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Keys to Heaven
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One day, Saint Peter had things to do away from Heaven, so he placed the
Cherubim with the big, flaming sword by the Pearly Gates and said, “Let
nobody in but those who bring a key with them and open by themselves; for
| shall send a Key to Heaven to all those people who are to die today and
who belong in Heaven. And whoever does not have a key does not belong

in Heaven.” And having said this, he departed.
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Now there lived on Earth an old ship’s-pilot by the name of Jurgen
and his wife. They dwelt in a shining little cottage where they could look out
onto the dunes and hear the surging of the sea. They had retired there, and
they looked back at a long life that had been very happy, for they loved one
another dearly, always sharing joy and sorrow, and neither had ever spoken
an angry word to the other. And the older they became, the more dearly
they loved each other and the more tightly they clung to life.

On that very day when Saint Peter was not in Heaven, old Jurgen felt
that he must die, and it fell very hard on him, for all the times he had looked
Death in the eyes when in among the waves. “Farewell, dear wife,” he said
sadly, “Farewell, until we meet again!” Then he lost consciousness. After a
while, he opened his eyes and spoke in a weak voice: “Listen! ... bring me
the big net, I'll take it with me, for they don’t need a pilot in Heaven; but
when the dear Lord hears I'm a dab hand at fishing, he might use me as a
Heavenly Fisherman, for there’s no idleness in Heaven.” Then he sighed
one last time and died.

When he had died and was just about to start on the road to Heaven,
an angel came flying up bringing a golden key, and it said, “Saint Peter
sends his regards, and he happens to have things to do away from home
today; so you may open Heaven’s Gate by yourself and enter without
ceremony.”

Old Jurgen thanked him and put the Key to Heaven in his jacket,
then he loaded the heavy net on his shoulders and began to climb up the
broad road of clouds. On the way he kept looking round, and he said to

himself, “My old woman is sure to follow on soon, for she won’t long survive
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my death.” But he reached the great Gate of Heaven without anyone having
come after him, and as there was a wooden bench in front of it, he threw
the net to the ground and sat down to wait. For he did not want to enter
Heaven without his wife, and he thought, “When she comes up and sees
the magnificent gate, she mightn’t dare to open it.”

And it was not long before he saw someone laboriously dragging
their feet up the road. However, it was not his wife, but rather a soldier, a
still very young spark, but shot through the middle of his breast. He leaned
upon his sabre and groaned with every step, for his wound burned like fire.
When he arrived at the Pearly Gates, he could not go in, because he had
no Key to Heaven. Then he leaned against the gate, closed his eyes, and
trembled all over, for it was very cold and a fever shook him.

Old Jurgen was sore of heart when he looked at the youth, and he
thought: “Saint Peter has surely forgotten that he would die so quickly, or he
would have sent him a Key to Heaven. For an honest soldier who dies in
open battle, he belongs in Heaven!” — And that was actually the case: it had
completely slipped the Heavenly Gatekeeper’s mind that the brave warrior
would die today; he always has so very much to think and to worry about!

“You can encroach on Saint Peter’s profession this once,” thought
good-natured Jurgen, and he rose, gave his own key to the soldier and
said: “Go on in, your need is greater than mine, and have the angels drip
heavenly balm on your wound!”

The soldier thanked him and opened, but once over the threshold he
turned round and said, “Won’t you come in now, t00?”

Then the Angel with the Flaming Sword, who was standing behind
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the door, cried: “Only one who has a key may enter!” And he slammed the
gate shut so hard that it shook.

After old Jurgen had waited another while, he really did see a bent,
little old woman climbing up the road of clouds and knew her to be his wife.
Then he ran towards her, as fast as his old legs would carry him, and
embraced her; and they were both overjoyed.

“Go on in!” he said, when he had helped her up to the top, “forit’s
cold and dreary out here.” But when she heard that he had given his key
away, she would not go in, but asked him to take hers. She was tired
anyway and had to rest a little beforehand, she said. But he did not take her
Key to Heaven, and so the two of them remained outside, and they sat
down together on the wooden bench to wait.

Then they saw a child coming towards them with blonde curls and
large blue eyes, and she walked in a shroud. With the tip of the shroud, she
dried the tears that ran down over her cheeks.

“Poor child, why do you weep so?” asked the old woman.

“‘Because | had to leave my mummy,” the child replied.

“The dear Lord wished it to be,” said the old woman, “and He will
know the reason why. So weep no more, my child! I'll be a mother to you
too, until your real mother joins you. Now just you go into Heaven, then
you'll get a pair of lovely white wings and you’ll become an angel. — You
haven't lost your Key to Heaven, have you?”

“It fell out my hand, and | couldn’t find it again,” the child said and
began to cry once more.

When the old woman heard this, she took her own key, opened the
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door, and the child went into Heaven.

And there they were now, the two old ones, sitting beside each other
on the bench with neither of them having a Key to Heaven. But night fell,
and it was so dark that they grew afraid. Then the stars came rolling along
and rumbled in their courses. And the good old people lost all heart and
began to weep softly.

But the dear Lord on His throne heard the weeping and said,
“Cherubim, who weeps before the Gate of Heaven?”

And the Cherubim told Him what had happened, for he had seen
everything through the keyhole. When the dear Lord heard this, He quickly
descended from his throne, came to the Gate of Heaven Himself, and bid
the old couple enter.

And Jurgen really did become a Heavenly Fisherman, for he had not
forgotten his net but brought it with him into Heaven. He had to fish the fiery
tears of Saint Lawrence, which swam around in the celestial region as
shooting stars, with his big net, to stop too many of them raining down onto
the Earth.

But after a time, the dear Lord noticed that this work was too hard
and arduous for the old man; so He called him to His host of the Chosen
Ones and allowed him to hold the double bass for one of the angels who
made music at the foot of the Divine Throne. And the angel played even
more beautifully than before, because it could now use the fiddle-bow with
both hands like a saw. And Jurgen thought himself very important and often

said to his wife, “Didn’t | always tell you? There’s no idleness in Heaven!”



Now as for the Key to Heaven which the poor
child had lost, it had fallen through the clouds onto
a green meadow. There, it changed into a little
yellow flower which blooms everywhere that good
people live. And whoever sees the flower forgets

for one moment what is weighing on his heart and

dreams of a more beautiful future.

The Greatest Sorrow

There was a mother who did not love her child. And when she had
grown up, the mother summoned her and said, “| am poor and can feed you
no longer. Go out into the wide world and see how you get on.”

But when the girl began to cry heartbreakingly, she felt a little pity for
her and said, “The only thing | can give you to take on the way is a good
precept. Fear Love and flee it, wherever you can, for Love is the greatest
sorrow. | know that well because | once loved your father; he was a
godforsaken man and turned me out of his house. It was a long time ago,
and I've got over it. But the last thing which still reminds me of him —is you.”

With these words, she took the child by the hand and led her out.
Then she went back into her hut and bolted the door.

The girl did not know what to do, and she walked in tears into the
green forest. But because the green forest went on forever, she roamed
around in it for seven days and seven nights, stilling her hunger with black
and red berries and quenching her thirst with the drops of dew which hung

on every leaf in the morning. With night came the howling wolves; but the
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girl clapped her hands and they ran away.

On the eighth day, the wood became very dark, and the girl’s heart
pounded when she heard steps rustling in the dry leaves. But when the
undergrowth parted, a tall man stood before her bearing a long barrel for
collecting resin on his back; for he was a pitch-maker.

The girl was very glad to see a human being again, and looking up at
the man with imploring eyes, she said, “Good pitch-maker, couldn’t you
show me the way that leads out of this dark wood? For I’'m very afraid that
I'll meet Love here or some other evil.”

“‘Love?” asked the pitch-maker; “What is Love?”

“‘Love,” replied the girl, “is the greatest sorrow.”

“I've never seen Love in these woods,” said the pitch-maker. “But
come with me to my hut, I'll protect you there from Love and from every
other evil all your life. For you are a sweet girl, and | like you.”

“You kind man,” said the girl, “l would like to stay with you all my life,
for | have such a happy and good feeling when I'm near you, which | don’t
have anywhere else.”

They kissed each other on the lips and went to his hut. And the girl
became the pitch-maker’s wife.

They were both very happy together, although they had to work hard
and were so poor that they often had nothing to eat for days but the berries
of the forest. “Even difficulties are easily borne together,” they told each
other, “and as long as God does not send us Love, then all is well.”

After some time had passed by, they had a little boy, and they called

him Painchild, for he was born amidst great pain. They were both
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unutterably delighted with the boy, and the pitch-maker fed him with goat’s
milk, for the mother was sick unto death. But the pitch-maker nursed her
day and night.

Now when she became very weak and her husband began to weep,
because he was convinced that he was going to lose her, she opened her
mouth and said, “Do not weep, my dear! My life by your side has been
happy, for | have never learned what Love is. You will still have our
Painchild when | am dead.”

But she did not die. For he nursed her with such faithful ardour that
she became healthy again.

After another while had passed by, Painchild fell very ill and died.
They buried him in the forest and planted flowers on his grave. When they
had wept a long time, the husband dried his tears and said, “Weep no more,
my faithful wife, for even though Painchild be dead, yet you have me and |
have you. Let us rather thank the dear Lord that He has protected us up to
now from the greatest sorrow, from Love.” Then his wife dried her tears too,
and they flung their arms around each other’s neck and kissed one another
on the lips.

Thus did they live together for many, many more years and were
very happy in their poverty. And whenever some evil befell them, they
looked into each other’s eyes and at once a quiet, peaceful bliss came into
their hearts.

But after they had become old, they felt a great weariness. And one
day they laid themselves down on their leaf-litter, pressed each other’s

hand one last time, and died.



When they had arrived in Heaven up the cloud-steps and they
beheld the dear Lord, they kneeled down and prayed. But Saint Peter came
walking along just then, and when he saw the old couple kneeling before
God, he addressed them with the words: “Good people, what are you doing
here? | really didn’t see you coming in!”

The old pitch-maker replied, “Saint Peter, we only wish to express
our thanks to the dear Lord for our life on Earth, which was far happier than
the lives of many other people. For we never knew the greatest sorrow,
Love.”

“‘Hey, hey!” Saint Peter cried, shocked, “You never knew Love? Why,
in that case you have no right whatsoever to be in Heaven! Just come with
me right now, so | can lead you out before the dear Lord catches sight of
you.”

No sooner had he said this than the dear Lord turned His head and
asked, “Peter, why are you so very shocked?”

“Oh Lord,” said Saint Peter, “there are two children of men here who
have not known Love in their earthly life; | shall turn them out, for they do
not belong in Heaven.”

When the dear Lord heard this, He Himself was shocked in his heart
at such people having come into Heaven. But when He looked over more
closely and recognised the old pitch-maker with his wife, then He gave a
smile that lit the whole of Heaven.

“‘Dear Peter,” He said, “just go to your Heaven’s Gate and leave the
good old people here, for | know their hearts. They shall take their place at

my right side and sing the praises of my glory with the Choir of Angels.”
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Riibezahl
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There was a boy by the name of Friedel and a girl by the name of Trudel.
They were very fond of one another and wanted to become man and wife.
And they were well suited, for they were both herds, he grazing the sheep
and she watching the geese. But when you have no other possession in the
wide world than a threadbare linen-smock and a black piece of rye-bread in
your shepherd’s purse, then you cannot think of marriage just like that.

Nevertheless, they were both always in good spirits and laughed
more than many a King and many a Queen. Indeed, every day seemed to
them to be more delightful than the one before. And it really was too funny
for words when Friedel imitated the bleating of the sheep and the cackling
of the geese, or when he told the comical tale of Little Hare Snippity-
Snappity. Then Trudel clapped her hands and rejoiced like a true child.

It once happened that Trudel was sitting among green clover under a
lime tree, just at the place where the rustling forest of the Giant Mountains
comes to an end and the meadows and fields begin. Nearby, the geese
grazed in harmony with the sheep, and the little bells of the flock rang clear
and sweet through the morning air.

Friedel was lying down on his back, his head in Trudel’s lap, and
looked now into her blue eyes, now into the sky through the spring-yellowed
leaves of the lime tree. Trudel was singing a pretty song, which began as
follows:

A girl arose at break of day
And to the meadow made her way
And there she found her heart’s true joy,

He was a simple shepherd'’s boy...
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Now whether it be that the song awoke clever thoughts in Friedel’s
mind, or an inspiration came down to him from the snow-covered peak,
which he had just squinted over to and which rose glittering over the hilly
green: he suddenly sprang up, clapped his hands and cried, “Trudel, I've
had an idea.”

“What?”

“We should get married soon.”

“That would be fine by me — but how?”

“‘Rubezahl will have to help.”

“How will you call him?”

“He lives there, where the forest is thickest.”

“But if he doesn’t want to?”

“‘He’s good to the poor.”

‘Do you dare to, Friedel?”

“He’s never bitten anyone’s head off yet.”

“‘Butisn’tit a sin?”

“Oh nonsense, many a man has become rich through Rubezahl
without taking harm to his soul.”

“Brrr, Friedel, I'm afraid.”

“Then stay here with the sheep and geese and wait till | come back,
for I'm setting out directly.”

“No, for God’s sake, Friedel, | won't let you go alone; rather take me
with you. I'll be real brave when he suddenly appears, glaring at us with his
fiery eyes. — But must it really be right now?”

