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The girl, evidently the elder of the two, carries a slate, school-books, and writing materials under her arm; the
boy has a similar equipment, which he carries in an open gray linen bag slung across his shoulder. Wherever
the path is broad enough, the children walk side by side, but where the space between the hedges is too narrow
for this, the girl walks ahead. A magpie flies up suddenly from the path and shoots across to the large
pear-tree, where some ravens are perched in silence. The magpie must have told them something, for the
ravens fly up and circle round the tree; one old fellow perches himself on the waving crown, while the others
find good posts of observation on the branches below. They, too, are doubtless Page 8 curious to know why
the children, with their school things, are following the wrong path and going out of the village; one raven,
indeed, flies out as a scout and perches on a stunted willow by the pond. The children, however, go quietly on
their way till, by the alders beside the pond, they come upon the high-road, which they cross to reach a humble
house standing on the farther side. The house is locked up, and the children stand at the door and knock
gently. The girl cries bravely: The boy then presses his mouth to a crack in the door and cries: Sometimes
there is the noise of one flail only, but presently others have joined in on all sides. The children stand still and
seem lost. Finally they stop knocking and calling, and sit down on some uprooted tree-stumps. The latter lie in
a heap around the trunk of a mountain-ash which stands beside the house, and which is now radiant with its
red berries. But chopping them brings in the most money. But you must not tell him who did it! She seemed to
have a dawning suspicion that it was useless to wait there for their father and mother, for she looked up at her
brother very sadly. When her glance fell on his shoes, she said: But come, we will play ducks and drakes-you
shall see that I can throw farther than you! What wood will warm you without your burning it? The wood that
you chop makes you warm without your burning it. The sun had dispersed the mist, and the little valley stood
in glittering sheen, as the children turned away to the pond to skim flat stones on the water. As they passed the
house the girl pressed the latch once more; but again the door did not open, nor was anything to be seen at the
window. In the house, which was now so tightly locked up, there had lived, but a short time before, one
Josenhans, with his wife and their two children, Amrei Anna Marie and Damie Damien. Industry and frugal
contentment made the house one of the happiest in the village. Then came a deadly sickness which snatched
away the mother, and the following evening, the father; and a few days later two coffins were carried away
from the little house. Josenhans and his wife had no near relations in the place, but there was, nevertheless,
loud weeping heard, and much mournful praise of the dead couple. The village magistrate walked with one of
the children at each hand behind the two coffins. Even at the grave the children were quiet and unconscious,
indeed, almost cheerful, though they often asked for their father and mother. Finally, however, exhausted by
crying, she fell asleep on the floor and was put to bed in her clothes. The much-defamed Black Marianne, on
the other hand, showed on this first evening how quietly anxious she was about her foster-child. For many,
many years she had not had a child about her, and now she stood before the sleeping girl and said, almost
aloud: Happy children who can be crying, and before you look around they are asleep, without worry or
restless tossing! The next morning Amrei went early to her brother to help him dress himself, and consoled
him concerning what had happened to him, declaring that when their father came home he would pay off
Crappy Zachy. The master did all he could, and the children became quiet. But from the school they went back
to the empty house and waited there, hungry and forsaken, until they were fetched away. All the movable
property had been sold, and a small sum had thus been realized for the children, but it was not nearly enough
to pay for their board; they were consequently parish children, and as such were placed with those who would
take them at the cheapest rate. And that very evening the children stood outside the house and waited for the

Page 2

DOWNLOAD PDF VIII. BERTHOLD AUERBACH. JEREMIAS GOTTHELF.
FRITZ REUTER. ADALBERT STIFTER. WILHELM HEINRICH RIEHL.
