies floating in the water? (Bawling.) That’s what
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they’re there for, to be shot to pieces! End of story!—And as for you, huh, the
same applies. The troops stay in position, come what may. It’s my reputation
that’s at stake! (Exit.)

A MAJOR (to the Commanding Officer) There is no alternative. His Excel-
lency always commits his crack troops to the most difficult missions, simply be-
cause of their outstanding qualities. His Excellency is a general endowed with
immense energy; he’s single-minded and impulsive and personally courageous,
while demanding strict adherence to duty and absolute self-sacrifice from his
subordinates.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 12
Regiment on the retreat. In a village.

KAISERJAGERTOD (toa colonel) No one to break ranks, and no buying pro-
visions! (A starving soldier holding a piece of bread emerges from a shop. Kaiser-
jégertod lashes him with his riding whip.) What a bunch of greedy swine you've
got here, Colonel! Anyone breaking ranks is to be bound hand and foot for three
hours! Give the order that anyone trying to buy bread and milk off the peasants
during an advance or a retreat will be shot! (He rides off. Here and there soldiers
leave the unit. Officers shoot at those walking away. Panic. Shrieks of terror: “Ihe
Russians are coming!”)

LIEUTENANT GERL (strikes a pose) You lot can starve to death for all I care,
I'll always have enough to eat!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 13

Hospital near a divisional headquarters. The regimental band can be heard play-
ing jaunty tunes.

SERIOUSLY WOUNDED PATIENT (whimpers) No music—no music!

WARDEN Pack it in! That’s the dinner-table entertainment His Excellency,
Field Marshal von Fabini, always has performed at dessert! If you think he’s
going to stop it on your account, you've another think coming!

(The door opens. One can hear the song: “I'd Rather Be Sozzled, I Swear, Than
Smashed Up in Intensive Care.”)

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 14
A German Reserve Division.

A COLONEL (dictates)—Now the last item on the order of the day. Note! The
Masurian laundry in Lotzen has delivered to General von Schmettwitz three
stand-up collars—white, make: Maingau, size: 42 cm., no name tag—which
don’t belong to him. However, he is missing three stand-up collars—white, size:
43 cm., two with the name tag v.Sch., and all three with grey thread around the
back buttonhole. Please arrange for exchange.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 15
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.
oPTIMIST One thing I would warn you against: you shouldn’t generalize.

GRUMBLER Youmean I should avoid thinking every scoundrel must be a gen-
eral?

oPTIMIST No,you shouldn’t overlook the profusion of examples of those who
have fulfilled their duty and acted without regard to their own life—and that
includes ofhcers.

GRUMBLER Oneshouldn’'t generalize. Butsince that profusion of examples is
evidently beyond my grasp, it’s better to focus on the exceptions. Were one, in-
stead, to draw attention to those who retained their honour in the war, it would
emphasize what should be self-evident and impugn the officer class by implying
that honour is something exceptional. It is precisely by pointing to the scoun-
drels that one avoids generalizing—it’s only the scoundrels that would object. I
have no desire to impugn any particular individual, but rather a whole institu-
tion which hardly deserves my praise for allowing honest men to remain honest,
but certainly deserves my censure for changing weaklings into scoundrels. Don't
imagine that I regard these cowardly ignoramuses as conscious tyrants, simply
because they are using the power structure to revenge themselves on their men
for their own lack of manliness. They spill blood only because they can’t stand
the sight of it, nor have they ever seen it. They act in a state of intoxication at
suddenly being their own superior officers and allowed to do things for which
the indispensable “cover” is provided by circumstances alone —not by personal
integrity. And most of these scoundrels won't even be held to account, since
their actions were covered by a code of honour that permits and indeed requires
them to commit all those actions which the Criminal Code had hitherto forbid-
den: namely by Military Regulations. Such was the Age of Grandeur that those
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who committed rape, pillage, and murder walked away with the Distinguished
Service Cross, while the Maria Theresa Order was awarded to those who autho-
rized their crimes!

oPTIMIST One shouldn’t generalize. I was reading only today that spilling
their fresh young blood for the Fatherland creates a spirit of amicable comrade-
ship that binds the men to their officers—

GRUMBLER —hand and foot!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 16

Goods station in Debrecen, Hungary. A goods waggon, guarded by sentries. In-
scription in chalk: 40 men, 6 horses. Curious bystanders.

SENTRY (to local inhabitants) Clear orff!

LIEUTENANT BEINSTELLER How long have they been cooped up in there
now?

SECOND-LIEUTENANT SEKIRA Onlyan hour and a half.
BEINSTELLER Another half-hour then! How many are there?
SEKIRA Tiwenty.

BEINSTELLER So, room for another 20! Cannon fodder, living like pigs in
clover—

SEKIRA [had them already dry-shaved in any case, then smacked their faces.
Since we can’t bind them hand and foot, I know what I'll do. Put each in a sen-
try box and wind barbed wire round him, so he has to stand to attention!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 17
Vienna. Town Hall.

OFFICIAL (to an applicant standing before him) So you want to go into the
country—let’s see now, here we are —all you have to do is adhere to the follow-
ing regulation, listen (he reads aloud, emphasizing one word with particular ani-
mation, but at the same time continuously wagging his right index finger in a
way that seems to preclude all hope): “Persons wishing to change their domicile
in the year 1917, either temporarily to a health resort or for a period of at least
four weeks to a spa or summer holiday resort, must, by 1 June at the latest, give
notification of change of address to the district authority of their permanent
domicile on the official form which can be obtained from that authority, stat-
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ing name, permanent domicile, location of summer residence, prospective day
of arrival, number of accompanying persons and intended length of sojourn; a
second, identical copy of this notification of change of domicile to be forwarded
to the district authority of the location chosen for the summer residence. Before
departure, the persons in question must collect a Food Ration Book Change of
Address Certificate from their ration book issuing office, to enable them to can-
cel the purchase of those foodstuffs which are officially sanctioned for sale at the
relevant retail outlet, as confirmed by the Food Ration Book Change of Address
Certificate. The retailer of officially sanctioned foodstufts must keep a list on
which are entered the name, domicile, day of departure and number of persons
accompanying the person giving notification of change of address, in addition
to the quantity of foodstuffs no longer provided; such a list to be presented to
the office controlling the allocation of sanctioned foodstuffs at the end of each
week. In the health resort, spa, or summer holiday resort, both on arrival and
before departure from such locations, the persons in question (the applicant dis-
appears) must present their Food Ration Book Change of Address Certificate to
the bread ration book issuing office. The issue of food ration books, both at the
summer holiday resort and after the permanent domicile has been resumed, can
only be authorized on presentation of the Food Ration Book Change of Address
Certificate containing the appropriate official stamps. The regional political au-
thorities are authorized to monitor the purchase of foodstuffs by visitors, and also
to regulate the provision of food in the restaurants of the health resorts, spas, or
summer holiday resorts. In general, restaurants may claim increased allocations
of foodstuffs to supply food to health resorts, spas, or summer holiday resorts
only if they submit coupons detached from the ration books of the consumers
as proof of increased need. No special food provision can be made for tourists
making only short visits to health resorts, spas, or summer holiday resorts. In
order to prevent the hoarding of foodstufls, the regional political authorities are
further empowered to forbid the direct purchase of foodstuffs from producers
by visitors to health resorts, spas, or summer holiday resorts.” — So, there you are,
now you know, now you can— (he looks up) Where the devil has he gone? (He
searches on the floor.) Hey, wait for your Food Ration Book Change of Address
Certificate form! (Shaking his head) Odd customer. The liberties some people
take! (He continues searching, then gets up.) Couldn’t wait. He’s probably in the
country already!

(Change of scene.)



Scenezo 343

Scene 18
The Durchhalter family apartment.
MOTHER Take you sandals off in the house, I can’t hear myself think!
CHILD Ain’t we got nothing to eat again today, Ma?

MOTHER Cheeky pup! I'll learn you— (she’s about to have a go at him. The
doorbell rings.) That’s your Dad! He’s been queueing for swedes, let’s hope —
(Sandals clatter. The father, in a cheap suit made of wood pulp yarn, appears in
the doorway.)

CHILDREN Bread, father!

FATHER Children, Russia is starving!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 19
Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and Patriot in conversation.
susscrRIBER We'll soon have wheat from the Ukraine now, you'll see.

PATRIOT More power to Czernin’s elbow! Brest-Litovsk means “peace with
bread”! Let them try to starve us out now!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 20
Sofia. A banquet of German and Bulgarian newspaper editors.

COUNT OBERNDORFF, GERMAN AMBASSADOR (rises) Esteemed guests!
It gives me great pleasure every time I have the privilege of bringing together
German and Bulgarian friends for a congenial exchange of views under one roof
and the fluttering black-white-red banner. But today it is a very special pleasure.
For I welcome you, esteemed gentlemen of the German and Bulgarian press,
as—if I may so put it—colleagues.

CRIES OF Bravo! Cheers, dear colleague!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR Evenifwehave abone to pick with each other now
and again, as can happen between those in the same line of business, diplomacy
and the press are closely entwined with one another.

CRIES OF Bravo! Bravo!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR No good journalist lacks that diplomatic sixth
sense, no capable diplomat ever made the grade in his profession without a
good dash of printer’s ink in his veins.
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CRIES OF Stoutfellow!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR Isay profession, but the word is inadequate. What
we practise is an art, an exalted art, and the instrument on which we play is the
noblest imaginable, the very soul of the peoples!

CRIES OF Quite right!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR Whatdiplomacyand the press united can achieve,
this World War has demonstrated.

CRIES OF Absolutely!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR We should learn from our enemies. If we turn our
thoughts to all the diplomatic powers-that-be in the Entente, and evoke such
names as The Times and Le Matin, Reuter’s and Havas news agencies, Novoje
Vremja in St. Petersburg, not to mention the minor satellites in Rome, Bucha-
rest, Belgrade, then we must admit that this was an alliance that can boast of
its successes. Successful lies, success in pulling the wool over people’s eyes—

cRIES OF And how!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR —rage and hatred, the like of which the world has
never seen. It is indeed a powerful alliance, one fearful to behold, yet it is but
an artificially inflated colossus which will one day implode and collapse. For it
lacks the spirit which animates and sustains life —the truth. And the truth is on
our side in this fight.

CRIES OF Hear! Hear!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR Youare fighting with it, gentlemen of the German
and Bulgarian press, and you are fighting for it, in the proud knowledge that
every success won by the truth is also a success for our communal cause. On
the day the scales finally fall from the eyes of the peoples who are being incited
to a futile war against us, the day when they realize what were really made of —

CRIES OF Hurrah!

GERMAN AMBASSADOR —our invincible armies and our unconquerable
souls— on that day the World War ends! (Sits down. Toasts all round.)

cRIES OF Hurrah—Cheers, dear colleague! —Mud in your eye, Count!

KLEINECKE (BERLIN) Igetthe feeling, my friend, that the Balkan crew are
running scared. Haven’t you noticed, not a peep—!

STEINECKE (HANOVER) Thathadn’t escaped my notice. But anyway, what
the hell! Oberndorft was wonderful.

KLEINECKE (BERLIN) One good point after the other. The man really does
have a good dash of printer’s ink in his veins.
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STEINECKE (HANOVER) He’sjustaboutthe best speaker we have right now.
The truth is on our side in this fight—a simple statement, yet at the same time,
how true!

KLEINECKE (BERLIN) Yes, since the day we were able to announce that
French planes dropped bombs on Nuremberg. That’s what started the war.

STEINECKE (HANOVER) Yes, ever since then we've been fighting against
enemy lies.

KLEINECKE (BERLIN) What diplomacy and the press united can achieve,
this World War has demonstrated, a war forced upon us by British envy, French
revanchism, and inordinate Russian greed. Golden words!

STEINECKE (HANOVER) It reminds you of that very apt formulation of a
famous colleague of ours. What was it Ernst Posse said in the Kélnische Zei-
tung? The war has revealed what power the modern journalist wields. Just try, if
you can, to imagine, says Ernst Posse, if there were no newspapers in this inter-
national turmoil of minds and hearts. Would war have been possible at all with-
out their reporting the factors which caused it and the ways it is being waged?

KLEINECKE (BERLIN) How very true! Ernst Posse even omits the role of
diplomacy.

STEINECKE (HANOVER) That’s the journalist speaking. Oberndorft is a
diplomat, that’s why he’s giving the press its due.

KLEINECKE (BERLIN) But tell me this, friend, those good-for-nothings in
the Balkans—

STEINECKE (HANOVER) Oh, let’s not get depressed about them. Look,
Oberndorft is toasting us—

BOTH Mud in your eye, Count!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 21

Foreign Ministry.

HAYMERLE (to a newspaper editor) If only His Excellency, God rest his soul,
had lived long enough to see me writing an article commemorating the anniver-
sary of his death for the Neue Freie Presse—how pleased he would have been!
I'm at the front right now and came in specially—out there you don’t get a
minute’s peace to write. But since I'm here, I prefer dictating it anyhow. Yes—1I
remember it as if it were yesterday. So—1'd be grateful if you would be so kind
as to publish the following few lines in your esteemed journal.
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From the end of January 1914, I had the honour of serving His Excellency
Count Szégyeny-Marich as Austro-Hungarian Ambassadorial Attaché in Berlin.

Itis not my intention to discuss in detail the time shortly before the outbreak
of the World War, nor am [ entitled to do so; I only wish to mention an episode
which is characteristic of the great statesman, and which does him credit.

It was on the evening of the declaration of war between Serbia and the
Austro-Hungarian Monarchy.

It was just half past eight in the evening when I came down from my office
to ask for a signature from His Excellency.

The Ambassador was about to return from the dining room to his bedroom.

When he saw me, following his custom of always first asking his visitors or
officials if there was anything new to report, even when he himself had impor-
tant news to communicate, he asked me: Anything new to report? At my answer
that I knew of nothing important, the old gentleman looked at me with a half-
proud, half-melancholy look, which was quite characteristic of him —you know,
very firm —and stretching out his hand to me, deeply moved, said: We've just
declared war on Serbia.

EDITOR So youstill didn’t know that by half past eight, sir? Though the popu-
lation seems to have had the information already?

HAYMERLE Wait a minute. Literally at the same moment you could hear
coming from Moltkestrasse, which runs between the Ambassadorial Residence
and the Prussian War Ministry, thunderous cheering, hurrah after hurrah, and
a moment later our beloved National Anthem—hundreds of people of all
classes—officers, gentlemen in top hats, ladies in evening gowns—had begun
to—

EDITOR Interesting. So the crowd was already massing.
HAYMERLE Ordinary women, workers, soldiers, and children—
EDITOR What, children too?

HAYMERLE Naturally. Oh, children are often wise beyond their years! The
ambassador was particularly fond of children! So, where were we —they had
begun to sing, and everyone was shouting with a single voice for the ambassa-
dor: “Come to the window, come to the window”, “Show yourself!”, “We want
to see you!”

EDITOR Itseems the crowd wasn't acting on information, but on instinct.

HAYMERLE That goes without saying. The German people, with that instinct
typical of the psychology of the masses, already sensed how intimately bound to
one another our two empires were destined to be in the hour of need.
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His Excellency was so deeply moved, it was only with difficulty that I could
persuade him to go to the window of his study.

The ambassador was so overcome that it was all he could do to wave his
thanks to the rapturous crowd. But tears ran down his cheeks. And I'm not
ashamed to admit that I, too,— (his voice choking with emotion) standing in the
background and permitted to witness this exalted moment—gave way to copi-
ous tears.

For the ambassador, however, it must certainly have been the greatest and
most beautiful moment of a momentous life when this distinguished statesman,
shortly before departing from the office he had held for 22 years, lived to see
the inestimable fruits bestowed on our beloved Fatherland — (ke is too moved
to continue.)

EDITOR (deeply moved) Compose yourself, sir, we of the press feel just as
strongly! I'll finish it off back at the office. I gather from your moving depiction
that tears were shed even before the World War began. Even if they were happily
only tears of joy, the diplomats intuitively anticipated the burden of grief sub-
sequently imposed upon their peoples. But believe me, sir—journalism was not
indifferent in this matter. On the contrary, as a naturally liberal profession it did
everything in its power to increase the flow of tears from that great moment on.