“Trudel, he who has begun, has half done.”
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They left the flocks to look after themselves and walked into the
pathless forest. There was an old beech stand: thick, light-grey trunks with
bluish shadows on them, and distended fresh foliage, golden-yellow or
darker according as the sun moved behind it; black earth emitting an odour
of mould, felted over with a reddish covering of tender-stalked moss;
sometimes a rock, a chanterelle mushroom, then a tree-stump overgrown
with large, poisonous mushrooms; a blackthorn here, blooming ground-ivy
there.

Now the thicket came to an end. A meadow lay before them with tall
grass and hemlock; lily-white butterflies fluttered over it and away.

The two of them walked hand in hand over the glade, their feet
sinking into the moist marshy ground and the bright sunlight almost dazzling
them. On the other side, they entered the dark forest again, which became
ever more still and silent. No bird sang, no bee buzzed, no leaf stirred; the
only sound was the beating of Trudel’s heart. Soon the light became dim,
almost as if it were evening. The trunks moved closer and closer together; it
became well-nigh impossible to advance, and every moment one or the
other of them had a cobweb hanging from their face. Blackish-green fir
trees veiled the sky with their proud heads; a rustling arose and swelled in
the tree-tops.

“I can smell something,” said Trudel, who was happy to have found
occasion to talk; “there must be a charcoal-burner nearby.” All at once she
took heart and lustily cut a path through the tangles, following her snuffling
little nose all the time.

They came to another glade. Recently-felled fir trees lay around,
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stretching their branches to the sky. At a smouldering charcoal-pile, which
smoked tremendously, there stood a charcoal-burner with a ginger beard,
leaning on his straight-edge.

Friedel made a leg as handsomely as he could and said, “Could you
perhaps tell us, for the sake of Our Lord Jesus Christ, where in these parts
RUbezahl lives?”

‘Rubezahl?” asked the charcoal-burner with a grim smile;
“‘Rubezahl?” — Then murmuring into his red beard, “Just wait, I'll RUbezahl
you!” — And finally, with affable congeniality: “What do you want from
Rubezahl, my good people?”

“We would like to...” said Friedel.

“‘Be man and wife,” said Trudel.

“And request Rubezahl ...” said Friedel.

“For a small dowry,” said Trudel.

“Then you're on the right path,” nodded the charcoal-burner; “for the
Lord of the Mountains rules over the race of gnomes, and what treasures lie
in the cool ground! Gold and precious stones enough — just see how it
glitters and gleams.”

And he pointed to the ground, which suddenly became as
transparent as glass, and they both saw broad veins of gold and silver
interstratified in the dark stone. Diamonds and rubies lay around like
pebbles — and everything glittered and glistened so, that Friedel and Trudel
had to hold their hand before their eyes.

When they had recovered from their astonishment, they quickly fell

to their knees, for they realised that the charcoal-burner was none other
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than Rubezahl himself.

“Oh, help us to find happiness, Lord Rubezahl!” cried Friedel, who
did not know that nothing can vex the mountain-spirit more than calling him
Rubezahl; for this name reminds him of that one occasion when he was
taken in good and proper.

The mountain-spirit smiled in a strange fashion and said, “Stand up,
for | already knew about your request. And it shall be granted. Look at the
castle over there — | shall give you that, and sufficient money and land with
it, for you to live like Prince and Princess.”

He reached out his hand, and the trees of the forest moved apart,
forming a wide avenue which led directly up to a proud, magnificent
building. Colourful streamers fluttered from the gables, an iridescent
peacock sat on a terrace surrounded by exotic plants in bloom, and a
servant led two splendid mounts up and down by the high fountain in front
of the castle.

Friedel and Trudel did not weary of looking and gaping.

“All of that is yours,” said Rubezahl; “come back to me at the same
hour tomorrow, and the wedding-feast will be prepared in the Great Hall.”

No sooner had he said this than everything was gone — the castle,
the peacock, the horses, the avenue, and the charcoal-burner with his pile.

Friedel and Trudel took each other by the hand and stumbled back
through the forest as quickly as they could. But they had not advanced fifty
paces when they heard the flock-bells tinkling and soon found themselves
standing, to their utmost astonishment, on the meadow whence they had

departed.
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They sat down under the large lime-tree and Trudel said, “Oh
Friedel, how cruel this Ribezahl is! Why has he put us off from moving into
a life of splendour and being able to marry, until tomorrow!”

“Yes, Trudel, you're right,” said Friedel, “it's a bitter pill, having to wait
so terribly long.”

“Friedel,” Trudel began again after a while, “if only tomorrow would
come! Tell me the lovely story of Little Hare Snippity-Snappity, so the time
will pass more quickly.”

“Okay,” said Friedel, and he began: “Once upon a time there was a
hare, who was called Snippity-Snappity...” But he got no further, rather
interrupting himself straight away, “Those splendid horses will be ours too,
Trudel.” Then he leapt up to look at the sun. “It’s still dreadfully high in the
heavens,” he said with a yawn.

Now Trudel began to count out loud. “When | reach a hundred,” she
cried, “another hour is up; then a hundred two more times, and the sun
goes down.” But she was done with the hundred far sooner than she would
have thought possible, and it seemed that the sun was never going to set.

“Oh, we're truly unfortunate!” said Trudel, bursting into tears.

After she had had a good cry, she fell asleep, and Friedel slept by
her side. When they both woke up, the sun had just begun to go down.
They rose and drove their flocks home. All that night they could not sleep a
wink.

The animals were driven to pasture earlier than usual on the next
morning, and the appointed hour was awaited with ardent longing. At last it

was time to start walking through the forest, and Trudel’s heart beat with
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joyful expectation, as it had beat with fear the day before.

They had been walking in the forest no time at all when a peasant
came towards them in the costume customary to that land; but when they
looked at him more closely, they recognized him to be Ribezahl from his
red beard.

“Good day, Lovers!” he began, coming to a halt before them, “I
suppose you're coming to move into your castle? Now, you must forgive me
— it melted away overnight, for it was a castle in the air. — But don’t be angry
with me about that, and make do with a well-appointed farm — twenty head
of sleek cows in the stable, and two pair farm-horses into the bargain, and
the real McCoy at that. Come along with me now, and I'll take you there.”

He turned around and strode forward. The two of them followed after,
nudging each other with blissful faces; for a farm was almost as much to
their liking as a castle.

Suddenly, Rubezahl stopped still, looked thoughtful and said, “Upon
my soul! It's just occurred to me that the joiner hasn’t delivered the beds for
your bedroom yet. Everything else is done and dusted — but the beds, yes,
the beds... And you must have beds, mustn’t you, when you want to hold
your wedding. Isn’t that so?”

They both looked at each other, dumbfounded, and nodded their
heads regretfully. “Perhaps we could make do with a bed of hay for the time
being?” Trudel shyly suggested.

“The very idea!” Redbeard exclaimed. “And get yourselves a
headache from the strong smell of hay? No, no, that won’t do, and you

shan’t say the Lord of the Mountains gave you a house with no beds in it.

17



So the best thing is probably for you to come back a week tomorrow; the
joiner will have finished making the beds by then. So until we meet again, in
eight days!” And with these words, he swung off to the side and quickly
disappeared in the thicket.

The eight days did drag on a little, but they did not seem as
endlessly long as the single day had done. And whenever one of the two
was on the verge of losing their patience, the other would comfort them,
saying: “Hey, just think, a farm with twenty sleek cows in the stable; I'd say
it's worth our while to wait a few days for that!”

When the eight days had passed, Friedel and Trudel set out to seek
Lord Rubezahl and have him show them their farm. After they had
wandered around in the forest for a long time without encountering the
mountain-spirit, Friedel raised his voice and cried, “Rubezahl, Rubezahl!”

“‘Rubezahl!” rang out very loud and close behind them, and when
they both turned round, startled, a tremendous racket suddenly broke out
on the other side, and a colossal boulder, which might have broken loose
from a height, rolled down the slope, barely giving Friedel time to jump to
the side and pull back Trudel, who was slower to react. But in the moment
that the boulder travelled past them, it changed in a marvellous manner,
and Rubezahl was standing there with his long, ginger beard and dressed
in green from top to toe.

“What do you want?” he snapped, surly anger creasing his brow.

Friedel was so shocked that he dropped his cap, which he had
respectfully taken off his head. “The farm...” he stammered, “which you

promised to give us... twenty cows in the stable...”
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The angry expression on Rubezahl’s face turned to astonishment.
“My good people,” he cried out, “I've never seen you all my born days, and
you say I've promised you something?”

“Yes, indeed,” Trudel answered defiantly, “you promised us twenty
sleek cows in a stable, and if you don’t give us that, then — I'll say it straight
out — you’ve broken your word.”

“Well, well,” said Rubezahl, “I would truly be sorry if | did; but | really
cannot recollect ever having seen you before, and | don’t own any farms. —
Whatever can | do about this? ... And something must be done for you...
Wait, | have it! I'll have a cottage built by the wide road that runs through my
dominion — there shall be a little cabbage-garden with it. You may live there
and you can earn your livelihood by breaking stones in summer and
shovelling snow in winter. The cottage will be ready by the solstice; come
back then and start with the stone-breaking straight away. Are you content
with that? Yes? Well then, until we meet again, at the solstice!”

But there were still two months and a bit more to go until the solstice.

Friedel and Trudel passed through this long period of time with
wonderful composure and patience. Each one of them took particular care
not to show the other any signs of disgruntlement; for they both needed all
their strength for this new test, they clearly felt. Each one appeared
cheerful, spirited, and hopeful for the other’s sake.

So a peaceful content had, in the end, really entered their hearts,
and while they looked ahead to the future with certainty and clarity, they
knew how to satisfy themselves with a present that was ordinary,

admittedly, but not by any means joyless. — They greatly looked forward to
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their cottage; the hard occupation of stone-breaking, and the meagre life
they had to expect to lead on their slight subsistence, appeared to them in
the rosiest light, for this made a mutual self-sacrifice possible, and true love
blooms all the more beautifully, the more self-denial it demands. — “What a
stroke of luck,” they said to each other, “that nothing came of the splendid
castle and the farm; the luxurious living would have been unbearable.”

On the day of the solstice, they walked hand in hand over the sunny
field and resplendent meadows, and into the rustling forest. After they had
wandered around for a long time in vain, Friedel clapped his hands to his
mouth and cried, “Rubezahl, Rubezahl!”

But no answer came. All remained as silent as before. “Rubezahl,
Rubezahl!” he cried again... All remained silent, as silent as the grave.

They both began to feel uneasy; pressing against each other for
warmth, they turned around to come back out of the forest. After they had
kept on walking an hour or more, they noticed that they had lost the right
direction. Friedel climbed up a tall tree to look at the sun. When he looked
around him, he was shocked to the core of his being; for all around, as far
as his eyes could see, there was nothing but forest and forest. The sun was
already setting.

They now thought to have rediscovered the right direction and
followed their path as quickly as the undergrowth allowed. For several more
hours they walked on, but the forest became ever thicker and more
untraversable, and twilight descended. — Friedel sat down on a stone,

exhausted, and Trudel sat down on his lap and wept.
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It grew darker and darker. The flickering stars were in the sky, but
only rarely did one shine through the leaves.

Then a light swayed through the forest as from the lantern of a
solitary wanderer. A man came walking towards them, heavily laden with a
dark object; in his hand he carried a dark lantern.

He cast a bright gleam of light on the two and stopped still. Then he
raised the load off his shoulder and threw it crashing to the ground. To their
horror, Friedel and Trudel saw it to be a black coffin.

“‘Dear people,” said Rubezahl — for it was none other — “I pity you
very much, but | cannot give you the promised cottage. For you, Friedel, are
destined to die tomorrow, and | am as powerless against Fate as you are.
So | have brought you a house which is now of more use to you than a
proud castle, a farm, or a cottage.”

While saying this, he gave the coffin a kick that made the lid fly open.
Then he turned around and walked slowly, as he had come, away through
the forest.

Friedel and Trudel stood petrified, following the light of the lantern
with their eyes until it had disappeared entirely.

Then Trudel burst out into violent sobs. “Horrible, horrible,” she cried,
“cruel Fate, cruel Rubezahl!”

Friedel stood there, silent and tearless. “Don’t be unjust, Trudel!” he
said calmly. “How many people are taken unawares by Death before they
have eased their soul, coming to a god-forsaken end? I, however, have time
to go to the priest tonight and confess my sins to him — To whom else do |

owe this other than the good Lord Rubezahl, who has foretold me my last
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hour? Also, I’'m a poor beggar and my burial would have been burdensome
on the community. — Isn’t it rather charity and kindness on the part of
Rubezahl, to provide the coffin for it?”

“O Friedel, O Friedel,” the girl sobbed, throwing her arms round his
neck. “I can’t live without you, | can’t live! My heart will break, | know.”

“This house is big enough for both of us,” Friedel said happily, while
he felt around the inside of the coffin.

Trudel dried her tears. She too had become, all of a sudden, so
calm, light-hearted, and cheerful. She knelt down and took the size of the
coffin with her hand.

“Big enough for both,” she whispered to herself, as if confiding a
wonderfully sweet secret to the night, “big enough for you and for me... for
Friedel and for Trudel... Rest will be soft on your breast, my love... life will
be snug in our narrow, black little house.”