cuckoo to sing; and when it did, they laughed aloud. And every morning the children went to the old house,
and knocked, and played beside the pond, as we saw them doing today. He made the less objection for the
reason that Josenhans had, in former days, served as second-man on his farm. Nevertheless a strange feeling of
pride came over the children when they heard that the rich farmer was their guardian, and they looked upon
themselves as very fortunate people, almost aristocratic. They often stood near the large house and looked up
at it expectantly, as if they were waiting for something and knew not what; and often, too, they sat by the
plows and harrows near the barn and read the biblical text on the house over and over again. The house
seemed to speak to them, if no one else did. She was paying a final visit to her native place; for the day before
the hired-man had already carried her household furniture out of the village in a four-horse wagon, and early
the next morning she was to move with her husband and her three children to the farm they had just bought in
distant Allgau. At last, when she drew near to them, she said: What are you doing here so early? To whom do
you belong? I know all about you. But tell me, Amrei, why have you no shoes on? You might take cold in
such weather as this! Tell Marianne that Dame Landfried of Hochdorf told you to say, it is not right of her to
let you run about like this! But, Amrei, you are a big girl now, and must be sensible and look out for yourself.
The feeling of grief in her soul, arising from quite another cause, burst out irresistibly at these words and
thoughts; there was sorrow for herself mingled with pity for others. She laid her hand upon the head of the
girl, who, when she saw the woman weeping, also began to weep bitterly; she very likely felt that this was a
good soul inclining toward her, and a dawning consciousness began to steal over her that she had really lost
her parents. She raised her still tearful eyes to heaven, and said: My Lisbeth was just your age when she was
taken from me. Tell me, will you go with me to Allgau and live with me? Then she felt herself nudged and
seized from behind. Damie is to go with us, is he not? One of these peculiar shudders passed through the
strange woman, and she looked down upon the child with a certain sense of relief. In a moment of sympathy,
urged on by a pure impulse to do a kind deed, she had proposed to undertake a task and to assume a
responsibility, the significance and weight of which she had not sufficiently considered; and, furthermore, she
had not taken into account what her husband would think of her taking such a step without her having spoken
to him about it. Consequently when the child herself refused, a reaction set in, and it all became clear to her;
so that she at once acquiesced, with a certain sense of relief, in the refusal of her offer. She had obeyed an
impulse of her heart by wishing to do this thing, and now that obstacles stood in the way, she felt rather glad
that it was to be left undone, and without her having been obliged to retract her promise. To learn to bear
sorrow in youth is a good thing, and we easily get accustomed to better times; all those who have turned out
really well, were obliged to suffer some heavy crosses in their youth. I will give you something to remember
me by. Amrei watched all this as if spell-bound. And now, God keep you, dear children. If possible, I shall
come to you again, Amrei. At any rate, send Marianne to me after church. Be good children, both of you, and
pray heartily for your parents in eternity. With hurried steps she went along the street, and did not look back
again. Amrei put her hands up to her neck and bent down her face, wishing to examine the coin; but she could
not quite succeed. Damie was chewing on the last piece of his switch; when his sister looked at him and saw
tears in his eyes, she said: The first bell was ringing, and the children hastened back to the village. Amrei, with
a brief explanation, gave the newly-acquired trinket to Marianne, who said: Now make haste to church. She
had no opportunity to notice the wistful glances of the children and their continual nodding. Rosie was a year
older than Amrei, who involuntarily kept moving her hand, as though she would have pushed aside the
intruder who was taking her place. Are only the children of rich people noticed then, and the children of
relatives? Amrei was startled when she suddenly heard this thought, which had begun to stir gently within her,
uttered aloud; it was Damie who uttered it. The clouds, which had lifted in the morning, came back in the
afternoon in the shape of a perfect downpour of rain. Black Marianne had not been able to find her, and she
said on her return home: Again the suspicion seemed to dawn upon them, that after all their parents would not
come back. Then Damie tried to count the drops of rain that fell from the eaves; but they came down too
quickly for him, and he made easy work of it by crying out all at once: The cracking of a whip sounded in the
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village. Amrei looked around at her brother mournfully, and said: The children returned quietly to the village.
Who knows in what way this incident may take root in the inmost being, and what may sprout from it? For the
present another feeling covers that of the first, bitter disappointment. I can get some! She asked him to pick
them with their stems on, because she wanted to make a wreath. Will you promise me that? But before she had
gone far, she sat down behind a pile of wood and started to make a wreath, every now and then peeping out to
see if Damie was not coming. She put the wreath on her head. Suddenly an indescribable anxiety about Damie
seized her; she ran back, and there was Damie, sitting astride a branch and leaning back against the trunk of
the tree with his arms folded. Marianne quickly destroyed the wreath, muttering a few words which the
children could not understand. Then she took them both by the hand and led them out to the churchyard; and
passing where two mounds lay close together, she said: Marianne then made a cross-shaped furrow in each of
the mounds, and showed the children how to stick the berries in. Then Amrei called out: I shall be good, I
promise you!
