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Introduction

Exile is a bitter condition, even for the writer who has been
welcomed with open arms by the most stimulating city in
Europe. Paris offered Heine a great deal: a social circle of
leading writers, artists, politicians, financiers; an audience
eager to hear about the latest German poetry and thought;
new erotic themes for his poetry. But none of it enough to
let the head lie easy:

I think of Germany in the night,

and all my sleep is put to flight.

I cannot get my eyes to close,

the stream of burning teardrops flows.

He thinks of places he loved, of the culture in which he has
his roots, and above all of how his country lies inert in the
uneasy calm imposed on Europe after Napoleon’s final
defeat in 1815. Whatever Napoleon had become -
emperor, tyrant, betrayer of the principles of the French
Revolution - his fall closed a chapter of European history
that had begun in 1789 with high hopes. ‘Bliss was it in that
dawn to be alive . . .’

Heinrich Heine, born in the Rhineland in 1797, had
enjoyed the new freedoms that the Napoleonic occupation
paradoxically brought, including, for Jews, exit from the
ghetto and the granting of equal rights. But after 1815, the
restorers of the old European order led by the Austrian
Chancellor Prince Metternich put back the clock, put back
thirty-six German princes on their thrones, put back the
revolutionary jack-in-the-box and sat on the lid. Heine
lived his early manhood under this Restoration, frustrated
but intellectually irrepressible, until another seeming new
dawn, the July Revolution of 1830, gave him one reason
for going to Paris. Not until 1843, after thirteen years of
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exile, did he go home for a brief visit — in wintry weather,
to a country held in Metternich’s wintry grip. He dul
called the poem that resulted Germany — A Winter’s Ta?é
(Deutschland — Ein Wintermdrchen). But it was not a work
of resignation. It aimed to bring warmth and light by
means of a little friction.

Its first aim is satirical. Heine attacks the backward
social and political structures of a country that has never
emerged from absolutism, or even in some respects from
feudalism. He attacks contemporary culture, especially the
Romantic obsession with an idealised Middle Ages, which
was keeping the national mind closed to modern alterna-
tives. He points a warning finger at the spread of Prussian
power and influence — in 1815 Prussia had acquired his
beloved Rhineland — and mocks at Germans for passively
letting it happen. The poem’s second aim is ideological: tc
declare new principles on which society could and should
be ordered so as to undo the ills and injustices of the
present. Among the would-be reformers of his day — some
pursuing a national unity beyond the sovereign mini-states
for the sake of power and prestige, others the formal
guarantees of constitutional monarchy, the franchise, a free
press — Heine 1s closest to the realists who see hunger as the
urgent problem and radical change as the unavoidable
solution. (At least, he is in principle; he wavers all his life
between the demand for social justice at any cost and fear
of the egalitarian future.)

But the poem’s third and equally important aim is not to
get bogged down in the earnestness of the other two. Some
contemporaries had; their high principles rang hollow,
remained abstract where poetry must be concrete. Their
satire also fell short, decrying tyranny without saying who
was tyrannising whom and where. As there were thirty-six
states, such generalised criticism could always mean
somewhere else and the pressure was off. Effective satire
has to give chapter and verse and offence. It is the militant
arm of the Enlightenment’s principle of publicity, accord-
ing to which nothing that is done can remain wholly
unaffected once revealed to the world at large. So satire
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lives by scandal. As with ideology, tame generalisation was
the thing to avoid at all costs.

Heine was well aware of these imperatives. He came to
his grand satire on Germany via an earlier satire aimed not
at the political evils of the day but at its political poets; and
not the poets of any opposed ideology, but those on his
own side. They had been pompous, vague and clumsy in
handling verse — they had desecrated the poetic art. Heine’s
mock-epic Atta Troll (written 1841-42) pillories them as
the dancing bear who escapes from his keeper and returns
to his lair in the Pyrenees to preach revolution to the baby
bears (animals are the oppressed class, Man the tyrant).
Eventually Atta is hunted down, and his pelt ends up
beside a Parisian lady’s bed, where the poet’s bare feet
make its acquaintance.

To Heine’s wounded colleagues, this seemed perverse
and worse. How could any flaws in their poetic
performance be more important than the task they were
trying to perform? If image and cadence meant more to
Heine than principle and purpose, surely he was an
unreliable aesthete, a ‘talent’ without ‘character’? But 1t
was not that simple: Heine was living through an inner
contradiction. Since early in his career he had written prose
works — travel-sketches, journalism, essays in popular
cultural and intellectual history - in which political
comment and satire were rarely far beneath the dazzlingly
varied surface. This had made him a marked man, which
was another reason for taking refuge in Paris in 1831. Yet
meanwhile his poetry was like the work of another man
altogether, a rich reworking of Romantic themes and
motifs, touched with irony and disillusion, yet still
carrying a torch for poetry as a self-sufficient higher realm.
That division and sense of priorities underlay the
mockeries of Atta Troll.

But irony and disillusion gradually broke down the
division between prose and poetry, reality and imagina-
tion. Even the earliest and most ‘Romantic’ of Heine’s
works, the famous Book of Songs (Buch der Lieder) of
1827, is uneasy with its inherited conventions. It has a
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constant backdrop of woods and hills and meadows,
flowers and nightingales, and centre-stage there are Fair
Maidens and an Unhappy Lover. (Schumann later reflected
all this in the song-settings of Dichterliebe.) But a different
and harder world waits in the wings, a world of class,
money, commerce, and city-dwellers remote from the
idyllic countryside, and this other world already affects the
language the Lover speaks, which can suddenly ring blasé
and colloquial among the conventional prettiness. There
are jarring motifs too, mixed in among perfect realisations
of Romantic sentiment: vignettes of polite society and its
repressed emotions, reminders of how hard up the poet is,
bitter hints that his lost love has driven a hard bargain and
got herself a better match than this poetic poor relation
with whom she apparently once shared some hot feelings.

For a while, in and beyond Book of Songs, Heine made
emotionally complex poems not from either of these two
worlds singly, but from the discomfort of living irresolute
between them. This was already a new strand of poetry for
modern times, as Baudelaire (who was to continue it)
recognised. But even the most resilient poetic imagination
cannot easily stay stretched between two worlds. Reality
increasingly infiltrates Heine’s verse, and that includes

political reality. The balladesque lyric “Tannhiuser’ of 1836
(from which Richard Wagner was to derive his operatic
subject) begins as a veiled account of Heine’s easy life and
uneasy conscience in Venusberg-Paris, far from German
problems, but ends with a sequence of side-swipes at
figures and phenomena on the German scene, linked
together only by Tannhiuser’s route back from Rome,
where the Pope has refused him absolution for living in sin
with Venus. It is a small prelude to the full satirical
treatment that was to grow out of Heine’s own German
journey. Atta Troll too was, paradoxically, a step in the
same direction. Heine might claim that it was art-for-art’s-
sake as a protest against politicisers, ‘perhaps the last free
woodland song of Romanticism’. But it was already satlre,
and thus purposeful; and in the act of mocking other poets’
political involvement, it slips into political asides of its

12



own. (Caught in a Pyrenean downpour, the poet outbids
Richard III: ‘An umbrella! Six-and-thirty kings for an
umbrella!”) Heine’s overt reason for mocking the politicis-
ers might still be that they transgressed his law of poetic
purity. But he must also have realised by now that they
were damaging the cause he too was committed to. If great
social ideas were being made to ring false in public, that
was as much a political as a poetic disaster.

Whatever the mixture of motives in Heine (a cynic might
add one more: the much-derided political poetry was
selling well) by the time he made his journey home in 1843,
his poetic talent and his social commitment at last agreed
with each other. That does not mean he gave up his
allegiance to poetry as a special realm that made special
demands. He simply set out to fulfil them in the realm of
politics. ‘Poetry’ was not in the end to be defined by its
subject-matter but by its quality: good political poetry
would be good poetry. This was the only logical resolution
of his long-lasting inner conflict; and it was equally logical
(and a lot more convincing) to answer feeble political
poetry with an object-lesson in how to write it, ratﬁer than
a protest, however witty, against writing it at all. Heine
duly announced the new work to his publisher Julius
Campe in a letter of April 1844:

It captures the whole of the present German ferment in the
boldest, most personal way. It is politics in the Romantic
manner, and I hope it will see off once and for all the leaden
bombast of today’s would-be political poets. You know I’m
not one to boast, but this time I’m sure I’ve produced a little
work that will cause more furore than any popular pamphlet,
and yet have the lasting value of a classic poem.

Instant history, critical demolition and literary achieve-
ment rolled into one: it was a large claim.

What did Heine’s ‘little work’ capture of pre-1848
Germany, its inertia or ‘ferment’ (the ferment surely comes
from his own intelligence and wit)? At first sight there is
more picaresque digression than deep perception, more
chance episodes and encounters than coherent design. But
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where his criticism gets a purchase, an underlying structure
shows up: the values Germans accepted or aspired to are a
veil (or as Marx would have said, a ‘superstructure’) for an
unpleasant, unavowed reality. Rellglon and its consola-
tions help to maintain social injustice and make exploita-
tion possible; national unity is pursued at the price of
conformity, it has a higher priority than political freedom;
patriotism is at root xenophobia, a hatred of the French for
past humiliations; the complacent eye that sees the German
present as an 1dyll is ignoring repression and stagnation;
sentimental devotion to Germany’s cultural past subtly
creates resistance to necessary political change in the
present, may even hide political purposes which are
modern and wholly ruthless. All this is strikingly close to
the analysis Marx put forward in the introduction to his
Critique of Hegel’s Philosophy of Right, also dated Paris
1844. That too begins with a (celebrated) attack on religion
as the ‘opium of the people’, an ‘upside-down view of the
world’ that arises because state and society in Germany
constitute an ‘upside-down world’. Like Heine in Caput I
of Deutschland, Marx develops his critique of politics and
society out of his critique of religion. He also, like Heine,
harps on Germany’s backwardness. It is an ‘anachronism’
among the nations of Europe; they have virtually forgotten
that such conditions as obtain in Germany can exist, and
even the most necessary reforms would barely brmg
Germany up to the level of 1789. It hardly matters, for our
purposes, whether Marx influenced Heine (they had
recently met in Paris) or Heine Marx. What the parallels
suggest 1s that Heine was no mere superficial observer or
satirical sniper. He has an eye for significant detail, he
knows the disease beneath the symptoms. Deutschland is a
light, but not a lightweight work.

Is it also the classic poem Heine said it would become,
disposing of all rivals in the field? Other poets, despite his
mockery, had written political poems that were not
contemptible, had said things that needed saying and
struck stirring notes. But they were the stirring notes of the
set-piece political speech, the grand public occasion, with
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the limited realism that implies. Private man, exhorted to
rise to such occasions and be grandly stirred, risks being
oversimplified, dwarfed, sometimes even carrled away in
directions he would rather not go In — it is hardly
coincidence that Hoffmann von Fallersleben (see Caput II)
wrote Germany’s national anthem, a genre not noted for
broadening human sympathies. With Heine political
poetry takes on a new feel. In place of a rhetorical voice
appealing to heightened, slightly unreal listeners, he gives
us a personal presence rich in recognisable humanity, keeps
it unobtrusively in view as he responds to the changing
scenes, weathers and other vicissitudes of travel, and
invites us equally to remain our full selves. He treats us to
companionable talk, persuasively colloquial rhythms,
refreshing wit, irony and self-irony. He draws us into
point of view by the easy tone of a man of the world, ﬁrst
cousin to the Byron of Don Juan or the Pushkin of Exgene
Onegin. So when it comes to satirical skirmishes, we are
intuitively on his side, we are at home with this shrewd
sardonic mind, the quizzical eye, we sense that his feet are
firmly on the ground of experience. We enjoy the
marksmanship, identify with the aggression, almost
regardless of who or what is being hit. When we look up
the historical facts and find that the attack — on censorship,
militarism, anti-semitism — was justified, that only
confirms what the poetry has already accomplished. Such
is the seduction of the first-person narrative — of this
particular first person.

If tone and technique do most of this, the plot also helps
with its classical, even archetypal simplicity: the exile’s
return (shades of Ulysses) to an occupied and misruled
land; the sense of a mission as he carries his contraband
thoughts through customs; the happy arrival home; the
epic topos of a final prophetlc vision. Legends and symbols
fall into place as secret allies: the axeman-double in
Cologne, the ominous folktales remembered from the
poet’s childhood; the dream-meeting with the Emperor
Barbarossa, waiting deep in his cave to rise and rescue an
abused land. This world of Romantic imagination and
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allusion is a major source of strength to the poet-traveller.
Insofar as Romantic attitudes (false medievalism, excessive
attachment to the past) were part of his target, he is turning
the enemy’s guns round on him. Insofar as he was half a
Romantic himself, they were always his guns too. What he
was escaping from was the unreality of Romanticism. Here
he has adapted Romantic motifs — the Doppelgdnger, the
dream-meeting, a medieval emperor — to real political
purposes. That is what is meant by ‘politics in the
Romantic manner’ in the letter to his publisher.

Strength also comes from things of common experience,
observed, enjoyed and obscurely felt to be allies too in the
political task: German soil underfoot again at last, flooding
him with creative power; his mother’s love, picking up
where it left off years before in immediate concern for his
creature comfort; good food and drink; and later on more
good food and drink. There are threats too — the Customs,
the forest wolves (his suspicious allies), a still painfully
active censor, a Prussian fortress-town where dreams of
mythical torture ruin his night’s sleep. But the balance, as
in any comic work — even one with a serious purpose ~
remains positive, morale rises triumphantly; and as the
poem ends with a prophecy of change and a warning to the
Prussian King, the movement of Heine’s journey has
become part of the purposeful movement of history.

Thus the poetic personality and its adventures absorb
politics, put it in a human context and an imaginative
structure. Even the poet’s,troubles and uncertainties only
enhance his humanity — the dithering over Barbarossa’s
suitability as an ally, the struggle it costs him to overcome
homesickness. None of Heine’s contemporaries could
match this performance and import individuality into their
politics in this ‘boldest, most personal way’ — none of them
had this much literary individuality to import, or the
nonchalantly brilliant skills to display it at every twist of
thought and turn of phrase as Heine does. The sheer
humorous accessibility and exuberant play of the poem
make it irresistible.
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Even the ideological opening fanfare of Caput I turns
serious doctrine into highly characteristic entertainment.
Marx’s phrase ‘the opium of the people’ is telling enough,
especially taken out of its context, which is a cluster (not to
say clutter) of images. But Heine mounts a coherent
unfolding scenario from the moment he hears the
emblematic ‘musical maiden’ at the German frontier,
preaching Romantic religiosity. That deceitful lullaby leads
on to the hypocrites who exploit the gullibility of the
people, then to a programme for feeding all mankind from
the generous earth, and a farewell to centuries of asceticism
and misery; and finally we witness the wedding celebrated
between an allegorical maiden Europe and her suitor
Freedom. It is all done with a light touch that steers deftly
away from grandiloquence. For example, the problem of
hunger means that the grand symbol of ‘bread’ to feed the
masses must be ritually invoked. But is (literal) bread quite
enough? Heine had long since decided that men and
women needed something beyond basic subsistence, a
culture of pleasure and fulfilment, of (as he now puts it)
‘roses and myrtles, beauty and joy’. But this is itself
starting to sound high-flown, a bit too ‘poetic’, recalling
the shop-steward’s vision of idyllic Soviet life in an early
Peter Sellers film: ‘Fields of waving corn and ballet in the
evening’. So Heine brings us back to earth with a quite
unsymbolic comestible, specific and succulent: ‘and (in the
season) peas’. If food is part of the grand doctrine, it can
also be a means to keep it real, credible. It does
something similar when Heine is eating oranges at his
mother’s table and answers her inquisitiveness about what
party he supports by praising the tasty juice and rejecting
the useless peel — the ironist, for better or worse, does not
make a party member and sees the organisational means as
a distraction from the essential end.