Then she bent over to him and clung to his neck. “O Friedel, my
Friedel, how happy | am! At last, at last | shall be yours, yours forever... for |
am a bride, Friedel... Priest Death blesses the everlasting bond... the black
bridal chamber is ready...”

Friedel kissed her fervently on the lips then stood up and raised her
to him. “Delightful bride, my gentle wife,” he cried, warmly wrapping her in
his arms, “let us be joyful, for however much life may have deceived and
tantalised us — this house, which we now really possess, won’t be stolen
from us by anyone.”

And they looked into each other’s eyes with rapture and felt that

every sorrow they had experienced in their lives was now made good.
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“‘Now let us go home,” Friedel said at length, and heaving the heavy
coffin onto his shoulder, he walked slowly forwards. Trudel followed after,
calm, almost joyful.

They came to a dark ravine, where the rushing of a torrential brook
thundered up from the depths. They walked along the rocky precipice until
they came to a narrow footbridge which crossed the ravine. Friedel stepped
out with his burden onto the shaky boards; but when he reached the middle,
he turned round and admonished, “Trudel, wait till I'm on the other side, for
the footbridge is weak and won’t bear both our weights!”

However, Trudel had already followed his footsteps — the footbridge
collapsed and the hapless couple plunged down into the black depths.

When they awoke, they heard wonderful sounds in the air, the like of
which they never had heard before. And it seemed to them that they were
floating in white, billowing garments over an immeasurable meadow, where
thousands upon thousands of sky-blue bellflowers were blooming. And all
the bellflowers were ringing, sending marvellous music through the

spheres...

Dizzy-Dim and Eyes’-Delight
You certainly won't believe it, but what | tell you really is true: The
forest mill worked itself, the grain heaped itself up without anyone having to
bring it, the millstone turned busily round and round and never wore itself
out, the bran sifted itself neatly to one side, and the lovely snow-white flour

ran out like a joyful fountain and filled a capacious bushelful. The people
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who came over from the village scooped some of this into their receptacles,
paid Miller Dizzy-Dim its value, and carried it home.

Now you would like, no doubt, to learn how it came about that the
mill worked itself and the bread baked itself. For you should know that there
was also an oven, beside the forest-mill, in which the bread baked itself and
a merry fire was always blazing and crackling without anyone needing to lay
on even the least little log. And as beautifully brown as the bread became,
no loaf was ever burned, and when it was baked through and through, it
pushed itself out of the oven with no need of a bread peel.

To top it all, beside the mill and the oven there was a neat little
cottage which always cleaned itself. Three wondrous things together on one
spot, in the heart of a green forest: A mill that works itself, an oven that
bakes by itself, and a cottage that cleans itself! But you want to know by
now how all of this came about? Just be patient, I'll tell you the story!

When the old miller and his wife were still alive, absolutely nothing
happened by itself, and the forest-mill was a quite ordinary mill, the oven a
quite ordinary oven, and the cottage a cottage just like any other. But after
the two of them died, the one sooner after the other, everything came to a
halt and fell ever more and more into disrepair. The large spider with the
lovely cross on its back wove an artful web between the spokes of the mill-
wheel, Mr. Screech-Owl fixed himself a cosy billet in the oven and Mrs.
Screech-Owl laid one egg after the other, while the inside of the cottage, if
you'll pardon my saying so, looked like a pigsty. Not a soul cared about the
boy whom the old miller had left behind, and Farmer Gallhof, who was his

guardian, could get into a really bad mood whenever anyone sitting with
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him, both behind their beerpots, unsuspectingly and quite by chance came
out with the question: “Well, Gallhof, how’s your ward doing, the boy at the
forest-mill?”

“Fire and faggots, what do | care about the brat? Never was a
particular friend of the old miller; what was he thinking about, lumbering me
with his boy? It was a sheer prank he wanted to play on me! ‘Just wait,
Farmer Gallhof, I'll land you in it,” he thought to himself. Of course, he was
always a bit ahead of himself, the old miller! The pear-tree would have to
bear apples for his sake, he believed. But he mistook his man! I've children
enough of my own in the house, who cost me a mint — that’s just what |
need, I’'m sure, a vagrant scamp like that at my bowl!”

So the poor forest mill boy grew up like the beasts in the wood and
was healthy and happy all the while. He spent the livelong day wandering
around alone in the green thicket, listening to the songs of the birds and
collecting berries when he was hungry; and he went to sleep in his sty when
night came down.

One day, he fell asleep out in the forest. When he woke up, the sun
was just rising. There was a monotonous and mysterious rustling in the tops
of the fir-trees, glittering dewdrops hung on the large, nodding ferns which
bowed over his head and on the leaves of ground-ivy, and a golden sunny
mist filled the air. The boy raised his head and looked around. And he
caught sight of a hunchbacked little man with a grey beard, sitting on a
large toadstool, who was wearing a scarlet coat that reached down to the
ground and resting his wrinkled face in his little child’s hand, while his clever

eyes squinted steadfastly and thoughtfully over to the boy’s feet. When the
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latter sprang up, the dwarf started with shock, quickly climbed down from
his mushroom and spoke, once he had made a deep little bow, in a timid
voice: “Dear boy from the Forest Mill, do a good work and give me your
shoes!”

The boy did not know that the Dark Elves have no feet with human
form but rather waddling goose feet, which they are ashamed of and they
strive to conceal. So he was surprised at the dwarf’s strange request, and
when he looked at his old, torn shoes, he had to laugh out loud at their
having become such a desirable thing. But because he had a good heart
and felt sorry for the little old man, who made a most pitiful face, he quickly
took off his shoes, held them out and said, “Here, take them, dear little
dwarf; | can run barefoot!”

The elf hastily grabbed them and beheld the ardently desired gift with
wide-open eyes, as if he could not yet rightly believe that he really did
possess a pair of shoes. Then he quickly slipped his feet in and shuffled up
and down on the grass — rejoicing, laughing, and clapping his hands like a
child. “Many thanks, dear boy,” he cried, many thanks, you angelic boy! |
won'’t forget this!”

And while continually lifting his red cloak and admiring now the right
foot, now the left, he went on to speak as follows: “| cannot give you money
or goods, for | am not one of those elves who mine and guard underground
treasures. But | do brew the mysterious saps which slumber in plants, and
the powers of this forest are subject to me. So | shall make the forest mill
work itself, your oven bake by itself, and your cottage clean itself. That is

the best thing for a parentless boy like you and worth more than gold or
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precious stones.”

The boy thanked him and began quickly running home to see if
everything really was as the dwarf had said. But the latter called him back
once more and said, “There’s one thing | forgot! There is a flower called
Eyes’-Delight, it looks at you with clear blue eyes. Beware of it, or the magic
will disappear, the mill oven and cottage will be able to do as they please,
and your good fortune will be over. Even with the best will in the world, |
won'’t be able to help you then.”

Having spoken thus, the hunchbacked little man suddenly
disappeared; he must have wrapped himself in his Cloak of Invisibility.

When the boy arrived home, he really did find everything to be just
as the elf had promised: the mill was clacking merrily, a red fire was flaming
and crackling in the oven, and the cottage was as spotless and shining as
in the days when the old miller’s wife used to clean it. And the whole
establishment ran itself so, year in, year out. The boy grew up and became
a youth; but he did not forget his benefactor, and on St. Giles’s Day' every
year, when the big fair was held in the village, he bought a handsome pair
of shoes, such a one as might fit a ten-year-old child, carried them out into
the forest in the evening and placed them on the spot where the dwarf had
sat that time. And by daybreak, they had duly disappeared every time.

As there was little needing to be done at the mill, he loved to roam
around in the forest as he had formerly, to listen to the green woodpecker

hammering, to peep at the wren in its nest, and to hearken to the

1 September 1. St. Giles (¢.605 - ¢.710), patron saint of beggars and the disabled.
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murmuring in the tops of the fir-trees. The language of the finches and the
blackbirds, he understood like nobody’s business. But with the people who
came from the village to buy flour and bread, he had nothing to say, and
they grew cross at this and called him Dizzy-Dim.

One day, Dizzy-Dim was sitting on a mossy rock by the stream and
listening to the clacking of the mill. Then a wondrously pretty girl came
along through the forest, singing in a clear voice and bending down here
and there to pick flowers. She was wearing a wretchedly faded dress and
went barefoot — It's a good thing it wasn’t winter!

“Is that the mill?” she asked, sitting down opposite him on a tree
stump.

“‘Don’t you hear it clacking?” Dizzy-Dim asked; and then, in a friendly
tone, “Are you here for flour?”

“For bread,” she replied, making a face like children do in the sulks.

“Why are you so angry about it?”

“Well, the bread'’s very heavy,” the girl whined, “and on the road to
the village the sun beats down like you wouldn’t believe — here, in this cool
forest... If | hadn’t promised my stepmother...”

‘Indeed? — You’ve a stepmother?” said Dizzy-Dim. “And why haven’t
you come to the mill before?”

“She won't let me out,” the pretty lass explained. “Only today,
because the way was too hot for the others! — There are eight of us
children, and | am the eldest, so there’s plenty to do in the house... Oh,
she’s really harsh!”

“Indeed —7? Is she harsh!” Dizzy-Dim cried sympathetically.
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Then the girl related how stepmother often scolded and said she
would never amount to anything and she would always remain a hoyden.
And stepmother was absolutely right, because sitting silent in the chamber
was not her cup of tea and she preferred to run out into the green wood, for
there was nothing more beautiful than the forest. And she absolutely did not
believe what stepmother said time and time again, that only work makes
you truly happy; for the little birds in the branches didn’t work, and that was
precisely why they were so happy and sang so beautifully.

All of this came gushing out like a stream, and Dizzy-Dim would
readily have listened the whole day long. But when she fell silent and
looked at him with her bright blue eyes, his heart began to beat loudly and
he thought, “Here’s a wife for you, this one or no-one! ... What's your
name?” he asked.

“People call me Eyes’-Delight,” she replied; “but give me the bread
now, for the sun’s high in the sky and the way will get hotter and hotter!”

Eyes’-Delight! That was the name which the elf had said that time.
But what did he care about the dwarf now! ... “Eyes’-Delight,” he cried
rapturously, “what a splendid name! ... But you want your bread! You shall
see some merry magic, Eyes’-Delight! Just go to the oven, hold your apron
out and say:

Black bread and white roll,
Come out of your hole!

All that’s soft and crumbly
Stay warm in your house,

But what’s brown and crusty
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Make your way straight out!

Once you have said this little verse, all the bread which has baked
through will instantly leap into your lap, and you may choose whatever you
wish.”

Eyes’-Delight was greatly surprised and quickly ran to the oven. But
she forgot the little verse even on the way, and now she stood there, held
up her apron, and said:

“Black bread and white roll,
Leap out!”

She knew nothing further and came to a dead halt.

The bread began to laugh, and not moving itself from the spot, it
said:

“If you can’t speak the magic charm,
I'll have to stay right where | am.”

And Eyes’-Delight began to cry bitterly, and running back, she told
him what had happened to her. But she was so beautiful when she wept
that Dizzy-Dim took her in her arms and exclaimed: “Don’t weep, my Eyes’-
Delight, don’t weep, good girl! We’'ll get the nasty bread out alright, and then
... Eyes’-Delight, you must become my wife ... will you?”

“If you like me,” she said through her ears and laughed.

“Of course | like you, you little silly, and we belong together!” And he
told her about his mill, which worked itself, about his oven, which baked by
itself, about his cottage, which cleaned itself, and that she would have
nothing to do the livelong day but happily roam around in the green wood.

And she threw her arms round him in delight and cried, “How splendid it will
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be by your side! How | look forward to the forest!” Then she burst out into a
merry laugh and clapped her hands, “But if you’re my fiancé now, you’ll
have to carry my bread to the village, for that becomes a bridegroom!”

However, Dizzy-Dim had not the least desire to do this, and to divert
her mind to other things he asked if she did not want to see the mill and the
oven, as well as the cottage where she was going to live as the miller’s
wife. And he took her to the mill first and showed her everything happening
by itself, how the corn rose up in heaps by itself without being brought by
anyone; how the millstone turned busily round and round but never wore
itself out, and the bran neatly sifted itself to one side, and the lovely, snow-
white flour poured out similar to a merry fountain. But while Eyes’-Delight
was utterly lost for words and could only clap her hands time after time, the
old mill suddenly turned up its mouth, from which the flour ran out, and said:
“Dizzy-Dim, Miller Dizzy-Dim, if you take a wife, | won’t work by myself
anymore, I’'m telling you right now.”

“Mill, dear mill,” Dizzy-Dim cried in alarm, “oh, whyever not?”

“Up to now, | have meant everything to you,” the mill replied, “and it
was always, ‘Dear mill this’ and ‘Dear mill that’; and so | did much for your
sake. But if you marry Eyes’-Delight, you won’t give me another glance, and
it'll be the end of our friendship!”

This made Dizzy-Dim and Eyes’-Delight very sad, and they said:
“What shall we live on and feed ourselves on if the mill won’t grind
anymore?” All of a sudden it occurred to him: “Hey, of course, the oven’s
still there!” And they walked on and came to the oven. After he had showed

her the fire busily blazing and crackling without even the least little log being
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laid on, and the bread baking itself beautifully brown on every side, yet with
no loaf ever being burnt, he said: “Now you may choose your bread!”
Standing in front of the oven, he spoke:

Black bread and white roll,

Come out of your hole!

