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CHARACTERS 
T AGLIAZONI, skil led Italian glass-worker 
PIPPA, his daughter 
THE MANAGER OF THE GLASS-WORKS 

OLD HuHN, a former glass-blower 
M ICHAEL HELLRIEGEL, a travelling journeyman 
WANN, a mythical personal ity 
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A ' master g ass-pamtcrs 
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f iRST, SECOND, THIRD, FOURTB' WOODMEN 

JoNATHAN, deaf and dumb servant to Wann 
GLASS-BLOWERS AND GLASS-PAINTERS, guests at the tavern 
A GOITROUS PLAYER ON THE OCARINA 

'The scene is laid in tlu Silesian mountains, in midwinter 

ACT I 
'The bar-room in old lf/ende's tavern at Redwater G/eu. 'To the right 

and in the background, doors, the latter leading into the mtrance !rail. In 
the corner, right, the stove of glazed tiles; left, tire bar. Pery small windows 
benches against the walls, ceiling of dark timbers. 'Three tables to the left, 
all occupied. 'The nearest to the bar is occ11pied by woodmm. 'They art 
drinking schnaps and beer and smoki11g pipes. At the second table a little 
further forward, are seated better dressed people: the master glass-painters, 

*Pippa tanzt. Ein Glashiitten-miirchen in 4 aktcn von Gerhart Hauptmann. 
Copyright 1906 by S. Fischer Verlag. 
Copyright 1907 Ly the Poet Lore Company. 
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Scfw,·,l/a and Anton, a fN.t' others and an Italian about fifty years of age, 
rwmt.l Ta,t;liazoni, a11 i11solmt-looking man. 'They are playing cards. 
At tl�t· tabh nran·st tl1e front of the stage, tl�e Afanager of tl1e glass-works 
has sozt.-.1 l,imst'lf; l1e is a tall, slender, /.:em-looking man with a small 
luci.I, ancl is a/lout forty years of age. 1-1 e wears riding-boots, trousers, and 
jacktt. A half bottle of clwmpagne stands in front of him, and a fine, pointed 
H·in,· glass fi"l/rcl �cith the champagne. On the table near them lit'S a riding
�t·hip. It Is after midnight. Outside, tl1e weather is bitter cold. A few 
lamps spread a meager light. A1oonlight pmetrates through the windows 
into tlu smoky room. 'The old landlord lf/ende and a country bar-maid 
ser\.'e the guests. 

IFende (gray haired, with an impassive, serious face, says to the Marz
ager). Another half bottle, s ir ? 

'The 1\lanager.- \\'hat else, \Vende ? - A whole one ! - Has my mare 
been well rubbed down ? 

Wende.- I saw to it myself. An animal  l ike that deserves good 
ca re; it looked like a white horse it was so covered with foam. 

'The Manager.- Hard rid ing!  
lfmde.- Gm·ernment horse. 
'The Manager.- She has good blood in her ! Several times she stuck 

in the snow up to her belly. Pushed through, every time ! 
Wmde (mildly ironical).- A faithfu l  old customer, our manager. 
'The Manager (drums on the table, laughs twisily).-lt is queer, isn't it ? 

A two hour ride through the woods, in January, old fellow- ludicrous 
devotion ! Are my trout nearly ready ? 

Wende.- A good th ing is worth waiting for ! 
'The 1\fanager.- True, true, true ! But don't be disagreeable ! - Is 

it my fault that you a re here in this half Bohemian, ha lf  German thieves' 
den, Wende ? 

Wmde.- Of course not, s ir ! At the most i t  could only be your fault 
if  I have to get out of here. 

'The Manager.- You old grumbler, stop ta lking! 
Wende.- Just look out the window there ! 
'The Manager.- I know i t  all without looking, our old rival factory 

a l l  in ru ins. One of these days i t  wi l l  be sold for the material i n  it ,  just 
so that they won't be forever starting up the furnaces again .- What have 
you to complain of ? Business is very good here ! The men come here 
anyhow, if it does take them two or th ree hours, and leave their money 
here, heaps of it. 

Wende.-How long is the trouble going to last ? When the glass-works 
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near here were running their two furnaces, we were sure of eating our 
bread in peace - now we are reduced to l iving l ike hogs. 

The Manager.- Oh, you old sore-head ! Go see to it tha t  I get my 
wine ! 

(!Pende goes away shrugging his should_ers. At the table where the 
players are an altercation has arisen.) 

T agliazoni (violmt/y ) .-Non, signore ! non, signore ! impossible ! I 
d
_
id put down a gold p iece. Non, signore ! You are mistaken ! Non, 

sJgnore-
M aster Sclzaedler.- Hold on there ! That's a damned lie ! 
Tagliazorzi.- Non, signore ! by Baccol Thieves ! Thieves ! Murderers ! 

I' l l  k i l l  you ! 
Master Anton (to Schaedler) .- There lies your money ! 
Jl.1aster Schaedler (discovers the missing gold piece) .- That was lucky 

for you, you damned, lousy hedgehog ! 
The Manager (calling across to the players) .- See here, you scoundrels, 

when are you going to stop this ? 
Master Anton.- vVhen our manager rides home. 
The Manager.- By that time very l ikely you'll run behind my nag 

naked, for you'll h ave gambled the sh irts off your backs .  
Master Anton.- \Ve'll see about that, s ir ! 
The M a11ager.- This a l l  comes from the count's a l lowing you to make 

such a sinful amount of money. I shall have to cut your wages on p iece 
work. The more you have, the more you squander !  

Ill aster Anton.- The count earns money, the Manager earns money, 
and the master-pa inters have no wish to starve e ither. 

T agliazoni (has shuffled the cards and now begins a new game. Near 
each pia yer lie actual piles of gold) .- Enough ! Let us begin now. 

The M a��ager.- Where is your daughter today ? 
T agliazoni.- Asleep, signore ! Time for her to be, it seems to me. 
The Manager.- Of course ! Quite righ t !  Yes, yes l 
(l-ie is sllmt, apparently slightly embarrassed. In the mea11time, 

IPende himself places the trout before h im and directs the bar-maid who brings 
in tlu potatoes and the bottle of champagne at the same time. )  

Tlu Manager (with a sigh) .- I t's abominably dul l  here a t  your p lace 
today, Wende. I spend such a lot of money a nd get nothing for it. 

IPmde (stops short i11 his zealous efforts for his guest a11d says churl
ishly) .- Well, in future you better go elsewhere. 

The Manager (turns rou11d a11d looks through the little window behi11d 
him).- Who's this comi ng j i ngl ing over the snow ? - It sounds as if he 
were stamping over broken glass. 
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lf'cllil.-- \Veil, there's plenty of broken glass a round the old tumble
down gbss-housc. 

Th,· Managa.- A gigantic shadow! Who can it possibly be ? 
lf'mde (lm·athcs 011 tilt' window).- Most likely it's Huhn,  the old 

g lass-blower . Another of the ghosts from the old glass-works that can 
neither li,·e nor die.- You, with your Sophienau  works, have ruined 
business here s ure  enough; why don't you ca rry this on as a branch estab
l ishment ? 

The 1Hanager.- Because there 's no profit in it, and it costs a devilish 
lot of money. (Contirwing to look out of the window.) Thermometer 
at zero ! Clea r !  Bright as broad day-light ! The heavens so full of 
stars they d rive you mad !  Blue, everything blue ! (He turns and bends 
o>-·cr his plate . )  Even the trout - Lord, how the little wretches stretch 
their mouths ! 

(A gigantic man enters. He has lorzg, red hair, red, bushy eyebrows 
and red beard, and is CO'c'CI ed from top to toe with rags. He puts off his 
heavy woodm clogs, stares around with red-rimmed, watery eyes, at the same 
time nwtterir2g to himself and opening and closing moist, puffy lips. ) 

The 1\1 anager (eating the trout evidently without appetite).- Old 
Huh n !  He is muttering something to h imself. Get old Huhn a good stiff 
grog, \Vende ! - \Veil, why do you keep your eyes fastened on me ? 

(Still muttering to himself and staring at the Manager, old H uhn  has 
pushed himself behind an empty table standing against the n'ght wall between 
the stove and the door. )  

First IYoodmml.- H e  won't believe it, that there's no more work 
here in Redwater Glen. 

Second Woodman.- They say he often comes round and haunts the 
old place over there at all hours of the n ight a lone. 

First Woodman.- He makes himself a fire there, in a chilled furnace, 
and stands in front of h is old furnace door and blows great b ig glass balls. 

Second Woodman.- His lungs are like a pair of bellows. No one else 
could ever come up to him at that, I k now ! 

Third Woodman.- What's old Jacob doing, Huhn ? That's h is way ; 
he never talks to a human being but he has a jackdaw at  home and he talks 
to h im the whole day long. 

The Manager.- Why is the fellow idle, why doesn't he come to us ? 
He could have work at  the Sophienau furnaces. 

First Woodman.-That's too far out in the great world for him. 
The Manager.- When you look at the old man and think of Paris, 

vou don't believe in Paris. 
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Wende (seats himself modestly at the Manager's table) . - Have you been 
to Paris again ? 

7' he Manager.- I came back just three days ago. Got some big 
orders ! 

Wende.- \Veil , that was worth while. 
7'he A1anager.- Worth while ! - You spend money and get some : 

only more ! - Everything seems crazy when you get to Paris, \Vende: 
restaurants all lighted up ! duchesses in gold and si lk and B russels lace ! 
the ladies of the Pala is-Royal !  on the tables our glasses, the finest crysta l ; 
things which perhaps a hairy giant l ike that one made ! - Thunderation, 
what  a sight it is ! To see a real slender, delicate hand lift one of these 
glass flowers, one of these p recious ice flowers over the bare bosom to the 
hot, painted l ips, with passionate glances: - you wonder that the glasses 
don't melt away under such a s inful  glance.- Your health ! (He drinks. ) 
Your health, \Vende ! The things that  come from our works a re not 
recognizable there. 

7'he Bar-maid (setting the grog down in front of old Huh n) .-- Don't 
touch i t !  Hot ! 

ado. )  
(Old Hulm picks up the  glass and gulps down the grog without further 

7'he A1anager (noticing this) .- Good Lord, p reserve us ! 
(7'he woodmen burst out laughing.)  
First lf?oodman.- Just pay for another half quart and you can see 

h im swallow glowing coals. 
Second lf?oodman.- He hits a oeer mug - breaks it to pieces, nibbles 

at the broken bits as if  they were sugar and swal lows them. 
7'hird Woodman .- But you should just see him dance with the l i tttle 

I tal ian girl when bl ind Francis p lays the ocarina. 
7'he Af anager.- Come, Francis, b ring out your ocarina ! (Calls to 

7' agliazoni) . Ten l ire, if Pippa dances. 
r agliazoni (pia ying) .-lt won't go. Impossible, signore padrone. 
7'he Manager.- Twenty l ire !- Thirty- ? -
7' agliazoni.- No ! 
Wende.- She is having such a good sleep, s ir. 
7'he Afarwger (without �uavering, suddenly vehement) .- Forty?

Do let a little of hell loose for awhile ! It's so dull here ! What do I come 
here for ?  Not even a lousy Gypsy girl ! I ' l l  not set foot again in this 
smugglers' nest !  (0 ffering more . )  Fifty l i re !  

1'agliazo11i (continues playing, says obstinately over lu's shoulder) .
Nol no ! no ! no! no! no ! 
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'Tirr Marwgrr.- A hundred l i re !  
'T aglia:oni (wrtly).- A hundred, yes ! 
(Ht ra·ists himsrlf around, and skillfully catches a blue banknote which 

tire J!ana(Ttr tosses to him). 
'TI1c :\tanager (/osi11g something of his equanimity).- Has my l ioness 

had annhing to cat ? 
'TI;e Ba�·-maid.- Certainly, sir, the dog has eaten. 
'The Manager (roughly).- lle quiet. 
'The Bar-maid.- \Vhen you ask a question, I certainly have to 

answer. 
'Tire 1\fmwger (curtly, with mppressed anger).- Be still, hold your 

dirty tongue ! - Don't smoke such asafoetida ,  you pack ! - How is the 
child to b reathe here. 

'T agliazoni (has rism and gone to the hall door from which he calls 
lrarslrly to tire upper part of the house).-Pippa ! Pippa ! Come down here 
right-away ! Pipp a !  Come here ! - Come along ! 

'The ,\1anager (rises indignantly).- Hold your tongue, l et her sleep, 
you Dago scoundrel ! 

'T agliazoni.- Pippa ! 
'T lze Manager.- Keep your money, fel low, and let her sleep ! Keep 

your  money, fellow, I don't want her ! 
'T agliazoni.- As you wish. Thank you, signore ! -
(With a fatalistic shrug of the shoulders he takes his place again uncon

cemedl y at the card-table.) 
'The Manager.- Saddle my horse, Wende ! Get the nag out of the 

stable ! 
(Pippa appears in the doorway; she leans sleepily and timidly against 

the door-post.) 
'The !vf anager (notices her and says with some embarrassment).- Here 

she is, now ! - Pshaw, Pippa, go and have your nap out ! - Or haven't 
you been asleep ? - Come, wet your l ips, moisten your l ips, here's some
thing for you. 

(Pippa comes obediently to the table and sips from the glass of cham
pagne.) 

'The A1anager (holding toward her the richly ornamented glass, from 
whiclz he drinks).- S lender convolvulus !  Slender convolvulus ! It, too, 
is a Venetian ! - Does i t  taste good to you, l ittle one ? -

Pippa.- Thank you, it is sweet ! 
'The Manager.- Do you want to sleep again, now ? 
Pippa.- No. 
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The Manager.- Are you very cold ? 
Pippa.- I am cold here, most of the time. 

295 

The 1lf auager.- :Make a roaring fire, there !- It does not surpnse 
me in the least that you are so cold, you delicate, gracefu l  tendril, you ! 
Come, sit down, put my c loak around you ! You must have sprung from 
the glass furnaces ; a t  least, I dreamed you had, yesterday. 

Pr"ppa.- Brr !  I l ike to sit c lose to the glass furnaces. 
TIre Manager.- In my dream, you l iked best to sit righ t in  them. 

You see, I am a foolish fellO\v ! An old ass of a manager, who, instead 
of casting up accounts, d reams. \Vhen the white-hot glow breaks from 
the furnace doors, I often see you before me, quivering salamanderlike  
in the  glO\ving. air .  Only as the furnace l ight grows dim, do you slowly 
vanish. 

Old H uhn.- I too, have had beautifu l  dreams before the furnace 
doors. 

The LV!auager.- \Vhat is that monster mutter ng, now ? 
(Pippa turns lrer little !read persistently and looks at the old man, and 

at the same time, pushes her lreavy, fair, zmbound hair over her shoulder 
with her riglrt hand.) 

Old H ulrn.- Shal l  we dance again, l ittle spirit ? 
The Afanager (roughly).- What are you talking about ! I no longer 

care for the dancing!  (Aside, to Pippa.) I am satisfied just to have 
you here, charming child ! 

The Bar-maid (behind the bar, to tire inn-keeper).- Now the Manager 
is in a good humor again. 

lflmde.- Well, i f  he  is ,  what business is it of yours ? 
The Manager.- Tired ! Go sleep, poor thing ! You belong in  courts 

with the fountains ! - And you have to stay in  th is gin shop . Shall I take 
you ,  j ust as  you a rc, l i ft you on my black horse and ride away with you ? 

(Pippa shakes her !read slow! y no.) 
The Af a11ager.- So you l ike it better here ? \Veil ,  at any rate, you 

a re shaking your little head no again .- How long have you been living 
111 this house ? 

Pippa (reflects, stares at him blmzkly).- I don't know. 
TIre A! nnager.- And before you came here, where tlid you l ive ? 
Pippa (reflects, lauglrs at fur ignorauce).- I t  was - Why, haven't 

I a lways been here ? 
TIre Manager.- You ? in the midst of dumb and ta lk ing tree trunks ! 
Pippa.- What ? 
The A1 anager.- In  this frozen, snow-bound land of barbarians ?-
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(Calling across to 'Taglia=oni.) \\'here did you say her mother came 
from ? 

Tagliazo1zi (o'<.'l'l' lzis slzoulder).- Yes, signore ! Pieve d i  Cadore. 
'1 lzc .ll onaga.- Pie\'e di Cadore, is that so ? That is on the other 

side of the Qrc:�t water-shed. 
'Taglia;oni (lauglzing).-\Ve a re relatives of the great Tiziano, signore. 
'1 lzc Jl anager.- \Vei l ,  l ittle one, then, perhaps we too, are kindred, 

for he looks like my uncle, the Commissioner of \Voods and Fores ts. So 
you re:�lly belong ha lf  and half here too ; but the wind blows your  gold 
hair elsewhere ! 

(A goitrous, tattaed little 111011 comes in, playing the ocarina, and plants 
lzimsclf in the middle of the room. He is greeted with a halloo by the wood
mm H•lw are sitt111g rouud one of the tables smoking and drinking sclmaps.) 