The same flair for keeping a light touch is at work again
when Heine abandons a sequence of fierce stanzas that
attack some of the villains of his time in what is virtually
straight vituperation (see the first Paralipomenon to
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Caput XX VI, page 99). However strong his feelings, this
was too radical a change from the poem’s dominant tone of
urbanity. True, the satirist sometimes needs to use ‘savage
indignation’ for his purposes — atrocities, for example,
cannot be written about in an urbane, controlled way. But
in less extreme cases, it is one of the strengths of satire to
stay unruffled, to canalise scorn and hatred and keep to the
commanding heights of wit and irony. That is an essential
part of the superiority the satirist implicitly claims for
himself and his values over the people and systems he
attacks. Whatever their power in the real world, within the
bounds of his work they are his playthings.

Does all this make Deutschland the “classic poem’ Heine
intended? In German eyes, it failed to achieve that status
for generations. The authorities of course banned it — they
would, being its main targets. In fact the Confederation of
German States had already banned everything that Heine
had written and might write in a decree of 1835; it was only
by having a publisher in the Free City of Hamburg that he
was able to publish in Germany at all. True, publishers and
booksellers had ways of getting things through, and bans
even stimulated sales until stocks were actually confiscated
as Deutschland promptly was, in many places, on grounds
of blasphemy, ‘insubordination’ and ‘insult to rulers and
governments’. There were plenty of Germans who did not
take their opinions from the authorities, including
socialists whose rising movement needed an alternative
literary canon. But the more dutiful burghers were
shocked by Heine’s irreverence and scurrility — some still
are. Their feelings were reflected and confirmed by a
peculiar German orthodoxy among critics and academics
which has several strands. One is the expectation that great
poetry must be simple and inspired, not ironic and
reflective. German writers who were noticeably intelligent
or (worse) avowedly intellectual, like Lessing or Thomas
Mann, have always been made to suffer for it. The poet
must also be affirmative rather than questioning and
critical; and disfavour grows in proportion as questioning
becomes political. ‘A nasty song! Ugh! A political song!’
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bawls one of the drunken students in the tavern scene in
Goethe’s Faust, epitomising Germany’s traditionally non-
political (that is, in practice politically conservative)
culture.

Even where these prejudices were not at work, there was
mistrust of anything informal, unsolemn, down-to-earth
and (dare one say it?) entertaining. The high classicism of
Goethe and Schiller at the historical and psychological
centre of German literature, with its commitment to
polished form; the deliberate delicate simplicity of the
Romantics; the extreme form-consciousness of German
aesthetic theory (German eighteenth- and nineteenth-
century thinkers virtually invented modern aesthetics): all
these built up presumptions about the, in every sense,
serious criteria that a would-be classic must fulfil. Satire as
such was a dubious candidate, and it would have been
positively incongruous to claim classic status for such a
seemingly casual, chatty, disrespectful and in places
indecent work as Heine’s Deutschland.

Things have slowly changed. The ideology of the
German Democratic Republic and the growth of critical
awareness in social matters in the German Federal
Republic have undone old taboos (though Heine would
not be a comfortable contemporary for his professed
admirers on either side of the present German divide). The
disasters of modern German history have made satire
respectable in hindsight. Aesthetic criteria too have slowly
become more flexible. The idea has dawned that to be a
classic need not mean formal polish, symmetry and
unwavering elevation, but may just as well be a matter of
light-footed mobility, mercurial variety, everyday diction,
easy-to-read stanzas, the tactics of wit and the strategy of
criticism. Heine’s work in general and Deutschland in
particular are now established classics in both Germanies.

But this new recognition, like the old rejection, is only a
fact of history. There are also essential reasons, above the
ebb and flow of societies, for calling Deutschland a classic.
Its ‘lasting value’ (in Heine’s words) lies in the exemplary
form it gives to a basic human impulse. If the literary canon
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exists to embrace as full a range of experience as possible,
and to enact the appropriate human responses to it so that
they are kept in working order, then satire must be there
too if we are not to lapse into cultivated passivity. It is
there to keep our eyes and our questions sharp and to
exercise us in intelligent disrespect. There will always be
folly, malice and outrage to require alertness. And the
great thing about Heine’s poem is the way it links those
responses with everyday realities, staying close to the
Common Reader and [’homme moyen sensuel. Where
satire in the grand manner like Alexander Pope’s leaves us
admiring the elegant syntax and the majestic paired
pentameters from afar, Heine draws us into the critical
activity.

Is that so very useful though? Criticism can rarely
achieve much directly against an authority that can ignore
it, censor it or ban it. Certainly satire must not be cast in
too heroic, let alone triumphant a role. It cannot bring
down the walls of Jericho at a blast of its trumpet; at most
it can slowly sap the foundations of blind acceptance and
inertia on which the city rests. It can only ever be a prelude
to political action, with no guarantee of success — the year
of European uprisings in 1848 was a tragic failure (not only
were German liberals outmanoeuvred by rulers and their
armies, they also showed their own incipient taste for
national power rather than civil liberties).

Even in that limited preparatory role, Heine’s satire is
sometimes condemned for being negative, and having
nothing politically constructive to offer us. It is true he
gives us no instructions on how to get from principles to
realisation — something for which we may need the
organisation that his ironic individualism shrank from. Yet
his literary and intellectual qualities are themselves valuable
politically. His humour alone is a marvellous tonic for
morale: it is heartening to hear the voice of sane
observation and independence, and to watch the play of
superior wit on those grim but never wholly serious things,
the powers that be and ought not to be. Heine’s very
scepticism, too, about some features of politics — the
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rigidity of party, the woolly talk that reveals woolly
thought, the grand gestures that take the place of action —1s
a useful contribution to sensible politics. As befits a poet,
he is concerned with the forms of things, which often turn
out to be the key to their substance. Beyond that, what
Heine says and the way he says it imply clearly what the
Good Society would feel like to live in. Finally, even
criticism itself may be more constructive than it seems at
first sight. For if society is to be changed, its present shape
rather than some totally new blueprint must be the
starting-point; and it takes a sharp eye to see what, beneath
superficial appearances, that shape is. As a still young and
flexible Karl Marx wrote to Arnold Ruge in 1843, it was
‘the advantage of the new direction in politics that we do
not dogmatically anticipate the world, but try to find a new
world out of the criticism of the old’.

In any case, there is a limit to what one man or type of
mind can do. Heine was a poet and satirist, not a political
theorist or visionary, and it would be unfair to demand
everything of him. The real work is never the satirist’s job,
but ours.

Metre, rhythm, rhyme

The stanza Heine uses in Deutschland is one of the staple
forms found in old German folk ballads and lyrics, such as
enthusiasts from the late eighteenth century on had
collected. The most famous anthology was Ludwig Achim
von Arnim and Clemens Brentano’s Des Knaben Wun-
derhorn (The Boy’s Magic Horn) of 1806-08, which
smoothed, roughened, or even pastiched altogether, yet
still preserved a great deal that was authentic in form and
spirit. Contemporary poets — Brentano, Joseph von
Eichendorff, Wilhelm Miiller and many others — emulated
the old forms in an attempt to achieve the simple poetic
speech of folk poetry. Heine in turn, though anything but
a simple folk poet, took over these forms along with the
rest of the Romantic heritage, and rarely used any others
from Book of Songs to his death.
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The Deutschland stanza is based on 1ambic stresses, four
each in lines one and three, and three in lines two and four.
But the metrical foot is only spasmodically a simple iamb
(an unstressed followed by a stressed syllable) because the
intervals between stresses can be filled freely with as many
light syllables as the reader can be expected to take in his
stride, once he is alerted to the colloquial ‘naturalness’ of
the verse. This is the strength of Heine’s form, that it can
accommodate the stress-sequences actually found in
spoken German, in a way the fixed alternation of stressed
and unstressed syllables cannot do. The extra syllables,
irregularly scattered within the basic beat, infuse life and
movement. It is a wonderfully spring-heeled rhythm,
ideally suited to a journey and open to virtually any pattern
found in speech, yet still held together by the underlying
shadow-metre.

That loping movement becomes the hallmark of
Deutschland, almost a physical gesture (in the sense in
which Brecht spoke of gestural language) and part of the
poem’s meaning: an embodiment of irrepressible humour,
ironic query, sardonic defiance or ominous threat. It is not
Heine’s invention, but he brilliantly exploits for his
purpose what was latent in the old folk form: aptly, since
he is writing as a tribune of the people in an age when the
people are beginning to claim for themselves something
more substantial than the curiosity of folklore collectors.

Rhyme also serves Heine’s purpose. His more playful
and far-fetched rhymes ace famous, like Byron’s in Don
Juan (‘intellectual/henpeck’d you all’). But even simple
rhyme is a powerful ally. Syntax, sense and metre all point
to a rendez-vous at the stanza’s end; they build up — metre
especially, and the more so the more marked its shape and
stress patterns — to an expectation of devastation in the last
word. To this the sound-echo adds the final touch: when
the word lingering in our mind’s ear from line two is joined
by its partner-in-rhyme at the end of the stanza, three
kinds of conclusiveness — syntactical, discursive and aural -
coincide, and the poet’s statement gains a more than
rational authority. How much is lost by not using rhyme

22



(though there are delicate effects of other kinds) is
illustrated by Heine’s Atta Troll stanza. A poem hovering
on the brink of politics hovers too in its Hiawatha-like
metre, never coming down at stanza-endings on a note of
decision. Even Atta’s onslaughts on the oppressor are left
floating in metrical mid-air:

Humans, are you any better

than us others, just because your
skin is smooth and shining? That’s a
feature that you share with serpents.

O Mankind, two-legged serpents,
I can well perceive the reason

for your trousers! Wool of others
covers up your serpent-bareness.

The text

The first edition of Deutschland was published by
Hoffmann & Campe in Hamburg in 1844 as a supplement
to the volume New Poems (Neue Gedichte), which
brought together all Heine’s shorter poems written since
Book of Songs. This volume, making more than twenty
printer’s sheets, did not have to undergo censorship (the
censorship laws assumed that Short was more likely to be
Dangerous). Nevertheless Heine wrote with the author-
ities in mind, since they could always ban what they had
not had a chance to preview. His publisher and other
acquaintances then proposed further tonings-down; and
Heine made yet further changes off his own bat. Some of
the earlier drafts have survived.

Later in the year Deutschland was reissued by itself.
Being so slight, 1t had to undergo censorship, even though
not a new work, and a number of cuts and changes were
required — though not enough to satisfy Prussia, which
kept up a campaign of protest until Heine’s poor old
censor, Hoffmann, was officially reprimanded. (Hammo-
nia is right to say in Caput XXV that he now in his old age
‘stretches a point’.)
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Modern texts of Deutschland vary according to whether
they follow the first or second edition and whether they
use any of the MS drafts. My translation basically follows
the first edition, but I have sometimes gone back to a more
piquant earlier variant. It would be wrong to try and
restore Heine’s early text wholesale; not only because the
printed text has an obvious authority, but because the
revisions forced on him for publication are sometimes
more ingenious in their indirectness, or in other ways more
effective, than the more explicitly political first drafts.
Thus, when prevented in Caput VIII, stanza 7 from saying
‘the Prussians, that scrawny lot’, he substituted simply ‘the
Scrawny Brotherhood’. This subtly builds them (it is plain
enough from the context who is meant) into the kind of
unpleasant cartoon identity that satire thrives on.

As for stanzas and stanza-sequences that Heine left out
altogether, some of these are printed at the end of the
present volume as paralipomena. But I have shamelessly
conflated the catalogue of the good-time girls of Heine’s
youth with the usual text of Caput XXIII, for the sheer fun
of it. Here, and in one or two other cases of interpolations
from Heine’s MSS, square brackets will tell the purist
when to avert his gaze.

The translation

The present translation arose by accident, through trying
out a few stanzas of a favqurite poem when left holding the
baby, and getting drawn on. The point of no return was
the realisation that rhymes would go on mysteriously
turning up. This faith in a divinity that shapes our ends of
line entailed not being too demanding, so I have settled for
masculine as well as feminine rhymes (Heine’s are all
feminine) and even on occasion for half-rhyme and
assonance. Anything rather than torture the syntax into
improbable shapes for the sake of a rhyme, or overwork
that sure sign of a verse translation into English, the
present participle.
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One cannot hope to match Heine’s virtuosity, only to
catch something of his flavour — tone, manner, gesture.
This meant not writing anything that a person of his
temperament and convictions could not be imagined saying
in English. There are worse ways of coming closer to a
writer you enjoy.

Since the baby in questuon is nearly grown up, the
translaton has been in the drawer for nearly twice as long
as Horace said a work should be left to mature. In the
meanume, the American Hal Draper has published his
version of Heine’s enure poetuc works, a heroic undertak-
ing by any standard. But it sull seemed worth letuing Heine
speak with an alternauve voice, and offering one of his
most appealing works on its own. My original draft has
been revised and polished for (and in one or two places by)
its present publisher.

The dedicauon marks the reurement of a disunguished
Heine scholar, colleague and friend.

T.]. Reed

St Jobn’s College, Oxford
July 1986
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Deutschland

A Winter’s Tale






In the dismal month of November it was,
the gloomy days grew shorter,
the wind was tugging the last leaves down
as I left for the German border.

And as I came nearer German soll,
I felt my heart beat quicker

within my breast, and I even think
a tear began to trickle.

It did strange things to me when I heard
the German language spoken —

like nothing so much as if my heart

was pleasantly being broken.

A little girl was playing the harp
and singing with genuine feeling
and out of tune, but still the song
she sang was most appealing.

She sang of love and sacrifice,

of pain and a tomorrow

when all shall meet in a better world
beyond this vale of sorrow;

of how all sufferings will be past,
each soul will bask transfigured

in joys eternal, not like here

where pleasures are brief and niggard.

She sang the ancient lullaby

of doing without, of pie-in-

the-sky, that they soothe the people with,
great oaf, when they hear it crying.
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I know the tune, I know the words,

I know every single author;

I know they tippled wine on the quiet
while publicly preaching water.

A different song, a better song,

will get the subject straighter:

let’s make a heaven on earth, my friends,
instead of waiting till later.

Why shouldn’t we be happy on earth,
why should we still go short?

Why should the idle belly consume
what working hands have wrought?

There’s bread enough grows here on earth
to feed mankind with ease,

and roses and myrtles, beauty and joy,
and (in the season) peas.

Yes, fresh green peas for everyone

as soon as tke pods have burst.
Heaven we’ll leave to the angels, and
the sparrows, who had it first.

And should we find that after death
we’ve grown some wings, we’ll make
a point of calling on you up there
for some blessed tea-and-cake.

A better song, with fiddles and flutes,
to set the people singing!

