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ABSTRACT

This thesis contains a translation of five stories from

Georg Heym's collection of short stories entitled Der Dieb: Ein

Novellenbuchc The ~ajor emphasis of the thesis is on the trans

lation.. Each of the translated stories is follol'Tecl by a cornmen

tary in the form of footnotes. These footnotes point out the spe

cific problems enco1.mterGo. in translating this work and they explain

and comment on pe..rticular words and images.

The discussion serves as a general introduction to the

five short stories. The main themes and literary style of each

story are briefly analyzed.
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DER DIEB: EIN NOVELLENBUCH
A DISCUSSION OF THE FIVE SHORT STORIES



i) Introduction

A small collection of short stories 1~itten by the early

German Expressionist Georg Heym (1887-i912) during the last year

of his life before his death in January, 1912, was published post

humously in 1913 w1der the title Der Dieb: Ein Novellenbuch. Seven

short stories comprise the collection, the last of which has given

the collection its title. Five of these seven short stories have

been translated as part of this thesis and will be discussed here

with particular reference to the problems posed by their transla

tion as well as their literary style and content. These five in-

elude "Der Irre", "Jonathan", "Die Sektion", "Das Schiff", and

"Der 5- Oktober"o

"UnermUdlich variieren Heyms Dichtungen die gleichen Themen:

kreat\ll-liches Leiden, Krankheit und frod."l Each of the five stories

centres around tragic human figures, who in their confrontation

with a cruel and threatening reality attempt to deal with their

fate, only to fall victim in the end to overwhelming powers which

are beyond their controll "Der Mensch ist auf die Katastrophe hin

angelegt; er geht auf sie zu".2 Despair, suffering, madness and

death overcome helpless individuals: "Bis an den Rand ist die Schale

mit Qual Th~d Pein gefUllt: Hungersnot, eine Leiche in den H~nden der

I
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Anatomen, ein Wahnsimliger im Blutrausch, die Paroxysmen eines

Fiebernden, ein Schiff voll Pestkranker".3

Through the unusual and extreme situations which Heym

depicts in each of these stories, he reveals a notable fascination

with the exceptional and the horrifying in hume~ life, which is

characteristic of Expressionist ~ITiters. In Heym's case, these

situations can also be seen as a reflection of his oym unhappy

life, in which parental strife and disapproval with his failure

to establish himself in a suitable profession, the lack of success

in his endeavour to find lasting love, and his sense of loneliness,

uncertainty and isolation, found expression in the gloom and des

pair of his writings. Jens hypothesizes that Heym attempted to

overcome his unhappiness and depression by writing about it: "Die

detaillierte Abbildung des Furchtbaren solI dieses nicht so sehr

bannen und unschl=idlich machen; vielmehr ist in Heyrns Dichtung die

Hoffnung mit im Spiel, dass gerade das Russerste an Leid ydeder in

Gllick umschlagen k~nne, das Unheil schliesslich seine eigene Er

l~sung zi tieree,,4 Each story ends in visions, dreamlike experi-

ences which contrast with the rest of the story and convey ml im

pression of a higher reality: "Die drastische Beschreibung mensch

lichen Elends moodet stets in die bildliche Anschauung der Ver

sehrtheit des Kosmos seIber; die Verr~cktheit des einzelnen er

scheint f~r Heym in einer universalen Sinnlosigkeit und Schrecknis
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begr~det~.5 The individual, however, finds no real esoape or

release from his sufferings in the end, whioh reflects Heym1s ul-

timate pessimistio viei'T of human fate and of the individual! sin,":,

ability to ohange the ciroumstances of his ow~ life.
6

In lJ.Jonathanll, a young man 1iho has both legs amputated in

a hospital, loses all rdll to live, is deprived of an ideal oppor-

tunity for love and happiness, and dies a lonely cripple. The

reader experienoes the despa.ir, loneliness and helplessness of

this patient, vThose every thought is dominated by pain and death.

The doctors and nurses assigned to care for him only aggravate his

miserable lot by their callous and insensitive treatment of him"

In "Del' Irre", the callous and inhuman treatment received in an in-

sane asylum exacerbates the condition of an already violent and dis-

turbed individual" lIe thus poses a real threat to himself and to

society when he is released. He goes out into the world with the

intention of avenging the injustioes and brutality he feels he has

suffered. In the end, sooiety is forced to deal harshly rdth this

menace by destroying him like an animal. In "Die Sektion", a cor1)se,

the anonymous subjeot of certain scientifio experiments, is inhu-

manely manipulated and desecrated at the hands of ruthless and oal-

lous medical praotitioners. In "Das Schiff", during a brief stay

on some unkno"ffi island in the South Seas, the entire crew' of a coral

ship meet a gruesome death, the victims of a mysterious pla<6ue~ '1'he

fear and uncertainty 1-Ti th 1ihich the threat of a fatal disease burdens
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the crevTmen of the ship, cause the worst aspects of human charac

ter to come to the fore. Rather than uniting forces to deal 'l-ri th

the problem and to find a suitable and rational solution to cOwbat

it, the crew are overcome by confusion and panic. Disorganized

and disunited, they turn their frustrations upon themselves. EaQh

man struggles in vain to save his orm life, but one by one they all

inevitably fall victim to the plD~ue, which is the final victor.

In "Der 5. OktQber", Heyrn gives his orm version of certain histor-

ical events at the time of the li'rench Revolution. '1'he Parisian

masses, apathetic and pOvTerless, starved and exploited by the ruling

classes of France, throw off their shackles and are able to at least

temporarily revel in the illusion of their orm power and freedom.

They are, however, doomed now and always to be w!der the sway of

forces unknovm to them and more powerful than themselves, I'Thich they

can neither understand nor determine. 7



i) Introduction: Footnotes

5

1 I. Jens, Studien zur Entwicklun
Novelle (T~bingen, 1954 , p. 160 0

2 Fritz TiIartini, "Die Sektidn fl
, in his book Das Hag-ilis

der S ruche: Inter retationen deutscher Prosa von Nietzsche bis
Benn stuttgart: Ernst Klett Verlag, 1954 , p. 260.

3 Monty Jacobs, "Georg Heyms Prosa", in K.L. Schneider
and G. Burckhardt, edse, Georg Heym: Dokumente zu seinem Leben
und Werk (Hamburg: Heillrich Ellermann, 1968), P9 272.

4 Jens, Ope cit. , p. 160.

5 Jens, o.p.. cit., p .. 160 0

6 Jens, OPe cit. , p. 161.

7 Jens, op. cit. , p. 188.



ii) "Der Irre"

The story entitled "Der Irre" is a case study of madness

as viewed from the perspective of the madman himself. Heym does

not simply wish to give a description of the behaviour and motives

of this man nor to act as an impartial judge in the situation, but

rather to relate the immediate impressions made upon the madman by

the reRlity which he encounters and his reactions to ito He is

thus not interested in studying the madman as a pathological case

nOD in analyzing the individual motivations for the crimes which

the madman commits, but in relating the madman's experience as the

madman himself sees it and in revealing how the madman views him

self and the world outsidee l The story is correspondingly based

on two narrative styles: inner monologue for the expression of the

madman's thoughts and feelings, and impartial third-per~on narra-

tion which conveys events and actions.

Allan Blunden points out that this story was written in the

same year that the term II schizophrenia" ,vas coined.2 'rhe madman's

inner world is divided, and we experience the two halves of this

inner world. 'L1here are t'fo distinct forces 'l'Thich control his be-

haviour: the animal-like, and the human. '1'he former is violent,

aggressive, irrational, ~~d destructive, causing the madman to

6
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commit murder on impulse and without concern or understanding

of the consequencese The latter is oonscious, reflective, sym

pathetic fu~d compassionate to other human beings, and capable of

rational ccmprehension. The madman cannot determino which of

these sides will dominate his character at any given time. With

out warning, the irrational, animal side of his nature takes hold

of him, causing him to commit numerous violent crimes against hu

manity. This uncontrollable and irresistable force seems to gain

greater hold of him and to determine his aotions to the extent that

he even loses his identity as a human being and physically embodies

this demonic forcee The madman is thus seen as being the victim of

an unjust and inescapable fate, but as such society must deal with

him for he poses a grave threat to its securityo He exists primar

ily in a dream vlOrld of irrational visions, "Thich is interspersed

with periods when he is ablato think and function rationally and

normally. Logic and clarity of thought interchange "ri th grotesque,

unreal, violent and often incoherent visions, and the transfer from

one state to the other can occur without the least provocation or

r8ason. In the madman's mind, ;the flow of his thoughts and feelings

is uninterrupted, and he aoquiesces to the ohange from one to the

next as a natural pe.rt of his being and oharaoter. It is the reader

1'Tho must take note of the sudden sui tches from the logical and hu-
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man to the irrational and animal. Heym too ascribed this dicho

tomy to himself when in his diary he referred to himself as "heut

Tier und morgen Gott".3

The story begins with the madman's release from the mental

asyluill into the world outside. The calm and objective third-person

narration of the first paragraph of the story changes suddenly in

the second to the tone of a vague, menacing and ominous threat,

expressed in the inner monologa:a of the madman t s thought. rrhis

threat is addressed to the outside world and it gives us the first

indications of i'That ,ie might expect from this character and the

further development of the story. The madman apparently has cer

tain ideas and intentions in his mind concerning what he wishes to

do now that he is free, though uha.t these are, is not revealed here

explicitlyo The ominous tone of his thoughts forces us to conclude

that the opposite is true of that which we initially supposed in

reading the first paragraph: that the madman has been completely

cured by his sta0T in the asylum, and that he no longer poses a real

threat io himselfrtor to the rest of society. Instead, we see that

his violence and hatred of the world have become magnified by his

stay there, and that he now desires to avenge the injustices he

feels have been inflicted upon him•. Society, having failed to cure

this incli.iridual, must now pay the price for its mistal<e. In the
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text of the story, objective narration goes over into inner mon

ologue, just as impartial description gives way to the expression

of impassioned hostility, thus revealing the contradiction between

the outside, rational and organized world, and the inner struggles

and conflicts, the chaoscof an embittered and potentially destruc

tive individual. In the story, Heym immediately juxtaposes these

two spheres of reality and reveals their contradiction.

The "wrath of the madman is stirred at the thought of his

experiences in the asylum. The madman recalls how the patients

were savagely abused by the personnel in the asylum. His brutal

and violent threats against the personnel now seem to be justified

in response to this gross injustice and to "such a brutal and cor

rupt environment. It is, however, impossible for the reader to de

termine the degree of truth or of exaggeration and falseness in

these accusations. Although his memories may to some extent be

subjective and the product of a highly excitable imagination, par

ticular details impart to them a semblance of reality and facto

The doctors are pictured as grotesque torturers who put helpless

individuals into scalding baths, raped the female patients, and on

one occasion even intended to feed parts of a corpse to the patients o

In the madman's mind, these visions take on monstrous proportions.

Yet)although the tone of his thoughts is bitter and aggressive,
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they are rational and coherent, and thus cannot be considered

merely the product of a deranged mind bent on revengeo The asy

lum's mistake in letting a person not yet cured go free and its

alleged brutal treatment of the sick thus make society at least

partially responsible for the tragedy of the madman's life and

death.

The language in this lengthy passage is colloquial, and

some of the sentences are incomplete. This style is appropriate

for conveying the thoughts and feelings of this person and at the

same time for revealing something about his background. Although

the madman is never once identified by name, former occupation or

social standing, we may infer that he apparently is not highly edu

cated and probably of a lower class. The violence of his imagery

and the fact that he is unable to articulate his thoughts well,

lends further support to this inference.

His thoughts return to his wife. He reveals that he was

committed to the asylum for violent behaviour, namely for having

assaul ted his wife. :Ho'l'1 his intention is to get even 1'ii th her, as

well as with the rest of the world: "So, und mit del' ,-rl1rdej er

jetzt abrechnen".5 This sentence echoes the threat he made in

the second paragraph of the storyo

The author traces the madman's steps on his way back to his

former apartment. Objective third-person narration ends abruptly
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once more, giving way to the visions of the madman. Crossing a

grainfield where the grainstalks burst open underfoot, he ima-

gines that he is walking on the skulls of praying Moslems, a~d is

enthralled by the sound tha"t they make. It is a grotesque vision

of tyranny and absolute power, of helpl~ss and passive individuals

who are at the mercy of one man and who meet death without the

slightest protesto A similar image of human helplessness occurs

in "Jonathan", l'lhere the heads of the hospital patients are com-

pared to rapeseeds in an autumn field and the patients are at the

mercy of doctors- and nurses who have come to <luell the revolt of

their cries with injections of morphine. For the first time, the

reader is given 'proof' of this person's madness. The grotesque

image of cracking heads forbodes more future evil and death. He

dreams of trampling the head of an old man, perhaps that of the

asylum director. According to Kurt Mautz, the moon in Heym's work

is a symbol identical with that of the old manls head o He states

that the head of the old man, the cruel and hated asylum director,

the tyrannical crushing of human skulls, and the madman's faoe

"wie ein weisser aufgehender nond",6 are all reflections of the

same symbol of the moon, ''thich expresses tyranny and violence. 7

Like a child, the madman falls asleep after playing war

games with the grainstalks. Awakened by the voices of children,
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them and attacks them, crushing their skulls. His vision of the

praying Moslems is thus tra.>1slated into reality: "Das berauschte

ihn, machte ihn zu einem Gott".8 The horrible scene is made even

more grotesque when the madman begins to sing the Luther hymn "Ein

feste Burg ist unser Gottll
, while beating time with both of the

skulls. Though excluded from normal society by his insanity, the

madman is shown to still be part of that same society, steeped in

its culture and traditions. He sings the hymn like a child would

a nursery rhyme, unaware of its real meaning. As Blunden points

out, this hymn praising God is perverted into one which extols

the forces of evil, of "der alt-bBse Feind", whose pOrTer and cun

ning have no equal on this earth,,9 The madman revels in his ovm

destructive power and deludes himself in the belief that he is

all-p01,mrful.. But like a child, he is unavrare of the real con-

sequences of' his actions~.and that he has committed murder" '1'he

madman dances about the corpses, the blood splashing off his arms o

Blunden states that his figure is likened to the beautiful fire-

bird of Russian folklore, which further emphasizes the grotesque-

f th ' f' 10ness 0 1S 19ure.

Once more the rational side of the madman gains control of

him: "Mi t einem ~lale scblug seine Stimmung umo" 11 He is moved to

pi t;)T and remorse at the sight of the two small corpses, but his

attempts to revive them are in vain. Blunden points out that Heym
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intends the madman to be a caricature of the Prometheus figure,

for he who only moments ago felt like a god, is now unable to even

drive the flies away, let alone undo the grievous crime he has com

rnitted. 12 According to the ideals of humanism, man's superiDrity

is due to his capacity for autonomous thought and action. Heymts

madman is not the ideal creature of classical tradition, but a jux-

taposition of good and evil, of the god-like and the animal. He is

the victim of forces which govern his thought and behaviour. Just

as suddenly as he is moved to pity, the thought of trueing revenge

on his wife turns his face livid with rage.

Further along the way, he encounters a woman whom he thinks

he recognizes. Feelings of fear and insecurity prevent him from

stopping her. Now for the first time his violent anger and des-

tructive urges take on the form of a wild beast. Initially, he is

detached from this beast and even addresses it:

Und das Aas wollte raus. Ja, ja, du musst raus.13

Blunden comments on this: "The madman is an animal provided with

the humffil faculty of self-consciousness: outwardly, he is described

as though he were a beast, and Heym writes of 'das Tier t and 'est;

inwardly the man is fully aware of his animal nature and acquiesces

. . t ,,14
~n ~ •

This change from violence to calm and from irrational be-

haviour to rational thought occurs without warnin0 • This is con-
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veyed in the language vd th the use of the adverb "suddenly",

which in most cases begins the sentence. For example:

"PlBtzlich bekam er vor der Sonne Angst." (p. 22)
"Mit ein8m Male schlug seine Stimmung urn." (p. 23)
"Mit einem Male vmsste er ••• " (p. 29)

I. Jens points out the frequency of Heym's use of this device:

"Malt IIeyrn einmal nicht vision!!re Zustfulde aus, berichtet er von

einem zeitlichen fortschreitenden Geschehen, so geht er mit adver-

biellen Bestimmungen vrie "jetzt", I p lBtzlich" , "mit einem Male"

nicht eben sparsam um. lll5 This overuse of certain adverbs causes

them to lose their impact and creates an incoherence of facts and

events, since every OCCLITrenCe and action is artificially made

unique and dramatic. Jens comments: "Die Beziehung, die diese

Adverbien stiften, ist die zuf~lliger Begegnilllg, aber nicht prag

16matisch-sinmroller Folgee"

The madman pounces upon his terrified victim and kills her.

An excellent example of the subtle interweaving of the two narrative

styles in the story appears in the following paragraph describing

the death scene:

Die Frau w~lz~ sich im Sand, das Tier schmeisst
sie herum. Hier ist die Kehle, da ist das beste
Blut; man trinkt immer aus der Kehle. Es haut
seinen Rachen in ihre Gurgel und saugt das Blut
aus ihrem Leibe. Pfui Teufel, ist das aber sch5no 11

The first and third sentences are in the impartial third-person

narration. 'l'he second and fourth sentences are the thoughts of
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the madman as he is committing his gruesome acts, and thus in the

style of inner monologue. The fourth and last sentence strikingly

combines and contrasts the two sides of the madman's character: the

ethical, human side ~~lich is horrified by the crime, and the beastly

nature, which revels at the sight of blood and violence.

An old man chm1ces upon the murder sceneo His feelings of

confusion, indecision and fright in reaction to the crime and to

the bloody wasted figure which appears, are narrated through inner

monologue. When the old man finally runs away, the madman thiru<s

that he is doing the right thing, "denn hie~' konnten gleich wieder

18die Hylinen aus dem Korn kommen". The humeJl side of his character

is once again in control of him, and he speaks of the situation as

though he had only been a detached observer of it. He looks at

himself smeared with blood, and wonders where it came from. He

cannot recall that just minutes ago he put an end to someons's

life:

8ein Gedlichtnis verlor sich. Er wusste zuletzt
nicht mehr, wo er war. 19

lfandering through the meadolls, he thinks he is a flower.

He comes upon a pond and goes s~·Timming like a large white fish o

I-t seems as though the madman desires to be absorbed back into na-

ture, as I. Jens points out: "In den Visionen des 1rren ist bereits

eine vBllige Identitlit des Menschen mit Pflanzlichem und Dinglichem

20hergestellt"o
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He weaves himself a crovm of reeds and dances naked in

the sun like a satyr. lleym uses this symbol to portr8~ the gro-

tesqueness of this figure whose nature is half-man and half-beast.

As Heinz RBllcl<e points out, fauns, silenes and satyrs are nega-

tive symbols in Heymts work, appearing in poems such as "Die D!!-

21monen der Stttdte".

The madman reaches the city. His naive impressions convey

the impersonal and anonymous existence of the people there and the

feeling of alienation in the seemingly undirected movement of per-

sons and things. For the first time he feels alone and longs for

the securi ty of the asylum, l'1"hose cruel ty now seems bearable in

comparison with the indifferBnce and confusion of life in an ill1-

. knolffi ci ty.

At his old apartment, no one answers the doore Rage and

desire for revenge transform him once more into an animal. He

pounces against the door, breaking it in. A crowd gathers, attrac-

ted by the commotion.. The madman feels threatened and hunted d01'fll

like an animal, and bo·unds away like an orangutan ..

He goes inside a building which he thinks looks like a

22church, but YThich in fact is a department storeo The madman

looks at everything there with the naivete of a child, as though

even this most fundamental of social institutions in twentieth-

century society were totally unfamiliar to him. The ornamental
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character of the store, the variety and abundance of its merchan-

dise, and its apparent position of' power, prominence and wealth

in twentieth-century society, make the madman's supposition seem,

hOHever, less absurd. Blunden points out that Heym1s description

allows us to imagine either a modern heaven or hell:

The vast space, the golden light from on high,
people ascending and descending - surely this
has all the dimensions of' a modern Inferno?
And since we do worship material possessions,
is it not logical enough that we should seek
our salvation in the big department store,
which (after all) of'fers us paradise on easy
terms? 23

The movement of the elevator makes him believe he is a

bird soaring up into the sky. Standing on a balcony above the

glassvTare department, he looks down at the cro1'Tds beloW' l'lho to

him seem like flies. He envisions himself soaring high above a

calm sea like a bird, and jumps off the balustrade into the midst

of Tiffany crystal and glass. Blunden points out that the madman's

illusion of greatness and strength causes his dovmfall at the very

moment he imagines triwnph. Blunden states that the madman is

like the mythological figure Icarus, whose lnngs melted when he at

tained his greatest heights in flight. 24 Dream images are mixed

with impressions of reality, and the collision of these two worlds

results in the madmro1'S dovmfall.

Then he attacks one of the shopgirls, and sitting on top

of her, t~inks he is riding on the back of a fish to the bottom of
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the sea. At that moment, a police marksman shoots him. The mad-

man dies immediately, I'd thout pain and wi thout realizing vrhat has

happened. Death for him is like sinking into eternity, a fulfill-

ment of visions of immeasurable bliss. It is a release from a

cruel and incomprehensible ~orld, not a punishment for his mis-

deeds or the burden of guilt or remorse& "Eine evrige Musik stieg

von unten herauf und sein sterbendes Herz tat sich auf, zitternd

in einer unermesslichen Seligkeit.,,,25 His killer remains just as

anonymous as the madman is to the reader and to the outside world.

The author does not define which perspective the reader

should take in viewing the situation, and he makes no moral con-

demnations or judgments .. He merely presents the situation as it

happened, leaving the reader to make up his ovm mind about ito

As Blunden points out, Heym presented a more sympathetic picture

of the madman than was generally the case in his time for "in Heym's

day, psychiatri sts 1fere still adopting a tone of moral condemnation

in their discussions of mental illness" .. 26 Heym"lets us see the

workings of a mind which cannot control its 'darker' side, its ir-

rational nature. The madman is no heroic figure, but rather the

victim of forces stronger than himself, ''Thich determine his beha-

viour and decide his fateo He does not feel himself bound by so-

ciety's lavrs, and thus he attacks persons and tra-Ylsgresses the Im-rs
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of that society, which in turn is obliged to protect itself against

such attacks. The tragedy of the madman lies in his inability to

control his violent and destructive urges, for his 'normal' human

side reveals a perceptive individual with compassion and under

st&.ding.



20

ii) "Der Irre": Footnotes

1 Allan B1unden, "Notes on Georg Heym's Novelle "Der Irre" fl ,
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iii) "Jonathan"

Of all five stories, "Jonathan" expresses the theme of

hopelessness and human misery most intensely and dramatically.

The feelings of defeat, isolation, and helplessness of the indivi

dual in dealing with his situation and his olm fate, dominate the

story from beginning to end, making this story the strongest ex

pression of Heym's pessimistic view concerning manls position in

the Q~iverse and his domination by forces incomprehensible, yet

overrrhelming and inescapable. Unlike the stories "Die Sektion"

and "Der Irre", in the end there occurs no blissful reunification

of the suffering individual with a loved one or a return to the un

ending bliss of the heavens.

The story tells of the last days in the life of an engineer

confined to a Hamburg hospital. Illness and the threat of death

dominate his every thought and consume him both physically and men

tally. His condition has left him defenceless and alone~ his will

and courage to live have become vTeakened, and his fears have been

magnified out of all proportion. As in "Der Irre", it is the bru

tality and neglect suffered by the individual in an institution

which exacerbates his illness and prevents recovery, since the road

to recovery is not only physical but mental and spiritual as well.

22
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Jonathan, however, temporarily experiences respite from his de

pression and isolation Hhen he befriends the female patient in

the adjacent room. Her sympathy"attention and companionship

benefit him immenselyo But this opportunity for love and happi

ness is quashed by the intentional maliciousness of the hospital

personnel who forbid any further contact between the two patients.