First IFoodman.- Huhn must dance ! 
Secoud Jl?oodman.- The l ittle one must dance ! 
'Third Woodman.--. If she'll dance, I ' l l  give a nickel toward it. 
F ourtlz Woodman.- Just look what faces Huhn is  making! 
'1 he 1\1 anager.- There's not going to be any dancing, you clod-

hoppers ! Do you understand me ? 
First Woodman.-You wanted it yourself, sir ! 
'1 he M auager.- The devil take me !  Well, now I don't want i t !  
(Huhn rius to his full height and starts t o  come out from behind the 

table, but 1li''ver takes his eyes from Pippa, staring at her feverishly all the 
time.) 

'The Manager.- Sit down, Huhn ! 
Wende (comes forward resolutely and determinedly and seizes Huhn's 

arm).- Sit down ! Not a twitch ! - You'll stamp through my floor next 
th ing. ('To the ocarina player). Stop your si l ly tootli ng. (Huhn remains 
standing, stariug stupidly as before. r he ocarina is silent.) 

('The card players have finished another game. 'Tagliazoni pockets 
a little pile of gold. Master-painter Anton jumps up suddenly and thumps 
the table with his fist, so that the gold pieces roll all round the room.) 

ill aster-painter Anton.- There's someone among us who's cheating!  
'1 agliazoni.- Who ? I ? I ? Tel l  us ! Who ? 
1\faster-painter Anton.- I don't say who it i s !  I only say someone 

i s !  There's some trickery here. 
First Woodman.- Well,  a ny one who p lays with these Ital ians may 

expect a l ittle of the bl ack art thrown in .  
1\1 aster-pai11ter Schaedler.- My money has d isappeared, the last 

p iece of my money is missing. 
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First Woodman.- Just look out, the lamp's going out tn a minute !  
He'll probably put up some nice little game o n  you. 

The Manager.- Well, don't let rascals hold the bank ! 
T agliazoni (scooping in the money unconcemedl y, turning half round 

to the mm zager).-Altro ! The others a re rascals, not I .  Enough ! Let's 
go to bed ! Pippa, go on ! Come along !  

Master-pai11ter Anton.- \Vhat ? Now he wants to go to bed, now, 
when he has gotten our money away from us ? You'l l stay here ! There's 
going to be some more p laying now! 

T agliazoni.- Oh, very well ! Why not ? I 'l l  play with you ! As you 
wish ! As you wish, signori ! 

(The bar-maid, the inn-keeper, the ocarina player, one of tlze glass 
painters and one of the woodmen pick up the gold pieces from the floor.) 

Second Woodman (at the table).- I won't help look for money in  this 
place, because later, they're sure to say some of it i s  missing. 
� � (Afichael H ellriegel, a tra<uelling journeyman, about twenty-three years 
old, enters from the hall; he carries a thin visor cap, and a small knapsack 
with a brush buckled on it; his coat as well as his vest and trousers are still 
fairly respectable, his shoes, on the contrary, are worn out. The effects of 
a long and fatiguing walking tour are plainly shown in the wan and exhausted 
looks and movements of tlze youth. His features are delicate, not common
place, indeed almost distinguished. On his upper lip there is the soft down 
of a first mustache. There is a suggestion of the visionary and also a sug
gestion of sickli11ess i11 the slender figure.) 

The Bar-maid.- Oh, Lord, here's a journeyman yet, at this  time 
of night ! 

H ellriegel (stands in the circle of light cast by the lamps, blinded by 
the biting smoke, winking and looki11g out feverishly from wzder his lo11g 
lashes; he twists his cap with his hands a11d makes a1z effort to conceal how 
much his lzands and feet ache with tlze frost).- Is there a night's lodging here 
for a travell ing journeyman ? 

The Afanager.- A queer fellow, P ippa, isn't he ? (Hwnmi11g iro11i
cally.) To those whom God wishes to show great favor, he sends- and 
so on. This fellow sings, too, when he has his wits about him.  I bet him 
thirteen bottles of champagne, he even has poems of his own in his knapsack ! 

Pippa (rises meclzanicnlly, a11d witlz a certain embarrassmmt, looks 
now at tlze lad, now lzelplessly at tlze rest of tlze mm arozmd fur; suddenly 
size nms up to tlze i\lannger).- Padrone ! l'adrone ! the stranger is weeping!  

The Manager.- \Veak  and f1ne 
Is not in my line ! 
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Jl!asttr-paintcr Srlwnlla ((ol/lcs o•vcr from the rani table a r1d stands 
irz a military position f,t'{ort tl1c i\ l an agcr) .- I am a man of honor, si r !  

Th,· Manager.- \Veil, wha t then ? \Vhy do you say that to me now, 
:�ftcr midni�ht, in this Iscr mouma in t:n·ern ? 

1lf asta�pai11ta Schaedler (7t•ipes t!LC rold sweat from his foreluad).-
1 am an irrl'proachable master-workman. 

The Mmwger.- Well, what of it ? 
i\f(lsta-paillta Schaedler.- I wou ld l ike to have some money adva nl:ed 

me. 
T lze M a11aga.- Do you think I drag the office safe a round with me 

in  my r iding-coat ? 
AI aster-pai11ta S chacdlcr.- On your own account !-
Tlze Ma11ager.- On my own account I ' l l  not think of i t !  I should 

only help to ruin you completely . 
1\1 aster-painter Schaedler.-That dog h:�s fleeced everyone of us .  
'The JiJ a11ager.- Why do you play with him ? Have nothing more to 

do with the scoundrel . 
M aster-pai11ter Schaedler.- We' l l  have something to do with h im 

later, a l l  right!  
The Marwger.- You have a wife and children at  home
A1aster-paillter Schaedler.- \Ve a l l  have them, sir, but when the 

devil gets loose here-
The Manager .- No ! I ' l l  not back you up in a ny such madness. 
(Schaedler shrugs his shoulders and betakes himself to lf'ende, who is 

behi11d the bar. It is seen that he urges him to advance him the money, 
that lf/mde refuses for a long time, but finally yields. The journeyman, 
in the meanwhile, drinks greedily the hot grog which the bar-maid has put 
on the bench in front of him. Now she brings him food, and he eats.) 

'The Manager (raises his glass and says to the lad).- Well, you belated 
swallow ! Your heal th ! 

(Hellriegel rises, in courteous acknowledgment, his glass in his hand, 
drinks a 11d sits dow11 again.)  

The M a11ager.- Your castle in  the a ir  is st i l l  pretty far a way. 
Hellriegel (who is about to sit down, jumps up again) .- But I have 

the wish to do and perseverance ! 
The /vf anager.- And you spit blood ! 
Hell riegel.- A l ittle doesn't matter ! 
The M anager.- No. If you only k new what you wished to do. Why 

do you constantly start up so strangely, just as if  you had felt an electric 
shock ? 



GERHART HAUPTMAN� 299 

Hellriegel.- Often I seem to be actua l ly hurled on with impatience. 
'The M anager.- Like a chi ld in a dark room, eh ? When dear mamma 

on the other s ide of the door is l ighting the fi rst candles on the Christmas 
tree ? Right now, right now ! But Rome wasn't built in  a day !  

H ellriegel.- Everything must b e  changed.- The whole world !  
'The Manager.- And first of al l ,  you r  h ighness ! ('To P1"ppa . )  This is 

a stupid fellow, chi ld,  one of the very clever k ind that we used to see only 
i n  preserving glasses ! ('To Hellriegel.) "And shouldst thou take the 
wings of  the dawn-" briefly, your journey has its d ifficulties. ('To 
Pippa) . Gallop , gal lop, over stick and stone (he tries to draw her 
down 011 his knees, she resists and looks at Hellriegel. Hellriegel starts up 
and grows red in tlu face) . 

Helln"egel.- I would l ike to be permitted a d irect remark ! 
'The M mzager.- Has something new come i nto your head ? 
H ellriegel.- Not just a t  this minute. 
'The Manager.- Well ,  perhaps confusion will. 
(Michael looks at the Manager vacantly and forgets to sit down.) 
Wende.- Why not ? for money and fai r  words. (As the lad looks 

round and finds uo 'vacant seat.) Sit  on the schnaps keg here, and count 
out your money on the stove-bench. If there's anything else you want
there's room enough there. 

First Woodman.- Where are you going so late, journeyman? 
'The Manager.- I nto the l and where milk and honey flow! 
Hellriegel (bowing humbly, first to the woodman, then to the Manager) .-

! was anxious to get over the mountains i nto Bohemia .  
'The Manager.- What is  your trade? 
Hellriegel.- The art of glass-making. 
Second Woodman.- He doesn't seem to be quite right in his head. 

To cl imb over the mountains i n  such b i tter cold weather, and here, where 
there is no road and no foot-path ? Does he want to be a snowman over 
there, and die miserably trying to be one ? 

lf'ende.- That's his affair, i t  doesn't concern us ! 
'Third lf'oodman.- You certa inly don't come from the mountains, 

Johnny ? You can't know anything of the winters here ? 
(Hellriegel lias listened with modest courtesy; now h e  lwugs up !Jis 

cap decorollsly, takes off his little knapsack and puts it aud !Jis stick to one 
side. H c t!Jm takes his scat 011 tl1c keg, as directed, shudders, bites !Jis teeth 
together aud nms his {i11gers, sp,·cad apart, through his hair.) 

'The !vlanagcr.- If your papers arc al l  right, why do you want to 
go over into Bohemia ? \Ve make glass here i n  Si les ia ,  too. 
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H rllrirgrl (jumps up) .- I would like to learn something unusual !  
'Tiz,. 1\/mwgrr.- Pshaw. you don't say so ! And what might that be ? 

To make clear water i nto halls with just your hands, perhaps ?  
(H rllritgr! shmgs his slwuldrrs. ) 
'Tlzr 1\lmwga.- \Vel!, we can do that here, too, with snow ! 
H rllrirgrl.- Snow is not water. I want to sec the world. 
'T lu 1\1 mwgrr.- Aren't you in the world here with us? 
H rllrirgrl.- I am look ing for something. 
Tltr Mmwgrr.- Ha\"C you lost anything? 
Hrllrirgrl.- No ! I think, that I can attain to something. (Half 

sta11di11g a111l propping lzimself up wearily, lze looks arou11d with wide-open, 
asto11isltrd eyes. )  I rea lly don't  know just where I am. 

'Tiu 1\/anagrr.- Yes, yes, that's the way! In the morning brimful_'of 
joy, in the c\·en ing not a sound bone in your body. 

H rllriegel.- Am I- am I in  Bohemia now, good landlord ? 
First Woodma11 (laughing) .- Are you ? Does it seem a bit  Bohemian 

to you here ? . 
(Hell riegel has sunk back on the little keg, his arms are spread out on 

the sto'L·e-bnzciL, hz"s hands u11der his forehead, he co11cea/s his face a11d groans 
wrreptitiousl y.) 

Third Woodma11.- He hasn't been away from his mother more than 
three days ! 

(Pippa, who has been standing at the Manager's table, has watched 
the 11ewcomer continu al! y. S lze now goes over to him, and sits, apparent/ y 
absorbed in thought, on the bench, 110t far from the place where his head rests, 
her hands in Iter lap, thoughtfully swinging her legs back and forth, and 
looking down 011 him out of the corners of her eyes.) 

(Pippa picks up a little leather strap and strikes the Manager sharply 
across his hand.) 

'The Manager.- Ow! 
(Pippa laughs and looks at H ellriegel, who, his eyes fastened on her, 

has forgotten everything around him. His lips move, though no sound 
comes from them.) 

'The Manager (holding out his h and) .- Do it again, Pippa ! (Pippa 
strikes him.)  Ow, but that was hard ! Al l  good things go by threes ; now 
the th i rd time ! (She strikes with all her might, laughing.) There ! Now 
I am instructed and punished. If  a t  any time another l ittle b ird fal ls  out 
of the nest, at least I know what I have to do. 

(/ n the meantime old H uhn, who h ad sat down again, lies bent over 
h e  table, his arms stretched way out, and beckons Pippa to him with his 
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thick, hairy finger. As she does not come or pay any attention to lu"m, after 
he has watched the play between her, theM anager and Hellriegel long enough , 
he rises and dragging his feet along, goes up to the journeyman, stares at him, 
lifts his long gorilla-like arms which have been h anging limply at his side, 
and puts his outspread h ands on the lad's breast, pushing him slowly back 
onto his keg; then he turns round, beckons slyly to Pippa and lifts his elbows 
in a peculiar faslu"on, reminding one of an eagle balm1cing on the perch of 
a cage; at the same time he steps out inviting her to dance with him.) 

'The Manager.- What has gotten into your head, you old dromedary ? 
'The Woodmen (all shout at the same time).- Dance, l itttle one ! Dance, 

l ittle one ! 
'r he Bar-maid (takes a small tambourine from the shelves where the 

brandy-bottles stand, and throws it to Pippa, who catches it).-There, l ittle 
chit, don't have to be coaxed, don't put on airs ; you're no candy princess ! 

(Pippa looks first at the Manager, then at Hellriegel, and fi11ally, with 
a spiteful /oak she measures the giant from head to foot. Suddenly beginning, 
she at once makes the little drum jingle and glides dancing up to Huhn, 
at the same time intendz"ng to elude him and dance past him. 'Flu ocarina 
starts up and the old man, too, begins to dance. 'rlze dance consists in some
thing huge and awkward trying to catch something agile and beautiful; as 
if a bear were to try to catch a butterfly which flitted around him like a bit of 
opalescence. lf/henever the little one eludes him, she laughs a bell-like laugh. 
She saves herself several times, whirling round and round, and in so doing 
her red-gold hair becomes wrapped arou nd her. If/hen pursued, the noises 
she makes in her throat are just childish squeals, which sound like ai. 'r he 
old man hops about grotesquely and ridiwlously like a captive bird of prey. 
He lies in wait for her, misses her, and begins to pant, growing more and 
more excited and muttering louder and louder. Pippa dm1ces more and more 
ec statical/ y. 'r he woodmen have risen. 'r he card-pia yers lzave discontinued 
their game and watch tlze dance iutently. 'r agliazoni, whom the proceedings 
do not interest, takes advantage of the opportunity to scoop in mo1uy and to 
manipulate his cards. lf/ithout his 1wticing it, he is carefully watched by 

Master-painter Schaedler. Now it see111S as if Pippa could no longer escape 
the mo11ster; she screams, and at the same moment S clzaedler seizes 'r agliazoni 
by the left wrist witlz both his fists.) 

Master-painter Schaedler (above all the otlur noise).- Stop ! 
'r aghazoni.- \Vhat is the matter, signore ? 
Master-pai11ter Schaedler.- Matter here, matter there : there's cheat ing 

being done ! Now we have the scoundrel in the trap ! 
'ragliazoni.- He is mad ! Diavolo! I am  a son of Murano. Docs 

he know Ia casa di coltell i ? 
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.\faster-painter Schaedler.- Cold hel l  or hot hell , neither of them can 
h elp you here! :\nton, hold him fast o\·er there, now he'll be paid back all 
r ight ! (J\/ a.rter-paintrr Anton holds 'T agliazo111., s other hand firmly.) He 
has smuggled in extra cards and on these two here has put his mark. 

(E'-'t'l)' onr prtsmt, txCI'pt fltllriegt! and Pippa, who stmul in the 
comn pale allil brtathing hrm.•ily, proses round the cm·d table .)  

'T h,- Manager.- Tagliazoni, didn't I tell you not to push things too far !  
'Tagliazoni .- Let me go, or  I bites you in the face! 
Afasta-painter Schaedler.- Spit and bite as much as you want, but 

you 'll h:tYe to hand out our money again, you scoundrel ! 
AIL of the players.- Yes sir, every penny, every scrap of the money ! 
'T agliazoni .- Curse i t ! I does nothings of the sort ! Damned 

Germa n  beasts, rou crazy, bad, low-down beasts ! What has I to do with 
you, you Germans. 

First Woodman .- Knock h is skul l  in for him, the ass ! 
Seco11d Woodman.- Hit him on the noddle with the wagon-shaft, so 

that he sees blue sulphur before his eyes ! You can't answer these Dagos 
a ny other \\'ay in German. 

!Feridc.- Be quiet, you men ; I won't have this ! 
Master-pai11ter Schaedler.- Pull  the cards out of h i s  fingers, Wende ! 
'T agliazoni.- I murders you a l l, every one of you ! 
A1aster-painter Anton (resolutely).-Good! 
Second Woodman.- Look at a l l  the rings the blackguard has on his 

h ands ! 
'T agliazoni.- Padrone, I calls you to wimess ! I am  treacherously 

attacked here ; I makes no new contract ! I works no more, not a b it  more. 
I lets the work standing as it is ,  right now ! Carabinieri ! Police! Beastly 
foolishness ! 