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The Novel of Provincial Life. Translated by Lee M. By Otto Heller Field and Forest. Translated by Frances H.
King The Eye for Natural Scenery. King The Musical Ear. King The Struggle of the Rococo with the Pigtail.
By Max Klinger Berthold Auerbach. By Benjamin Vautier The Bath. By Benjamin Vautier In Ambush. By
Benjamin Vautier Fritz Reuter. By Wulff Bible Lesson. By Benjamin Vautier Between Dances. By Benjamin
Vautier Adalbert Stifter. By Daffinger A Mountain Scene. Reifferscheid Leavetaking of the Bridal Pair. The
sentiment itself is thousands of years old. It had inspired the idyls of Theocritus in the midst of the
magnificence and luxury of the courts of Alexandria and Syracuse. It made itself heard, howsoever faintly, in
the artificiality and sham of the pastoral plays from the sixteenth to the eighteenth century. And it was but
logical that this sentiment should seek its most adequate and definitive expression in a portrayal of all phases
of the life and fate of those who, as the tillers of the soil, had ever remained nearer to Mother Earth than the
rest of humankind. Not suddenly, then, did rural poetry rise into being; but while its origin harks back to
remote antiquity it has found its final form only during the last century. The village story was bound to come
in the nineteenth century, even if there had been no beginnings of it in earlier times, and even if it did not
correspond to a deep-rooted general sentiment. The eighteenth century had allowed the Third Estate to gain a
firm foothold in the domain of dignified letters; the catholicity of the nineteenth admitted the laborer and the
proletarian. It would have been passing strange if the rustic alone had been denied the privilege. An especially
hearty welcome was accorded to the writings of the first representatives of the new species. Internationalism,
due to increased traffic, advanced with unparalleled strides in the third and fourth decades. The seclusion of
rural life seemed to remain the quiet and unshakable realm of patriarchal virtue and venerable tradition. The
political skies were overcast with the thunder clouds of approaching revolutions; France had just passed
through another violent upheaval. Village conditions seemed to offer a veritable haven of refuge. Neither
could the exotic, ethnographic, and adventure narratives in the manner of Sealsfield, at first enthusiastically
received, satisfy the taste of the reading public for any length of timeâ€”at best, these novels supplanted one
fashion by another, if, indeed, they did not drive out Satan by means of Beelzebub. And was it wise to roam so
far afield when the real good was so close at hand? All that was needed was the poet discoverer. The
Columbus of this new world shared the fate of the great Genoese in more than one respect. Like him, he set
out in quest of shores that he was destined never to reach. Like him, he discovered, or rather rediscovered, a
new land. Like him, he so far outstripped his forerunners that they sank into oblivion. Like Columbus, who
died without knowing that he had not reached India, the land of his dreams, but found a new world, he may
have departed from this life in the belief that he had been a measurably successful social reformer when he had
proved to be a great epic poet. Like Columbus, he was succeeded by his Amerigo Vespucci, after whom his
discovery was named. The Columbus of the village story is the Swiss clergyman Albert Bitzius, better known
by his assumed name as Jeremias Gotthelf; the Amerigo Vespucci is his contemporary Berthold Auerbach. He
regarded himself as the prophet wailing the misery of his people, who could be delivered only through the aid
of the Almighty. It never occurred to him to strive for literary fame. As the first great social writer of the
German tongue, he is not content to make the rich answerable for existing conditions, but labors with all
earnestness to educate the lower classes toward self-help. At first he appeared as an uncommonly energetic,
conservative, polemic author in whose views the religious, basis of life and genuine moral worth coincided
with the traditional character of the country yeomanry. A more thorough examination revealed to his readers
an original epic talent of stupendous powers. Beyond that, however, he was gifted with exuberant poetic
imagination and creative power, with an intuitive knowledge of the subtlest workings of the emotional life,
and a veritable genius for finding the critical moments in an individual existence. From that time on until his
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death in , his productivity was most marvelous. As a literary artist Gotthelf shows barely any progress in his
whole career, and intentionally so. Few writers of note have been so perfectly indifferent to matters of form.