HAYMERLE (deeply moved) How can we thank you enough!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 22
In the Wahnschaffes’ sitting room.

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Well, Imustsay, Hero’s Grave for the Home is selling
like hotcakes back in Austria and everyone is wild about it.

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE (modestly disclaiming credit) Oh, that only benefitted
the dead. But my hubby has now invented Hero’s Pillow, the ultimate present for
our returning warriors to rest their heads on after all their exploits. It comprises:
1. A fitting dedication: Victorious warriors. 2. The Iron Cross. 3. The warrior’s
name, encircled by oak leaves as a symbol of German strength. 4. Little German
and Austrian flags as a sign of the Special Relationship—

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Aha, splendid!

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE —and 5. Welcome home! Price: 3 marks so.

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Very reasonable. What about children’s books and
children’s games? Anything new in the Reich?

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE “Let’s Play World War”.
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FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Pardon me?

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE “Let’s Play World War”, a topical picture book for our
little ones. And as for fully functioning toys —there’s the 42 cm Mortar, though
that’s actually one of yours—wait a minute —oh yes, do you know “Divide the
Spoils™?

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Yes, but that hasn't gone down well with us, I don’t
know why.

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE Oh, it’s a charming game. My boys just love it. Yes,
indeed, for us Germans only the best—

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG —is good enough. On the other hand, we've now
got “Death to the Russians”, that’s first-rate.

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE Sounds great.

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG “Death to the Russians”, Countess Taaffe’s in-
genious invention, an interesting game of patience for big and small alike, pro-
duced by the injured patients of the Red Cross Military Hospital on the Klein-
seite in Prague, where the Countess is a first-aid volunteer and matron. Inside a
very tastefully constructed Easter egg there’s a minifortress with barbed-wire en-
tanglements and a swamp, along with our soldiers fighting Russians. You shake
the egg and try to get our troops into the fortress and the Russians into the

swamp.
FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE Awesome!

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG “Deathtothe Russians” is a suitable Easter present,
not only for young people, but also for soldiers in the hospitals: a pleasant diver-
sion and an exciting entertainment. The “Death to the Russians” Easter egg,
very tastefully finished in black and yellow silk, costs 3 crowns 60 and is available
from the central retail outlet of the War Welfare Bureau in Prague.

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE How delicate! And how sensitively the high-born vol-
unteer has taken the taste of the wounded soldiers into consideration! That’s the
Austrian nobility for you! They may be languid, but they do have more grace
than ours, even I must give them that. So, my dear Mrs. Pogdtschnigg, how does
it work? You shake the egg and have to get our brave boys into the fortress, but
the Russians into the swamp —awesome! It’s like Columbus having to make his
egg stand on its end without cutting it!

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Ever since her invention, all of society has been
paying homage to the countess. You in the Reich, now—don't you have any-
thing comparable?
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FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE WEell, I shouldnt really be promoting what Wahn-
schaffe has created —blowing one’s own trumpet, and all that—but I can’t help
singing the praises of the new “War Spinning Top”. This new game is a must in
every German household and provides an exciting entertainment for old and
young alike in every family, at every social gathering and on every occasion.
First, each player deposits a stake in the pot. Then the top is set spinning by the
fingers of each player in turn. The letters and numbers have the following mean-
ings: R.w.o: Russia—wins nothing. E.1LY1: England—loses everything. F.1%%:
France —loses half stake. T.w.¥5: Turkey—wins a third of the pot. A.w.Y2: Aus-
tria—wins half of the pot. G.w.e.: Germany tiber alles!—wins everything—the
whole pot.

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG Bravo! But if Austria has won half of the pot, how
can Germany get the lot? Does Germany then take our share?

FRAU WAHNSCHAFFE There you go again, you bone-idle Austrians, never
satisfied! —That’s all the thanks we get for doing your dirty work and saving your
skins time and again! You made a nice mess of the last offensive!

FRAU POGATSCHNIGG (grasps her hand and squeezes it) You've convinced
me. Austria may only win half of the pot, but—I am a German housewife! (They
leave, shoulder to shoulder, singing “Deutschland, Deutschland Uber Alles.”)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 23
Three fashionable German ladies looking at a German fashion magazine.

FIRST FASHIONABLE GERMAN LADY Look at item number 4393: The
latest hit! Bluebell fancy-dress costume, in light mauve silk, bell-shaped flared
skirt with pinked edging, chimes well with cloche hat—just the thing for the
Carnival season!

SECOND FASHIONABLE GERMAN LADY No, no, what about this little
number? 4389: Mortar ensemble in glossy satin, appliquéd mortar-motif trim-
mings; large mortar-shaped headdress—that’s what I want. Anyway, the Carni-
val is in full swing!

THIRD FASHIONABLE GERMAN LADY [I'll go a step further and make a
sacrifice. I'll turn the Bluebell into a Mortar.
(Change of scene.)



350 ActlV

Scene 24
Subscriber to the Neue Freie Presse and Patriot in conversation.

PATRIOT Whatdoyou say about the exaggerated way the enemy press covered
the attempted mutiny by three—1I ask you, three! — German sailors?

suBsCRIBER There’s only one response: Huge Mutiny in the English Fleet.
PATRIOT Where? How come?

SUBSCRIBER At Spithead in the Nore.

PATRIOT You don't say!—There was a mutiny there?

suBscRIBER Ishouldsayso! Mutiny’stoo weak a word! Almost all of Admiral
Duncan’s fleet mutinied. The mutineers blocked the Thames with 26 warships.

PATRIOT Come off it! Where did it say that, what mutiny was that?
SUBSCRIBER A mutiny that seemed to be a prelude to revolution.
PATRIOT You don't say! What revolution, what mutiny?

suBscRIBER What mutiny? The mutiny recalled by the esteemed reader in
his letter to the Neue Freie Presse.

PATRIOT All right—but when was that?
suBSCRIBER In the last few years.

PATRIOT ButI never read anything about that. It’s just appeared, has it? Do
tell me, when?

SUBSCRIBER 1797.
PATRIOT Yes, but—that’s hardly in the last few years—
suBscRIBER —of the eighteenth century!

PATRIOT Yes, but—what good does that do us?
suBsCRIBER Well—word gets around.

PATRIOT Yes, especially if it’s true! Y'know, if it affects the morale of the En-
tente, that would please me, especially if, for example, in France—

suBsCRIBER Well, what more do you want—in France the French Revolu-

tion broke out!

PATRIOT Come off it!—Where did it say that?!
(Change of scene.)
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Scene 25
Hindenburg and Ludendorff at lunch.

HINDENBURG (shakes hands with Paul Goldmann, foreign correspondent of
the Neue Freie Presse) Ah, there you are.

PAUL GOLDMANN (aside) The grip of a lion. He greets me with the heart-
warming magnanimity characteristic of the man.

LUDENDORFF (shakes hands with Paul Goldmann) Ah, there you are.

PAUL GOLDMANN (aside) He looks just the same as a year ago, two years ago,
three years ago, except that the distinctive features of his noble head have taken
on an even more spiritual quality.

HINDENBURG AND LUDENDORFF (aside) He hasn’t changed.
(They sit. Paul Goldmann sits between them. They speak at him alternately from
right and left.)

HINDENBURG (sighing) Now it’s a question of holding out to the end.
LUDENDORFF (sighing) It’s hard, but success is assured.
HINDENBURG Everything is going well.

LUDENDORFF Given the situation, we can be fully confident.
HINDENBURG It’s true we have the winter before us.

LUDENDORFF The date set for peace is naturally not for us to decide.
(Goldmann nods to both sides and makes notes.)

PAUL GOLDMANN (to himself) It is naturally impossible to give a definite in-
dication of when peace will come. But perhaps about how it will—? I shall put
a question which must surely lie close to everyone’s heart back home. (Aloud)
What are the surest means of securing peace?

HINDENBURG Peace will be the more readily brought about

LUDENDORFF the more favourable our military situation. It’s still a question
of deeds prevailing

HINDENBURG over words.
LUDENDORFF That’s why we should not at present
HINDENBURG talk about peace. It’s the Russians

LUDENDORFF who apparently want to take the first step.
(Pause, while Goldmann makes notes.)

PAUL GOLDMANN (to himself) Details of what followed in the discussion
about peace are not for publication. Perhaps all that can be stated is that Hin-
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denburg and Ludendorff are desirous of a peace which will produce maximum
safety and stability, a peace which will secure our borders and global free trade
by land and sea.

LUDENDORFF What’s next?
PAUL GOLDMANN IfImay just—
LUDENDORFF Ah, understood —Hindenburg, what’s next?

HINDENBURG AND LUDENDORFF We are of the opinion that views about
peace cannot be immutable since they depend on the current military situation.

HINDENBURG And the situation on the Western Front is one I can also
LUDENDORFF describe with absolute equanimity.

PAUL GOLDMANN What may we expect from the Supreme War Council
that the Entente is in the process of creating? (To himself) Hindenburg laughs.
(He notes this and turns to the question of Alsace-Lorraine.)

LUDENDORFF Aquestion mark over Alsace-Lorraine may exist for the French
HINDENBURG but not for Germany.

PAUL GOLDMANN Whatabout America, then?

HINDENBURG The way America has been trumpeting

LUDENDORFF what it will achieve in the war

HINDENBURG isimpressive, and worthy of the country that produced
LUDENDORFF the Barnum and Bailey Circus. So let us wait and see
HINDENBURG if the achievements themselves are as impressive.
LUDENDORFF And if they are, well —in the first place, America has lined up
its army against Japan—

HINDENBURG secondly, they lack the tonnage —

LUDENDORFF and thirdly, we have the U-boats.

HINDENBURG AND LUDENDORFF Inshort, the great American army is still
a long way ofl, shrouded in mist.

PAUL GOLDMANN One question is of great concern to me, and that con-
cerns submarine warfare.

LUDENDORFF Well, Hindenburg, do you want to field that one?
HINDENBURG No.

LUDENDORFF We never envisaged that our U-boats would starve England
into submission within a few months. Our objective was not to starve England,
but to make it more inclined to peace.
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PAUL GOLDMANN Fine, let’s talk a bit about the operations in Italy now.
HINDENBURG Vyingwith us Germans, the Austro-Hungarian soldiers fought
LUDENDORFF valiantly.

PAUL GOLDMANN We've already discussed all the other theatres of war, the
Balkans are the only one still outstanding.

HINDENBURG (reassuring him) The situation there is
LUDENDORFF unchanged.

PAUL GOLDMANN (to himself) That’s reassuring. Lunch was a simple mili-
tary affair, though the coffee was made with real beans.
(Hindenburg and Ludendorff rise. Paul Goldmann remains seated.)

HINDENBURG (taking leave of his visitor, half turned to Ludendorff) If our
strength and our patience hold out for a time, it’ll come right in the end. (Turn-
ing to Goldmann) Tell that to Austria-Hungary, with my compliments!
(Goldmann has risen and waits, hesitating.)

LUDENDORFF (going up to him, laying stress on every word) Today was per-
haps the last time you will visit us.

GOLDMANN (aside) The quartermaster general’s parting words allude to the
fact that, for as long as the war has lasted, I have had the honour of being invited
to the field marshal’s table every autumn —as long as the war lasts.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 26
Semmering, mountain pass and health resort. Ridgeway walk.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR —Well, what can I say, the 10 freight trucks
simply landed in my lap. In Marienbad, how shall I put it, everything is avail-
able, but naturally at a price, but what does it matter if it costs 15 times as much?
Good, solid stuff—when I get to the Southern Railway Station, everything’s
jammed full to bursting, nothing but soldiers and so on, jostling and shoving,
'The noise, my dear fellow, and the people! You've never seen the like of it—well,
if they think they can keep me from bagging a seat—1 tell you, I simply cleared
a way through, straight off round to the back and the conductor says leave it to
him, he’ll see to it, I offload my luggage onto a soldier, and believe it or not, a
compartment all to myself, right up to Semmering, the people all standing jam-
packed like herrings in the corridor—phew, the heat! — (takes out a small paper
bag) Cheap—! from the Sweetie King! Two crowns each, fantastic value. What
do say about the communiqué today?
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oLD BIACH 'Thatcannotbuthave repercussions on the morale of the Entente.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR I'm notsosure—Ican't help thinking—the re-
port today—well, what do you say about the Austrian defeat at the Battle of
Lutsk?

OLD BIACH A growing sense of weakness in the Entente.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR How come?

oLD BIACH The Entente isstill hiding behind strong language, butit’s already
feeling its weakness.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yes, but what about Lutsk?
oLD BIACH The peace secures us a breakfast without Russia.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Explain—

OoLD BIACH We can’t calculate it in thousands of millions. But there are un-
told thousands of millions.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Allis possible, given the will.

oLD BIACH A hundred thousand million marks a year is a monstrous
amount—a financial Leviathan, however you look at it.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Where are you going to get your hundreds of
thousands of million marks? In this day and age?

oLD BIACH These are hard times.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR So the upshot is—what?
oLD BIACH Kerenski said Russia is exhausted.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR 'Thatmay be. But Lutsk—?

oLD BIACH The battle on the Upper Isonzo only began early this morning,
we mustn’t jump the gun as to its outcome.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR ButI'm talking about Lutsk—!

oLD BIACH We mustn't revel in dreams of the future, but it would be worth
the risk if we could prove our superiority.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Lutsk—!

oLD BIACH We sense in the words of the War Press Bureau that History is
looking over our shoulder. Now they are crying out for American assistance, that
will-o’-the-wisp leading the Entente on ever faster and deeper into the swamp,
defeat and disaster.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yes, of course, but—

OLD BIACH Butalready we can sense the Spirit of Victory—
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR That goes without saying, but—down south!
What about up north?!

OLD BIACH (erupts) Today’s top priority: the commercial traveller must put
out feelers and sound out the market.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Ican see that, but—
oLD BIACH When we take stock, we're still some 40,000 men to the good.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Down south! But up north—??

oLD BIACH One hears the thunder of the cannon and knows how many of
the dead, the wounded, and the prisoners must be entered in the debit column.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR So you do assume—

oLD BIACH London and Paris must be pretty disheartened today. Govern-
ment securities are at an all-time low.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yes, well the war—

oLD BIACH Warhasa threefold impact on all peoples: bad money, shortages,
and exorbitant prices.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Talking of which—whoever—
oLD BIACH Whoever puts themselves in the Italians’ shoes—
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Well?

oLD BIACH The population will be panicking already, I imagine.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR [Ivery much fear so.

oLD BIACH Without yet being in a position to give a detailed, point by point
account of the possibilities, before the task has been completed —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Whatdoyou think of the conferencesin Rome?
oLD BIACH Coolly received in Paris.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Doyouremember—back then—the Lusitania
affair—

OLD BIACH (shaking his head indignantly) The whole thing was exaggerated.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Y’know what would do us good? Like when
you used to be able to read —and by God, those were the days! —Russian troops
encircled by German army—

OLD BIACH (enraptured by the rhetoric of the Neue Freie Presse) —and driven
into the Masurian swamps!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And what about Romania?
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oLD BIACH Women got up in their finery were sitting at the tables in the
brightly lit salons of the hotels in Bucharest. We can imagine—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Why, what was going on?

oLD BIACH The painted women of Bucharest turn pale.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That’s all malicious gossip.

oLD BIACH The city is panic-stricken, the windows shaking in their frames.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Of course they were. But what can we expect?

oLD BIACH The advent of a golden age. The eyes of the peoples turn towards
the West.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Hearing you say that, you'd think it was the
headline of one of Benedikt’s editorials, with a subheading in the Evening Edi-
tion. But—

oLD BIACH The women in Paris have their ears turned towards the East.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR How come?

oLD BIACH Inthestreetsof Paris the eyes of the women are red with weeping.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Oh, really! That’s nothing to laugh about—
we're no better off.

OLD BIACH (with gusto) Hymns resound in our hearts. The philosopher
Fichte joined the Territorial Reserve.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Wherever did you read that?