The additional shock of having both legs amputated crushes Jona

than's spirit forever, and he retreats into himself, cutting off

all further contact with the outside Horld.. His death is i.n. thout

dignity, in the paroxysms of pain and suffering .. Heym's concep

tion of human fate is further illustrated in the story of the en

gineer's own life filled with hardship and disaster, which he re

lates to the girl. Like a small boat, the individual is tossed

about by the cruel waves of fate, doomed in the end to be smashed

by them against the rocks.

The story begins with a description of the circumstances

surrounding Jonathan's stay in the hospital .. Both of his legs are

in casts, he is unable to move at all, and the only human contact

he has had during the time of his stay.there has been a peevish

and unsympathetic nurse, who has Shovffi nothing more than indiffer

ence for his misery and suffering. The boredom and monotony of his

existence are expressed in the first paragraph through the repeti

tion of the time element ("schon den dritten.T.ag", 1I1angsamll) and
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with the metaphor of hours as endlessly falling waterdrops. Time

does not promote healing nor does it bring with it eventual re-

covery, but is for the patient like illness itself: an inescap-

able enemy, a curse, and a cause of further suffering. Time is

experienced as "die der Lebensgrenze zustUrzende Flucht leerer,

nur vergehender Zeitmomente"ol Pain and time are described meta-

phorically with verbs ascribing to them the movement of animals,

such as "kriechen" ("to creep", "to crm'Tl"):

"und uenn die Schmerzen aus seinen gebrochenen
Knien langsam an ihm herauikrochen" (p. 38)

"Die Dunkelheit des frUhen Herbstabends kroch
durch die leeren Fenster in das elende Zimmer"
(po 38)

This same metaphor occurs in other stories such-:as "Die Sektion"

where it describes the process of the corpse's decay: "und die Ver

11'esung des Todes kroch mit ihren bunten Krallen tiber ibn hin".2

Jonathan thinks that each bed is like a IIMaul, das nach einem

neuen Kranken zu schnappen schien" "3 Thus time, pain, illness and

death are depicted using language and imagery which olearly empha-

size the passivity and helplessness of the patients, ~ld their

total subjugation and exploitation by these forces: "Und sie muss-

ten ruhig in ihren Betten liegen, sie muss ten sich den kBrperlichen

Schmerzen hingeben, sie lfUrden bei lebendigem Leibe geschunden ll •
4

Colours too are used to symbolize these forces. Just as

in "Die Sekttion" where the colour white conveys the callousness of
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the hospital surroundings, and in "Del' 1rre" ,·[here terror flies

through the house like a frenzied white bird, Jonathan sees Pain

stretch out its long white fingerso Jonathan lies on large white

pillo'ifS uhichseem to consume him: "Del' kleine Jonathan lag in

seinen grossen vreissen Kissenll
0
5

The repetition of adverbs meaning "eternally" and "again"

imp~rts to them symbolic meaning:

"Und sein Bett schien mit ihm auf einern h811
ischen strome herunterzuschvrlmmen, dessen e,nge
K~lte in die evnge Starre einer verlorenen W~ste

endlos zu laufen schien." (po 38)

"Und er war wieder allein, wieder verlassen,
wieder seinen Qualen ausgeliefert • ee" (p. 38)

Repeti tion to the point of hyperbole causes a "!'Tord to lose its in-

herent funet:Lon of description and to take on a symbolic, abstract

fllilction. Jonathants individual experience of loneliness and aban-

donment is magnified into a metaphysical, universal condition, es-

pecia,lly through religious symbolism. Hhen Jonathan spots the fe-

male patient lying in the next room, he thinks that she is "jemand

6vTie er, herausgeworfen aUG dem Garten des Lebene". The hospital

is the hell to which this Adam and Eve are condemned. The Chris-

tian image of hell is secularized into that of an earthly hell,

symbolizing the horrors, senselessness, and monotony of earthly ex-

. t 7:LS enee.

Most sentences are long and draiffi out, usually comprising

two or more main clauses" Conjunctions are, houever, often left
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out, leaving the various elements juxtaposed to one another and
a

ui thout as clea1.~conn.ection betvTeen them. The dravm out struoture

of some sentences serves to emphasize the monotony of time and the

overl'rhelming feelings of hopelessness in the patients:

ItAch, warum hier sterben, hier, W'o man den
Tad an jedem Bette stehen sah, hier, 1'10 man
dem Tode ausgeliefert war uie eine Nummer,
mit sehenden Augen, hier, wo jeder Gedaru(e
vom Tode infiziert war, hier, wo es keine
Illusionen mehr gab, wo alles nackt, kalt
und grausam lfar. It (p. 39)

The theme of hopelessness is Vividly erpressed in the blas-

phe~ous image of Cl~ist dying on the cross, which according to Jon-

athan serves as a constant reminder of the patients' own power-

lessness rather than as a source of hope and strength. For him

Christ is no longer the saintly figure who sacrificed himself for

the sins and 1'Teaknesses of the world, who took upon his own shoul-

ders the burdens of the world, and who suffered to prove his com-

passion for the righteous suffering on this earth. Jonathan sees

him as an image which radiates weakness and who, like the patients,

is a victim of the cruel and ruthless pOl'TerS governing the world.

Religion can no longer provide a haven or solace and redemption

from their sufferings. Christ, the ultimate symbol of confort and

strength, the source of inspiration and of belief in virtue and

goodness, is perverted into a grotesque and revolting figure, a

symbol of the tragic and inescapable fate of the weak and sufferingo
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As I. Jens points out: l1Die Heilsgeschichte ist bei Heym s!:lkular-

isiert; das Bild des Gekreuzigten verbindet sich fUr Heyms Vor-

stellung nicht mel~ mit dem messianischen Erl~sungsgedanken, es

ist vielmehr dessen Widerlegung, Denkmal vergeblichen Leidens und

8verratener Hoffnungo"

Jonathan's encounter with the female patient in the next

room allows him for the first time to establish real human contaot,

which arouses new hopes in him and provides him some respite from

the depression and fears which till then have assailed him con-

stantly. Direct speech and dialogue impart immediacy to the events

and an added dimension of reality to the two characters o A bond

of friendship is created bet'l'reen them. They are "vrie zvTei Sohiffs

brt'J.chige, die in einem uferlosen Ozean nebeneinander dahintreibenl1
0
9

The image of the sea in Heymts Hork expresses a longing to find

escape from the restrictions and oppressiveness of a regulated and

unfeeling world. lO Abandoned and alone, their fates are insecure

and unkno~~ in a desolate and lonely worldo

Jonathan begins telling his friend of the events of his

past life which indeed has been like that of a castaway drifting

from one disaster to the next in various parts of the world. He

has been afflicted with illness on several occasions, but never, so

he says, has he had to endure the extreme isolation and the inhum&~

conditions he must now. Despite the scientific, technological and
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medical advances made in the physical treatment of the sick in

Western society, the knowledge and practice of satilying the

basic human emotional and spiritual needs of the ill cannot even

eQual that of the more'primitive' societies. The practitioners

of ~estern medicine have not yet realized that a human being

uhose psychological well-being is not properly cared for will not

recover physically either.

The vast significance and unrealistic expectations uhich

Jonathan attaches to his meeting with this girl and its further

outcome, is conveyed using Christian imagery.. '}lhe heavens of love

have now been opened up to him, he says, filling his heart uith un

certain happiness. 1;Thereas Christ for him symbolizes hopelessness

and despair, the girl inspires hope, love and trust. Her profile

"schien aus del' Dunkelhei t herauszubrennon, liie das Gesicht eines

Heiligenbildes in einer dunklen Kirchell()ll

The actions of the doctor force an end to the brief friend-

ship between Jonathan and the girl.. Both are reprimanded for dis

turbing the Quiet, and further contact between them is prohibited.

The doctor, after examining Jonathan's legs, remarks to him curtly

that his chances for recovery are minimal and that he mustn't ex

pect any improvement o The callousness of the manner with which

this information is conveyed adds to the crushing blow of his

words. Jonathan's hopes for recovery and escape out of his lono-
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liness and isolation are at once brutally dashed, sealing }WS

terribl!;) fate. Here, ju:::rt as in "Die Sektion" and "Der Irre ll ,

the doctors are representative of the brutality of modern civil

ization and of the hollow~ess of its ideals of order and progress. 12

Shortly after,orards, Jonathan is overcome by a renewed at-

tack of fever. His despair and hopelessness return once again:

"nun 1-n'trde ihn nie::nand mehr erlBsen, mill wfude ihn niema..YLd mehr

retten.,,13 A change occurs in the story from the realistic thircl-

person narration to a series of visions which reflect the life-and-

death struggle which Jonathan is waging inside him and in which des-

pair and madness threaten to annihilate him. Religious terms again

convey his serious and desperate situation and the results of his

shattered dreamso Christ's smile seems to him malicious and feigned~

He no longer suffers for humanity's sake, b~t like a masochist, re-

vels in his torment. Jonemhan;envisions his neighbour in the next

room, who now looks like a corpse rather than a sainto When he

awakes, the pains in his legs are so severe that he thinks they

are being extracted 1uth tongs.

Death ste..nds on the hospital roof, tOvrering above the suf-

fering patients. The same image occurs in Heym's poem "Das Fieber-

spitalll
:

Auf ihrem Dache sitzt ein Mann im Stubl
Und droht den Kranken mit dem Eisenstab 14



30

This figure resembles the pseudo-mythological figures in the

poems "Der Gott der Studtil and "Der Krieg" by Heym ~'lhich bring

chaos and destruction into a seemingly ordered and civilized

world. Like the mysterious figure in this story and the Plague

in "Das Schiff", these are creatures without definite shape or-

form, which increases their terrifying effect on their victims.

Kurt Mautz states that the personification of such forces in

Heymfs work expresses the superior yet incomprehensible powers

which reality exercises over man and their inherent negative and

threatening charactero l5 According to Zimmermann in his article

"Jonathan", the terrible howling of the patients in response to

the appearance of this figure " evoziert die makabre Vorstellung

einer htlllischen Messe, die zur Feier der diabolischen Macht des

16Todes veranstaltet l1ird.". Just as hunger compels the masses to

revol t in IIDer 5. Oktober", the pain of the patients turns into a

mad orgy of howling and protest. The grotes~ue visions of decay

and disease climax in one sentence, in which visual imagery cap-

tures and heightens the overwhelming despair and. helplessness of

patients who like Jonathan, are doomed. to become victims of Death,

which thus bro~dens Jonathan's personal experience into a more uni-

versal one:

IIUberall dreng dasentsetzliche Br\Ulen bin,
~berall 1'1eckte es die Schl~fer aus ihrem
kraftlosen Schlaf und ~berall weckte es ein
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sohreckliches Echo, bei den Krebskranken, die
kaum entschlafen waren, denen nun der weisse
Ei ter wieder in ihren :D1irmen zu rilmen begann,
bei den Verdammten, denen die Knochen wegfaulten,
langsam, St\ick fUr St\ick, und bei denen, denen
auf dem Kopf ein furchtbares Sarkom wucherte,
das von innen heraus ihre Nase, ihren Oberkiefer,
ihre Augen wegfrass, ausfrass, austraxllc, und
riesige stinkende LBcher, grosse Trichter voll
gelber Jauche in ihrem weissen Gesicht aufge
rfussen hatteo" (p. 46)

The nurses running about 1vi th needles fi lIed wi th opium

to relieve the patients from their pain, are like the ministrants

of a strange church service. The scene resembles that in "Der 50

Oktoberll
, i'There the suffering masses find temporary escape an&. re-

lease from their anger and frustrations in their visions and rever-

ies, after which they are once more reduced to apathetic creatures

vdthout a will to act. Similarly in this story the patients are

manipulated and lied to by the doctors and nurses and given drugs

to subdue and render them p01'Terless: " •••und der Aufstand der

Scmaerzen endete in Tr1inen, Schlaf und stumpfer Resignation".l?

Jonathan too becomes victim to this:

Jonathan fiel in eine durnpfe Bet&ubung~ Der
Schmerz hatte sich ausgerast, er war zuletzt
erstickt in Apathie. 18

The narration returns once more to a factual and realistic

description of eventso Jonathan's legs have qUickly and unexpected-

ly swollen, and he must have them amputated. After the operation

has been performed, Jonathan is not only physically crippled ("urn
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die H!Hfte kfu'zer gemacht"), but emotionally as 1'1ell.
19

The

author ironically compares his body to that of an exotic god

rising out of a calyx.

When Jonathan sees his friend once more, he seems unable

to recognize hero The shock caused by the operation and his over-

whelming feelings of alienation and shame have totally taken con-

trol over him, and prevent him from reaching out to the only per

son who can nOvI help him. In "Eine Fratze" (1911), Heym wrote:

Unsere Krankheit. Vielleicht kBnnte sie
etwas heilen: Liebe. Aber wir mlissen am
Ende -erkennen, dass wir selbst zur Liebe
zu krrulk sind. 20

This applies appropriately to Jonathan!s situation at the end of

the story. In his article, Zimmermann points out that illness

has t1iO primaryi'.symbolic functions in this stor;}r, as in Heym's

prose in general: it signifies the alienation of the individual

from the rest of the society (as represented by the doctors and

nurses), and it means the alienation of the individual from him

21self, the dissolution of the "I" or self. The hallucinations

and visions 1Thich Jonathan experiences as he is dying reflect

this dissolution. He sees the vIallpaper moveo The room fills

with dwarfs whose blue heads are like cornflowerso When he

tries to discern their featu:l.'Gs, they become blurred in "lauter

blaue Flecken". The colour blue, as Kurt Mautz points out, sym

22bolizes death and decay, an "l!.,~lBschen des Lebens", and occurs
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in "Die Sektion" in the "blaue FEtulnLs" of the corpse's forehead ..

The final scene of the story takes place in a large field.

Jonathall envisions himself lying "allein und nackt eo. auf einer

Art Bahre", like the co;r:opse in "Die Sektion" who lies "al1ein

und nackt auf einem '1'eissen Tisch in dem grossen Saal". Accor-

ding to I. Jens, these scenes symbolically portray "die lli"'1geheure

Ver1assenheit des Menschen in kosmischer YTeime".23 The figure

of Death which stood above the hospital, has now become the figure

of a man in rags shaking his bony fist. The girl is there with

him too .. Both beckon to Jonathan who must choose whom to follo~:

Life (as represented by the girl), or Death (the skeleton in rags).

Jonath~~, however, has neither the will nor the strength to defy

Death, whom he follows into the endless darknesso The ending of

the story, as I. Jens points out, resembles that of "Das Schiff":

"Die Fahrt bleibt ziellos, sie vermag nicht, den Bannkreis des

S5hreckens zu verlassen.,,24 Jonathan finds no escape or comfort

in death from his suffering on earth. As in life, so too in death

is he a castavTay, doomed to forever ''lander aimlessly through the

univers@.
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iv) "Die Sektion"

The shortest of the five stories, "Die Sektion", portrays

the theme of the dehumanization of the indiv~dual perhaps most

poignantly. A dissection is being carried out on a dead manls

body. The sun which shines upon the corpse seems to cause new

life to stir in it which eventually reaches the brain, causing it

to bring back memories of the past. As Fritz Martini points out

in his excellent analysis of this story, the story is divided

into two halves. l In the first, there is a description of the

hospital room, the corpse, and the doctorso The decaying corpse

especially is depicted in gruesome yet colourful and exotic de

tail. At the same time, the doctors are dissecting the body like

cruel torturers who pullout its· various parts indiscriminately

and revel in their senseless desecration of it. In the second

half of the story, the corpse's brain is "reactivated", and dreams

and visions of a past love are recalled. Love is a spiritual

force strong enough to survive despite physical death and decay.

Martini remarks: "Auf den Kontrast ist der Gesamtaufbau der Er

z~hlung in seiner schroffen Zweiteilung zwischen kreatUrlicher

Verfallenheit an Qual und Verwesune einerseits, der seligen Ver

zl!l.ckung entkBrperter Liebe andererseits hingerichtet ll o
2

36
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The style of the prose can also be divided into two types.

Concise, factual sentences conveying events and actions are in

sharp contrast to the long and more complex sentences which pre-

dominate in the story and in which description and imagery border

on hyperbole.

The corpse underGoing the dissection remains anonymous

throughout the story, identified by neither name nor former oc-

cupation (like the madman in "DeI' Irre"), and without any particu-

lars about his life and death. As Martini points out, the defin-

ite article "der" in "der Tote" (as opposed to "ein" Toter) makes

this corpse symbolically representative of all the dead, and re-

veals death as the cruelly inescapable force which obliterates

the individual and the unique in life and brutally reduces every-

thing to a common denominator,. Change is thus the only constant

f~rce in all eXistence~3 Martini states:

Heym greift die Wirklichkeit da an, wo sie
auch fUr ibn unwiderlegbar in Erscheinung
treten musste: an der physischen Beschaffen
heit des Menschen. DeI' Leib, sO darf man dessen
Darstellw1g in Heyms Dichtlli1gen deuten, ist
aber die Realit~t, die den Verfestigungs- und
Verh~rtungstendenzendes Bestehenden spottet.
Er ver~ndert sioh unaufhaltsam, er zerf~llt

und verwandelt sioh im Tod schliesslich in.
blosse Natur. 4

The first sentence of the story sets the moodo The corpse

is lying naked and alone in a white and austere operating room.
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The repetition of the adjective 'Iwhi te" attributes to it the sym-

bolic meaning of lifelessness~5 In this sentence, the initial fac

tual description of the surroundings is followed by the emotional

and subjective impressions which these surroundings make. This is

conveyed especially by ihe adjectives "bedr'Uckend" and "grausam".

The first sentence builds up to a climax at the end, in which re

ality is completely transcended in the vision of the cries of end

less torments.

The sun is the catalyst which causes the dead body to change

and to decay more rapidly. It brings forth new· life in the corpse,

whioh is compared to a blossoming green landscape and thus oon

trasts h~th the cold and lifeless surroundings of the hospital.

In the heat, his "lound bursts ",-rie eine rote Aokerfurche" <>
6 Mar

tini states that the oorpse "erh~lt eine zauberbafte und vergiftete

SchBnheit als sakrales Opfer vor dem Gott, der Tod heisst"07 The

corpse embodies an exotfc and unreal world of demonic beauty in

which lif., and death oome together.. Deoay is revealed as a hidden

life foroe: an active, mysterious and incomprehensible prooesso

What seems to be dead is in faot alive and undergoing oonstant

ohange ..

The dootors enter to begin their dissection. They are des

oribed as "ein paar freundliohe M~nner", educated (as symbolized by

their duelling-scars) and seemingly cultivated (their golden pince-
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nez).8 Their duelling-scars allude to their cool nerve and cold-

bloocledness and that they are inured to "cutting up" others in

duels, and being "cut up" themselves. A full personal desorip-

tion is not given of them, only a fm-r superficial characteristics

1'Thich outwardly designate them as physicians are briefly mentioned.

The demonic image of their instrwnents, of needles l'Thich "llie

krumrne Geierschntl.bel ewig nach Fleisch zu schreien schienenll9 ,

undermines the conventional but superficial image of the doctors.

This is later confirmed in the sta'l;emeilt: "Sie glichen furchtbaren

Folterknechten ..... ".10 The doctors have suddenly and unexpectedly

turned into demonic torturers who brutally manipulate and abuse the

helpless corpse which initially was thought tc be an object for

study. They treat the body as a thing, not as f1 human being ..Tho

once pulsated ..ri th life like themselves and who nOll even in death

is full of life. They thereby violate the rights and integrity of

this human being. Martini states: IIDer Tote, der einmal ein leben

der und liebender Mensch war, ist zum preisgegebenen Obja~t der

blt'thenden Vernesung Hie einer in wissenschaftlicher Sachlichkeit

sich verkleidenden mtmonie gevTorden" .. 11 The individual is pitted

against a collective II s ie", the anonymous group of doctors.. As

Kurt Mautz points out, the expressionists often intentionally make

nouns plural to depersonalize them, to mmce them abstract, and to

impart to them an ominous and threatening character. 12 The doctors
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and the hospital no longer represent th,,;) orderly and the rational.

The seemingly civilized milieu of the operating room is in reality

violent and horrible., Beneath this veneer of bourgeois respecta-

bility and orderliness lies the demonic and the perverse.

Midway through the story, there occurs a marked change in

the narrative which signals the beginning of the second half of

the story: "Del' VerrTesung des Fleisches stellt del' Erz1:ihler jetzt

13die Verzlickung im Todestraum entgegen"" C 1 t D" I 1o e te 2m2C as we 1

points this change out in her thesis: "Obwohl bei Heym die Welt

del' d~monischen Gegenst~~de unheimlich tyrannisch geworden ist,

bring doeh del' Geist, d.h. die Hoffnung, oft den Ausgleich".14

The second section begins with the sentence "Abel' del' Tote schlief",

v-Thich corresponds to the first sentence of the story: "Del' Tote

1 11 ' ,,15ag a e2n." ... The indestructible realm of the soul, of the

inner being of this dead man, is now revealed to us.. Although

the body is in a state of decay and decomposition, the brain and

the soul still remain whole and intact., The imagery is charac-

terized by a calmness which contrasts with the violence and gro-

tesqueness of that in the first half of the story. For example,

this is conveyed through the verb "schlafen" in "Abel' del' Tote

schlief", which is repeated in the next sentence: "e.o er schliefll •

As the dreams and memories come alive in the dea.d man's mind, the

lyric element becomes predominant in the imagery and language.
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In contrast to the callousness of the hospital rooms, nature

outside is unrestricted, idyllic, full of life and light.

In the next paragraph, the brutally decaying body of

the dead man contrasts with the former vision of idyllic harmony

outside. Decay consumes the corpse more and moreo The "prlichtige

rote und blaue Parben" of the first half of the story have become

"das schwarze Blut des Todes" and "die blaue Fl1ulnis" in the se-

cond~ The colours black and blue give the impression of extreme

violenceo Even the figure of the body is now becoming indiscer-

nable, since the skin has begun to disintegrate. The gruesome

sight is made more grotesque when the deformed mouth of the dead

man seems to smileo What was thus once the subject of romantic

poems and of lovers' adulation, has become part of the decay.

In hi s mind, the corpse carri es on a conversation 1d th a

loved one, whom he addresses as "du", but who like the corpse re-

mains unidentifiedo The following passage is in fact a monologue,

a "G esprlich der Seele mit ihren eigenen Trliumen" .16 Memories of

past experiences come alive once more in which the dead man envi

sions his lover. But these visions take on aspects of fantasy and

of unreality in his imagination. Images of fire and light are mixed

with tenderness ffi1d feeling. iJature encompasses the girl, and love

is embodied in its beauty. Just as the decomposing body of the

dead man is being absorbed back into nature, he envisions the girl
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too being transformed into nature: "Uie du durch die Mohnfelder

gingest, seIber eine duftende MohnflaIDIDe"; "das Licht der Kerzen

..... (das) dein Haar in einen goldenen Hald verwandel t'l .17. The

grotesQue and bru:tal images of decay have been overcome.. Whereas

in the first half of the story. the syntax of the sentences fol-

lO':Ted the basic pattern of subject followed by verb-, n01'1 cohjunc-

tions introduce the sentences ("Hie du", 'lUnd dein Kleid", "Aber

dein Kopf") , and these sentenoes have a flo-vring lyrical rhythm ..

Two '1-TOrlds are being juxtaposed to each other and stand in contrast:

the material, transient and fragmented world, and the spiritual,

harmonious and ever-lasting ,-lOrld, "das G81'1al tsame und Satanische

einerseits, das Gef~hlvoll-Schw~merische,Mystisch-Innige ander

ersei ts ll .18 As Fri tz Martini points out: IIHeyms mrz~,hlung scheint

us an einer sehr charakteristischen Ubergangsstelle z~nschen den

Nachwirkungen des Jugendstils und dem Fr~hexpressionismus zu

steben".19 The images and metaphors, the rhythmic style of the

language and the sen-~ence structure, are characteristic of the

"Jugendstil ll style.. Images such as the billowing skirt, the golden

forest of the girl's hair: and the poppy field,are typical of that

period. Nature is not portrayed as a real la~dscape, but as a

fairy tale l&~d. The dead man's memories of past happy experiences

are coloured with melancholy and tra~scienceo The setting Slm and

the dusk form the background of these visions, making the scene
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one of parting loverso But the dead man no longer feels alone

for he has found release in the memory of union vTi th a loved one.