The same Gottfried Keller who calls Gotthelf "without exception the greatest epic genius that has lived in a
long time, or perhaps will live for a long time to come," characterizes him thus as to his style: It is to be
regretted that so great a genius in his outspoken preference for all that is characteristic should have been so
partial to the rude, the crude, and the brutal. From Auerbach published hisBlack Forest Village Stories, which
at once became the delight of the reading public. While Gotthelf had written only for his peasants, without any
regard for others, Auerbach wrote for the same general readers of fiction as the then fashionable writers did.
So far as his popularity among the readers of the times and his influence on other authors are concerned,
Auerbach has a certain right to the coveted title, for a whole school of village novelists followed at his heels;
and his name must remain inseparably connected with the history of the novel of provincial life. The
impression his stories made everywhere was so strong as to beggar description. Auerbach has often been
charged with idealizing his peasants too much. It must be admitted that his method and style are idealistic, but,
at least in his best works, no more so than is compatible with the demands of artistic presentation. He does not,
like Gotthelf, delight in painting a face with all its wrinkles, warts, and freckles, but works more like the
portrait painter who will remove unsightly blemishes by retouching the picture without in any way sacrificing
its lifelike character. When occasion demands he also shows himself capable of handling thoroughly tragic
themes with pronounced success. In his later years, it is true, he fell into mannerism, overemphasized his
inclination toward didacticism and sententiousness, and allowed the philosopher to run away with the poet by
making his peasant folk think and speak as though they were adepts in the system of Spinoza, with which
Auerbach himself, being of Jewish birth and having been educated to be a rabbi, was intimately familiar. Not
as a writer of village storiesâ€”for in the portrayal of the rustic population, as such, he was not
concernedâ€”but in his basic purpose of holding up nature, pure and holy, as an ideal, Adalbert Stifter , an
Austrian, must be assigned a place of honor in this group. His feeling for nature, especially for her minutest
and seemingly most insignificant phenomena, is closely akin to religion; there is an infinite charm in his
description of the mysterious life of apparently lifeless objects; he renders all the sensuous impressions so
masterfully that the reader often has the feeling of a physical experience; and it is but natural that up to his
thirty-fifth year, before he discovered his literary talent, he had dreamed of being a landscape painter. But in
avoiding the great tempests and serious conflicts of the human heart he obeyed a healthy instinct of his artistic
genius, choosing to retain undisputed mastery in his own field. It is, of course, an impossibility to treat
adequately, in the remainder of the space at our disposal, the poetic and general literary merit of Fritz Reuter ,
the great regenerator and rejuvenator of Low German as a literary language. His lasting merit in the field of
the village story is that by his exclusive use of dialect he threw an effective safeguard around the naturalness
of the emotional life of his characters, and through this ingenious device will for all time to come serve as a
model to writers in this particular domain. For dialectic utterance does not admit of any super-exaltation of
sentiment; at any rate, it helps to detect such at first glance. But there are other features no less meritorious in
his stories of rural life, chief of which is that unique blending of seriousness and humor that makes us laugh
and cry at the same time. With his wise and kind heart, with his deep sympathy for all human suffering, with
the smile of understanding for everything truly human, also for all the limitations and follies of human nature,
Reuter has worthily taken his place by the side of his model, Charles Dickens. Nor does the central theme and
idea of his masterpieceUt mine Stromtid "From my Roaming Days," , in its strength and beauty, deserve less
praise than the character delineation. In spite of a ray of sunshine at the end, the treatment was essentially
tragic. Now he has found a harmonious solution of the problem; the true nobility of human nature triumphs
over all social distinctions; aristocracy of birth and yeomanry are forever united. Thus the marriage of Louise
Havermann with Franz von Rambow both symbolizes the fusion of opposing social forces and exemplifies the
lofty teaching of Gotthelfâ€”"The light that is to illumine our fatherland must have its birth at a fireside. The
girl, evidently the elder of the two, carries a slate, school-books, and writing materials under her arm; the boy
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has a similar equipment, which he carries in an open gray linen bag slung across his shoulder. Wherever the
path is broad enough, the children walk side by side, but where the space between the hedges is too narrow for
this, the girl walks ahead. A magpie flies up suddenly from the path and shoots across to the large pear-tree,
where some ravens are perched in silence. The magpie must have told them something, for the ravens fly up
and circle round the tree; one old fellow perches himself on the waving crown, while the others find good
posts of observation on the branches below. They, too, are doubtless curious to know why the children, with
their school things, are following the wrong path and going out of the village; one raven, indeed, flies out as a
scout and perches on a stunted willow by the pond. The children, however, go quietly on their way till, by the
alders beside the pond, they come upon the high-road, which they cross to reach a humble house standing on
the farther side. The house is locked up, and the children stand at the door and knock gently. The girl cries
bravely: And now she ventures to rattle the latch up and down vigorously, but the sounds die away in the
empty vestibuleâ€”no human voice answers. The boy then presses his mouth to a crack in the door and cries:
Sometimes there is the noise of one flail only, but presently others have joined in on all sides. The children
stand still and seem lost. Finally they stop knocking and calling, and sit down on some uprooted tree-stumps.