All that’s soft and crumbly

Stay warm in your house,

But what’s brown and crusty

Make your way straight out!

Then the loaves and rolls leapt out of the oven like there was no
tomorrow, all into the apron which Eyes’-Delight held out to them. He chose
the finest and gave it to her. The two of them were just about to continue on
their way when the oven opened its mouth and said: “Dizzy-Dim, Miller
Dizzy-Dim, if you take a wife, | won'’t bake by myself anymore, I'm telling
you right now!”

“Oven, dear oven,” Dizzy-Dim cried in alarm, “oh, whyever not?”

“Up to now, | have meant everything to you,” the oven replied, “and it
was always, ‘Dear oven this’ and ‘Dear oven that’; and so | did much for
your sake. But if you marry Eyes’-Delight, you won’t give me another
glance, and it'll be the end of our friendship!”

This made Dizzy-Dim and Eyes’-Delight very sad, and they said:
“What shall we live on and feed ourselves on if the oven won’t bake
anymore?” All of a sudden, Dizzy-Dim said, “What does it matter? We still
have at least a cottage which cleans itself, and which we can live in!”

But no sooner had they left the oven than the cottage called to them:

32



“Dizzy-Dim, Miller Dizzy-Dim, if you take a wife, | won’t clean myself
anymore, I'm telling you right now!”

“Cottage, dear cottage,” Dizzy-Dim asked in alarm, “oh, whyever
not?”

“What would the housewife be there for, if | were to clean myself?”
the cottage replied sulkily.

This made Dizzy-Dim and Eyes’-Delight begin to cry, and they said,
“Then we’ll be very unhappy and have to live out in the forest and die of
hunger.” And they did not know what to do because they had grown so dear
to each other that they never wanted to part. All of a sudden it occurred to
them: “Why, if we ourselves work and put out backs into it, we certainly
don’t need to starve, and the cottage — we can clean it ourselves, can’t we!”

This thought made them so happy that they embraced one another
in uncontrollable joy. Then Eyes’-Delight freed herself and said, looking at
the sun, “Oh! Stepmother will scold me, for mealtime is long over!” And she
made to leave.

“Wait,” cried Dizzy-Dim, “I'll go with you to carry your bread!”

“What ideas you have!” replied Eyes’-Delight, “| can take care of that
myself, | should think!”

“But on your way here, the sun beat down like you wouldn’t believe
in the cool forest!”

“Look, it's shaded now, for the sun is hidden behind a cloud! And the
bread isn’t heavy.”

And when he tried to take her load from her nonetheless, she gave

him the slip, ran hurriedly away, and did not turn round until at a safe
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distance, laughing and waving her hand. Dizzy-Dim stood looking after her,
lost in thought.

“So that is Eyes’-Delight,” he said to himself, “Eyes’-Delight, the
flower with the bright blue eyes whom the Dark EIf warned me about ... And
my happiness will be over if | don’t leave her? Extraordinary dwarf! My
happiness won’t begin until she’s mine!” ... So thought Dizzy-Dim, and he
loved Eyes’-Delight more dearly with every day that passed. And he had a
snow-white bridal dress made for her and led her to the altar even before
the solstice ...

Now when the two of them had become the miller and the miller’s
wife and were looking as happily as could be out of the window, and
feasting their eyes on the green forest, on the first morning after their
wedding-day, then Dizzy-Dim spoke out: “I don’t know what I’'m hearing, but
| feel that I'm hearing something strange.”

“Dizzy-Dim, there must be a ringing in your ears,” replied Eyes’-
Delight, “for it's dead quiet; all | can hear is a finch singing here and there.”

“No, no, it's something else that I’'m hearing,” he maintained, rubbing
his ear until it was red all over. But suddenly he gave a great start: “There’s
no clacking anymore, the mill has stopped!” Then he ran out of the door and
all Eyes’-Delight could do was to run after him.

The millwheel, instead of moving, was standing as still as if it were
riveted fast. “Wait,” cried Dizzy-Dim, “I'll teach you to stand still!” And saying
this, he went and opened the big sluice and let the full force of the water
rush down from above. But the wheel did not move, and Dizzy-Dim realised

that the stream was much too weak and small to turn that mighty weight
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round and round.

“‘Now, just you watch, Eyes’-Delight,” he said to his wife, “just you
watch how the mill will come to heel!” And he ran back into the house.

“What are you going to do, my love, what is your intention?” Eyes’-
Delight asked timidly, running along behind him like a little dog behind its
master. But he did not hear her at all, so eagerly absorbed was he in
rummaging around and searching among the old tools. At length he found
them: A rusty shovel and an old mattock with a wobbly handle. He hoisted
both onto his shoulders and ran out.

“Where are you going now?” Eyes’-Delight tearfully asked.

“Up into the mountain wood to catch the springs so they strengthen
my brook. Farewell, sweet wife!” A kiss — and he was gone.

“When will you come to eat?” she cried after him, but he heard her
no longer. Then Eyes’-Delight went into the kitchen and began to cook.

When midday came and Dizzy-Dim had not returned, she put the
bowls containing the dishes in a basket and set out to find him. And she
climbed up the steep path with the heavy basket under the rays of the
midday sun, which shone through the thin crowns of the larch trees; and
every so often she would have liked to sigh or rest, but every time she said
to herself: “Shame on you, Eyes’-Delight; surely you can bear this little bit of
hardship for his sake!”

Now when she found him and he clasped her in his arms — that was
a delight!

They sat down together in the shade and ate and drank, and were

very happy. Never before had a meal tasted so exquisite to their lips. Once
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everything had been consumed to the last little crumb, Dizzy-Dim went back
to work while Eyes’-Delight picked up her basket and headed for home.

But how astonished and shocked she was when she stepped into the
hallway — for she noticed that the floor had a thick covering of dust and dirt.
Everything seemed to have saved itself up over the course of years jus for
this day. “Wait, I'll fix you!” cried Eyes’-Delight, and she brought a large
water tub, kneeled down on the floor, and began to sweep, to wash, to
scrub and to brush... And that was how Dizzy-Dim found her when he came
home in the evening. “Stop working now,” he said, “you’ll be tired too.
There’s a time for everything, for toil and for rest!” And they both called it a
day, looked out the window while pleasantly chatting, and said: “Oh, how
beautiful life is and the world is, when two people love each other as much
as we do!”

On the next day, they went back to work, and so on, day by day, until
a year had passed. Then they had a little boy, to their great delight. When
he was to be baptised, they discussed together whom they should ask to
stand godfather, and they hit upon rich Farmer Gallhof. “He’ll definitely do it
for my sake,” said Dizzy-Dim, “for I'm his ward.”

And Farmer Gallhof really did agree and smiled smugly. “I'm not
missing out on a baptismal feast!” he thought to himself. He brought his little
grandson a copper batz, and not until the baptism was over did the most
important part for him begin, when the steaming bowls were served up.

“This fatty rib-joint will tickle your taste buds, Godfather,” said Dizzy-
Dim as he laid it on his plate.

“It’'s really too big,” said Farmer Gallhof, and he greedily got stuck in.
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But no sooner had he begun to tackle it than it mysteriously disappeared
from his plate. The astonished farmer looked around to see if anyone was
standing behind him, but he could see nothing.

“It was all bones, dear Dizzy-Dim,” he grumbled biliously, reached for
a new piece. However, this disappeared in the same manner before Farmer
Gallhof had taken a proper bite. “The dishes are bewitched,” he thought,
and he raised his full glass to his mouth to drink in courage. But no sooner
had his lips touched a drop than the glass was empty, and at the same time
a quiet snickering became so audible that Dizzy-Dim now looked around
the room in amazement.

Farmer Gallhof’s spine tingled and his hair stood on end. He leapt up
into the air, overturning the chair on which he had been sitting, and cried in
a shaky voice: “God bless you for the food and drink, dear Dizzy-Dim! I’'m
full and will take myself off home now!”

“Oh? Why are you setting off so soon, Godfather?” Dizzy-Dim asked
in surprise.

“My roan cow is sick,” stammered Farmer Gallhof, “so there has to
be someone near it all the time.” He took his leave with an empty stomach
and trotted homewards, cursing. - -

After the birth of the boy, Dizzy-Dim had to work far harder than ever,
for the little one had to have little shirts and little frocks and stockings. So
working like a Trojan was the order of the day: now the mill had to be
checked, now an eye kept on the bread so it did not burn, now wood had to
be felled up in the forest, for the fire in the oven had of course stopped

burning by itself, and if nobody put plenty more on, it would go out. He also
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had to buy corn now for a mint of money and bring it to the mill on his
donkey like every other miller, and yet he could not sell the flour more
expensively than before, or nobody would have bought from him any longer.
Believe my word, all of this caused more difficulties and demanded more
intelligence than people would think, and Dizzy-Dim held his own. He now
knew how to talk with people as well as anyone, and he had long ceased to
deserve the name, “Dizzy-Dim.” But that’'s how people are: Once something
has a name, it keeps it.

When they had another baby, nobody wanted to stand godfather to it,
for Farmer Gallhof had told the ghost story all over the village, and
everybody thought: “Who wants to spend money on a present for a godchild
when you can't fill your stomach at the baptismal feast!” So Dizzy-Dim said
to Eyes’-Delight, “If none of the people want to stand godfather, then I'll go
out into the forest and ask my benefactor, the good dwarf, to be godfather.
He’s sure not to refuse.”

When he came to the spot where he had seen him the first time, the
dark-elf was already there, and Dizzy-Dim was glad of this, for he would not
have known how to call for him. “Welcome, welcome!” said the dwarf, who
still looked exactly the same as many years before, except that he wore
fine-looking new shoes on his feet — the very ones that Dizzy-Dim had laid
down in the forest last time. “You want to ask me to be godfather, dear
Dizzy-Dim, and I'll happily come, for you lay out a fine spread, as | know
from before. Yes, yes, you’re surprised, but it’s like this: At the last baptism,
| ate with you and drank, wrapped in my Cloak of Invisibility. Uninvited,

admittedly, and not exactly for Gallhof’s edification. But it went down a
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treat!” And he gleefully rubbed his little hands together and craftily squinted
his merry little eyes. — Dizzy-Dim now understood the whole story and he
laughed heartily at the prank which the dwarf had played on miserly Farmer
Gallhof:.

And the elf really did come to the baptism, bringing his little godson a
golden breeding-dollar,? and then indulging himself in the feast. Admittedly
a little embarrassed at first, he made small, timid gestures and clumsily
poured a glass of wine over the tablecloth. But he soon became more
confident and spread himself out in his child’s chair and ate like a horse and
drank like a fish. Dizzy-Dim heartily tucked in as well; but Eyes’-Delight,
who was still weak and pale, sat with them and could not get a bite down
when she looked at the strange godfather.

lin the middle of the meal, the sound of crying began in the bedroom
and Eyes’-Delight quickly ran to it.

“You see, Dizzy-Dim,” said the dwarf, wiping his mouth, clasping his
little hand round the glass with some effort and taking a mighty swig, “you
see, Dizzy-Dim, this is what you have now: children’s squealing, trouble and
trials and cares. And you were sitting so comfortably, like a pig in muck:
Your mill worked by itself, your oven baked without you needing to bother
yourself with it, and your cottage cleaned by itself. But you had to take
Eyes’-Delight, and it's all gone, you've lost and thrown away your
happiness!”

Dizzy-Dim smiled. “How unbecomingly you speak for a godfather!”

2 A dollar which comes back every time it is spent.
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he said.
Then Eyes’-Delight walked back in, suckling the newborn at her
breast. The eldest child ran to his father and snuggled up against his knee.
The father tenderly lifted the child up onto his lap. “Lost and thrown
away my happiness?” He shook his head ... Then he kissed the boy and

looked blissfully into his pure child’s eyes ...

The Heart of Iron

Once upon a time there was a girl, who was simply called Pretty
Annie because she had cheeks as soft as apple blossoms and a pair of
pigtails whose like had never before been seen.

And there was also the son of a respectable citizen, Barthel the bell-
founder’s boy, who had secretly taken her to his heart and had no other
thoughts than of making her his wife one day, even though she was only the
child of a poor washer-woman. But because he had a leaden tongue and so
found it all the harder to utter a word, the warmer his heart was, then it
happened that he spoke about nothing but the weather with Pretty Annie
while fretting almost to death over whether she was even a little fond of him.
Indeed, he most liked to avoid her when he saw her approaching in the
distance, and was secretly ecstatic simply to have set eyes on her.
Therefore, even the best-informed gossips did not know the situation of
Barthel's heart. And it was known only to a single soul in the little town,
namely to Pretty Annie herself. For a girl always knows when a boy loves
her, however stupidly he may behave.

Barthel was also dear to Pretty Annie’s heart, for they had played
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together, like brother and sister, as children. But she well knew that the
feelings she had for him, she could have felt for many another. And if her
heart pounded more intensely than usual when he was near, it was only
because she feared every moment that he could direct a decisive question
at her; to which she would have had to reply that she did not, it was true,
know what love was, but she thought it to be different from everything she
had hitherto felt for him. — She was one of those girls who are, for a long
time, indifferent to all men, until they suddenly give themselves, more
passionately than other girls, with more trust and less reservation, to the
One, the Chosen One.

Now it happened one day that Master Veit Eisslinger, the town
blacksmith, passed away, and his widow, who wanted to carry the trade on,
called a capable head-journeyman in from the county town to be head of
the smithy and keep the company of journeymen in order.