The story ends in a manner typical of Heym: in a feeling

of unearthly transcendence and of romantic boundlessness. Accor-

ding to Martini, this is "die Sehnsucht nach poetisch-romantischer

Verkl~rung, nach Entgrenzung des lch in den Rausch und Traum der

'i'fei te". 20 Death is not absolute, for the spirit lives on in its

dreams and ecstasi~. Physical death frees the spirit into a realm

of Q~changing timelessness. Thus decay and ecstas~~ annihilation

and transcendence, cruel loneliness and eTploitation andlthe

dream of love and unity, are the sharp contrasts 1"1"hich exist vri thin

this story. Ecstasy and love do not triwnph over bodily decay, how-

ever, nor do they detract from its horrors completely, for in the

last sentence the doctors break open the skull of the dead man

vThere these dreams are harboured: "Und der Tote zi tterte leise vor

Seligkeit auf seinem weissen Totentische, w&hren die eisernen

Meissel in den Htlnden der Rrzte die Knochen seiner Schl~e auf

21brachen". Thus the story ends suddenly on a somew"hat pessimis-

tic note which again underlines the dualistic nature of the story.
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i v) "Die Sektionll
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v) "Das Schiff"

Heymfs story "Das Schiff" relates the mysterious death

of a ship'.s crew uho have landed on a small unknolm island. One

by one they are overcome by a strange overpowering force which

takes on a series of different shapes and causes them to suffer

mental and physical paralysis: the plagueo The unpreparedness of

the men for such a drastic and unexpected turn of events, their in

ability to deal l'Tith it adequately, and the horrors caused by being

subjected to such a fate, comprise the story's main theme. Each

man realizes his inevitable fate beforehand, but is powerless to

escape it and forced to suffer uncertainty, fear and terror du~ing

his last hours, while waiting for the plague to take its next vic

tim. As the physical effects of the disease become stronger, the

fear and hallucinations caused by it increasingly take control of

their minds as \'Tell. At the end of the story, the ship filled rli th

corpses sails off with the Plague at its helm o

The style of the prose throu..cshout the story is factual and

concise. lilhe story begins Hi th a description of the ship's voyage

and its ere'il-members, and of the events leading up to its landing

at the unknovm island. Heym's fascination with the exotic, unknoi'm

and far-away is given expression in this story. A variety of na

tionali ties comprise the ere.f of this coral boat. The reason for

46
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their landing on -the island is not stf\.ted explicitly, except that

they intend to seek out the isla.'1d t s inhabi te.ntf-h Thus it seems

that some mysterious turn of fate has broUGht them here.

The deathly silence they encounter immediately forebodes

evil: "Nirgends war etwas Lebendes auf del' ganzen Insel". l The

tall trees encircle them "wie riesige Tote in einer furchtbaren

Starre", arousing fear and anguish in the men. Nature has taken

on demonio qualities. Some new and inexplioable force seems to

alienate one me~ from another, and prevents them from pulling to

gether and mutually expressing their thoughts and feelingso

They come upon three corpses which clearly show signs of

disease, the first tangible proof that the fear they felt upon

their arrival on the island has a real cause.. A mysterious threat

seems to be expresseo. on these faces as well: "Abel' eine r~tsel

hafte Drohung schien auf den Gesiehtern diesel' Leieh~ame zu stehen,

etwas B!)ses sehien unsichtbar in del' stillen Luft zu lauern, etwas,

woflli:' sie keinen Namen hatten, und das doeh da. l-Tar, ein unerbi tt

lieber eisiger 8chrecken" (p. 53).. The men are seized with an

incontrollable panic. Instead of rationally facing up to their

fears, determining their cause, and choosing an appropriate plan

of action to deal with the immediate situation, they are thrown

into disorganization and confusion.

The threat first takes shape in the figure of a l-TOman in

mourning, 11hich the Englishman spots as the men are fleeing from
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the corpses. This same figure appears at the end of the story

as the old vroman vrho pursues the 1!'renchman to his death. ~-Ihen

the Englishman tells the others ,-That he has seen, they make fun

of him and attempt to shrug it off as unimportant. But upon re

turning to the ship, silence once more reigns among them: IIIrgend

et'i'TaS schloss irillen den VIlmd" (p .. 54).

The combination of two or more main clauses into one sen-

tence allows for events to be reported at a rapid pace in the nar

rative. For example: "Sie wateten durch den Uferwald, da...'1.n krochen

sie mUhsam Uber einen Berg, kamen durch eine Schlucht, wieder Uber

einen bewaldeten Berg."(p. 52). In this sentence, grammatical cor

rectness and parallelism are sacrificed to create the impression of

rapid action. In the third clause of the above example, both the

subject and conjunction are left out, and in the fourth, subject,

verb and conjunction are missing, thus accelerating the tempo and

rhythm in this sentence.

That same evening the Frenchman sees the rats abandoning

ship.. Nature once again gives warning that danger is at hand and

it is further eviJdence that the same fate which struck the natives

on the island threatens the crew as well.

The underlying but until now suppressed fear and tension

explode in a brmrl bet,-reen tvro of the crelf-members over a trivia.l

issue. The behaviour of the men under stress contradicts the im

pression of unity and harmony 1..hich was given at the beginning
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of the story: "Und ,·reil sie so wenig waren, hatten sie gute

Freundschaft gehalten." (p. 52).

The ime~es of gloom and death increase in number and in

intensity. In the following sentence, the atmosphere is described

w·ith numerous adjectives Ivhose effect verges on hyperbole: "Und

die bleierne Atmosph~re einer tropischen Nacht, vall von schweren

Nebeln und stickigen Dfu1sten, senkte sich auf das Schiff und h~llte

es ein, d~ster und trostlos·,,11 (p. 55). Death is already present in

the closed-in, constrictive, coffin-like atmosphere surrounding the

ship. The menls breathing sounds as if it were emanating from be

neath the lid of a coffin. In his sleep, the Frenchman dreams of

a large hearse travelling doym a street in the dusk, and he is un

able to open his eyes because "eine bleierne Hand schloss sie zu"

(p. 55)"

The image of the moon appears in this story as well as in

"Del' lrre" ano. IIJonathanll
• Kurt Mautz points out that in Heym l s

YTork, the moon is an evil, demonic figure of tyranny and horror,

IIHerr ~ber eine gesl)enstige Nacht- und Gr~berw·e1til, representing

the "Triumph des Abgestorbenen und Sinnlosenll. 2 . ,The skull as an

image of tyranny occurs here as lVe11 as in "Del' lr1'e"" The moon

is like a blind manls eye which, having suffered either disease

or wounds, can no longer function properly, and once again reflects

the ultir.Jate fate of the ship's crew:
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Der Mond steckte 8einen gelben Sohgdel zrdschen
zwei hohen Palmen hervor • ••• Nur manchmal er
sol1i en er noch zrri schen den treibenden i'lolken
fetzen, trUb und klein, wie das sohreokliche
Auge der Blindeno (p. 55)

Nature in Heym's work does not represent order and harmony, but

rather it is :fr&.:smented into elements "Thich seem to be independent,

self-willed, and threatening entities. In this story, the moon and

the Sill1 take on antlITopomorphic characteristics which are primarily

negative, and more abstract forces such as the pla,gue and death are

personified and given human form.

The threat is turned into reality, signalled by a piercing

scream :from the Irishman's hroamock. The crewmen are paralyzed

with fear and unable to speak. Shuffling footsteps and a shadow

are the only visible signs of the pI3~ue's presence. Once more

nature reflects these events as the moon appears ominously in the

doorvray and "spiegelte sich in ihrer schrecklichen Bllisse" (p.56) 0;

The plague acts as a demonic power which dehu~anizes men and re-

duces them to beings depi'ived of basic human faculties. The E-.ag-

lishman's tongue shrivels up and droops out of his mouth like a

ra.g. In these grotesque visions,the frightful medical e:f:fects

o:f the disease are also documented.

lI'he men, as though in the inescapable and overl'Thelming grip

of death, are dra1tffi as i:f by a magnet towards the Irishman: "Und

gleiohsam, wie magnetisch angezo&en, gingen sie langsam~ in allen
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Ge1enken schlotternd, auf den Sch1lifer zu~" (13. 57)0 Similarly

in "Der 59 OktoberH, the heads of the masses are drai-m towards

Versailles by the mysterious forces of history which determine

their fate: HToTie ein riesiger I:1agnet riss der 1festhimmel ihre

KBpfe herum, wo Versailles ihrer harrte." (p. 16). The Irishman's

hair has turned: white; he is the first victim of the plague. An

anonymous voice expresses the one thought they all share: "Das ist

die Pest." (p. 58), just as in "Der 5. Oktober", it is an anonymous

voice which rouses the crowds to revolt. These words provoke even

greater hostility and suspicion among the men: "Und in jedem von

i~~en keimte gegen seine Schicksalsgenossen eine dunkle Wut, Uber

deren Grund er sich keine Rechenschaft geben konnte~" (p. 58) e

For the first time they are forced to confront the inevitable truth:'

"~Ii t einem J>.1ale kam ihnen allen zugleich die Erkenntnis, dass sie

verloren wareno" (po 58).

The plague seems to the men like a dragon which is groping

for their heartso Their fear is tr&~sformed into paranoia: eack

man thinks that he is the only one still alive. Nature once again

reflects the situation in the image of the sun, which stands on the

horizon like al1. enfla-med eye ("1'rie ein entzUndetes l',.uge"), express

ing not only hostility but, like the blind eye of the moon, the ef

fects of disease. The crelrmen desert their stations, leaving the

ship unmanned and therefore unable to sail.
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The Frenchman is the last to die of the plague. At

first he hasn't even the strength to close his eyes: "Er yTar

nicht mehr Herr seines Hi11en30" (po 60). A.ll night he w'aits in

I
vain for death. Dirnic interprets the grotesQue j.r.l.;vzes which fol-

10"T as the hallucinations he suffers from feaD, YThich makes him go

mad., He imagines his head to be a huge blazing tmTer 'fhere a snail

is crawling up a spiral staircase. Dimib states:

Das Bild zeigt die absolute Niederlage del.'
menschlichen Vernunft del.' grauenhaften Gefahr
gegen~ber ••• Heym schildert eine schwelgende
Vision del.' triumphierenden Irrationalitllt: del.'
Kopf wird zur Wendeltreppe (also zu einem ver
wirrenden Gegenstand, del.' sich in die H~he lID
endlioh wendet), und auf diesel.' Treppe kriecht
(eine unheimliohe Gangart) eine schlUpfrige
weisse Schnecke mit feuchtem Schweif (an sich
ein wegen seiner feuchten Sohl~pfrigkeit befrem
dendes Tier). 3

The sea looks like a "feurige HBlle", the sun "eine riesige Iilasse

l'TeissglUhenden Bisens" (p. 62)" These images of fire represent the

fever m1d madness which are consuming his mind as well as his bodyo

The plague tckes shape in the figure of an old woman dressed

in black., As it approaches, the l<'renchman flees aoross the deck and

olimbs up into the sails e The paoe of the narrative is once again

Quickened by using short sentences:

Da war die Pest noch ein p~ar Meter entfBrnt.
Er kletterte an del.' hBchsten Rahe entlango Am
Ende war ein Seil. Er kam an dem Ende del.' Rahe
an. Abel.' ''1'0 uar das Seil? Da 1Tar leer8r Raum. (p. 63)
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The Frenchman is at last cornered, and losing his balance he

falls dovm onto the deck belo'iT. The pla.gue has thus taken 1 ts

final viatim.

In the sky a dark storm approaches, and the sun hides be-

hind the clouds "wie ein Sterbender, der ein Tuch ~ber sein Gesicht

zieht" (p .. 64). Nature once again represents the victory of the

plague and death over man as tha~ of demonic forcese On the deck

of the ship st~1ds a dark figure which grows ever larger and towers

above the ship, which disappears into the brightness of the heavens.

/

Dimic comments upon this image:

Bei Heym bedeutet diesel' i'fechsel der Propor
tionen einen Ubergang von Menschlic~keit zu
G8ttlichkeit (oder D~monie)o Die Gestalt, die
zuerst eine schwarz gekleidete Frau war, w~chst

pl8tzlich in den Himmel, und ihre D~monie, ihre
vernichtende Ubermenschlichkeit kommt erst dann
zur v8lligen Entfaltung. 4

In "Das Schiff", Heym is not successful in creating an al-

legory out of the events which he has depicted, since disease and

suffering are seen as being mere catastrophes of nature which are

reJeased by demonic forces incomprBhensible to man.. Jens states

concerning this point: "Gerade in diesel' Erz~hlun5 1'Tird die Tendenz

Beyms sichtbar, die Spuren geschichtlicher Vor5~nge im Schauplatz

del' Natur wiederum zu verwischen, Leid ill1d Grauen als blosse Natur-

katastrophen darzustellen, die von d~monischen Mlichten spontan aus

gelBst erscheinen.,,5 The events of this story have no rational ex-
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planation and no justification for their occurrence, but are rela

ted as though they were a mystery story& This accounts for the

1feruz impact which the story on the whole makes upon the reader and

its lack of a more universal and symbolic si~ificance as a work

of literature.
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v) "Das Schiff": Footnotes

1 Georg Heym, "Das Schiff", in K.L. Schneider, edo, Geor~

He-ill: Dichtunrren und Schriften, Vol. 2: Prosa und Dramen (Hamburg:
Heinrich Ellermann, 1962 , p. 52~ All Quotes from the text are
taken from this source, and subsequently only their page number
will be given within the body of this section of the oommentary ..

tholo~ie und Gesellsohaft im Expressionis
~"1rankfurt am .iilain, Bonn: Athen!tum

2 Kurt Mautz, lJf
mus: Die Dioht~~g Georg
Verlag, 1961), p. 251.

der Erz!thlunp des Ex ress
Sternheim Ehrenstein und He ill

1:1'
5 I. Jens, Studien zur Entwicklw1g der'expressionistischen

Novelle (T~bingen, 1954), pe 183.



vi) IIDer 58 Oktober"

In the story "Der 5. Oktober", Heym depicts a brief epi-

sode from the early period of the French Revolution, in the time

between the storming of the Bastille and the march to the King's

palace in Versailles by the Parisian masses, which occurred on

October 5, 178901

As K.L. Sclk~eider points out, Heymls portrayal of these

events reveals "die eigom·lilligste und nul' seiner Phantasie ge-

2mfl.sse Auspr~ung"" Although the theme of revolution appears a

number of times in Heym ' s '(,ork ( in the poems "Robespierre" and

"Le tiers ~tat, and the dramas "Arnold von Brescia" and "Feldzug

nach Sizilien", for example), in general Heym was not concerned

with giving an accurate historical account of real events, as

the content of these works clearly showo Historical events merely

provided him with material to use in his literary writings: liEs

geht ihm bei del' Darstellung mohr um Ausdruck tU1d Freisetzung

del' eigenen Emotionen als urn die faktengetreue GestaltQ~g ge

schichtlicher Hirkliohkeit". 3 Nei thor was Heyrn interested in

espousing any particular political ideas or ideals in his work. 4

Revolution held special interest for Heym, since revolution causes

a marked and violent impact by unleashing forces vrhich change so-

ciety, destroy life as 1"1'011 as create it, and thus it affects not
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only that particular society, but human history as a whole. The

French Revolution, whose impaox and violence are almost unequalled

in modern history, thus held special attractions for Heym lI nicht

als politisches oder historisches Ereignis, sondern als ein in

seinen Ausmassen unvergleichbarer Ausbruch del' Lebensgewalt ll •
5 In

this exalted sta.te, man is to be transformed throueh renew"al and

rebirth. In "Del' 5. Oktober l1
, the masses are al"Takened out of their

apathy to nevT life: ilIhre Leiden vTaren geadelt, ih1'e Qualen waren

vergessen, del' Mensch Hal' in ihnen erwachtll
•
6 Heym depicted hi8-

torical eras '"Thich for him symbolized qualities contrary to those

he felt characterized his own age and lifetime, a sentiment which

he shared vTi th other expressionists. In "Eine }'ratze", for in-

stance, he "Trote of his own time:- "Unsere Krankhei tits, in dem

Ende eines Welttages zu leben, in einem Abend, del' so stickig vTard,

dass man den Dunst seiner F!tulnis kaum noch zu ertragen kann ll •
1

And in his diary he wrote the following:

Ach, es ist furchtbar. eeo Es ist immer das
gleiche, so langweiIig, Iangweilig. Es ge
schieht nichts, nichts, nichts. Wenn doch
einmal etwas geschehen wollte, was nicht
diesen faden Geschmack von AIItliglicl~eit

hinterl~sst~ Wenn ich mich frage, warum ich
bis jetzt gelebthabeo lch 'ITtisste keine Ant
wort. Nichts Ine Qu!tlerei, Leid, Misere aller
Art • ••• Wtirden einmal wieder Barrikaden ge
baut. lch wKre dol' erste, del' sieh darauf
stellte, ich wollte noeh mit del' Kugel im
Herzen den Rausch del' Begeisterw1g sptiren. 8

According to Heym, war and revolution would rejuvenate a time of
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stagnation and rigidity. "Der 5. Oktoberll ends rri th a hymn to

the Revolution as the liberating force of great emotions: "Ihre

Herzen, die in der tr~ben Flut del.' Jahre, in del.' Asche del.' M~sal

erstibkt waren, fingen rTieder an zu brennen, sie entzoodeten sioh

an diesem Abendrotll
•
9

The masses of people are the protagonist in this story:

"se1bst das Volk im JlF~ften OktoberJl ••• wird als Masse wieder

ein einziges grosses Ich, das hungert und d~stet nach del.' Gerech-

tigkeit, das geplagt und gegeisselt wird illld sich dennoch froi

10macht". The people are waiting expectantly for the arrival of

the breadcarts to Paris at the beginning of the story. The inten-

sity of their longing and need for food transform the awaited

cargo of flour into the gift of salvation and redemption, and turns

their physical sufferings" and deprivations into those of the spirit.

The breadcarts are a new and great revelation which will provide

them with IlParadiesen del.' Slittigung" and bring hope and a118via-

tion for their sufferings and misery. As 1 0 Jens points out, in

Heym's short stories -time is often experienced as a period of rTai-

ting for a liberating event which will relieve man of his suffer

ing. ll Most of this story is taken up with dreams and visions of

the masses in which they find temporary respite from their suffer-

ings 'l'Thi1e Hai ting for the breadcarts to arrive ..

rrhe crorTds vent their anger and despair on the baker Il mehr

aus LangenTeile, wn sich die Zei t zu vertreiben, a1s aus del.' Hoff- .
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rrheir vTi 11 and deter-

mination is apparent in the threats made to the bakers: "Man "fnrd

die B!icker an die Laternen b~ngen, man wird seIber braten, man

wird seinen Arm bis \.'tbor die lHlenbogen in 1'.'[ehl tauchen ll .13 They

wish to rid themselves of their oppressors represented by the ba

kers, 1"Tho hold the reins of eoonomic power oontrolling their lives

and determining "l'Thether they live or die. The baker is a member

of the bourgeois class .. His white wig is thro"l'm to the grolmd,

he is forced to repeat a "pra.,ver". He is called a fl~,1ehll'TUrm", a

beetle I'Thich feeds on flour a.nd thus deprive$ the people of their

rightful nourishmento The interaction between the crowds and the

baker is made more foroeful and immediate through direct speech.

Their actions are erratic, unplanned and spontaneous,- bu·t v.i:cious

and ruthless as well, foreboding serious events of greater conse-

quence and broader soope in the future. The crowds, however, quick

ly become bored I·d tll the spectacle.. Only the baker's white wig?

symbol of his superior social standing, is left lying on the street

to dissolve in the rain.

The reality of their hunger once more turns their thoW.shts

to their Oim plight. The cry of the arrival of the breadcarts

ralli'3s them out to the countryside and to tte fields stripped bare

of their yield. "',Tie ein Yolk Astronome", they scan the horizon

for the promised fulfillment'of the revelationo But their hopes

are once again disappointed, and they escape into reveries of their



They dream of "die heilige Holke" of the

60

lives in the past and the supposed abundance of food they enjoyed

then. They are obsessed Hi th the idea 0:[' bread: "Una das ~"rort

"Pain" zHang sich mi t seiner ganzen :;reisse, oeinor Fette, in das

G h " d 'r " 14e·J.rn er hasse ••• e

bakers' ovens. Their hands tremble, their teeth chatter, and " wie

Maschinen" they chew the sackcloths hanging from their mouths.

Weariness and htmger have taken their toll on them:

Ach, sie hatten keinen Willen melIT. Del'
Hunger begann ilm langsam zu ersticken und
sie in einem sc~~ecklichen Schlaf und del'
Marter seiner :rr~ume zu en tmannen. 15

rrhe grain mills encircle the horizon like "r iesige Gotthei ten des

Kornes", dispersing clouds of flour-like incense. They imagine

themselves being beckoned to tables filled with food, but they are

mute and paralyzed and unable to respond. Their grotesque and ho1'-

rible situation is conveyed through the repetition of the word

" schrecklich" :

Abel' die konnten ihre Lippen nicht aufmachen,
schrecklich, sie waren stumm. Scr~ecklich, sis
konnten kein Glied rUhren, sie waren gel~hmt. 16

The masses are like an army condemned to death, doomed to disappear

into the belly of Paris to be consumed like food themselves.. The

overwhelming and inescapable cruelty of their fate, their constant

exploi tation from birth till death by those in l)m,rer, is forcefully

expressed in one sentence:
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Und die schvrarzen Trllume f1att8rten \iber die
Haufen, die zu K1umpen ~ebal1t beieinander
standen ~md lagen vne ein Heel.', verurtei1t
zum 81iigen 'Pode, geschlagen mi t 81'nger Stumm
heit, verf1ucht, vneder in den Bauch von Paris
unterzutauchen, zu leiden, zu hu."1gern, geboren
zu werden und zu sterben in einem neer del' schwarzen
Finsternis, del' Fronden, des Hungers und del'
S~laverei, erdr\ickt von blutgierigen 8teuer
pllchtern, ausgemergelt von del' evngen Auszehrung,
entnervt von dem ewigen Rauoh del' Gassen und
wie ein altes Pergament verwelkt von del.' beizenden
Luft ihrer niedrigen H5hlen, verdammt, einst zu
erstarren im 8c~~utze ihrer Betten L4"1d in einem
letzten Seufzer den Priester zu verfluchen, del.'
gekommen war im Namen seines Gottes, im Namen
des 'S~aates .llild del' Autoritllt, ihnen zum Dank
flIT die Geduld ihres elenden Lebena die letzten
Groschen zu Kirohenvermllohtnissen abzupressene (p. 10)

These masses of anonymous individuals "Here bo.rn to suffer, to

hunger, and to die "in einem :r.feer del' sohwarzen Finsternis ll ..

As Heinz RI.:Hleke points out, "Heym gebraucht im Bildvergleioh

die Vorstellung 'Meer! fast aussohliesslich mit BeziehLmg auf

die 8tadt ll
•
17 The oity is like a sea for it has no oontours and

i3 enveloped in darkness and obscurity,,18 The masses of people

Hho live in this sea of stone have taken on a similar character

8,n(1 are repeatedl;;r referred to as being a 11 flood" or II rivel''' :

IIDie j';lensohenstrl)me gossen sioh in die
Felder" (p. 8)

"Die r.1Hssen begannen zu so11wanken, "I·rie ein
untseheu,C'er i.'ialstrom" (P., 15)

"Del.' Do,mE1 war gebroohen ll (p .. 16)

They remember hOlY "1iie gr~tssliche Spinnen ll they once stood

outside the gates of the Luxembourg Gardens, gaping at the aris-
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tocracy enjoyinG a lavish banquet. To them tho Gardens seem like

"ein gehei:IL'1isvoller Tempel", :C1Dd they crave aCC·3sa to • ....L. L _

1 ~ ...0 8;1-

joy i tis e~\.C8S:3es 3.nd to forget their ovm suffering and mi sery e

The consta.'1t burden of t:'c1eir Iives me](es them desperate in their

desire to find even tel!lpOre.ry respite fro:;'! it. :But even the Emr"ble

cherubs in the p'lI'k aim their arrow's at them a.s the people are

being taken mTay by the bEdIi ffs c

The masses are contrasted to the aristocracy in the Gardens.