The latter lie in a heap around the trunk of a mountain-ash which stands beside the house, and which is now
radiant with its red berries. But chopping them brings in the most money. But you must not tell him who did
it! She seemed to have a dawning suspicion that it was useless to wait there for their father and mother, for she
looked up at her brother very sadly. When her glance fell on his shoes, she said: But come, we will play ducks
and drakes-you shall see that I can throw farther than you! What wood will warm you without your burning it?
The wood that you chop makes you warm without your burning it. The sun had dispersed the mist, and the
little valley stood in glittering sheen, as the children turned away to the pond to skim flat stones on the water.
As they passed the house the girl pressed the latch once more; but again the door did not open, nor was
anything to be seen at the window. And now the children played merrily beside the pond, and the girl seemed
quite content that her brother should be the more clever at the sport, and that he should boast of it and grow
quite excited over it; indeed, she manifestly tried to be less clever at it, than she really was, for the stones she
threw almost always plumped down to the bottom as soon as they struck the waterâ€”for which she got
properly laughed at by her companion. In the excitement of the sport the children quite forgot where they were
and why they had come thereâ€” and yet it was a strange and sorrowful occasion. In the house, which was
now so tightly locked up, there had lived, but a short time before, one Josenhans, with his wife and their two
children, Amrei Anna Marie and Damie Damien. The father was a woodcutter in the forest, and was,
moreover, an adept at various kinds of work; the house, which was in a dilapidated state when he bought it, he
had himself repaired and reroofed, and in the autumn he was going to whitewash it insideâ€”the lime was
already lying prepared in the trench, covered with withered branches. His wife was one of the best
day-laboring women in the villageâ€” ready for anything, day and night, in weal and in woe; for she had
trained her children, especially Amrei, to manage for themselves at an early age.
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The girl, evidently the elder of the two, carries a slate, school-books, and writing materials under her arm; the
boy has a similar equipment, which he carries in an open gray linen bag slung across his shoulder. Wherever
the path is broad enough, the children walk side by side, but where the space between the hedges is too narrow
for this, the girl walks ahead. The white hoar frost has covered the faded leaves of the bushes, and the haws
and berries; and the flips especially, standing upright on their bare stems, seem coated with silver. A magpie
flies up suddenly from the path and shoots across to the large pear-tree, where some ravens are perched in
silence. The magpie must have told them something, for the ravens fly up and circle round the tree; one old
fellow perches himself on the waving crown, while the others find good posts of observation on the branches
below. They, too, are doubtless curious to know why the children, with their school things, are following the
wrong path and going out of the village; one raven, indeed, flies out as a scout and perches on a stunted
willow by the pond. The children, however, go quietly on their way till, by the alders beside the pond, they
come upon the high-road, which they cross to reach a humble house standing on the farther side. The house is
locked up, and the children stand at the door and knock gently. The girl cries bravely: And now she ventures
to rattle the latch up and down vigorously, but the sounds die away in the empty vestibuleâ€”no human voice
answers. The boy then presses his mouth to a crack in the door and cries: Sometimes there is the noise of one
flail only, but presently others have joined in on all sides. The children stand still and seem lost. Finally they
stop knocking and calling, and sit down on some uprooted tree-stumps. The latter lie in a heap around the
trunk of a mountain-ash which stands beside the house, and which is now radiant with its red berries. But
chopping them brings in the most money. But you must not tell him who did it! She seemed to have a dawning
suspicion that it was useless to wait there for their father and mother, for she looked up at her brother very
sadly. When her glance fell on his shoes, she said: But come, we will play ducks and drakes-you shall see that
I can throw farther than you! What wood will warm you without your burning it? The wood that you chop
makes you warm without your burning it. The sun had dispersed the mist, and the little valley stood in
glittering sheen, as the children turned away to the pond to skim flat stones on the water. As they passed the
house the girl pressed the latch once more; but again the door did not open, nor was anything to be seen at the
window. And now the children played merrily beside the pond, and the girl seemed quite content that her
brother should be the more clever at the sport, and that he should boast of it and grow quite excited over it;