The head-journeyman was a big, bearded man with a face one could
not imagine showing two kinds of thing: fear and joy. A barber’s assistant,
who knew him from the county town, said that nobody had ever yet seen
him laugh. And anyone who would not believe that the blacksmith had not
learned fear in his life, should only watch him bringing his hammer down on
the glowing iron. At such times, it was just as if he were holding his bitterest
mortal enemy fast with the tongs and smashing his skull. And you were
quick to thank the fourteen Holy Helpers for your being on a tolerably good
footing with him. — This was what the barber’s assistant reported, and his
knees buckled with fright in the telling.

In two or three days, the entire town knew what the barber’s
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assistant had said about the head-journeyman off by heart. The sparrows
sang it on the roofs, and it satisfied people no longer, for they wanted to
learn more about him. That, however, was no easy matter, for
acquaintances he had but few in the town, and friends none at all, while just
as little was to be got out of the man himself as out of the stone statue of
Roland, who stood with drawn sword over the market-fountain. — He was
never to be seen at public entertainments. If he came into the inn under the
big lime-tree in the evening, then he would sit in silence behind his tankard
and seem not to be listening to the others, who discussed this and that with
loud tongues and self-satisfied animation. Then, if they prattled on for ages
about a matter, he would suddenly throw out a few words which fell like a
lightning flash in the darkness. And when everybody turned to him, half-
admiringly, half-furious at a mind which could have the mastery of them if it
only wanted to, but spurned to do so, just as if it considered this to be
beneath its dignity, then there was the head-journeyman sitting in silence
again and looking serenely into space.

But in general, he rarely went to the inn. Usually, he would go up to
his chamber, as soon as the bells had rung for the end of the working day,
bolt the door, and admit nobody. What he did inside, not a soul knew. When
dusk fell, he was often seen, holding a folio before him, walking up to his
low window to catch the last glimpses of the dying daylight. As late as
midnight, an unsteady light habitually flickered in his chamber, which drew
large, shaky shadows on the whitewashed walls, sending shivers down the
nightwatchman’s spine when he looked up to the small, hexagonal leaded

panes.
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He was inviting the Evil One himself to be with him in his room, some
said — But this was certainly a suspicious business, said everyone, for what
need did an honest blacksmith’s journeyman have to read folios?

But that was nothing to the gossip in the town when people started to
share the news that the head-journeyman was going out with Pretty Annie.

“If | were old Burgerin,” said the gingerbread baker’s wife — old
Burgerin was Pretty Annie’s mother — “I wouldn’t sign away my child’s body
and the salvation of her soul to — Praised be Jesus Christ!” — and she
crossed herself.

“To be sure,” said the tanner’s wife, “the damned Evil One certainly
has his claws in the pie. Forever and ever, Amen!” she added quickly, also
making the sign of the cross. “The blacksmith is assuredly a heretic, and
doesn’t at all belong to Holy Church. At least, nobody has seen him at Mass
yet.”

“‘Jesus and Joseph!” cried the gingerbread baker’s wife, “it would be
one’s duty as a Christian to tell old Burgerin one’s opinion...”

“To be sure,” said the tanner’s wife, “but look how people take well-
meant advice!”

“One might perhaps be given an earful for all one’s love and
sympathy!”

“And have it said behind one’s back that one was meddling in things
which don’t concern one.”

“As if you, Cousin, were such a person!”

“To be sure, or as if one didn’t have to show Auntie the respect due

to her!”
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The two women talked thus and saw to it that Pretty Annie at least
came to hear about all these things, the devil-invoker, heretic and
alchemist, from more or less well-meaning mouths; though only when the
opportunity arose, and never as their own conviction, but always as the
opinion of other people who were not present just at that time.

This did not, however, make her angry, as it would have many
another girl. She only gave a quiet smile like a devout, sick child who
expects the joys of Heaven soon, and said to herself: The poor things, they
do not know him, how good he is. And she faithfully reported to her lover
everything she had heard about him. His eyes flashed — that passed as a
smile for him — and he said: “Let them talk, Annie, and you believe in me.”

But the head-journeyman was not an alchemist, nor did he have a
mind to invoke the Devil. The designs he ventured to undertake were far
stranger, and what he occupied himself with in his chamber, nobody would
have guessed.

He had travelled far around in the world, in the German Empire, in
Hungary, Italy, and in France, and had learned that only one single thing
was common to all human beings, wherever they might live — misery. He
had also experienced enough of this himself. Returning home from his
travels, he had found his little old mother healthy and well, but his father,
whom he loved above all else, was no longer among the living. Shortly
afterwards, warbands swept into the land and set fire to his parental home
while he was inside. He was wounded when he tried to defend himself. Now
there followed a lasting sickness, and sickness made more bitter by the

meagreness and the dirt of poverty. Feverish nights — days full of
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weariness, foreboding death. Then a half-recovery, tiredness and weakness
without any particular illness.

Incapable for a long time of wielding the hammer in a land that was
itself impoverished by war and crop failure, he and his old mother had to
look death by starvation in the face for months. In this neediness, he had
demeaned himself so much that he still blushed when he recollected: He
went, leaning on a stick, from house to house and begged. Turned away
from the doors, banished from the community of wholesomely active
people, regarded even by former friends as a disagreeable reminder of how
difficult it was to fulfil one’s duty of brotherly love, he fell into a sombre
dispute with Fate and with the first and last questions of human nature. The
fear of death and the cares of life powerfully shook the foundations of
traditional thoughts until the building came crashing down. Pride and
shame, repressed in his bosom, became embittered inside him and turned
into wrath and misanthropy...

At last his existence began to improve. He gradually convalesced,
found work and, with it, sustenance for himself and his dear mother. — But
the old, stooped woman, weakened by privation, anxiety, and sorrow, died a
short time afterwards, and when she was to be consigned to the grave, she
was denied a Christian burial because the clerics cried out that she had
been a witch ... So he buried her himself in the greenwood. However,
people pointed their fingers at the son who had paid his last respects to his
mother, and he was compelled to leave that place.

At that time he came to the county town and began a new life among

new people. But his heart remained embittered. He had grown weary of
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sorrow, weary of suffering. He kept away from people and withdrew into
himself.

And then, in a lonely hour, the thought entered his mind if he could
not devise a means to free himself from sorrow for ever. He began to study
and to brood; the idea haunted him and soon filled all his thoughts and
endeavours.

That was why he found no time for happy relaxation. That was why
he cared so little about the aims and goals of other people. That was why
he sat in his chamber over scholarly books and gave himself to serious
meditation.

Then he saw — Pretty Annie, and love came like a ray of sunlight into
his dark existence. And the girl felt herself drawn towards the mysterious
man — irresistibly, as with superterrestrial power.

She would have led him, unconsciously, with a soft angelic hand,
down from his dreary solitude into the green meads of joyful existence, ...
she would have driven away the memory of evil days in no time at all
through the sweet delight of love, ... if a thought had not, at the same time,
flashed through his mind as to how he could banish sorrow from his breast
for ever.

Suddenly, the longed-for reward for his efforts seemed to be at hand;
the goal waved from enticing proximity. A means had occurred to him which
promised certain success, although it could be tried only with difficulty,
indeed, with danger. But this very danger stimulated his courage, and the
novelty of the thing led his feelings, however powerfully love had been

blooming inside him, back to his old and strange occupation.

46



That was why he had recently been conducting himself like one who
is lost in lofty thoughts and has no interest in the petty affairs his everyday
society...

Everyone knows who cheerfully things go on in an orderly smithy.
The coals glow, the bellows creak and whistle, the iron is flung into the fire,
making it spatter and glitter, then grasped with the tongs and thrown onto
the anvil, - and now the smiths run round and sing a powerful song, so the
work will progress more easily; and all the while, hammer after hammer falls
down and beats the time.

That was how things had previously been in the town smithy. But the
present head-journeyman stood, grim and wrapped in thought, and stared
into the flames of the hearth. Or he walked to the anvil and stayed as quiet
as the grave instead of encouraging the journeyman’s desire for song.
However, his hammer boomed down, causing many passers-by to stop still
in astonishment and prepare themselves for the sight of the massive anvil
sinking into the ground any moment. Suddenly, however, the powerful
striking stopped, and while the others hammered busily on, the head-
journeyman let his raised hammer fall and stared at the wall as if he had
seen the writing appear on it. -While the happy journeymen no longer found
the right beat...

Both individual work and the trade as a whole do not have the right
verve and momentum, and the fraternity does not have the proper pride and
ambition, when the head-journeyman works half-heartedly, when he has
only half a mind for his handiwork. For that reason, the merry smiths had

long wished for another chief. But the master’s widow, who was still a hale

47



and hearty housewife, made much of him and would sooner have chased
all the others away than speak a harsh word to the head-journeyman.

“What do you have against him?” she would ask when she sat at
table with her journeymen, “After all, he works even while you take your
ease and enjoy your meal, and during that time he does the work of three
men, whereas each one of you eats for three!”

They could not say anything against this, for the sound of hammer-
blows really did ring out from below, blows which made the window-panes
in the house rattle and the tin-plates on the table clink.

The head-journeyman had been doing this for some time. When the
midday-bell rang and the journeymen blacksmiths retired for their meal, that
was when the day’s work seemed to begin for him. Then he would look
carefully around and, once he had convinced himself that no journeyman
had stayed behind in the smithy and nobody could observe him from the
street, he pulled a mysterious thing out from his bib, which he regarded
thoughtfully from every side. Quickly he walked over to the hearth, worked
the bellows to fire the flames with wind, twitched the mysterious thing into
the heat with the tongs, threw it onto the anvil, and brought the hammer
thundering down on it...

One evening, he requested a day’s leave of the master’s widow
because he wished to visit an old relation in the county town. The early
morning of the next day saw him set out. While a gnarled stick served for
his support, he took particular care of a hard black object in a small leather
bag which he wore slung around his neck. He walked through the streets of

the little town, out by the Gate of Shame, though which one took the
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condemned to the place of execution, and over Poor Sinners’ Meadow,
which was luxuriantly green, fertilized with the blood of the executed.

But then the head-journeyman did not turn right to follow the road to
the county town, but went left through the freshly-ploughed fields towards
the forest. He might have been walking in the forest for somewhat longer
than an hour when all of a sudden the forest’s appearance began to
change. The trees no longer rustled in crowns of leaves and dark
abundance of needles, but bore fronds and fans which waved heavily in the
glaring sunlight. Creepers stretched from one to the other, hung with blue
and white cupules which poured out bewildering fragrances, and on which
sat quiet, gigantic butterflies, slowly moving their sky-blue wings. The
ground before him trembled with superbly glittering emeralds and rubies,
which lay strewn around like sand.

Anyone whose thoughts were of acquisition and profit would have
quickly filled his pockets with these. The journeyman-blacksmith wanted
none of these glistening treasures. His only concern was to find the house
of the Miracle-Man of whom he had heard tell even in his childhood, to
whom he now intended to make a strange request. And it was not long
before he descried a building, looking like a small, dome-shaped temple,
the exterior of which was covered all over with turquoises. Windows there
were none, but there was a large golden door.

After the journeyman blacksmith walked up to it and knocked, the
door flew open, let him enter, then shut again. He was standing in a high,
dark hall, in the middle of which there hung a ruby that gave out a weak

light before suddenly blazing up into a clear red fire. There, in a high-
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backed easy-chair, sat a man with a white beard who seemed stricken with

age. To his left glimmered two greenish stars, which were the eyes of a

black cat. To his right, on the armrest of the chair, sat a cute squirrel.

“What do you want?” asked the old man.

“Can you cut my heart out of my body?”

“Nothing could be easier, but then you'll be dead as a doornail.”
‘I have brought another heart with me.”

“What is it made of?”

“Of iron.”

“What do you want to do with it?”

“You should put the iron heart in the place of the old one.”
“Why?”

‘I am sick of suffering and want to free myself from sorrow.”

“And you think a heart of iron could not feel sorrow, and suffering

would be banished.”

resin.”

“Yes, | think that.”

“And have you thoroughly considered your intention?”
‘I have; but | ask for one thing.”

“What do you ask for?”

“That my old heart be carefully preserved — in balsam or fragrant

“To what end?”
“So | can swap it back again, if | see fit.”
“That may be done. Let me see it, your heart of iron.”

The journeyman blacksmith reached into his leather bag and handed
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it to him.

“Give me blood,” the old man said to the squirrel.

The animal nimbly leapt up onto a high shelf, on which books, tools,
glasses, and other preparatives, all covered in dust, stood or lay beside and
above each other — and brought down a bottle that was filled with blood.
The old man poured some of this into the iron heart and nodded, well-
pleased, for he had satisfied himself that the blood would not drip out.

“This valve here closes too tightly,” he said, pouring the blood back.
“Give me oil,” he ordered the squirrel. He oiled the hinge of the valve, then
he stood up and pointed to a bed that was put up in the middle of the room
under the burning ruby.

The journeyman blacksmith lay down on it, unbuttoned his jerkin and
bared his breast. While the old man grasped a flashing knife, pulled up his
wide sleeve and walked up, the squirrel leapt onto the bed and held a bowl
with incense giving off poison-sweet smoke under the head-journeyman’s
nose.