Instead of the frw~rance of ambergris, a horrible stench is dif-

fused by their clothing. The dirty ostrich plumes on their hats

are a grotesque contrast to the silk and pearls of the Queen. The

comparison is made even more grotesque ''1hen the masses are turned

into the motionless pillars of Gomorrah which Death has frozen in

their suffering, corresponding to Hdie Tllnze der Hofdamen ll in the

Luxembourg Gardens:

Die zerstreuten sehwarzen Figuren del' Massen
gliehen den erstarrten Pas eines d\\steren Men
uetta, einem Tanze des Todes, den er mit einem
Male hinter sieh hatte"erstarren lassen, ver
,-randel t in einen ri esigen, schl'Tarzen Steinhau
fen, gebannt und erf1'oren von den Qualen, Sl1ulen
des Schweieens. 19

These dreadful conditions have been purposely inflicted

upon the masses so that they would rise up in revolt against their

oppressors and tLat "eines rraJ-..;es sie "rie GBtter del' Zukunft unter

den Him.1lel treten kBn::1ten". One day their ar,ns vTould groYT li6ht

",fie leiehte Tauben beim ~)chni tterdienste del' Guillotinenmessel'". 20
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As Jens points out in her thesis, many of Heyrn's metaphors and.

comparisons such as these do not lend :themselves to rational anal-

. l' 1 . h . 200.YSlS or oglcn compre.enslon.

The masses spoto. black dot on the horizon: lI1{ar diesel'

schwarze Punkt das Hekka ihrer Hoffm.mg, I'far das ihre ErlC3stmg'?"

But instead of the breadcarts, it is Maillard who rides up to them.

He utters only one iwrd l'Thich for the first time expresses the one

thought in the minds of' all since the beGinning of the story: IItrea-

son". The crol'Td l·rai t . expecta..Yltly for ]',Tai lIard to address themo

The gravi tjT and nomentous importance of the present 3i tuation a..Yld

the overwhelming burdens of past injustices are conveyed in one

lengthy and complex sentence in which it is stated that the scale

of justice "l'Thich formerly had til ted in :favour of the ruling classes,

"begann langsam zu sinkenll
•
21

Maillard addresses the crol-Tda , preacldn,'; the need for change,

into the bare and gloomy sur:l'oundings.·df the countryside, lIin aIle

Burgen des Elends weit hinaus".
22

He depicts their desperate sit-

uation and the need for imrJediate action to rid themselves of their

oppressors. Again it is direct speech which conveys immediacy to

these events a:.'1d imparts greater forcefulness and impact to tl11::l

narrative: IIJedes Hart fiel lfie ein schl'1"e1'e1' Stein in das Volk ll •
23

Like the God of the Old Testament, the 1'TOrds of ;·Iaillard cause the

heavens to qua.ke~ He informs them that the Queen has sent her
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~roops to Versailles to intimidate the National Assembly. The

people have been deceived by them:

Hoffu' habt ihr euer Blut bei del.' Bastille
gelassen? :Ss I'Tar alles um.sonst, h~rt il1J~,

umsonst., 24

The scene is transformed into the demonic: the tree f1.'oI2 which

f,'iaillard addresses the cro"rd is like a flame "\'Thich a demon shoots

up from an abyss, and l'.1aillard becomes a "Dlimon del.' Verz'.'Teiflung".

The anonymous cry of "Hach Versailles~1l suddenly unites

the people, giving them new direction and purpose, and uni ting -them

in a common goal. The masses are set spontaneously in march:·

Da~/D,r sin Ziel. Das war kein Chaos mehr,
die Menschenmassen waren mit einem Schlage
ein flITchtbares Heero 25

\·Then r:Iaillard tries to stop the torrent of the masses and to con-

vince them that they must ratione.lly plan out their moves and choose

a leader, they S1"Teep him aside.. He is powerless and incapable of

influencing or dominating the P.lasses any longer. Heym deviates

here from actual historical fact for in real life, La Fayette led

the Parisian masses in their march on Versailles., In Heym's story,

I.lai lIard merely acts as a caktlyst to stir the masses to action.

Em@t±on overrides the actions of the crowds. Despair has changed

to rage and determination 0 (1'he maSses embody the force of history

which follows its OHn COlITSe and acts according to its own rules.
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Helmut Greulich points out that this story differs from

the others in that ecstatic optimism is genuinely felt by human

26beings and that the story ends 011 a seemingly positive note.

Yet this optimism is deceptive as "Hell. Thou~h not clearly sti-l, ted,

failure and disappointment are implied in the visions of ecstasy.

a t the end of the stor~r. The masses are compared to Prometheus,

the Greek mythological figure who brought fire to earth from the

heavens end 1-laS afterwards chained to a rock 1-There an eagle devoured

his liver. Perhaps Heym intended to reveal the 1l.'1founded idealism

of the masses as deceptive and unreal, and the dream of an ideal

future world as myth. This scepticism is also conveyed by the

use of rhetorioal questions, "!'Thich point to the weaknesses and

lack of judgement by the masses in their spontaneous decision to

go to Versailles:

Sie waren wa1'fenlos, was schadete das, sie
w"aren ohn8 Kommandan ten, was tat das? VIO
war nun der Hunger, wo waren die Qualen? 27

The new life and vigour of the masses is symbolized with

images of fire. The evening sun sets everything ablaze in its

light: "Die ganze meilenweite strasse bram1ten tausend K~pfe in

" 28seinem Lichte wie ein I.J:eer, ein ure1dges I.leer" 0 Glouine poplars

line the road of their fame. The desire ·~o create an image of

totality at the end, according to Jens, results in only a "Schein-

totalit!lt" which is reflected in the pompous and melodramatic im-

age of nature at the end, the "ki taoh histori scher Kolossalgeml:ilde"

of the last sentenoe.29
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vi) "Del' 50 Oktob:3r": Footnotes

1 In his artiole "Souroes and Subjeot tratters in T"l-TO Short
Stories of Georg Heym", Journal of the Australian Ui:liversi ties
Language and Literature Association, XII (1959), 52-57, p. 55, Eg
bert Krispyn quotes the follovTing paragraph from "The Cambridge
Modern History", >-Thich briefly outlines the events of that par-
ti culB..r day:

On the morning of October 5 a crowd, in the
first instanoe chiefly of women, although after
wards supported by men, assembled in the Plaoe de
Greve and begw1 an assault on the Hotel de Ville.
Feebly resisted by the National Guards on duty,
they forced their way in, seized a quantity of arms
and were about to hang an Abbe whom they ohanoed
to find there, when a oertain Stanislas Maillard,
who had taken part in the attaok of the Bastille,
raised the cry "To Versailles". The women follo'·Ted
him, and on the march were joined by crowds of male
rioterso

Heym's perception of the events of the French Revolution was influ
enced by a work ~~itten in 1905 by the Russian wlarchist and revolu
tionary theoDetician Count Peter Kropotkin, the German translation
of '(Thich appeared in 1909 under the title "Die li'ranzl)sische Revolu
tion 1789-1793"" Inspired by the hunger riots of 1905 in Russia,
Kropotkin especially stressed the lack of food which the Parisian
masses suffered and "l-Thioh led to the march on Versailleso rphis ac
counts for the importance of the flour theme in Heym's story"
(K.L. Schneider, "Geo:rg Heym", in Benno von Hiese, ed., Deutsche
Dichter del' Noderne. Ihr Leben und ~'lerk (Berlin: Erich Schmidt
Verlag, 1965), p. 373.)

2 K.L. Sobrleider, "Barrikaden, welch ein 'dorto Zum Hevolu
tionsmotiv bei Georg Heymll

, in his book Zerbrochene !"ormeno Wort
und Bild im Expressionismus (Hamburg: Hoffmann und Campe Verlag,
19(7), p. 80.

"3 Ibid., p. 800 Hellmuth Himmel states as .fell that "in
Beyms "FUnftem Oktober", die Steigerung del' l\'Tassenregung zum revo
lution1iren GeflihlshBhepunkt (erscheint) durch die SchBnheit des
starken Geflihls gerechtfertigt". (Hellmuth Himmel, "Die :novelle
zur Zeit dos Expressionismus", in his book Geschichte del' deutschen
Novelle (Bern:·l"rancke Verlag, 1963), p. 413.)
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4 "Heym widmet den konkreten po1itischen Mo:tiven del' revo
lution~ren Unternehmlmgen keine besondere Aufmerksatikeit, so wie
seine Dichtw1gen frei sind von ideologischen Konzeptionen zu Umge
sta1 tung des staatlichen und gese11schaftlichen Lebens. 1I (K.L.
Schneider, "Barrikaden, Helch ein ~.Jort. Zur:l Revolutionsmotiv bei
Georg Heym", in his book Zerbrochene F'ormen. Wort lilld Bi1d im Ex
pressionismus (Hamburg: Hoffr.1ann und. Campe Verlag, 1967), p. 81 •.)

5 Schn@ide:r, .2.P' ci t., p. 82.

6 Georg Heym, IIDer 5. Oktober ll
, in K.L. Schneider~ ed.,

Geo~Ji3Y-m:-Pjcht~&enlilld Schriften, Vol. 2: ProEa Q~d Dramen
~Hamburg: Heinrich E11ermann, i§62), p. 170

8 Helmut Greulich, Ge(~ He,L~_ Leben u..'1d ~·rerk. Ein .£.~itr~

zur Frl\hgeschichte des deutschen Exnressionismus,.(:.fiesbaden: Less-
ingsdr~ei, 1967), p. 356. ~

10 Kurt Kersten, in K.L. Schneider and G. Burckhardt, eds.,
Geor~ Jieym: D<?kvment~ zu seinem Leben und :[e1'k (Hamburg: Heinrich
E11ermann, 1968), p. 270.

11 I. J e11s, Studien zur E:Clti"lick1u:r.:ig: del' expressionisti~chen

Nmrelle (T\ibingen, 1954), p" 191.

12 Heym, Ope ci t", p. 6.

13 Heym, ~ci~q p. t'o.

14 Heym, .£E. cit"" p • 8.

15 Heyru, op. cito, p. 9"

16 Heym, op .. ci t., lJe 9.

17 Heinz Rl:Hleke, Die Stadt bel Stadler, IIeym lilld Trakl
(Berlin: ~Tich Schmidt Verlag, 1966), p. 105.

18 "Gestalt und 1fesen des Heeres und del' Stadt sind fUr
Heym ~bertragbar lL~d einander untrennbar zugeordnet. GrBsse lilld
¥Tei te del' 3tlldte sind die Ausdehnung, die Unermesslichlcei t eines
Meeres; dan Gros3st'.1dtleben i~1t ein Q1'mnterscheidbares Gewoge. '1
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(Heinz RBlleke, Die Stadt bei Stadler, Heym und Trekl (Berlin:
Erich Schmidt Verlag, 1969y;-p. 108.; As RBlleke points out in
his study of the theme of the oity in Heym's work, man in the oity
is born and dies, and lives a life which in essenoe is monotonous,
senseless and without purpose or'direction. Life revolves about in
a oircle which has no beginning nor e~d, and thus lacks all perspec
tives:

Geburt und 'rod, Anfang und Ende, Vergangen
hei t und Zuku."lft sind in der Grossstadt llge_
,virktes Einerlei':o Das ist die entsoheidende
Aussage Heyms I..\ber das ~'Tesen der Stadt. (Ibid., p. 1080)

19 Heym, Ope cit., p. 12. The image of the pillars refers
to the Old Testament where Lot's wife is turned to salt for dis
obeying God's oommands.

20 Heym, op. cit. , p. 12.

20a I. Jens, Ope cit. , p. 186.

21 Heym, .0.'0. oi t., p. 13.

22 HeYJIl, opo oi t., p. 14.

23 neym, ~ cit., pe 14. I. Jens points out that certain
metaphors and images used here such as "Bluthlmde des Bluthundes,
Spinnen der Spinne", are intended to have a striotly emotional ap
peal. (I .. Jens, Ope oit., pe 1680)

24 Heym, ~oit., po 15.

25 Heym, Ope oi to, p. 16.

26 Greulioh, Ope oi t., p. 133.

27 Heym, op .. oi t., p. 17.

28. Heym, ~ cit., p. 18. In this image, the images of sea
and flame are lmi ted in a metaphor. This occurs as 1fell in the poems
"Verfluchung der St~idte" ("ein I.leer von 1"lammen") and in "Die Stadt
in den Holken" ("es schien •••. ein I~lammenmeer urn ihren II'uss zu glei
ten"). (RcHlelm, 2E.!-£U., p. 106,,)

29 Jens, 0po cit., p. 188.
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THE HfJ)I.1fI.N

(l'he male nurse eave him his clothes, the cashier handed

him his money, the porter lli110cked the large iron door before him.

He 1'/'aS in the front Yal'd, ill1latched the garden gate, and then he

iTaS outside.

All right, now the wOl'ld vTaS go:lng to get it.

He walked along the streetcar tracks, between the low houses

of the outskirts. He went by a field and at its edge threI'T himself

1
into the gr01·rth of large-flovrered- poppies and hemlocl-:. Cra1·l1ing

in, he hid himself
2

totally as if in a thicl: green carpet. Only

his face, a pale rising moon, was visible. All right, first of all

he was going to sit for a uhile.

So he ,.Tas free.. But it had been high time they released hiJ},

otherwise he Hould have killed them all, the 1'Thole lot of themo ..

Tha~ fat director, he would have grabbed him by his red goatee and

shoved him into the meat grinder. Boy, he certainly was a loathsome

character. Ho,", he always used to laugh "Then he car.le throu,~h the

butcher's shop.

Dam..'1 it, that Has a dirty rotten bastard.

And one of these deWS he vTould have kicked in the brains of

that hill1ch-backed S1fine of an intern. And those me.le nurses in their

uhi te-ot:ri})ed coats, 1Tho looked like a band of convicts, those SCOUl1-

69
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drels who used to steal from the men and rape the vmmen in the

toilets. That was enough.to drive you mado

And he really didn't know how he had endured all that time

he had sgent there. How long in faot had he been looked up there 

three or four years? Over there in that white hole, that big '00.1'-

racks, among those lunatics. Every morning 1-r11en he used to oross

the large oourtyard on his way to the butoher's shop, they'd be

lying about, baring their teeth, some of' them half-nal(ed o rrhen

the male nu~ses used to oome along and drag away the ones who mis-

behaved the most and shove them into hot bathso That way more

than one had been soalded, on purpose, he knew that. One time

those nLITSeS wanted to take a corpse into the butcher's shop to

have it ground into sausage. The patients3 were then supposed to

eat ite He had told the dootor about it, but the dootor had as

sured him that it Hasn't so. All right, so he too had been part

of the plot. That damned bastard.. If he only had him here nOll.

He would throw' hiEl into the grainstalks and tear out his throat,

that damned swine, that son of a bitoh, damn him.

1'lhy in faot had they brou,:sht him to the asylum in the first

place? Surely only to playa trick on him. After all, what had

he done? He had only beaten his wife once or tlnce, but he cer

tainly had a riGht to do this, he was marriedo At the police sta

tion they should have thro1ffi out his frifs, that 1'rould have been

much better.. But instead they had summoned. and Questioned him,
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pla;ying nothing more than little games ,'Ti th him. And then OYle

morning he l'ras no longer allow'ed to leave. They had bUl'ldled him

onto a police l'ragon, out hel'e the~r had dumped him off.. i'lhat an

injustice, ~'rhat an insult.

And 1'Tho had he to thank for all this'? Only his wife surelyo

All right, and no1'T the time had come to settle things ,nth hero

She Has still first on his list.

In his anger he tore off a btmch of ears of Grain4 from

the edge of the field and brandished it in hiD hand like a cudgel.

Then he stood up, and now heaven help her ..

He t~~ew his btmdlo of clothes5 over his shoulder and

then set off once again. But he didn't exactly know which direction

to t2~e. Beyond the fiolds, far off in the distance, a chiMley was

smoking. He recognized it, it wasn't far from his apartment.

He left the street and turned into the fields, plunging

right into the midst of the grain stalks. Directly towards his goal.

What a pleasure it yTaS to \'I'ade among the thickly grmm stalks which

crackled and burst open underfoot o

He closed his eyes, and a blissful smile flitted a.cross his

face.

He felt as thOUGh he lfere crossin.::; an immense squareo r.Ian;)',

many people i-Tere stretched out there, all "Hi th their foreheads to

the ground. The scene l'TaS just like that in a l)aintin:~ in the dir-

ector's house depictinG ma..'1Y thousands of people in vrhi te cloaks
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and C01'Tls, prostrate in 1'Tc:n:'3hip in front of a large stoneo And

the name of this painting was IIKaaba". "Kaaba, Kaaba", he re-

pea"ted "I'd th ever:/ step. He uttered it like a powerful incanta-

tion, anet each time he i-TOuld step to the right and to the left as

though on the many white heads. And then the skulls would crack;

i i; s01.mded as if SOI:leOne had split a nut in tl-TO wi th a hammere

Sotle made a very l'Teak sOlLnd; those \'Tere the frail ones,

those were the children!s skulls. A sound would be heard then:

silvery, light end airy, like a small cloudo Still others would

rattle like satyrs when stepped on. And then their red tongues

would flicker out of their mouths like rubber balls. Oh, it was

really beautiful.

Some skulls were so soft that he would almost Sil~C dO'l~1

into them. They "TOuld remain clinging to his feet. And so he

1-Tould Halk 1'Ti th one skull dangling from each foot, as if he had

just crawled out of two eggshells which he hadnlt yet shclcen off

entirely.

It gave him the greatest pleasure however when he spotted

the head of an old man somewhere, bald and shiny like a marble ball.

Then. he i-lould fh's·t cautiously set hi s foot on top of it and bal-

ance himself a few times, yes, this Hay, like this. And then he

110Uld stomp dO'lm on it, and crack: the brain would sq,uirt forth

steadily like a small Golden fO'U.."1tain. But eventually he grevr

tired. All of a sudden he remembered the lunatic \-Tho thought he
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had legs made of glass and couldn't walk. He had sat the whole

day at his cutting table, but only after the nurses had first

carried him there. He hadn't moved an inch by himself. Whenever

they stood him up on his feet, he simply wouldn't budge. Yet his

legs were completely healthy, surely everyone could see that ..

He had not even gone to the toilet on his arm, no, how could any-

body really be that crazy. ~rhat a laugh1

Not long ago the pastor had paid a visi t, and at that ti:1le

he had spoken 'Ivi th him about this madman: "Reverenct, just take a

look at that one there, the t,'dlor, he's just raving mad. Uhat

a stupid bastard he isl" And at that point, the pastor had roared

',Ti th laughter, so that the l'1'al18 shook.

He emerged from the st~lks, straw was clinging allover

his suit and his hair. Somewhere along the way he had lost his

bundle of clothes. In his hand. he 'Ims still carrying the ears of

grain, and he vTaved them before him like a golden banner. He

marched 'I'Ti th a brisk step. "Right leg, left leg, bacon and eggsl!,

he hummed to himself'., And the burrs clineing to his pants fl-aH

off in every'd.irection.

"Company, halt", he ordered. He plu..nted his banner into

the sand of the road and threw himself into a ditch o

All of a sudden, he became afraid of the SU,i'1 'I'1hibb w"as

"blazinG on his templeso Thinkine that it vTould attack him,u"_he

buried his face deep into the grass. 'llhen he fell asleepo
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Children's voices a ....roke himo A small boy and a small

girl lrsre standing beside him. When they saH that the man "\'Tas

m-rake, they scurried a .....ray.

He becane frightfully angry at these tHO children, his

face became flushed like a lobster.

Hi th one bou,'1d he jwnped up and started after them. On

hearing his footsteps, the children began to cry and to run more

quickly, the small boy dragging his little sister along. She stum-

bled, fell, and bt~st into tears.

And tears ;"ere something he could not at all tolerate.

He caught up to the children and snatched the small girl

up from the sando At the sight of the contorted face hovering over

her, she screamed loudly. The boy too cried out and tried to flee.

But then he seized him with the other ha"1d and began knocking the

heads of the tlfO children together. One, two, three, one, two,

three, he counted, and each time at the count of three, both tiny

skulls would crack together like a clap of thunder. Now the blood

v,as already beginning to flOUe This intoxicated him, transforming

him into a god. He had to sing. A certain hymn came to his mind.

lend he sang:

"A safe stronghold our God is still,
A trusty shield and weapon;
He'll help us clear from all the ill
That hath us now o'ertaken.
The ancient prince of hell
Ha-th risen uith purpose fell;
Strong mail of craft and power
He 1Teareth in this hour;
On earth is not his fellowJ' 6
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As he accentuated each beat out loud, he banged the two

small heads together like a musician striking his cymbals.

After the hymn had ended, he let both shattered skulls

fall from his hands. As if in a state of ecstasy, he bege,;n to

dance arou..'1d the two corpses. Ii. t the same time, he flapped his

arms like a large bird, and the blood on them sprayed about him

like a fiery rain.

Suddenly his mood changed again. An overwhelming feeling

of compassion for the two pitiful children nearly choked him. He

lifted up their bodies from the dust of the road and dragged them

over into the grainfield. With a hW1dfull of weeds, he wiped away

the blood, brains, and dirt from their faces, aDd sat do-rm between

the tyro small corpses. Then he took their tiny hands in his fists

and began stroking them yTi th his blood-covered fingers.

He felt he had to cry; large tears slo1'l"ly ran d01m his cheeks o

He thought that perhaps he might bring the children back to

life again. He kneeled nee..l' their faces <1nd began blowing air into

the holes of their skulls. But the children didn1t stiro Then he

thought that maybe this still hadn't been enough, so he tried a..'Jain.

But this tim?"'as well.rnotbing happened. "All right then, I guess

it just won't Hark", he said, "dead is dead"o

After a while cO~'1tless swarms of flies, mosquitoes, and

other insects came out from the fields, drmm by tho smell of blood.
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Like a thick cloud, they hovered over the i-Iounds. Several ti~:les

he tri ed to drive them a ....;ay. Bnt uhon he too ,'Tas stung, the si tu-

a tion became l.mbearable for him. He stood up and went on his way,

"Thile in a dense ble.ok suaI'm tho insects dived dovf.(l on the bloody

holes in the sk:ullso

Well, now where?

Then he rememb(-)red ivhat he had to do; he had to settle ac-

counts with his wife. And in the anticipation of his vengeance his

face beamed like a crimson sun.

He turned off onto a high.vay which led to the outskirts.

He looked about.

The road was deserted, disappearing into the distanoe.

High on a hill behind him sat a man in front of a barrel-organ.

Then over the hill came a woman pulling a small hand cart.,

He \-n-1i ted l.mtil she was near, let her go by, and started

to fol101-T her ..

He thought he recognized her.
7

Wasn't that the greengrocer

I-Tho lived at the corner'? He vranted. to talk to her, but he felt a-

shamed. Oh, she probably thinks in fact that I I m the nut from ml'~l-

bor 17. If 8he recognizes me, she'll make fun of me for Sl...u'e. And

nobody's going to laugh at me, damn it. It d sooner smash her skull

in first.

Once more he felt t"!1a.t the rage Has about to sill:'ge up Vlithin

him. He feared this dark frenzy. HO"T terrible, DOH it Hill soon
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get the better of me again, he thoughto His head Has spinning,

he supported himself on a tree and closed his eyes.