indeed, she manifestly tried to be less clever at it, than she really was, for the stones she threw almost always
plumped down to the bottom as soon as they struck the waterâ€”for which she got properly laughed at by her
companion. In the excitement of the sport the children quite forgot where they were and why they had come
thereâ€”and yet it was a strange and sorrowful occasion. In the house, which was now so tightly locked up,
there had lived, but a short time before, one Josenhans, with his wife and their two children, Amrei Anna
Marie and Damie Damien. The father was a woodcutter in the forest, and was, moreover, an adept at various
kinds of work; the house, which was in a dilapidated state when he bought it, he had himself repaired and
reroofed, and in the autumn he was going to whitewash it insideâ€”the lime was already lying prepared in the
trench, covered with withered branches. His wife was one of the best day-laboring women in the
villageâ€”ready for anything, day and night, in weal and in woe; for she had trained her children, especially
Amrei, to manage for themselves at an early age. Industry and frugal contentment made the house one of the
happiest in the village. Then came a deadly sickness which snatched away the mother, and the following
evening, the father; and a few days later two coffins were carried away from the little house. Josenhans and his
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wife had no near relations in the place, but there was, nevertheless, loud weeping heard, and much mournful
praise of the dead couple. The village magistrate walked with one of the children at each hand behind the two
coffins. Even at the grave the children were quiet and unconscious, indeed, almost cheerful, though they often
asked for their father and mother. But that evening, when, according to an arrangement of the village
authorities, "Crappy Zachy" came to get Damie, and Black Marianne called for Amrei, the children refused to
separate from each other, and cried aloud, and wanted to go home. There she found her own bedâ€”the one
she had used at homeâ€”but she would not lie down on it. Finally, however, exhausted by crying, she fell
asleep on the floor and was put to bed in her clothes. The much-defamed Black Marianne, on the other hand,
showed on this first evening how quietly anxious she was about her foster-child. For many, many years she
had not had a child about her, and now she stood before the sleeping girl and said, almost aloud: Happy
children who can be crying, and before you look around they are asleep, without worry or restless tossing! The
next morning Amrei went early to her brother to help him dress himself, and consoled him concerning what
had happened to him, declaring that when their father came home he would pay off Crappy Zachy. He asked
the master to explain to the children that their parents were dead, because he himself could not make it clear to
themâ€”Amrei especially seemed determined not to understand it. The master did all he could, and the
children became quiet. But from the school they went back to the empty house and waited there, hungry and
forsaken, until they were fetched away. All the movable property had been sold, and a small sum had thus
been realized for the children, but it was not nearly enough to pay for their board; they were consequently
parish children, and as such were placed with those who would take them at the cheapest rate. And that very
evening the children stood outside the house and waited for the cuckoo to sing; and when it did, they laughed
aloud. And every morning the children went to the old house, and knocked, and played beside the pond, as we
saw them doing today. He made the less objection for the reason that Josenhans had, in former days, served as
second-man on his farm. Nevertheless a strange feeling of pride came over the children when they heard that
the rich farmer was their guardian, and they looked upon themselves as very fortunate people, almost
aristocratic. They often stood near the large house and looked up at it expectantly, as if they were waiting for
something and knew not what; and often, too, they sat by the plows and harrows near the barn and read the
biblical text on the house over and over again. The house seemed to speak to them, if no one else did. She was
paying a final visit to her native place; for the day before the hired-man had already carried her household
furniture out of the village in a four-horse wagon, and early the next morning she was to move with her
husband and her three children to the farm they had just bought in distant Allgau. From way up by the mill
Dame Landfried was already nodding to the childrenâ€”for to meet children on first going out is, they say, a
good signâ€”but the children could not see her nodding, nor could they see her sorrowful features. At last,
when she drew near to them, she said: What are you doing here so early? To whom do you belong? I know all
about you. But tell me, Amrei, why have you no shoes on? You might take cold in such weather as this! Tell
Marianne that Dame Landfried of Hochdorf told you to say, it is not right of her to let you run about like this!