OLD BIACH (carried away by the story) He did his military exercises along-
side the philologist Buttmann, the historian Riihs, and the theologian Schleier-
macher. Buttmann and Riihs couldn’t ever distinguish between right and left.
That era, which is so similar to our own, excites our curiosity, and perhaps the
past can answer the question of how economic crises caused by a war evolve?
'The comparison leads to striking similarities, right down to the details. Are we
not experiencing right now the miraculous birth of the nitrogen industry?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [ get the message. But do you know what we
could do with?

OLD BIACH (vehemently) Strong characters, men who make a total break with
the past and give themselves up to the instinctive urgings of the present, like a
bride to her bridegroom.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Thatdepends.

oLD BIACH Sales sometimes decline in wartime, in peacetime too. Market
factors are variable and need to be regulated by the state, which is attuned to the
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voice of the people and follows its lead, and which in these anxious moments
of change calculates levels of need and of production as its supreme duty. The
year of destiny is at hand.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That’s pitching it a bit high, don’t you think—?
OLD BIACH (triumphantly)—How gloriously everything has turned out, the
land free, our enemies repulsed, the Serbian troops eradicated, the Russian for-
tresses destroyed.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Hang on!—What about the Austrian losses at
Lutsk?

OLD BIACH (startled but composed) Flags at half mast! But why bother with
such empty gestures?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Now you're talking as if we’d been completely
victorious—

OLD BIACH (drawing breath) Russia in submission, Serbia crushed, Italy hu-
miliated! Mankind’s burden has been lifted for decades to come, no longer shall
one’s nerves be continually on edge, and that must spread a sense of well-being
and usher in periods of amazing economic expansion that capture our imagi-
nation.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Talking of being captured, at Lutsk—

oLD BIACH The historian will investigate reports on how news of the victory
in eastern Galicia was received, and whether celebratory bonfires were lit on
mountaintops and burning candles placed in the windows of houses—
HONORARY COUNSELLOR If you'll forgive me asking—since I'm in the
dark—where do you get your candles?

OoLD BIACH —and ravishing music reflected the mood —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR All that stuff about Tarnopol is rubbish. Stick
to the facts about Lutsk!

OLD BIACH (pensively) The late general secretary of the Austro-Hungarian
Bank, Wilhelm v. Lucam, has been all but forgotten.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Howsad.

oLD BIACH The present governor, Herr v. Popovics, has a past which prom-
ises well for the future.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Fine. But why do you bring that up?

oLD BIACH Can'tyou just visualize the officer, the soldier, starting out from
Cattaro in Montenegro to climb Mount Lovcen, up through scree and boul-
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ders, higher up through ice and snow, constantly threatened by enemy fire. He
must have emerged transformed.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR I can well believe that. But what really im-
presses me is your lively imagination.

oLD BIACH The imagination revels in conjectures—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Hang on a minute. You switch to the Austro-
Hungarian bank, then jump from that to the summit of Mount Lovcen. ButI'm
interested in what you think about Lutsk—

OLD BIACH (timidly) We don’t want to awaken memories of Tyrtaeus and his
Spartan war cries.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butwhy not? Feel free.

OLD BIACH (snidely) Clemenceau will be astonished.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Serve him right!

OLD BIACH (whimsically) The Russian poet Pushkin married a young girl of
good family. Natalia Goncharova was flirtatious and Pushkin was jealous. The
son of the ambassador of the Netherlands in St. Petersburg, Baron Georges
Heeckeren, through trying to gain the affections of the beautiful woman,
aroused the poet’s suspicions—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [ remember. That idiot Pushkin was killed in
the duel. But what are you getting at?

OLD BIACH (musing) Posterity has not forgotten him, and at the inauguration
of his monument Dostoevsky was invited to give the commemorative address.
He said, the deepest conviction of the Russian people is: suffering must be en-
dured! The communiqué from the German High Command reports that the
enemy losses at Postov—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yes, all right, but at Lutsk, by my estimation,
we lost—

OoLD BIACH People walking in the streets exchange glances, trying to read in
each other’s eyes their thoughts about Durazzo, Verdun, and the Champagne.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR And about Stanislau too, surely! What do you
say about Stanislau?

OLD BIACH (with conviction) Stanislau is a dramatic warning that will curb
General Brusilov’s arrogance and remind him how transitory the local Russian
conquests are.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And what do you say about Brody?

OLD BIACH (subdued) Brody is a sore point.
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR And Gorlice?

oLD BIACH (casually) Gorlice is just a scratch.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Take my word for it, things never turn out the
way you imagine.

oLD BIACH In reality, lines and surfaces are inseparable from the body, yet
our mental faculty operates with them and constructs sentences which are abso-

lutely true, while neglecting breadth and depth. The battles on the Somme are
among the bitterest disappointments.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR But all things considered, people must surely
know what they want.

oLD BIACH Perhapsone day people will realize that there are no straight lines
in the lives of different nations, but everywhere intersections and convergences.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Hangon. The diplomats of the Entente—

OoLD BIACH (heatedly) The diplomats of the Entente are like the sons of Noah,
who covered the nakedness of their drunken father.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Well put. But since Romania—

OLD BIACH (ina frenzy) When they decided to declare war in Bucharest, the
leaders of the Entente behaved as if they’d been inhaling Indian hemp.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Theyre crazy. But what do you expect from
Bratianu these days?

OLD BIACH Bratianu will be having sleepless nights right now.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Why do you think that?

oLD BIACH Ifthe dial is set for the offensive and has to be switched round to
defensive, it can easily break.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [Ithinkso, too. Surely in Vienna they’ll also be
thinking again—!

oLD BIACH There’ll be many in the streets of Bucharest today with doubt in
their hearts.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Excuse me! We can—

OoLD BIACH We can imagine the effect it has on the Romanian people.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butthat’ssurelyallin the past—there are other
things to worry about right now —!

OLD BIACH (despondently) It’s time to worry again.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Now listen here—
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OLD BIACH Yes, in the streets of Bucharest they are already listening to the
thunder of the cannon from Tutrakan and Silistria.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butthat’sall over and done with—!

oLD BIACH So endeth the first phase of a war wildly disproportionate in its
origins and manifestations.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Let me tell you, those developments you en-
visage —

oLD BIACH (firmly) Those developments cannot fail to have an impact in
England.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That’s the editor’s opinion! But there really are
other things to worry about right now other than Tutrakan! The Bulgarian vic-
tory was a sensation at the time—

OLD BIACH (vehemently)—because it was achieved so effortlessly, with a
single sweep of the arm!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR What matters now—is how can we recapture
Lutsk?

OLD BIACH (teasing) As she milks her cow, Anzengruber’s Vroni thinks how
nice it would be —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR O, spare me that one!

OLD BIACH (sunk in thought) Alix of Hesse is the maiden name of the Em-
press Maria Feodorovna. Of all the saplings in the plantation of life, her bark
had already been notched.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Biach, are you feeling all right?
OoLD BIACH (wistfully) Whatever happened to poor little Alix, who could not

even say the German prayers her late mother had taught her, after she had been
confined to gloomy solitude beside the throne of a Tsar?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Who cares! Why are you interested?
oLD BIACH The question arises because of the strange announcement that

the Empress had gone right up to the firing line on the Russian Front, where the
German positions were already visible.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR So what?

OLD BIACH (muses) Maybe there were men from Hesse in the trenches that
Maria Feodorovna saw on her visit to the battlefield; young men, old men,
friends from her youth perhaps, as fate decreed, the sons or husbands of her
playmates, her neighbours’ children—
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR Perhaps. But that would have been quite a co-
incidence!

OLD BIACH —butwhatever else, compatriots, Germans.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Germans in any case, certainly. But, of all
people, the sons and husbands of her playmates? You surely don’t imagine
they would be the ones heading into the frontline trenches—and she probably
didn’t even know any neighbours’ children, and even if there were any, and if by
chance they really were in the frontline trenches, how’s she going to recognize
them after so many years and at that distance, tell me that?! But—why does it
affect you so deeply?

OLD BIACH (plaintively) Alix stood right up against the Russian barbed-wire
entanglement and looked across at meadows and fields only yards away —
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Meadows and fields! Think they’d let her go
that close?! And where are these meadows and fields at the front, what do you
imagine it’s like there? Where —

OLD BIACH (dreamily)—where a puff of wind could waft across sounds, ac-
cents she must still remember well, in spite of all the changes in her circum-
stances.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Biach, you are living in a fantasy world!

OLD BIACH (persists) Alix lives on in the Empress Maria Feodorovna.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Come on, tell me—I know you're a sensible
chap— of what concern is Alix to you?

OLD BIACH (with compassion) She is an unhappy, broken woman, her mind
constantly tortured by a gnawing grief.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR For the love of God, just tell me—why does
that matter to you?!

oLD BIACH Wringing her hands, she implored Heaven.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Why, what happened to her?

oLD BIACH (distressed, but with restrained vehemence) The Russians could
strip her of her name, like the clothes off her back. They could force their prayer
book into her hands, but they could not divest her of her German spirit. There
must still be a trace of the real Alix.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Well, think that if you like. But how do you
know what Alix is thinking or feeling?

oLD BIACH (lost in thought) She looked across towards the Germans—
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precious blood flowed in their veins, too—and perhaps thought of her grand-
mother.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Perhaps. But then why didn't she say they
should stop the war?

oLD BIACH (bitterly) Because, as Empress, Maria Feodorovna cannot be seen
to give in to Alix too much. She looked across, and the word “peace” may well
have played around her sealed lips.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butdoyoureallythink they’ll have led her right
into the battle. Perhaps—

OLD BIACH (pensively) Perhapsthey staged part of a mock battle for her bene-
fit. After all the frenzy of success, perhaps they haven’t yet realized in St. Peters-
burg that the crisis is slowly on the wane. The tsar listens to her, and Alix the
convert means more to him than Maria Feodorovna.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And why did she convert? All right, let’s sup-
pose—if it makes you happy, imagine it did happen.

OLD BIACH (resolutely) Let usimagine the tsar’s headquarters when the news
arrives.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And where does that get you?! But as for Alix,
let me point out one thing— Maria Feodorovna is not her name!

OLD BIACH (peeved) You're needling me!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Astruthis my witness, her name is—let me see
now, what is it? —her name is Alexandra Feodorovna!

OLD BIACH (morosely) A printer’s error.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Thatreminds me, whatdo yousayabout Grand
Duke Nicholas? He’s pretty miserable, too.

OLD BIACH (with malicious glee) First, stabbing liver pains, then bilious at-
tacks, shows his gallbladder’s ruined.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That’s needling him. But what good is all that

to us— General Brusilov is healthy!

OLD BIACH (transfigured) The capture of Bucharest presents us with one of
those rare moments when man is convinced he can hear the wings of talent
whirring overhead.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR What do you mean, talent—it was a stroke of
genius! But still— Brusilov is no paper tiger! What wouldn't we give today for
someone — ! If the news—
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OLD BIACH (ecstatic) When the news comes through that our victories in
Romania have driven the enemy troops back to the palace gates of Bucharest,
we shall bow down in awe before the human spirit.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yes, they certainly managed to bring ruin on
themselves that time, the Romanian king and his consort!

OLD BIACH (fantasizing) No one speaks of the dear departed —perhaps the
perfume from the wall facings wafting through the rooms is the only trace they
left behind of their former wanton luxury.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Well, it’s no skin off my nose. The victory —
OLD BIACH (resolutely) The victory satisfied a need.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Let’sleave it at that. What we want today —
oLD BIACH Todaywe want to talk to the powerful gentlemen in the Big Four.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR And you'll persuade them, eh? You're dream-
ing!

OLD BIACH (in an ingratiating tone) We do not want—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR You can talk till you're blue in the face if you
want, and it’ll just be hot air for the Big Four.

OLD BIACH (zealously) Because they paid no attention to people’s illusions
and moods, and poisoned the very air we breathe with such provocations. That
said, there’s greed behind such calculations—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Just you watch, they’ll end up reaching Con-
stantinople.

OLD BIACH (passionately) Hagia Sophia is the mirage driving Russia’s expan-
sionist policy. The promise to make this mirror image come true is the political
nose ring the English used, and still use, to manipulate the Russian bear.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Y’know, it seems to me you've something of a
grudge against England.

OLD BIACH (unequivocally) England is not under threat. Schiller’s William
Tell says: Every man’s intent on his own business— mine is murder.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Yours?
oLD BIACH His!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR His?
oLD BIACH Tell’s!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Why Tell’s?
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oLD BIACH England’s!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR SoEnglandisTell? On the contrary, surely En-
gland is the tyrant Gessler and Germany is the idealistic William Tell! Tell says:
Quiet and harmless was the life I led.

oLD BIACH You?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Him!
oLD BIACH Him?!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Tell!
oLD BIACH Why Tell?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Germany, of course! Tell says: The milk of
human kindness thou hast turned to rankling poison in my breast.

OoLD BIACH (bitterly) How perverse!
HONORARY COUNSELLOR You're right there.

OLD BIACH (gloomily) We can imagine him as one of the Italian leaders sit-
ting there on the government bench in the palace on Monte Citorio, a gloomy,
taciturn figure.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Who? There’s absolutely no sign of that!

oLD BIACH There are recognizable signs of dejection. The neutral countries
are beginning to speculate.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That may be. But perhaps—

OLD BIACH Perhaps it’s already being whispered in English society that the
war no longer pays. The policy of encirclement is bankrupt.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR I'm convinced of that. But Lloyd George —
oLD BIACH Butthat policy was the one Lloyd George —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR He needs some good advice. What do you say
about Russia?

OLD BIACH (weightily) Their wings are made of lead.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR And where does that take us?

OLD BIACH (more to himself) To an age of terror!

HONORARY COUNSELLOR ThinkI don’t know?

OLD BIACH You can imagine the bombs thundering down.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Quite. But what good is that to us?

OLD BIACH (satisfied) The Entente is losing heart.
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR You're alluding to the fact that Lloyd George is
getting mad at Clemenceau. If Germany pulls it off —fine. But—

OLD BIACH (with some aplomb) We can imagine Lloyd George getting up
from his seat in church and beginning to preach because, as the Good Book

says, the spirit of the Lord has come upon him. But Clemenceau? That would
be unthinkable.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Look at the facts—

OLD BIACH President Wilson once said: The ear of the leader must ring with
the voices of the people, so I put my ear to the ground.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR You? Ah, you mean Wilson! And what good
did it do him?

OLD BIACH (shrugging) Wilson is surely a traveller who has missed the train.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Bad for business.

oLD BIACH (forcefully) But Lloyd George has one political motive which is
no less important.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [Icanimagine.

oLD BIACH We canimagine the impression it would create in Vienna if news
came of a major battle taking place nearby—in Gloggnitz, say, or Neunkirchen.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR God forbid! But what do you think about—
OLD BIACH (mysteriously) The edifice is crumbling,.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Tell me another. But I ask you, what do you
think about Lutsk?

OLD BIACH (consternated) You've got to put yourself in Russia’s place.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR And where does that get you? Look, Lutsk—
OLD BIACH (ardently) In a major offensive, psychology is vital.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Where does it say that?

oLD BIACH (slyly) A soldier stands on guard in the mountains above Asiago.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR So—?

OLD BIACH (morosely) That’s degenerate.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR How do you mean? The Entente —

oLD BIACH (angrily) The Entente wants to inflict humiliation.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Howam Ito understand that?

OLD BIACH (moans) What did the Austro-Hungarian monarchy do to Wilson
to make him—
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR Justaminute—

OLD BIACH (groans) What did our monarchy do to England to make it—
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butnow it’sa question of —

OLD BIACH (cries out) What did our monarchy do to Serbia to make it—
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Now, now, calm yourself!

oLD BIACH The Entente knows it can’t defeat us with weapons, but (winks)
they are needling us.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butthat'llgetthem nowhere. D’you know what
we can say today, however?

OLD BIACH (resolutely) Heroes™ death likely for garrison at Kiautschou.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR That’s all history now! What’s interesting is
what’s in today’s Neue Freie Presse: Resolution of crisis imminent.