The miserere is out of date,

the death-knell’s no longer ringing.

The maiden Europa is betrothed

to that handsome Genius, Freedom.
They lie in each other’s arms embraced,
it warms my heart to see them.
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No priest will bless their vows, but the pair
have taken and will fulfil them.
Here’s to the bride and here’s to the groom,
and to all their future children.

That’s wedding enough, and I’ll sing my song
to help the solemnising.

Deep in my heart I feel the stars

of consecration rising.

They are stars inspired, they wildly glow,
Dissolving in streams of fire —

I feel I could break an oak, my strength
miraculously grows higher.

Since I set foot on German solil

the magic juices are flowing —

the giant has touched his mother again,
and he feels his powers growing.

II

While that musical maiden warbled about
her heavenly predilection,

the Prussian Customs gave my trunk

the usual prying inspection.

They sniffed and rummaged in shirts and pants
to see if I'd something hidden —
jewels, or Belgian lace, or books

the censor had forbidden.

It’s no good poking about, you fools,
peering and looking worried.

The contraband is not in there,

it’s safe behind my forehead.
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I’ve something that needles of Malines
and Brussels could not work finer.
You’ll ind when my needles get o work
They’re sharper and maligner.

And jewels are there, crown jewels, no less,
of ages that will succeed us,

temple jewels for an unknown god

when from the old one he’s freed us.

And books! I’m full of them, like a tree
in spring when the songbirds have nested
and fledglings clamour to take the wing -
any one would get me arrested.

You’d not find books on Satan’s shelves
of upheaval more precursive.

That Hoffmann von Fallersleben chap
hasn’t been more subversive.

Another passenger standing near
remarked that what I was seeing
was the famous Prussian Zollverein,

the Great Chain of Well-being.

“The Customs Union,” he opined,
‘will be our people’s foundation,

and make the divided fatherland

into a single nation.

“This outward unity is our first

since the empire of you-know-when, sir.
The higher unity of ideas

is the task we leave to the censor.

‘Yes, inner unity is his job,

we must all think as he allows us.
Germany one, without and within -
that’s the ideal to rouse us.’
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III

The bones of Carolus Magnus lie
in Aachen cathedral (maybe a

bit confusing, I don’t mean wee
Karl Mayer, he lives in Swabia.)

I wouldn’t much like to be buried, for all
that splendid imperial shrining.

I'd rather be living, even down there

in Stuttgart, mis’rably rhyming.

The Aachen dogs are so bored, their tails
implore you with servile wagging:

‘Give us a kick, o stranger, perhaps

i’'ll stop our interest flagging.’

I walked about in that boring hole
for an hour or more together.

I saw the Prussian soldiers again.
They’re still the same as ever.

Still the same grey coats, and still
the high and blood-red collar
(“The red is for the Frenchies’ blood,’

as Korner used to holler).

They’re still a wooden pedantic lot,
their movements still have the graces
of a right-angled triangle.

Arrogance freezes their faces.

And still they strut about as stiff,

as straight and thin as a candle,

as if they’d swallowed the corporal’s stick
Old Fritz knew how to handle.
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The stick ‘has never quite been lost,
although its use has been banned.
Inside the glove of newer ways
there’s still the old iron hand.

The long moustache is the pigtail of old,
transferred to a different place.

The pigtail once hung down behind,
now it droops from the face.

The cavalry’s new get-up I quite
approved — one must speak fairly —
especially that spike of steel

which crowns it all so squarely,

so redolent of derring-do,
of knights in times Romantic,

of Lady Jane of Falconmount
and m’lords Fouqué, Uhland, Tieck;

Of the good olde Middle Ages so fine,

of pages and noble peers,

who bore in their hearts a trust right true,
and coats of arms on their rears.

Crusade and tourney it conjures up,
and serving a lady for guerdon,

an age of faith without blessing of print,
when newspapets hadn’t been heard on.

Oh yes, I like the helmet, it proves
the wit of the Lord’s Anointed!

A royal jest it was indeed,

most delicately pointed.

It’s really only the thought of storms
that I find a little fright’ning —

that spike on your Romantic heads
might attract some modern lightning.
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[And when it comes to war, perhaps
you’ll have to get something lighter:
the weight of the Middle Ages might
weigh down a fleeing fighter.]

At Aachen I saw that bird I hate
displayed on the staging sign;
back at me he looked with an eye
most poisonously malign.

You ugly devil, just you wait,

if ever I manage to catch you

I’ll pluck out your feathers and hack off your claws
and then as follows despatch you:

I’ll set you up on top of a pole

high in the air as a target,

and all the Rhineland marksmen shall come
for a jolly shooting party.

The man who brings you down, I shall
in person sceptre-and-crown him -

the worthy fellow! A fanfare shall blow,
and vivats shall ring all around him.

IV

It was getting late when we reached Cologne;
the Rhine was whispering fondly,

my cheeks were fanned by German air,

I felt its influence on me —

on my appetite, that is. I ate
ham omelette, and as my portion
was rather salty, I had to drink
some hock as a precaution.
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When you hold it up in its green-stemmed glass
the golden hock still glows,

and if you fill up too many times

it begins to tickle your nose.

A prickling tickling sweet delight,
you can hardly keep your seat.

It drove me out in the dusky night
to pace the echoing street.

As I walked about, I seemed to hear
the ancient houses of stone
recounting tales of bygone days,

the legends of holy Cologne.

It was once a centre of clerisy

and the pious things they engage in.

It was here the Men Obscure held sway
who set Ulrich von Hutten raging.

Here monks and nuns did their cancan, and here
Hochstraaten poured his venom

into denunciatory notes.

(Today we have Menzel to pen ’em.)

It was here the flames of pious fires

burnt books and men to ashes.

They rang the bells meanwhile, and prayed
for the Lord to have compassion.

Here malice and stupidity

like curs in the roadway mated.

You can tell their progeny still today
by their theological hatred.

But look! there in the white of the moon
something colossal towers.

That’s the cathedral of Cologne,

black as the devilish powers.
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It was meant to be the mind’s Bastille —
the papists wanted a prison

in whose enormous vaults to lock
forever German reason.

Then Luther came, by whose mighty ‘Stay’
the work was interrupted —

since when Cologne cathedral has
remained but half-constructed.

It was never completed — an excellent thing,
for its very non-completion

is a monument to Germany’s strength

and Germany’s protestant mission.

Poor rascals of the Cathedral Trust,
it’s a task beyond your powers

to carry through that dark design
and raise those unfinished towers.

O farcical dream! In vain you shake
the box, in vain you’ve collected
from Jews, of all people, and heretics:
still nothing will get erected.

The great Franz Liszt himself may play
to boost your building balance,

and on your behalf a certain king

may display his rhetorical talents.

It won’t be built, it’ll never get done,
though the Swabians were so daft

as to send their gift of a ship packed full
with stone from fore to aft.

It won’t get finished, for all the din
from those blinking owls and ravens —
such creatures of out-dated tastes

find church-towers ideal havens.
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In fact, I even foresee one day

a better proposal than yours is.

The cathedral innards will be cleared
to make a stable for horses.

‘A stable? But where shall our relics be put,
from time immemorial dating,

the bones of the Three Wise Men, no less?
They’ll need accommodating.’

Such is the question. But nowadays

do we need to be so formal?

Put your three kings up somewhere else,
a change of address is quite normal.

Take my advice, and hang them up

in those three iron cages

that have hung in Minster on the tower
of St Lambert’s church for ages.

The Tailor-King and his Councillors
once hung there in wind and weather;
we’ll use the baskets now for diff-
erent majesties altogether.

We'll set Lord Balthasar on the right,

on the left Lord Melchior swinging,

Lord Caspar betwegn ’em — God knows what deeds
they perpetrated when living.

The Holy Alliance of the East,

though canonised now, may not ’ve

been better by much than the modern three,
whose bad side we’ve seen such a lot of.

Old Balthasar and Melchior

may have been the kind of princes
who promise a constitution, just
as long as emergency pinches,
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Then break their word. And maybe too
King Caspar, the Moorish lord,

gave only black ingratitude

as his foolish subjects’ reward.

[So if you should happen to lose on the way
one of those kings oriental,

why not hang high a specimen

of a modern one, occidental?]

\Y

On I walked, and came to the bridge
down by the harbour at last;

in the tranquil moonlight Father Rhine
was slowly flowing past.

‘Greetings to you, my Father Rhine,

how are things with you and yours?

There have been times when I yearned to be
back here upon your shores.’

Thus I spoke. From the watery depths
came a strange and petulant moaning,
as if an old man was clearing his throat,
rumbling and feebly groaning.

‘Welcome, my boy, it’s nice to feel
that I haven’t been forgotten.

I haven’t seen you for thirteen years;
things have been pretty rotten.

‘At Bieberich I swallowed some stones,
they made my digestion much worse;
but what I found harder to stomach still
was Niklas Becker’s verse.
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‘His poem made me out to be
the purest virgo intacta,
defending her honour valiantly
against anyone who attacked her.

‘I could tear my beard in fury when

I hear his silly poem.

I wish I could drown myself in myself,
but I have to keep on flowing.

‘Me a virgin? The French would laugh!

My water’s adulterated

from all the battles they’ve won on my banks,
then festively urinated.

“What a silly song! What a silly chap!
I find it all most harassing.

He’s also made my position here
politically embarrassing.

‘Just reflect! If the French came back,

I'd blush for shame before them -

Though I've prayed to God for all these years
that he would kindly restore them.

‘I had a soft spot for those little chaps -
you know how their charm bewitches.

Do they still sing and prance about?

Do they still wear the same white breeches?

‘I’d really love to see them again,
except I'm afraid of their mockery
because of that Becker’s accursed song
that made a laughing-stock o’me.

“That urchin Alfred de Musset, you’ll see,
will drum at the head of their column.
He’ll pound out all his rotten jokes

(well, jokes the Frenchies call ’em).’

40



Thus ran old Father Rhine’s lament.
Nothing I said consoled him.

But so as to cheer him up a bit,

this was what I told him:

‘Never fear, old Father Rhine,

there have recently been some hitches;
the French are not the wits they were,
they also wear different breeches.

“Their breeches are red and no longer white,
they also have different buttons;

singing and prancing are out — they’ve returned
to their metaphysical muttons.

‘They’re philosophers now, their talk is Kant
and Hegel and such-like names;

they smoke tobacco, they all drink beer

and some play our beer-house games.

‘They’re becoming philistines just like us,

in fact, their behaviour’s extremer.

They don’t think much of Voltaire any more,
he wasn’t a German dreamer.

“That Alfred de Musset, I must admit,
is still a saucy urchin;

but never fear, we’ll see his tongue
doesn’t do any shameful besmirching.

‘If he drums you one of his rotten jokes,
we’ll pipe back, to show we can take it,
the tale of all the women he’s chased,
without ever seeming to make it.

‘Old Father Rhine, don’t let the thought
of that stupid poem daunt ye.

Soon I'll sing you a better song.
Farewell now, we’ll meet again shortly.’
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VI

They say Paganini was never without
a sparitus familiaris,

now in the shape of a dog, and now
in the shape of the late George Harris.

Napoleon saw a crimson man
when events were in the making;
Socrates had his daemon too —
the great man wasn’t faking.

I myself, when I’ve sat down to write,
at night have sometimes noticed

a guest, uncanny, with face obscured,
behind my desk-chair posted.

Underneath his cloak he held
something concealed that glinted,
an axe, an executioner’s axe —
or so my glimpse of it hinted.

He seemed to be of stocky build,

his eyes like stars shone brightly.

He never disturbgd my writing, though,
he kept his distance politely.

This strange nocturnal visitor

for years had left me alone.
Suddenly there he was again

in the moonlight in quiet Cologne.

I was strolling musing through the streets
when I saw him behind me pacing;

he stopped when I did, shadow-like,

ever my footsteps tracing,
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stopped as if waiting for something, then
came on when the pace grew stronger
until we reached the Cathedral Square
and I could stand it no longer.

I turned about and faced him there:
‘All right,’ I said, ‘what s this?
Pursuing me through the deserted night
as I go about my business?

‘I always meet you in the hour

when mighty emotions are swelling

within my breast, and my mind flashes forth
ideas at their most compelling.

‘You stare at me with such piercing gaze —
now stand and tell me truly:

what is it that glints there beneath your cloak,
who are you and why d’you pursue me?’

But he replied in a dryish tone,
you might almost say phlegmatic:
‘Now don’t go exorcising me,
and pray don’t get emphatic. 1.

‘I’'m not a phantom from the past,

nor a wraith whose tombstone has lifted,
I’m not inclined to rhetoric

nor philosophic’lly gifted.

‘My disposition is practical,

silence and calmness suit it.

But know: what you conceive in your mind,
I do 1t, I execute it.

‘Years may go by, but I do not rest
till I’ve transformed the abstraction
into reality. Your sphere

is thought, and mine is action.
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‘You are the judge, the bailiff I,
and like a retainer trusted

I execute the judgement you pass,
though it may be an injustice.

‘In Rome they bore an axe before

the consul in procession.

You too have a lictor, but we’ve changed
the order of succession.

‘I am your lictor, and I march

behind you, with axe well polished:
whenever your thought condemns a thing —
I act, and 1t’s demolished.’

VII

I went back home and slept as if

by angels serenaded.

You sleep so soft in German beds,

it’s the feathers that they’re made with.

How often through exile’s sleepless night
I yearned for soft German bedding

and the sweetly restful pillow of home
to sink my weary head in.

There’s no better place for sleep and dreams
than a German bed of feathers.

The German soul here feels itself free

of any earthly tethers.

It feels so free, it soars to touch

the heights of heaven eternal.

O German soul, how proud is your flight
during your dreams nocturnal!
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The gods grow pale at your approach,
your flight will take vou far yet.
Already your wing-beat has snuffed out
more than one promising starlet.

The French and the Russians have shared out the land,
Britannia rules the oceans;

we reign unchallenged in the realm

of dreamy abstract notions.

Here we enjoy a hegemony,

for once we are not divided.

Other nations have kept their feet

on the ground with which they were provided.

When I fell asleep, I had a dream.

[ was strolling again on my own

in the moonlight and the echoing streets
of the old part of Cologne.

My dark companion, with muffled face,
once more continued to tail me.

We kept on walking, on and on,
though my strength began to fail me.

We kept right on. My heart within
my breast was slit open wide,

I looked at the gaping wound and saw
the red drops glisten inside.

Sometimes I dipped my finger in,
and before the blood was dry

I’d paint a sign on the doorpost of
a house as we passed by.

And every time that thus I marked
a house with blood, the knell -

whimpering, melancholy, faint -
was rung by a distant bell.
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And in the sky the moon grew pale,
her wan light ever receding;

across her face the wild clouds blew
like wild black horses stampeding.

And ever at my back there marched,
with his sinister instrument,

that muffled figure. So for a time
on through Cologne we went.

We walked and walked ull at last we reached
i the Cathedral Square once more,

straight into the Cathedral we went,

open wide was the door.

Death and night and silence reigned
in that enormous interior;

lights were burning here and there,
to make the darkness eerier.

Between the pillars I wandered long;
there was no sound but the pacing

of my relentless companion - here too
my every footstep tracing.

And finally we came to a place
where candlelight was sparkling;
gold was glinting and jewels shone,
while everywhere else was darkling.