First Woodman.- Roar away, you ; there are no police here ! 
Second Woodman.- Far and wide there's nothing but snow and pine 

trees. 
'T agliazoni.- I call- call the police ! Brigands ! Signore Wende I 

Pippa !  run !  
'The Manager.- I advise you to give i n  to them, man !  I f  you don't 

I can't a nswer for the consequences. 
'T agliazoni.- Ugly beasts ! Enough of this ! 
(Unexpectedly, as quick as lightning, 'Tagliazoni frees himself, draws 

out a dagger and takes refuge behind a table. For a moment his assailants 
are stunned.) 

'Third Woodman.- A knife !  Lay him out, the dog! 
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All (speaking at once) .- Now, he must be ki lled ! Now it's all up with 
h im ! 

'!'he Manager.- Don't you smash up Tagliazon i  for me ! I need h im 
too much in the  glass-works !  Don't do anything' you' l l  be  sorry for to
morrow ! 

('!' agliazoni now recognizes instinctive/ y the frightful danger of the 
moment and rushes past his assailants out of the door. '!'he card-players 
and woodmen plunge after him, calliug: "Down, down, down with him!" 
As they go out, the glitter of several knives is seen.) 

'!'he M anager.- I hope they won't ki l l  the fellow off for me, yet awhile ! 
Wende.- I f  they do, they'l l  shut up my shop for me. 
'!'he Bar-maid (looking out of an open window) .- They're running 

l ike mad over into the wood; he's fallen ! He's up again ! They're still 
after him ! 

'!'he Manager.- I ' l l  set the great Danes loose, and scatter the gang. 
Wende.- I won't be responsible for anything ! I won't answer for 

anything. 
'!'he Manager.- What is that ? 
'!'he Bar-maid.- One of them is left behind, lying in the snow. The 

others are keeping on into the woods. 
(A fearful, marrow-penetratiug scream is heard, deadened by distance.) 
Wende .- Close the window, the l amp is going out ! 
('!'he lamp goes out in fact, the bar-maid slams the window to.)  
'!'he lvfanager.- That doesn't sound well .  Come with me, \Vende !  
Wende.- I won't be responsible for anything ! I won't answer for 

anything. (He and the 1\-1 anager, the latter preceding, go out.) 
'!'he Bar-maid (in her perplexity says rougldy to Hellriegel) .- Get up 

there ! Hel p !  Help! Fall to and help ! Everybody ought to help here ! 
The damned card playing ! (Size gathers up the cards from the table and 
flings them into the fire.)  You must go, they've murdered a man !  He 
brings bad l uck and won't  even help to make it good ! 

(Hellriegel jumps up, and half of his own accord, half pulled and half 
pushed by the bar-maid, l1e stumbles through the hall door. He and the 
bar-maid go out. 

(H ulw still stands in almost the same position as he did when the dance 
was so sudden/ y intcrmpted by the outbreak of the brawl. His eyes hnvr followed 
the proceed1'ngs watchfully, zmcasily. Now he tries to peer into the dark11ess, 
turning slowly round and round. l-1 e docs 11ot, however, discover Pippa, 
who, wwering with horror, is sitting on the ground, squeezed iuto n corner. 
He draws out some matches, strikes them and lights the lamp. f-Ie looks 
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around again and disco�·ers tiJC rln"ld. Standing in the middle of tire room, 
/r,· brdons to her H'itlr horrible frimdliness. Pipf)(l looks at /rim dumbly, 
lrL· n bini that has fallm out of tire rrest mul brrn taknr captive. As Ire comes 
to".t'ar.! Ira, sire �t·lrimpers softly. 'Tire little wi��t!ow is pushed open from 
outside nn,/ the 1\Janager's voice ralls i11.) 

'Tirr 1\f anager' s 'i 'oice .- Pippa, Pippa! She cannot stay here. I will 
take her with me. 

('Tirt· 1\Janager has lwrdly left the wiudow wllfu Hulm plrmges toward 
tl1e rln"ld , 'it'IIO has jumped up, wtches her, ant! lifts her up ill Iris arms; 
whereupon Pippa gives a short, siglu.ng little cry and faints, and Huhn 
says nt t!JC same tim e. )  

Hulm.- After all, he didn't get you! 
(ll'ith this he hurries o11t of the door.) 
'Tire 1\fmwger's voice (agaiu at the wi11dow) .- Pippa, Pippa, are you 

still in there ? Don't be afraid, no one shal l  touch a hair  of your head ! 
('The  bar-maid comes back.) 
'The Bar-maid.- Not a soul here ? Not a soul comes back, and out 

there l ies a man bleeding to death. 

ACT II 
The interior of a solitary h ut in the mountains. The large, low room 

Is neglected to a degree not to be surpassed. The ceiling is black from smoke 
and age. One beam is broken, the rest are bent, and where it has been absolutely 
necessary they have been propped up with unhewn tree trunks. Little boards 
have been pushed under these. 'The floor is of clay, worn into ridges and 
hollows, only around the broken-down stove is it paved with bricks. A 
blackened and charred bench runs along the wall under the three small quad
rangular window openings, of which two are filled up with straw, moss, 
leaves and boards; the third contains a window with three dirty panes, and 
instead of the fourth, boards and moss again. By the same wall, in the 
corner near the stove, but farther forward, the mended table. In the back 
wall, a door. Through the door can be seen the dark hallway with beams 
propped up like those in the room, and a slanting, ladder-like stairway leading 
to the garret. 

A low board partition enclosing a space filled with birch, beech and oak 
leaves on which lie a few rags of clothing and bed-covers is old Huhn's 
resting place for the night, for the hut belongs to him. On the wall hang 
an old firearm, a ragged slouch hat, pieces of clothing and several little pictures 
cut from periodicals. A great many leaves are lying on the floor. In the 
corner is a pile of potatoes; bunches of onions and dried mushrooms hang 
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from the ceiling. One single ray of briglzt light from tlze clt!ar moonlit uight 
without penetrates through the window. 

Suddenly it grows bright in the hallway. Loud sneezing and heavy 
breathz.ng are heard. Immediately after old Huhn is seen, still carrying 
Pippa in his arms. He enters the room and lays Pippa dowu on the bed 
of lea'<Jes, covering her with the rags that are l;•ing there. Then he brings 
forth from a corner an old stand for burning pine chips in, lze puts the chips 
in and lights them; he is very much excited and while doing this stares in 
the direction of the child. The first blasts of an approaching storm are 
heard. Snow whirls through the hallway. H uhn now takes a bottle from 
a shelf and pours some brandy down Pippa's throat. Size breathes lzeavily, 
he covers her more careful! y, lzurries over to the stove and with the heaps 
of brushwood lying around, he builds a fire. 

Huhn (rises mddml;•, listms at the door, a11d calls witlz insane haste 
and secrecy) .- Come down, come down, old Jacob ! - Old Jacob, I have 
brought something with me for you. (He listens for tlze answer and lauglzs 
to himself. ) 

Pippa (moans, revived by the stimulant; mddenly size draws herself 
up into a sitting posture, looks a round her in horror, presses lzer hands in 
front of her eyes, takes them away agai11, moans, jumps up and like a frightened 
bird runs blindly against tlze wall of the room) .- Mrs .  \Vende, Mrs. \Vende, 
where can I be ? (Clawing at the wall in her horror, she looks behind her, 
sees Huhn, a 11d in a new attack of despairing terror, size runs blindly, now 
here, now there, against tlze walls). I am smothering !  Help me! Don' t 
bury me ! Father ! Padrone ! Oh dear, oh dear !  Help ! Mrs. Wende, I 
am dreaming!  

Huhrz (trots up to  her, and immediately size reaches out  her hands to 
ward him off in speechless lzorror) .-Be sti l l ,  be still ! Old Huhn won't do 
anything to you ! - And as far as that is concerned, old Jacob is kindly 
in his way, too. (As Pippa, wlzo is completely paralyzed, does not change 
her defensive position, he takes a few wzccrtaiu steps toward lzer, but suddenly 
stands still again, deterred by her expression of uncouscious lwrror) .- 0, 
this  won't do!- Well?- Say something ! -Don't bru ise yourself so agains t 
the walls!- It is fine in here with me; outside death lu rks! (He stares 
at her for awhile searchingly and expectantly, suddmly a tlzouglit occurs to 
lzim.) Wait a minute!- Jacob, bring down the goat! - Jacob-!
Goats' milk \\'arms! Goats' milk will be good . (fie imitates tlzclo11d aud 
low bleating of a slerpy flork of goats 0/1(1 slw:p in tlze stables.) Ba, baa, 
ba! - Listen, they arc comin� down the steps. Jacob, Jacob, bring; them in ! 

(Pippa's glaucc lzas fallnz rm the d()or azul rCCOJ!,llizcd it; slu• starts in 
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a11d rusho toH•anl it instinctivrly, 111 order to slz'p away. Hulm steps 
in ha H'a v.) 

Hulz;1.- I will not catch you ! I will not touch you, l i ttle girl ! Yet 
with me you must- with me you must remain.  

Pippa.- .Mrs. Wende ! 1\Irs. Wende !  (She stands still and buries 
lzrr facr i11 lzrr lwnds.) 

H11lm.- Don't be afra id ! - Something has been- and something 
will be ! - Snares a re frequently set i n  spring - and the yel low-ha mmers 
a re not caught until winter ! (He takes a deep draught from the brandy 
bottlr.) 

(At thz's mommt, a goat sticks z'ts head in at the door. )  
Hulm .- Wait a minute, Jacob, l e t  Lies Ia  stand outside there I She 

will give me a drop of mi lk, she wil l ! (He picks up a little stool, trots into 
the h allway aud milks thr goat, placing himself so that he blocks up the 
doorway at the same time. In the meantime, Pippa seems to have grown 
a little more composrd. In her cryi11g and moaning there is a note of helpless 
resigrwtion; she feels the chill again and is drawn toward the bright spot 
011 the 'wall, the reflection of the fire in the stove; there she seems to thaw out 
so as to be able to think, and kneeling 011  the ground, she stares into the crackling 
blaze. ) 

Pippa.- 0, santa Maria, madre d i  cl io ! 0, madre Maria ! 0, santa 
Anna ! 0, mia santa madre Maria ! 

(Old Hulm finishes his milking and enters the room again. Pippa's 
distress aud fear rise immediately, but he goes toward her, puts the little jug 
of milk down at some distance from her and moves back again . )  

H uhn .- Drink the  goats milk, you l i ttle gold darling, you ! 
(Pippa looks at H uhn doubtfully and summons up sufficient courage 

to drink with eager haste from the little jug that has been set before her.) 
H uhn.- That's the way babies, too, suck in  their milk ! 
Old H ulzn (slapping his knees with both hands breaks out into a 

lzoarse, triumphant laughter) .- Now she has drunk her fil l , now her strength 
wil l  come back to her ! (At this, he takes himself off, pulls forth a little 
sack from behi1zd the stove, shakes out some crusts of bread onto the table, 
draws from the oven a part of a broken iron pot in wh ich are potatoes, and 
puts these with the crusts; drinks, puts the brandy bottle also on the table 
and sits down himself to his meal on the berzclz behind the table . A fresh 
blast of wind comes against the house with great force: with wild defiance, 
Huhn answers it, as it were . )  Oh, very well, you can come, keep right on 
coming, for al l  I care ; just try, try and see whether you can get her  away 
from here� 
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Pippa.- Huhn, old Huhn, let me go away ! I know you, I 'm sure 
it's you: you are father Huhn ! What has happened ? Why am I here 
with you ? 

Huhn.- Because that's the way things happen in this world, some-
times . 

Pippa.- What happens this way ? What do you mean ? 
Huhn.- What a man hasn 't, he has to get for himsel f! 
Pippa.- What do you mean ? I don't understand you ! 
Huhn.- Don't touch me, or my heart will beat itself out of my 

body ! (He grows pale, trembles, breathes hard and moves away because 
Pippa touches his hand with her lips.) 

Pippa (starts back, runs away and throws herself against the closed 
door).- Help ! Help ! 

Huhn.- Useless ! No one can get through there ! You are to stay 
with me, and it's fine here, if  you lived with the emperor - you wouldn't 
find things any finer ! And you must l isten to me, you must be obedient.  

Pippa.- Father Huhn, Father Huhn, you won't do anything to me, 
wi l l  you ? 

Huhn (shakz'ng 
a hair  of J-:OUr head ! 
you are mme. 

his head decidedly).- And no one else shal l  tou ch 
No father and no manager. You are safe here and 

Pippa.- Am I to  be buried here, forever ? 
Huhn.- A caterpillar, a chrysalis, a butterfly ! Wait awhile: you 

wil l  soon open this graYe for us .  Listen, listen, the devil is coming! Stoop 
down ! The devil is coming down from the mountains ! You hear how 
the li ttle chi ldren are crying out there, now. They are standing naked 
on the cold stones in the hal lway and wai ling. They are dead ! Because 
they are dead, they are frightened. Stoop down, pu t  your l ittle hood on ; 
or he will seize you by the hair with his fist and (God have mercy on you) 
out into the whi rlwind you will have to go. Come here, I ' l l  hide you ! 
I ' ll wrap you up ! Just listen, how the wind howls and spits and miaus ; 
down it comes from the roof with the few wisps of straw there ! For a l l  
I ca re, keep on pu l ling unt i l  you have everything off the roof. - Now , 
he has gone by ! That was a ghost, wasn't it ? I am  a ghost and you a rc 
a ghost, a l l  the world a rc ghosts and nothing but ghosts ! But sometime, 
perhaps, it will be different. 

(A wild wave of storm /zas raged by. A gain Pippa's faa shows n 
horror that almost robs her of collsriouslu·ss . 1-lu/m still sin/Ills i11 t!u· middle 
of the room evnz i11 tl1e dN'p n111l 111/CniiiiJ silena tlzat follows. A111l 11ow 
a voice is heard outsidr, a11d a disti11ct 1-:nocking, nt first on 011e of the 11ailed-up 
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"Lt 'indo"Lus, lata 011 one of tl11· glass pa11cs which is darkened by a shadow. 
H11l1 11 Jta rts cotl'L'IIL-i'L'L'Iy 011d storrs at tl1e 11ew apparition.) 

A 'i'OiCt' (jrom "Lvitlwut, mll/fltd) .- I l a lloo, ho there ! Confound it, 
th : H  w:ts an  infcrn:tl morning breeze ! wasn't it ? Docs anyone l ive here ? 
i\ ly ,-cry best God bless you ! Do me no harm, and I ' ll do you none ! Just 
gi,-e me some hot cofFee and let me sit by your stove-door until d ayligh t !  
You rs most humbly. a frozen journeyma n !  

Hulm (rigid "LI'ith 1·age) .- Who wants anyth ing here ? Who's ha nging 
a round old H uhn's l i ttle house ? What man ? What spirit ? I 'l l help 
you to ge t away from here. (He seizes a heavy club and plunges out of 
the door.) 

( lflith a sigh Pippa closes her eyes. Now it seems as if something 
like o ri11gi1lg rurrmt of air breathed t hrougl1 tl1e dark room . Then, while 
the music, e'l.'Cr i11 creasi11g in volume, ebbs and flows, lv/ichael Hell riegel 
appears i11 the door"Lt'a y. Nervously a11d cautious! y lze moves J/lto the circle 
of light made by the bumi11g chips, his eyes searchi11g the darkness distrust
fully.) 

H ellriegel.- This is certainly a rather harmonious murderers' den ! 
Hello, is anybody a t  home ? I t  must be a meal-worm that's playing the 
harmonica ? Hello, is anyone at home ? (He meezes .) That  seems 
to be musical hellebore. (Pippa sneezes too. )  Was that I or was it some
one else ? 

Pippa (lzalf asleep).- Someone must be - playing the h armonica 
here ? 

Hellriegel (listening, without seeing Pippa).- You are quite right. 
it is a meal-worm in my opinion ! " Go to sleep, dear l ittle babe ; what 
is rustling in the straw ? "  I f  a rat gnaws at night, you think it is a saw-mill , 
and i f  a l ittle draught blows through a crack in the door and rubs two 
d ried beech leaves together, you th ink at once that you hear  a beautifu l  
maiden whispering softly o r  sighing for her deliverer !  Michael Hell riegel, 
you are very clever ! You hear the grass growing even in winter ! But, 
I tell you, you better take care of the things in your head ; your mother 
is righ t :  don't let your fancy run over l ike a mi lk pan ! Don't believe 
fi rmly and absolutely in  everyth ing that is not true, and don't run a hundred 
m iles and more after a flying cobweb ! Good evening ! My n ame is 
:\l ichael Lebrecht Hell riegel ! (He listms awhile, there is no answer.) 
I begin to be surprised that nobody answers me, because there is a first
class fi re in the stove - and because one is certainly led to expect some
thing decidedly unusual here - the p lace has that look. I f, for example, I 
should see a p:nrot here, s itti ng on a pot on the stove, sti rring sausage broth 
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with a cooking spoon, and he should scream at me : rascal, pickpocket, 
horse-thief; that would really he the least that I should expect. I waive 
any claim to a man-eater ; or if  I have one, then there must be an enchanted 
princess too, whom an inhuman and accursed monster keeps in a cage : 
the pretty little dancing girl, for instance,- Hold, something clever has 
just occurred to me : I bought an ocarina ! I bought the ocarina of the 
scurvy old fel low at the ta,·ern who p layed for the dancing, paid for it with 
my l ast dollar - which was a lso very clever ! Why do I want it - I 
don't really know, myself! Perhaps because the name sounds so queer, 
or I imagine that the l i ttle red-haired nixie is inside of it and wherever 
possible, she s l ips out and dances when anyone p lays on it r I am  going  
to  make the  experiment, right now. 