OLD BIACH Probably tomorrow.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And did you see: Count Czernin leaves for
Bucharest?

OLD BIACH Saturday, the day after tomorrow.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR D’you know what that means? Peace in sight.
And how did that come about?

oLD BIACH Thanks to today’s communiqué.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Which read: Slight easing of crisis.
OLD BIACH Inyesterday’s London papers.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Stirring times.

OLD BIACH Asillustrated by the news on hand.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR [I've just been reading the article: The Evacua-
tion of Asiago. D’you know who by?

OLD BIACH By the civil population.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR The subtitle is crucial —that says it all. But
sometimes a sentence is enough—

OLD BIACH (with tongue in cheek) Sibyl was the daughter of a labourer.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR If only you knew how wretched I feel.

OLD BIACH (irritably) You keep scratching at the same open wound.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Justwait, [ tell you, you'll see, the situation—

OLD BIACH (harshly) That’s tantamount to running up the white flag—
bankruptcy!
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR Well how do you explain the fact that we were
repulsed?

oLD BIACH The British are just playing at war.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR On the contrary, it seems they’re in deadly
earnest— if you consider our present positions—we're far from —

oLD BIACH Far from being either high-handed or fainthearted.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR But that was way back at the start! Those were
the days, by God, best not think about it—!

OLD BIACH (firmly)Asuitof clothes costs 2,000 roubles, alocomotive 60,000.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR What, here in Austria— ? That would be cheap!
But just tell me, who needs a locomotive now? We need freight trucks!

OLD BIACH Askasilly question—
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Please don’t remind me!

OLD BIACH (implacable) Once the separate peace treaty with Russia has been
signed, Lloyd George is a goner and maybe Clemenceau, too.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And what about us?

OLD BIACH (relenting) We should put ourselves in the Entente’s shoes.
HONORARY COUNSELLOR Isn't that pretty far-fetched? Let us imagine—
OLD BIACH (self-satisfied) Let us imagine that the prisoners of war return, a
million, perhaps more —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR By my reckoning it can’t be more than 15,000
all told, at most!

OLD BIACH (complacently)—mostly young fellows, hardened by the Siberian
climate.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR And how! But if we stick to Lutsk for the mo-
ment—today’s report— can’t we talk straight for a change —?

OLD BIACH (feeling his way) The first thing that strikes us in the report is the
little word “still” —we’re “still holding on” —it literally hits you in the eye, and
you can imagine —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR As true as I'm standing here, that was the first
thing I said to her this morning, she was still in bed, and she said: talk to Biach
about it! You see, you've become a pessimist now, too. The way I see it—how can
I put it—the losses at Lutsk—after all —well, what do you think?

oLD BIACH (simply) The Brodskys are one of the richest families in Kiev.
(Erupts) That’s what I believe and I'll never recant!
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HONORARY COUNSELLOR Hangon aminute. I can’t see the connection?

OLD BIACH (agitated) You can’t see? You can't see? The way the editor
launched today’s editorial about panic in Russia, haven't you—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Oh, good Lord, yes, of course—it’s just—I
didn’t quite recognize it, taken out of context—me, who knows every word by
heart! —the way he captures the prevailing mood —he really goes for them, nee-
dling Wilson and flirting with Czernin. But to tell you the truth—I don’t like
the news about Lutsk.

OLD BIACH (effusively) Cleopatra’s nose was one of her most beautiful fea-
tures.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Idontsee how—

OLD BIACH You can't see? You can’t see? The way He launched yesterday’s
editorial —

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Oh, good Lord, yes, of course, really fascinat-
ing—but—1I don’t like the news about Lutsk! A brilliant strategic withdrawal,
of course —but—

OLD BIACH (tersely) People must eat.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Naturally, butI can’t see the connection—
oLD BIACH (heatedly) You can't see? You can’t see? The way He finished
today’s—

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Oh, good Lord, yes, of course—

oLD BIACH (bitterly, but with noble dignity) It has repeatedly been the fate
of the Neue Freie Presse that the personalities who are attached to it, the con-

tributors and correspondents, are directly and personally affected by the reper-
cussions of world affairs.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Though, of course, that always adds to the
paper’s prestige. But if you look at the current situation, d’y’know what the
man in the street can’t help thinking? A Bismarck is what we need!

OLD BIACH (unequivocally) We'd need a Demosthenes to bring clarity into
the international situation. We hope our Foreign Ministry will protect the inter-
ests of all the peoples of the Austro-Hungarian monarchy.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Hangon a minute. If there was still —

oLD BIACH Ifthere was still space for a diplomat as cunning as Gentz in our
present, so very altered, society, he would grin maliciously.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Interesting. But why wouldn't there be space?
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OLD BIACH (resolutely) Talent will always create space for itself. Beethoven
participated in the Congress of Vienna, too, with his Cantata— our moment of
glory is no more.

HONORARY COUNSELLOR Butwhatgood is all that to us, were already so
depressed as it is!

OLD BIACH (raising his eyes heavenward) Where is there a Fichte today,
someone who could give new courage to these stricken souls, who could be
both a mentor and a guide to the German people!?

HONORARY COUNSELLOR How true, how true! (Looks at his watch.) Oh
my God, half past seven!

OLD BIACH (taking his leave, in a hollow tone) The Russian defences at Ivan-
gorod are already crumbling.

(Change of Scene.)

Scene 27
Berlin, Tiergarten.

PADDE 'The battle—on film! The majesty of dying and death—on film! We
already knew the English were an ignorant, uncultured lot; but the present case
shows the extent to which envy and deceit lead to outright callousness as well.

KLADDE Shouldn't we be screening such lifelike images of the latest events,
too—for Germans on the home front? There is surely no shortage of opportu-
nities to film suitable images. The exploits of our soldiers, projected in images,
would certainly provide material for more than one film, and the people, often
more attached to images than to words, would be mightily interested in such
projections, even if we would happily do without the embellishments to which
the English and French resort in the interest of national self-glorification.

PADDE Let’sdoit. What do you say about Hias? Last night saw a performance
at the Berliner Theater of Der Hias, a Field Grey play in three acts, amidst
the din made by all sorts of firearms and the whoops of charging soldiers. It
was advertised without mention of the author, but this is thought to be a Field
Grey, and it was performed by Field Greys (officers and men from Berlin and
Bavarian reserve units, among whom there were certainly some professional
actors). Ladies of the aristocracy offered their services in the female roles.

KLADDE Good for them!

PADDE The play was able to present an amazingly naturalistic view of life in
camp and bloody battles. The genuine soldiers on the stage acted as if they were
at the front. When martial events defied the technical resources of the stage —
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KLADDE —film stepped into the breach.

PADDE There, you see, we can do that too! And the projector interpolated (in
the last act) a series of fitting battle scenes as a backdrop. The impression was
enhanced by the noise of machine guns and hand grenades and by the wailing
and groaning of the fallen.

KLADDE A first-rate cultural scandal —

PADDE What'ya'mean?

KLADDE —the English medal commemorating the Battle of Jutland.
PADDE Oh, that.

KLADDE After the English had gradually rewritten their heavy defeat at Jut-
land as a victory, they crowned this mendacious fabrication by striking a medal
commemorating the naval battle. “To the glorious memory of those who per-
ished on that day.”

PADDE Yes, that’s a bit thick! We Germans don’t need any commemorative
medals!

kLADDE Compared with recent German commemorative medals, this En-
glish one can be described as poorly conceived and lacking artistic merit. The
text, which says nothing about victory, is rather modest by English standards.
The commemorative medals are intended for sale —the gold one for 230 marks,
the total proceeds to benefit the surviving dependants of the sailors who have
perished. Abhorrent as this English hypocrisy is, one cannot deny that there’s
method to it, and it will undoubtedly be successtul, for there can be no doubt
that once again many individuals in neutral vassal states will fall for this decep-
tion.

PADDE Trademark: Liar-Grey. There’s an opportunity for us right now to strike
a commemorative medal! Kaiser Wilhelm as an agricultural labourer! As we
know, the Kaiser undertook a trip to the Eastern Front. His Majesty delighted
his Silesian troops by assuring them of his personal recognition and gratitude
for their bravery. All of Silesia rejoiced. But all of Silesia rejoiced at something
else as well.

KLADDE I know. Let me tell it. Why are the people running, why are the
crowds streaming out into the mown fields? To see the Kaiser. It’s between five
and seven in the afternoon. Happy people bring the precious sheaves of corn
to hay wains standing by. Suddenly all hands are still, silence reigns, caps are
doffed, everyone is lost in wonder: the Kaiser is coming!

pPADDE He’s there already, takes his coat off and —you can hardly believe your
eyes—in shirtsleeves the supreme head of the German Reich starts to lend a
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hand, working in the field. On the furrows of our beloved Fatherland, strewn
with sheaves of golden corn, a happy smile lights up His Majesty’s countenance,
itself deeply furrowed by the worries of the war years.

kLADDE How to describe it?! At any rate, an uplifting, heart-warming mo-
ment.

PADDE 'There he is, in person, helping his people gather in the blessing be-
stowed “from above.”

KLADDE Like master, like man. His attendants, distinguished gentlemen and
officers, follow the Kaiser’s lead. “Isn’t that our Reich Chancellor there, working
in the field?” —“Indeed, it really is.”

PADDE Let me take it from there. Hot from his brow, the sweat is running
now —it’s real work. The people watch in astonishment as His Majesty wipes the
beads of sweat from his brow with his shirtsleeve, time after time; for stacking
sheaves onto the hay wain with a pitchfork, under a sweltering sun, makes you
sweat, even with your shirtsleeves rolled up, and it’s thirsty work.

KLADDE God knows!

PADDE And there we have another lovely image: His Majesty sitting in the
midst of his loyal Upper Silesian subjects on—

KLADDE On what?
PADDE —on whom he can rely, sitting on—
KLADDE On what?

PADDE —onaridge atthe edge of the field, drinking fresh water from a simple
jug— Well? The mind boggles! What a subject for a commemorative medal!

KLADDE —which the English could copy for us—no, I mean, copy from us!
If they could!

PADDE Forget your commemorative medals! It should be filmed!

KLADDE Yes, you're right. Listen, a highly interesting film will be opening in
the cinemas in the next few days: The Battle of the Somme, the greatest event
in this war.

PADDE You may well call the film the greatest event in this war. It is the first
and at the same time the most recent documentary footage that the Archive of
the General Staff released for public consumption. The film was made during
the utmost turmoil of the battle. Four cameramen were killed during the shoot-
ing, but one after another they were replaced, until they had finally completed
the whole work, which shall convey to future generations the glory of our heroic
warriors. We hold our breath as a blockhouse is blown up, stormed, and taken



372 ActlV

after a heavy barrage of nerve-wracking intensity. We're right there in the midst
of the enormous showers of earth caused by exploding mines and the impact of
huge, heavy-calibre shells, and in the vapours of white smoke from hand gre-
nades, and almost more than the death-defying courage of the troops, we mar-
vel at the man or the men who, in the hail of missiles and the rain of steel and
in the very front line, are also cool enough, with an iron sense of duty, to obey
the command to keep the handle of the camera turning. On all sides we see the
utmost exertion of every resource, the exploitation, but also the extinction, of
human energy—we see death triumphant!

kLADDE This film will doubtless go down very well with cinema audiences
throughout Germany. How was it that recent official report from the War Press
Bureau of our fraternal Austrian allies put it so strikingly? Our assault troops
advance —

PADDE —and on their heels, our film troops. That’s the way! Death trium-
phant! Let our cousins on the other side of the water match us if they can! The
mind—

KLADDE —boggles!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 28

Cinema.

Showing: Oh, Amalia, What Have You Done? and the hit detective film No One
Escapes Me. The music is playing “My Little Poppet, Apple of My Eye.”
CINEMA MANAGER (steps forward) There now follows the first showing of
the great film of the Somme. You will see the heroes of the battle, the bloom of
youth and grizzled veterans, both equally weather-beaten and hardened in com-
bat, pouring forward, surmounting obstacles, charging and engaging the enemy,
between a rain of fire and a hail of shells, over loose earth pulverized by mines,
pummeled and pounded in the forge of a deafening, invisible war. In three parts
there unfold scenes from the terrible battle of autumn 1916, which buried the
enemies’ greatest hopes. Columns of German reserves as far as the eye can see,
and the impressive echo of tramping boots. Under fire from their own compa-
triots, German soldiers gently usher French women, children, and the aged to
safety. Where once flourishing villages stretched out far and wide, and the his-
torical beauty of picturesque old towns pleased the eye —Bapaume and Peronne
and all the rest—all has been razed by Allied batteries to debris and dust, and
there now remain only heaps of rubble. Next, thanks to the unique courage of
valiant cameramen, four of whom met a hero’s death while filming in loyal pur-
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suit of duty, there flicker up jerky images, a sublime example of accurate tim-
ing and resolve: “Divisional Headquarters orders bombardment and attack for
8.30 am!”—Everything is ready.—The assault troops are itching to go.—The
modern machines of war, monsters that open their jaws and spew fire, the most
terrible weapons of our technical age show what they re capable of —but behind
them are human bodies breathing life into dead machines. Through minefields
and over obstacles, running the gauntlet of death alleys heavy with explosives,
only to plunge into fierce hand-to-hand combat! —hand grenades cut a swathe!
... From trench to trench, and on into the main enemy position! Our artillery
gives them a breathing space and spreads terror among the enemy reserves, one
trench after another is taken. This film belongs among the most beautiful and
impressive of the present World War.

A FEMALE voICE Emil, keep your hands to yourself!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 29
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.

OPTIMIST So, the harmless parodies of the most beautiful Romantic poems
that are so much in vogue here and in Germany—their play on U-boats, and
ours on vanilla kipfel —even they make you blow your top?

GRUMBLER They do. War poetry is something we can live with if we have
to. The monsters of modernity cheerfully manipulate not only the machinery
of death, but also the verse that glorifies it. Everything cobbled together in this
most vacuous and soulless age would amount to some million tons of intellect
sunk daily, for which one day the injured genius of mankind will need to be
compensated. That includes not only the guilt of the many opportunist scrib-
blers who have pinned their colours to this bestiality, but also the few real poets
who got carried away by it. But let me tell you this: if nothing more were to be
said in Germany’s favour than that there originated on its soil the most sublime
lyrical ballads—with Goethe fully the equal of Wordsworth —then her true pres-
tige, which is ultimately more important than those passing prejudices which
wars are waged to reinforce, would emerge unscathed. There is only one fact
the prosecutor might reveal that could endanger our case on Judgment Day.
Namely the fact that this epoch —which should be exposed as toxic and simply
erased from evolution in order to restore the German language to favour in
God’s sight—that this epoch has not been content to produce literature influ-
enced by the technology of death, it has even desecrated the sacred treasures of
its defunct culture by parodying its crowning achievements, in order to celebrate
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the triumph of its inhumanity with a grotesquely derisive sneer. What haunt of
humanity, whose mouth everywhere proclaims abhorrence of the barbarities
its hand is committing, could possibly be so satanic as to take the most sacred
poem of the nation and expose it to the vulgar herd! Goethe’s “Wanderer’s
Night Song”, like Wordsworth’s “I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud”, is a national
jewel whose sublime six lines cry out for protection against the slightest whiff of
life’s vulgarity. Who in the world would be capable of mustering so little rever-
ence for a poet’s most profound and lingering cadences as to subvert it into an
abominable mocking jingle? The wickedness of such a brainwave, marking the
triumph of a trend that began with classical quotations reproduced on toilet
paper, surpasses any other atrocity that those keeping the home fires burning
have perpetrated during this war. To enlist our greatest poet! The time has come
to turn a parody into an epitaph.

oPTIMIST Believe me, two meatless days a week are a greater pain, yet they,
too, must be endured.

GRUMBLER Certainly. But seven mindless days—that I cannot endure! And
I see no escape from this undernourishment. The dumbing down of mankind
through war, the pressure which drives grown-ups back to the nursery, where, to
their horror, they no longer find any children —these developments leave us no
escape from this experimental laboratory for the end of the world!