The Three Kings’ Chapel it was. But they
no longer lay unmoving.

Marvels! They now sat upright on

their carved sarcophagus roofing.

Skeletons three in fantastic garb,

with crowns upon their pathetic

yellowed skulls, and with sceptres clutched
in fingers bony, arthritic.
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Their long-dead bones they slowly moved
like scarecrows, and they smelt too

of incense and, mixed in with that,
entombment’s rot and mildew.

One of them even moved his mouth

and made a speech, a long one;

he explained why he thought my disrespect-
ful attitude the wrong one.

Firstly, the dead deserved respect,
next, kings might insist upon it,

and thlrdly of course, he was a saint —
those were the bees in his bonnet.

I answered him with an easy laugh:
‘You might as well stop trying.
I see you belong in all respects
to an age that’s dead or dying.

“Take yourself off! The deepest grave

is the place for you and your kin there.
Life lays claim to your chapel now

and the treasures you’ve hoarded in there.

“The future’s merry cavalry

shall camp in this sacred building;
if you don’t go quietly, violence
will make you a bit more willing.’

Thus I spoke, and I turned about

and saw the terrible glinting

of my silent companion’s terrible axe —
he knew what I was hinting.

Up he stepped and with one blow
the three poor skeletons shattered,

all the old bones of false beliefs

he mercilessly scattered.
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High in the vaults his mighty blows
grimly reverberated.

Blood spurted from my breast — my dream
abruptly terminated.

VIII

To get to Hagen from Cologne
costs five Prussian thaler six groschen.

The coach was full, so I had to ride
in the trailer, it wasn’t a posh ’un.

A late autumn morning, damp and grey,

the coach-wheels ploughing mud;

bad weather, bad roads — but they couldn’t damp
the contentment that pulsed in my blood.

I am breathing the air of home again!
My cheeks glow and understand.
And all this dirt on the road, it is
the ﬁlt\h of my fatherland.

Like a welcome from old acquaintances
were the waving tails of our dapples,

and their steaming dung seemed as beautiful
as Atalanta’s apples.

We passed through Mihlheim. Nice little town,
the people quiet, hard-working.

The last time I was here was May

of AD one-and-thirty.

The splendour of blossom was everywhere then,
the sunlight was laughing and winking,

the birds were singing their courting songs

and people were hoping and thinking —
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Thinking: ‘The Scrawny Brotherhood
will soon have their bill to settle.
We’ll offer them a farewell toast
from long thin tubes of metal!

‘And freedom will come with dance and play
and bring the tricolour pennant;

perhaps she’ll even bring back from the dead
the Corsican Lieutenant.’

But the Scrawny Brotherhood never went,

and many of their nation

who were thin as rakes when they came to these parts
now sport a corporation.

The pallid crew looked as full of fun

as the cardinal virtues in those days.

Since then they’ve learned to swill our wine
and make most days red-nose-days.

Freedom herself has sprained her foot
and lost her exuberant powers;

even in Paris the tricolour

looks sadly down from the towers.

The Emperor’s been resurrected since,
but English worms had eaten

too much away. Now he’s buried again -
he knew when he was beaten.

I was there myself at the ceremony:
gold victory goddesses holding

the golden coffin wherein he lay,
the coach itself was golden.

Along the Champs Elysées, to where
Old Triumph still stands arching,

on through the mist, on over the snow
the solemn procession came marching.
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The music was grating, dissonant,
the musicians frozen-handed,
melancholy the greeting I had
from the eagle on every standard.

The people looked like ghosts that walked,
lost in old recollection —

the magic dream of empire had

a short, sad resurrection.

I wept that day. I could not keep

the tears in my eyes from welling,

to hear the lost cry of ‘Vive PEmpereur!”
pathetically swelling.

IX

It was quarter to eight when I left Cologne
that morning, as I’ve narrated.

We got to Hagen not much before three
for luncheon, somewhat belated.

They served up the real old Germanic food
from times near as ancient as Homer’s.
Hail to thee, blithe sauerkraut,

delightful are thy aromas.

Boiled chestnuts mixed among the greens,
dear Mother, just like you did!

O cod of my homeland, you too I greet,
as you swim in that rich butter fluid!

Beats there a feeling heart, o say,
which holds not its fatherland sacred?
Personally, I’'m also fond

of bloaters with eggs, well baked.
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How the sausages sang in the sizzling fat!
The fieldfares, little roast pious

angels served with apple sauce,

all twittered: “Welcome! Do try us!

‘Dear countryman, you’ve been long away,
now we’re too pleased to see you for words.
You’ve been knocking about in foreign parts
all this time, with those foreign birds!

A quiet homely German goose
was waiting to still my hunger.
Perhaps she loved me long ago
when both of us were younger.

She gave me a look so soulful, so true,
so meaning, with injured love’s eyes.

I’m sure she had a beautiful soul,

but her flesh was a bit on the tough side.

They served us pig’s head too. It says

a lot about German morals

that we stick to this quaint old custom. Our swine
still get decorated with laurels.

X

Just after Hagen, night came down
and I felt in my intestines

a creeping cold. I couldn’t get warm
till Unna, in one of its best inns.

I found a pretty maiden there,
her eyes were bright as stars; full
lovely the silken gold of her hair;
she also kept my glass full.
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As [ heard that attractive Westphalian lisp,

I thought with pleasure of others.

The fumes of the punch brought back old times,
I thought of my dear, dear brothers,

Westphalians all - how often we’d drink
as much as we were able,

till we sank in each other’s loving embrace
and slowly under the table.

I liked them so much in my Géttingen days,
those dear good lads of Westphalia.

They made no show, they put on no airs,
they were fellows who’d never fail you.

They were stalwarts at duelling, every one
in his breast a lion’s heart carried.

They were all upstanding, sporting chaps,
as they honestly thrust and parried.

Their fencing and drinking is fine and fair,

their friendship has the same quality:

when they give you their hand on 1t, they weep,
hearts of oak, with some sentimentality.

May heaven guard you, doughty race,
and keep your crops richly bearing;
may it preserve you from wars and fame
and heroes and deeds of daring.

God grant your sons may pass their exams
without a fail or falter,

and may He bring your daughters all

safe and well-matched to the altar.
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XI

This is the forest of Teutoburg,

you probably know it from Tacitus.
This 1s where Varus got himself stuck,
the classic boggy morass it was.

The Cheruscan prince defeated him here,
Arminius, alias Hermann;

the German principle won the day,

the muck was also German.

Just think, if Arminius’s blond horde
had lost to the foreign foeman,

would German liberty be what it is?
We should have all been Roman.

Rome’s language and Rome’s ways would reign,
there’d be vestal virgins in Munich,

those dear little Swabians would look so sweet
in Roman toga or tunic.

We’d have Hengstenberg as a haruspex,
over ox’s offal pondering,

and Neander as augur on the watch

for flocks of wild birds wandering.

Birch-Pfeiffer’d be swigging turpentine,
like Rome’s ladies aristocratic.

(It’s said that a side effect was to make
their urine aromatic.)

Raumer would not be a German clod,

he’d be a Roman Clodius;

Freiligrath’s poems would have no rhymes,
though they’d be no more melodious.
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There’d be a Latin name for Father
Jahn, that vulgar bully.

Me Hercule! Massmann would hold forth
in polished Latin like Tully.

Lovers of truth would have to fight
with jackals, lions and hyenas,

and not — as now — with dogs in trivial
journalistic arenas.

We’d have a single Nero now
instead of princes in dozens.

We’d slit a vein to escape his spite
like our noble Roman cousins.

Schelling would nobly take his life

in line with Seneca’s dictum.

We’d look at Cornelius’ pictures and say:
‘Cacatum non est pictum.’

Thank God! The Romans were beaten then,
soundly enough to deter them.

Varus with all his legions was lost,

and Germany stayed German.

Germans we stayed, and Germans we are,
and German’s the language we gas in —

a German says jass’, not ‘asinus’

(he has ways to be an ass in).

Raumer remained a German clod,
they even gave him a medal.
Freiligrath i1sn’t a Horace, of course;
he just has his rhymes to peddle.

Massmann, praise be, knows no Latin at all,
Birch-Pfeiffer’s penchant is dramatic,

she needn’t tipple turpentine

to be aristo-aromatic.
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O Hermann, for all this we’ve you to thank!
So at Detmold, as is fitting,

they’re building you a monument —

I’ve even put my bit in.

XII

It is night. Our chaise bumps on through the woods.
Suddenly there’s a cracking —

a wheel’s come off. We stop. All’s still.

This is a bit nerve-racking.

Off the postilion goes — how far

will the nearest village or town be?
It’s midnight. I am alone in the wood.
A howling starts up all around me.

That’s the wolves, their howling is wild,
they sound as if they’re ravenous.

I see their fiery eyes aglow

all round in the darkness cavernous.

It seems the news of my approach

has travelled on before us.

It’s for me they’ve illuminated the wood,
and now they’re singing a chorus.

It’s a serenade. Ah! now I see,
they’re treating me to the red carpet.
I strike a pose and make a speech,
with emotional gestures to mark it:

‘Dear fellow wolves! To be in your midst
today makes mie truly happy —

and to have so many noble minds
howling lovingly at me.
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“The feelings that this moment inspires
are the kind that never perish.

Yes! This is one of the hours, I know,
that my heart will always cherish.

‘I thank you for the trust which you
reposed in me. It was knowing
in testing times of your unfail-
ing support that kept me going.

‘My friends! You never doubted me,
you never let rascals deceive you

who spread the tale that I was well in
with the dogs and planned to leave you,

‘that I was a traitor, after high rank
among the Sheepish nation —

I didn’t consider such rumours deserved
the honour of refutation.

‘If ever I put sheep’s clothing on,
it was purely a practical méasure,
it kept me warm, but I never felt
that Sheepdom afforded much pleasure.

‘I’'m not a sheep, I'm not a dog,

not after high rank, not selfish -

I’ve always remained a wolf, my heart
and these teeth of mine are wolfish.

‘A wolf — I shall always howl with you
from no more than a little distance.

So count on me and help yourselves,
the Lord will add his assistance.’

That was the speech I made — a speech
is always improvisable.

Kolb’s Allgemeine printed it:

it was quite uarecognisable.
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XIII

The sun came up near Paderborn
as if he was bored and weary.

The job of lighting the stupid earth
is understandably dreary.

He’s only just lit one side up

and is hastening round to the other,
when his light already fades on the first,
and the powers of darkness recover.

Sisyphus’ stone rolls down again,

the Danaids’ cask can never

be filled, and the sun will go on in vain
lighting the earth for ever!

And when the early mists had cleared
I saw 1in the light of morning
a roadside image of the man
they nailed on the cross as a warning.

Poor cousin, it always makes me sad
when I recall your behaviour;

you wanted to redeem the world,
you fool, to play the saviour!

They played a nasty trick on you,
those high Establishment Pharisees.
Criticism of Church and State

was the worst of all possible heresies.

If only you’d written a book to show
that religion needed renewing.

But printing wasn’t invented then,
that was your undoing.
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The censor would have cut what fell
in his worldly jurisdiction;
Censorship would have lovingly
preserved you from crucifixion.

If only your Sermon on the Mount
had shown no political bias -

you had talent and intellect enough
not to tread on the corns of the pious.

You even whipped from the temple courts
the bankers and money-changers —
hapless idealist, there you now hang

to warn us ideals have dangers.

XIV

A raw wind and a barren land,

the chaise is bogged in the mire,

but my mind is singing with ringing words:
‘Sun, thou accusing fire.’

That’s the last line of the ancient song
my nurse would sing in my childhood -
‘Sun, thou accusing fire!” — like a horn
ringing through the wild wood.

The song tells of a murderer

who lay on fortune’s soft pillow.
But at the end he’s found in a wood,
hanged from a grey willow.

There on the willow trunk was nailed
the murderer’s sentence dire;

the secret avengers had caught him up -
‘Sun, thou accusing fire.’
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The sun’s rays had accused him first
and the sentence of death to require.
The murdered maiden’s dying appeal
was ‘Sun, thou accusing fire!

When I think of that tale, I also think
of my dear old nurse who told it;
I see again her old brown face,

the skin all wrinkled and folded.

She was born in the heart of the Minsterland
and knew innumerable

ghostly stories to chill your spine,

fairy-tale, folk-song and fable.

How my heart would thump when she told the tale
of that loneliest of princesses,

who sat in the middle of the heath

combing her golden tresses.

They set her there to mind the geese,
and when at nightfall returning

the goosegirl drove them back into town
she was filled with sadness and yearning.

For nailed up high above the gate
was the head of a horse on the tower,
the luckless horse that bore her off
into the strangers’ power.

Deeply the royal princess sighed:
‘Alas! that you hang there so!’

The horse’s head cried down to her:
‘Alas! that you pass there below!

The royal princess sighed so deep:
‘If only my mother knew it?’

The horse’s head cried down to her:
‘Her heart would sorely rue it.’
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With bated breath I listened when

my nurse grew grave and confiding,

her hushed voice spoke the Red-Beard’s name,
our Emperor-in-hiding.

She assured me that he wasn’t dead,
as the learned gentlemen tell us,

but hiding deep in a mountain’s heart
with all his well-armed fellows.

Kyffhiuser is the mountain’s name
and a cave is at its centre.

Ghostly gleams illumine the halls,
the light of day cannot enter.

The first hall is a stable vast;

the astonished eye there ranges

o’er thousands of horses, harness bright,
standing at their mangers.

All are bridled and saddled up,

all are in perfect fettle,

yet none ever whinnies or paws the ground.
They stand as if cast in metal.

In the second hall, upon the straw,
you see the soldiers lying,

thousands on thousands, bearded men,
warlike and death-defying,

all of them armed from top to toe,

the Emperor’s ancient might;

but they do not move a muscle, they lie
and sleep through the long night.

In the hall beyond lie swords and spears
and axes ready for taking,

armour and helmets of silver and steel,
and fire-arms of antique making.
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Not many cannon, but enough

to make a trophy of them.

A standard too, in red-black-gold,
proudly rises above them.

In the furthest hall, the Emperor sits
just as centuries have seen him —

at a table of stone, on a chair of stone,
arms propped, his head between them.

The beard that grows right down to his feet
is vivid red like fire.

From time to time he twitches a lid,

or raises one eyebrow higher.

Is he asleep, or does he brood?
Itis easy to be mistaken.

But when the fated hour comes,
he will rise with a mighty shaking.

He will seize the good flag in his hand
and cry: ‘To horse!” and ‘Forward?’
His men will awake and clanking rise
from the earth to follow their warlord.

Into the saddle they swing, their steeds
are whinnying now and pawing,

they ride out into a clattering world
with all the trumpets calling.

They will ride like men, they will fight like men,
after their long, deep slumber.

The Emperor will sit in judgment stern

on all that murderous number —

murderers who to do to death

a maiden did once conspire,

my wondrous golden-haired Germany —
‘Sun, thou accusing fire!”
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There’s many a castle feels solid and safe
to its laughing, complacent lord,
yet he won’t escape the Emperor’s wrath
or the Emperor’s avenging cord.

How lovely they sound, how sweet they sound,
those songs from the people’s lyre!

My superstitious heart exults:

‘Sun, thou accusing fire!”