(!lfichael Hell riegel puts the ocarina to his mouth, looks round inquiring/ y 
and plays. At the first notes, Pippa rises, her eyes closed, trips into the 
ce 11ter of the room and assumes a dancing pose .) 

Pippa.- Yes, fa ther, I am coming! Here I a m !  
(1\lichael Hellriegel takes the ocariua from his mouth, stares a t  lzer with 

open mouth, dumbfounded •with surprise .) 
H ellriegel .- There, Michael, that's what you get out of this business ! 

Now you a re stark mad ! 
Pippa (opens her eyes, as if awakeni11g).- Is there someone here ? 
H ellriegel.- No, that is nobody but me, if you will permit me. 
Pippa.- Who is talking then r And where am I r 
H ellriegel .- I n  my tired brain, ti red from a sleepless nigh t !  
Pippa (remembers ha<t•ing seen Hell riegel in the tavern i11 the u·oot!s, 

and flies into his arms) .- Help me ! Help me ! Save me ! 
(Hellriegel stares down at the magnificent 'Titian-red hair of the little 

head that has hidden itself on his shoulder. He does not move his arms 
as Pippa holds hers clasped tightly arou11d him.)  

H ellriegel .- If now, I - if, now, I - for instance : I suppose, if  I 
had my a rms free, in  spite of the fact that mother doesn't l ike to see 
me do it, I shou ld write a short memorandum in my little book ; it is even 
possible it might be in verse. But I can not get my ha nds free ! My 
imagination has bound me so tightly ! It h as bou nd me - woe betide me !
so tightly and so confoundedly queerly that my heart thu mps in rny throat 
and makes a bunch of red hair in front of me!  

Pippa .- Help me ! Help me ! Rescue me ! Save me from that old 
monster, that awfu l creature ! 

H ellriegel .- What may your name be ? 
Pippa.- Pippa ! 
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Ht'l!r� t·gt!.- R ight,  of cour s e ! heard the fel low with the r iding-
boots ca l l  you that .  Then the fel low went away ; he made h imsel f sca rce. 
\\'hen they massacred the Dago d og, he preferred to be so mewhere else. 
Ami you were gone, too, when I - that is  to say, when we ca me back 
with the  dy ing I ta l ia n ;  a t least, I d i d n 't fi n d  you downst a i rs a nd I d idn ' t  
go up i nt o  h i s  sleeping qua rters with them.  I would h a ve l iked to ask 
h i m  about you, but he had forgotte n  his Ita l ia n ! -

Pippa.- Come a way , come away from here ! Oh, don't leave me!  
Hrllricgel.- No ! You may be quite a t  ease as to th at, we two will 

never lea \·e each other again .  He who once has a b i rd as I have, doesn 't 
read i ly let it fly away aga in. So, Pippa,  sit down, compose yourself, and  
w e  w i l l  consider the situa tion seriously for the moment, as i f  there were no 
screws loose ! 

(He frees lu'mself gmtly; with knightly grace and modesty he takes 
Pippa's little fi1zger brtwan his first finger and tiiUmb and leads her into 
tht" circle of light cast by the stove to a little stool on wlzich she seats herself.) 

H rl/riegel (standing before Pippa maki11g fantastic gcstiwlations). 
So a dragon kidnapped you - I t hought so, right away, up there in the 
tavern - spir ited you away from the Dago magician ; and because I am 
a travel l ing a rtist, I was at once sure that I was to rescue you ; and forth
with I too ran out i nto the open, whol ly without end or a im.  

Pippa.- Where d id  you come from ? Who are you ? 
H cllriegcl .- A son of the widow Hell riegel, the fru it-woman.  
Pippa.- And where do you come from ? 
Hell riegel.- Out of our  Lord's great sausage boi ler ! 
Pippa (laughs heartily).- But you talk so strangely ! 
H ellriegel.- I have always d istinguished myself i n  that way. 
Pippa.- But see here, I am certa in ly made of flesh and blood ! and that 

crazy old Huhn is an old, d ischarged glass-blower, nothing more. His 
goiter and his bal loon cheeks probab ly come from the b lowing;  and there 
are no fiery d ragons any more. 

Hellriegel.- You don't say so ! Why not ? 
Pippa.- Hurry !  Bring me back to Mother Wende ! Come along 

with me; I know the way to the Redwater tavern. I ' l l  guide you ! We 
won ' t  lose our way ! (As Hellriegel shakes his head no.) Or, arc you going 
to leave me alone again ? 

Hellriegel (denying this vigorously).- I wi l l  not sell my ocarina ! 
Pippa (laughs, pouts, presses closely and anxiously up to lzim).- What 

is this about the ocarina ? Why won't you say anything sensible ? You 
ta lk nonsense al l  the time ! Really, you are so stupid, Signore Hellriegel ! 
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(Kissing him fondly, half weeping.) I don't understand you at all, you 
are so stupid ! 

Hellriegel.- Wait a minute ! I begin to see more c learly, now ! 
(He takes her head in his hands, looks intently into her eyes, and with 
calm decision, presses his lips long and passionately ag11inst hers) .
Michael does not let himself be made a fool of! 

( ll'ithout separating, they look at each other with embarrassment and 
something of uncertainty.) 

H ellriegel.- Something is happening inside of me, little Pippa, a 
strange change !  

Pippa.- Oh, good -
H ellriegel (finishing) .- Michael. 
Pippa.- Michael, what are you doing ? 
Hellriegel.- I am quite perplexed, myself! Please excuse me from 

the answer ! Aren't you angry with me for doing i t ? 
Pippa.- No. 
H ellriegel.- Perhaps we could do it again then, righ t now ? 
Pippa.- Why should we ? 
Hellriegel.- Because it is so simple ! I t  is so simple and is so mad 

and so - so altogether lovely, it i s  enough to d rive one crazy. 
Pippa.- I think, good Michael,  you are that already. 
H ellriegel (scratching himself behind the ear).- I f  I could just be sure 

of tha t !  I say there is nothing sure in  this world ! Do you know, another 
idea has j ust occurred to me! Let us take p lenty of time ! We'l l  go to 
the bottom of the matter, this time ! Come, sit down here, here near me. 
So, first of all, this is a hand here ! Permit me, we will come at once to 
the main thing : whether there is a main-spring in the clock-works. (He 
puts his ear to her chest, like a physician.) You are certa i nly al ive, you 
certa inly have a heart, Pippa ! 

Pippa.- But, Michael, d id  you doubt that ? -
H ellriegel.- No, Pippa ! - But i f  you are a l ive - then I must get 

my breath. (.A ctua/1 y struggling for breatlz, he steps back from her.) 
Pippa.- Michael, indeed we haven't any time ! Listen to that heavy 

breathing outs ide, and how someone is stamping round and round the house ! 
He has passed the window three times, now. He will strike you down dead,  
if  he finds us here, Michael . Look,  he is sta ring in  here aga in ! 

H ellriegel.- 0 you poor l i ttle p rincess " l-am-afraid " !  Ah, you 
don't yet know my mother's son ! Don't let that old goril la bother you ! 
I f  you wish, a boot shal l  fly at his head ! -

Pippa.- No, Michael, don't do that, Michael ! 
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Hrllri,·g,·l .- Ccrt:t inly ! - Or :ts f:n :ts I :t m concerned, we will begin 
[he new l i fe �omc o[her w:��· · First of :t i l ,  \YC will cst:th lish ourselves c:tlmly 
:t n d  sensibly in the ,,·orld.  \Ve will cle:tvc to rc:t l ity, Pipp:t,  won't we ? 
You to me a mi I to you ! But  no : I lbrc h:t rdly say that a loud because 
you arc like :1 blllSSom o n  a p li::un stem, so fragrant :t nd so fr:tgile ! Enough 
child, no d :��·-d rc:t ming !  ('T akcs off lzis k11apsack awl ullbucklcs it. )  
Here i n  my k naps:tck is  a box. Now, pay attention ; Mich:tcl Hcl l riegel 
brought with him into the worl d :1 real inheritance of mother wit, for use 
in :til cases . (_He lzolds out a <c•rry small box.) Practica l !  In here a re 
three p r:tctic:tl things : first of a l l ,  this i s  a n  enchanted tooth-pick ,  you 
sec : f:tshioned l ike a sword : with it you can stab to death giants and 
dr:tgons !  Here, in th is  l i ttle tbsk, I have an elixir, a nd with this, we' ll 
p:ty off the filthy fellow ; i t  is a so-c:t l led sleeping potion and is indispen
sable for u se :tga inst gi :tnts and magicians ! You don't recognize what 
this l i ttle ball of prn here is, but if  you tie one end fast here, the l ittle roll 
will immedi: nelr tu mble down in front of you, and skip along ahead of you, 
like a l i ttle white mouse, and if you will only fol low the yarn on and on, 
you will come straight into the p romised land. One more thing, here 
is a l ittle doll 's table ;  but  that isn't  of much consequence, Pippa : it is j ust  
a " Little table - set - thysel f." Am I not a clever fel low ? You have 
confidence in me now, ha,·en' t  you ? 

Pippa-- :\Iichael, I don't sec any of those things ! 
H cllriegel .- Just wait, I shal l  have to open your eyes for you before 

you can ! 
Pippa .- I believe it al l ! Hide yourself, the old man is coming! 
H ellrie gel.- Tell me, Pippa, where were you born ? 
Pippa.- I believe, i n  a city by the water. 
H ellriegcl.- You see, I thought so right away ! Was it as windy 

there as here ? And were there generally clouds in the sky there too ? 
Pippa.- I have never seen any there, Michael, and day after day, 

the dear sun shone !  
Rei/riegel .- So!  That's the  k ind  of person you are !  Do you think my 

mother would bel ieve that ? - Now, tel l me, j ust once, do you believe in me ? 
Pippa.- Ten thousand times, Michael, in  al l  things. 
Hell riegel.- Beautiful ! Then we will cross the mountains - and 

of course that's only a l i ttle th ing to do!  I know every highway and byway 
here - and on the other side spring wil l  have begun ! 

Pippa.- 0, no, no, no ! I can not go with you ! My father  is very 
wicked, he wi l l  shut me up again for th ree days, and give me nothing but 
water and bread to eat !  
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H ellriegel .- Well, Pippa, your father is very kind now; his manner 
is verv quiet now ; he is astonishingly meek ! I marve l led that he was 
so pa�ient, quite cool-headed, not at al l  l ike �n Ital ian : _

Soft !  He will 
never aga in hurt a fly ! Do you understand JUSt what It IS I would say, 
l ittle Pipp a !  Your father has p layed a n d  won so long, a n d  now a t  l ast, 
he has lost. After all, everybody loses in the end, Pippa ! That is, so 
to speak - your father �s dead. 

. . . 
Pippa (more laughtug thall weepwg, f/1 1lgs her arms around i\1t clwel 

Hellriegel's neck) .- Dear me! Then I have nobody left to me in the 
world, nobody but you ! 

H ellriegel.- And that is quite enough, Pipp a !  I sell myself to you 
skin and bones, from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet, just 
as I a m ! - And huzza ! Huzza ! Now we shal l  wander as we p lease. 

Pippa.- You will take me with you, you will not leave me ? 
Hellriegel.- I ,  leave you ? I ,  not take you with me ? And now, 

I will guide you ; now, rely on me! You shall not h i t  your foot against 
a stone ! Hear, how the glass rings on the mountain  pines ! Do you hear ? 
The long cones j ingle . I t  is onlr a l ittle whi le before daylight  but bitter 
cold .  I wil l  wrap you up, I will c«rry you ; we wiH warm each other, 
won't we ? And you' l l  be surprised at how fast we get away ! Already 
a l i tttle bit of l ight is creeping in  here ! Look at the tips of my fingers ; 
there is even now a b it of sunlight on them. A b it that can be eaten, it 
must be l icked off! You can't forego that and keep hot b lood ! Do you, 
too, hear b irds singing, Pippa ? 

Pippa.- Yes, Michael. 
H ellriegel.- Peep, peep ! That may be a mouse, a yellow hammer or 

a door hinge - it doesn't make any difference which ; all notice something! 
The old house creaks through and through ! Many times my spir it becomes 
absolutely exalted to the skies when the tremendous event occurs and 
the  ocean of l ight pours forth from the hot, golden p itcher !  -

Pippa.- Don't you hear voices cal l ing, Michael ? 
Hellriegel.- No, I hear only one voice ; that sounds l ike a steer 

bel lowing in the pasture ! 
Pippa.- I t's old Huh n !  I t's terrible ! 
H ellriegel.- B ut what he's cal ling is \'ery strange ! 
Pippa.- There he stands, Michael, don't you see him ? 
f!ellriegel (starzding with Pippa at tlte wirtdow).- Yes, it seems to 

be some frightfu l  wood god - his beard and his eyelashes full of icicles , 
his outspread  hands extended upwa rds ;  he stands there and does not 
move, his c losed eyes turned toward the East ! 
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Pippa.- Now the first rays of the morning shine on h im !  
H rllrirgl"l .- And again h e  cries out I 
Pippa.- Do you undcrst: md what he i s  cal l ing ? 
H rllrirgrl.- I t  sounded l ike - it sounds l ike - like - a procla mation . 
(A prwliar call in slo1t' ami powerful crescendo becomes audible; it is 

ut tered bJ old Huhn, and sot111ds like jumalai.) 
H rllrirgrl .- It sounds to me l ike j u - j umala i .  
Ptppa.- Jumala i ? What does that mean ? 
H rllrirgrl .- I don't know, l ittle Pippa, just exactly what. But Jt 

seems to me i t  means : Joy for a l l ! 
('The call , Jmnalai, is repeated louder, while the room grows lighter.) 
Pippa.- Are you weeping, Michael ? 
H rllriegrl.- Come, l ittle Pippa, you misunderstand ! 
(Clouly iutrrti.t•ined, Pippa and H rllriegel move out of the door. 'The 

wrtai11 falls , and the music, which began with the light on Hellriegel's finger, 
.m·rlls forth aud depicts as it increases tlte mighty rising of the winter sun.) 

ACT I I I  
'The irzterior of a snow-bound cabin on the crest of the mountains. A 

large, low, comfortable room enclosed in timbered walls and with a timbered 
ceiling is seen. 'There are three small, well protected double windows in 
the left u:all; under them mns a bench which is fastened to the wall. 'The 
back "<t·all is broken by a little door which leads iuto the hallway. Gayly 
paiuted peasant cupboards form a comfortable-looking corner, left. Clean, 
carefully arranged cooking utensils and bright-colored plates adorn the upper, 
open half of one of the cupboards. 'To the right of the door is the usual large 
sto<t·e of glazed tiles with its bench. 'The fire crackles cheerily in it. 'The 
stove-bench meets the bench fastened to the right wall. In the corner thus 
formed stands a large, massive, brown peasant's table; over it hangs a lamp; 
gayly painted wooden chairs surround it. 'The brass pendulum of a large, 
Black-forest clock near the door swings slowly. 'Thus far the room shows 
a character peculiar to the dwellings of the mountaineers of the better class. 
Unusual , is a table in the foreground, left, with a reading desk, on which 
is an old book, open; the table is covered with all sorts of other books and 
strange objects, such as a lamp between cobblers' magnifying globes, a glass
bhu:er' s lamp with glass tubes, old medicine bottles, a stu/fed king-fisher, 
etc .; beside these, against the walls, are a number of objects that have been 
unearthed: stone knives, hammers and spear-heads, belonging to the so
called stone age; and a collection of common hammers for geological purposes. 
More unusual still is a delicately made model of a 1/enetian gondola, which 
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rests on a stand in frout of the reading desk, as well as other models of anCl.ent, 
mediaeval and modern vessels for ri'L•er and ocemz 11avigation, which hang 
from the ceiling,- and a large telescope with its stand. On the deal floor 
lie splmdid oriental carpets. The little windows in the room glow in the 
light of the setting sun, which light also makes all the objects in the room stand 
out sharp and fantastically. There is a door in tlze right wall. 

(jonathan, a11 unkempt deaf mute of about thirty, is 'l.t.Jashing plates i11 
a small wooden tub 'i.t.,•/zich stands on two stools uear the stove. Someone 
knocks several times at the hall door. The deaf mute does not turn, and so 
the doo r is opmed and the 1lf anager appears, masquerading as a mozmtaineer, 
his gw1 hung ova his shoulder, and snow shoes under his arm.) 