The rising smoke immediately veiled the old man’s form and also the
light of the red lamp, making everything go totally black before his eyes. At
the same time, he had the feeling as if he were sniffing one of the big white
or blue cupules, which had given off such a wondrous scent outside... And
then he felt as if he were one of the sky-blue giant moths and wanted to —
float through the air, ... but could not move his wings ... And suddenly he
felt a terrible pain, the like of which he had never yet known in his life... He
wanted to spring up and wanted to scream, but he could not utter a sound,

just as if he were lying buried, with earth six feet high over him... Then he
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knew no more...

A blackbird sang its evening song in the forest. The journeyman
blacksmith opened his eyes and looked through the young green of the lime
tree, under which he lay, into the blue sky. After a while he sat up and
noticed that all the trees were lit at the bottom of their trunks; so low was
the sun now. “I can take myself off home,” he said. “Whyever did | come
out?” He pondered and mused — “You know, it seemed to me that | was in a
forest with beautiful, fragrant flowers and strange large butterflies...”
Suddenly, when he felt a cold hard thing pounding against his ribs, his
memory returned.

He calmly stood up, and it was not long at all before he reached the
edge of the forest. Before him lay the little town in the red light of the setting
sun. The steeple ball of the church tower flashed like a diamond, and the
quiet sound of an evening bell trembled over... And the first greenery was
all around, everywhere - - something like wistfulness and yearning lay in the
air... But the journeyman blacksmith noticed nothing of this. Only a
murderous hunger stirred in him, for he had eaten nothing all day. So he
strode out and took the road. All of a sudden, he stopped, put his index-
finger to his nose and said, “Not filling my pockets with the rubies and
emeralds was really just too stupid!” But it was too late to turn back, for
night was closing in.

He continued on his way more slowly. When he walked quickly, the
iron heart hammered with far too much power. “That doesn’t matter,” he

thought, “you just need not to hurry; and in return, you’re done with sorrow
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and hardship.” He rubbed his hands and tried to jump up in the air, as if he
were intensely happy. But it turned out awkwardly; a true joy could not arise
in him, and his mood may not have been gloomy, but it was not exactly rosy
either. Yet he would not admit this to himself. He heaved a deep sigh and
said in a loud voice as though all the world should hear him: “I'm a real
Sunday’s child, don’t you know!”

Not so very long a time had passed by since the journeyman
blacksmith began wearing his iron heart in his body. It happened, perhaps
on the second new moon after this, that a spring evening, almost like
summer, lay over the region and many citizens had left the little town to
breathe fresh air outside on the ramparts or between the fields.

On this evening, the playmate of Pretty Annie’s youth, Barthel the
bell-founder’s son, walked up and down between the market fountain and
the narrow alley where the house of old Burgerin stood, as if he were
waiting for somebody. And it did not take long for Pretty Annie to come out,
a pail in each hand, to draw water.

“Good day, Annie,” said Bartie, and he walked into her way.

“Good day to you, Bartie,” replied Pretty Annie, and she made to
walk past him.

“‘Annie,” Bertie cried beseechingly. Pretty Annie stopped and asked
tetchily, “You’re waiting for someone here?”

“Yes,” stammered Bartie the bell-founder’s son, “for my cousin, Fritz
the tanner’s son.”

Then both were silent, and Pretty Annie looked down at the ground.
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Finally, she made a movement as if she would walk on. Then Bartie
summoned up all his courage and said, “Annie, we’ve been good friends
ever since childhood, haven’t we?”

“God knows we have,” Pretty Annie said with feeling.

“You see, my heart would burst if | had to think that some trouble had
befallen you and | had to stand and watch without being able to help you.”

She gave a laugh; it sounded hard and hoarse.

“Annie, don’t laugh,” said Bertie; “| know that none of the others has
noticed it, but it hasn’t escaped me. There has been something different
about you for some time, you're no longer the Annie you used to be.”

“You’re mistaken, Bartie, what do you think is different?”

“There’s something oppressing you, there’s something the matter
with you, there is a load lying on your heart... No, no, don’t deny it to me,
not to me! Oh, | know you so well, so well. - And look here, | wanted to ask
you if you can’t use me, my advice, or my help.”

Pretty Annie looked at the ground and shook her head in silence.

“‘Perhaps a time will come,” Bartie continued, “when you need help,
and then you won't forget, will you, that Bartie is ready to do anything for
you, hear me, Annie, anything!”

Pretty Annie looked at the ground and kept silent.

“Won’t you promise me that?” asked Bertie.

Pretty Annie kept looking down at the ground. Suddenly she threw
her head back and said, “Don’t know of anything that could happen to me
which | couldn’t cope with on my own. — | thank you, Bartie, for meaning so

well by me.” And with that, she nodded to him and went on her way.
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But people in love have sharp eyes and perhaps Bartie was right
after all. Pretty Annie was no longer the fresh-looking girl of former days.
The cheeks which seemed as soft as apple-blossoms began to wither, as if
frost had passed over them; the pigtails which were so heavy that their like
had never been seen, hung down untidy and tangled. When she walked in
the street, everyone could not but think she was tired, or even sick. Her
obliging character changed into reserve. She rejected every kindness with a
kind of defiance, and all the love that was shown her, she returned with
coldness or hurtful derision.

Old Burgerin shook her head and clapped her old hands. “My Annie
is sick,” she moaned, “my Annie has a fever.”

“Give her rhubarb,” said her neighbour.

“‘No, that’ll make it even worse,” cried Auntie. “You must give her
hellebore. Just ask the saw-miller — when his Ignatius was lying at death’s
door, | advised hellebore for him, and in the very hour he took it, he sat up
in bed, asked for a little soup, and — he recovered.”

Cousin, however, acted important and brought a tin of herbs. “It's a
small yellow flower,” she said, “and grows quite unobtrusively on meadow-
paths and ridges. But inside each one of them there’s a drop of blood from
John the Baptist. I'm telling you, it's a cure for all ills; but it must be picked
on Midsummer Night,” she added mysteriously.

Old Burgerin made an infusion from the herb and then also bought
rhubarb and hellebore from the grocer, and Annie had to swallow everything
down, resist as strongly as she might. But she became paler and more

silent every day nonetheless, and she went to Church every morning.
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In a dark side-chapel, the mild red light of the eternal lamp wavered
before the statue of the Virgin Mary, and in the darkest corner kneeled
Pretty Annie, looking fixedly over to the gloomy confessional, out from
which hung the pale hand of the priest. From time to time, a penitent
entered the chapel with humbly bowed head and kneeled in the
confessional. A reclusive whispering of remorse and self-accusation ... then
the pale hand rose to give blessing, the sinner staggered out, fell to his
knees and gratefully kissed the hand which had just lifted a pressing burden
from his soul...

The last penitent had gone away. The priest sat praying, hidden in
the confessional... She was alone with him in the chapel. She wanted to
rise up, drag herself over and speak out, as if she were talking to God
Himself, what was weighing so heavily upon her.

But the half-door of the Confessional opened, the priest stepped out
in a long, black talar, bent one knee before the statue of the Holy Virgin,
and walked past the unhappy girl and out of the chapel. Pretty Annie
remained kneeling in her dark corner, and her young body struggled and
squirmed in unutterable torment...

Little by little, the nave of the church filled with people praying. The
organ began to resound. The singing and the sound of the small bell carried
into the stifling, incense-redolent air of the chapel.

Pretty Annie did not pray. From time to time, she wrung her folded
hands up to the statue of the Virgin Mary, but she could not find any words.

The mass was at an end. The priest must have mounted the pulpit,
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for his voice rang out loudly through the church. Now it was warning and
threatening, now imploring and admonishing — Pretty Annie only heard it,
she did not understand it.

The sermon also seemed to be over. But then the priest’s voice rose
up once more, and — Jesus, Mary! — had he not named a beloved name,
the name of the journeyman blacksmith, her sweetheart?

Pretty Annie listened with all her senses to the sounds from the
church. Then she clearly heard the words: With Rosalia Eisslingerin, the
respectable widow of the Master-Smith Veit Eisslinger, named the Candle-
Smith. “Should anyone know an impediment that stands in the way of this
Christian marriage union, he is hereby called upon to declare it in this
parish.” - - - - - - - - - -

And Pretty Annie had heard aright. Not four weeks had passed since
this when all the bells of the little town’s parish church rang out, and
everyone who could get away from their work thronged to see the stately
wedding couple. Those who could not find any room in the church itself
stood outside before the large portal and waited. The gingerbread baker’s
wife and the tanner’s wife had also planted themselves there, and the two
did not weary of assuring one another that their place was the best situated
and preferable to all others inside the church. After they had sufficiently
satisfied each other on this point, they began to discuss the great event and
agreed, which happened rarely, that the present marriage union was
absolutely to be praised.

‘I completely agree,” cried the baker’s wife, “It's no good, what
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happens so often nowadays, when two people who are as poor as church-
mice think of getting married. Here, there’ll be a household with a solid
foundation. The Master Blacksmith’s wife is a well-to-do woman...”

“Yes,” the tanner’s wife broke in, “and has the lucrative smithy...”

“And she understands how to keep house, too...”

“To be sure, and the bridegroom is a hard worker...”

“And an honest man; I've always held him in high regard. You
remember that, | trust, Auntie?”

“I've always wished him well too, and just mark this, Cousin, | said
he’ll make it to mayor one day.”

Meanwhile, the church doors opened and the wedding procession
moved out. At the front strode musicians with flutes and trumpets, which
they began to play forthwith. They were followed by the witnesses, two
respectable citizens with round stomachs and large posies in their hats.

Then the new Master Blacksmith appeared. He was so tall and broad
that he almost filled the church portal, and he looked stately enough in his
best attire. There lay a calm, unapproachable earnestness in his features,
and he led his spouse by the hand with an almost courtly grace.

“She’s still a fine-looking woman, the Master Blacksmith’s wife,” said
the baker’s wife.

“To be sure,” said the tanner’s wife, “but Annie would have been
even finer-looking.”

“Pst,” said the gingerbread baker’s wife, “there’s something up with
Pretty Annie.”

“‘Aye aye! What, how?” the tanner’s wife asked, full of curiosity.
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“Something’s stirring, Auntie.”

The goodwife still acted as if she did not understand. Then the
cousin bent over to her ear and said in a whisper that everyone standing
around could hear: “She has slept away her honour and her maidenhead.”

“Ooh!” said the tanner’s wife. “Yes, that’s the girls of today for you.
Pretentious and full of pride all the while, and then — there you have it. Oh,
oh, oh! But it was different in our day, when virtuousness and morality still
counted for something, right, Cousin?”

The long procession of wedding guests had left the church; the
music died away in the distance. The bell-ringer appeared at the church
door with a sack full of copper coins and began to distribute them among
the poor.

“Come, Auntie,” said the cousin, “that is for the needy; the likes of us,
God be praised, do not need it, we slogged and slaved away enough in our
young days to put a few farthings by.”

“To be sure,” said the goodwife, and the two of them walked,
engrossed in weighty conversation, up the street.

Weeks and months had passed.

Autumn had come. Grey masses of cloud drifted across the sky, and
a sharp wind blew over the fields of stubble and tore the withered leaves
from the trees, whistled around the gables of the small town and made the
weathercocks creak, and swirled dust through the narrow streets.

Nevertheless, everyone was out and about, for there was a

gruesome showpiece to see today outside of the Gate of Shame, on the
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Poor Sinners’ Meadow.

Bertie the bell-founder’s son, who had become a master upon the
death of his father, sat on the bench in front of his house. He could not do
any work today. He looked down at the ground despondently and passed
the flat of his hand over his eyes at times. Dust may have got into them.

The tanner’s wife and the gingerbread baker’s wife strode hurriedly
along.

“She chucked it into the river, the heartless thing,” screeched the
gaunt goodwife, “into the river, | say, like drowning a dog.”

The face of the portly cousin, who could barely keep up, turned red
with anger, and she cried, panting: “You and your always wanting to know
everything better! — But have it your way — she chucked it into the river.”

“Well, how else did she Kkill it?” the goodwife asked back.

“‘Haven't | already told you,” the gingerbread baker’s wife cried in
annoyance, “she buried it in dung, so it miserably suffocated. Whether you
want to believe it or not.”

“To be sure, in dung,” scoffed the tanner’s wife. “You were there
yourself, no doubt, as you know it so precisely. — Well, Master Bell-founder,”
she cried to Bartie, “are you not coming along to look at Pretty Annie? You'll
have to be quick, if you want to be in time to see anything. And you make
haste, Cousin,” she turned back again, “or we shall arrive too late
ourselves.”

They both hurried towards the Gate of Shame, and Bartie sat where
he was and sighed. He felt as if he could not survive this hour. — But all of a

sudden a pain shot through him like a knife to the heart, and his fist
60



spontaneously clenched, for he saw the Master Blacksmith approaching
from the other side. He walked slowly and heavily; he wore his leather
apron, and his massive smith’s hammer was in his belt.

“Good day, Master Bell-founder,” he exclaimed, holding out his hand
to Bartie.

“Good day, Master Blacksmith,” Bartie murmured grimly, pretending
not to see the offered right hand. But suddenly he seized him by the hand
and cried as tears burst out, “Master Blacksmith, is your heart not sore?”

“‘My heart?” stammered the blacksmith, quite flustered; and without
thinking, he put his hand to his left side. “My heart?” He gave a laugh — the
first time that anyone saw him laughing. “My heart?” he repeated, “l am far
too sensible for that.” His voice and his laughter sounded hoarse and
forced. He disengaged himself and went on his way.