OPTIMIST Aslong as the conflict lasts, all intellectual energies have to focus
on the war effort.

GRUMBLER Which just about enables us to grasp such concepts as “human
raw material”, “holding on to the bitter end”, “doing one’s bit”, “hoarding”,
“medicals for recruits”, “reconscripted veterans”, “shirkers”, “compulsorily en-
listed” —in short, the whole ABC of social and medical classifications in all its
unfathomable profundity, without our being able to gauge the total futility of
the activity to which we allowed ourselves to be condemned as cogs in the ma-
chine. But the cowardly white-collar assassins who betrayed our future to their
primitive ideals—

OPTIMIST So you actually believe the World War was instigated by a handful
of evil men?

GRUMBLER No, they were merely the tools of the demon that has led us to
our ruin, and through us, Christian civilization. But we can only point to them,
since we cannot grasp the demon that has left his mark on our brow.

oPTIMIST So what would we look like if we bear the mark of a demon?!

GRUMBLER Like a Schonpflug caricature.
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OPTIMIST Very lacking in talent!

GRUMBLER Exactly. Buthislack of talent has a deeper significance. We are left
hanging in the air when we think we have our feet on the ground, and rooted to
the spot when we think we are moving forward. The frivolity of the dashing, hail-
fellow-well-met lifestyle, which is now as popular in Vienna as the figures drawn
by that diabolical dauber; the fundamental inability to occupy one’s own space,
which makes the lowest forms of both life and art perfectly coincide; the corpse-
like rigidity of what is alive —these turn our doomed lives into a simulacrum of
that crassly colourful humour. I see a direct connection between a botched life,
an evolutionary stage in which we are bombarded by the sounds of Lehar and
the colours of Schénpflug, and an ultimatum by which the most abysmal cretin-
ism invites the world to clean out the Austro-Augean stables, having launched a
war to uphold their prestige. And I thirst for the hour when all shall be accom-
plished —even if the world conscience ranged against us should at the moment
of victory wear the same grotesque mask of power as that of the deluded would-
be victors who have destroyed our lives. It’s possible the crime perpetrated by
Central Europe was so great that it corrupted the world that set out to punish it.
Whatever happens—belonging to Habsburg Austria was intolerable!

oPT1IMIST The Austro-Hungarian monarchy is a historical necessity.

GRUMBLER Perhaps, since the whole national mishmash that landed us in
cultural disgrace and material misery has to be dumped in some godforsaken
corner of the world. But all the revolutions and wars aimed at removing this ne-
cessity will weaken it, and if at first they don't succeed, if the Austro-Hungarian
Idea proves initially ineradicable, then there will be new wars. To preserve its
prestige, the monarchy should have committed suicide long ago.

oPTIMIST If Emperor Franz Joseph had been granted a longer life, our unity
would —

GRUMBLER My spirit shudders and my mind recoils from the implications of
that idea, even before you've finished thinking it. But you overlook the fact that
the gentleman has indeed been granted a long life, in spite of which—

opPTIMIsT Butthe Emperor died last year—?

GRUMBLER How do you know?

opPTIMIsT Idon't understand you—surely his life came to an end —
GRUMBLER How do you know?

OPTIMIST You're perhaps alluding to those jokes the Allies like telling about
there being a whole brood of emperors in Austria-Hungary, and since one looks
like the other—
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GRUMBLER There might be some truth in that. You know, even if I could per-
suade myself that Franz Joseph is dead, I could never believe he was ever truly
alive.

OoPTIMIST D'm sorry, but surely the last 70 years cannot be denied?

GRUMBLER Absolutely not. They are a nightmare, as if some harpy, not con-
tent with our life blood, had also sucked out all we have and hold dear, then
shown her gratitude by turning us into complete idiots in our worship of the
Emperor’s whiskers. Never before in the history of the world has such a formi-
dable nonentity left his formal stamp on all things. That was what we saw behind
every desperate situation, every obstacle that blocked our path, and running
through all our misfortunes: the imperial whiskers. This nonperson embodied
“muddling through”, the hereditary principle of his ancestors, having chosen not
Justice, but “Just so as it suits us” as his ruling maxim, as he eked out the decades
towards his still shrouded doom, like a chronic catarrh. A demon of mediocrity
decided our fate. He alone insisted on creating global instability through our
lethal national hassles, stemming from the chaos ordained by God under Habs-
burg’s sceptre, whose apparent mission is to hang over world peace like the sword
of Damocles. He made this conglomeration possible, its budget forever provi-
sional, its eternal ethnic conflicts only capable of resolution “according to proto-
col” by means of the arcane, exclusive argot of officialdom, and with mutual
understanding attempted only in a linguistic mishmash, the like of which a
sceptical epoch had never heard before and which it met with derision. Seventy
years of softening of the brain and weakening of character was the price to be
paid for unifying these peoples, though even that was not enough! Day after day,
it was a reign marked by intellectual decline, casual neglect, and corruption of
the noblest national characteristics, unparalleled in world history. Unparalleled,
above all, in the mendacity with which the era’s only progressive development,
new technologies of communication, endowed a nonentity with an aura and
papered over the lethal void with the legend of relaxed conviviality. The fact
that the signal for bloodshed was hoisted on both the accession and the demise
of this merry monarch surely provides confirmation—as well as a radical cri-
tique — of a mind-set midway between the nursery rhyme and the press release!

oPTIMIsT What?! The most peace-loving emperor of all time, the champion
of the young with his proverbial affability, the chivalrous monarch, the kind old
gentleman in Schénbrunn who was spared nothing—is that any way to speak
of him, especially now he’s dead?

GRUMBLER He’s dead? Well, aside from the fact that I wouldn’t believe it,
even if I knew it to be true, I have to say that this won’t save his bacon at the
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Last Judgment. For once he won't be able to claim favours or plead piety: no
more wangling it! Above all, death will count less as a means of exoneration from
punishment than as a prerequisite for judgment. I'd also like to think that it is
more pleasing to God to honour the awful majesty of death at the graves of ten
million men and boys, of hundreds of thousands of mothers and infants who
starved to death—than before a single tomb in the Capuchin Crypt containing
the old man who had weighed everything in the balance and, with a stroke of
the pen, brought it to pass; and that the tortured visage of the human survivors
will bear implacable witness before that supreme tribunal against this same dead
individual. For this embodiment of homely congeniality who was spared noth-
ing—which was why he spared the world nothing, let them say what they like
and be damned!—one day passed a death sentence on the world.

OoPTIMIST But surely you don’t believe the Emperor wanted this war? After
all, he’s supposed to have said he was tricked into it!

GRUMBLER Absolutely. That’s what happens. I don't mean him as an indi-
vidual being tricked into it. I mean the lunacy of these monarchical systems
that made it possible to trick both him and us. I'm thinking of the bloodthirsty
demon of his accursed dynasty, whose workings were made manifest in just
those imperial whiskers and in a conviviality that shed precisely the blood it
could not see. I do not know who, I only know what governed us; and that for
seven decades this spectral state presented the world with the spectacle of a com-
mode disguised as a throne, on which the inveterate absentee of legend squatted
manfully at his ease. Of him as a person I know only that he was mediocre and
stiffly formal. But precisely these attributes, in conjunction with the lethal poi-
sons of the times and of this country’s tangled nationalities, meant we were in-
evitably heading for disaster. Franz Ferdinand, he of the grim visage, who could
have avoided this by sheer willpower —for it is not what one wills, but simply the
fact of willing, that could stem the chaos—Franz Ferdinand was destined, by
his death, only to cause gleefully malicious flames to shoot up from the witch’s
cauldron of the monarchy. If this Franz Joseph, who was spared nothing except
a personality, had not been tricked into world war, he would have died rejoicing
in the calamitous but well-preserved Austro-Hungarian world. As his successor,
Franz Ferdinand might well have put things right without bloodshed. But Franz
Joseph was spared that possibility —thanks to the safety measures provided for
touring heirs to the throne. He preferred to prepare its final eclipse by world war
and inevitable defeat.

OPTIMIST Franz Joseph was in a helpless situation.
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GRUMBLER Certainly, he’'d been tricked into it, while Germany, the more
active partner in the Special Relationship, obliged him to hurl us into the breach.

oPTIMIST What are you insinuating by safety measures provided for touring
heirs to the throne?

GRUMBLER 'Thatone could safely predict the result of the trip to Sarajevo.

opTIMIsT That’s merely a conspiracy theory. Though it’s certainly amazing
that the most powerful man in the monarchy couldn’t arrange greater security
for the trip, but—

GRUMBLER —it’s understandable. For when he tried to arrange it, he was no
longer a living force. Deprived of that, a powerful man no longer has any in-
fluence.

OPTIMIST Butsurely he was only assassinated after—

GRUMBLER —hisattempts were unsuccessful, quite so. All right, then, if you
insist on the chronology: a powerful man can do anything except prevent his
own assassination.

OPTIMIST You surely aren’t suggesting that Franz Joseph, who was spared
nothing, had his nephew done away with! That would be easy to disprove, for
when he received news of the assassination—

GRUMBLER —one eye wept and the other shone. His Majesty’s need of rest
meant that the funeral service was curtailed and the World War initiated. It was
mankind that was awarded a first-class funeral.

opPTIMIST 'The assassination of an heir to the throne surely provides—

GRUMBLER —a welcome pretext for a purposeful strategy. The fact that the
speculation came unstuck and Austria suffered heavy losses in her search for lost
prestige —that’s another story. Malice aforethought and criminal intent will still
count at the Last Judgment.

oPTIMIST Butsurely you won't blame the monarch’s personal characteristics
for—

GRUMBLER Theyre of little interest to me. Doubtless he was merely a pedant,
not a tyrant, cold but not cruel. If he had been, then perhaps he would have
retained enough mental vigour into old age not to allow himself to be tricked.
He would have known his limits. All he did was count the buttons on his uni-
form —so the uniform had to prove its mettle. He was a tireless worker, and one
day, among the execution warrants he signed, there was a document that con-
demned mankind to death. It wasn't what they intended, none of them. But
since the rest of us most definitely didn’t want it, all we can do is blame them.
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The imperial calling just happens to require that whoever wants to be left in
peace, and then starts a world war to achieve it, is saddled with total responsi-
bility on Doomsday. Just as the uniform of a retired country postman would pro-
vide no alibi if he turns out to be a vampire. A Christian on his deathbed should
not regard the danger of losing his benefice as a greater evil than if he were to
endanger all his fellow men, nor purchase the salvation of his soul by calami-
tously encumbering everyone else. And so I believe, at the very least, that the evil
genius of his house was involved in the decision, and I believe most definitely
in the possibility that a few villains, lacking in imagination, were able to make
him sign his famous manifesto, passing the buck for their bloodthirsty senile de-
mentia on to the peace-loving old man who sees no option but to sign the stylis-
tically perfect document. He had weighed everything in the balance —then he
was tricked into it. It’s typically Austrian bad luck that the ogre who provoked the
catastrophe should have the features of a kindly old gentleman. He has weighed
everything in the balance, but he can’t do anything about it: that, finally, is the
most cruel tragedy of all, one that he was not spared. I've composed a song about
it, as long as his life, a never-ending melody which I put in his mouth when he
appears in my drama of the World War. I wrote this tragico-satirical song, like a
large part of the play, in 1915—that is, when he was still alive —in case you want
to insist, dreamer that you are, that we're now governed by a Karl and no longer
by a Franz Joseph.

opTIMIsT Will you not at least do justice to him as a chivalrous monarch and
as a friend of young people?

GRUMBLER No, for the scene when, for the first time, he has to tolerate Franz
Ferdinand’s wife sitting beside him at the imperial table, and turns his back on
her; and then, having been urged by his daughter for the sake of appearances to
turn occasionally to his left, he makes it all too obvious by the abruptness of this
gesture —that scene doesn’t appear in the drama. Nor does the scene in Weis-
senbach, near his holiday resort of Bad Ischl, where he listens to a dear little
four-year-old nipper saying his piece in greeting, and then—

OPTIMIST —in best grandfatherly fashion, but with a spring in his step, goes
over to the little chappy and fondly gives his cheek a gentle pinch?

GRUMBLER —er, no, he salutes, yes really, salutes, and does an about-turn:
this scene is missing, too. There’s only the satirical song. But let me reassure you.
If he had been a private citizen with the most demonstrably unpleasant char-
acteristics, perhaps one whose wife had been driven to hysteria by the lifelong
cross of the conjugal bond she had to bear—then death would settle all scores
and the rest would be silence. But in world history there is no statute of limi-
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tations, and so even the kindest of kindly old gentlemen, even after his death,
must appear in the form to which he was condemned by the curse on his house.
It’s not Franz Joseph in person that I put on stage, but the embodiment of the
Habsburg demon. A spectre appears to us, and it appears to him too in his sleep.
Seventy years sing their Funeral Dirge, and that includes all his predecessors,
each “villainous Franz”—like Schiller’s Franz Moor, or the jailer of Spielberg
fortress at Brno—right back through the gallery of ancestral portraits as far as
their original castle, from which the whole clan should never have been allowed
to enter Austria.

opPTIMIsT When will your drama appear?
GRUMBLER When the enemy has been defeated.
oPTIMIST What?! So you do believe that—

GRUMBLER —Austria will no longer exist a year from now! I had taken the
manuscript to the ancestral land of the Habsburgs, Switzerland —

opPTIMIST Tokeep it safe?

GRUMBLER No, to put the finishing touches to it. I brought it back again, for
I'm not afraid of the enemy. So careless has he become in the management of
his bloody affairs that I've already brought the manuscript over the border and
back—twice. Still, publication is impossible right now. That would certainly cost
the author his freedom, and if the army big shots develop a taste for dictatorship
before they ring down the curtain, even his head, which he has managed to keep
through all the offensives, wave after idiotic wave, in four years of war. It will
be published when this techno-romantic adventure, launched as a power play
against mankind, has been suppressed by a superior power. When the glorified
devilry, which, as we speak, is turning thousands of living bodies into corpses
or cripples—and all for nothing!— comes to an end and we are liberated from
the infantilizing surveillance of the military censorship. In short, when Alice
Schalek has said the last word.

opTIMIsT What have you against Frau Schalek?

GRUMBLER Only that the World War has forced me to overrate her. That’s
why I can only think of her as the most singular phenomenon of this apocalypse.
But when the tragic carnival lurches to a befuddled halt, and I run into her back
home as it sobers up from the communal hangover, then I shall acknowledge
her as a woman.

oPTIMIST You really do have an incorrigible knack of taking the smallest
detail —

GRUMBLER Yes, I really do.
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oPTIMIST And that mustbe the source of this whole drama. Your unfortunate
tendency to link trivial phenomena to major events.

GRUMBLER In exactly the same way our infernal fate led from trivial events to
the major phenomena of the actual tragedy. My tragic drama synchronizes our
sufferings with the forms and sounds of a world bent on destruction. You surely
won't fail to ask me what I have against Benedikt?

opTIMIsT Nor will you fail to answer.

GRUMBLER He is merely the leader writer responsible for the World War. He
is only a newspaper publisher, yet he triumphs over our intellectual and moral
honour. He has called the tune that claimed more victims than the war it pro-
voked and enflamed. The shrill tones of a man banking on victory, threatening
both our pockets and our throats, provide the ground bass accompanying the
bloodshed. Even readers remote in time and space will feel that in Vienna we
have suffered special torments. In my play a veteran subscriber to the Neue Freie
Presse succumbs to its lethal language —a language that convulsively expresses
the ancient Jewish significance of the modern German scenario. That language
overwhelms life until inflammation of the brain brings merciful release.

oPTIMIST Tounderstand that, I'll have to wait until your tragedy is published.
So it will appear—

GRUMBLER —when this one is over. It can’t be done any sooner. It isn’t fin-
ished anyhow, and after all, I need to keep my head in order to complete it.

oPTIMIsT Ithink only your freedom would be threatened.