The 1l1anager .- Jonathan, is your master in  the house ? Jonathan ! 
You booby, answer me !  The devil take you if he is not at home ! What ? 
Perhaps he has gone out to p ick ice flowers, or to catch white moths with 
butterfly nets ? Brr, it's beastly cold out-of-doors ! Jonathan ! 

(1l1uch startled, jonathan tums in alarm a11d delight, dries his hands 
011 his blue apron mzd kisses the 1l1 anager' s right hm1d.) 

The M a1zager.- I s  the old man at home ? Jonathan, old Wann ? 
(jonathan utters some sounds and makes gestm·es.) You thick-headed 
scoundrel, you ; express yourself more plainly ! (jouathan takes greater 
pains, points '<-'ehe mn1tly out of the window as a sig1l that his master has 
gone out; then rw1s to the clock, which points to quarter of five; shows with 
his finger that his master had iutended to return at half past four; shrugs 
his shoulders in surprise that he has not come back yet; hastens back to the 
window, presses his nose against it, shades his eyes with his hand and looks · 
out). Very good, I \·e taken that all in ! He has gone out and will return 
immediately , really ought to be back here now ! (The mute goes wow, wow, 
wow, imitating a dog.) Just so, he took his two St .  Bernard dogs with him, 
I understand. Beautifu l !  Wanted to gi\"e h imself and the dogs some 
exercise ! Brush me off, knaYe, I am going to stay here ! (As he looks 
just like a snowmm1, he steps back into the hall, stamps and beats the suow 
off himself, the deaf mute he/ ping zealous/ y.) 

(Afeanwhile a dignified old man mters almost noiselessly by rhe door 
to the right. f-{ e is tall m1d broad-shouldered, and loug, flowing, white 
haz"r covers his powerful head. 1-lz"s stem, beardless face is covaed as it 
were with rums. Bushy eyelashes overshadow his large, protrudiug eyes. 
7"he ma11 seems to be 11inety years old or more, but i11 him old age is as it were 
strength, beauty and youth raised to a higher power. /-lis dress is a blouse 
of coarse linen with wide slee•Jes, which reaches below his kl�ees. l-Ie wears 
ro1mded, red woolm, laced shoes, and a leather girdle a round his loi11s. Ill 
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tins  c.irt!le , �t 'ltm he mtcrs, rests Iris large, splmdidly formed right hand. 
It is 

'
ll'a1111 . i  

( /Fn r111
. 
directs a11 attnrti� ·e a11d Jmiling glm1ce iuto tire lrn/1, strides 

quietly tltrough tlrt room, an.! scatJ hi msclf be/rind tire table at tire readi11g 
dtsk. He r.-sts Iris elbo�t'S 011 tire table, rt11111irrg Iris fingers tlzoughtJully 
tlrrouglr his lrair. �t'lrose 7t'lrite locks flow o<;•er tire open folio on whiclr lze keeps 
Iris eyes fixed. Ha�·ing peeled off Iris o•vcrcoat, the il1anager enters again . 

H,· tfoCJ rzot notire ll"arm at fi,·st.) 
'Tize !l!anaga.- 0, you gazelles - sweet twins ! 

make ourselves as comfortable as possible here wh ile 
the old sir-boots ! 

' So, now we wil l  
we a re wait ing for 

Wann.- I think, roo, we wi l l ; and whilst so doing we'l l  d rink some 
black Falernian.  

'Tire .\lanager (surprised).- Damn i t !  \\7here did you come from so 
suddenly ? 

lf?mm (smili11g) .- Ah,  the man who knew j ust exactly whence, my 
dear s i r !  Welcome to this green land ! Jonatha n !  

'T'he Manager .- Quite true !  Everything i s  green a n d  blue before 
you r eyes after you have slid down and clambered up for four hours ! I had 
on b lack glasses, but in sp ite of that ,  my organ of vision seems to me l ike 
a pond , to whose bottom I have sunk and over which,  above me, little 
colored is lands a re constanrly swimming. 

Wan n.- And you would l ike to get up on one of them ? Had I better 
hunt up a fishing line ? 

'T'he Manager.- What for ? 
Wann.- Oh, j ust something that shot through my head. At al l  events, 

you are a master hand at snow-shoeing and as daring as a stag, for instance, 
is mainly, only in November ; and the sparrow-hawk is, only when he is 
engaged in the pursu it of a victim and the heat of the chase has made h im 
bl ind and deaf to a l l  dangers ; i t  struck me with amazement when I saw 
you slide down like a b ird from the top of the Sku ll-cap. And as you a re 
human, I h i t  upon a third human possibi l ity : you might, perhaps, wish 
to sweat out some sort of d isease. 

'T'he 1\1anager.- \Vhat doesn't the man th ink of who, summer and 
winter, in  al l  kinds of weather, has nothing more to do in al l  the world 
than go walking on the mi lky way. 

Wann (laughing) .- I admit that I often ride my hobby-horse a l i ttle 
high and that by so doing I have grown something far-sighted ; but I also 
see very well near by ! For example, this lovely chi ld of Murano here, 
and the beautiful crystal decanter ful l  of black wine that Jonathan is  bringing 
us for our comfort. 
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(Jonathan brings in on a large sd'<-•er tray two magnificent, large, old 
f?metian goblets and a cut-glass deca1lte r full of v.:ine and places them on the 
table. If/ann himself fills the glasses carefully. Each of the mm takes one 
of the m and lifts it up solemdy toward tlze still faintly glimmering window.) 

cr he 1\f anager.- .\'lontes chrysocreos fecerunt nos dominos ! (Gold
bearing mountains ha't·e made us lords!) Do you know how you often 
impress me, \Vann, as one of those mythical, gold-hunting fellows, whom 
the sauer-kraut-gobbl ing, p iggishly-filthy, common rabble of our mountains 
call foreigners ? 

Waun.- Indeed ? And how might that be, my dear fellow ? 
7' he 1Yf anager.- One who possesses an Arabian fai ry palace of gold 

and jasper in  Venice, in the midst of the waters, who yet takes up his abode 
here among us, and acts as if he couldn't count up to th ree and eats any 
old moldy crust of bread .  

Wann.- Your health ! Let's dr ink on that, my dear fel low ! (They 
drink to each othe r and then lauglz heartdy.) 

If/ann.- So, that's what you think of mel  \Veil, setting as ide the 
bread crusts, for my conscience is  quite clea r of that hypocrisy, there i::., 
perhaps, a gra in  of truth in the surmise. I f  I am not exactly one of 
those Veneti an manikins with thei r magic power, who sometimes appear 
to the woodmen and other drea mers, who possess gold caves, grottoes a nd 
castles in the interior of the earth, sti l l ,  I do not deny that these mountains 
do in  a certain sense actual ly conta in  gold for me !  

Cf'he 1\Janager.- Dear me, i f  one could but  be  as  resigned as  you a re 
to such quiet enjoyment of l i fe in the midst of snow and ice, Master \Van n !  
No anxiety about your da i ly bread, no business, n o  wife - way above a l l  
sorts of foll ies which still give people of our sort the headache ; and so 
absorbed in schola rly pursuits that you don't see the forest for the trees : 
it is a real ly ideal state ! 

lf/amr.- I see, my portrai t  still varies a t  times in your manageria l  
soul .  At  ti mes, I am to you a myth ical personality who has  a house in  
Venice, then again,  an old reti red major who squanders his old age income 
harmlessly. 

Cf'he 1\fanager.- Wel l, God knows i t  is not j ust exactly easy to form 
the right conception of you ! 

Wanu.- Jonathan, l ight the l amps !  I t  is to be hoped that you can 
see through m e  somewhat better in the l igh t !  

(A  short pause occrtrs, i n  wlziclz the 1\ lanager's tmcasinrss  incn·ases . )  
7'/u 1\fanager.- What arc you rea lly wa iting for up  here, year in ,  

year out, \Vann ? 
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ll 'a n n .  For m;� m· thi n�s ! 
The .l l a n aga.- 'fhey ;�;e ,  for exa mp le ? 
ll 'an n . - 1\ ll dt ;� t the  comp;� ss-c:t rd bri n�s : clouds, perfu mes, crysta ls 

of icc ; for the noiseless double l i�htnings of the gre;� t Pan-fires ; for the 
l in le l b mcs t lt;�t le:t p up from t he he;�nh ;  for the songs of the de;� d in the 
w ;� ter-f:t l l : for m�· own h ;�ppy end ; for the new beginn ing ;� rHl the entrance 
into :1 different, music::tl .  cosmic brotherhood .  

The ,\1 a n agrr.- And, in  the me::tntime, ::t re you never bored up here, 
::til ::t lone ? 

Wmzn.- Wll\' should 1 be ? I f  thou wilt be ::t lone thou wilt be  
whol ly th ine own ." And boredom exi sts only where God is not ! 

The Jlanager.- Th::t t would not s::ttisfy me, my master ! I always 
need extern::tl  s t imulation. 

llfa n 11 .- \\7el l ,  i t  seen1s to n1e tha t  that \vhich susta ins in i ts roaring 
the delight of :1 great Yener::ttion is  also external .  

The Mmzager.- Yes, yes, a l l  very wel l ! But for me, now tha t  I am 
so old, there must a lways be something youthful, gay, l ively in the game. 

Jl'amz .- As, for example, these lady-hugs here. All winter long I 
have them here on my table for company, i n  the midst of all sorts of play
things . Just observe a l ittle beast l ike this for awhile. When I do I 
actual ly hear the spheres thunder ! If  i t  stri kes you, you a re deaf. 

The 1\1 mzager.- This tack, I don't understand. 
Wamz.- lt  is quite s imple : the li ttle beast on my finger does not 

d ivine me, does not d ivine you . And yet we are there, and the world 
a round us, which it, confined within i ts own sphere, is not able to conceive. 
Our world l ies outs ide of its consciousness. Think of what lies outside 
of ours ! For example, i s  your eye able to tel l you how the brook murmurs 
and the cloud rumbles ? That this is so, you would never learn, i f  you 
had not the sense of hearing. And aga in ,  if you had the finest sense of 
hearing. you would  still know nothing to al l  eternity of the magnificent 
outbursts of l ight in the firmament. 

The i\1 a11ager.- Thank you, for the private lecture ! I would rather 
have it some other t ime ! I can't sit sti l l  today . 1 hinted at something 
quite d ifferent -

Wann (lifts his glass) .- To the lovely chi ld of Murano, probably ! 
The M anager.- Well,  if I d id ! How did you know it ? 
II' a�zn .- Of what use i s  an observatory three thousand feet above 

the sea in central Germany ? Of what use is a telescope with a lens made 
by yourself, i f  you can't look down sometimes on this old sublunary world 
and keep a strict eye on its chi ldren ? And finally, the man whose shoe 
doesn't pinch - doesn't go to the cobbler ! 
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The Manager.- Good ! I f  you rea lly a re such a confounded physicist, 
putting your cobbl ing aside for the time, I admit that the shoe p inches 
me in  several places - then p lease tell me, what happened last night in 
old Wende's tavern ? 

Wann.- An I ta l ian was stabbed ! 
The Manager.- Then why do you consult the book ? 
Wann.- A registrar is certain ly needed i n  the end ! 
The Manager.- And are the detai ls noted in  the book, too ? 
If/ann.- For the time being, no. 
The Manager.- Well then, your telescope and your proud folios 

amount to nothing ! - I can't forgive myself for this business !  Why 
d idn't I watch more closely ! I wanted to buy her from the dog, ten times 
! - That's what happens, when one is really tender-hearted once in  awh ile. 

(He jumps up and walks around the room very much agitated; finally 
he stops behind the telescope, tums it around on its stand and directs it toward 
the different night-darkened windows one after tlze otlzer.) 

(The wind whistles.) 
The !11 anager.- Senseless, how I a lways feel up here, as if I were 

in a ship's cabin in a storm on the great ocea n !  
Wann.- Doesn't that a lso express most accurately the situation into 

which we a re born ? 
The Manager.- That may be ! But with phrases of this k ind noth ing 

will ever be gotten at. This doesn't pul l  me out of my particular di lemma ! 
It would be different i f  one could see a nything through your telescope;
but alas, I notice that that, too, it gives but  a m isrepresentation of facts ! 

Wann.- But it is p i tch dark night, dear s i r !  
The Manager.- l3y daylight, I don't need a thing l ike tha t !  
(He leav£S the telescope , walks back and forth again and finally stops 

in front of Wann.) 
Wann.- Well, out with it ! Whom are you seeking ? 
The M anagtr.- Her!  
Wann.- You lost sight of her after the affa ir ? 
The Manager.- I hunt for her but do not find her ! I have had  

enough of  this nonsense, Master \Va nn ! If you a re one of these crazy 
qu a ck-sal vers, pul l  the thorn out for me ! I can not l i ve and I ca n not 
die .  Take a scalpel in your hand and search for the poisoned a rrow-head 
which is sticking som ewhere in my cadaver and forcing itsrlf further 
in with every minu te. I am tired < d. the distress and irrita tion, of the 
sleeplessness and poor appetite. I s hou ld be willing to become a papal  singer, 
j ust to be:  rid for one moment of this accursed longing which torments me. 
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(l-Ie  .riu/.:s tfu'<t'lt 01 1  a rlwir. bn·ath i11g hra•.•ily, a11d •wtpcs tltc sweat from 
ln .r fur,·!t,-a.l. /l'o tl /1 risrJ �cit/1 some crrcltJOIIiousncss .)  

// 'ann .- And you : u e  i n  earnest about the cure ? You wi l l  rea lly 
giYe yourself i nto n�,. hands ? 

L 

Tlrc J lar rar;a.� Of course I wi l l ! \Vhat else did I come here for ? 
ll 'a r1 1 1 .- r'\nd you will hold st i l l  even if it is necessa ry to pu l l  from 

� ·our soul ''" i th a jerk the whole of the evil growth with all the roots that 
branch out into the nry tips of your toes ? 

Tht· Ma11ngrr.- 1\nd i f  it be horse physic ! 
ll'anrt .- \\'ell , then be so k ind as to pay attention, my dear fellows. 

Now I clap my hands the first t ime ! (He does it.) If the graybeard 
cou ld not do more than the man, what were the meaning of old age ? 
(Ht· draws forth a long, silkm cloth.) Now I clap my hands the second 
time. (He docs it.) Afterward I b ind th is cloth over my mouth, as the 
Parsec does when he  prays -

The Manager (impatimtly).- And then I shal l  go my way , for I see 
you a re mocking me, Master \Vann ! 

Wanu .- - and then : i ncipit vita nova (the new life begins), dear s i r !  
(H c slips the bandage over his mouth and claps his hands vigorously.) 

(Immediately, as if called there by magic, Pippa, half frozen and strug
gliug for breath, rushes in; a cloud of fog penetrates the room after her 
eutra11ce.) 

Pippa (rushes foru.'ard, crying out hoarsely).- Save h im !  Save h im ! 
Help, you men ! Thi rty steps from here, Michael is dying in the snow ! 
He is lying there, suffocating! He can not stand up ! Bring ligh t !  He 
is  freezing to death ; he can go no further !  The night is  fearfu l !  Come 
with me, come with me !  

The Afa11ager (stares in boundless amazement, now at Pippa, now at 
his host) .- Are you the devil h imself, Wann ? 

Warm.- The cure i s  beginning. Don't plead any weariness ! A rope ! 
Tie tha t  end fast here, Jonathan ! 

(Pippa seizes Wann by the hand and drags him out .  1'he Manager 
follows as if stupefied. The room is empty and the storm roars through the 
hall, sweeping clouds of mow through with it. All at once the head of old 
Huhn is visible in the hall door. After the old man has assured himself 
that there is no one in the room, he steals in. He stares at the objects in the 
room, and when the voice of the returning 1/�ann is heard, he hides himself 
behind the sto•ue.) 

Wann (still in the hallway, drawing the others after him along the rope) .
Bol t the doors securely, Jonathan ! -
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(Now the half-frozen Michael Hellriegel, supported by Wamz and the 
1\1 anager, is seen. He is brought i11to the room and laid 011 the bench by the 
stove; Pippa draws his shoes off a11d the A1 anager rubs his chest.) 

Wa11n (to ]onathan) .-A cup ful l  of hot black coffee mixed with cognac ! 
'F he iV! anager.- Thunder and ha i l ! I t's cold enough to freeze your 

mouth shut ! The a ir  outside there stings l ike needles and butcher knives ! 
Wann.- Yes, it is a nigh t !  You know, a t  least, when you gasp for 

breath in  these black Hades-flames that you are a fighter and still a long 
distance away from the paradises of light. Only one l ittle spark from 
there has found the way ! Bravely, l i ttle one, hast thou fought thy way 
through ! 

Pippa.- 1\'Iichael ,  signore, l\Iichael, not I .  
Wa11n.- How do you feel, s ir ? 
'The Manager.- \Vhat k ind of a man you a re, I know not ! But i n  

other respects, I a m  a s  amused a s  i f  I were a t  a hanging !  After al l ,  i t  is 
just as wonderfu l  that a fly should soil my shirt col lar, as that  you or anyone 
else should bring about such an occurrence. 