XV

A fine rain is falling, its needle points
prick us and freeze the blood;

the horses sadly twitch their tails

and sweat as they wade through the mud.

The postilion blows a tune on his horn,

I know the good old rouser —

‘Three horsemen went riding out through the gate’ —
I feel myself getting drowsier.

The motion rocks me and off I nod,
and behold! a dream translates me
into that wondrous mountain-cave
where Barbarossa ‘awaits me.

No more on a stony seat he sat,

at a table of stone, like a statue,
nor did he have that imposing air
with which great men look at you.

He waddled about in those halls with me,
our talk was quite familiar;

he showed me his collection of arms

and other memorabilia.
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He showed me what a handy thing

for tight corners an old-fashioned mace is.

He polished some swords with his ermine robe,
there was rust in one or two places.

The helmets and armour were thick with dust,
so he took a feather duster

and flicked it off. Some headgear with spikes
likewise had to pass muster.

He also shook out the dust from his flag,
and said: ‘Now this is good work —

we’ve kept the moths from eating the silk,
and the woodworm out of the woodwork.’

And when we presently entered the hall,
where as far as the eye could measure
fully-armed warriors lay asleep,

the old man said with pleasure:

‘We’ll have to keep quiet, and not interrupt
the slumber you see my chaps in;

today is payday, a hundred years

are once more on the point of elapsing.’

And behold! as we passed each sleeping man,
the Emperor took a ducat,

crept gently up to the warrior’s side

and slipped it into his pocket.

Then he said to me, with a grin on his face,
as I looked at him in amazement:

‘A ducat apiece per hundred years,

those are their terms of engagement.’

In the next hall, where in silent rows

stood all the Emperor’s horses,

he rubbed his hands, and seemed well pleased
at the sight of his equine resources.
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He counted the horses one by one

and patted their flanks with affection;
I saw his lips move with anxious haste
as he counted them, section by section.

‘They still aren’t up to strength,” he said
at last, in some irritation;

‘I’ve plenty of soldiers and plenty of arms,
but I'm short of transportation.

‘We need more mounts — I’ve sent out men
in all directions to get ’em,

none but the best. You see we’ve a lot,
though we’ve not reached the target I set ’em.

‘But when there’s enough, I'll strike and put
my plans into operation.
My fatherland, my faithful folk

are longing for liberation.’

Thus spoke the Emperor, but I cried:
‘Why wait? It’ll serve no purpose.

Strike now, old fellow. If horses are short,
then even an ass will do service.’

Then Barbarossa smiled and replied:
“There’s time to wait till we’re ready.
Rome wasn’t built in a day - if a job’s
worth doing, i’ worth taking steady.

‘Tomorrow’s another day, more haste
less speed, festina lente

and chi va piano va sano — you see,
there’s wisdom in proverbs aplenty.’
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XVI

The coach’s jolting woke me up,

but soon my eyelids droop again

and I'm back in my dream with the Emperor
and all his ancient troop again.

We’re chatting away again as we walk,
our steps keep the echoes stirring;
he’s asking the questions now, I have
to tell him what’s been occurring.

It’s years and years since a scrap of news

from topsides filtered through to him;

since the Seven Years’ War his source has dried up,
all that I say is new to him.

Moses Mendelssohn, Madame Karschin
were the objects of his enquiry;

when he asked after Madame Dubarry, then
his interest grew quite fiery.

‘O Emperor,’ I said, ‘you’re a bit behind,
‘old Moses has long since passed on,
with Rebecca his wife — and Abraham
their son too is dead and gone.

‘Abraham and Lea begat

a wee lad, Felix his name is;

he’s made it among the Christians, as
an orchestral conductor, quite famous.

‘Old Madame Karschin is dead as well,
and so’s Madame Klencke, her daughter;
Helmine Chézy, her grandchild, though
has not yet passed over the water.
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‘Madame’ Dubarry lived it up

while Louis was a friend to her —

I mean the Fifteenth, she was getting on
when the guillotine put an end to her.

‘Louis the Fifteenth died in bed,

but after him the flood began;

they guillotined the Sixteenth and his Queen
when the terrible reign of blood began.

‘She bore herself nobly, Marie Antoinette,
Louis the Sixteenth’s Queen,

But Madame Dubarry screamed and wept
when put under the guillotine.’

The Emperor suddenly stopped in his tracks
and stared at me with gleaming

eyes and said: ‘For heaven’s sake,

what is this guillotining?’

‘The guillotine’ - I explained to him -
‘Is a recent innovation

for putting human beings to death
regardless of social station.

‘The new procedure involves the use
of a certain new machine

invented by Monsieur Guillotin —
hence the name ‘Guillotine.

‘You’re strapped down to a board, like so,
they lower it and shove you

promptly between two posts; a trian-
gular axe is hanging above you;

“They pull a string, the axe shoots down —
rather a jolly spectacle;

in the course of these proceedmgs, your head
falls into a waiting receptacle.’
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At this point the Emperor broke in:
‘Be silent, I want no more news of it!

A horrid machine, the Lord forbid
that ever I should make use of it.

“The Sovereign and his Lady Queen!
Strapped down! It’s a disgrace, sir!
Against all the rules of etiquette!
People should know their place, sir!

‘And who d’you think you are to dare
converse with me like an equal?

Just wait, my lad, I'll take you down
a peg or two in the sequel!

“To hear you talk is quite enough
to goad me beyond reason.

You’re guilty, I say, of lese-majesté,
your very breath is treason?’

When the old man got so worked up
and lost all sense of proportion,

I started to speak my mind as well,

I threw away all caution.

‘Barbarossa’ — I cried in return —
‘You’re only some old fable,

go back to bed, we’ll free ourselves
without you, we’re quite able.

‘If they were to see us led by a ghost
with sceptre and crown imperial,

the Republicans would laugh us to scorn,
we’d just be joke-material.

‘And I don’t much like your flag — I lost
my taste for the German Olden
Tymes when my fellow-students made

a fetish of black-red-golden.
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‘Perhaps on reflection you’d better stay

in your cave, a historical oddity;

for our present purposes, Emperors aren’t
a necessary commodity.’

XVII

I rowed with the Emperor in my dream -
in dream, please note my insistence;
faced with princes in waking hours,

we put up no such resistance.

It’s only in the Utopia of dreams
that a German dare fling in their faces
the German opinion which he conceals
in his loyal heart’s inmost places.

My dreams were finally chased away

by what I saw on waking —

the trees in a wood we were driving by;
wooden, and real, and naked.

The oak trees earnestly shook their heads,

I could feel their attitude harden.

Each birch tree, each twiglet nodded reproof,
and I cried ‘Dear, Emperor, pardon!

‘Forgive, Barbarossa, my hasty word!
I know that you’re so much wiser
than me, I’'m not the patient sort —
but oh, how long, my Kaiser?

‘If you don’t much like the guillotine,
the good old method passes:

the sword for noblemen, the cord

for the burgher- and peasant-classes.
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‘But do hang a nobleman now and then,
and behead a burgher or peasant —
we’re all God’s children, after all,

and a change is always pleasant.

‘Bring back the Lawcourts of Charles the Fifth,
that repressed the Reformation,

divide the people into estates,

into guild and corporation.

‘The Holy Roman Empire of old,

yes, bring it back, lock, stock and barrel,
with all its musty junk and all

its trimming and fancy apparel.

“The Middle Ages, well, I suppose
if you give us the genuine article,
I’ll put up with that. Just rescue us
from all this hybrid, farcical,

‘revolting, pseudo-knightliness
which, under its Gothic cover,
is just a lot of modern deceit,

neither one thing nor the other.

“Throw out that pack of comedians

who parody times long gone,

and shut down their theatres once for all —
how long, o Emperor, how long?’

XVIII

A mighty fortress is Minden town,
armed to the teeth, most alarming.

A stay in a Prussian stronghold’s a thing
I find distinctly uncharming.
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It was evering there when we arrived;
the drawbridge planks, to greet us,
groaned chillingly as we rolled across,
the dark moat yawned beneath us.

Tall bastions with threatening mien
looked down at me in anger;

the gate was opened with rattle of chains
and shut with equal clangour.

My heart sank at the sound, as once
in that cave the heart of Odysseus,
when he knew that Polyphemus’s rock
had blocked the only issue.

Up to the coach stepped a corporal
to ask the name of his clients.

‘My name is Noman, oculist,

and I let light into giants.’

I felt even worse when we got to the inn,
even the meal was no pleasure.

I went straight to bed, but I couldn’t sleep
for the bedclothes’ uncomfortable pressure.

It was a good wide feather-bed,
it had red damask curtains,

the canopy was faded gold,
with a tassel, rather dirty.

That bloody tassel! All night long

my beauty-sleep it wrought havoc with,
ung threatening above my head

just like the sword of Damocles.

Sometimes it seemed the head of a snake,
and I heard its sinister sibilance:

“You’re in the fortress, and here you’ll stay,
you won'’t escape our vigilance.’
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‘Oh dear’ - I sighed — ‘I wish I was back
in the Faubourg Poissonniére

in Paris, with my dearest wife,

enjoying her loving care!’

And sometimes something brushed across
my forehead, I felt it on me

just like an icy censor’s hand —

my thoughts all vanished promptly.

Gendarmes wrapped in winding sheets
kept my bed surrounded,

a white confusion of spooks, an uncanny
clank of chains resounded.

Help! The spectres dragged me away
and finally they bound me

fast at the foot of a mountain-face,
and who do you think found me?

Yes, it was that tassel again!

Still as filthy as ever,

now he looked like a vulture, sharp
of talon and black of feather,

and now like the Prussian eagle — his claws
were gripping me, unrelenting,

he was steadily eating my liver away,

I was groaning and lamenting,.

Long I lamented — then the cock crew,
and my feverish dream subsided;

I lay in a sweat in that Minden bed,
the tassel hung harmless beside it.

I took the fast coach for Biickeburg,
and only out in the country
did I breathe again and begin to lose
the feeling of being hunted.
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XIX

O Danton, you were very wrong
and dearly you had to pay.

A man can take his country along,
when it’s made of such sticky clay.

I had half the principality

of Buckebr rg stuck to my boots;
I’ve never ‘ravelled in all my life
by half such muddy routes.

I got out in Biickeburg itself.

My grandpa was born in the town —

my grandmother came from Hamburg — it seemed
a reason for looking round.

My footwear was filthy. In Hanover
I had the mud scraped off it,

and out I went to inspect the town,
I like to travel with profit.

My goodness! That’s a cleaner place,
the streets there don’t need hosing.

It has some magnificent buildings too,
massive and very tmposing.

What I specially liked was an open square
with stately homes and a palace,

the King of Hanover lives in it,

quite a reasonable one, on balance

(the palace, that is). Each side of the gate
it has a box with a sentry.

Redcoats with muskets stand on guard,
unsavoury-looking gentry.
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“This is where Ernst Augustus lives’,
my guide took up his story,

‘a nobleman, advanced in years,

but otherwise a Tory.

‘He lives in idyllic safety here,

protected not by henchmen,

but by the lack of courage among

our friends, whose names I won’t mention.

“Whenever I see him, he complains
how fearful borin’ his job is,

being a king in Hanover

where this wretched German mob is.

‘He’s used to the British way of life,
he finds ours narrow beside it,

he suffers from spleen, and rather fears
he may hang himseltf now he’s tried it.

‘I recently found him at crack of dawn,

by his fireplace, stooping sadly,

his royal hands making a poultice for

his hounds, who’d caught something badly.’

XX

From Harburg to Hamburg it took me about
an hour. The sun was setting.

The stars came out and greeted me,

the air was sweet and refreshing.

And when I came to my mother’s house,
she was near overpowered with pleasure.
She cried ‘My dearest boy! and clapped
her dear old hands together.
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‘My dearest boy! It’s thirteen years
since last I had a look at you!

You must be very hungry, I’'m sure —
just tell me what I can cook for you.

‘I’ve got some fish and I've got some goose,

and some oranges to follow.’

“Then I'll have some fish and I'll have some goose
and some oranges to follow.’

And as I sat there, tucking in,

my mother’s cheerful talk would

keep turning to topics and touching on things
that I found distinctly awkward.

‘Dear boy! Are you well looked after now?
I’ve heard that abroad it’s shocking.

Does your wife know how to run a house,
can she darn a shirt and stocking?’

“This fish 1s excellent, mother dear,

but you mustn’t disturb me with questions.
It’s easy to swallow a bone if you talk,

and that’s painful for people’s digestions.’

And when I'd eaten the tasty fish,

the goose was next for serving.

My mother got gn to her questions again,
some were a bit unnerving.

‘My dearest boy! You’ve lived so long
in France, since your sudden removal.
Is it nicer there? Do the people and life
meet with your fuller approval?’

‘Well, mother dear, the German goose

is good, but the French do stuffing
much better than we do, their sauces too
are famous, and not for nothing.’
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And when the goose had taken her leave,
for my further delectation

on came the oranges, juicy and sweet
beyond all expectation.

But my mother began her questions again —
you know how an old girl natters —

a thousand things she wanted to know,
among them some delicate matters.

‘My dear boy! how do you see things now?
Do you still have your addiction

to politics? Which party now

commands your whole-hearted conviction?’

“These oranges, mother dear, are good,
so rich in tasty juices.

But I'm not inclined to swallow the peel,
the wrapping they come in is useless.’

XXI

They’re slowly rebuilding Hamburg — one half
was burnt in the fire disaster.

The town’s now like a half-shorn dog,

looking sadly up at his master.

I'm sorry certain streets have gone,

there are places that one misses —

where is the house where my very first love
inspired my very first kisses?

Or the firm where my Travel Sketches saw print,
my first work, witty and boisterous?

Or that splendid oyster-cellar where

I swallowed my very first oysters?
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And Dirtwall, where is Dirtwall gone?
It isn’t much use my looking.

Where’s the Pavilion where they did
such marvellous pastry-cooking?

Where’s the Town Hall where the Senate sat
and the Burgher Assembly debated?

It seems the most sacred things weren’t spared,
that too was incinerated.

The people haven’t recovered vyet,

they were sighing and looking fearful.
They told me the terrible tale with faces
long and voices tearful:

“The fire was burning on every side,

there was smoke and flame all around;
the towers of churches blazed to the skies,
and came crashing down to the ground.

“The old Exchange was burnt right out,
where our ancestors through the ages
tried to lead honest business lives
without too much blotting their pages.

‘The Bank, the city’s silver soul,

and those books with the information
on what each man is worth, praise be!
were saved from the conﬂagranon

‘Praise be! They collected on our behalf,
quite distant lands even sent some,
it added up to eight million in all -
for a whip-round, really quite handsome.

[“The charity fund was run from the start
by Christians pious and true;

how much it was the right hand took,
the left hand never knew.]
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‘From every country the money flowed
into our open coffers.

They even sent us victuals too,

we didn’t disdain any offers.

‘People sent clothes and beds galore,
and bread and meat and soups too.
The King of Prussia even thought
he’d like to send us his troops too!

‘The material damage was made good,
that was easily calculated -

but oh! the alarm, the fright we had,
that can never be compensated!’

I tried to cheer them: ‘Dear people,’ I said,
‘I’s no good weeping and wailing.

Troy was a better town, yet it burnt,
resistance was unavailing.

‘Build your houses up again,
and dry up all the puddles,

get better hoses, and sort out
your fire-regulation muddles.