Bartie sat, his hands covering his face. Then he started. From the
church-tower the tenth hour struck, and immediately afterwards a clear little
bell began to ring... he knew it well, for he had cast it himself. Trembling, he
folded his hands and said to himself in a low voice, “Forgive us our
trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us. O Lord, let her
poor soul go to everlasting bliss.”

Meanwhile, the Master Blacksmith wandered aimlessly and
restlessly around in the streets... He felt lonely in his indifference... His soul
seemed to him to be empty, without substance...

He came to the market-fountain and attentively regarded the stone
Roland, the cold, motionless man. It seemed to him that he also belonged

to the unfeeling stones and not to mankind...
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When he came into narrow Cobbler’s Alley, he saw a boy playing on
the ground. He picked up a stone and threw it at the blacksmith. When the
latter turned round to chastise the boy, an old man with silvery white locks,
who was passing by just then, stopped and cried: “Leave the boy alone, he
did a good deed!”

The Master Blacksmith shook his balled fist at the old man and, in
erupting fury, said through clenched teeth, “What gives you the right to talk
so?”

“You yourself give me the right to,” cried the old man, “for you're a
villain!”

Now the blacksmith lost his head; with a tremendous leap he was at
the old man and crushing his throat with both hands.

But a cobbler, who had seen everything from his shop across the
way, ran over shouting, and at once there was a rattling of opened windows,
and many people, men and women, rushed out of the surrounding houses,
came running up, and encircled the Master Blacksmith, who, seized by
twenty strong hands, had to release the old man.

Panting with rage, he lashed out around him, and finally tearing
himself away, he strode rapidly down the street while invectives buzzed
after him and a few stones flew past his head.

When he came to the Town-Hall Gate and passed through it, out
before the town wall and into the open country, he saw a female beggar
kneeling on the road, holding a newborn baby wrapped in dirty rags. She
leaned forward and stretched out to him, in supplication, her long, gaunt

arms in which the helpless little creature lay. But wrath and bitterness filled
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the blacksmith’s breast. He kicked the woman, making her fall back onto the
edge of the field, and walked on.

The beggaress picked herself up and looked after him, petrified,
soundlessly moving her lips. Then she suddenly screamed out, “A curse on
you, man, you who don’t have a feeling heart in your body!”

The Master Blacksmith did not turn around. No feeling heart, he
grimly laughed to himself; you other people preen yourselves mightily on
your heart! You think you may curse me, treat me like an outcast, because |
was so clever as to free myself from sorrow. But I'll show you that | can
bear sorrow as well as anyone. I'll show you that | can possess a heart, if it
is my wish, better and more sensitive than yours, then you shall realise, in
astonishment, that you stand far, far below me, in head as in heart, in
intelligence as in emotions.

On and on he walked over the flat stubble-fields, deeper into the
country. The sun must have been high by this time, insofar as it could be
seen through the thick masses of cloud which covered the sky.

The blacksmith did not return to the small town. He walked in a wide
arc around the town walls, and reaching the edge of the forest, he came
upon the road he had taken that time when he exchanged his feeling heart
for the iron one. But the trees now stood bare, and his feet rustled in
withered leaves.

He continued down the road for over two hours without reaching the
enchanted forest. Although he wandered around in all directions, he could
not find anything. Dead tired, he threw himself down on the ground as

evening fell. A raw wind passed through the trees, making their trunks creak
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and their branches knock together. He lay still and closed his eyes. All of a
sudden, he noticed that the wind had abated, and when he opened his
eyes, he was nearly dazzled by the sunlight which shone in his face. For he
found himself in the heart of the wondrous forest. The giant fronds and ferns
swayed heavily in the sunlight, the large cupules gave out their scent, and
the beautiful butterflies opened and closed their sky-blue wings.

The Master Blacksmith leapt to his feet, and looking around, he
perceived the magical temple not far away. He walked over and knocked on
the golden door, which opened and admitted him. — There glowed the red
ruby like the previous time, there sat the old man in his easy-chair again,
there crouched the squirrel on the armrest again, and the tomcat’s greenish
stars glimmered.

“What do you want?” asked the old man.

“I want my heart back,” said the blacksmith.

“Why so, are you not happy?”

Then, for the first time, he clearly understood that he had torn warm,
great joy out of his breast at the same time as his heart. All of a sudden, it
seemed to him to be cowardice, to be unnaturalness, the endeavour which
had filled all his thoughts and efforts through many years: To flee from
sorrow. Yes, now he became aware: He loved sorrow, he yearned for it, as
for a lost homeland, he searched for it in vain, as for a vanished and
forgotten melody from childhood days...

“‘Happy?” he cried, — “Happy? Is there a mountain without a valley, is
there a happiness without sorrow? He who wishes to flee sorrow flees

delight, indeed, he flees humanity, for to be human is to be miserable. | will
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suffer as much as becomes me, and so | ask my heart back from you.”

“Take yourself off,” replied the old man, “for | cannot give you your
heart.”

He uttered a dull yell like a wild animal which feels the arrow
between its ribs, then he crashed down on his knees and raised his hands
in supplication: “No, that cannot be! Oh say, you are not speaking the truth!
Oh, do not damn me to everlasting sorrowlessness! | know | asked for it
myself, but now | realise: What | wanted, in my sinful self-love, is unnatural,
is against Nature. Oh, give me the greatest sorrow in my breast, I'll let it
burrow in there like the worm in the apple and will not grumble or complain.
But not this calm, this indifference, this coldness! A human breast cannot
bear it! — A baby is born in pain, and his first sign of life is crying. With tears
in his eyes he grows up, his most faithful companion is sorrow, his sternest,
but noblest teacher. Through tears, he learns to control his self-will, from
tears blooms the miracle-flower of self-forgetful renunciation. And having
grown up, he rushes into life, which appears to him as a sunny meadow on
which the butterflies of fortune are to be caught. But the dark shadow
creeps after him: there is nothing more faithful in this world than sorrow.
Love itself envelops the youth and the maiden in anguish and sweet sorrow.
They join hands and find peace in a quiet home. But the family’s most
reliable guest is care. Care for daily living, anxiety for profit to increase,
trembling for the welfare of one’s children. Even when they thrive and
prosper, they take pleasure with a secret fear, for they know that frost will
not fail to come. Then their happiness will wilt like leaves in autumn. And

look, warlike hordes press into the land and devastate the yellow cornfields.
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Then gaunt Want creeps over the children’s cheeks, and Hunger gawps out
of their large eyes. Pestilence reaches in with blind hand, and throws the
darling onto the sickbed, and while the unhappy parents wring their hands
in idle horror, Death pounces in ambush on the fretting father himself and
drags him into the coffin. Those who remain stand at freshly-dug graves,
but their only comforter is their sorrow, and nothing brings them relief but
tears...”

The old man raised his hand, as if he would order the blacksmith to
stop: but the latter continued with mounting agitation, “Woe to the man who
does not suffer! He lives like the spring which uselessly issues from the
ground and uselessly disappears into a cleft in the rock. He has no heart for
the common interest, he only has a heart for himself. But the noble man
resembles the spring which pours unselfconsciously over meadows, giving
fructifying refreshment, while its life runs day.

“For if he finds his own existence too poor in pain, he will seek out a
bleeding heart that needs him and bring it relief. He cherishes and
nourishes the wounded heart as though it were his own, he watches over it
like the mother over her sick child and begs: Oh give me a part in your
misery and let me suffer with you!

“Yes, suffering is the most human thing in life, and the most heavenly
at the same time; human, one’s own suffering heavenly, compassion.

“And so | want to share the pains of existence, | want to be an
endurer among endurers, a human among humans. Oh let me feel with my
brothers as formerly, tremble with them, weep with them, oh give me my

”

heart back, give me sorrow, give me misery!...
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“I grieve for you,” replied the old man, “but | cannot give you your
heart, it was — eaten by my tomcat.” And he began to titter diabolically, his
white beard fell from him like tow, a black goat’s beard appeared in its
place, and only now did the Master Blacksmith realise that it was the Evil
One who had thus brought him into his power.

“Cursed Satan,” he yelled, “go to Hell!'” And he yanked his heavy
blacksmith’s hammer out of his belt, and taking a great swing, he aimed a
powerful blow at the Devil. But at the same moment the latter sank into the
ground, together with his easy-chair, the squirrel, the tomcat, and the entire
magical temple; the blow fell on empty air, and the blacksmith, carried along
by the hammer’s momentum, crashed to earth face-first.

There he lay unconscious for a long time. When he regained
consciousness and sat up, he found himself in the forest at night, through
which a howling storm was raging. The defoliated branches gave a view of
the sky. Dark clouds were driving up there in wild haste and hurry.
Sometimes a rent appeared, and then the flickering stars looked through.
But another cloud soon moved across.

The blacksmith rose to his feet and staggered to the nearest tree. He
felt his way up the trunk and sought a strong branch. Then he unfastened
his belt from his body and hanged himself...

On the next day, vagabonds walked through the forest, and when
they found the hanged man, they stole his clothes and other possessions,
and covered the body with earth so the theft would not be discovered.

And there he lay, naked and cold in the ground. But it was not long
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before he decomposed to earth, and beautiful flowers sprang up from the
grave. Thus does what is dead awaken to new life.
But the Master Blacksmith’s heart stayed dead. It lies in the earth to

this day and rusts.

The Switch-Father
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The river was wild and foaming, but people had taken a good part of
its power away some distance further up and tamed the clear water in a
wide and deep wooden culvert. There it flowed in a measured manner,
subject to the will of man. But wherever it found a gap or a burst board, its
old spirit awakened and it shot bubbling forth to splash down on green
ferns, which constantly nodded their long, wet fans under the falling drops.

The stream, diverted thus, was plunged in its full force over a large
wheel and drove a clacking mill. No sooner had it emerged from that, than it
went to a second, larger, deeper-lying mill, and finally even to a buzzing
mill-saw. Then, having done enough, it was released again. The water
foamed jubilantly back into its old bed.

Behind these mills and the mill-saw there lay, perched on the
mountain-slope, the village. And it was an affluent village, as every
wanderer could see at a glance, for beside the farms lay large barns and
granaries as well as the mightiest heaps of fertilizer. But the stateliest things
in the village were the church with its cheerfully-green roof and the clean,
whitewashed inn ‘At the Forest-Field.’

Immediately behind the ‘Forest Field,” a sunny path went up the
mountainside, and anyone who climbed up it for a while would come to a
tiny chapel on the rock, with a sharp drop down to the river. The chapel had
a red roof and was called ‘The Switch-Father.” Why it was so called will be
explained later.

Many years ago, in the times when a miracle still happened here or
there, a barmaid called Lenei lived in the forest, and she was always too

pretty and spruce for words. And at the same time, Fate so willed that a
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miller’s boy called Jockl came wandering to the upper mill, who fell for the
girl at once. She also very soon became enamoured of him, as people
learnedly said at that time, and there was no end of winking, hand-
squeezing, kissing and hugging.

But they were both as poor as sparrows in winter, and a fray having
just broken out in Italy, and the recruiting-drum going through the land, Jockl
decided to take military service to improve his lot at a blow.

At first, Lenei could not by any means come to terms with this idea;
but when Jockl painted her a picture of his being promoted to Field Captain
within a year and then returning home covered in glory and laden with the
spoils of war, she finally said Yes and let him go, albeit with a heavy heart
and many tears and sighs.

The year at the end of which Jockl was supposed to return was soon
over, and Lenei waited from day to day, with pounding heart and almost
uncontrollable desire, for the valiant Field Captain distinguished with rich
pay and the honours of war. — But he did not come. Day after day passed
by, week after week, month after month, - but he did not come.

Lenei, however, was no faint-hearted girl. She stood behind her
counter and laughed, cracked merry bar-room jokes, as a good barmaid
should, and let rich Farmer Fliegenanger familiarly grasp her chin, so that
nobody could perceive anything amiss with her and people said: “Look,
look, the lass has quickly forgotten her sweetheart!” — But she had not
forgotten him, and her hand often twitched, ready to give Farmer
Fliegenanger a clout on the ears. — Now, soldiering, she thought, is no

child’s play, and in war everything can’t fall into place exactly to the day.
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When another year is over, he’ll surely come, and then he’ll make me his
wife, and | won’t be the poor barmaid who has to put up with everything any
longer.

And another year did pass. But still he did not come.

Before Lenei had a clear idea of what she ought to make of this,
several more months had slipped by. Then harvest-time came, during which
she had to help along in the fields, and every evening after work she fell
tired into bed and went to sleep at once. Then it became winter, and there
was much to do in the bar until late into the night. And all of a sudden spring
was there and three years had passed since Jockl had gone away.

When she realised this, her heart began to thump, and she thought: |
hope nothing has happened to him!

In her secret anxiety, she did not at first know whom she should ask
for words of advice and encouragement; until she thought of the Switch-
Father. You’ve neglected him somewhat up to now, she said to herself; and
early in the morning, before work began, she went up the steep path.