Wann.- I nstead of one there has grown to be two of them ! 
'The Manager.- Thank you ! Even my brain can still grasp that !  

To b e  sure, my suspicions rested o n  Huhn, and then ? instead of him it 
i s  a s impleton ! Jonathan, my snow-shoes, quick ! 

Wann.- Going already ? 
'The Manager.- Two are enough ! The third,  too many ! True i t  is 

in  a way new to me to carry out generosity to i ts highest power, but it is 
not the right vocation for me permanently ! Don't you think so, too, l ittle 
Pippa ? 

Pippa (weeping softly, is drying and rubbi11g Michael's feet with her 
hair) .- What is it, signore ? 

'F he A1 anager.- You know me, don't you ? (Pippa shakes her lzead 
no).  Haven't you seen me somewhere before ? (Pippa agai11 shakes her 
head in denial.)  Didn't some good uncle bring you for three or four  yea rs 
sugar-plums, pretty corals a n d  silk ribbons ? (Pippa shakes l1er head 
confidently, 1 11 dmial of this . )  Bravo ! I thought so ! Didn't you h a ve 
a father, who is dead ? (Pippa shakrs her head.) 

Wann.- Do you notice anything, sir ? 
'The Manager.- Do I notice a nyth i n g !  
If/ann .- \Vhat  a powerful o ld  magic i a n  has  taken a p ;1 rt i n  this ? 
'The A1mwgcr.- O f course, tha t's u nderstood ! Jo l ly Chinese p u nic, 

that's the world ! ('F appi11g 0 1 1  Miclwrl's forrlu·ad wit/1 lzis t!Jinl fingrr. ) 
You, i n  here, when you wa ken,  k nock a ga i n  a t  hea w n 's ga te, perhaps the 
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good God ''" i l l  say : come in ! Good-by ! R uh l\'1 ichacl hack to l ife !  (/11 
tl1c' hall. )  l wish you may a l l  sup wel l ! I have been helped ! I a m  cured ! 
Hurra h !  � b ,· the deYil h imself unbar hell ! 

(Th,· opn
.
Iing of the house-door is heard mrd thnr the Afanagrr's hurrah, 

rtpc·ate.l sc·�·eral times out-of-doors . )  
H,·llriegtl (opens his eyes, jumps up a11d at  the same time calls out).-

1-lurrah ! Hurrah. there we haYc i t, l ittle Pippa ! 
lf/a1111 (steps back, astonished ami amused) .- Eh ! \Vhat is it that we 

haYe, i f  I may ask ? 
Htllriegel.- Oh, so we a rc not a lone, l i ttle P ippa !  Tell me, where 

did the old man come from so suddenly ? 
Pippa (timidly, aside).- Oh, I d idn' t  know what else to do ! 
Hellriegel.- But, wasn't it splendid ! Isn't i t  a del ight to you ,  to 

c l imb up l ike tha t  through storm and winter ? To go merrily forward hand 
in  hand ? 

Jrami.- \Vhere are you journeying, if one may ask ? 
H ellriegel.- Ah, old man ! Who is going to be so curious ? Do I ask 

you why you mufHe yourself up, up here, keep yourself warm and eat baked 
apples ? 

Wamr .- This is certa inly a devil of a fellow that you have here, dear 
child ! 

Hellriegel.-- To wander always and never to think of the goa l !  I t  i s  
deemed too near or i t  is deemed too far. Besides I surely feel my bones 
tingling. 

Pippa (timidly) .- Michael, couldn't we perhaps be a l i ttle grateful 
to the friendly old man, or do you think not ? 

H ellriegel.- Why should we be ? 
Pippa.- Why he saved us from freezing! 
H ellriegel.- Freezing ? Michael wil l  take good care not to do tha t 

yet awhile ! I f  we had just missed this p lace of refuge, well, we would now 
be ten good miles further on our way. Think, Pippa, ten mi les nearer the 
goal !  When a man possesses the magic bal l  of twine and has received 
unequi ,·ocal s igns from above, in great numbers, that he is  ca lled to some
thing - called to discover at the very least kneada ble glass ! 

Wann.- You laugh, my l i ttle one :  do you believe that he is ? (Pippa 
lo0ks up at If/ann with belief in her eyes and nods her head emphatically in 
the affirmative.) I ndeed ? \Vei l ,  he certa in ly speaks in a way that awakens 
belief. 1'\ow, have a good talk together, I won't disturb you ! (He takes 
his seat behind his book-table, but watches the two surreptitiously; at the 
same time turning over the /raves of the large volume.) 
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Pippa (confidentially) .- Look around, M ichael, see where we are ! 
H ellriegel.- I n  just the right p lace, it this moment occurs to me. The 

yarn has led us just right. Didn't you notice how it drew us ever forward 
and out of the storm ? 

Pippa.- But that was the old man's rope, Michael ! 
H ellriegel- Eh, it is not as you imagine it ,  l ittle one ! I n  the first 

place, we had to come here in any case. To begin with, I saw the l ight 
a l l  the time we were cl imbing. But  even if I had not seen the l ight, a n  
irresistible power within m e  dragged and tugged m e  onward toward this 
protecting roof! 

Pippa.- I am so glad that we are safe, and yet, I am sti l l  a l i ttle b it 
afraid ! 

H ellriegel.- What a re you afraid of ? 
Pippa.- I don't know what ! I wonder whether the doors a re shut 

tight ? 
Wann (who has heard tlzis) .- They are locked tight ! 
Pippa (says to Wann simply and innocently) .- Oh s i r, you a re good, 

I see it in your face ! But for all that - we must go on - mustn't we, 
Michael ? 

Wann.- Why must you ? Who is on your trail ? 
Hell riegel.- No one ! At least no one who causes us any concern ! 

But if you want to go away from here, then come, l i ttle Pippa ! 
Wann.- Do you really think I shal l  let you go away ? 
H ellriegel.- Certa in ly ! How would you keep us here ? 
Wan11 .- I am not wanting i n  means ! I do not ask you whither you 

are going; wh ither you are bound with this frightened l ittle moth that has  
flown against my lamp ; but through this night ,  you shal l  remain here. 

H e/lriegel (planting lzimself i11 tl1e middle of tlze room, his legs spread 
apart) .- Hello ! Hello ! Here is sti l l  another ! 

lf'amz.- \Vho knows what sort of a bird you a re !  Perhaps one who 
undressed to learn shivering:  have patience, you will learn it soon enough ! 

J-1 ellriegel.- Don't get angry, dear uncle, the house is sti l l  standing, 
as my l ittle mother says. IJut whether we go or stay is our a ffa i r !  

ll1an1z .- '{ou must h a ve very b ig  notions of you rself in  your knapsack ! 
l/ cllrirgcl.- I ndced ? Do I look as though I had someth ing of that 

sort i n  my pack ! I t  is fJ U i te possib l e !  Think of it ! Wel l ,  enough of 
that ! My kn:1 ps:1ck a nswers pretty wel l ,  t hough there :1 re other th ings in 
it than a few pa ltry notions.  So i f  my cap  sets  that  w:1y, we wil l  go ; :1 nd 
you ca n k eep us here a s  l i t t le a s  yo1 1  cou ld two swa ns who journey under 
a mack e re l sky  l i k e  two p o i n ts t r:l vel l ing towa rd the Sou th. 
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lfar111 .- I grant you that, young cloud-dweller ! 
succeed in  ent icing those birds to my l ittle trough, and 
is what I have done to you. 

But sometimes I 
that, for example, 

l]onatll lm sets out the table near the stove with southem fruits, steaming 
'wine ami cakes.)  

Ht·llricgcl.- The l ittle trough ! We a re not hungry, we will not eat !  
i\l ichael is not dependent on anything like tha t !  

IF ann.- Since when isn't he ? 
H cllrirgcl.- Since - since he found river-gold i n  mud ! 
Wa rm (to Pippa).- And you ? 
Pippa.- I am not hungry either ! 
II' arm.- No ? 
Pippa (aside to lvfichael) .- You have your table set thyself, of course ! 
IFar111 .- So you won't do me the honor ? 
H ellriegel.- I notice that you ,  too, a re one of those who have not the 

slightest suspicion of who Michael Hellriegcl is .  What do I care; and what  
good would it do to  discuss i t  with you ? You must k now that  the  a rchangel 
l\ l i chael is a hero and conqueror of d ragons ; you do not doubt that. Now, 
however, I s imply need to go on and for a l l  I care swear ten oaths, I have 
witnessed miracle upon miracle si nce yesterday and have come off victorious 
from an adventure just as astonishing, and you will say : why not, here is 
a man who plays the oca rina.  I need only to tell about my knapsack -

Wann.- 0, l\'lichael, you delightful chi ld of God ! Had I suspected 
that it was you, I have been foliO\ving with my telescope s ince daybreak, 
today, and enticing to my l ittle bowl filled with hot blood for souls' food ; 
I had decorated my hut festively and received you - that you might see 
that I ,  too, am something of a musician - received you with quintets and 
roses ! Be peaceful ,  l\'lichael, be friendly ! And I advise you to eat a l ittle 
something ! Well filled though you may be with heaven's blue, only the soul 
can be satisfied with that; never the body of a b ig, tall fellow like you ! 

He//riegel (goes up to tlze table, takes a plate from it, eats eagerly and 
says in an aside to Pippa) .- The food goes aga inst me, I don't want i t !  
I j ust eat i t  t o  get away pol itely -

If/ann.- Eat, 1\'I ichael, eat, don't a rgue about it !  I t  doesn't do any 
good to d ispute with the Lord God because you have to breathe and eat 
and swal low ! Afterward you float and fl utter so much the more beautiful ly ! 

Pippa (steals over to If/ami, wlzife 1\1ichael is absorbed in eating, and 
whispers to him with great delight) .- I am so glad Michael is eating. 

Warm.- He is eating in his sleep, so don't waken him ! or he will let 
h is kn ife and fork fa ll, will plunge three thousand feet high in the air and 
probabiy o rca;.;_ :� ; �  :-:��k  and legs. 
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(He takes from the table carefully, in both hands, a:model of a f/enetian 
gondola.) 

Wann.- Can you tell me what this represents ? 
Pippa.- No. 
Wann.- Think ! Has there never glided through your;dreams a black 

vessel l ike this ? 
Pippa (quickly).- Yes, sometime, a long time ago, I remember ! 
Wann.- Do you know, too, what a powerfu l  tool i t  is ? 
Pippa (meditatively).- I k now only, that once I used to glide between 

houses, at night, in a barque like that. 
Wann.- That's i t !  ('To Michael). Now, for al l  I care, you can prick 

up  your ears, too, so that little by l ittle, you may a rrive at the knowledge 
that there is someone here beside yourself who understands something of 
aeronautics and many other th ings. 

Hellriegel.- Well, out with what you have to say ! 
Wann.- Well then, this little craft c reated the mystical city between 

two skies, that is the city at the heart of the earth, wherein you too, good 
chi l

_
d, were born . For you come out of a mystery and will return into i t  

a gam. 
H ellriegel.- Hop ! There comes something flying! Hop ! Again, 

another picture ! a rat !  a sa lt-herring, a girl ! a miracle ! Gather them al l  
together : an  ocarina ! Always hop, hop, hop ! When I went away from 
my mother, on a tramp, well as I was prepared for a l l  sorts of hocus-pocus 
and though I went to meet it skipping with joy, still even now the cold 
sweat often comes out on my forehead. ( With his kmfe and fork in his 
fists, he stares thoughtfully straight in front of him.) So he knows the city 
\vhere we wish to go ! 

Wann.- Of course I know it, and - if you had confidence in me 
I could do something for you and with advice and suggestion point out to 
you the way thither. I n  the end, who knm..,·s, perhaps something more than 
tha t !  For, to tell you the truth, when I observe you very ca reful ly, doubts 
do come to me whether you real ly do float in the sky so high, so secure and 
so certain of your goal !  You have something i n  you, how shal l  I say it, 
something of  b irds who have been bea ten out of their course, and a re driven 
helplessly in the d i rection of the North Pole. At the mercy of every wind, 
so to speak ! Don't sta rt, Michael, don't become excited ! You won't 
own up to it that you a rc horribly played out and t i red, nor will you own 
up to the undefined fea r, the d read that st i l l  takes possession of you a t  
t imes, although you have i n  a measure esca ped the terrors o f  a winter-night 
fl igh t. 

(At tire mention of (liglrt and fear, J-lcllrirgcl springs up aiU! Pippa mrd 
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lu look at each other anxiouJly. Now, he mo•t'es uneasily toward the door 
of tlu room ancf listens into the h all. )  

Hellriegtl.- J ust he calm, l\l ichacl ! That's the main thing! I take 
it that the doors a re properly locked and bolted ? - Then at any rate we 
han.> nothing to fea r !  (He comes back . ) For a l l  I know - it may he that 
perhaps you arc somethi ng unusua l ! In any case, you may he sure we a re 
going to cat oranges tomorrow afternoon in the bea utiful  water- a nd glass
makers' city, where the water bursts forth into glass blossoms ; in  the city 
of whose ewry little br idge, flight of steps and narrow street, I have drea med 
accura tely a l l  my l ife long - in any case, you may be sure - but for a ll 
I care : how far have we still to go ? 

If/ann.- That depends ,  Michael, on bow you travel. 
Htllriegel.- Let us say in  p ractical fashion. 
Wa11n (smiliug) .- Then you will p robably never get there. But if 

you travel in  this l ittle vessel in  which the first pi le-drivers rode out i nto 
the lagunes and out of which , as out of a floating incense bowl, fantastic 
smoke, Venice, the artist's d ream, arose, in  which the showy, stone city 
was precip itated as a crysta l is in  lye, - Yes ,  if you travel in  this l ittle vessel 
and by means of the miracle that you have experienced, then you can at 
once see everything your longing soul aspires to see. 

H ellriegel.- Hold ! I must fi rst engage in a silent communion with 
my own thoughts. But give me the thing in my hand ! (He takes the little 
boat and holds it in his hands . )  So I am to travel in  this nut-shell ? Oh 
yes ! How wise our old host i s  after a l l ,  and what an ass i s  Michael ! But 
just how do you accomplish the getting into this ? 0 p lease, I am no 
spoi l-spor t !  Now I see through the matter : I am only afraid I shal l  lose 
my way in the l ittle boat ! If  I am real ly to go this way, then I would 
prefer to take with me my two sisters, my six older brothers, my uncles 
and the rest of my relatives, who, thank God, are a l l  tailors. 

Wann .- Courage, Michael ! \Vhen you are once out of the harbor, 
there is no going back : you must go on, out into the high b i llows. And 
you (to Pippa) must give him the magic wind for his sails ! 

H ellriegel.- That p leases me, that will be a queer voyage ! 
Wann (guiding Pippa's little finger around the edge of a Y'enetian 

glass) .- Sai l  away, sai l  away, l ittle gondoletta ! Repeat it after me. 
Pippa.- Sai l  away, sail away, l ittle gondoletta ! 
Wann.-

From night of winter, from ice and snow, 
Away from storm-shaken cabins go ! 

I 
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Pippa (laughing) .-
From nigh t  of winter, from i ce and snow, 
Away from storm-shaken cabins go ! 

lf/aun.-
Sail away, s ai l  away, l ittle gondoletta ! 

(From the glass 'whose edge Pippa is rubbing there comes a low tone 
which grows louder and louder until other tones ioin with it and the harmony 
then formed su·ells ar1d grows into a short but po'l.verful musical storm, which 
suddenly recoils and becomes silent. Mich ael Hellriegel falls z"nto a hypnotic 
sleep, with his eyes open.) 

Wann.-
Now l\I ichael solitary sails above the clouds, 
S i lent the journeying, for at  that  lofty height 
Sound dieth, since it findeth no resistance there. 
Where art thou ? 

H elln.egel.-
Proudly I sa i l  through the dawn's red glow ! 

Wann.-
And on what wonders new and strange dost thou now gaze ? 

H ellrz.egel.-
On more than soul of man can ever grasp, I gaze, 
And over hyacinthine seas I wing my flight ! 

Wann .-
Only thy sh ip is s inking downward now! - or no ? 

H e//n
.
egel.-

1 know not. All the mountains of the earth, it seems, 
Mount up to me. Gigantic towers up the world . 

lf/anrl .-
And now ? 

H ellriegel.-
Now I am sinking downward noiselessly, 
And now my skiff 'mid gardens rushes s i lently. 

Wann.-
Thou cal l 'st these gardens that thou see'st ? 

H ellriegci.-
Y es ! but of stone. 
The marble blossoms all are mi rrored in blue pla ins, 
And the white columns tremble in the emerald ground.  
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ll'mll l . -
I bit  there, good ferryman.  And tell us where thou ar t !  

H rllri,·r;,-1 .-
0I; s ta irways now I set  my foot, on tapestries, 
1\nd  in a hall of cora l  now I tread my way ! 
And now, at golden portals do I knock three times ! 

ll'a11 1 1 .� 
And tel l me, on the knocker what words read est thou ? 