GRUMBLER As long as Vienna lies in the hinterland. But what about high
treason, crimes against the military establishment, insulting the royal family,
defaming dried vegetable speculators and other big cheeses who can only be
aggrieved victims, never criminal perpetrators, and who in pursuance of their
profiteering are protected by the law governing respect of person —don’t forget,
the highest majesty of all in Austria is the gallows! Nor is this just a fixture of
Spanish ceremonial, it is also an integral part of the design of my play. Remem-
ber, under the command of Archduke Friedrich alone—someone I see as a
spectre with more potential than Frau Schalek — 11,400 or, according to another
version, 36,000, gallows were erected. Someone who couldn’t count up to three!
That Archduke is a warrior whose exploits make Napoleon seem a mere defeatist,
a man in the same martial and erotic mould as his ally, the monstrous and bar-
baric German Kaiser, emperor of the intellectual potato people, who couldn’t
keep his fingers off any flesh and blood, while slapping his own thigh and emit-
ting his raucous wolfish laugh: the laugh of the Fenris wolf in the saga when
the world went up in flames. Amidst his beloved archeological collection of As-
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syrian bricks and the maps of his General Staff, torturing an entourage obliged
to stand for hours, he flaunts his pseudo-science, constantly making obscene
jokes about people’s physical appearance. Revelling in the embarrassment of
any companion when out hunting or at some official function, he surprises him
with a slap on the bottom, a kick in the leg, or a question about his sexual pref-
erences. Those were our blue-blooded lords and masters. The one who started
it, as devoid of intelligence as the global slaughter he caused; the other, splash-
ing about with mindless relish in a sea of blood. Our Austrian hero, who would
shout “Kerbang!” in the cinema when he saw soldiers shot down, this honorary
Doctor of Philosophy, this cretin was the marshal of our doom. However differ-
ent, they were still bosom friends, greeting each other with knowing smiles like
gourmets swapping impressions, and when it came to the shapely figures of Ger-
mania and Austria, sharing a sigh about the changes wrought by time. There’s
no mistaking the way such wartime fashions promptly rub off on our whole cul-
ture, the sheer scale of our current joys and sorrows; our consciousness of being
governed by such nonentities is a constant torture, and we are complicit in our
awareness of the low life of those living it up in high places, making a mockery
of suffering humanity. Madames and mistresses would certainly have tales to tell
of their influence on people’s private lives: when defenceless manhood found
itself dragged towards despair, when the consecrated union of pure hearts was
bloodily reft asunder, and when innocent men facing the gallows desperately
searched for a sign of clemency. Do you know what it is we're now paying for?
It’s the respect such figures exacted from us!

OPTIMIST Butthe Austrian face is surely different from the Prussian face.

GRUMBLER The Austrian face comes in all varieties. It looks out slyly from
the ticket counter of life’s railway. It smiles, or it grumbles, depending on the
weather. Yet this Gorgon’s head had the power to transform what it saw into
blood or excrement. Is there anywhere it didn’t pop up? Was this not the face
you saw if you went into an office for advice —and instead got an earful of abuse?
I could track it down, if you insist, to the toilets of Vienna’s police stations, the
lice-infested, germ-ridden cells of Vienna’s garrison prisons, the squalid hospital
beds where military police graduates and their medically qualified henchmen
put soldiers with shattered nerves through electric shock treatment, to clear
themselves of trying to avoid front-line service by shifting suspicion of being
shirkers on to their victims. Was it not the face of every humiliating, loathsome
act of officialdom, above all the summary justice of those drumhead courts, one
of which, over and above judicial murder, immorally demanded that the atti-
tude of Austrian citizens towards the authorities — those selfsame authorities—
should be “reverential and loving”?! The harshness is aggravated by the certainty
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that we're not dealing with naivety here, but with that villainous shrug, signifying
“so long as it suits us”, and the diabolical glee of testing our patience one last
time. The Italian government has long banned that tourist attraction of expos-
ing dogs to natural gas in a grotto, but the Austrian government has imposed the
same experiment on millions of its citizens daily, and the Austrian face winks
at this great joke, breaking into a blissful beam when people start to suffocate.
The Austrian face, its left eye twinkling, has been seen so often in shop windows
these last four years, shoulder to shoulder with its more martial partner, that it
will take all of 40 years of peace to expunge the memory. No, it is not like the
Prussian face, although it has a multitude of other traits—with the exception of
that golden heart which the feature writers sing and write about. Above all, it is
the face of the hangman. The Viennese hangman, on a picture postcard of the
dead Battisti, holding his paws over the head of the man he has just executed,
standing there like a stuffed dummy in smug triumph and “just look at us” ge-
niality. Grinning faces, both civilians and officers proud of their honour, crowd-
ing around the corpse to make sure they all get their picture on the postcard.

oPTIMIsST What? Is there really such a picture postcard?

GRUMBLER It was produced on official instructions, circulated at the scene
of the crime, “those in a position of trust” showed it to their confidants, and
now it’s on display in the shop windows of all enemy cities as a group portrait of
Austro-Hungarian humanity, a monument to our executioners’ black humour,
transformed into the scalp of Austrian culture. It was perhaps the first time since
the world began that if you cried “the Devil take you!” —the Devil would refuse!

OPTIMIST But those who witnessed the execution surely didn’t volunteer to
have their photographs taken?

GRUMBLER Theyall wanted to be part of the action. Not only to be present at
one of the most bestial executions, but to stay there afterwards; and they all wore
a happy smile on their face. This Austrian face is on another picture postcard,
too, one deserving no less cultural-historical significance among many more of
the same, the faces of numerous soldiers craning their necks, shoulder to shoul-
der, between two Ukrainian women strung up between them, to be immortal-
ized in the picture at all costs. God knows what puffed-up devil of a general, cry-
ing blue murder at the interruption of some swinish regimental feast, signed the
order for “summary execution” that cost the two unfortunate women their lives.

oPTIMIST Youdon'tgive up, doyou! No wonder you'll be denounced one day
as a bird fouling its own nest—

GRUMBLER —and tearingitto bits instead of building a new one, I know. That
accusation would certainly kill one bird with two stones. How unjust when he’s
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actually fulfilling the moral precept of cleaning his own backyard. This dirty
world accuses whoever clears away its dirt of being the one who brought it. My
patriotism —unlike that of the patriots—could not bear to leave the job to an
enemy satirist. That is what determined my position during the war. I would
advise any English satirist who rightly found us impossible to turn his satirical
attention to the affairs of his own country. Though of course there is no English
satirist.

oPTIMIST Bernard Shaw.

GRUMBLER That proves my point. Yet even he practises the genuine patriot-
ism that prefers to censure his fellow countrymen rather than deceive them.
But whoever puts universal interests above those of his country must use the
examples nearest at hand to demonstrate the vileness of the situation and the
abominations of a world at war. The testimony of someone who has breathed
the same air as those he satirizes cannot be refuted.

oPTIMIST Butas counsel for the prosecution, you are truly implacable.
GRUMBLER Against such countries as these, yes.

oPTIMIsT Ifyou had your way, Austria would have been condemned to death
long ago.

GRUMBLER Unfortunately that will only happen after it has condemned the
Austrians to death. I'm thinking here of those surviving Austrians who, by virtue
of their sense of belonging to the monarchy, face a fate which, as a people, they
didn’t deserve. Austria itself carried out the death sentence on the others while
they were still alive, those who resisted this sense of belonging or in most cases
did not even resist.

opTIMIST Anddoyou believe similar things didnt happen among the enemy?
The English also executed their traitors. Think of Casement.

GRUMBLER Ipossessno picture postcard about that case. Apart from the fact
that Casement was condemned to death by a court of law and then executed,
while not much time was wasted on Battisti, who was captured and simply strung
up, though the death sentence was indeed aggravated by making him first stand
and listen to the Habsburg national anthem — it is unlikely that official photo-
graphs were taken of Casement’s execution, which England did not celebrate
as if it were some country fair. Pictures that record for posterity not only the gal-
lows procedure but also the bestial participants—as if it were a triumph! Even
in the homeland of coloured Englishmen you would be hard put to find pic-
tures of a beaming hangman encircled by officers, some in high spirits, others
with an ecstatic look on their face. But I would like to offer a special prize to
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whoever identifies the wretched oaf of an Austro-Hungarian lieutenant who has
positioned himself directly in front of the suspended corpse and presented his
fatuous visage to the photographer; also those loathsome dandies, gathering as
if for a cheery stroll on the Ringstrasse or hurrying with their Kodaks to get into
the picture—not only as spectators but as photographers —a picture that would
not be complete without a so-called saviour of souls, surrounded by a hundred
expectant participants. For while some were being hanged, others were posing
for the camera; and photos were taken not only of executions, but also of the
spectators, and even of the photographers. The consequence of our bestiality is
that enemy propaganda has no need to photograph our deeds, since instead of
lying it now simply reproduces our truths, having to its surprise discovered our
own photos of our deeds at the scene of the crime. Thus it has a comprehensive
picture of us, utterly lacking in self-awareness. For we failed to recognize that
no crime could expose us to the world more starkly than our triumphant con-
fession, the pride of the criminal who even has himself photographed, smiling,
athis deed, because he’s tickled to death to be caught in the act. For it is not the
fact that he is a killer, nor that he photographed his crime, but that he photo-
graphed himself as well, and that he photographed himself photographing it—
that’s what makes this type an imperishable snapshot of our civilization. As if
what we have done did not speak for itself! The infernal military judges, whose
exploits have exempted them from the need to die a hero’s death—an exemp-
tion comparable only to that of the war poets—have truly done a good job. But
after the hangman, it was the photographer’s turn next! The group photos taken
for the Imperial and Royal Military Archives are a mark of national disgrace for
Habsburg Austria that will not be erased for centuries!

opPTIMIST Emperor Franz Joseph certainly knew nothing of all that.

GRUMBLER Allhe ever knew was that his hangman was the sole indispensable
and ultimate bastion of central power. There he stands, its radiant laughing sym-
bol, endowed with all the dignity of a Viennese coffeehouse proprietor genially
presiding over the Day of Judgment, far from being either high-handed or faint-
hearted, for who needs a judge when we have such an executioner?

OPTIMIST Asa chivalrous monarch—

GRUMBLER —Franz Joseph was still a young man when he rejected the ap-
peal by the procession of mothers, wives, and daughters, dressed in mourning,
who flocked from Mantua in an attempt to avert the death by hanging of their
sons, husbands, and fathers. Afterwards, they still had to pay the hangman’s fee
themselves. To this day, memories of Austria are ineradicable in those parts, and
“Italian treachery” as a theme with world-historical significance may perhaps be
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explained by the fact that people there still shudder with horror when talking
of what happened then, and by the diplomatic tradition according to which “la
corde savonnée” —that speciality, the hangman’s slippery rope —was Austria’s
sole export. In this sign —unlike the Cross of Constantine —thou shalt not con-
quer! Austria itself will pay its hangman’s final fee.

oPTIMIST How so? When?

GRUMBLER After its execution!
(Change of scene.)

Scene 30
Court-martial.

CAPTAIN-ADVOCATE STANISLAUS V. ZAGORSKI (passes sentence. The
following extracts, given special emphasis, are audible.)

—In view of the fact that the accused Hryb, 26 years old and unable to
read or write, is consequently illiterate, and in further consideration of
the fact that the accused Hryb, in the judgment of the Court, is guilty
to a lesser extent than his fellow defendants, the Court has resolved that
the said accused should be the first on whom the pronounced sentence
of death, in accordance with Section 444 of the Military Penal Code, be
carried out.

... The sentence of death pronounced on the accused Struk shall be
the second to be carried out because his guilt is more blatant than that of
the first defendant.

... In view of the fact that the accused Maeyjiczyn was in lengthy
contact with the Russians, it was resolved that he will be the third on
whom the death sentence is carried out.

... It was unanimously resolved that, in consideration of the crime
with which he was charged, this defendant shall be the fourth to be put to
death.

... The accused Dzus shall be the fifth on whom the sentence
pronounced upon him in accordance with Section 444 of the Military
Penal Code shall be carried out, because his lying defence indicated that
he had completely succumbed to Russian influence.

... shall be the sixth on whom sentence passed on account of his
actions is carried out.

... The accused Kowal shall be the seventh on whom sentence of
death is carried out.
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... Because Fedynyczyn has been found guilty on two charges, he
shall be the eighth on whom sentence of death is carried out.

... Taking into account the seriousness of the charge on which Fedor
Budz has been found guilty, he shall be the ninth on whom sentence of
death is carried out.

... Petro Dzus shall be the tenth on whom sentence of death is
carried out on account of his high level of culpability.

... the Court has resolved that he is the most guilty, and that he
therefore be the last on whom the sentence of death passed against him is
carried out. Case concluded.

(The prisoners are led away.)

FIRST OFFICER Congratulations. Very juicy! One can see right away that
you're a lawyer. Tell me, how many death sentences have you under your belt
so far?

zAGORSKI That’s exactly the hundredth—or rather, 110 now.

OFFICERS Congratulations! That calls for a celebration. Why didn’t you say
so before?

zAGORSKI Thank you, thank you. And I've personally witnessed every single
execution, and proud of it! Without counting the ones pronounced by others!

SECOND OFFICER Get away! You drive yourself too hard. You're too con-

scientious.
ZAGORSKI Yes, it’s an exhausting business.
FIRST OFFICER Don't forget he’s a trained lawyer, it’s not as if —

ZAGORSKI Yes, well, with a death sentence you have to make sure to give
proper grounds—it’s not child’s play.

SECOND OFFICER Oh God, yes, the trouble we had with the colonel, the
last one before you! He was dead set against court-martials. He said it was just
irrelevant legal quibbling. Just shoot ’em, he always said.

FIRST OFFICER But that’s nothing compared with old Ljubicic, you know,
when [ was with the Eleventh Corps. He had that fellow Wild, I remember Wild
had 12 political suspects strung up between Christmas and New Year 1914, six
in one day alone. Used to say, as an intelligence officer he didn’t need any court
verdicts. And a lot he just had bayoneted.

SECOND OFFICER Andwhatabout Liitgendorf! He’s another always used to
say he didn’t need a court, “I prefer the short sharp shock”, he would say. Once
he had a corporal bayonet three men because they were drunk. That was in
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Schabatz, on the Emperor’s birthday, I remember it like it was yesterday. And
people got a good thrashing and were driven out of their homes, that was really
something. And then the house burnings, brilliant! In Syrmia, remember, they
burned down every other house! Once he wanted to set an example and they
selected a whole village for destruction, and he marched them all off including
heavily pregnant women to Peterwardein. Whether they eventually shot all of
them, I don’t know. But I do know the ones who escaped killing straight away
were made to stay all night with the bodies of those who had been killed, their
relatives and so on. The Hungarian gendarmes in charge of patrols also preferred
the short sharp procedure, all the corpses just left lying—teachers, ministers,
local notaries, foresters, and the like.

FIRST OFFICER Yes, butitwaseven more rewarding when we interned them!

SECOND OFFICER Thatcamelater, with full-scale extermination, as planned.
The Hungarian camps were well equipped for it. Starvation, floggings, typhoid
fever —that soon settled their hash, them Serbs!

THIRD OFFICER Yes, butif truth be told, that really isn’t a judicial procedure
any more.

SECOND OFFICER Granted. Well, sure, it’s more an administrative measure.
But don’t think—look, I can tell you, under Liitgendorf every single case was
properly certified: “Execution ordered!” But for a real court case like this one
here, Liitgendorf just had too short a fuse. He gave the judges a real bollock-
ing, and how! Scribblers! Nitpickers! Bunglers! If it was left to him, it would be:
String ’em up straightaway, of course only when there were extenuating circum-
stances, otherwise it was mainly the bayonet.

FIRST OFFICER FEver had a Jehovah’s Witness?
SECOND OFFICER What's that? Surely they're all extinct!