All of a sudden he saw the beast again which dwelled 1nth

in him. It was below on his stomach and rese~bled a large hyenao

Did. it ever have a set of jawsl And the bastard Hanted O'..lt" Yeah,

yeah, you've got to come out.

Now he himself was the beast, and on all fours he ~as crawl-

ing along the street. Quickly, quickly, other1nse she'll get away.

How swiftly she can run, but this sort of hyena is faster stillo

He barked loudly like a jackal. The woman looked around.

Seeing a man on all fours running up behind her, his dishevelled

hair falling over his fat face white with dust, she abandoned her

wagon right array and began running dmm the road screa,ming loudly •

Then the beast pounced. Like a savage it came up_,behind

her. Its long mane was streaming, i·cs claws thrashed in the air,

and its tongue dr09ped from its jaws.

Now it could already hear ·the 1iOman breathing" Screaming

and panting, she sm:trried away as quickly as she could. NOfT, just

one or two more leaps" Then the beast pounced8right onto the nape

of her neck.

The woman s-trw.5gled in the sa,nd, vrhile the beast hurled her

about. Here is the neck, the best blood is there; one should al1-rays

suck the blood from the throat. It dug its jmrs into her throat

and began drm-ring tho blood from her body. Oh hell, but is that
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ever beautiful.

The beas-G left tho ,-ronan lying there and lept almy. There

above someone else was approaching. Is he ever stupid. He doesn't

even notice that hyenas are sitting arotmd here. Oh well, vrhat an

idioto

The old man approached. When he was close, through his

large glasses he could see the woman lying in the sand with her

skirts in disarray and her knees which in her death-throes she had

drawn up to her body. Around her head as \'Tell Has a large pool of

blood.

He remained standing beside the woman, frozen with shock.

At that moment, the tall cornflowers parted and a man stepped out,

wasted and in tatters. His mouth was full of blood.

"Thatfs got to be the murderer", thought the old man.

In his fright he didn! t quite kn01'/' i-That he should do. Should

he run 'away or remain tIhere he vms?

He finall;y decided first-to try to be friendly i·Ii tIl this

person. For that guy there surely vTasn't quite normal, that you

could see.

"Good day", said the madmano

"Good day", replied the old man, "this is really a terrible

accident" 0

"Yeah right, this is a terrible accident, you're comple telJT

correct", said. the madman. His voice quavered.
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"But I must be on 1J1.y vray.. Please excuse meo"

And the old m~J.n first slowly took a fe;'1 steps. 1Vhen he

found himself a bi~ farther away and noticed that the murderer

hadn't folloired him, he quickened hi s pace.. And at length he began

running like a little boy.

"But doesn I t he look funny, the ,;ray he's runningo Isn't he

off his nut." .And the madman's enxiFe face broke out in a laugh;

the blood collected in its furroi'Ts, making him look like a dreadful

demon.

But after all, let him run. That man was really quite right.

He would do the same thing too. Since here the hyenas could at any

momen-~ come out of the field aga.in.

"Oh hell, am I ever filthy,," He looked himself overo "~-[here

did all this blood come from anyl'ray?"

And he tore the apron off the Homan and Hiped off the blood

from himself'as best he couldo

His memory became cloudedo Finally he no longer knew where

he \fas. He started ''Talking again across the countryside, over dirt

roads, and throL~h fields, under the scorching midday suno He saw

himself as a large flower 1Jander:i.ng through the Ineadowso Perhe,ps

a rock-rose. He could not quite identify ito

He felt hungry.

Later he fow1d a turnip field, pulled up a few turnips, and

ate them.
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In a field he carne upon a pond.

It lay there like a large piece of black cloth surrounded

by the gold of the grain.

He felt like sHimming, lL.'1dressed, and vraded. into the water.

HoYT good that felt, hou it calmed himodoi·m. He inhaled the

fragrance of the Hater above 1'T:hich 'iafted the smell of bro&,d summer

fields. "Ah, lmter, water", he said softly as if he \Jere about to

call to someone. And now he Has SHimming like a large white fish in

the rippling pond.,

On the bank he wove himself a crorm out of the reeds and

gazed at his o,m reflection in the water. Then he began jumping

about on the bank and dancing ncl~ed in the white sun, tall, strong

and handsome like a satyr.

Suddenly he lms struck. by the thought that he lias doing

something indecent. lie quickly dressed himself and crouching dOvm

low, crawled into the stalks.

"If the male nurse were to come novr and find me here, he'd

really give me hell, held complain to the director about it", he

thought. But when no one appeared, he summoned up his courage once

more and continued on his way.

Sud.denly he found himself standinc; in front of a garden

fence. Beyond it were fruit trees. Laundry was hanging to dry on

them, and children were sleeping among them. He wall(ed along the

fence and Came to a street.
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A great many people were there who passed by him vdthout

paying any attention to him. A streetcar went by.

A feeling of bo~mdless loneliness came over him, and he

was gripped with a powerful feeling of home-sickness. He would

have liked :'Jost to retUl~n to the asylum right then and thereo

But he didn't know where he was. And whom should he ask? He cer

tainly couldn't sa;)' to someone: "Say, could you tell P.le rThere the

insane as;ylum is?" Then he would surely be taken for a lunatic,

and that just wouldn't do.

And he actually did know what he had in mind.. In fact he

still hevd many things to settle,,·

A policeman "Has standing on the street corn13r. The madman

decided to ask him for directions to his street, but he i-TaSn' t quite

sure of himself. But after all he couldn't stand there forevero So

he started off tOi·lard.s the policeman. Suddenly he noticed that a

large bloodstain vTas still on his vest o Well, he ifasn't going to

let the policeman catch sight of that. So he buttoned. up his coat o

He thought out uhe..t he I'TaS t?,'oin[S to say, word for Hord, and repeated

it a few times to himself.

Everything came off ~·Tell. Raising his hJ.-t, he inquired about

his street, and the policeman gave him directions to it.

It's not at all far from here, he tho~l£ht. And nO"l"T he even

recobmized the streetso But had the:l ever changed; now even the

streetcar carne this far.
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He set off on his way, slinking alongside the housese

Hhenever someone came tOl-Tards him, he 1muld turn his face towards

the wall. He felt ashamed.

Thatts how he reached the front of his building. On the

doorstep, children were playing who looked at him inquisitively.

He climbed the flight of stairs. Everywhere it smelled of cooking.

He crept further along on tiptoe. 1Then he heard a door open belDi\',

he took off his shoes as well.

NO ....T he uas standing in front of his door.. He sat down for

a moment on the steps and pondered. For now the great moment had

arrived.. And 'iThat had to happen, had to happen, there were no tIm

ways about it ..

He got up and rang the bell. Everything remained still.. He

paced several times back and forth on the landing. He read the

name-plate on the opposite door .. Other people were living there now

too. And then he came back and rang once more. But again no one

answered 0 He stooped d01Yll to look through the key hole, but every

thinG ·,-TaS dark in there. He pressed his ear to the door to discern

any SOQ~d, perhaps a footstep, or a whisper, but everythinG remained

si lent ..

And n01"[ a thought came to him.. He suddenly kneW" why. no one

opened thoir door to himo His ,rife vTaS afraid of him, yes hi s "Tife,

she had no spunk. That hitch, she already knen "That vTaS happening.

1'11 shaH her, watch this ..
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He took a few steps back. His eyes greH smaller and 2,rnaller,

like small red dots. Bis low forehead became even ~ore v~inkledo

He crouched dmm low. And then .1i th one great leap, he hurled him

self v<sainst the door. It cracked loudly, but ;-Ti thstood the impact.

Then he screamed with all his might and hmged a second time. And

this time the door gave mxy. Its boards cracked, the lock snapped,

it opened, and he crashed in.

There he saw an empty apartment. On the left was the kitchen,

on the right, the livins room. The Hallpaper "Has tattered. Every-

lihere the halhm.y 'iTa:3 co,,-ere(1 ;·ri th dust <.tncl Sl)illed paint.

So, his Hife had gone into hidingo He ran around the four

'iD-lls of the empty living room, into the narr01-f corridor, the llash

room, and the bedroom$ 'l'here ''fasn t t a thinG anY"i-There, everything

was empty ..

The kitchen too ,-Tas bare. Then wi t21 one leap, he sprTh"'1g on

to the kitchen stove.

But there she "..Tas in fact, there she I'laS sm..1rrying about.

Sho looked like a larGO e;rey rat. So that1s yfh_::1,t she looks like.

She kept ru..Ylning alo11i; tho ki tchen waJ.l, round and round, and he

seized em iron hot-plat'3 from the stove [tnd fhmg it at the rat.

But she Has far too nimble ~ But nO~'T, nOH he'll hi t her. And he

threw aged-no But now. And the bombardment of the iron stove-rings

banzed a.gainst tho walls, sho;ororin,; the dust dovm allover.
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He started screamingo He roared as thouGh pos;3essed: "You

9
two-bit who~e, you bitch, you

house shook.

II(I.. . He bellowed so that the ent:i:re

EverYI'rhere the doors rattlecl, everyullere an uproar erupted.

HOI·r it w'as already coming up the staircase.

Tilo nen were alread.y stQ.nding there in the door;.ray and be-

hind them a group of women, uho cane Dulling an entire batallion of

small children clutching their aprons.

They sa"r the frenzied creature on top of his stove. The ti'TO

Den tried to :r.eep up each other's courage. At t
'
111t r::loment, a poker

hit one of them on the skull, the other ~an was throvm to the floor,

and vrith several long leaps, the madnan bOlmded away over the top of

the crol'rd like a giga.''1tic orangutan. He rewed up the stairs, reached

the la.elder leading to the attic, swung himself onto the roof, cra::'fled

over a fel·r ,-mIls, arotL.'1.d chim..'1eys, disappe,lred in a skylight, tumbled

10
dOvffi a flight of stairs, and suddenly found himself on a grassy spot 9

An empty bench was in front of him. He let himself collapse on it,

and burying his face in his hlJl1ds, began quietly sobbins.

He felt the need to sleer>. As he was about to stretch ou-:.

on the bench, he saw a large crowd of people cooing around a street

corner, led by several policemen acting like generals.

'"1'hey are probably looking for me, I'll have to be taken

back to the asyl1.l:flo rl'hey probably think that on my mm I don't

kno;·, what I have to clo", he thoughto
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He hastily left the parko His cap "{TaS left lying on the

benc~h And from far array he could still see hOl" one of the men

waved it about in the air like a trophy.

He 1-Talked throlliJ;h several cro"1'Tded streets, across a squ3.re,

and once again through streets. He felt uncomfortable in the croHd.

He felt hemmed in, he tried to find a secluded corner uhere he could

lie dovm. One house had a large front door'T~Y. In front of it

stood a man wearing a brorm ill1iform with gilded buttons. OthervQse

it seemed that no one else "'tras about. He l·ralked by the servant,

who let hin pass without any trouble. This really astonished hin.

Doesn't he recognize me then, he asked himself o And he actually

felt insulted.

He came up to a door l'fhioh kept revolving., All of a sudden,

he was caught by one of its leafs which struck him, ~~d he suddenly

fO~Dd himself in an immense hall.

Innumerable tables 1,rere there, filled 'I'd th lace and clothinGo

Everything vTaS bathed in a golden light, lfhich wan diffused throUgh

high windo'tfS in the dimness of the spacious room. From the ceiling

hung a huge ch:mdeli<3r, and countless diamonds \"Tere [;li ttering.

On one side of the hall, a broad, open staircase led up

stairs, upon {Thich several }JerGons uere going up and coming d01m.

"'dou, i~-3 this ever a fine church", he thou;:sht. There 1-Tere

men in black StUts st'mding in the aisles, and Dirls wearinG black

dresses. Behind a table sat a Homan; in front of her, sO/:leone was
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counting out money. A coin fell dOvm and rattled on the floor.

He climbed the stairs, '{Talked tl'U'ough :n(tny large rooms

filled with all kinds of furniture, tools, paintings. In one of

them, many clocks "Tere displayed '\"1hich suddenly chimed in unison.

Behind a large curtain a harmonium i-TaS playing, a mournful tune

which seemed to slowly fade away in the distcillceo He stealthily

drc"l back the curtain~ and then he savT ma~lY people listening to a

lady playing the har~oni~~. Everyone looked absorbed and serious,

and he was overcome by a feeling of sole~lity. But he did not dare

go in.

He approached al door.. cQvered ,'Ti th an iron grating. Beyond

it "Has a deep sha.ft where sever3.1 cables appeared to be moving up

and down. A large box rose up from belovT, the grating Ims dralill

back. Someone said: lIGoing up, pleasell
; he f01..md.11imself in the

box, soaring upwards like a bird.

Upstairs he encountered nany perBons standine aroQ~d large

tables filled with plates, vases, glasses, dishes, or milling about

in the aisles among a rOll of raised platforr:rs upon which delicate

cryst3.l, candlesticks, or colourful lamps of painted lJOrcelain gli t

tered ~ike a field of glass flovers. On the wall, alongside these

costly objects, I'm a narrOH balcony, one short flight of stairs

higher.

He made his .my thrOUGh the cr01'lds, he came up the steps to

the balcony. He leaned on the ;xllustrLlde; belOIT he SD.1"T the S'iTal'Ss
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of people, who like innumerable black flies seemed to produce a

oontinuous humminc; Hi th their heCids, 1egs and arms in U11Ceasin(3

rJovement. And lulled to sleep by the mono.tony of these noises,

drovTsy from the afternoon suI triness, sickened by the over-exci te-

~Gnt of Ghis day, he shut his eyes.

He was a large '\'Thite bird soarinz over a broad desolate

sea, s ..raying in endless brightness, high above in the blueo His

head touched the uhi te clouds, b.e flanked the sun 1;ihioh fi lIed the

S1\.y over his head, a la:r.'ge golden vessel 'l'rhich began to qua.~e vehe-

His Hings, "rhi tel.' than a sea of [lilOH, strong, with bones

like tree trunks, stretched out above the horizon; far below in the

high waves, purple islands appeared to be floating, looking like

large pink mussels@ An endless tranquillity, an eternal stillness

quivered under this eternal sky.

He clidn I t ~:nO'\'T Hhether he '-TaS flying so quickly or if the

sea vras being pulled out from beneath him. So that 1·ras the seao

If he could tell this to the others in the asyhu:1, this ev-

ening in the dormitories, the.)' ~wuld be .=;reen "rith envy. This roall:r"

pleased. him the moste But held prefer ncit to tell the doctor any-

thing, in 'case he Hould again say: "Sure, sure." ~'ven though he

had not believed a sin[~le ''fOrd. He ,vas ouch a orumb e 2ven uhen

he always said he believed everythinz.
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On the sea. belovT, a ''fhi te sailboat Has drifting ll.'1der

SlO"T canvas. "JJike one of those from the Rumboldt Docks", he

thought, "only larger"e

Damn it, it sure was nice to be a bird. Why ha~'1't he t~rned

into a bird long ago'? And he rotated his arms in the air.

Balmi'" him, several yromen noticed him. They laughed. Others

arrived, they began jostling one another, shop girls ran for the

manager.

He climbed onto the balustrade, straightened up, and appeared

to hover above over the crowdc

Below him in the ocean v,as a eigantic light. ~Jow he had to

plunge dOlm, nOIT it ;'TaS time to descend to the sea.

But there was SOI3ething dark, something hostile there which

disturbed hil:l, which wouldn't let him descend. But he will soon

take care of that, he is certa,inly strong enough.
11

And he reached out and leaped from the balustrade into the

midst of the Japanese glasses, into the Chinese enamel paintings,

and the 'l'iffany cr3rstal. There's the dark one, there is that,

and he pulled one of the shopglrls up to him, placed his h~'1ds aroLmd

her neck, and began to squeez~.

And the croud Has fleeing tlu'ou:-;h the aisles, people \fere

scrambling over one another down the stairs, piercing scroams filled

the entire buildin~::;e Someone -vTaS crying "fire, fire". In an instant,

the entire floor i'TLlB empty. Only several small children were lying



in front of the staircase door, trampled or crushed to death.

He Imel t on top of his victim and slm'Tly crushed the life

out of her.

Encircling him I'Tas the vast golden sea wi th i t8 t01'rering

,Taves on ei ther'side like might;y- gleaming dcmes. He Yfas riding on

a black fh3h, he Cl1..lIlg to its head \,rith both arms. Is it ever fat,

he thought. Far belol'r him, he saH in the green depths, lost but for

a ferT flickering sunbeams, green castles and green zardens in an

eternal abyss. H01'T far allay 'Would they be? If only once he could

go there belo1'r, dOl1l1 there.

'rhe castles \'Tere movinG ayTaY ever deeper, the gardens seeP.1ed

to be sinking deeper end deeper.

He was c:cying, he ,,;rill sU:l.'ely never get th61'e. He is on1;;-

a poor bastard. And the fish beneath him was becoming m1rll~ as

uell, it was still struggling, he'll t,}lce care of thL:; beast yet,

and he clenched its throat.

From behind the door appeared a man, he placed a:rifle a

gainst his cheek, then took aiL1. The bullet hit the madman in the

back of the head. He staggereJ. back ami forth sevel'al times, then

fell heavily across his la,st victim, amonG the clatterinG glc.sses.

And 1'Thile the blood Gushed from the \'T01U'ld, he fel t as though

he were noW' sinkin0 into the'de)ths, ever deeDer, gently like a dOH1W

fea ther. An endless melody rose up from be10':'1, and his dying heart

unfolled, treI;1bling in an irmaeasurable bliss.
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1 "dick": "lEtr[Se-flo1"lered" 0 It is not cloD..r from the Ger
ma..'1 text whether "dick" describes the size of the lJoPPY flowers or
the dense Gro"rth of t}lese flouel's in the field.

2 "verkroch sich": "cr8"'Tlin~ in, he hid himself". T,·;o mea
nin,:';s of "to crmTl" and "to hide oneself" are conveyed by the Ger
man verb. It is, hOVTever, not pos;;:;ible to convey both of these mea
ninGS in English without the use of tuo separate verbs.

3 The German personal pronoun "sie" cannot be translated
here in to the Engli sl1 "they", since it l-TOuld then incor:rectly refer
back to "those nurses" in tt'd -precedinz sentence. 'rherefore the
nOl-Ll1 "the patient::>" is used here instead.

4 "Korn1!hren": "ears of srain", or "spikes". Allan Blunden,
in his article "Notes on Georg Heym's "DeI' Irrellll

, mistakenly calls
the grainfield a cornfield, and the grainstalks cornstalks. This
mista.~e is the result of the Cierman and English cognates IIKorn" and
"corn" •

5 "3achon": "clothes". It is not clear at this point what
the bl~1dle contains. Only three p~es l3ter in the text, when this
same blli'1dle is referred to as "sein Kleiderbl'L.'1del", is it definite
that "~3achenl' means "clothes" rather thon "things".

6 The tra~slation of these
Burg ist unser Gott" is ta1(en from
Independent Press, 1962), li. 522.
Carlyle (1795-1881)0

verses of Lutherls hymn "Ein feste
Congregational Praise (London:
fJ.1his translation is by Thomas

7 "Grtmkramfri tzen"; "greengrocer". "Gr'...mkramhandel" means
"greengroce:ry business" and "ll'ri tze" is a colloquial term meaning
II chap, fellow".' rl'berefo:c'e "Grt\nkramfri tzen" is 11 colloquial or
slang ter~n, trm1slated here as "[jreengrocer".

8 The tense of the verbs in the German text chanGes suddenly
from the past imperfect to the present. I feel that this change is
not effectively rena.srable in 8nrrlifJh., Therefore I have maintained
the use of the past tense of the verbs ratherine than changing them
to the present.

9 "Schlafburschenhure l' : "tllo-bi t whore". This vulgar term
could not be found in the dictionary. Li terally it means 'fa night
lodger's \'Thore".,
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10 He,ym' s tendancy to compress a seri es of events in to
one sentence to create an impression of rapid action, is especially
apparent in this sentenceo

11 Once again there OCC1J.rs a sudden change in the verb
tenses from past to present in the German text, YThich I have
again chosen to ignore in the translation.



.JONATHAN

Li ttle Jonathan lHW already lying for the third (la;y in

the dreadful loneliness of his hospital room. The third day already,

and the hours ,-Tere going by ever more slowly. Hhenever he closed

his eyes, he could. hoar them SlO1dy trickle d01m the 'mIls like

the unending fall of slow drops in a dark QDdergrolli:d cavern.

Since b~th of his legs were set in rigid splints, he could

hardly move, and rrhenever the pains Ylould sloi-rl;)7 oreep up his body

from his broken knees, he had no one to "Thom he could. hold on, no

hand, no comfort, no loving \'I·ord. liThenever he r:mg for the ni.lrse,

she would. come in, sullen, 8101'1, peevish. On hearing him complain

about his pains, she would fo:-bid him this idle gru:-~blinG. For

he'd have her running back and forth every other minute, she used

to say, slamming the door shut behind her.

And he Ylou1d be alone again, abandoned once nora, delivered

anei-1 to his torments, in a forgotten pl3.ce, over which from all

sides, from belo1"r, from above, and from the 1-ral1s, the pains stretched

out their long, i'Thi te, trembling fingers.

The Gloor;) of' -the ear1;y- autu:m1 evening crept throu3h the emp

ty ifi2',doI'TS into the misera.ble room, it was groI'Ting darker and darker.

Little Jonathan lay on his lar6e white pillows; he stirrod no 10nGoro

And his bed seemed to be floating dOim ....'i th him on an infernal stream

92
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whose eternal cold seemed to run unceasingly into the eternal

lifelessness of a lost deserto

The door openod, and the nurse entered vdth the lamp from

the adjacent room. While the door was open, he cast a claDce across

into the neighbouring room. Up till noon of that day it had been

empty. He had seen the bed still eopty, just as iron and enormous

as his own, standing ,·ride open, like a set of jaw-s
l

seemingly read:"

to snap up a new patiento He saw that the bed was no longer empty.

He had spotted a pallid face lying in the shadow of the large pil-

low. As well as he could discorn in the dim light of the weak

lamp, it was probably a girl. A patient like hi8so1f, a companion

in suffering, a friend, SOEloone who could give him support, someone

liko hi08e1f, expe~led from the garden of life. Would she reply to

him? What could be her suffering?

She had seen him too, he saw that. And the eaze of the pa-

ti ents met in the doorway, a bri of momentary greeting, a bri ef si[;n

of happiness. And like a small bircl's frail uing, so did his heart

flutter during these moments i·dth a n81'1 and ::J.ysterious hope.

Suddenly a loud bell r~1g tlITee times in the corridor, at

short intervals, shrill~r li:·:e a cOilli.land. At the signal of the bell,

the nurse left, and she closed the door to the next room behind her.

Tha t vTaS the si;;nal that there was danger sOi:lewhere, per

haps that someone "Has close to death. Jonathan had le:D'ned this

signal by now, and he trembled Hi th fear at the thou,;ht that nOVT
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someone could be breathing his last amidst these miserable stuffy

surroundings. Oh why to die here, here, \-There death could be seen

stallcing each bed, here, where while fully conscious one was de-

Iivered into the hends of death like a number, here, where every

thought lIas infected by death, here, where there nere no more il-

lusions, l'1here everything Ivas nal:'::ed, cold and cruel.. Indeed, a

man conderJDed to die was more fortunate, for his to~ment lasted

but one day during vThich they 'Iwuld hide from him his fate; from

the day of their arrival in these rooms, however, they were sacri-

ficed to loneliness, gloom, the dreadful sorrow of the autw~1 even-

ings, to winter, death, and a never-ending hell.

And one was made to lie still in onels sick-bed; one was

forced to surrender to the bodily pains; one was being flayed alive ..