H cllri.·grl.-
� l ontes chrysocreos fecerun t nos dominos ! 
(Gold-bcari11g mountains have made us lords!) 

lrmlll .-
\Vha t happens when the echoes of thy knocking cease ? 

(i\liclwrl Hellrirgel does 110t mzsu•cr, instead he begirzs to groan as if hi 
lwd nightmare . )  

Pippa.-
Oh, waken him, p lease waken him, dear, wise, old man ! 

Wann (as he takes the little boat out of lvfichael's hands) .
Enough ! To this  secluded cabin come once more. 
Return again to us, snowbound and exiled here, 
And quake and shake the golden spoils of voyages 
I nto our laps, while we sit here repining. 

(Michael Hellriegel wakens, looks around perplexedly, and tries to 
remember.) 

Hcllriegel.- Hello ! Why does that confounded old grunting-ox, 
Huhn,  stand at the gate, threaten me and refuse to let me enter ? Just sl ip 
the golden key out to me through the grating, Pippa ! I will steal in  through 
a l ittle side door ! Where ? Pippa ! Confound i t !  No ! Where am I ?  Par
don me, old man,  i t  is better not to swear when anything of this kind - when 
after a ll ,  you have been hoaxed ! Into what sort of an infernal box have 
I sl id ? Hang it a l l ,  what i s  going on here ? Where is Pippa ? Have you 
st i l l  the�golden key ? Here ! give it here ! We wi l l  open the door qu ickly ! 

Pippa.- Wake up ,  Michael ! You are just dreaming! Try to think ! 
H ellriegel.- But I would rather be a dreamer than wake up i n  such 

a mean way, fourteen mi les deep down in the puddle. I can't see my hand 
before my eyes here ! What does i t  mean ? Who i s  pressing his thumbs 
into my throat ? Who is crushing the happiness out of my breast with 
a mountain-load of fear ?  

Wann.- Have no fear ! no fear  at a l l, good Michael ! Everything i n  
this house i s  in my  power, and  there is nothing in it that c an  harm you. 
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H ellriegel.- But ,,·hy, oh why, Master, did you call me back so soon 
into this grave-hole ? Why didn't  that ragged, old wild beast let me into 
my magic, water-castle ? I t  was the very one I have always wished for, the 
very same one ! I recognized it perfectly as the one I dreamed of when I 
was a l ittle boy and sat i n  front of the stove,- and Pippa looked out of the 
window,- and the water played delightfully, l ike roul ades on the flute, 
a round the walls below her ! Let us make the journey once again ! :\'lake 
us a present of your  charming l ittle gondola, and without hesitating - I 
offer you for it my whole knapsack with a l l  i ts precious contents ! 

Wann.- No, Michael, not yet ! Have patience ! For the present, 
you a re much too hotblooded to suit  me ! And I beg you both to still your  
beating hearts and not to be  afra id .  Believe me there wi l l  be  another 
day tomorrow. There are many guest chambers in my house, I beg you, 
tarry until morning with me! Grant me the pleasure of harboring for one 
night perfect, you ng hope !  Tomorrow, you shall journey on, a nd God be 
with you ! Jonathan show the stranger upsta irs ! 

H ellriegel.- We belong together, we will not be separated ! 
Wann .- Arrange it as you wish to or will , good �Jichael, sleep will 

a lways take her out of your hands and you will have to leave her to her fate 
and God ! 

(Hellriegel takes Pippa in his arms. He looks at her aud sees that she 
has almost lost consciousness fmm her great fatigue: so, as she has fallen 
asleep, he lays her down on the bench by the wall.) 

H ellriegel.- And you stand security for her ? 
Wann.- Solemnly ! 
Hellriegel (kisses Pippa on the forehead) .- Until morning, then ! 
Wann.- Sleep well ! Good night !  And far away on the Adria tic 

d reams a house that waits for new and youthful  guests. 
('Jonathan stands in the door with a liglz t. Hell riegel tears himself away 

and disappears with him in the hallway. lf/anu looks at Pippa for awhile 
gravely and thoughtful/ y; then he says) : 

Wann.-
1 nto my winter cabin ,  magic forced his way. 
My wisdom's wall of ice, he broke th rough robber-like, 
By gold enticed . A shelter safe I furnished h im 
From out  my sou l  paternal,  with o ld  ma l ice fu ll . 
Who is the fop that he should wish to make his own 
This chi ld d ivine who makes my vessels sai l  for me 
They creak and crack and  swing so gently to and  fro, 
The old d ry hulls archaeologica lly hung ! -
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Why then do I put him, this l\l i ch;�cl, in  my ship, 
l nste;�d of s;� i l ing forth mysel f. triumph;�ntly, 
Forth in  my g;�lleon, comm;�nd ing my whole fleet, 
To subj ug;�te ;� b;�ndoned he;�,·ens once ;�g;�in. 
0. i ce on my old forehe;�d,  ice in  my old blood ! 
)' ou tl1;-�w before ;-� sudden b reath of h;�ppiness. 
Thou holy bre;�th, 0, kindle not in my old bre;�st 
Consuming fires of greed, of avarice and wild lusts, 
Til l I must sw;�l low mine own chi ldren, S;�turn-like. 
Sleep ! Over your sleep I w;�tch, for you I guard 
\Vh;�t fleets ;�way. As pictured forms ye float by me, 
So long ;�s my own soul remains a picture stil l ,  
Not Being,- not cle;�r, viewless element a lone. 
l\1oulder, yc hulls ! for journeys new I have no thi rst. 

(He lzas raised the slnping girl, supported her and led her slowly and 
wit/1 fatlurly solicitude into the clwmber to the right. After he and Pippa 
ha'i-'e disappeared, Hullll comes out from behind the stove and stands in the 
middle of the room, his gaze fixed on the chamber door. If/ann comes out of 
the chamber backward, pulls the door shut after him, and speaks without 
notici11g Hulm.  H e  turns toward the models of the ships and in  so doing 
sees Hulm. At first, doubting the reality of tlze vision, he holds his hands 
abo'i.'e Iris e)'es to investigate; when he lets it drop, his every muscle tightens 
and both mm measure each other with eyes filled with hatred.) 

If/arm (slowly, quivering with rage) .- No - road - passes - through 
- here ! -

Huhn (in the same manner) .- No - word -passes - muster 
here ! -

Wann.- Come on ! 
(H uhn pushes forward and they stand opposite each other in wrestlers' 

positions.)  
Huhn.- This is  a l l  mine ! - al l  mine, al l  mine, a l l  mine ! 
Wann.-

You black, b loodthirsty bundle !  Night-born lump of greed, 
You yet gasp forth some sounds that seem l ike words !  

(Old H uhn attacks him and they wrestle; suddenly old H uhn utters 
a frightful shriek and immediately afterward hangs defenceless in Wann' s 

arms. Wann lets the gasping old man sink  gently to the floor.) 
Wann.-

Thus must it come to pass, giant uncouth ! 0 thou 
Sick, wild, strong animal ! - Break open stables then ! 
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Here is no provender for prowling beasts of prey 
Here in this snowbound house of God ! 

ACT IV 

33 1 

(This act immediately follows the third act, in the same room. Old 
Huhn lies on the bench by the stove, the sound of the death-rattle in his throat 
is loud and horrible. His chest is bare, his long rust-red hair falls to the 
ground. Old If/ann stands by him, upright, his left hand laid on H ulm' s 
breast. 

Pippa, shy and trembling, an expression of great fear on her face, comes 
out of the door to the right.) 

Wann .- Come in, you l ittle trembling flame, you, come right in ! 
There is now no further danger for you, i f  you are a l ittle cautious ! 

Pippa.- I knew i t !  0, I knew and fel t  it, signore ! Hold him down ! 
Bind him fast !  

Wann.- So far as he can be bound,  I can b ind him. 
Pippa.- Is i t  old Huhn, or isn't it ? 
Wann.- The torture disfigures his face. But if  you look at  him more 

closely -
Pippa.- Then he looks a lmost l ike yourself! 
Wann.- I am a human being and he wants to be : how did you happen 

to notice it ? 
Pippa.- I do not know, signore ! 
(Hellriegel appears in the hall door, frightened.) 
Hellriegel.- Where is Pippa ? I had a foreboding that the lou�y 

idiot wou ld be at our heels ! Pippa !  God be thanked that you are agam 
under my protection ! 

Wann.- Nobody touched a hair  of her head even when you were not 
here ! 

H ellriegel.- I t  is better, however, for me to be here !  
Wann.- May it p lease Heaven ! Fetch me in a bucket fu ll of snow l 

Bring snow ! We wi l l  lay snow on his heart, so th at the poor, captive beast, 
beating its wings in h is breast, may be calmed ! 

H ellriegel.- Is he hurt ? 
Wann.- It may well be ! 
H ellriegel.- What do we gain  by it if he recovers his strength ? He 

will strike around him with his fists and bea t us all th ree into mincemeat !  
If/ann.- Not me ! and not anyone else, if  you a rc sensible ! 
Pippa.- I t  is he, I am  sure of i t !  I t  is the old glass-blower, Huhn !  
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II' arm.- Do you recognize h im,  now : the guest who came so late, to 
await here a higher than he ? Come close to him, l i ttle one, don't be afraid, 
your pur suer i s  now h imself the pursued ! (H ellriegel brings ir1 a bucket 
[11/1 of mow.) What did you see out there, M ichael ? You arc as white 
as a sheet ! 

Hellriegel.- I did not know what it was !  (While the ice ,·s being laid 
or1 H11lm 's breast.) It isn't the old mounta in  with the forest of hair that 
danced and jumped around with you in  the tavern and from whom fortu
natelv I carried \'OU off; it i sn't he at al l .  

Pippa.- L�ok at h im more closely, I am sure it is he ! 
ll"arm.- But he has become our brother ! 
Pippa.- Was it the matter with you, Michael ? 
lfarw.- \Vhat d id you see outside there that 

a s heet ? 

How you do look ! 
made you as whi te as 

Hellriegel.-Well, for all I care : I saw pretty l ittle things ! I t  was, 
so to speak,  like a wall of snapping, fishmouthed women's visages, pretty 
terri fy ing, pretty dreadful ! I wouldn't l ike to have them here in the room. 
That's the way, when you go from a b right l ight i nto the dark ! -

Wann.- You will yet learn shivering !  
H ellriegel.- At a l l  events, i t  is no p leasure to be outside there. Ap

parently the ladies have sore throats - you see it in their swollen, twitching, 
violet-black throats ! And for what other reason were their necks wound 
round with a thick neckerchief of long, slavering worms ! 

If ann.- Pshaw, Michael, you a re looking around for protection !  
H ellriegel.- I f  only those tricksy l ittle angels don't squeeze through 

the wal l !  
IJ'ann.- Michael, couldn't you go out o f  doors once more, and call 

i nto the dark in  a loud voice, that he is to come ? 
H ellriegel.- No ! That's going  too far for me, I won't do that ! 
Wann.- You are afraid of the l ightning that is to save ? Then prepare 

yourself to hear God 's praise howled in a manner to freeze the marrow in 
your bones, s ince not otherwise is  the i nvasion of the pack to be prevented ! 

(Such a shriek of pain comes from old H uhn that Pippa and H ellriegel 
break into a sympathetic 'U.'eeping and, carried away by their sympathy, they 
impulsively hasten to him to bring him help.) 

Wann.- No hurry ! I t  i s  useless ! Here i s  no pity ! Here the poi
sonous tooth and the white-hot wind rage, so long as he rages ! Here 
typhonic powers p ress out the p iercing scream of torture, the torture of 
frantic recognition of God . Bl ind , without compassion, they stamp it 
out of the soul howling, yet speechless with horror. 
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H ellriegel.- Can't you relieve him, then, old man ? 
Wann.- Not without h im whom you do not choose to call . 

333 

Pippa (trembling).- Why is he so stretched on the rack ? I have 
feared h im,  and have hated him, but why is he pursued with such wrath 
and merciless hatred ? - I  do not ask i t !  

Huhn.- What do you want ? Let go ! Let go ! Don't strike your 
fangs into my neck ! Let go ! Let go ! Don't tear the bones from out my 
loi ns !  Don't  tear my body open ! Don't rend me, don't rend my soul in  
pieces ! 

H ellriegel.- Great heavens ! What  if this should be a trial of strength ; 
if the great fish-blooded one thinks to impress a nyone with this - at a l l  
events, he doesn't impress me ! or at  most only with his force ! Has he no 
more respect for h is  creation, or can't he help striking something low and 
small  every moment ? And in  such a peculia r  \vay, which it is to be hoped 
is not the only fun there is for him in the matter .  

Wann.- The principal th ing now is real ly, Michael, that one of us 
should go

_ 
and find out whe�e he,  whom we await so longingly, is staying. 

Your talkmg, you know, bnngs us no further. 
Hellriegel.- You go out ! I shal l  stay here. 
Jllann.- Good ! (To Pippa. )  But don't dance with him ! 
H ellriegel.- 0 Heavens ! When anyone can make jests i n  such a 

critical s i tuation, what is one to say to such a d isaster ? 
Jllann.- Take care whom you trust ! At a ll events, give heed to the 

child ! ( Wann goes out througlz the hall . )  
Pippa.- Oh, i f  we were only away from here, 'Michael ! 
Hellriegel.- I have wished that too l God be thanked, that at a l l  

events we are now at the top ! Tomorrow, a t  daybrea k, we can rush down 
the southern slope - for a l l  I ca re, we can go on sleds, that would be fine ! 
Then we shal l  be out of this region of foreigners and assassins and grunting 
baboons, forever !  

Pippa.- Oh,  if he  only wouldn't scream again ! 
1-1 ell riegel.- Let h im screa m !  Even i f  he does, it is sti l l better inside 

here : the si lence outside screams more horribly. 
flulm (u:itlz l1eavy tong11e) .- Murder ! l\I urder ! 
Pippa.- He has spoken again ! 1 bel ieve the old toy-dealer has  i nju red 

h irn in some way ! 
Hel/riegel. - Cling to me ! Press close to my hea rt. 
Pippa. - 0  J\ l ichael , you pretend to he so ca lm,  :t nd you r  hea rt beats 

so fu r ious l r !  
H ellr/egrl .- Like your  own ! 
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P1ppa.- 1\nd  his ! I hear his beati ng, too ! How hard it labors ! 
I t  seems stra ined to the utmost ! 

fhllricgcl.- I s  it that ? Is it rea l ly a heart that pounds l ike that ? 
Pippa . - \\'hat else can it be ? Just l isten, what else can be pounding 

like that ? I don't know why, but I feel it all through me, so pa infu l ly
it hurts me clear down to the tips of my toes - at every stroke, it seems as 
if I must help it . 

H clln c[!t'l.- Look, a chest l ike a canniba l 's ! Doesn't it look like 
a bel lows a li covered with matted red ha i r ? And as i f  it ought always to be 
blowi ng something like a small forge fire. 

Pippa.- 0, how the poor l i ttle captive bird keeps jumping against 
his ribs in  its frigh t !  Shal l  I lay my hand on h im  for a minute, Michael ? 

H cllricgcl.- You h ave my permission ! There can be nothing i n  a l l  
the world which would  be so mi racu lously effectual ? 

Pippa (laying lzer hand on Hulm's heart) .- I hadn't the least idea 
that under a l l  his rags, old Huhn was as white as a young girl ! -

H ellricgel.- There you see it does work ! He is quieter a l ready ! 
And now we wil l  give h im a l i ttle wine besides, so that he may meet death 
s leeping peacefully. 

(He goes to the table to pour out some wine. Pippa allows her hand to 
remain on Huhn's breast.) 

Hulm.- Who lays her little hand on my breast ? I sat within my 
house - in the darkness - we sat in the darkness ! The world was cold ! 
Daylight came no more, the morning never came! We sat there round 
a cold glass furnace ! And the people came there, yoop, yoop - They 
came there from far away, creeping across the snow ! They came from far 
away because they were hungry : they wanted to have a l ittle bit of l ight 
on thei r tongues, they wanted to absorb a l ittle bit of warmth into their 
benumbed bones ! I t  is true ! And they lay a round the glass-works all 
n ight ! I heard them groan ;  I heard them moan .  And then I rose and 
poked a round in the ash pits - all at once there arose a s ingle l ittle spark -
a tiny spark a rose out of the ashes ! 0 Jesus, what shal l  I do with the 
li ttle spark that has all at once risen aga in  out of the ashes ? S ha l l  I make 
you a servant, l i ttle spark, shall I capture you ? S h a l l  I strike at  you,  
l ittle spark ? Shal l  I dance with you, tiny l ittle spark ? 

Hell riegel.- Say yes, say yes, don't oppose him ! But tell us, you, 
the rest of your story ! Here, first take a swal low, old Mr. What's-your
name ! Today, you - tomorrow, me ! We wil l  hold together, because in  
my i n most heart, I too am someth ing of a snowbound, ghostly glass-maker. 