‘Go easy on peppery mockturtle soup

and those dishes it’s hard to stay thin on -
the carp you cook in that unhealthy way,
all swimming in fat, with the skin on.

‘Turkey won’t do you quite so much harm,
but beware! That other species
that’s laid his egg in the Lord Mayor’s wig
needs watching, he’s malicious.

“Which vile bird that is, need I say?
I’m sure you catch my meaning.

I only have to think of him

and it sets my stomach heaving.’
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XXII

I found the people of Hamburg changed
even more than the city,

like walking ruins they go about,

poor broken objects of pity.

The lean ones are much thinner now,
the stout ones have got still fatter,

the children have grown old, the adults
grown childish for that matter.

Some were now oxen I’d left as calves,
they’d clearly not had a lean time;
many a gosling had become

a proud-plumed goose in the meantime.

I found old Gudel all dolled up

and painted like a siren;

she’d acquired black locks and brilliant white teeth
you couldn’t help admiring.

My friend the paper-seller was

the one who seemed to have kept best;

his hair has turned yellow, but still flows thick,
he looks like John the Baptist.

I only saw * * * go rushing by.

Poor man! If reports are reliable,

his mind was quite burned out, and his
insurers refused to be liable.

My dear old censor too I saw

again. In the mist, all stooping,
he met me in the Goosemarket
his spirits were sadly drooping.
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We shook hands warmly, and a tear
welled under the old boy’s eyelid.

He was so glad to see me again! He found
the occasion as touching as I did.

Not everyone was still about -
some are now ‘dear departed’;

I couldn’t see Gumpelino again,
I felt quite broken-hearted.

The noble fellow’s earthly span

was only quite recently over.

As a seraph transfigured he no doubt floats
by now round the throne of Jehovah.

Another old chap I tried to find

but couldn’t come across again

was crooked Adonis, who strolled the streets
selling cups and nocturnal porcelain.

Sarras, the faithful hound, i1s no more.

A terrible loss! There’s no doubting

that Campe would sooner have lost a score
of his authors than be without him.

The population of Hamburg State

has long been part Christian, part Jewish.
The Christians who ever give much away
are also decidedly fewish.

The Christians all are fairly good folk,

and at lunch-time they like good tucks-in.
They pay before creditors press too hard,
and stay solvent, as long as their luck’s in.

The Jews can be subdivided again -

the distinction’s really quite simple:

the old-style lot go to Synagogue,

and the new-fangled ones to the Temple.
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New Jewry eats pork — when it comes to the Law,
they’re great rebellion-backers;

they’re democrats where the old-style Jews

are mostly aristocrackers.

I’'m fond of them all, both new and old,
but I swear by the Holy Family

I'm even fonder of little smoked sprats —
that’s a Hamburg speciality.

XXIII

The Republic of Hamburg was never as great
as Venice, or as Florence;

but it has better oysters, the best can be had
at the excellent Keller ‘Bei Lorenz’.

A beautiful evening it was when I
strolled down that way with Campe —
a publisher runs to oysters and hock
when he has his best author to pamper.

There was pleasant company gathered there
I was glad to see, among others,

old comrades lik¢ Doctor Chaufepié,

and also several new brothers.

Wille was there, whose face is like

an autograph book, it’s so dented

from student days, when his enemies’ names
were very legibly entered.

There was Fuchs, a benighted infidel
and personal foe of Jehovah;

he only believes in Hegel, and p’raps
the Venus of Canova.
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My Campe sat with a genial grin
and revelled in doing the honours;
his visage shone with bliss, just like
those saintly transfigured madonnas.

I ate and drank most heartily,

and thought to myself, indistinctly:
‘Old Campe is really a very great man,
among publishers he’s princely.

‘Another one might have abandoned me
in a garret, starving and pining.

I shall always stick to Campe. With him,
there’s wining as well as dining.

‘Thanks be to the Almighty on high

for making the grape and its juices,

and for giving me Julius Campe to print
the works my pen produces!

‘Thanks be to the Almighty on high

whose fiat set in motion

the Rhineland hock-trade, and brought forth
the oysters in the ocean!

‘Who also made the lemons grow

to add to the oysters’ attraction —
Father, preserve my stomach this night
from any violent reaction?

Hock always gets me going, a mood
of benevolence and urbanity

comes over me, I feel the need

to express my love of humanity.

It drives me out of doors, I have

to go out in the streets a-strolling,

my soul seeks another soul — will there be
any long white garments patrolling?
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At moments like these I almost melt
with melancholy and yearning;

all cats are grey in the dark, all women
are Helens, I’'m not too discerning.

And when I came to the Drehbahn, I saw
there in the moonlight, majestic,

a splendid figure of womanhood,
wondrously large-breasted.

Her face was round and bespoke rude health,
her eyes they were turquoise blue,

her cheeks were like roses, like cherries her lips,
her nose was reddish too.

Upon her head she wore a cap

with elaborate decorations —

starched white linen, folded and tucked
into towers and crenellations.

She wore a tunic of white, which reached
to her calves. What calves they were, too!
A Doric column’s the only apt
comparison I can refer to.

A naturalness that was quite of this world
was writ in her face for the seeing;

but the superhuman hinderparts

betrayed a higher being.

She accosted me, and thus she spoke:
“Welcome to Hamburg once more
after thirteen years away. I observe
you have the same tastes as before.

‘You’re looking perhaps for the Beautiful Souls
who would meet you by Elbe’s water

and spend the gay night hours with you

down here in this pleasant quarter.
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[‘But Long Moll’s gone, and Chubby-cheeked Nan’s
gone too, in vain you’ll seek her,

nor will you find the Brunswick lass

known as Fancy-dress Frederica.

‘You’ll seek in vain, for gone as well
are Ace-of-Spades Lou, Miss Whitey,
Red-headed Sophie, Chastity Sue
and Marianna the Flighty.

‘And Straw-haired Hetty’s no longer about,
and nor is Big Malvina.

And Madcap Mary’s no more seen

than Battleaxe Katrina.]

‘You’ll find no more those flowers pure
your young heart was always adoring;
they blossomed here, they are faded now,
their petals blown down by the stormwind.

‘Faded, plucked, trod down indeed
by Fate with its brutal feet -

my friend, that is the lot on earth
of everything lovely and sweet.

‘“They’ve been swallowed up by that monster Life,
the hundred-headed hydra;

you won’t get back those good old times,

or the girls who enjoyed them beside you.

[‘After you left us, things began
to change beyond recognising;

the way young people feel and act
today I find deeply surprising.

‘“What’s left of the Germany we knew

has been left to wither and weather,

if you go down Schwieger Street, you’ll find
a different world altogether.’
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“Who are you,’ I cried, ‘that you know the names
of that Hamburg generation

who in bygone nights took an active hand

in my early education?

‘I have to admit, I do still have

a soft spot for the old ways,

for Germany as it was, and for all
those lovely girls from the old days.]

‘But you, who are you? You look at me
like a dream from days beyond telling —
where do you live, great lady, and may
I escort you back to your dwelling?’

The woman smiled, and thus she spoke:
‘You’re mistaken, Sir, I’'m a good
respectable, moral person, and not

one of that sisterhood.

‘I’'m not a girlie, as you suppose,
not one of your French-style totties.
Know this: I am Hammonia,

Hamburg’s Guardian Goddess.

‘I see you falter, I see you are shocked,
you who were once a bold singer.
D’you still wish to see me home? If so,
then kindly do not linger.’

But I, I laughed aloud and cried:

‘T will follow without delay -

lead on forthwith, I will follow you
though Hell should bar the way!’
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XXIV

How I got up those narrow stairs
I find quite mystifying;

perhaps invisible spirits bore

me up them, as if flying.

Up in Hammonia’s little room

I hardly noticed the time pass.

The goddess confessed to me how strong
her liking for me and my rhyme was.

‘The poet,” she said, ‘who in earlier times
I most warmly used to admire

was the bard whose pious measures told
the story of the Messiah.

‘Look over there at the sideboard - the bust
of dear Klopstock still stands upon it,
although for years it’s only been used

to keep the shape in my bonnet.

‘Now you are my favourite, your portrait hangs
at the head of my bed — with bay-leaves

you see the picture-frame is crowned,

I dust and adjust them daily.

‘I must admit, though, the fact that you
kept needling my sons with such frequency
has often wounded me deeply — it went
beyond the bounds of decency.

‘I hope you will have learned by now
not to behave so badly,

you ought to be more tolerant

and suffer fools more gladly.

85



‘But tell me, there’s one thing I’'m puzzled about,
there must be a special reason

why you came back home in weather like this?
Winter is scarcely the season.’

‘The human heart, o Goddess’ — said I —
‘is deep and enigmatic.

Its impulses come at the awkwardest times,
it’s really quite erratic.

‘Outwardly everything seemed all right,

but within there was something amiss with me,
it was homesickness, a bad attack,

I thought of my homeland wistfully.

‘Like lead the French air weighed on me
which once was so stimulating;

I had to breathe German air again,

for fear of suffocating.

‘I yearned for the fug from German pipes,
for the reek of burning peat;

I trembled with eagerness to have
German soil under my feet.

‘At night I sighed and longed to see

my mother, I sorely missed her,

the old girl whq lives by the Dam Gate, near
dear Lottie, that’s my sister.

‘And also that noble old gentleman
whose generous protection

and regular scoldings I once enjoyed.
Some sighs went in his direction.

‘I wanted to hear him say “Young fool!” —
That was once his favourite phrase;

like music it’s always rung in my heart

as an echo of far-off days.
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‘I yearned to see the blue smoke again
that rises from German chimneys,

for Lower Saxony’s nightingales,

and those quiet groves of beech-trees.

‘I even yearned for the places that once

were the stations of my passion,

where I dragged my cross and wore my thorns —
my youthful suffering’s ration.

‘I wanted to weep where once I felt
the bitterest tear-drops burning —
it’s a kind of patriotism, I

suppose, this foolish yearning.

‘I don’t like to mention it; at root

it’s a disease, this feeling,

a wound that I’m ashamed of, and not
a thing for public revealing.

‘There’s nothing I hate like that villainous pack
who, to stir up easy emotions,

flaunt their patriotism about

and lay bare their ulcerous notions.

‘Shameless beggars is what they are,
shabbily seeking charity.

All Menzel and the Swabians want
is a penn’orth of popularity.

‘O Goddess, today I was in the mood

for rather giving way to it;

I have the disease, but I’m treating myself
and I shall soon put paid to it.

‘Yes, I am sick — a cup of tea

I would take as a friendly favour;
that’s the refreshment my spirit needs.
Just add some rum for flavour.’
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XXV

The Goddess made me tea with rum,
I sat and watched her see to it;

as for herself, she drank the rum
without adding any tea to it.

Then when we’d had our refreshment, she leaned
her head upon my shoulder

(her fancy cap got crumpled a bit)

and replied to what I had told her:

‘I often thought of you living there
among that frivolous nation,

all alone with no friend to preserve
you from all that immoral temptation.

“You stroll about the Paris streets
and don’t even have beside you
a faithful German publisher, as
a mentor to warn and guide you.

‘Seduction there is hot and strong,
all those sylphs on the look-out for gallants,
their health isn’t.all it ought to be,
and a young man can quite lose his balance.

‘Don’t go back to France, stay with us instead;
here there’s self-control and propriety,

and many quieter pleasures too,

to add a bit of variety.

‘Stay here — the Germany of today

you’ll find much more to your liking;

we’re very progressive, I’'m sure you’ve found
the signs of progress striking.
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“The censorship is no longer strict,
Hoffmann’s got older, he stretches
a point, he’s not the angry young man
who hacked your Travel Sketches.

‘You’re older and mellower yourself,
you too will be more easy-going,
you’ll see even the past in a rosier light
than on your previous showing.

‘That things were ever so terrible here

is simply an overstatement;

you could always opt for suicide

if you couldn’t put up with enslavement.

“The people enjoyed full freedom of thought,
at least among the masses,

restrictions only affected the

small group of the writing classes.

“The vilest demagogues, who went
among the people and stirred it —
they were never exiled out of hand,
there was always a legal verdict.

‘To talk of oppression and tyranny
is a wild exaggeration -

no prisoner in a2 German gaol

was left to die of starvation.

‘Consider the German past: so many

lovely examples it offers

of simple faith and harmony.

Now we’re plagued with doubters and scoffers.

“This practical outward freedom, you’ll see,
will kill the ideal we cherish,

our dream of Germany lily-pure —
we shall have to watch it perish.
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‘Our poetry too is burning low,

if not yet quite extinguished;
Freiligrath’s Moorish King will die out,
with kings that are more distinguished.

‘Our children will eat and drink their fill,
but it won’t be our old-world idyll;

a Big Spectacular’s on the way

which will cut it off short in the middle.

‘If you could keep a secret, I

would unseal Destiny’s book for you,

in my magic mirrors the future’s revealed;
I could arrange a look for you.

‘I have never shown it to mortal eye,
but to you I should like to show it:
the future of your Fatherland -

but alas! you’d let everyone know it.’

‘Good God, o Goddess,’ I cried in delight,
‘it would be a supreme pleasure,

let me see Germany as it will be —

I will guard your secret like treasure.

‘I will swear before you whatever oath
you care to ask of me, whereby

to guarantee full secrecy -

pray tell me, what shall I swear by?’

But she then answered: ‘Swear the oath
Father Abraham exacted

when he sent his man Eliezer to get

a wife for Isaac contracted.

‘Lift up my garment and lay your hand
here on my thigh beneath it,

and swear that in writing and in speech
you will keep what I show you secret.’
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A solemn moment! I felt the breath

of ancient times on my visage

as I stood before her and swore the oath
after the patriarch’s usage.

I lifted the Goddess’s garment and laid
my hand on her thigh beneath it,

and swore that in writing and in speech

I would keep what she showed me secret.

XXVI

The Goddess’s cheeks were red and flushed —
the rum, I think, was doing it —

and thus she spoke, in saddened tones,

as if she was already ruing it:

‘I grow old, I was born when first they built
this city, and “Hamburg” called it.

My mother was a shellfish queen

where the Elbe flows into the Baltic.

‘My father was great Charlemagne,

the lord of a mighty kingdom.

He had even more power than Frederick the Great
of Prussia, and much more wisdom.

“The throne he sat on the day he was crowned
1s still in Aachen; the other,

the one he sometimes sat on at night,

was left to my dear late mother.

‘My mother left it in turn to me:

as antiques go, there are finer,

but I wouldn’t swap it for Rothschild’s bank
or for all the tea in China.
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‘It’s over there in the corner, look,
just an old chair; the leather

i1s worn and torn on the arms, the seat
is moth-eaten altogether.

‘But if you go across and lift

the cushion from the settle,

you’ll see a circular opening,

and beneath it a pot made of metal.

“That is a magic pot, wherein
the occult forces are brewing;
if you put your head down the hole, it will be
the future you are viewing —

“The future of Germany you will see
down there like a shifting phantasma,

but do not shudder if the filth

sends up a foul miasma!’

Thus she spake, and laughed a strange laugh;
but I was not to be daunted.

Curious, I hastened to peer through the hole,
to see what terrors would haunt it.

What I saw, I will not betray,
for I promised never to tell it.
But seeing was only half the tale -
Ye gods! if you could smell it! . . .