Oh, and to scoff at their sufferings, to consto...l1tl~v remind them of

their hell)lessness, the dying Christ hung at the foot of each bed

on a large white cross against a darkening sky .. Poor Christ, who

had only shrugg8!d his shoulders l1ainfully i'Then the <Tews entreated

him to perform the miracle: if you are the Christ, then come dOlID

from the cross" And from his lifeless which h~d already

gazed upon countless patients in these bods, fro:n his lJ<.9.infully

fnQujJ).l . 1 2contorted.," 1'1"h:1ch had alr(lady inha ed the scent of COll.l1tless grue-

SOraG ,"Tounds, from this thief on the crom~ emanateu a frichtful

helplessness vThich clouded the lntients' spiri ts and stifled every-

tl::in.::; as yet illl touched b~,r death and deSIJair.
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Suddenly the door to the next room opened softly. Perhaps

it hacb1't been completely shut.

And Jonathan looked across once more at the pale face of

his neH neighbour \'Thorn he had almost forgotten vl"hile musing about

death.

The door was left open. The sick girl too looked over at

him once more, he could. feel it in the dusk. And in this flee-Ging

moment they silently greeted each other through the doorway; they

were feelinG each other out, an ill1derstanding was reached between

them, and they became united, like two castaways drifting on side

by side in a bow1dless ocean.

"I heard you mOcU1ing a lot this afternoon, - have you severe

pains? Hhy are you lying in here?" he heard her gentle voice say,

which seemed to have softened and beco!!le thin from her illness.

"Yes, it is terrible'l, replied Jonathan.

"~rhatIs the matter vfi th you then? ilhy did they brin.g you

here?" she asked again ..

And while his voice Qu<:wered ui til pain, he told her his life t s

stor.y.

He had left Hamburg as an engineer five years ago on a voy-

age to East Asia. He had roamed about in the eastern seas, aliw..ys

worl~ing below in the boiler room, in the extreme heat of the tro-

pics. He had <~one to the South Seas aboard a coral ship, then for
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over tuo years he held voyaged on a boat Ylhich smw~gled opiu,'":1

hidden in corn sacks into Canton. He had made a lot of illoney

iwrking on this shipo He had imnted to retur~1 home bu-I; he Has

robbed. So he was left si ttil1J high and dry in Shanghaic "i-Ti th

the help of the consul, he was taken on as a crew member on board

a freighter bound for Hamburg with a carGo of rice. The freighter

went around the Cape to avoid the expensive trip through the Suez

Canal.

At Monrovia, Liberia, in this terrible blistering hot Li

beria, they had loaded coal for three days. At noon on the third

day, he collapsed belol'[ in the boiler room. \-Then he regained con

sciousness, he was lying in a Monrovia hospital, sUl'rounded by a

hR~dred filthy negroes. There he lay for fOl~ weeks with black-

'tTater fever, more dead than alive. Ah, 1'T11a t he had had to endure

there in the terrible July heat iv-hieh scorched the patients! veins,

where the fire throbbed like an iron hammer right up to their brains.

]Jut in spite of the filth, the stench of the negroes, the

heat, and the fever, it had still been better than it was here.

E'or, he said, there they had never been alone, there they had al-

ways had conversationo

"In the midst of their fever, the negroes "Tould sing their

songs, in the midst of their fever they used to dance over the beds.

And whenever 011e of them lias about to di e, then he "Tould spring up

high one more tir:lo, as thOUGh the volcano of his fever ,Tere about
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to spew him into the sky once more before slmllm,Ting him up for-

ever.

"You see, I'm lying here in quarantine because the doctors

think I could infect the others in the roo:n ~d th DJ' ;'lalaria; the

gen tlemen in EUrbl)e are so cautious - they ought to go and see

hOH li~tle 'Ghey care about the sick dO'im .there. TIut in the pro-

cess, they recover much sooner since they are not confined like

cri:ninals to this awful lonelinesso

"Hy legs ~-TOuld heal much sooner if I Heren' t ali-laYS so

alone. But that in itself is Horse than death. Last night I "I'ioke

up at three o'clock. And then I lay here like a dog, in one spot,

just staring into the d~U'kness, straieht ahead .. "

"Hhat did they do to your legs then, i:' I may ask?" he

heard her inquire.. "Do go on Hi th your story."

And he obeyed her ..

Hell, after he had fully recovered, he went into the Liber

ian jLwgle with a French doctor who had set his heart on finding

an orchid like those which are said to be growing upstream on the

Niger ~Uver. Then they had I'Talked through the j1.illtjle for t,iO months,

across rivers crayrl.ing ,d 'Gh alligatOI'B, over enormous SI'TampS, above

,-Thich the suarms of moogui toes Here so thick in the evenings that

you could catch just hundreds of them in one hLmdfull.

And the .thouc;ht of these huge morasses sinkine into the

evening junGle, the never-endins rustle of tree tops in these
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bOli.YJ.clless jungles, the exotic names of strange peoples, surrounded

by secrets of far away lands, the mystery and the adventures of

the forgotten jli.YJ.gles - all these strange images filled the heart

of his listener ,6th admiration and tre,nsported the })atient over

there - the sr::all engineer in the miserable bed of an austere Ham-

burg hospital - into a strange atmosphere.

Since he had become silent, she

And he told her the rest of his

implored him to continue.

3
story, and how fate had

throvm him here, to her side, and now was opening up to the pa-

tient the broad heavens of love above the puritanical misery of

these tVlO rooms, filling his heart l'li th an illlcertain bliss.

Hear Lagos, he "rent on, th0Y had come back out of the jli.'1gle«

He had signed up on a boat bound for home, and everything had gone

well until they reached Cuxhilven~ He had been about to descend the

iron ladder to the boiler room. when the ship, cau~ht in a sudden

gust, had lurched for,-rard pOI'Terfully. He had lost his balance and

fell dOim the ladder into the engine. The piston-rod had broken

both his legso

IIThat's really terrible, that's really cruel", said his

listener, vrho had raised herself up in the pillo'fTS. IIo,'l he could

see her distinctly. The lamp highlichted her profilco Hith its

rathor pronounced pe,llor, it seemed to 5101-f out of the de.rkness

like the image of a saint in a dir:11y Ii t church.
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"Hhen I'm able to stand. up, I l,rill CO~le and visit you.

~Tould you like that? Could I visit you occasionally?"

"Yes come, do come", he said. "You are the first one ..rho

has spoken a kind ,"rord to me here. You know, when you cerne that

"rill help ne more than all the doctors. But Hill you be able to

get up so soon - .-rhy are you here?"

She explained to him that she had had an appendectomy, ~~d

that now she was supposed to rest here another fourteen days.

"'1'hen 'ire'll perhaps be able to have a taU:::", replied little

Jonathan. "Let's have more chats sometime?" 1I0h, certainly. I'll

tell the doctor, I'll ask the nurse to leave the door open again

for a little lihile tomorro"T."

He listened to her, he could hardly believe it. And sud

denly the room was free from its fears.

"I thank you", and they both lay silent for a ,·rhile. His

eyes sO~3ht her out on the pillows, and they fixed for a while on

her facEi. In the silence of these minutes his love deepened, it

penetrated triumphantly through his blood, it began to envelop his

thoughts in joyful fantasies, it showed him a l-iide meadow in a

gold.en forest, it shol-;red him a summer's day, an idle summer's day,

a joyous midday, when hand in hand they both vrore w-alking through

the grain, ,-Thich surrounded their ..rords of love vrith its gentle

rustlingo
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The door opened, and two doctors and two nurses entered.

"Someone's been talking here", said one of the tuo doctors.

"That won't do, that's not a1101'Ted.. You must comply Hi th

the house rules. You must he.ve Q.uiet, you understan6.. And you,

nurse, donlt leave the door open againl The patients must have

II
quiet a..Yld keep Q.uiet. And he 1-rall::ed OV0r and closed the door be-

tween the tlfO rooms himself.

Then he examined Jonathan's legs, ch~~ged the dressing, and

said: "In three months, you might be able to lTallt again, if it

ever heals at all. rPhat is still very doubtful.. You must get used

to the idea soon en01..1gh of rema.ining a cripple. I rrill leave you

a nurse here, she can look after you."

He pulled the cover back over the patient, l,rished hila good

night, and left 1nth those who had accompanied him.

Jonathan lay in his pillows as though someone had torn his

heart from his breast with a single 111'enc11. The door was closed.

He .. "Vlould never speak to her again, he l'Tould never be allowed to see

her again. So it had thus been only a few minutes which would never

return.. She would be released before him. Hi thin tuo l,reeks someone

else would be lying next door, SOlIle fishmonger or an old grandmother.

She would. perhaps 1-rant to come back sometime, but they wouldn I t let

her in. After all, rThat uould shel-rant with hin, the poor cripple,

the man without legs. Indeed, hadn't the doctor himself just told.
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him that he would remain a cripple. And he sacl( back into his

despair. He lay still.

His pains returned. He grcillld his teeth lest he cry out.

And the tears came to his eyes, with the force of fire.

A spasm shook him, he froze. Ris hands became ice-cold.

Re felt the fever returning. He w-anted to callout the girl's

name. At that moment he realized that he didn't know it. And this

sudden realization plunged him even deeper into his abyss. Not even

her name.. He wanted to say Hyoung lady" or something similar, but

as he sat up he stared into the sallow faoe of his nurse, which

from cOillltless night shifts had become aged, dull and mean.

He wasn't really alone. He had totally forgotten that.

They had brought in an attendant for him, this devil of a nurse,

tr~s withered old Beelzebub~on whom he had to rely m~d who could

order him about. And once more he fell back.

Now no one would ever redeem him, now no one would ever save

him. A..l1d there Christ, that pitiful wee.kling, was hanging, and he

waS still smiling. He seemed no·t at all able to suffer enough, he

seemed to be enjoying his torments, and to Jonathan the smile of

the God appeared strange, malicious and feigned like that of store

bought pleasure. He shu·t his eyes, he was vanquished.

rrhe fever gripped him lvi th its entire force. As the spasms

began, the image of his unknOlfTI neighbour appeared once more, like
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the evening star in an eE1pty s..~y: vrhi te, distant, like the face of

a corpse.

Towards midnight he fell asleep. He slept the terrible

slumber in Hhich illness and despair paralyze a person after they

have exhausted the arsenal of their torments. He barely slept two

hours. When he awoke, the pains in his thighs gripped him with

such force that he almost fainted. He clung to the iron bed posts

vrith all his might. lIe thought his legs were being pulled out by

red-hot iongs, and he let out a terrible, prolonged scream, one of

those screams which so often suddenly brocl< the stillness of the

night in the hospitals and startle those sleeping in thi1ir beds

and constrict each heart with dread.

He had 1)artia11y raised himself up in bed. He supported him-

self with hishandse He held his breath because of the pain, he be-

gan sucking it in. And then, then he bellowed a terrifying, fu11-

throe,ted "eeee" and "aaaa" 0

It seemed as though Death
4

were raving over the building. NOH

it stood high above on ihe roof, and beneath its huge bony feet the

patients everywhere sat up in their white gowns, in their beds, in

their large wards, in their rooms, like ghosts in the light of the

faint lamps, and Terro~ like a gigantic white bird, fleu up the

stairs and throlli.1h the wards.. The horrible bellovnng penetrated

evorY"There, everyl-1here it roused the sleeping from their feeble rest,
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and it caused a terrible echo everywhere: among the cancer patients,

who had only just fallen asleep and in whose intestines white pus

nOrT began to flow again; among the terminal cases, whose bones were

rotting away, slowly, piece by piece, and amone others, on whose

heads a terrible sarcoma was rapidly growing, which ate away from

inside, rotted, and drained the fluids from their noses, their up

per jaws, their eyes, and had torn open huge stinking holes, large

craters filled with yellow li~uid manure in their pale faces.

In frightful scales the howling rose and fell, as if direc

ted by an invisible conductor. Periodically a short interval \'Tould

occur, a small pause, Skillfully inserted, tmtil SUddenly in a

dark corner: it would begin again, slowly rising and again reach-

ing the highest pitch in a horrible, prolonged and frail "yeee",

\-Thich Hould hover ever this sabbath of death like the voice of a

priest celebrating mass ov~r the hynm of a church choir.

All the doctors were on their feet, all were pacing back

and forth among the beds, in which the red SHollen heads of the

patients bobbed like large beets in an autwnn field. All the nurses

vii th their fluttering white aprons ran about in the Hards, brMd

ishing large needles filled witn morphine, and phials of opium,

like the sacristw1ts at a weird divine service.

Every"Vlhere they calmed, consoled, lulled the patients to

sleep, everYHhere injections.of morphine and cocaine were adminis-

tered to appease the chaos, everywhere denials were given, at every
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bed reassuring reports were given. The wards were all lit up,

and "Iii th the renew'ed light the pains of the patients seeme(l to gra

dually abate. The roaring slowly died away, it became a feeble

vThimpering, and the revolt of the pains ended in tears, sleep and

dull resib~ation.

Jonathan fell into a heavy stupor. Tho pain had burned it

self out, it was at last smothered in indifference.

But after the torment had left him, his legs began to swell,

like two large corpses decaying in the Slm. His knees had S"lmllen

within thirty minutes to the size of a child's head, his feet had

turned black and hard like stone.

When during his morning rounds the doctor on duty came into

Jonathan's room and lifted the blan..1cet, he saw the huge S\'Tellings

beneath the bandages.. He had the dressing Ul11101..Jn(1, he took just

one glance at -the putrifying legs, then he r811g tr..ree times, and

after a few minutes, a mobile operating table was pushed in. Sev

eral men lifted the patient onto the table. They Hheeled him out,

and the room remained empty for the next half hour.

Afterwards, the operating table was wheeled back in. On

it lay little Jonathan, pale, his eyes wide open, reduced to one

half his former sizGo Hhere his legs had formerly been, ,'TaS non

a thick bloody mass of white bandages, from which his torso towered

up like the body of an exotic god. out of a calyx. 'rhe oen thre"l'T

him into the bed and left hi:n.
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For a while he was completely alone, and fate saw to it

that during these few minutes he would once again see his acquain-

tr.-mce from the next room.

Again the door opened, again he saw a pale face. But it

appeared alien to him, he could hardly even recognize it. How

long ago it was since he had spoken with her.

She am~ed him how he was.

Re gave her no repJ~, he didn't hear what she was ~sking,

but he tried fr~~tically to pull the blanket up as far as possible

over his bandaged st~vnps. She shouldn't see that below his knees

there was nothing, that everything there had come to an end. He

felt ashamed.- Shame was the only feeling left to him.

(rhe YOUi'lg girl asked hin once more. Hhen she again received

no anmTer, she turned her head ai-noW_

A nurse came in, she silently closed the door, she sat dOrm

at his bed with her needle-iwrk. And Jonathan fell into a restless

doze, nu~bed by the after-effects of the anaesthetic.

Suddenly, it seemed to him as though the 1Vallpaper in the

room 'Here moving in certain places. It appeared to tremble slightly

here and there and to bulge out as though sOlUeone were standing be-

hind i-Tho Has presdl1g against it to try to tear it. And 10 and be

hold, all of a sudden the w~llpaper dowrt at floor level tore apart.

Like a horde of rats, entire swarms of small, -tiny little men \-lere

streaUlin~ out from beneath it and soon filled the entire room. Jon-
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athan ....Tondered hOl"T so many of the di-Tarfs had been able to hide

behind the wallpaper. He cursed the lack of orderliness in the

hospital. He vmnted to complain to his nurse, but as he was

about to beckon her to his bed, he smT that she Iv,W not there.

The 'ifC1llpaper "GOO l·ras suddenly all gone, there were no longer any

walls there either.

He Has lying in a huge broad room whose walls seemed to be

moving farther and farther apart until they disappeared beyond in

a leaden sky. And this whole horrible desolate room was filled

with the small dwarfs who were rocking large blue heads on their

narrow shoulders, like a sea of gigantic cornflovTers on fragile

stems. Even though many ifere standing ver.y close to him, Jonathan

could not m~~e out their faces. When he tried to see them clearly,

their features became completely blurred into blue spots vThich

danced about before his eyeso He wanted very much to know hew old

they might be, but he could no longer hear his ovm voiceo And sud

denly the thought came to him: you are really deaf, you really can't

hear anymore.

Before his eyes the dwarfs beg~l slowly turning about in

circles; they raised and lowered their ha.l1.ds in rhythm, sl01dy their

larGe horde was set in motiol1.o From riGht to left, from right to

left, there was a humming noise inside his skull. The horde was

circling faster and faster arm.rnd him. He thought that he "YlaS si t

tin:; inside a large steel turn-table, I'Thich iii th increasing speed
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began rotating around him, ever faster, ever more furiously.

His head began to swim, he tried to hang on, but it 1-ras all in

vain, he lias being carried along "l'd.th it. He had to vorni t.

Suddenly everything was still, everythinG empty, every

thing gone. He lay alone and naked in a large field on a type of

stretcher.

It was very cold, a storm was bre1nng, and in the sky a

dark cloud was drawing near, like an enmormous ship with black bil

10vTing sails.

On the distant horizon of the aky stood a man who was cov

ered in grey rags, ar'1d although he vTaS very far aTrray, J onathan

knew exactly who he was. He lias bald, his eyes were very deep-set.

Or did he have any eyes at all?

On the other side of the sky, he saw someone standing who

was ei thor a "l'TOman or a young girl. She seemed familie.r to him, he

had seen her once before, but that was a long time ago. All of a

sudden, both figures began to "!:)eckon to him, they shook their long

pleated sleeves, but he, didn l t know 1-Thom he should obey. "tThen the

girl saw that he made no attempt to come dovm from his stretcher,

she turned around, and she went on her way. And he could still see

her for a long 1"hile, walking off into a whi te-streaked sl<y.

li'inally, very far mray, far in the distance, she stopped

once more.- She turned around once more, she waved to him again.

But he couldn't stand up, he kn81-' it, the man over there in the dis-
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tance wi th his frightful death's head 1fOu1dn't al10lT it. And the

girl vanished in the desolate sky. But the man in the distance

beckoned to him more and more urgently, he threatened him vrith his

bony fist. Then he crawled down fro~ his stretcher and he dragged

himself across the fields, across deserts, vrhi1e the spectre flew

ahead of him, ever farther through darkness, through terrifying

darkness.
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1 "Maul": "set of jm·Ts". Although "r.Iaul ll refers only to
aninals and means II snout" or Il muzz l ell, used in the same context
1.,i th "sc}mappen", it is better translated as II jaws ll

•

2 "Duft": "scent" (of wounds). See footnote #3, ";Die
Sektion" •

3 The German word I'Schicksal" had to be tra.nslated tI-TO
different 'Hays in the English (as "storyll and as "fate") to con
vey the double meaning it has in the German text.

4 "Tod": "Death". Death is capitalized here because it is
personified.

5 II Entsetzenll : II Terrorll • See footnote 114.



'rHE POST-MORTill"M

The dead ,Jan lay alone and naked upon a lThi te table in

the large room, amidst the oppressive whiteness,l the cruel aus-

terity of the operating room'in which the cries of endless tor-

ments seemed still to be reverberating.

The midday sun bla...'1keted him and made livid spots surface

2
on his forehead; as if by magic, it brough~ forth a light green

from his nolced stomach \'Thich it inflated like a large ..rater bago

His body resembled a huge iridescent calyx, a mysterious

plant from the jungles of India, which someone had tiraidly placed

before the altar of death ..

Splendid red and blue colours grew along his loins, and

in the heat, the large wound below his navel slowly burst open

like a red furrow in a field, emitting a terrible scent. 3

The doctors entered. Several amicable men in white govms4

with duelling-scars5 and gold-rimmed pince-nez ..

They approached the dead man and looked at him, with inter-

est, ,-Thile engaged in scientific conversation.

'rhey took out their liissecting instruments from the i'Thi te

cabinets: ''fhi te boxos filled ui th hammers, strone-toothed bone

SayTS, files, hideous batteries full of forceps, small instrument

110
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cases filled "Hi th gigantic needles, I'Thich like hooked vtll tures I

beaks seemed to screech incessantly for flesh.

They began their ghastly handiwork. They resembled fright-

ful torttITers, the blood poured over their hrolds, and they plunged

them ever deeper into the cold corpse mld pulled out its contents,

like chefs dressed in 1fhite disembowelling a goose.

Around their arms coiled the intestines, greenish-yello~r

snruces, and the faeces trickled over their go(ms, a warm, putrid

fluid. They lanced the bladder, the cold urine shi~llered there

like a yellovT "Tine" They poured it into large saucers; it reeked

pungently and caustically like ammonium chloride.

:But the dead maIl ,.ras sleeping.. Patiently, he let them tug

at him every l-Thich way, and pull at his hair; he Ims sleeping ..

And while the b101'TS of the hammers thundered on his head,

a dream, a vestige of 10v'e, rekindled in him like a torch "\-Thieh....

shed light into his night ..

Outside the large windo',r, an immense broad sky opened up,

filled with small white little clouds bathing in the light and in

the stillness of the afternoon, like miniature white gods. And

the swallows circled high above in the blue, fluttering in the warm

July sun.

The black blood of death tric~led over the blue corruption

of his forehead. It evaporated in the heat into a frightful cloud,
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and the decay of death crawled over him "dth its variegated clavrs.

His.skin began to flow apart, his belly turned white like that of

an eel under the grasping fingers of the doctors, "lfho bathed their

arras up to the elbow in the moist flesh.

The decomposi tion pulled the dead Irlan I s mouth apart, he

seemed to be smiling, he was dreaming of a blissful constellation;

and of a fragrant summer evening. His decaying lips trembled as if

in a fleeting kisse

"How I love you .. I have loved you sao Shall I tell you how

I love you? When you walked across the poppy fields like a fragrant

flaming POppy,6 you absorbed the entire evening into yourselfo

And your go~m bill01ring about your ankles, was like a surge of fire

in the setting SQ~.. But your head was bowed in the light, and your

hair was still burning and aflame from all my kisseso

"80 you walked array, turning around t01'r<.>.rds me all the while.

And the lantern in your hand like a glowing rose in the dusk sl'Tayed

for a long time afterwards.

"I will see you again tomorrowo Here beneath the wind01'1 of

the chapel, here, where the light of the candles escapes and trans-

forms your hair into a golden forest, here, where the narcissi nestle

against JTour anklos, tenderly, like tender Idsseso

II I lTi 11 see you again every evening at the hour of dusk 0

11e shall never part. HO'"r I love youl Shall I tell ;'Jrou h01'1 I love
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you?"

Imd the dead man trembled faintly I'Ti th bliss on his ..,hi te

table of death, •.,hile the iron chisels in the doctors t hands broke

open the bones of his temple ..
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1 Heym often chro1ges adjectives, especially those designa
ting colours (such as II 'iTeiSS" )) into nounso

2 (See footnote #1).

3 "furchtbarer, Duft": II terrible scent". The literary device
of the ox,ymoron must be rendered in the translation as vTell.

4 "Ki tte1": II smock". Hhen referring to surgeons, "Ki ttG1"
is translated in English as "golm", but "Then it refers to doctors
or lab 1'1'orkers, it then means a "coat". Chefs and oooks, on the
other ha..."ld, wear "smocks".

5 "Schrniss": "duelling-scar". Traditionally, many male uni
versi ty students belonged to fraternities knolm as "Studentenverbin
dungen". The members of a fraternity 1-TOu1d usually drink together
and engage in duelling. The SCars resulting from the wounds received
were considered a sign of bravery and boldness.

6 "Mohnflamme": "flamine poppy". Since this \'fOrd could ::'lot
be found in the dictionary, Heym eviiently composed it to express
a neif imagec;>



THE SHIP

It was a small craft, a coral boat, "Thich was cruising off

Cape York in the Arafura Sea. Sometimes they vTouId catch sight of

the mountains of New Guinea in the blue north, sometimes the barren

Australicm coastline to the south r:esembline a tarnished silver belt

placed on the quivering horizon.

There were seven men on board: the captain, an Englishman,

two other Englishmen, one Irishman, tHO Portu:,Suese, and the Chinese

cook. And since they I'Tere so fe"l'T in nu:nber, they had maintained. a

good relationship.

Now the ship was bound do,va under for Brisbane. There the

cargo would be unloaded, and then the crewmen would part company,

some going one way, and the others another.