FIRST OFFICER No,Jehovah’s Witnesses, y’know, conscies, those fellows who
object to bearing arms for religious reasons, it’s common knowledge. I'd one
once, he was a farmer and we used him as a driver. His previous conduct was
good, he’d a spotless record, so there was actually nothing against him except
that he wouldn'’t carry no rifle when ordered to fall in. But the way he stood be-
fore us, he made a very unfavourable impression on me. For when he already
knew he was going to be sentenced to death, he simply declared —without show-
ing the slightest remorse, mind you— that he wouldn’t bear arms, even if he were
shot for it. Such stubbornness naturally meant there could be no grounds for
clemency. So the Minister of War, Stéger-Steiner, naturally confirmed the ver-
dict, on account of the very unfavourable impression the man had made. But
what happened next—that was a ticklish situation. For the head of the tribunal,
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y’know Colonel Barta, later reported to the Supreme Military Court that the
verdict was based on an unfortunate oversight. It appears the death penalty can
only be imposed for an act of violent insubordination, and that as early as 1914
the War Ministry had arranged for Jehovah’s Witnesses to be detailed for duty
at the front as noncombatants, and for them not to be court-martialed until
after the war. But this decree only reached us after the execution, in 1916, so
there was nothing to be done. Barta got three weeks” military detention.
SECOND OFFICER That wouldn’t have happened under Liitgendorf. Under
him a Jehovah’s Witness would have been strung up and —rrrtsch (gesture of
strangling) rubbed out, my friend!

ZAGORSKI Yes, butyousee, uslawyers, we don't have such a free hand. I take
my time —yet I've still been more productive than even Wild.

SECOND OFFICER You certainly have!

ZAGORSKI The mostinteresting case I had was in Munkacs, in the autumn of
1916 —when we were all still committed heart and soul to the campaign. There
were three Galician refugees, a priest by the name of Roman Beresowszkyi, one
Leo Koblanski, and Ssemen Zhabjak, I sentenced them all to death, of course,
and had the sentence carried out—

SECOND OFFICER And the same nice arrangement— one after the other—?

zAGORSKI Good heavens no, they could all read and write, and besides, they
were all equally guilty—or to be more exact, all equally innocent.

FIRST OFFICER 'They were—innocent? How come?

zAGORsSKI That's what makes the case so interesting. The investigation was
later reopened by the military courtin Stryi, and it turns out they were innocent.

ofrICERS Tough luck for you.

ZAGORSKI (laughing) That’s what you think! When the Ukrainian national
assembly go and complain about me to High Command, you can imagine what
happens!

FIRST OFFICER I getthe message! And what rank were you then?
ZAGORSKI Lieutenant.

FIRST OFFICER And when did they make you captain?
ZAGORSKI When it turned out they’d been innocent.

SECOND OFFICER Sodoyou think there wasa direct connection —that they
wanted to make it up to you, as it were?

zAGORSKI Iwouldn’tgosofarasthat, they aren’t exactly that sensitive at High
Command —but the complaint drew their attention to me, they realized I was a
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hard worker, and of course, if the complaint against us comes from a politically
suspect nation—! You see, a Ukrainian can’t do us any damage by a complaint.
The most damaging thing about him is still being alive.

THIRD OFFICER Ifitcomes to that—do you think the 11 we sentenced today
are innocent as well? Strictly speaking, the only thing that was proved was—
zAGORSKI —that they were Ukrainians. Guilty as charged! One o’clock!

Time for lunch.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 31

Schéonbrunn. The Emperor’s study. Franz Joseph sits at his desk, asleep. On each
side stands a valet.

VALET ON RIGHT Working again, he never tires.

VALET ON LEFT It’sa quarter to nine, the audiences start at 9.23. It’s a heavy
cross for him to bear, that it is.

VALET ON RIGHT Sssh—listen—that’s Himself saying something —

EMPEROR (speaking in his sleep) Absolutely not—Out of the question—I
won’t make peace with those Italian rogues—I just want to be left in peace and
quiet—They tricked me into it—Charmed, I'm sure —Leave us!—The second
buttonhole is a millimetre too high— What’s that? Franz Ferdinand’s back? —
turf im out!—A pleasure. Have you come far?—Rudolph shouldn’t be frater-
nizing with his coachmen —that’s no way to behave!—am I to be spared noth-
ing? —let them wait, the audiences don’t start until two minutes past the half
hour—what do you say, Kathy—clever you, can’t stand the Prussians—a real
mess— they tricked me into it—so it goes, there’s simply nothing I can do— (He
wakes up.) What—what is it?—All right, I was just about to sign. (The valet on
his left hands him the pen. The Emperor signs several documents.) Tell me, who's
scheduled for today?

VALET ON RIGHT Emanuel Edler von Singer is to be enobled, Your Maj-
esty—

EMPEROR Ah yes, Mendl, a good choice.
VALET ON LEFT Then there’s Ludwig Ried], for the Order of Franz Josef.
EMPEROR Ahyes, Riedl, I am pleased —how’s he doing, Riedl?

VALET ON RIGHT He’s not the man he was. It seems he was in bed ill last
week. He may not make it today.

EMPEROR That would be a shame—a young man like him!



Scene31 391

VALET ON LEFT Yes, Your Majesty, 30 years younger than Your Majesty, but
as for vigour—

EMPEROR Yes, true enough—but tell me, Ketterl, how’s Count Beck?
VALET ON RIGHT Oh dear, oh dear, Majesty! (He mimics an old dodderer.)

EMPEROR What, and him only 84, the rascal ought to be ashamed of him-
self— (he laughs and has a coughing fit. The valets support him.) It’s all right.
(The valet on his left leaves the room.) Where are you going?

VALET ON RIGHT He’s only getting a powder.
EMPEROR [Idon’tneed any powders, absolutely not—

VALET ON LEFT (returns with the powder and makes him take it) I've just
heard —

EMPEROR (takes the powder) They tricked me into it.

VALET ON LEFT I've just heard, your Majesty, that Riedl is too ill to come
today.

EMPEROR Don't go on. Am I to be spared nothing?

VALET ON RIGHT (to valet on left) Oh no, here comes that same song again
about his long life.
(The Emperor falls asleep again. Both valets leave on tiptoe.)

EMPEROR (sings in his sleep)

When first [ saw the light of day
the world was out of joint.

So, what to do? All I could say
was: what on earth’s the point?
Vienna was chaotic,

as only it can be,

expectations were demotic,

I'm spared nothing, as you'll see.

When but a lad, life still was fun,

I was the cat’s pyjamas,

and played —it fits! —in Chaos, one
of Kotzebue’s melodramas.

From barricades they cheered me—
all unwhiskered as I was—

soon, as Emperor, they feared me:
I'm spared nothing, save applause.
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All I want is peace and quiet,

so my head can cease its spinning,
and play a hand of Sixty-six

without the Prussians winning.

Fate certainly was most unkind,

you cannot but agree.

The Empire’s preyed upon my mind,
I'm spared nothing — pray for me!

My life was one of toil and stress,
a personal Gehenna.

My memories are of duress
abroad —and in Vienna.

Think of my relatives, my wife —

L 18
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through to my jubilee.
If words can capture so much strife:
Nothing but woe for me!

My relatives brought me no joy,

I barely persevered,

then one fine day I said: ahoy,
when Kathi Schratt appeared.
The actress is my only friend,
though somewhat past her prime.
Her spending I must reprehend,
She hasn’t saved a dime.

But Austria, and Kathi too,

could be quite delighttul,

so let’s hope we’ll muddle through,
though finances are frightful.

A gift of gold’s a welcome sight,
but honour says: beware!

And still I dub the Jew a knight—
he’s plenty, and to spare.

Often my rage keeps me awake,
there’s so much dismal news.

At Ischl on my summer break

I'm cheered up by some Jews
who're making money near and far,
their profits nice and fat,

not least out of this splendid war—

Why didn’t I think of that!

'The only time that I recall

a cause for celebration

was my nephew’s final curtain call —

it was the land’s salvation! (He wakes up.)
They broke the news with bated breath
and due commiseration.

I chuckled at the Archduke’s death:
Thank God, He’s spared the nation!

Welcome! I said, and meant it too,
As mourners stood in line,
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and laughed and cried, as people do,
and said: The pleasure’s mine!

It serves him right, he’s paid the price
for wishing me in my grave.

A skinflint— that was his great vice—
I'm spared, him none could save!

A happy day it was for me,

for me and the whole land,

when with formal Spanish rites we
disposed of Ferdinand.

My nephew’s cortege —small, alas,
as if we really cared!

His funeral was just third class—
s0 some expense was spared!

That story’s done, now here’s the gloss:
his death was welcome, for

to compensate us for our loss

I started off the war

If Princip hadn’t seized his chance,
say, if he hadn’t dared,

we’d still be in our sleepy trance,

that deadlock we were spared!

So let us all now praise the Lord!

My cross has turned blood-red.

The people, of their own accord,

give gold for iron, not bread! (He falls asleep.)
My pain was almost infinite—

see how my Empire fared.

The common people did their bit,

they too were nothing spared!

Do I regret it? Not at all!

Our special new alliance

means | continue to walk tall

and bid our foes defiance.

Wilhelm’s a dashing soldier,

but blood-brotherhood? — pure fiction!
They’re leaning on my shoulder—

oh please spare me the affliction!
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For his support brings me no hope,
just makes me short of breath.

I really cannot see the joke

of staging Siegfried’s Death.

To master fate I'll always try,

but it’s a bitter pill.

The Prussians simply bleed us dry,
and make me foot the bill!

It’s not a real relationship,

[ hate the whole caboodle!—

so “special” it gives me the pip,

I'm just their bloody poodle!

And when we swore blood-brotherhood
with caviar and schnapps,

I call it shabby gratitude

to spare us only scraps.

If I'm the horse, he sits on top,

I follow his direction,

a crazy rider we can’t stop—

a high price for protection!

The people thought at first: hooray,
we love good fellowship,

but look at where we are today—
he didn’t spare the whip!

I fear I gambled like a goof—

he gets right up my nose.

Though people’s cheers might raise the roof,
our prices are what rose!

A horse cannot work out where we

have planned our journey’s end.

That Prussian, though, oh spare me

for he drives me round the bend!

With bloody flanks I twist and turn
in vain!—1I took the bait.
Triumphant when he jerks a rein,

I must capitulate!

I've got that Prussian on my back,
I'm mute —I dare not groan.
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He tramples all things underfoot—
nor does he spare my throne!

There is no limit to my strife
and anger with those brutes!
To think that at my stage in life
I lick the Prussian’s boots!
Why ever did I take the plunge
with that man into war?

That blot, alas, I can’t expunge,
so spare me, speak no more!

And why is everything askew?

Am I not my own master?

Yet there is nothing I can do—
he’d drop me, then disaster!

When King Edward came to Ischl,
our friendship unimpaired,

if I'd made that link official,

the war I'd have been spared!

Berlin papers cry “by jingo!”,
yes, even Kladderadatsch,

but in Vienna’s lingo

that’s shambolic pallawatsch.
They keep reporting victories
which I'm meant to extol,

but none to put me at my ease —
spare me this wretched role!

It’s history now, those 70 years

of Empire in decline.

The History, when it once appears,
will all my deeds combine.

But muddle is my watchword,

and when all is said and done,

I led my peoples unperturbed,

nor spared them all their fun.

My song, alas, has one defect—
it’s endless, as you see —
since each new strophe must reflect
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each new catastrophe.
Tribunals now would be a joke,
our revels now are ended.

At least when only ruins smoke
we save tobacco—splendid!

Yes, history will still record
whatever comes my way,

and it will have the final word
when we reach Judgment Day.
Titles I showered on every man,
my whiskers all could see,

but when this bloody war began
the rod was spared —for me!

The moral as a child I drew:

all effort was deluded.

Now I delight in muddling through—
both mud and blood included

I'm sprightly still as ever,

for release still unprepared,

for there’s much I still must suffer

to redeem you—if I'm spared!

I'm wiser now, I dare say,

than all those years ago,

for Chaos then was just a play—
now [ want blood to flow.

I still play the father figure

and wear a laurel wreath.

May God preserve my vigour,
although I've caused Him grief!

Lord, it’s surely hard to measure,
for the time is not yet come

for me to say “What a pleasure”,
“Quite delightful”, “Are we done?”
So graciously I now will wait

until the world’s despaired.

The sentries at the Devil’s gate
Will ask: should he be spared?
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To live in peace was his main task:
eternal peace he’s got!

But there’s one thing he wants to ask
before the coffin’s shut.

“So young? And after so much toil?
I'm really not prepared

to shuffle off this mortal coil —
Surely I should be spared?”

(Both valets appear on tiptoe.)
(Change of scene.)

Scene 32
Kragujevac. Court-martial.

LIEUTENANT-ADVOCATE (shoutsangrily) Let’em go hang! (to clerk of court)
Have you made fair copies of the three death sentences? Those three fellows
from Karlova who had guns, I mean.

CLERK Yes, but (he hesitates)—I should point out—I've just discovered —
they’re only 18—

LIEUTENANT-ADVOCATE So what? What are you getting at?

cLERK Well—according to the Military Penal Code—they can’t be exe-
cuted —the sentence needs to be changed —to hard labour—

LIEUTENANT-ADVOCATE Let’s have a look (He reads.) Hmm. We won't
change the sentence, we'll change their age. In any case, they’re strapping lads.
(He dips his pen in the inkwell.) So instead of 18, we'll just put 21. (He writes.)
'There, no problem —now we can hang ‘em.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 33
Promenade in Bad Ischl. A group of sympathizers surrounds Julius Korngold.

KORNGOLD (wringing his hands) But my son Wolfgang, he’s a sick boy! He’s
asick boy! (The group leads him away.)

FIRST VISITOR TO SPA (addresses another) You'll know the answer, I'm sure.
After all, you're well in with those theatre people. So tell me, is it true what you
hear, or is it only a rumour?

SECOND VISITOR Old Biach?

FIRST VISITOR No, no, young Korngold!
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SECOND VISITOR (solemnly) It’s true.

FIRST VISITOR Get away!—the son—young Korngold—they’ve enlisted
him?

SECOND VIsITOR That’s what I'm telling you! What about Biach, though?
(Exeunt.)

THIRD VISITOR (shaking his head; to his companion) Wolfgang’s another
Mozart! And they’ve conscripted him even though his dad writes for the Neue
Freie Presse!

FOURTH VISITOR (glancing over his shoulder) The army’s revenge! (Exeunt.)
(Enter Friulein Lowenstamm and Frdulein Kérmendy, both wearing Dirndl cos-
tumes.)

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM The rain’s stopped!

FRAULEIN KORMENDY So what’s the plan? Are you going to the lake this
afternoon?

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM Yes, if it stays fine, otherwise tea at Zauner’s, of
course. What about this evening? Are you going to the show? We've got seats
already, Franz Schalk from the Opera is conducting. (Another girl in a Dirndl
passes by.) Psst—look at her in her finery—!

FRAULEIN KORMENDY Who does she think she is, going around got up like
that!

FRAULEIN LOWENSTAMM Well, her brother’s a great admirer of Else Wohl-
gemuth of the Burgtheater.

FRAULEIN KORMENDY Look, there’s Franz Lehdr with the librettist Julius
Bauer. (Exeunt.)

BOB SCHLESINGER (in loden jacket, with bare knees) The fuss he’s making!
Bet Korngold’s exempted by next week! Only needs a word from me to Hans
Miiller!

BABY FANTO (dressed for tennis) A word from papa, more like! The whole of
the General Staff is in and out of our house in Baden, as everyone knows. Gen-
eral Arz is in fits every time Thury tells a joke, and I do a takeoft of Leopoldine
Konstantin acting.

(An automobile with the Habsburg crest drives past. They bow.)

BOB SCHLESINGER Empty, I think.

BABY FANTO Salvator, I think. (Exeunt.)

REGULAR SUBSCRIBER TO NEUE FREIE PRESSE D’yaread about young
Korngold —what d’ya think?



400 ActlV

THE OLDEST sSUBSCRIBER Can't fail to make an impact in England.
(Exeunt.)

(The lamentations of Julius Korngold can be heard at some considerable dis-
tance.)

(Change of scene.)

Scene 34
Police station.
INSPECTOR Aha, another syphilitic slut! Lice-ridden, too!

POLICEMAN Iknow this one already. She’s got previous for theft and was put
away for vagrancy. Checked for VD, too.