It still revolts me when I recall

the smells I smelt to begin with —

the stink of untanned hides, and of old
bad cabbage it was mixed in with.

But the scents that followed this prelude, God!
were anything but respites;

it smelr as if they were sweeping the dung
from six-and-thirty cesspits.

92



I know that curing a great disease

is harder than one supposes —

as Saint-Just once said, you don’t get far
with musk and oll of roses.

But the way the German future smelt
was ghastly, hideous — stronger

than ever my nose had bargained for —
soon I could stand it no longer .

I lost my senses, and when once more
I opened my eyes, the Goddess

was there beside me, my head reposed
upon her buxom bodice.

Her eyes were flashing, her lips aglow,
her breath came fast and frantic;

she sang a wild ecstatic song

as she clasped me in embrace bacchantic:

‘Stay with me in Hamburg, I love you, let’s
attend to the eating and drinking of

oysters and wine in the present, the dark
German future doesn’t bear thinking of.

‘Put back the lid! It would dampen our joys
if that smell crept out from below it.

I love you as hotly as woman e’er loved

a handsome German poet.

‘The moment I kiss you, I'm carried away
by poetic inspiration,

I feel my soul is in the grip

of a wondrous intoxication.

‘I seem to hear out there in the street

the nightwatchmen singing for us -

sweet partner in pleasure, they’re marriage songs,
an epithalamial chorus!
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‘And now I'see mounted servants appear,
with torches suggestively flickering,
they dance the torch-dance to honour us,
jumping and prancing and wiggling.

“The City Elders and Senate are come,
that reverend institution;

the Burgomaster clears his throat

to pronounce an allocution.

“The corps of diplomats appears,

they’re resplendent for the formalities
and (with some reservations) wish us well
in the name of their principalities.

“The rabbis and pastors are here in force
to represent things religious —

Oh dear! here’s Censor Hoffmann too,
and he’s brought his official scissors!

“The scissors are clicking in his hand -
he’s wild, he’s foaming, he’s hissing ~
he rushes up to you — there’s a snip —
alack! now your best piece is missing.’

XXVII

What happened subsequently on
that wondrous nocturnal occasion
I’ll save for warmer summer days
and separate narration.

The Grundy generation now

thank Heaven is slowly dying,

it’s ripe for the grave, brought low by its own
hypocrisy and lying.
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A new generation is rising that has

no hang-ups or pretences;

it thinks what it likes, enjoys what it likes —
I will help it keep its senses.

The youth now budding will understand
the benevolence of a proud poet,

his heart has the warmth of a radiant sun,
he is eager to bestow it.

My heart is loving as the light,

and pure and chaste as fire;

the noblest of the graces have tuned
the strings that span my lyre.

It is the lyre my father struck
that now his offspring uses —
the great Greek Aristophanes,
the darling of the Muses.

It is the lyre with which he sang
of how Pisthetairos courted
Basileia, and both at last
together were exalted.

In chapter twenty-six, I tried

a modest imitation

of the final scene of father’s Birds —
that’s his very finest creation.

The Frogs is also a splendid piece.
They’re playing a German version
at present on the Berlin stage,

for the King’s own royal diversion.

The King enjoys the play. That shows
some taste — for an ancient poet.

But when modern frogs begin to croak,
he doesn’t want to know it.
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The King enjoys the play. But if

the author were still living,

the welcome he’d get in Prussia would not
be the same his play’s been given.

The real Aristophanes, poor chap,

would no sooner have crossed our border
than we’d see him getting a short, sharp shock
from the forces of law and order.

The mob, instead of applauding, would soon
abuse him, at higher behest;
and in no time at all there’d be warrants out
for the noble fellow’s arrest.

O King! I have your welfare at heart,
this is good advice I’m giving:

by all means honour the poets of yore —
but watch your step with the living.

Don’t rub live poets up the wrong way;

they have weapons that make Jove’s lightning

(a poet invented that) look tame.

If you cross them, your prospects are frightening.

Offend the gods, the old and the new,
Zeus and all his pack up

high on Olympus, Jehovah as well -
but don’t get the poet’s back up.

The gods have punishments harsh enough
for human evil-doing,

the fires of Hell are pretty hot,

you sit there braising and stewing —

Still, there are saints to pray you free
from the cooking-fires of the Devil;
donations to churches and masses for souls
win friends at the Highest level.
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And when time’s ended, Christ will come
to snatch away Hell’s portion;

it’s true his judgment will be stern,

still, some will get off with a caution.

But there are hells whose inmates are doomed
to stay imprisoned forever;

prayer won’t avail, and powerless is

the Saviour’s lovmg endeavour.

Have you not heard of Dante’s Hell,
the terrible terza rima?

Whoever has once been shut in there
can hope for no redeemer.

The poet’s flames have got him for good,

they scorch and scourge and scorn him.

Take care: we might roast you in just such a hell
as an everlasting warning.
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PARALIPOMENA

A discarded introduction

Paris, farewell, beloved town,
today I have to leave you
in all your rich abundance of
pleasure and joie de vivre.

The German heart within my breast
a-suddenly is ailing;

only one doctor in the north

can cure it without failing.

His cure it will be prompt and sure,
he has that reputation;

his bitter mixtures, though, I grant,
fill me with trepidation.

Farewell, you jolly Frenchmen all,

it is a foolish yearning

that drives me from you, brothers in fun,
but I shan’t be long returning.

Just think, I yearn to smell the peat,

see heathland sheep, taste sauer-

kraut, turnips and black rye bread, and hear
the watchman call the hour.

I miss the pipesmoke, dialect,
pompous officials, rudeness,

and German daughters of the manse
in all their blond-haired cuteness.

I long to see my mother too -
you’ll think this no dishonour -
through all these thirteen exile years
I’ve not set eyes upon her.
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Farewell my wife, my lovely wife,
you cannot know my torture;

I press you to me tenderly,

but I can’t delay departure.

A torturing thirst drives me away,
although you love me so sweetly —
I have to breathe German air again
or I'll suffocate completely.

Within me the torments of eagerness
stronger and stronger surge,

and to set foot on German soil again
is an irresistible urge.

By the end of the year, I'll be cured and back
to enjoy my convalescence,

and then I'll buy you - very first thing -

the nicest New Year presents.

XXVI: ¢ after stanza 11

The carrion of history, villains long past
and ancient corpses, still noisome
though long since rotted, were giving off
the final whiff of their poison.

And they were outdone by that holy ghost,
the resurrected vampire

which has sucked the very life-blood of

so many a people and empire.

It was out to infect the world again

with its breath that sets all things decaying.
Its rotten belly gaped open wide,

the horrible worms displaying;

and every worm a vampire in turn

which added its stinking bit to

the general stench, when its hideous form
was caught and safely slit through.
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A stink of blood, tobacco and schnaps
and of criminals hung for atrocities -

in life they were evil-smelling enough,

in death they were stinking monstrosities.

A stink of hounds and bitches, a stink
of lap-dogs whose pious loyalty

would lick the spittle of Power, and die
for Altar and for Royalty.

A poisonous stench of rotting it was

that that knacker’s heap exuded;

there the beastly school of Historical Law
its earthly span concluded.

XXVI: ¢ after stanza 17

‘A King there is in Thule, he has

a goblet, ’tis what he holds dearest,

and when from the goblet he has drunk,
his vision is not of the clearest.

“Then thoughts arise in his fuddled mind
which others would find abhorrent,

and soon, my child, you may find your name
inscribed on a Prussian warrant.

‘So don’t go near that northern King,
keep safely out ofi his way,

look out for the gendarmes and police
and the lawyers he has in his pay . . .’
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NOTES

Page 30 st. 3: belly . . . hands. Good fighting talk at first sight —
but can organs of the same body have conflicting interests? Not
if we take at face value the metaphor of a single harmonious
‘body politic’. The plebs in Shakespeare’s Coriolanus (I, 1) do
when the Senator Menenius placates them with a fable of how the
limbs once rebelled against the belly: the belly claimed it only
received ‘the general food at first’ and sent out the goodness
equally to all the body, retaining ‘but the bran’; and ‘the Senators
of Rome are that good belly.” Has Heine, who knew his
Shakespeare, scored an own goal and invalidated his own
rhetoric? Only if we too swallow the metaphor uncritically. If
we recognise the allusion, ‘belly’ and ‘hands’ remind us how the
plebs were duped, and raise the question of how internally
harmonious the body politic really is.

Page 31 st. 4: the giant. One of Hercules’ labours was to kill the
giant Antaeus, whose strength was renewed if he touched his
mother Earth. Schiller’s poem ‘The Three Illusions’ (‘Die Worte
des Wahns’) made that an image of idealism defeating the real
world:

‘You must strangle him clear of the ground, for then

He cannot grow strong from earth’s touch again.’
Heine, strikingly, makes Antaeus the hero. The reversal is in
tune with his earthier values.

Page 32 st. 4: August Heinrich Hoffmann von Fallersleben.
Contemporary political poet.

Page 32 st. 5: Zollverein. The Customs Union was a Prussian
initiative, taken in 1828 to create some economic unity between
German states. Prussia’s declining power-competitor, Austria,
saw it (rightly) as a move to strengthen Prussian political
influence.

Page 32. st. 7: Empire of you-know-when. The so-called Holy
Roman Empire of the German Nation, the only previous form of
(loose and largely ineffective) German unity, was dissolved by
Napoleon in 1806.
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Page 32 st. 7: to the censor. Strict censorship laws were among
the repressive measures taken by the German princes in the
Karlsbad Decrees of 1819.

Page 33 st. 1: Karl Mayer. Heine liked to mock the
rural-provincial poets of the Swabian School. Reading ‘Mayer’ as
a form of the Latin ‘major’, this minor poet’s name can (just
about) mean ‘Carolus Magnus’, or Charlemagne.

Page 33 st. 5: Theodor Kérner. The best-known of the patriotic
poets of the Wars of Liberation (1813-15) against Napoleon. His
‘Song of the Black Chasseurs’ contains the stanza:

‘Still mourn we with our black and vengeful coats

Our lost courageous dead.

But if folk ask you what the red denotes,

"Tis French blood that we shed.’

Page 33 st. 7: the corporal’s stick. Symbol of the severe discipline
in the Prussian army under Old Fritz, i.e. Frederick the Great.

Page 34 st. 4: Lady Jane . . . Heroine of a play of that name,
sub-titled ‘Romantic Portrait from the Fourteenth Century’, by
August von Kotzebue.

Page 35 st. 2: that bird. The Prussian eagle, of course. One of
several points where censorship or self-censorship removed the
explicit identification.

Page 36 st. 4: Men Obscure. The Letters of Obscure Men
(Epistolae obscurorum wvirorum, 1515-17) was an anonymous
satire on church abuses, in the form of an apparent — stupid -
defence of the Church. The Reformation polemicist Ulrich von
Hutten was one of the authors.

Page 36 st. 5: Jakob van Hogstraeten, organiser of the Cologne
Inquisition c. 1510, was orte of Hutten’s targets, especially for
burning Jewish books. Wolfgang Menzel, a writer originally
well-disposed towards Heine and other liberals, was involved in
the campaign against them which led to their being identified and
banned as a group (‘Young Germany’) by a decree of the
Confederation of German States in 1835. Heine published an
attack on Menzel entitled “The Informer’ in 1837.

Page 36 st. 7: theological hatred. Toned down on the advice of
friends from the original ‘anti-semitic hatred’. Given the
historical background Heine recalls, the point stays the same in
substance.
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Page 37 st. 2: half-constructed. Building began in the thirteenth
century, was interrupted during the Reformation, and only
completed through the favourable conjunction of medievalism
(the original building-plans were published by Sulpiz Boisserée
in the 1820s) and the religiosity of the Prussian King Friedrich
Wilhelm IV, whose rule now extended to the Rhineland.

Page 37 st. 5: Jews, of all people : probably a rueful reference to
Heine himself. He was actually for a time Vice-President of an
Association for the Completion of Cologne Cathedral in Paris -
one more symptom of Heine’s intriguingly divided mind.

Page 38 st. 2: bones of the Three Wise Men. Relics brought back
from Milan in 1164 by the then Bishop of Cologne. The

container can still be inspected behind the High Altar of Cologne
Cathedral.

Page 38 st. 5: Tailor-King. Nickname of the sixteenth-century
Anabaptist Jan van Leyden, who was executed with two of his
followers and exposed as Heine describes.

Page 38 st. 7: Holy Alliance.The Holy Alliance of Heine’s time
was originally a declaration of Christian principles by the Tsar,
the Austrian Emperor and the King of Prussia in 1815, but was
soon a catchword for the reactionary policies conducted or
inspired by Metternich.

Page 38 st. 8: promise a constitution. It was a standing, and true,
accusation of liberals against the German princes that they had
inveigled their subjects into fighting against Napoleon in the
Wars of Liberation by just such enticements.

Page 39 st. 7: swallowed some stones. In 1841, stone probably
meant for Cologne Cathedral was sunk by one petty state
(Hesse-Darmstadt) to close the new harbour built at Bieberich
by another petty state (Hesse-Nassau). A nice instance of
German Lilliputian politics.

Page 39 st. 7: Becker’s verse. The famous poem beginning “They
shall not take it from us, our free and German Rhine’ (1840) was
provoked, it must be admitted, by another build-up of the
recurrent nineteenth-century French ambition to make the Rhine
once more the Franco-German border.

Page 40 st. 8: Alfred de Musset. The French Romantic writer
produced a poem in reply to Becker’s, ‘Le Rhin allemand’.

Page 41 st. 4: philosophers now. The French interest in German
literature and thought goes back to Madame de Staél’s De
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PAllemagne of 1813, but was stimulated anew by the French
versions of Heine’s own Romantic School (1835) and History of
Religion and Philosophy in Germany (1836) — both of them,

despite the serious titles, overflowing with wit and liveliness as
well as deeply perceptive.

Page 41 st. 4: beer-house games. For Heine, the excessive
abstraction of German thought was complemented by the
complacent materialism of German middle-class philistines. In
his poem ‘No need to worry’ (Zur Beruhigung’) he makes a
chorus of them draw a reassuring contrast with the Roman
republicans, who were ‘tyrant-eaters’:

‘We are no Romans, we like a smoke —

Tastes do differ from folk to folk,

Every people is great at something,

In Swabia they cook you the finest dumpling.’

Page 41 st. 7: without ever seeming to make it. Musset’s many
involvements, including George Sand and the Princesse de
Belgiojoso, make it uncertain just how the list would read.

Page 42 st. 1: George Harris. Despite the name, a German
journalist who became Paganini’s secretary.

Page 45 st. 2: abstract notions. Much of Heine’s work is an effort
to understand the relation - and overcome the split — between the
worlds of thought and action. Were Germany’s spiritual and
philosophical revolutions (Luther’s, Kant’s) alternatives to real
revolution or preparation for it? The dream that now follows is
an optimistic answer.

Page 49 st. 1: Scrawny Brotherhood. By the post-Napoleonic
settlement of 1815, Prussia acquired Rhineland territory
stretching from the Dutch and Westphalian borders in the north
to the borders of Lorraine and Bavaria in the south.

Page 49 st. 6: resurrected since. Napoleon’s remains were
transferred from St Helena and placed in the Invalides on 15
December 1840.