But, Amrei, you are a big girl now, and must be sensible and look out for yourself. Just thinkâ€”what would
your mother say, if she knew that you were running about barefoot at this season of the year? The feeling of
grief in her soul, arising from quite another cause, burst out irresistibly at these words and thoughts; there was
sorrow for herself mingled with pity for others. She laid her hand upon the head of the girl, who, when she
saw the woman weeping, also began to weep bitterly; she very likely felt that this was a good soul inclining
toward her, and a dawning consciousness began to steal over her that she had really lost her parents. She raised
her still tearful eyes to heaven, and said: My Lisbeth was just your age when she was taken from me. Tell me,
will you go with me to Allgau and live with me? Then she felt herself nudged and seized from behind. Damie
is to go with us, is he not? There is a kind of shudder, wherein a fever and a chill seem to be quarrelingâ€”the
joy of doing something and the fear of doing it. One of these peculiar shudders passed through the strange
woman, and she looked down upon the child with a certain sense of relief. In a moment of sympathy, urged on
by a pure impulse to do a kind deed, she had proposed to undertake a task and to assume a responsibility, the
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significance and weight of which she had not sufficiently considered; and, furthermore, she had not taken into
account what her husband would think of her taking such a step without her having spoken to him about it.
Consequently when the child herself refused, a reaction set in, and it all became clear to her; so that she at
once acquiesced, with a certain sense of relief, in the refusal of her offer. She had obeyed an impulse of her
heart by wishing to do this thing, and now that obstacles stood in the way, she felt rather glad that it was to be
left undone, and without her having been obliged to retract her promise. To learn to bear sorrow in youth is a
good thing, and we easily get accustomed to better times; all those who have turned out really well, were
obliged to suffer some heavy crosses in their youth. I will give you something to remember me by. Amrei
watched all this as if spell-bound. And now, God keep you, dear children. If possible, I shall come to you
again, Amrei. At any rate, send Marianne to me after church. Be good children, both of you, and pray heartily
for your parents in eternity. With hurried steps she went along the street, and did not look back again. Amrei
put her hands up to her neck and bent down her face, wishing to examine the coin; but she could not quite
succeed. Damie was chewing on the last piece of his switch; when his sister looked at him and saw tears in his
eyes, she said: The first bell was ringing, and the children hastened back to the village. Amrei, with a brief
explanation, gave the newly-acquired trinket to Marianne, who said: Now make haste to church. She had no
opportunity to notice the wistful glances of the children and their continual nodding. Rosie was a year older
than Amrei, who involuntarily kept moving her hand, as though she would have pushed aside the intruder who
was taking her place. Are only the children of rich people noticed then, and the children of relatives? Amrei
was startled when she suddenly heard this thought, which had begun to stir gently within her, uttered aloud; it
was Damie who uttered it. The clouds, which had lifted in the morning, came back in the afternoon in the
shape of a perfect downpour of rain. Black Marianne had not been able to find her, and she said on her return
home: Again the suspicion seemed to dawn upon them, that after all their parents would not come back. Then
Damie tried to count the drops of rain that fell from the eaves; but they came down too quickly for him, and he
made easy work of it by crying out all at once: The cracking of a whip sounded in the village. Amrei looked
around at her brother mournfully, and said: The children returned quietly to the village. Who knows in what
way this incident may take root in the inmost being, and what may sprout from it?
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