INSPECTOR What age are you? Who do you belong to?
17-YEAR-OLD Father’s in the field. Mother’s dead.
INSPECTOR And how long have you been leading this life?

17-YEAR-OLD Since 1914.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 35
Berlin all-night bar.

RAUCOUS VOICE (atthe back)

What a brew—I'm feeling queasy —
This diluted beer’s disgusting —

but I'll sick it up dead easy

when my gut is full to busting.

Bring some bubbly, you cheeky puppies! Don't go, Friedekins, my precious little
moppet— park your little bottom down there again!—Hey you, you treacher-
ous traitors! —what? —come on, come on, once more into the breach, into the
Somme!—

FRIEDE GUTZKE (spits on the top of his bald head) Oops! Didn't see that,
pops, eh— (comes forward.)

(Solly Katzenellenbogen, export, Frankfurt on the Oder, taps his neighbour,
Krotoschiner I1, lawyer, on the shoulder.)

KATZENELLENBOGEN How does Nietzsche put it in Zarathustra? “When

you go to women, don’t forget your whip”!

KROTOSCHINER 11 Now listen, just don’t mention that man, he cuts no ice
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with me, and he came to a sticky end, as we know — Rotten to the core, I'm tell-
ing you. D’ya know Dolorosa?

KATZENELLENBOGEN No. Isn't that Hertha Liicke from the Palais de
Dance?—15 Kantstrasse, first floor, telephone 8547577

KROTOSCHINER Il Rubbish, it's Gerda Miicke from the Casino Unter den
Linden, 59 Leibnizstrasse, second floor, telephone 957853, with hot water, in-
ternal lift, bathroom in each apartment, tip-top! She can really turn you on!

KATZENELLENBOGEN Sure can! One of Berlin’s finest, right now—and
d’ya know who that is beside her? Motty Mannheimer—no wonder, when he
showers them all with 100-mark notes.

(The band plays the song “Wotsa Matter, Honeybaby?”)

FRIEDA GUTZKE (to Katzenellenbogen, in passing) You heard —wotsa mat-
ter? —sitting there so cheesed off, the two of you? What ho, tallyho!— (to Kroto-
schiner II) well, sweetie? Old man with monocle!

KROTOSCHINER 11 Hi, gorgeous!—come and join us!

FRIEDA GUTZKE Nothing doing, early closing time—see the lord of the
manor back there, that big Pommeranian stallion with his ugly red mug—some
other time —for a grand you can drive your nail into Hindenburg for me. (She
goes to the back.)

RAUCOUS VOICE

Your clothing ration for the year—
all right, I heard your snickers—

(Frieda Gutzke joins in)

it barely covers up your rear:
a single pair of knickers!

(Change of scene.)

Scene 36
Optimist and Grumbler in conversation.
GRUMBLER Now that’s what I call propaganda for a good and just cause!
opTIMIsT Whatis?

GRUMBLER A proclamation in the press: “End of war bond subscriptions!”
Very welcome and very opportune.

oPTIMIST I'm pleased you're thinking so clearly. All this talk of a negotiated
peace was futile, as it turned out.
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GRUMBLER Just as you say. And it’s become ever clearer that Germany was
right: the war will be decided by force of arms.

OPTIMIST So even you see that now! For once we're—
GRUMBLER in complete agreement.

opPTIMIST And I'm hoping to win you over to my views on the patriotic edu-
cation of the young, too. As to that, there’s no end to what needs to be done,
since it’s a question of focusing all our thoughts on final victory. To convince
you that pupils are in no way compelled to immerse themselves in military top-
ics, I've brought you the annual report of the Technical School named after
our peace-loving new Emperor, Kaiser Karl. Rather, pupils are presented with
an alternative —at any rate in most cases. For example, in form 5B: “A holiday
hike” or “The most modern armaments.” In 6A: “Why is Lessing’s Minna von
Barnhelm an archetypal German comedy?” or “Holding on to the end!” What
would you choose?

GRUMBLER Holding on to the end!

oPT1IMIsT Then, for instance, there’s either: “Reflections on the eighth battle
of Isonzo” or “An autumn ramble.” Or again: “To what extent can climate affect
the intellectual development of mankind?” or “Our struggle against Romania.”

GRUMBLER For that one, I'd make things easier for myself and choose both
topics at once.

oPTIMIST “The main characters in Goethe’s Egmont” or “The escalation of
submarine warfare.”

GRUMBLER [I'd say that if the Germans hadn’t escalated submarine warfare,
they would have called on the hero of Goethe’s play to force England to its
knees.

opTIMIsT That’s what I call optimism! Here’s another exam topic: “The fate
of man, how like the wind!”—from Goethe’s “Song of the Spirits over the
Waters” —or “The Turks and us—then and now.”

GRUMBLER Here I'd definitely take both—it seems to me the link between
those two couldn’t fail to inspire a snappy essay.

opPTIMIST And how would you react to the alternatives: “My thoughts on be-
holding Radetzky’s statue” or, to adapt Schiller on the new century: “His ten-
tacles stretch far and wide, his merchant fleets are mighty, his greedy aim to
subjugate the realm of Aphrodite.”

GRUMBLER Asfor the second topic, I'd throw it back at the German teacher’s
head and advise him to quote Lissauer’s “Song of Hate Against England” for his
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pedagogical purposes instead, and I'd prove to him that I know the first verse of
Schiller’s poem as well: “Noble friend! Where is the haven, where peace and
freedom get their due? One century bows out in havoc, murder ushers in the

”

new.
oPTIMIST And the first topic, “My thoughts on beholding Radetzky’s statue”?

GRUMBLER I could easily handle that one, for I already have thoughts when
beholding Radetzky’s heroic statue opposite the War Ministry. For instance,
that the gains made by black-marketeers are putting those of the commander
in chief into the shade.

OPTIMIST I've just noticed—in that annual report: “Countess Bienerth-
Schmerling presented two copies of Alice Schalek’s Tyrol Under Arms to the
school library, while the author herself presented one copy to the teachers’ staft
room library” Well intended, I'm sure, but—

GRUMBLER Now youre the grumbler! The rising generation cannot learn
soon enough how to clean out enemy trenches. Isn’t there any essay topic that
takes up Schalek’s ideas directly?

oPTIMIST (leafing through) Perhaps this one, for Form 6B: “Which of our
enemies seems to me the most despicable?”

GRUMBLER This is such an appealing topic that no alternative is needed. But
it suggests another line of thought, admittedly a problematic one.

oPTIMIST And what would you have chosen?

GRUMBLER (ponders) Wait a moment—no, I'd have to leave the question
open.

OPTIMIST Ifyouwere to keep strictly to the essay topic set for the first years of
the Kaiser Karl Technical School —

GRUMBLER —then I'd say: the most despicable is Habsburg Austria! But now
Ilook more closely at this press announcement, the militarization of the school
curriculum seems child’s play compared to the shining example set by adults.

OPTIMIST (reads out) “High-calibre salesman, Christian, exempted from
military service, presentable yet discreet, strong record selling advertising space
throughout Germany, excellent references, seeks sole agency of solidly capital-
ized concern with scope for international expansion—" Well?

GRUMBLER You've answered the question for me. Now I know, as a patriot,
which of our enemies seems to me most despicable!

(Change of scene.)
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Scene 37
German headquarters.
WILHELM Il (to his entourage) Morning, gentlemen.
THE GENERALS Morning, Your Majesty.

WILHELM Il (taking up a stance, eyes raised skyward) The Lord on High cer-
tainly has ambitious plans for His chosen German people. We have preserved
our ideals so it is our duty to bring about a better world. We must fight for jus-
tice, loyalty, and morality. Our wish is to live in friendship with our neighbours,
but first they must acknowledge the victory of German arms. The year 1917,
with its great battles, has proved that the German people has the staunchest
of allies: the Lord of Hosts! An ally whose armour-plated support provides us
with our essential foundation. What lies before us, we know not. But in these
last four years we have all seen the hand of God manifestly in command, pun-
ishing treachery and rewarding courage and tenacity, from which we can be
quite confident, now and in the future, that the Lord of Hosts is with us! If the
enemy spurns our offer of peace, then we must bring peace to the world with
an iron fist and a gleaming sword, to smash down the gates of those who do not
want peace. Divine judgment has struck down our enemies! Our total victory
in the East fills my heart with profound gratitude. It affords us another of those
glorious moments when we can marvel, awestruck, at God’s historical power.
(Raising his voice) Once again a victorious Germany can say: What a miraculous
transformation at God’s behest! The heroic deeds of our troops, the victories of
our magnificent commanders in the field, the admirable achievements on the
home front— ultimately everything stems from the moral strength our people
have had ingrained into them, from the categorical imperative! If the enemy still
haven't had enough, then we’ll screw 'em — (the Kaiser makes a military gesture
which evokes grim smiles on the faces of his vassals.) The spectacular collapse of
the enemy was an act of divine judgment. For our victory we are indebted not
least to the moral and spiritual values bestowed on our people by Immanuel
Kant, the sage of Kénigsberg. May God sustain us through to final victory!

(The Kaiser extends his right hand, the generals and officers each kiss it in turn.
In what follows, whether roused or amused, he emits a sound like a wolf howl-
ing. When agitated his face turns red, his expression resembles that of a boar,
his cheeks are puffed out, making the ends of his moustache stand up vertically.)

FIRST GENERAL Your Majesty is no longer God’s instrument—
WILHELM Il (snorting and puffing) Ha—

FIRST GENERAL —but God is Your Majesty’s instrument!
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WILHELM Il (beaming) Very good, very good! Ha—!

SECOND GENERAL When we make our breakthrough, with the help of God
and poison gas, we owe it exclusively to Your Majesty’s brilliant strategic plan-
ning,

WILHELM 11 (goes to the General Staff’s map) Ha—From here to here it’s 15
kilometres. I'll throw in 5o divisions! Stupendous, eh?! (He looks around. Mur-
murs of approval.)

THIRD GENERAL Your Majesty’s farsighted strategy is one of the wonders of
the world!

FOURTH GENERAL Your Majesty is not only the greatest orator, painter,
composer, huntsman, statesman, sculptor, admiral, poet, sportsman, Assyriolo-
gist, business expert, astronomer, and theatre director of all time, but also—but
also— (he begins to stutter)

WILHELM 11 Goon, go on!

FOURTH GENERAL Your Majesty, I feel incapable of listing all the fields in
which Your Majesty is a world leader.

WILHELM 11 (nods in satisfaction) Well, what about the rest of you? (They
smile in embarrassment.) What, you damned rascals, laughing at your—ha!—
supreme commander? I'll show— Seckendorff!

(He goes to an adjutant and stamps several times on his foot.)

ADJUTANT (hops in embarrassment.) Your Majesty — Your Majesty —
wiLHELM 11 Hal—Click your heels! It’s all right, Seckendorff, I was just
chivvying you. Champagne!

AN OFFICER Yes,sir! (Exit.)

WILHELM 11 Caviar! (A second officer makes to leave.) Ha—wait! Germans
shouldn’t overindulge, it’s unworthy!— Just caviar! (The officer leaves.)

FOURTH GENERAL Your Majesty—
WILHELM 11 Well, what is it?

FOURTH GENERAL Your Majesty is also the most discerning gourmand of
all time!

WILHELM 11 (beaming) Very good, very good. (Champagne and caviar on
toast arrive. He drinks.) French champagne! Ugh, disgusting!

FOURTH OFFICER (sticks a German label on the bottle) No, Your Majesty,
it’s sparkling German wine.

WILHELM 11 Ah yes, German sparkling wine, one of the best, too!—Hal—
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Hahnke, like a drop of bubbly as well —? Hey ho!— (He sprays the contents of
his glass over the others and gives a raucous laugh.)

GENERALS (bowing deeply) Too kind, Your Majesty!

WILHELM 11 (scrapesthe caviar and butter off a piece of toast with the forefinger
of his right hand, and smears it into his mouth) Ha!— Hahnke, like some caviar,
too—? (He tosses the plain piece of toast to the generals and roars with laughter,
slapping his thigh with his right hand.)

GENERALS (bowing deeply) Too kind, Your Majesty!

WILHELM Il (turning to an adjutant) Ha!— Duncker, tell me now, what type
of women do you fancy? Fat or skinny? (The adjutant smiles in embarrassment.
Wilhelm to the others) He adores the fat ones. A nice soft pillow.

GENERALS Very droll, Your Majesty! (The Kaiser laughs like a wolf.)
WILHELM 11 Hal—Krickwitz! (Punches him in the belly.) What sound does a
rooster make?

KRICKWITZ (crows) Cock-a-doodle-doo— cock-a-doodle-doo!

FOURTH GENERAL (to his neighbour) His Majesty is a god.

WILHELM 11 Hal—Flottwitz—look, what’s happening over there?—(The
admiral turns. The Kaiser sneaks up and gives him a mighty slap on his behind.
The admiral doubles up in pain.)

WILHELM 11 Have you gone mad? Why do you keep pissing over my boots?
(To the Surgeon General Martius) Hal—Martius, look, what’s happening over
there? (The surgeon general turns. The Kaiser sneaks up and pounces, grabbing
him between the legs with his right hand. The surgeon general staggers in dread-
ful pain and grabs a chair for support. He is white as chalk. The Kaiser gives a
crazy laugh, then turns away in anger when he registers the effect of his action.
With a red face and puffed-out cheeks, snorting and puffing) You blokes are so
boring—ha!—no sense of humour!

GENERALS Very droll, Your Majesty, very droll!

FIRST GENERAL (in an ironic aside) An object of “love and delight to the
human race”, as the Roman historian said of Emperor Titus.

(Change of scene.)

Scene 38
Winter in the Carpathians. A man tied to a tree.
COMPANY COMMANDER HILLER How cold is it, do you reckon?

FIRST SOLDIER About minus 30 centigrade.
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HILLER OK, you can untie him then. (The soldiers do so. The man— fusilier
Helmhake— collapses, unconscious. Hiller gives him several slaps in the face.)
Now into that dugout with him! (The soldiers throw him into the dugout.) You're
sure it’s really wet and stinking?

FIRST SOLDIER Yes, sir.

HILLER A nice high fever, has he —shivering fits?

FIRST SOLDIER Yes, sir.

HILLER Double the guard—jump to it!—the swine gets nothing to eat or
drink. No taking a leak or a crap either, day or night. (Laughing.) Not that he’ll
need to, anyway. So, same drill as yesterday. Anyone who objects I'll tear to
shreds. (He goes off with his men. Two soldiers stay behind at the dugout. Whim-
pering can be heard.)

SECOND SOLDIER D’y’a not think it would be more Christian if —instead
of this one —we were to see to—him?

FIRST SOLDIER Sure do.

SECOND SOLDIER Two are dead already. Thomas he made strip naked when
it was just as cold, and Miiller had to go on watch when he was sick. There were
five others he—(A groan can be heard. It sounds like “Water!”) Damn, I can't
take any more of this! I'll give "im a snowball to suck. (He crawls into the dugout
and returns in tears.) Not even 20 yet—and signed up as a volunteer—! (Hiller
returns with his men.)

HILLER [D've had another idea. I want to see if —get im ’ere, the louse!—On
the double!

SECOND soLDIER He—Idon'tthink he can, Lieutenant.

HILLER Why not? Get the son of a bitch out here! (Several soldiers pull Helm-
hake out and drag him along, inert, like a lump of meat.) What a sight! He’s only
play-acting, the skunk, give 'im a kick in the arse. (He stamps on him with the
heel of his boot.) On yer feet, scum! Hasn't he kicked the bucket yet, the stink-
ing swine?!

SECOND SOLDIER (bendsdown overthe brutalized victim, touches him, then
stretches his hands towards Hiller as if in self-defence.) He has—just now.
(Change of scene.)

Scene 39
Same location. Hiller’s dugout.

JUNIOR DOCTOR MULLER Deathfrom hypothermia. Attempted resuscita-
tion to no avail. The tricky bit is that he got no food.
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HILLER We just have to wangle it so no one can pin it on us.

MULLER No doubt about it, the human re