When she had reached the little chapel with the red roof, she stood
still for a while to gather her thoughts and catch her breath. Then she
pushed the heavy, creaking door open and walked inside. The air was
musty and unnaturally warm. The scent of incense mixed with the smell of
faded flowers. Four or five worn-out pews stood one behind the other, and
old paintings hung on the walls, their colours almost obscured, depicting
Christ’'s Path of Suffering. A light draught stole through the broken window
and rustled in a wreath of withered Alpine roses which was hung up over a

grey gravestone set in the wall.
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Over the altar sat the Switch-Father himself: The Saviour, life-sized,
carved in wood with purple robe and Crown of Thorns, humbly holding the
long rod his tormentors had put in his hand. Blood had streamed all over
him, and he made a face that would move a stone to pity. His hands were
tied, and the rope was wrapped around and fastened to a stake of torture.
This stake, the switch, gave the name Switch-Father to the statue and the
little church, even though it was not God the Father but God the Son who
was bound to the torture-switch. However, to suffering humanity, the Son is
also a father.

Nothing could now be seen of the Crown of Thorns on the statue’s
head. For in the course of time, pious Christians had placed many a wreath
over it, so that the Switch-Father had a crown of silver spangles and faded
ribbons on his head that was almost as high as the Pope’s Triple Tiara. And
the power of the Switch-Father was almost as great as that of the Pope
himself. For that reason, he had to be constantly kept in a good mood.

When spring came, they put the statue on a litter and carried it
through fields and meadows in a ceremonial procession, singing many
beautiful songs the while. The Switch-Father saw and blessed everything
and sent rain and dry weather, sunshine and coolness after storms, wisely
distributed so that the crops thrived splendidly. If, however, he once forgot,
and did not send substantial rainfall in time, then one pilgrimage to the
chapel with the red roof on the rock sufficed to recall the Switch-Father to
his duty. But he did not care in a fatherly way for the meadows only. People
in any kind of distress readily turned to him and were almost certain to find

help. This was evinced by the gifts which had been offered to the Switch-
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Father for successful healings and averted affliction, and which were
displayed beside the altar, copious and resplendent. Untold silver feet and
hands hung there, with silver hearts, and small, silver, and golden babes-in-
arms, many with red or green sparkling eyes which were artfully made of
jewels; then rich embroideries, shimmering crowns and wreaths and all
sorts of gewgaws, and finally paintings depicting many kinds of events and
objects. Here, a lame man who had dragged himself along only a moment
before, now, cured, throws his crutches from him; there, a woman lying-in,
holding her newborn babe in her arms with a blissful smile. Next, a small
green tablet on which two eyes were painted, as if they were flying though
the air; and underneath there was written, in a tangle of bright-red roses:
Dedicated in such-and-such a year.

Lenei knelt down on the steps of the altar, clasped her hands, and
looked up to the Switch-Father. It is true, she said, that | have not come to
you until my need was greatest. But you are the Father of those in distress
and those in fear, aren’t you? So you won'’t hold my not thinking of you
earlier against me. — It’s like this. I’'m mortally afraid something could have
happened to Jockl and he might not come back in the end. I'll have a thick
wax-candle made for you, as big as you yourself, dear Switch-Father, if you
only send my Jockl part to me. You know, we’ll get married then and I'll
keep house frugally, and I'll buy you the wax-candle from what | scrimp and
save. Will you send my Jockl to me? O say yes, say yes!”

The Switch-Father did not move, and all stayed still. — But Lenei did
not desist; she begged ever more ardently, ever more fervently, and finally

she cried out, through her tears, while wringing her hands up towards the
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image of Christ: “You can’t — can’t refuse my plea! O say yes, dear Switch-
Father, say yes and give me a sign!”

No sooner had she said this than the statue of Christ nodded its
silver-crowned head — and once again it bowed its head — and slowly, a
third time.

Lenei almost jumped out of her skin. Then she shouted out for joy,
“Jockl’'s coming back, Jockl’'s coming back!” Thank you, heavenly Switch-
Father, my heartfelt, heartfelt thanks!”

She stood up and staggered out of the chapel. Outside, everything —
village, mountain, and valley — lay in smiling sunshine. Lenei flew down the
steep path; she felt as if she had wings. Moreover, she should have been at
work long before, for it was late: the monotonous buzzing of the mill-saw
was already resounding through the stillness of the morning.

From this time on, she climbed up to the Switch-Father in the early
morning and offered thanks for the given promise in a short prayer. Through
this, she fortified her faith, so that confidence and strength moved into her
heart and she could wait for the day of Jockl’s return with calm certainty.

Many years passed in this way, and Lenei had remained a
respectable maiden; but she was not exactly young any more. Then it
happened that Farmer Fliegenanger’s wife passed away. Once the
mourning period was over, the rich farmer came to Lenei in his Sunday best
and, after a lengthy and half-awkward, half-insolent introduction, he came
out with a proposal to marry her.

“What are you dreaming of, Farmer?” said Lenei with a disobliging

smile, for she was well aware that she was still a desirable woman, “You
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see, I'm already engaged, Farmer.”

“‘Already engaged?” Farmer Fliegenanger flared up; “So — and with
whom, if one may ask?”

“With Jockl,” said Lenei.

Then the Farmer burst out laughing, and he laughed until he was
bright red in the face, eventually finishing in a violent cough.

“With Jockl?” he cried, after he had recovered, “don’t tell me she
believes that Jockl will ever come back!”

Lenei looked into Farmer Fliegenanger’s face in astonishment. It did
not occur to her straight away that he could not know anything about the
Switch-Father’s promise. “Farmer, don'’t sin!” she cried. — Then realising:
“The Switch-Father himself gave me a sign that Jockl will come back.”

“Well well,” Fliegenanger said caustically, “if she has such high
connections as the Switch-Father, then the likes of us must of course step
back. — But remember this, maiden: As ye sow, so shall ye reap.”

With those words, he put on his hat, rose to his feet, and stormed
self-importantly out.

And now the years passed one after the other. Ever more and more
silver-grey threads streaked Lenei’s hair. Ever more and more lines and
wrinkles appeared on her brow and cheeks. One tooth after another fell out
of her once so lovely mouth. She had become old and ugly. But she did not
notice this, for she did not possess a mirror; and she had nobody as a
friend who would have told her. She was lonely and often did not speak with
anybody for days on end but for the Switch-Father in the morning.

Another barmaid had come to the Forest Field a long time before, for
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an old and ugly one is bad for business and no innkeeper can use her.
Lenei earned her living through fine needlework, which she executed with
great skill. — So she sat from early in the morning, after returning from the
Switch-Father, until late dusk, sewing at her little window. This made her
eyes weak, so that she had to hold the needlework right under her nose,
and her back curved so much that she could no longer walk erect and
without a stick.

Around this time, Sepp Gaiswinkler, a vain and light companion who
had run away from his father’s farm as a young man, and whom his
relatives had long since ceased to number among the living, returned to the
village, suddenly, as if snowed down from the sky. He visited old Lenei as
well and brought — “Miracle upon miracle!” people cried — a greeting from
Jockl, with whom he claimed to have been in the same squadron in Spain
ten years before.

Lenei did not let him go away just like that, but treated him as well as
she was able — consuming almost all her small savings thereby — and
asked one question after another, while tears rolled down from her half-
blind eyes over her furrowed cheeks, to good Sepp Gaiswinkler, who did
ample justice to the wine placed before him.

So what did Jockl look like, and did he still wear the little ring on his
finger that she had put there, and where was he staying at present, and had
he not said when he was thinking of coming back, and hadn’t he yet made it
to Field Captain, and why had he gone as far as Spain, and had he really
asked him to give her his greetings?

Sepp Gaiswinkler scratched behind his ear and said it was now just
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ten years since he had seen Jockl, and he could no longer recollect every
particular so exactly, but as far as he knew, Jockl had already been Colonel
at that time and must have gone further since then; he wore many rings on
his fingers, among which that of Lenei must without a doubt be one; he
would surely come home in next to no time, for homesickness had
tormented him even then; and he was generally very well, for he was a
respected and feared man throughout Spain. Jockl had tasked him with
greeting Lenei as certainly as he was called Sepp Gaiswinkler.

These words were heavenly music to Lenei’s ears. After Sepp
Gaiswinkler had gone and Lenei had dried her tears, she went into the dark
corner of her chamber, knelt down on the stone floor and rummaged around
in the colourfully painted chest which stood beside the green tiled stove.
After long exertion, she found what she was seeking in the bottom of the
chest, carefully preserved between cool canvas for which she had spun the
flax herself. It was a silver necklace, which her grandmother had worn as a
bride: a wide row of delicate, small silver chains, held together at the front
by a high clasp which was studded with garnets and uncut emeralds.

Lenei set out and climbed the steep path up to the chapel on the
rock. She hung the necklace on the altar and kneeled down on the steps,
clasping her old hands. “Switch-Father, | know it was you who had the news
about Jockl brought to me. | thank you with all my heart, with all my soul!
And so you may see that | don’t thank you only with words, I've brought the
silver necklace here for you. Oh, accept it graciously — it's the only treasure
| possess — and see to it that Jockl comes back soon! You know, I'll have a

thick wax-candle made then, as big as you yourself, dear Switch-Father.
77



We’'ll get married then, I'll keep house frugally, and I'll buy you the wax-
candle from what | scrimp and save.”

But year after year had passed by since Sepp Gaiswinkler’s return to
the village — and Jockl did not come.

Lenei had become quite blind in the meantime, and no longer being
able to work, she asked the parish for provision for her old age. But she
was turned down, and Farmer Fliegenanger, who headed the village
committee, shrugged his shoulders and said, “As ye sow, so shall ye reap.”
However, fortunately for her, Farmer Fliegenanger died around this time,
otherwise she would certainly have starved to death. So now poor, blind
Lenei was given her keep.

But even if the light of day was extinguished for her eyes, yet the
light of hope shone in her heart. For she still confidently waited, day by day,
for Jockl to return. The Switch-Father had said so. Would the Switch-Father
have lied? —

So she felt her way up to the mountain-chapel every morning and
repeated her prayer, her promise of the wax candle. She knew the way well:
Here she was sure not to bump into any stone, blind though she was.

When she was praying before the altar one day, and she raised her
lifeless eyes to the statue of Christ, when large tears rolled down through
the deep grooves beside her cheeks — when she kneeled there, quite
doubled up with her bent back and her humbly bowed head, and fervently
whispered, “O Switch-Father, dear Switch-Father, bring Jockl back into my
arms!” - - then a hand was laid on her shoulder, and a voice said: “Lenei!”

“All-merciful God,” cried Lenei, “Jockl, my Jockl, it's you!” And she felt
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her way up his body and threw her arms around his neck. — All the sorrow,
the worry and longing, the fear and disappointed hope — all the sighs, the
fervent prayers, the tears and restless nights — all the heartache of long,
long, long years — Everything — Everything found release in this one
embrace...

The two of them stood, overwhelmed by the impact of such a
meeting. Old Lenei recovered first.

“So the Switch-Father kept his word after all,” she cried, “well, what
good luck, what a pleasure — but now we must get married right away -

“ she broke off... “Old, blind Lenei,” the thought passed through her mind,
“and a bride?” Then it suddenly became clear to her — No, nothing became
clear to her. She felt only a short, piercing grief in her heart... Her poor,
shrivelled little face blushed all over: What will Jockl think of the bent, blind
little old woman who talks to him about getting married?

“You'll have to speak a bit louder, Lenei,” Jockl said, “for I'm hard of
hearing.” And he held his ear out towards her.

Lenei breathed a sigh of relief. He had not heard anything about
getting married.

She gently pressed him into one of the pews, and sitting down
beside him, she stroked his coat-tail and quietly sobbed to herself. “| can’t
see you any more, dear Jockl, never look at your face again in this life... for
I’m blind, you should know, as blind as a bat... If you’d come some thirty,
forty years earlier... we’d have got married... I'd have kept house frugally,
and the Switch-Father would have received his wax candle... But now it’s

over... over.”
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“Yes,” said Jockl, shouting too loudly, “I should have come thirty, forty
years ago. And | wanted to be back then. But to come home without a
farthing in my pocket — a soldier’s blood can’t bear the shame. And what |
saved up in Italy — the Spanish scoundrels took it off me. Then | went over
to America — there was a big fray. | earned a pretty sum there — but lost
everything again; for the ship was wrecked on the return journey — | just
managed to save my skin. Finally, in Holland they shot my right leg off —
completely off — here, feel it, my wooden leg. — Yes, twenty years have
passed now since | was disabled. — Then | went to Spain again, thought I'd
find my lucky star there. — But there was nothing to be got. | came within a
whisker of starving to death. Now I'm too old, | can’t find any more service
out there. — That’s why I've come home; | want to see the old village one
more time and find a patch in the graveyard for me — don'’t need a big
one...” He thundered this out hard and jerkily in his soldierly way. Then,
somewhat gentler and softer: “And you, old Lenei, how has your life been?”

The two old ones sat silently together. Lenei did not answer his
question. She only stroked his wooden leg affectionately and smiled with
rapture. Her tears had dried up. “How long I've waited for you, Jockl, how
long, how long! And now you’ve come at last.”

“‘But too late,” said Jockl. “That’s the way of it: wait a long time — then
it's too late — then the wish is fulfilled, when no-one can get any benefit from
it.”

He stroked his white hair over his ear and was very proud of his
worldly wisdom.

Lenei continued to caress his wooden leg, and it seemed to her that
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the old organ in the choir had softly, softly begun to sound and ring out quite
marvellously.
“It seemed to be too late to me too, at first,” she said, “but it isn’t too

late. For Love, as | understand it, it’'s never too late.”
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