On their ,my they passerl through a small archipele".go; to

the right and left were several islands, remnants of the large bridge

which ages ago had once united the two continents of Australia and

l~ew Guinea. Now the ocean roared above it, and the sounding lead

took forever to touch the floor.

They steered the craft into a sm.all shaded bay of the is

land and cast anchor. '1'hree crewnen i1ent ashore to search for the

islandls inhabitants.

They ,mded through the jungle along the shore, then Hi th

some difficulty they craHled over a mountain, crossed a ~orGe, and

115
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again climbed over a mountain covered with jungle. And after a

few Iillurs they came to the sea once again.

There was no living creature anywhere on the entire island.

They heard no bird cry, and no animals crossed their path. Every

where reigned a fri~htful silence. Even the sea before them was

silent and grey. "But surely there must be someone here, damn i t~l,

said the Irishman.

They shouted, cried out, and discharged their revolverso

Not a thing stirred, no one came. They wandered along the shore,

through water, and over rocks and bushes on the shore; they met no

one. Like large ghost-like creatures, the tall trees looked dOl"m

on them vdthout rustling, like huge corpses in a frightful rigor

mortis. A sort of anguish, dark and mysterious, gripped them*

They lTanted to talk each other out of tlteir fear. But ,,,hen they

looked into each other1s pale faces, then they remained silent.

At length they came upon a tongue of land, which stretched

out into the sea like an ultiraate projection, a final haven. At

the outermost tip ,,,here their patIn-ray once more made a turn, they

saw something which for a moment made them stop dead in their trackso

There lay three corpses, one on top of the other, t,-TO men,

one i-roman, still wea.ring their simple print dress. But on their

torsos, their arms, their faces, every,,,here there were red and blue

spots like cOLmtless insect bites. And i~ some spots a few large

m"ellings hOod risun from beneath their cracked skin like large hills.
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They left the corpse8 as quickly as they could. It was

not death which drove them a1-Tay. Rather, a mysterious threat

seemed to be expressed on the faces of these corpses, something

evil seemed to be lurking ll...YJ.seen in the still air, something for

Hhich they had no name and 1",hich nevertheless Has there, an inex

orable icy fearo

All of' a sudden they st'3.rted running, they Here teal-ing

thenselves on the thorns. Farther and fa:Ji:ther. rl'hey w"ere alma st

clipping each other's heels.

At one point the last one, an Englishman, became entangled

in a bush; as he was trying to tear himself free, he umvi llingly

looked abouto And then he thought he sai", something behind a large

tree trll...YL"k:: a small black figure rGsembling a vroman in Heeds.

He called his companions over and pointed out the treeD

But there vras no longer anything there. They derided him, but

their laughter had a hollow ring.

At last they reached the ship once 3~ain. The boat was

launched and brought them on board.

As if b;>T secret agreement, thoy didn't say a -single word

about 1"1hat they had seen. Something kept their lips sealed o

rrhat GveninJ as the Frenchman 1ms leaning over the ship's

railinG', everywhere below he s<:1:l1 the armies of ship rats moving out

in troops from the hold, Dnd from every~hatchway and crevice. Their

fat bro,m bodies were swimming in the vmter of the bay; the water

glittered allover with them.
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d b .... 1 b d' l' 1'di thout a au t, lJ 19 rats were C'. an onlue sup.

He went up to the Irishman and explained to hia ,-rhat he

had seen. But the Irishman was sitting ana stay., staring straight

ahead, and diwl't care to hoax anything about it. And the ~ng-

lishman too looked at him crossly llhen he came up to him in front

of the cabin. So the li'renchman yralked away from him.
2

Night fell, and the crew VT8nt belo':r deck to the hammocks.

All five men slept in the same area. Only the captain slept alone

in a cabin astern3 below deck. And the hammock of the Chinese hung

in the galley.

When the Frenchman came dOvffi from the deck, he saw that the

Irishman and the Englishr::an had started braw-ling uith each other.

They rolled about among the ship's crates, their faces blue with

rage. And the others.stood about and looked on. He asked one of

the Portuguese the reason for this fight and was told that both

of them had started fighting over some frool thread for mending socks,

which the Englishman Ims supposed to have taken from the Irishman.

At last they let go of' each other; each one crept into a

corner of the cabin a.nd remained sitting there, heedless of the

others' jibes.

1i'inally they were a11 lying in their hammocks; only the

Irishman rolled up hif.:! mat and went lori th it up on deck.

m-Tinging toseen,

Above through the ca.bin entrance, his hammock was to be

like a dark shado'"r behree~o,"rspri t and a stay,
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and fro with the gentle swaying of the ship.

And the leaden atmosphere of a tropical night, filled with

thick fog and sultry fumes, set down upon the ship and enshrouded

it, gloomy and desolate.

Everyone was already asleep in a frightful stillness, and

from a distance the noise of their breathing sOlmded muffled as

though it were emanating from beneath the hea~y lid of a huge black

coffin.

The li'renchman tried to fight off his sleepiness, but in a

futile struggle he gradually felt himself dozing off, and before

his closed eyes appeaxed the first visions, the swaying harbingers

of sleep. A small horse, then there were several men with gigantic

old-fashioned hats, then a fat Dutchman with a long 1ihi te t'nisted

moustache, fol101-red by several small children, and behind them

through empty narrmr streets i:r.t a sombre semi-darkness came something

vrhich looked like a large hearseo

He fell asleepo And at the last moment he felt as though

someone liere standing behind him in the corner, staring at him fix

edly. He 1'Tanted to open wide his eyes again, but an iron hand kept

them shut.

And the long s1'1ell rocked beneath the black vessel; the

jungle wall cast its shadow far out into the faintly lit night; and

the ship l-1as enveloped deep in to the midnight darkness 0
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The moon thrust out its yellow skull between two high

palm trees. F'or a short time there 'ITaS light, then it disappeared

into the thick, cl:dfting fog. Only periodically ,-muld it still ap

pear between drifting tattered clouds, small and sombre, like the

frightful eyes of' the blind.

Suddenly a prolonged cry pierced the night, sharply as vnth

an axe.

It came from the captain's cabin astern, just as loud as

though it had been called directly beside the sleeping meno They

started in their hammocks, and in the semi-darkness they looked at

one another's pale faces.

:B'or a fe1'T seconds there was silence; all of a sudden it re

sounded once more, very loudly, three times. And the cries caused

a terrible echo far off in the night, somewhere among the cliffs,

nO,'T one more time, very far auay, like fading laughter.

The men groped for light; nowhere 1'ias there one to be f01.1.'ld.

So they crm-Tled back into their hammocks and sat there com

pletely upright as though pc~alyzed, vnthout uttering a single word.

And after a fe'" minutes, they heard shuffling footsteps

crossing the deel:. HOvT it vTaS above their heads; then a shadow passed

by the cabin door. 'rhen it Has moving towards the bow. And 1'ihile

they stared at one another with ...Tide open eyes, from the Irishman's

hammock fore came again the loud prolonged Cr;)T of death. Then a

rattling, short, short, ;[;11e vibrating echo -and deathly silence.
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And suddenly the moon thrust itself into their doorHay,

like the plump face of a Malay; it came dOlm the steps, large and

pale, and its light nas reflected in their frightful palloro

Their li~DS 'Here torn wide apart, and their jaws trembled

with fear.

One of the ~nglishman once made an attempt to say something,

but his tongue had curled back in his nouth and shrivelled up; sud

denly it slowly drooped over his lower lip like a red r8~o It was

numb, and he could no longer retrieve it.

Their foreheads were as white as chalk. And the cold sweat

of extreme feax collected in large beads upon them.

And thus the night passed in a fffilCiful semi-darkness, which

the l8.1'ge sinking moon spread out below all the cabin flooro But

upon the sailors! hands there at times appeared strange figures re

sembling ancient hieroglyphics, triangles, pentacles, and dra~dngs

of skeletons or $~ulls from whose ears sprouted large bat ~dngs.

The moon was slowly sinking.. And at the moment when its huge

head disappeaxed above behind the staircase, they heard a hoarse

groaning coming from the galley fore &~d then very distinctly a low

cackling, like the sound of old people when they laugh4

And the first morning dawn flew vTi th formidable lfing across

the sl-::y.

'l'hey looked. into one ::J..l1.other I s ashen faces, clim1Jed out of

their hammocks, and ;.ri th trembling limbs all crept up on deck.
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The paralyzed man I"d. th hi s drooping -tongue was the last

to come up. He wanted to say something, but all he could do was to

stutter horribly. He pointed to his tongue and m~de the motion of

shoving it back into his mouth. ~nd one of the Portuguese grabbed

the manls tongue with fingers blue fro~ fear, ~1d forced it back

into his throe.t.

They remained standing close together in front of the hatch

way, anxiously looking out across the deck which was slowly becoming

more illuminated. But no one was there. Only the Iris~~an was still

syringing in his hammock fore in the fresh morning wind, to and fro,

to and fro, like a gigantic black sausage.

And almost as if being dravm by a magnet, vdth every joint

trembling they slowly walked towards the sleeping man. No one called

out to him. Each one knew that he would receive no reply. Each

wanted to postpone the ghastly truth for as long as possible. And

nO'ir they i-rere there, and with oraned necks they stared at the dark

bundle there in the hammook. His i-rollen blanket ..ras pulled high up

to his forehead. And his hair streamed over his temples. But it

viaS no longer black; it had turned snoi"r-whi ts during the nighto One

of the men dr81f back ·the blanket from his head, and they i-Tere looking

at the livid face of a corpse, I'Thich vms staring into the sky with

vdde open and glassy eyes. And its forehead and temples were dotted

with red spots, and at the base of the nose a 1'~Ge bluish boil was

rising up like a horn.
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"This is the plague." iThich one of them said that?

They all eyed one another belligerently and hastily retreated out

of the poisonous sphere of death.

Suddenly everyone at the same time realized that they "Tere

lost. The~T were in the ruthless hands of a dreadful invisible en-

emy , \'Tho perhaps had left them only :for a short time. At this very

moment he could be climbing dOim from the sails or cravrling out from

behind a mast; at that very second he could <,,_lready be coming out of

the cabin or raising his horrible face on board to chase them like

mad across the deck.

And in each of them fomented a dark rage against his compan-

ions in fate, the cause for vhich no one could determine.

Each vent his 01·m way. One stood beside the ship's boat,

and his pale face 'Ims reflected below in the Hater. The others sat

dovn on some spot on the bench on declq no one spoke Iii th his neigh-

bour, but they all nevertheless remained so close to one another that

the moment danger became apparent, they could join forces once more ..

But notbing happened.. And yet they all kneH it Ims there and lying

in wait for them.

It was lurking somewhere.. Perilaps right in their midst on

deck, like an invisible vThite dragon groping with its Quivering fing

ers5 for their hearts and spreading the poison of illness over the

deck ui th its ,mrm breath.

l.Jere they not already ill, did they not SOUGhoH feel a heavy

nU:lbn8SS and the first onset of a doaclly fever? So it seemed to the
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men on deck: as if beneath them tho ship HaS beginning to m.fay and

totter, nOli Quickly, then SlOldy ~ He looked about for the others

ancl all he could see i'Tere green faces; nOH they were submerged in

shadows ancl already were showing a frightful ashen colour in cer-

tain spots on their sunken cheeks.

"Perhaps they are all alread,Y dead, and you are the only one

still alive ll , he thought to himself. And 1ii th this thought fear ran

ice-cold over his body. It was as if suddenly out of thin air an

icy hand had reached for him.

The day was slowly dawning.

Over the grey stretches of the sea, over the islands, every-

where lay a grey fog, humid, warm and stifling. A small red clot

stood on the rim of the ocean, like an enflamed eye. '1' he sun was

rising.

And the torment of waiting for the m~(novm drove the men fron

their stations.

~[hat should he do now'? They had to go below at least once,

they had to eat something.

But the thought of maybe having to climb over corpses in the

process •••

fl'hen they heard a 10vT barking on the steps 0 And nOH the

ship dog's snout first C~ille into view. Then its body, then the head~

but 1"That was dangling from its snout? And a hoarse cry of' horror 'l'TaS

ami tted simul taneousl:l froT:! four throats.
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From its snout hLmg the corpse of the old captain; first

appeared his hair, then his face, and his entire fat body clad in

a dirty nightshirt, sloi'Tly being dragged by the dog up onto the

deck. And nmT he ,-ras lying above in front of the companion ladder,

but on his face burned the same frightful red spots.

And the dog released its hold on him and crept away into

Suddenly they heard it gr01d loudly in a corner far away; in

several leaps it returned from the stern to the b01"T, but as it was

passing the main mast, it suddenly stopped dea,d, threw itself about,

and stretched out its legs into the air as if in self-defenceo But

an invisible pursuer seemed to hold i t ruthlessl~r in its claws., 7

The dogls eyes popped out as though they were attached to

stall~s; its tongue drooped from its snout. It rattled a few times

as if its throat were being throttled. A final spasm shook it; it

stretched out its legs; it "\'Tas dead.

And immediately afterY,ards the F'renchman very distinct.J.y

heard shuffling footsteps near him, while fear pounded upon his

skull like an iron hammer.

He Hanted to close his eyes, but he ,'Tas unable. He Has no

longer master of his oun ,-rill.

The footsteps headed straig:ht across the deck, tOHards the

Port~~uese who was lew1ing with his back against the shipls wall,

vThile his h;.:;ncls ,-rere cla1\rinr:; nadly into the ship I s side.
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The man was apparently seeing sOQething. He wanted to run

al"ray, he seemed to be about to forcefully tear his legs off the

deck, but he had no strength. The invisible creature seemed to

have tween hold of him. Then as if with the utmost exertion, he

tOl~e his mouth open, and. in a tinny voice Hh:Lch seemed to be eman-

a ting frora a far distance, he stammered the ..lOrds: lI mo ther, mother".

His eyes grew dim, his face turned ashen grey. The spasm

in his limbs subsided. And he fell forward,striking his forehead

violently on the ship's deck.

The invisible creature continued on its \'fay; once again he

heard the shuffling footsteps. It seemed to be headed towards the

two Englislli~en. And the horrible spectacle repeated itself once

more. And n01'T too it was again the same repeated cry ,-Thich the ul

timate fear of death forced from their throats, the cry " mo ther,

mother", in which their lives vTere snuffed out.

Il And nmT it vri 11 come for me", thought the Frenchman. But

nothing appeared, everything remained still. .And he ..ras alone with

the dead.

'1'he morninG passed.. He didn't stir from his spoto He had

only one thou;zht: I-Then ..rill it come. And without stop his lips

kept mechanically repeating this short I)hra'3G: "~rhen \"Till it oome,

when rTill it come?"

'l'he fog h2_d slolrly lifted. And the sun ';Thich n01-T alread,Y

stood close to the midday hour, h3.d trcmsforIJecl the sea into a huge
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gleaming surface, into an enormous silver platter 11hich radiated

its ovm light into space like a second sun.

It was quiet once more. The heat of the tropics ",ras :stea

ming everywhere in the air. The air seemed to be boiling. And the

sweat ran dOrm the deep furrows over his ashen face. His head, on

whose crorm the sun was beating, seemed to him like a gigantic rGcl

tovrer filled with fire. He could v'3ry clistinctly see his head [,'TOW

ing from inside out into the &~~. Ever higher, and becoming ever

hotter inside. But there ovor a lrinding staircase whose last spirals

were lost in the white fire of the SlL~, a slippery white snail was

crawling very slowly. Its feelers were groping up into the tower,

while its moist foot still coiled about inside his throat.

He had the gloomy feeling that it was really just too hot;

surely no one would actually be able to withstand it.

Then - bang - someone struck him on the head "Ti th a fiery

rod; he was falling full length. This is death, he thoughto And

now he lay for a "Thile on the ship's glowing planks.

Suddenly he came to again. A Heak and subdued laughter

seemed to be fading behind him. He looked up, and there he BaH:

the ship Has sailing, the ship Has sailing, undm' full oanvas. The

saj.ls 1/8re swollen 1'1hi te and puffy, but there was no wind, not the

slightest breeze. The sea lay like a mirror, "l'111i to, a fiery hell.

And in the sky overhead, at its zenith, the Slill ,-laS rael ting like a

gigantic masS of white-hot iron. It was streamin{; allover the sky,
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its fire I,ras spreadinG everJr ,'!"here, and the air seemed to be bur

ning. Far in the distance like several blue dots vrere si tuated

the islands "I-There they had cast anchor.

And suddenly the terror had risen asain, as gigantic as

a j:1illepede creeping through his veins and making them congeal be

hind it wherever it passed through with its cOlliltless icy little

legs.

In front of him lay the corpses. But their heads lay supine.

Who had turned them around? '.Pheir skim 1'TaS bluish-green. Their

white eyes fixed him. The initial decomposition had dratm their

lips apart and y~inkled their cheeks into a lunatic smile. Only the

corpse of the Irishman vlaS sleeping peacefullJr in i is hammock.

loTi thout thiriking, he tried to SlorTly pull himself 'up on the ship's

wall.

But the indescribable fear made him, lIeak and pOlferless. He

sank to his knees. And now he knew: nOli it "lull COf2e. Something

,-ras standing behind the mast o A dark shadow. No1'[ it was co!aing a

cross the deck I'Ti th its shuffling 1'00 ts teps" NOH i t 'tTas standing

behind the roof of the cabin, then it emerged; an old womm1 in a

black old-fashioned dress, Hi th long l-Thi te curls falling on both

sides of her pale aged face. On it ,lere a pair of oyes of inde

stinct colour like a pair of buttons, Gazing at him unflinchingly.

And every"l-There hor i'ace vTL1.S dotted ..Ti th the blue and red pustules,
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and on her forehead like a diadem were two red boils over which

her small white grandmother's cap was pulled. Her black crinoline

rustled as she headed t01·rards hin. In a final act of desperation,

he straightened up using both hands and feet. His heart was beating

no longer. Once more he collapsedo

l~d now she was already so near that he could see her breath

billoi'Ting fran her mouth like a flag.

Once again he straightened hir:lSelf up. His left arm 1IaS al

ready numb. Something forced him to remain standing; somethl.ng gi

gantic held him fast. But he wouldn't give up the fight yet. He

pressed it dOl'll vTi th his right ha.'1d, tearing himself loose.

And not fully conscious, with faltering steps he hurled him

self along the ship's wall, past the corpse in the hammock, towards

the bow 1'-There the large rope ladder ran up from the end of the bO"T

sprit to the foremast.

He climbed up on it; he looked about him.

But the plague ,.faS right behind himo NOI'T it 1-TaS already on

the lowest rUllgso So he had to go higher and higher. :But the plague

would not let him gree; it ,'Tas snifter than he; it had to overtake

him. He grabbed the rope ladder \'lith both hands and feet, stepping

here and there, one foot falling throU(~h the mesh; he pulled it out

again and reached the top. There the plague was just a few yards

avfaY. He climbed along the fore royal ,yard. At the end ;-rere the

lifts. He reached tho end of the fore royal ;yard. Eu-'v \'There ,'Tere



130

the lifts? 'rhere iias only empty space.

Far belm'T was the sea and the deck. And right belo~'T him

lay the two corpses.

He wanted to go back; the plague was already there at the

other end of the top sQuare sail.

And now it was coming along the wooden yard, swinging non-

chalantly like an old sailor with a staggering gait.

Now there \·rere only six steps left, nOli just five. He ooun-

ted along in a 10i'l" voice, iihile the fear of death tore apart his

jaw-bones in a powerful spasm as though he 1·mre yalming. Three

steps, t~o steps.

He reeled back, grabbing \"lith his hands into the air, trying

to latch on somel1here; he reeled over and fell crashing head first

onto the deck on top of an iron plank. And ·there he remained lying

with a shattered skull.

A dark storm was rapidly approaching in the east above the

still ocean. The sun hid in the thick clouds like a dying mW1 who

pulls a shroud over his face. Sevoral large Chinese jm1ks which

loomed out of the semi-darkness were under full canvas and sailed

8
roaring and hissing ahead of the storr:! iii th hurning lanterns and

iihistling s011.."lds. But the ship sailing by them was as gigantic as

the flying shadou of a delllon. On the deck stood a black figm'e. And

in the glare of the fire it seemed to be gr01·ring, its head slo'iTly

rising above the masts, while it mnmg its powerful arras about in
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circles like a crane t~(ing off into the ~Qnd. A pale hole opened

up in the clouds. And the ship sailed straight into the frightful

brightness.
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1 "auSi'Tandern": "to abandon ship". In this context, it was
necessary to use the naval expression rathor th~1 the literal trru1S
lation II to emigrate" •

2 Here it was necessary to translate the German personal pro
no1.ll1 II er" as "the Frenchman". Confusion would other1'Tise have been
caused by the use of a pronoun, since three different persons are
mentioned in this para-graph..

3 It seemed necessary to use more specific English terms to
tra'1s1ate the German 1'TOrds "hintenll and "vorn ll

, referring to areas
of the ship: Il as tern ll and IIfore".

4 11 jetzt11
: IIfolloued by". fro break the monotony of repeating

"then", I chose to translate "jetzt" this way, since here a series
of visions is being depicted.

5 "Pingel''': "fingersll
• A dragon nor;nally has claws (Krallen),

not fingers. There is no rational explanation for Heym's use of this
image other than that the plague is personified and this personifica
tion is carried over into this image.

6 In the German text, there is an element of confusion here
in the seQuence of events. Since the dog's snout is already visible,
it is only logical that the head would come into view next, followed
by the rest of' its body.. In the original, however, the snout is seen
first, 'then the body, and lastly the head. A possible explanation of
this may be that they looked at the body first and then the head o

7 (See footnote #5 .. ) There is no apparent reason why IlKrallen"
is used here and not in the above image as 1'Tell.

8 "GBttorlampen": 1I1anterns". This lTord could not be found
in the clictionary. It porhal)S designates a type of paper lantern
1·ri th the image of a god or gods depicted on it.



THE FIFTH OF OCTOBER

On the fifth of October the bread-carts were to arrive in

Paris from Provence. The tOlm counoil had had it posted on all

street-corners in their large red letters. And the people milled

about all day long in front of them as before the gates of a new

and immense revelation. Emaciated to the bone from hunger, they

drewned there of Edens of abundance, of huge flat-cakes l , of pies

2
sprinkled with white flour, which would sizzle in all pot-houses.

All chimneys l'1:tll be smoking. They 1"1ill hang the bakers

on the street-lamps, they will do the baking themselves, they will

plunge their arms right over their elbows into the floure The

,<rhi te ·stuff will coat the streets like a life-giving snow, the

wind 1dll drive it before the sun like a great cloudo

In all the streets, large tables will be set up; Paris -will

celebrate a grand public banquet, a mighty sabbath.

The people crowded in front of the locked cellars of the

bill(eries and peered dOvm at the empty kneading troughs that stood

behind the barred windows; with satisfaction they looked at the

black jaws of the huge bakers' ovens, which were not aglow and,

like themselves, hQ~gered for bread.

On a street in a quarter of r·'1ont Parnasse, a bakery was

broken into, more out of boredom, to kill time, than from the hope

133
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of still finding bread in the storage bins.

Three men, coal carriers3from st. Antoine, brought the

baker out. They cast his white wig dOvm and stood him under the

bent lamp of his door. One tore off his waist-band, tied a noose

and threw it around the baker's neck. Then he held his black fist

up to the man's face and shouted at him: IIYou damned meal beetle4,

nOyI ue' re going to string you up'!.

The baker began to wail, and looked around to the bystanders

for help. But he saw nothing but sneering faces.

Jacobus the cobbler stepped forward and spoke to the people

from the ci t;)r outskirts5: liMen, vIe are going to set this pig free,

but first he has to repeat a prayer after me. 1I

"Yes, repeat a prayer", l'fhimpered the baker. liDo permit

me to repeat a prayer. II

Jacobus began: III am the accursed S1'Tine of a baker. 1I

The baker repeated: "I am the acoursed svrine of a baker."

Jacobus: "I am the black flour-Jew, you can smell me a mile

The baker: III am the black flour.o.Jel'f, you can smell me a

mile away,,11

Jacobus: "I pray each day to the saints above6that no one

Ifill notice all the things I put in the bread."