Huhn (after he has drunken).- Blood ! Black b lood tastes good ! 
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But, what theiwise man:·makes, I make too l I too make glass ! Oh dear, 
yes, what i s  there that I haven't brought out of the glass furnaces ! Beads ! 
Precious stones ! lVIagnificent goblets ! Ever in with the blowpipe and 
one blast into it ! Enough of tha t !  I wi l l  dance with you ,  l i ttle spark ! 
\Vai t  a moment :  I ' l l  start up my furnace agai n !  How the white heat 
breaks from the doors ! No one ever comes up to old Huhn ! Did rou see 
her dancing round in the a ir  over the fire ? 

· 

H ellriegel.- Whom do you mean ? 
Huhn.- \Vhom ? \Vho would it be ? He doesn't know, he doesn't, 

that the girl springs from the glass furnaces ! 
Rei/riegel (chuckling) .- Just l isten, Pippa, you spring from the glass 

furnaces ! 
Pippa.- Oh, :\Iichael, I feel l ike weeping. 
Huhn.- Dance, dance ! that it may grow a little l ighter !  Go here, 

go there, that the people may get ligh t !  Kindle the fi re, k ind le the fire ! 
We will go to work ! 

Hellriegel.- Just listen ! When such an opportu nity offers, I wou ld 
real ly l ike to join you ! The devil take me, i f  I wou ldn't, and not with 
just a journeyman's piece of work -

Huhn.- \Ve stood around our glass furnaces and a round about us out 
of the starless n ight crept fear !  (He gasps harder.) Mice, dogs, beasts 
and birds crept into the fire. It grew smaller and smal ler and was going 
ou t !  \Ve said to each other and said constantly - 0 Jesus, the terror 
of it - into the l i ttle fire !  Then it fel l  apart ! Then we screamed ! A 
l ittle blue l ight came again !  Then we screamed again ! And then i t  was 
out ! I sat in my house, m·er my cold fire !  I saw nothing ! I poked a round 
in the ashes ! Al l  at once a l ittle spark flew up, a s ingle l ittle spark flew 
up in front of me. Shal l  we dance aga in ,  l ittle spark ? 

Pippa (fleeing to Miclzael) .- l\1 ichael , are you still there ? 
H ellriegel.- Yes, of course ! Do you think that i\l ichael is inclined 

to be a shirker ? This old man, however, is something more than a d is
cha rged glass-blower, God knows ! Just see, what a bloody, agonizing 
�pasm is shown in his face ! 

Pippa.- And how his heart wrestles, and how it pounds ! 
!!d/riegel. - L ike an eternal forge-dance with the forge-hammer. 
Pippa.- A n d  at  every stroke, l fed my own breast torn and bu rned ! 
Hell riegel.- I do too !  I feel ir tremendously through a l l my bones, 

and it rugs at me umil it seems I m ust work and pou nd w i t h  i t !  
P r  ppa . - J , is ten, :\l ichad, i t  seems L"X :l ct ly a s  if  the s ame  stroke struck 

deep down :1 11d k nocked on the e:1 rth. 
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1 1,-l/ri,·gtl . - You : uc r ight. the s ame terrible blow of the forge-hammer 
stri kes deep down ! 

H u /1 1 1 .- Sha l l  I dance with you, l i ttle sp irit ? 
( U11,lagroulld. t luuulrrous rn wblin g s . )  

Pippa . - :\ I iclucl .  d id you hear that rumblin� underground ? 
H,·l/ri<"gtl.- No ! Come ! You had better take your hand away from 

his  heart. I f  e,·crything is going to rock ,  and the ea rth is going to tremble 
and we a rc going !0 shoot out like an involunt ary meteor, who knows 
whither i nto space. then it is certa i nly better for us to clamp ourselves 
together. short l�·· i nt o  an indissoluble knot. I am only joking ! 

Pippa.- Oh. ;\ l i chael ,  don't joke now ! 
H cllrlt'gcl.- Tomorrow, we will both joke about th is ! 
Pippa. - Do you know, I feel a lmost as if I were only a si ngle spark 

and as  if I ho\'ered around, lost and quite alone, in endless space ! 
H cllriegrl .- A dancing star in the heavens, Pippa ! and why not ? 
Pippa (n·hisperlng) .- l\1 ichael, Michael, dance with me ! Hold me 

fast, l\ l ichael , I don't want to dance !  M ichael, Michael ,  dance with me !  
Hell riegel .- I wi l l  do i t, so  he lp  me God, as soon as we a re out  of  this 

scrape ! Think of something beautifu l !  As soon as th is night is over, 
I han p romised myself: that from then on, you shall walk only on roses 
and tapestries. And we shal l  laugh, as soon as we are down there, in the 
l ittle water-p alace - we shall go there, I assure you-and then I shal l  lay 
you in  your  l i ttle s i lken bed - and then I shall bring you sweetmeats a l l  
the time - and then I shall cover you up and tell you creepy stories 
and then you wil l burst out laughing, so sweetly, that the del icious sound 
wil l be pa in to me. And then you will sleep, and I shal l  p lay al l  night long, 
softly, softly, on a glass harp .  

Pippa.- l\ lichael ! 
Hell riegel.- Yes, Pippa ! 
Pippa.- Where are you ? 
H ellrirgel .- Here beside you ! I hold you tightly clasped ! 
Hulm.- Shall we dance again, little spiri t ? 
Pippa.- Hold me, ?<. I ichael - don't let me go ! He drags me to 

h im ! - I am being dragged ! I f  you let me go I must dance !  I must 
dance ! - or else I shall d ie !  Let me go ! 

H ellriegel.- Really ? \V ell, I th ink it will be wel l ,  in the midst of all  
these, i n  a way rea l ly n ightmarish things, to bethink myself of my brave 
old Swabian blood ! I f  a l l  your l imbs twitch to do i t ,  why shouldn't you 
dance this last dance with a poor wretch who atta ches so much value to 
your doing it ? I n  my opi nion there can't be anything so bad in  that. Not 
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for nothing, have there been jolly fel lows who have conjured away Satan's 
hel l-fire from under h is  tail and l ighted their p ipes with it .  Why shouldn't 
one strike up a tune for h im to dance ? (He takes out his ocan.na.) Rum
pum-pum, rum-pum-pum ! How does the time go ? Very well, for a l l  I 
care, get ready to dance, sweet Pippa.  I f  it must be - we dare not be 
particular about the place and the hour i n  th is  world ! ('Trills and runs 
on the ocarina.) Dance away, and dance till you are ti red ! I t  is fa r 
from being the worst thing you can do :  to be joyous with one who is mortally 
afflicted. 

('To the tones of the ocarina, wlziclz 1\1ichael plays, Pippa makes some 
slow, painful dance mo'l.mnents, that have something convulsive about them. 
Little by little the dance grows wilder and more bacchanalian.  A rhythmic 
trembling stirs the body of old Hu hn.  In additio11 to this, he drums frantically 
with his fists, keeping time with Pippa's dance rhythm. At the same time 
he seems to be shaken by a terrible chill, like some one coming out of a cutting 
wind into the warmth. From the depths of the earth muffled sounds force 
their way up : rumblings of th under, triangles, cymbals and kettle-drums. 
Finally Wann mters through the hall door.) 

Huhn.- I am making a l i ttle glass ! I am making it .  (Fastening 
a look of hate 011 Wann . )  I shal l  make it and knock it to p ieces aga in ! 
Come -. with - we - into - the dark - little spark. (He crushes the 
drinking glass which he still holds in lu's hand, and the pieces clatter to the 
floor. ) 

(Pippa shivers mzd then grows suddenly rigid.) 
Pippa.- l\'l ichael ! 
(She reels and If/ann catches her in his arms. She is dead. ) 
Wann.- Have you achieved your purpose in spite of me, old corybant ? 
Hellriegel (stops playing on lu"s ocan.na for a few seconds) .- Good ! 

Stop a moment to get your breath, Pippa ! 
Hu/w (u:ith an effort, looks If/ann full i11 the eyes, triumphantly. 'Tizen 

there comes from Iu s lips with difficulty, but powerfully, the call)- Juma lai ! ! ! 
(Immediately after it he sinks back awl dies.) 

1-1 ell riegel (is about to begi1z playing on In's ocarina agm.n) .- \Vha t 
was tha t ? I h a v<: i t !  I heard that cry , yesterd ay morn i n g !  \\7h a t  do 
you say to tha t , old wizard ? But a nyhow, i t  is  well that you h a ve come, 
for otherwise \\'<: \\'ou ld  have ga l lop<:d away, over knives and pieces of 
bro k en g l ass i n to the u n k nown , on a nd on, who k nows where ! H ave you 
fou nd him a t  last ? 

Wmm.- ;\·l ost certa inly ! 
Hcllricgfl ((//fer a trill) .- Wel l ,  where d i d  you find him ? 
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1/"ann .- l found h im behind a snow-drift. He was ti red . He said 
his load of  work was too enormous. I had to persuade him a long while. 
( Looking .loH•11 0 11 Pippa.)  And now i t  seems that he misunderstood me. 

Ht!lriegrl (aftrr a trill ) .- But  at least he is  coming now ? 
lfmm . - Didn't you sec him ? He came in  just before me ! 
Hrllrirg,.l.- I didn't  sec anything, to he su re, but I felt something 

when the old man yelled out his silly foreign word, something that sti l l  
hums in my bones .  

Warm . - Do you hear  the echo sti l l making a hubbub outside ? 
Hr//rirgcl (goes up close to Hulm ,  wriously) .- Tru ly ! The old cloven 

hoof will sta mp no more. I must say, a weight has fal len from my sou l !  
I hope that a t  last the old hippopotamus i s  in a safe p lace. Tell me, you 
probably inju red his backbone for him, didn't you ? But perhaps that 
wasn't rea l ly necessa ry, a lthough it i s  possible that it may have saved us .  

If/arm .- Yes, M ichael, if you are saved , it would certainly have been 
difficult to accomplish it in any other way. 

H ellrirgel.- Yes, thank God, I feel that we a re over the worst of it. 
For that reason I won't mope any longer because the old man - he is 
rea l ly past the time for boyish tricks ! - because the old man has died 
of his love affair ,  and can not have what I possess. Every man for himself 
and God for us a l l ! I n  what way does the affair concern me after al l ! 
Pippa ! ! How does it happen that you have two l ights to the right and left 
of you, one on each shoulder ? 

If/ann (with Pippa in his arms).- Ecce deus fortior me, qui veniens 
domi nabitur mihi ! (Behold a god stronger than /, who when he comes 
will have dominion o�·er me!) 

H cllrirgel.- I don't understand that ! ( With his head bent forward 
he gaus searchi11gly for a few seconds at Pippa as she lies in Wann's arms.) 
Oh, now someth ing tugs so as my breast again, now I am again shaken 
with impatience, so painfully sweet that it seems as if I must be at the 
same time here on this spot and mi ll ions of years away. Everything is 
rosy-red round about me ! (He plays, thm interrupts h imself and say.r) 
Dance, chi ld ! Rejoice ! Rejoice, for with the help of the never-ceasing 
light in my breast, we have found the way through the gloomy labyrinth, 
and when you ha,·e t i red of leaping and feel calm in the certainty of happi
ness, then we will immediately (to lflmm) with your permission, glide 
down over the clea r snow, at i f  we went by post, into spring's ravine, down 
there. 

ll'ann . - Yes, if you see spring's ravine down there, good Michael, 
certa inly ! 
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Hell riegel (with the motions of a blind man who sees on/ y what is within 
himself; standing at the pitch-dark window) .- Ho, I see it well, sprinO"'s 
ravine ! I am not bl ind ! A chi ld can see i t !  From you r  cabin, you anci:'nt 
i nn-keeper, you can overlook the whole land - for a distance of fifty miles.  
I absolutely wil l  not sit here any longer, l i ke the spi rit i n  the glass bottle, 
lying corked at the bottom of the sea . Once upon a time - just give us 
the golden key and let us go away ! 

Wann.- When the sun shines forth suddenly i n  winter, i t  is apt to 
make people bl ind ! 

Hellriegel.- Or give them the a ll-seeing eye ! I cou ld a lmost believe 
myself in a d ream : so mysteriously am I charmed by the mountains, white 
i n  the l ight of the morning's flaming splendor, and by the enchanting haze 
over the peninsulas, inlets and gardens of the ravine, and really, it seems 
as i f  I were on another sta r !  

Wann.- That's t he  way it always is when the mountains a re bathed 
in the light of the great Pan's games with the fires of St. Elmo. 

H ellriegel.- Pippa !  
lf'ann.- She i s  even now, again, far from us on her own p ilgrimage ! 

And he, the restless barbarous old giant is again pursuing her. (He lays 
Pippa down on the benc/1 .  Afterward he calls.) Jonathan ! Again the 
invisible hand that reaches through walls and roofs has frustrated my 
schemes and made them his booty. Jonathan !  He is  even now cold ! 
The glowing crater is extinguished . What does the hunter hunt ? I t  is 
not the animal that he slays ! \Vhat does the h unter hunt ? \Vho can answer 
me ? 

Hellriegel (at tire black window) .- Pippa, j ust look down there, the 
tongues of land are covered with golden cupolas - and do you see : there 
is our water-pa lace - and the golden steps that lead up to it ! 

Jllann.- Then rejoice ! Rejoice over what you see, Michael, and over 
what is h idden from you ! 

H ellriegel.- The sea ! Oh, there is another, upper sea forming : this 
other sea gi\'es back to the lower sea mi ll ions of twinkl ing stars ! 0 Pip pa -
and look , sti l l a third sea forms ! There i s  an  infinite mirrori ng and immer
sion of light in  l ight ! \Ve swim through ir a l l ,  between ocean and ocean, 
on our rustl in� �old gal ley ! 

lf'ann .- Then, of course, you wil l  no longer need my l i ttle vessel ! 
Throw back the  sh u tters, Jonathan !  

(Jonathan, 7( '/w lws looked i11, opens the house door a llll tire first faint 
gleam of 1nr;rni11g rumrs i11 tl�rougiL tl1e h all .)  

H ellriegel.- Pi pp ; d  
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lf"a11n .- Hae she is, take each other's hands ! (He goes up to Michael, 
"l'IJO is standing ·Il'ith t/11' exprt'ssion of a blind seer 011 his faCi', and makes 
motions aJ if Pippa stood 11ear lu·m and as if he laid !11iclwel's hand 1. 11  hers. ) 
There ! I m:� rry you ! I marry you to this shadow ! He who is married 
to sh:� dows marries rou to this one ! 

H ellriegel.- N�t b:�d,  P ippa,  you a re a shadow ! 
IF ann.- Go forth , go out with her into the wide world - to your 

water-pabce, I meant to say ! And here you have the key to it ! That 
monster can no longer p revent your entering ! And outside a sleigh with 
two curved horns stands ready -

Hellrit'gel ('with great ti'ars or1 his cheeks) .- And there I shall make 
water into ba lis ! 

lf/mm.- \"ou are doing i t  now \vith your eyes ! Now go ! Don't 
forget your oca rina ! 

Hellriegel.- 0 no !  I shal l  not forget my sweet, beloved l i ttl e wife !  
lf/auu.- For i t  may ret b e  possible, that sometime you wil l have to 

pbr and sing here and there before people's doors. But don't lose your 
courage because of that . For in the first p lace, you have the little key to 
the palace, and when it grows dark,  you have this torch which Pippa may 
carry on before you ; and then you will surely and certain ly come to the 
p lace where joy and peace a"'·ait you. Only s ing and play bravely and do 
not despair. 

H ellriegel .- Hurrah ! I s ing the song of the bl ind ! 
Wann.- \Vhat do you mean by that ? 
[-/ ellriegcl .- I s ing the song of the blind people who do not see the 

areat golden stai rs ! 0 
Wa 11 11 .- So much the higher wil l  you mount the scala d'oro, the sca la 

dei Giga nt i !  
[-/ ellriegel.- And I s ing the song of the deaf! 
If/ann.- Those who do not hear the stream of the universe flowing! 
H ellriegel. - Yes ! 
Wmm.- Be sure you do i t !  But, :\lichael, when they are not touched 

and when they threaten you with hard words or with stone-throwing, which 
is  pretty sure to happen, then tell them how rich you are - a p rince on 
a jou rney with his pri ncess ! Talk to them of your water-pa lace and beg 
them for God's sake to d irect you to the next milestone on your road ! 

Hellriegel (clwckling ) .- And Pippa shal l  dance ! 
Wamz.- And Pippa dances ! 
(/ t  has no'i.v brwme broad daylig!Jt . If/ann puts a cane into the hand 

of the blind and II elpless Miclwcl, puts In s hat 0 1 1  and leads him to the outside 
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door, feeling his way, but chucklit�g softly and happily. Now Michael puts 
the ocarina to his mouth and plays a heart-breakingly sad melody. In the 
h all, 'Jonathan takes charge of the blind man and W mzn comes back. He 
listens to the ocarina, as the melody dies away farther and farther into the 
distance, takes the little gondola from the table, looks at it and says with 
pained renunciation in his tones) .-

Sail away, sail away, l ittle gondoletta ! 
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