Page 51 st. 5: decorated with laurels. The wolves, in Caput XII,
doubt Heine’s integrity. This is his own attack on the
conformists who stayed at home and prospered in a repressive
society.

Page 52 st. 3: Gottingen days. Heine studied at the University of
Gottingen in two phases (separated by a spell of rustication for
duelling) in the early 1820s. His account of a walking tour
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through the Harz mountains (Die Harzreise, 1826) opens with a
description of ‘the town of Gattingen, famous for its sausages
and University’. (Both are still excellent.)

Page 52 st. 6: from . .. deeds of daring. Part of the anti-heroic
tradition that goes back to Falstaff (Henry IV, Part 1, V, i, the
sceptical speech about ‘honour’), includes Shaw’s ‘chocolate
soldier’ Bluntschli in Arms and the Man, and is represented in
German by Brecht’s Mother Courage, especially scene ii: ‘If the
general could make a good plan, what’d he need brave soldiers
for? Ordinary ’uns would do. [. . .] In a good country, you
don’t have to have virtues, everyone can be completely ordinary,
just middling-clever, and for all I care cowards.’

Page 53 st. 2: Arminius ... Hermann. The search for German
legendary figures to counter French cultural hegemony in the
eighteenth century, and to inspire patriots in the fight against
French military power in 1813-15, brought to light this ancient
vanquisher of the Romans. Klopstock (see Caput XXIV)
published a drama Hermann’s Battle in 1769, and Heinrich von
Kleist wrote another of the same title in 1808 which, with its
obvious reference .to the Napoleonic present, could not be
published tll 1821. The patriotic poetry of the Wars of
Liberation also made liberal use of Hermann’s name and
example.

Page 53 sts 5 ff: Hengstenberg, et al. We hardly need
explanations of the personal names in Caput XI in order to enjoy
it (if, indeed, explanatory notes can ever make satire enjoyable
where it isn’t already). We can infer very roughly what Heine’s
victims stand for in their society, while the notion of a ‘Roman
reversal’ of German history groups them into a playful unity
with its own zest and coherence. This then makes up a single
large comment on the ideals and illusions of the nationalists, in
the light of the ironic question in st. 3 on this page: “‘Would
German liberty be what it is?’

Ernst Wilhelm Hengstenberg: Protestant Professor of Theolo-
gy in Berlin. Johann August Wilhelm Neander: Professor of
Evangelical Church History in Berlin. Charlotte Birch-Pfeiffer:
actress and author of light plays. Friedrich von Raumer: jurist
and historian, of harmless revolutionary pretensions. Ferdinand
Freiligrath: one of the would-be political poets. Father Jahn:
Friedrich Ludwig Jahn, founder of the German gymnastics
movement, which aimed at regeneration, physical and moral, of
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the German people during the French occupation and was thus a
kind of covert resistance organisation. Hans Ferdinand Mass-
mann: another patriotic gymnast and specialist in Germanic
studies. Friedrich Wilhelm Schelling: philosopher, deeply
suspect in Heine’s eyes as the first to move from abstruse
metaphysics to a justification of the existing social order; it is
therefore doubly incongruous to think of him committing
suicide Roman style, as the philosopher and playwright Seneca
did in the repressive reign of Nero. Peter von Cornelius: painter,
of the Nazarene school which inclined to religious allegory.

Page 54 st. 4: Cacatum non est pictum. ‘Shitting isn’t painting’, a
proverbial saying of at least sixteenth-century origin for
achievement that falls short of ambition (not just in painting).

Page 55 st. 1: monument. Begun 1838, completed 1875.

Page 55 st. 7: ... fellow wolves ...’ Even while defending
himself against his suspicious allies, Heine manages also to
parody the vacuity of political speechifying, at least for the first
two stanzas. There is again a Peter Sellers parallel, in the record
of a ‘Party Political Speech’ consisting of sweet nothings.

Page 56 st. 8: Gustav Kolb was editor-in-chief of the Augsburger
Allgemeine Zeitung in which Heine published a good deal of his
journalism, especially the articles which later made up the
volumes Conditions in France of 1832 (reports on the aftermath
of the July Revolution) and Lutezia of 1854.

Page 57 st. 1: near Paderborn. Heine’s attack on institutionalised
religion in Caput I is taken further by appropriating Jesus for the
radical, anti-Establishment cause. If, as a thumbnail sketch in the
history of ideas, you take Christian ethics as the source of
Enlightenment humanitarianism, and the Enlightenment as the
source of Heine’s liberal-socialist principles, his claim has some
plausibility. Behind the seemingly blasphemous familiarity,
Heine’s irony this time is ultimately benign.

Page 58 st. 5: ancient song. No exactly corresponding folksong
has been identified, though there are similar motifs in a
fairy-story from the collection of the Brothers Grimm, number
115: “The clear sun brings it to light’.

Page 59 st. 4: loneliest of princesses. See number 89 of the
Grimms’ collection, ‘The goose-girl’.

Page 60 st. 1: Emperor-in-Hiding. The legend of a past hero who
will return in his country’s hour of need (cf. Sir Henry
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Newbolt’s poem ‘Drake’s Drum’) was adaptable to various
political purposes, and Heine was not the first, or last, to invoke
Barbarossa (it was the codename of Hitler’s invasion of Russia in
1941). His sense of being in dubious company is one reason why
he feels unsure about the Emperor as his ally.

Page 65 st. 4: Moses Mendelssobn. Jewish philosopher, friend of
Lessing, and one of the leading figures of the German
Enlightenment; grandfather of the composer Felix.

Page 65 st. 7: Anna Louise Karschin, Karoline Luise vor
Klencke, Helmine von Chézy. Writers.

Page 69 st. 2: Lawcourts. Heine had studied law, and thought at
one time of writing a book on medieval theories of the state. The
point here is the difference between a knowledge of what the
Middle Ages were really like, and the Romantic idealisation
which ignored their darker side.

Page 71 st. 4: mountain-face. The captured poet falls into the role
of Prometheus, who stole fire from the gods and was chained by
Zeus to a rock in the Caucasus; there an eagle daily ate at his
liver, which was restored at night.

Page 72 st. 1: Georges Danton, the French revolutionary leader,
refused to flee France when his friends warned him against
Robespierre’s plotting: ‘Partir? Est-ce qu’on emporte sa patrie a
la semelle de son soulier?” He was tried and guillotined.

Page 73 st. 1: Ernst Augustus. Duke of Cumberland and leader of
the Tory lords before succeeding to the throne of Hanover. He
aimed to restore absolutist, not to say feudal government, and in
1837 abolished a constitution granted by his predecessor. This
gave rise to the protest of the ‘Gottingen Seven’ — a group of
professors including the Brothers Grimm - which the King
answered by dismissing them. Heine’s choice of an individual
ruler to focus attention on was a good one.

Page 75 st. 5: fire disaster. On 5-8 May 1842, a third of the Inner
City was destroyed, fifty-one people killed, and 20,000 made
homeless.

Page 75 st. 7: ‘Travel Sketches’. Heine’s Reisebilder of the 1820s
— Journey through the Harz, The North Sea, Ideas : Le Grand’s
Book, From Munich to Genoa and The Baths of Lucca - took the
old travelogue form, added wit and sentiment in the manner of
Laurence Sterne’s Sentimental Journey, and took licence to
digress at any moment on any subject. A lot of political and
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social points were made, easy to spot for the quick reader but
able to slip past a dozy censor. The link with Deutschland is
obvious, and Heine called his poem ‘versified travel-sketches’.

Page 76 st. 8: pious and true. Did Heine leave out this —
technically very successful — stanza because it was too offensive
in his own publisher’s locality? or because the charge wasn’t
true? I include it so as to pose the problem. (There is an
art-for-art’s-sake — or malice for malice’s sake — side to satirists.)

Page 77 st. 2: send us his troops too! Not only thought, but did.
They were meant to help keep order and control the fire.
Pressure was also put on the Free City to join the Customs
Union. The bird in sts 7 and 8 is the Prussian eagle again.

Page 78 st. 4: Gudel and the other figures in Caput XXII and
Caput XXIII are too minor (and self-explanatory) to be worth
annotating. The fun lies, as in the ‘Roman’ Caput XI, in the way
Heine plays with motifs, here the usually serious ones of time
and mutability.

Page 79 st 5: Julius Campe, of the firm Hoffmann & Campe,
published almost all Heine’s works in his lifetime, and the first
collected editions after his death. Without a base in a Free City
like Hamburg, Heine could have achieved little in Germany. His
relations with Campe were compounded of common interest,
solidarity, affection and mutual mistrust — i.e. it was a typical
author-publisher relationship. Publishers find authors difficult
and demanding, and fear they will take their best works
elsewhere; authors are touchy about how their works are edited,
printed and promoted (Campe’s need to deal with the censor
complicated things even more in this case) and are liable to
suspect that the publisher is making a lot more money than they
themselves are. When not wotried by all of this (which however
he was for most of the time) Heine felt warmly towards Campe.
Deutschland captures some of these fleeting moments. Alcohol
(see Caput XXIII) helped. Hoffmann & Campe, incidentally,
are the publishers of one of the new standard editions of Heine
now in progress.

Page 80 st. 6: legibly entered. 1.e. as duelling scars. The German
student practice was (and in some places again is) to fence with
eyes protected but cheeks exposed, in the hope of picking up
lifelong evidence of gallantry.

Page 82 st. 2: Drebbahn. A street with a reputation comparable
to that of the Reeperbahn today.
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Page 83 sts 4 and 5: blown down by the stormwind ...
everything lovely and sweet. Two allusions to famous scenes —
the ending of Lessing’s Emilia Galotti and Thekla’s epitaph on
her lover Max in Schiller’s Wallenstein — create a humour of
incongruity.

Page 83 st. 8: Schwieger Street. As for Drehbahn (see note to
page 82 st. 2). Hamburg was well provided.

Page 85 st. 3: the Messiah. A poem of that name, twenty cantos
in hexameters published between 1748 and 1773, was the main
life’s work of Friedrich Gottlieb Klopstock (st. 4).

Page 85 st. 6: needling my sons. This reaction to criticism, and
the plea for an idyllic view of Germany in Caput XXV, make a
serious social and political point about attitudes in Heine’s day,
and well beyond. Literature with the critical function that has
long been normal in France and Britain has always had to
struggle for attention, let alone acceptance, in Germany.

Page 86 st. 7: noble old gentleman. Heine’s uncle, the rich
Hamburg banker Salomon Heine, with at least one of whose
daughters Heine is traditionally supposed to have been in love.
The tone here is mild, but there were other moods, in one of
which Heine summed up his bitter experience of his uncle’s
house and its inhabitants in the poem ‘Castle Contumely’
(Affrontenburg). At the most basic level, Heine knew Uncle
Salomon could have transformed his always precarious literary
existence with a sum the rich man would not have noticed. Heine
might then well have written less.

Page 87 st. 6: Menzel and the Swabians. See notes to page 33 st. 1
and page 36 st. 5. The attacks on the writers of ‘Young Germany’
claimed impeccable patriotic motives.

Page 89 st. 4: full freedom of thought. Another literary allusion,
to the scene in Schiller’s Don Carlos where Marquis Posa appeals
to Philip II of Spain to grant ‘freedom of thought’ throughout his

dominions.

Page 89 st. 6: die of starvation. If true, this ignores the fact that
there were those who died of torture, like Pastor Weidig, a friend
of the dramatist Georg Biichner in the state of Hesse-Darmstadt,
where they distributed a political pamphlet. What contemporary
readers would know is the basis for Heine’s ironic effect.
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Page 90 st. 1: Moorish- King. On Freiligrath, see Caput XI. This
particular poem stuck in Heine’s gullet especially, and figures
(too largely) in Atta Troll.

Page 91 st. 6: sat on at night. The idea of connecting
Charlemagne’s night-stool with prophecies of the German future
just may have come from one of the patriotic poems of 1813-15,
Max von Schenkendorf’s “The Chair of Charlemagne’, which
contains the lines:

‘In his spirit never dreaming

What dark threads the future wove .
The idea of being sworn to secrecy about the future’s exact
course was a neat tactic of Heine’s for not committing himself to
a prophecy events might falsify. Simply, given the accumulated
nastiness of Germany’s ‘six-and-thirty cesspits’, the necessary
historical change was bound to stir up a stink.

Page 92 st. 8: six-and-thirty cesspits. Perhaps another whiff of
myth here — another of the labours of Hercules was to clean out
the Augean stables.

Page 93 st. 1: Antoine de Saint-Just. French revolutionary
politician and close associate of Robespierre. But the aphorism —
‘Voulez-vous qu’on fasse des révolutions i I’eau de rose?’ — was
apparently coined by Chamfort.

Page 98 sts 1 ff: Paris, farewell . .. The main interest of this
discarded introduction is how closely it matches the 1836 poem
‘Der Tannhiduser’, in both style — a much less spring-heeled
movement, with far fewer of the crucial unstressed syllables,
than in the final text; and themes — living in (unsatisfying)
pleasure, travelling to find bitterness, parting from a loved
woman. It was writable, and very possibly written, before Heine
left Paris, and before he had the new ‘Antaean’ experience of
return from exile to generate a new and more vigorous mode.

Page 99 sts 5 {f: The carrion of history . .. It looks rather as if
Heine began to elaborate on the vision Hammonia had granted
him, but then realised that this meant breaking the oath he had
taken in the fiction not to tell a soul what he saw. There were also
stylistic reasons for abandoning the sequence - see Introduction,
page 17.

Page 99 st. 6: that holy ghost. Perhaps the restored ancien régime,
with its claim to ‘divine right’; perhaps the Church in its habitual
alliance with absolutist (or indeed any temporal) power. Cf. also
st. 6 of this sequence.
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Page 100 st. 3: school of Historical Law. Historians of Roman
Law, most prominent among them Friedrich Karl von Savigny
(at this time Prussian Minister of Justice), treated time-honoured
laws as immutable and reform as inadmissible. ‘A school which
brands as rebellion the cry of the serf against the lash as soon as
that lash can be shown to be an ancient, historical, inherited
lash,’” as Karl Marx said in his Critigue of Hegel’s thlosophy of
Right, 1844,

FURTHER READING

There has been a good deal of worthwhile writing on Heine in
English. He has been popular in Britain (not just with German
specialists) often for the reasons that have made him seem suspect
to many Germans — wit, irony, critical intelligence and
irreverence. Even eminent Victorians took to him without too
many reservations, and the essays by Matthew Arnold and
George Eliot are still excellent starting-points. There are
adequate biographies by E. M. Butler (London and Toronto,
1956) and Jeffrey L. Sammons (Princeton and Manchester,
1979). Of S. S. Prawer’s critical work on Heine, the book most
relevant to Deutschland is Heine the Tragic Satirist (Cambridge,
1961). Barker Fairley’s Heinrich Heine: An Interpretation
(Oxford, 1954) explores the intricacy of Heine’s image-world,
and William Rose, Heinrich Heine: Two Studies of his Thought
and Feeling (Oxford 1956) looks into Heine’s social attitudes and
Jewish heritage. The political and social issues raised in
Deutschland are set in a broad context in Hans Kohn’s The Mind
of Germany (New York and London, 1965). The full
background of German Romantic medievalism is presented in
W. H. Robson Scott’s The Literary Background of the Gothic
Revival in Germany (Oxford, 1965).
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