The baker repeated that too.
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'rhe audienoe guffmred. An .old woman sat d01i11 on the

steps an~cackled with laughter like an old hen laying eggse

Jacobus himself could not continue for laughtere

For a vhile this comical diatribe Has still kept up; fi

nally the 'wretched figure grew' too boring for the peopleo He \'Tas

left standing \'Tith the rope around his neck.

It began to rain heavily; the people stepped under the

eaves. The baker was gone. Only his white wig still lay in the

middle of the sCluare and began to dissolve in the rain. A dog

-took it in i ts jm>TS Dnd dragged it a'i-Tay.

Little by little the rain subsided, and the people once

again stepped out into the street. Hunger began to pinch them anewe

A child had a fit of cramps, the bystanders looked on and gave good

advice.

~uddenly, there was a cry: "The bread-carts are here1 The

bread-carts are here1" The cry ran along the whole street. And

the whole street full of people began to throng out through the city

gates. They came to the cOll.Yltryside, into the bare fields, they

smr a desolate sky and the rO"H of IJoplars along the roadway, ,-[hich

disappeared into the pitiful uorizon of the plains beyond. Over

head, a sElall flock of ravens was flying d01mwind, to'}rardl the cities.

The streams of people lJoured into the fields. Some had

empty sacks on their shoulders, others meat-mixing troughs and pots,

to carry off the broad.
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And they uaited for the carts, soanning the edge of the

sky, like so many astronomers seeking a new oonstellation.

They uaited and waited, but they saw' nothing more than

the clouded sky and the storm, i'1hioh bent the tall trees to and

fro.

From a church, the bell slowly tolled the midday into the

silent masses. Then they began to recollect h01'I at this hour they

had usually sat around tables amply spread, in the middle of which

like a portly king a white loaf of bread had been resplendently

throned. L

riolmess,

And the word Ifpain" in its absolute vihi teness, and its

.:thp"
impressed itself upon the brain o:fYIiiultitude, and lay

there like a boulder in the sun, gigantic, great, oruncl~, ready

to sUceo They closed their eyelids and they felt the flow' of the

wheat trickle over their hands o They felt the warmth, the blessed

aroma of the bal<:ers' ovens, a rose-coloured flame, whioh toasted CJ.•nd

darkened the i'Thi te loaves of bread.

And their hands trembled With longing for the flouro They

trembled from hunger, and their tongues began to smaok in their

mouths, they began to gulp dOrm air, and their teeth ground invol-

u...YJ.tarily, as if thBy VTare crushing the i'lhi te morsels o

Some h::,.d their saokoloths hanging from their mouths, and

their large teeth oh01fed on them, slo'i'Tly, like maohines. They had

shut their sunken eyes and sW:J.yed their heads over their oOLlforters

to the r~thm of a mysterious, harr01'Ting [lUsioo
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Others sat on the curbstones by the street and cried from

hunger, Ifhile about their knees large scrmmy dogs roved about,

their bones almost burstino:; through their coats.

A terrible weariness came over the motionless masses; an

enormous apathy beset them, paralyzing them like a thick blanket

upon their pale faces.

Alas, thoy had no i'Till left. Hunger slowly began to smother

it e~1d to enervate them in a terrifying sleep and in the torment

of its visions.

Far into the distance around them, the plains of France sloped

dOrrowards, fenced id by ghostlike mills, which edged the horizon

like towers or colossal grain gods, dispersing clouds of flour

~rith the arms of their large vanes, like vaporous incense around

their great heads.

On the border of l"rance stood gigantic tables, 1'l"hich began

to sway under the ~reight of the large dishes. They were being be-

cleoned to come over. But they were shackled to large ton ture-racks ,

and the terrible opiate of hunger had numbed their blood and con

gealed it into black sediment. They wanted to cry out: "Bread,

bread, only a morsel, have Inercy, pity, only a morsel, dear God~tl

But they uere unable to open their mouths, h01'T horrible, they ..rere

mute. ROll horrible, the.y could not move a limb, they were paralyzed.

And the dark visions fluttered over the multitude, i'fhere

some were standing and others lying do~m together in clusters like



138

an army, condemned to eternal death, stricken with everlasting

muteness, doomed to disappear once more into the belly of Paris,

to suffer, to starve, to be born and to die in a sea of utter dark-

ness, of forced labour, of hQ~ger and of slavery, oppressed by

bloodthirsty tax-collectors, Hasted by unending consumption, dis

sipated by the endless fumes of the narrO',T streets, and l'7i thered

like an old paretllaent by the corrosive air of their squalid lairs,

doomed to stiffen some day in the filth of their beds, and TtTi th

their last breath to ct~se the priest, who had come in the name of'

his God, in the name of the state and of Authority, to wrest from

them their last pennies as a legacy to the Church in gratitude for

the long-suffering of their wretched lives.

Never once did a r~y of light shine into their graves •

•That Ylould they know of it in their appalling holes? They Sal., it

sometimes Oat midday floating over the city, overcome by its :fumes,

blroLketed in thick clouds, for an hOL~ or two. And then it would

disappear. Shadows would reappear :from underneath the houses and

craHl up the walls, black tentacles from the alleys uith their icy

embrace.

How often had they stood outside the Luxembourg Gardens,

and gazed through the rows of grenadiers at the broad sunny lalf11s.

And they had gmTked at the ladies of the COt~t dancing, the shep

herds' staffs of the gold-braided cavaliers~ the bowing ffi1d scra-
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ping of the Moors, the trays laden with oranges, biscuits, and

sweetmeats, the gilded state coach, in which the Queen slowly rode

through the park like a Syrian goddess, a preposterous Astarte,

stiff "I'1i th white silk. and sparkling like a saint ..nth a thousand

pearls. 9

Oh, hOl1 often had they drunk of the fragrance, of the spicy

scent of mu&~, how often had they almost been suffocated by the

perfume of the ambergris:~hich wafted from the Luxembourg Gardens

as from a mysterious templee Oh, just once they might have been

allovTed in, just once to sit on a velvet chair like that, just once

to ride in suchca coach. They vrould have slaughtered the entire

National Assembly with delight; they would have kissed the King's

feet , if just once had he for an hour made them forget their hunger

d th b n' Id f d .. h t 10an e arren I28 s 0 espa2rlng arves s.

And they flattened their noses a.gainst the iron bars of the

park paling, and they put their hands through them, hordes of beg-

gars, droves of outcasts and keeners. And their ghastly stench

drifted into the park like a cloud in the sinister glo"T of sunset,

1'1hich portends a terrifying dawn. The,Y had clung to the paling

like hideous spiders, and their eyes had roamed far into the park,

into its evening lit lalms, its hedges, its laurel walks, its marble

statues, 'i'Thich turned their cloyed smiles dmm on thorn from their

pedestals. Small Cupids, cherubs, plump like fattened geese, uith

arms resembling uhite stuffed sausages, aimed their arrows of love
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a t their liide open mouths and beckoned to them vri th their stone

quivers, l'rhile the arms of the bailiffs, who had corns to -throl,r

them into the dl-mgeons, fell like a block of vlood onto the shoul-

ders of the multitude.

The sleepinG groaned, and those "\'Tho were awake envied

them their sleep.

They looked ahead of' them, into the distance, dOlm the road

for the bread-carts, the desolate road which the terrors of the Re-

volution had laid waste and which, like a lifeless gut, no longer

emptied any supplies into the belly of France. The road was white

and ran l-Ti thout end into an unheeding sk;~Thich, puffy like a

priestts faoe, fleshy like a bishop's cheek and lU1v~inkled like a

fattened mendicant friar, showed its pale forehead on the horizono

The sky was as peaoeful as a cOlU1try mass; it was delicately framed

/ -
by small, grey afternoon olouds like an old abbe , who after the

noonday meal slumblers in his vestry, gently interred in the arm-

chair, while the looks of his wig fall over his forehead.

The rags of the human herds exuded an unbearable stenoh.

Their dirty neckerohiefs fluttered about their ashen faces. Choked

tears vanished into the terrible silence. As far as the eye could

see, their tattered three-cornered hats stood out in the air, on

which here and there dirty ostrich feathers were dancing. The sca-

ttered black figures of the maSses resembled the frozen steps of a

doleful ninuet, a d['.ll1ce of Death I-Thich had brought it to a sudden
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halt behind him, transformed into a huge black heap of stones,

arrested and frozen to death by the torments, pillars of silence.

Countless Lots, cast into perpetual rigidity by the flames of an

infernal Gomorrah:
2

High above them in the cold October sky, the iron plough

of time was moving, tillinG its fields 'I'd th grief and sO'Yring them

with want, so that one day the flame of revenge would flare up froD

them, so that one day the arms of these thousands l"Tould grow light,

boyant and joyous like doves on the wing, usinG the harvest bladel }

of the guillotine, so that one day like gods of the future they

could walk ill1~er the ~~, bare-headed, in the ever-lasting Pente-

cost of an unending da"m.

From the 'Thi tish sky at the far end of the highway, a black

dot detached itself.

Those in the front smT it, they pointed it out'to one an-

other.

'l1hose 'Iiho vlere sleeping awoke and jumped up. 'l'hey all looked

dmm the road. 'Jas this black dot the Mecca of their hope, was

this their deliverance?

For a felT moments they all believed it; they forced them-

selvGs to believe ito

But the dot LTC-vr too Cluickly. HOyT they all sc.lf it; that 'liaS

not the slm'rly moving train of many carts; that 'liaS not a caravan

bearing flour. And hope left their cOill1tenance and was gone with
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the wind.

But what IvaS that? Hho \'To,s riding so madly? iIho in

these lifeless days had reason to ride this way?

A fei'T r:len climbed up the thick 1·Tillows and peered out over

the heads of the crowd.

Now they saH him and shouted out his name. It was l'Iaillard.

~fuillard from the Bastille. Maillard of the fourteenth of July.

And then he rode up, right into the midst of the rabble.

He stopped, and then he uttered only one word. "Treasont ll
, he

cried.

Then the tempest broke loose. "Treason; trea,sont ll SOIDe

ten men seized him and raised him up on their shoulders. He stood

above, supporting himself "lith one hand against a;;tree, faint from

exertion, almost blinded by the sweat pouring dOi'm from his black

hair around his eyeso

Vlaille.rd is about to speak, the 1'fOrd went around. There en

sued an awesome stillness. They all waited, waited with the awe

some expectancy of the mob before the riot, during the awesome se

conds when the futlll'8 of France Has in the bala..Y1c8, Ur'1til the scale

laden with chains, prisons, crosses, Bibles, rosaries, crovnls, soep

tres, orbs, embedded in the false trallCluili ty of fleurs-de-lis, full

of empty phrases, promises, vThole lists of royal perjuries, unjust

sentences, innocuous privileges this monstrous heap of everything

that the thousands of years had used to deceive 2urope, slo\'Tly be-
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gan to sink.

Maillard s~~mg himself up into the tree.

DOrm from his leafless pulpit, he hurled his terrible words

out over the people, across the bare fields, the dingy fortifications,

the black drawbridges, overcrovrded ,·lith people, into the tunnels of

the gates, over the roofs of Paris, into -bhe courtyards and lanes

of the dismal faubourgs, far out into all the citadels of misery,

vrherever beneath the earth in the se"Ters "There the rats made their

home there was still one accursed ear to hear his words.

"To the nationl You wretched ones, you accursed, you out

castsl You are being betrayed. You are being exploited. Soon

you'll be rlli!ning about n~ced, you'll die on the steps, and the

tax-collectors, the hangmen of the Capet, bloodho~~ds of the blood

hound, spiders of the spider, vTill i-Trest fron your stiff hands your

last pennies.

"T;Je've been forsaken, ,-Tetve been rejected, and it'll soon

be allover with us. They'll soon tear the last piece of clothing

off our bodies. The;)r'll spin the rope for us out of our shirts.

He'll pave the muddy streets uith our bodies so that the hangmen's

imgons can drive over them witbout getting Het. And wh,y shouldn't

lie die'? For ue defile the air 1"li th our bodies, He stink, He are

untouchables, right? Hhy shouldn't we die?!'[hat else ce.n lie do'?

He can't defend ourselves, can He? Our spirits have been dashed,

they've made us mute"
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"They've brought about artificial scarcities, I·Te've been

starved, hunger has killed usc"

Each word fell like a weighty stone upon the people. With

each syllable, he threw his arms forward as though he wanted to D~:e

the horizon itself to shake wi th the bombardment of his i'TOrds.

"Do you knol·r I·That happened last night'?"

"Ah, the Queen", and ·the crowds became even Quieter when

they heard that despised name.

liThe Queen, do you knovr what the old whore did? She had

three regiments of dragoons sent to Versailles. They are billetted

in all the houses, and the members of the Assembly hardly dare open

their mouths anymore. Mirabeau has been cut dotn1 to a dwarf's size,

and all the others can hardly even bring themselves to clear their

throats. It's disgracef'ul to see. Vihy did they talee an oath in the

14
Ballroom, these phoney freedom-lovers? Hhat have you shed your blood

at the Bastille for? It was all for nothing, do you hear, for noth-

ing.

IIYou have to crmd back into your. holes, the lamp of liberty

has turned into a small night-light, a miserable train-oil le...r:tpo

Good enough to light your way back into your holes.

IIIn three days Broglie '.viII be here I·ri th his troops. The

Assembly \-Till be sent home, the J;'ack tTill be set up again. '1'11e Bas-

tille -..rill be rebuilt. IJ8vies uill be paid again. 2ven nOl·' tho

'.'
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jails are all opening up their jaws.

"YOl.U' htL.'1ger 'trill not be satisfied, despair as much as you

like. The King stopped the bread-vmgons before they reached Orleans

and sent theel b8,ck home."

His words were dro~med out in the cry of outrageo A violent

storm of clenched fists shook the air. The crowds began to surge,

like a powerful maelstrom aroLuld his tree.

And the tree towered up out of the sea of cries, out of the

l'lhirling curses of the contorted faces, out of the echo of ra,ge,

l'lhich reverberated from the sky like a monstrous black whirhrind

and began to shake the tree in circles so that it boomed like the

clapper of a bronze bell.

The tree towered up as if kindled by a sombre blaze, a cold

flame, which a demon had shot up from an abyss.

High above in its bleak branches, Maillard perched like a

gigantic black bird and thr81v his arms about in circles as if he

were about to set off in flight over the multitudes into the even

ing - a demon of despair, a black Belial, the god of the masses I-Tho

hurled ominous flames from his handso

But from his forehead, Hhich the dark light bathed as thou6h

with heavenly whiteness, reflected a golden ray which pierced the

clouds high above the chaos from the zenith of the sky.

Only a small ribbon of the vTestern horizon had li t up; there

the sky stretched over the fields like a blue silk talJestry, "Thich
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still conjured up meuories of a secluded pastoral playo

Suddenly, from the frenzied masses a loud voice resounded

twice, shouting in a shrill soprano pitch the call: 1111'0 Versailles,

to Versailles!" It vTaS as if the enormous croud itself had called

it out, as if one Hill had articulated that which Imlsed in the

minds of thousands. There 1m3 a goal. Ho longer was there chaos,

the multitudes were with one stroke a formidable armyo Like an

enormous magnet, the western ~~y drew their heads aroQ~d to where

Versailles awaited them. Now they would waJk this road, they would

wait no longer. The forces,which the storm of despair had ill11eashed

1'I'ithin them, had one I'Till, one path. r1'he clam had broken.

Sponte~eously the front rallies set off in march. In rows of

four and of five, as far as the width of the road would allow.

Haillard sa'il this. He climbed do,m his tree as fast as he

could, called over three men whom he knew, and ran with them over

the fields alongside the r:ml ti tudes until he reached the leading

ranks. '1'h8re he took up hi s

throng 2~d tried to persuade

stand vri th his followers against the
l~,

the~ 'that they should choose a leader

and secure weapons. But they didn't listen to him. Now his voice

l·nls just like that of any other Ivho liQuid have i'lonied to stop these

iron batallions. The crowds pushed him aside; they swept over the

small 1"(13..11 for::led by the fbur men and carried Haillu..rd and his fol-

lovrel's 1-1i th them d01m the road.
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An invisible leader led them, an in\~sible flag fluttered

before them, Dll enormous banner waved in the Hind, Hhich a hl.1;6e

standard-bearer carried in front of them. A blood-red banner was

unfurled. An enormous oriflame of freedom, swaying ahead of them

vIi th a purple banner in the evening s...1<y like all approaching dmm.

They had all become cOl.mtless brothers; the hour of enthu
(t

siasm had YIelded them together.

~Jen a~d women intermingled, labourers, students, barristers.

White wigs, knee-stockings and sansculottes, women from the maxket-

place, fishwives, lTomen carrying children in their arms, municipal

sentries brandishing pikes over the crowds like generals, cobblers

with leather aprons and wooden clogs, tailors, ir~eepers, beggars,

vagabonds, people from the outskirts, ragged and torn, an unending

procession.

Bareheaded they proceeded dOlm the road, I'ri th marching songs

resounding. And on walking-sticks they carried red handkerchiefs

like pennons.

Their sufferings were ennobled, their torments uere forgotten,

I,1an had mroken wi thin them.

That was the evening when the slave, the serf of the centuries,

threw off his fetters and raised his head in the evening SlID, a

Prometheus who carried a new flame in his hands.

They ,'rere unarmed - diel it matter? They "rere ..Ii thout com-

mandel'S - did it make a difference'? Hhere .-ras hl.mger now, \-There
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were the torments?

And the glow of sunset passed overhead, across their faces,

and branded on their foreheads an eternal dream of Greatness. Along

the entire mile-long street a thousand hea,ds burned in its glO1'T

like a sea, an ageless sea.

Their heD.rts, I·Thich had been smothered in the gloomy delUGe

of yec~,rs and in the ashes of toil, wera rekindled by this SlL"lSet

glow a.."ld sta.rted to blaze once more.

'rhey join(~d hands on the march; they embraced one another.

They had not suffered in vain. They all knew that the years of suf

fering VIere over, and their hearts trembled faintly.

An Uo."lending melody filled the sky and its purple-blue; an

eternal torch burned.. And the scm. moved ahe3,d of them, do,m into

the evenin~n it enflamed the forests and burned the sky.. And like

$odly galleons, manned by the spirits of freedom, large clouds

sai led before them in the S1'l'i ft wind 0

BU~~he mighty poplars along the road shone like large chan

deliers, each tree a golden flame, lighting the broad cour;b7 of' their

famo.
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1 "Heizenfladen": "flat-cakes" .. 'rhis word could not be
found in the dictionary. They are large flat patties made of wheat.

2 "I-Iehlpastetenll
: Ilpies sprinkled wi th Hhi te flour". This

compound noun could not De found in the dictionary. "Fastete" me<.l...l'lS
"pie", "pasty" or "tart".

3 "KohlentrM.ger ll
: "coal carriers". These persons carried

coal in a basket on their backs and 1"18nt from house to house to
sell it.

4 IIMehhTurm": "meal beetle". A type of beetle vrhich feeds on
gre.in. Egbert Krispyn uses the l'Tord I!weevil" for "Mehhrurm", which
is a more scientific term.

5 "Vorstadterll : "people frOT!! the outskirts'!. This word des
ignates persons liVing outside the centre of a city. Its meaning in
the context of this story could not befom~d in the dictionary. The
modern me~ning of this vTord designates an inhabitant of a suburb, a
II suburbanll or "suburbani te". The modern connotations of these mea.."1
ings melee them inappropriate in this story, since these events occur
at the tiDe of the French Revol-u.tion. Heinz R8l1eke briefly discusses
Heym1s use of this word .. He disagrees with Eberhard Schulz's attempt
to differentiate between !fVorstadt" as "die bewuhnte Stadt" and the
ci ty per se, "die Stadt als l;!acht und Ifesenll in Heyrn's Harks. R1)lleke
contends that it was not Reym's intention to distinguish various areas
of the city, but rather to depict and comment upon man's condition
and. his life in the "Grossstadtil or metropolis in general. (Heinz
R1)lleke, Die Stadt bei Stadle~m und Tr~~~ (Berlin: Erich Schmidt
Verla...z, 1966), p. 121 .. ) mHleke prOVides another possible explanation
and symbolic interpretation of Heym's use of lIVorstadt". The suffer
ing, iinpoverished masses of the world which he depicts live at the
II periphery ll of society. rrhe;>T are IItrostlose Existenzen aus der "Per_
ipherie ll cles Lebens, die im e1'Tig kreisenden St1idt,emeer gleichsarn
durch die Zentrifugalkraft an den Rand des ]Jaseins geschleudert sind".
(Rolleke,.9)2 .. cit., p. 1600)

6 "die vierzehn Nothelferl' : Fourteen saints in the Catholic
Church 1'T110 Here prayed to 1-Then in difficulty.

7 "verz1:iumt": "fenced in". This verb could not be fom~d in
the dictionary and i t·g meaning thus had to be deducedo "Zaum" desig
nates the brielle on a horse. Thus the verb means "to restrain", 11 to
arrest", "to confine".

o_ressed
Rococo

8 "Hirtenst5ckell
: II Shel)herels' staffsll

• The aristocracy are
up as shepherds <mel shepherdesses for a costu~e ball. In t!le
ena it 1'TaS fashionable for the aristocracy to imitate the
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the dross of the lower olasses at suoh parties.

9 "Astartell : 'l'he I'honeoian Goddess of feoundi ty. As 10
Jens points out, IIeym's seleotion of images espeoially in oompa.r
isons show lIkeine logisohe Pr~zision", but have rather an emotional
basis. As an example, he oi tes this oomparison behreen Harie Antoi
nette and Astarte. (I. Jens, Studien zur &Lttticl:lQ~g del' express
ionistisohen Novelle (T~bingen, 1954), p. 178.)

10 tlverzvreifel ttl: "despairing". In this oontext, tl·ro mea
nings are oonveyed by this word: the failure of the ru~rvests, and
the desperation of the populaoe vrho nOl-1 will have to go hungry.

11 1I taub": Il unheedingll • This image of the he<:wens whioh do
not heed the sufferings of the people is saoriligeous and emphasizes
the absolute helplessness of the people. It is a reflection of Heym's
anti-Christie.n attitude uhich is given further expression in the gro
tes~ue images whioh follow.

12 This ime~e is teo~lically inoorrect, for in the Old Tes
tament it was Lotts wife, not Lot, who was turned to stone for dis
obeying God l s oommandment.

13 "Scrilli tterdienst": lIharvest bladell • In the Germ<.:m 'Hard,
the tl'10 meanings of "he..rvest" and "death" are oonveyed by "Sohni tter-".
It implies that the masses ·i,till behead the members of the nobility
in the future.

14 "Ballhausll : "ballroom". As Bernd Seiler points out, Heyrn
miste.kenly calls the tennis-court a "Festsaal", 1'1herOa8 in faot it
vIas a building used for ball games and sports. (Bernd Seiler, Die
Historisohen Diohtml.0'en Geora' He'ms (M\!mchen: Hilhelm Fink Verlag,
1972 , p. l6~

15 Heinz IWlleke points out that in the German text, the
pronoun II sie" is grammatically." incorrect, since it refers back to
II strom" and thus should be lIilm". It seems, however, that IIeym me31lt
this pronoun to refer back to "die Massen" in the preceding sentence.
Thus Heym ei ther consciously or 1ULconsciously brings these tl'1O i::lO,ges
together in one l!letaI)hor. (Heinz RcHleke, Die Stadt bei Stadler,
Heym und '.i.'r81d (Berlin: Erich ~)chmidt VerlaG, 1966), 1h 106.)

16 I. J ens points out that the use of the oonj1.illction II abel'''
in thiB context is illogical, since there is no contradiction or
contrast being ste~ted here. (I. Jens, Studien zur Entlficklung del'
expressionistischen lIovelle (Ttibingen, 1954), p. 193.)

17 "Strasse": "coursell • The second use of' this Hord in this
sentence is fi 0 urative.
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