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- that Josephine’s singing, as singing, is nothing out of the ordi-
nary.

Is it in fact singing at all? Although we are unmusical we have
a tradition of singing; in the old days our people did sing; this is
mentioned in legends and some songs have actually survived,
which, it is true, no one can now sing. Thus we have an inkling
of what singing is, and Josephine’s art does not really correspond
to it. So is it singing at all? Is it not perhaps just a piping? And
piping is something we all know about, it is the real artistic ac-
complishment of our people, or rather no mere accomplishment
but a characteristic expression of our life. We all pipe, but of
course no one dreams of making out that our piping is an art, we
pipe without thinking of it, indeed without noticing it, and there
are even many among us who are quite unaware that piping is
one of our characteristics. So if it were true that Josephine does
not sing but only pipes and perhaps, as it seems to me at least,
hardly rises above the level of our usual piping—yet, perhaps
her strength is not even quite equal to our usual piping, whereas
an ordinary farmhand can keep it up effortlessly all day long,
besides doing his work—if that were all true, then indeed Jose-
phine’s alleged vocal skill might be disproved, but that would
merely clear the ground for the real riddle which needs solving,
the enormous influence she has. .

After all, it is only a kind of piping that she produces. If you
post yourself quite far away from her and listen, or, still better,
put your judgment to the test, whenever she happens to be sing-
~ ing along with others, by trying to identify her voice, you will
undoubtedly distinguish nothing but a quite ordinary piping
tone, which at most differs a little from the others through being
delicate or weak. Yet if you sit down before her, it is not merely
a piping; to comprehend her art it is necessary not only to hear
but to see her. Even if hers were only our usual workaday pip-
ing, there is first of all this peculiarity to consider, that here is
someone making a ceremonial performance out of doing the usual
thing. To crack a nut is truly no feat, so no one would ever dare
to collect an audience in order to entertain it with nut-cracking.
But if all the same one does do that and succeeds in entertaining

Josephine the Singer,
or the Mouse Folk

OUR SINGER is called Josephine. Anyone who has not heard her
does not know the power of song. There is no one but is carried
away by her singing, a tribute all the greater as we are not in
general a music-loving race. Tranquil peace is the music we love
best; our life is hard, we are no longer able, even on occasions
when we have tried to shake off the cares of daily life, to rise to
anything so high and remote from our usual routine as music.
But we do not much lament that; we do not get even so far; a
certain practical cunning, which admittedly we stand greatly in
need of, we hold to be our greatest distinction, and with 2 smile
born of such cunning we are wont to console ourselves for all
shortcomings, even supposing—only it does not happen—that
we were to yearn once in a way for the kind of bliss which
music may provide. Josephine is the sole exception; she has a
love for music and knows too how to transmit it; she is the only
one; when she dies, music—who knows for how long—will van-
ish from our lives. ;
I have often thought about what this music of hers really
means. For we are quite unmusical; how is it that we understand
Josephine’s singing or, since Josephine denies that, at least think
we can understand it. The simplest answer would be that the
- beauty of her singing is so great that even the most insensitive
cannot be deaf to it, but this answer is not satisfactory. If it were
really so, her singing would have to give one an immediate and
lasting feeling of being something out of the ordinary, a feeling
that from her throat something is sounding which we have never
heard before and which we are not even capable of hearing, :
something that Josephine alone and no one else can enable us to
hear. But in my opinion that is just what does not r\m@wod, H.mo
not feel this and have never observed that others feel anything
of the kind. Among intimates we admit freely to one another

[360]




[362] Franz Karxa

the public, then it cannot be a matter of simple nut-cracking. ‘O
it is a matter of nut-cracking, but it turns out that we rmé over
looked the art of cracking nuts because we were too skilled in it
and that this newcomer to it first shows us its real nature, eve
finding it useful in making his effects to be rather less expert in
nut-cracking than most of us. o ;
Perhaps it is much the same with Josephine’s singing; we ad-
mire in her what we do not at all admire in ourselves; in this re-
spect, I may say, she is of one mind with us. I was once present.
when someone, as of course often happens, drew her attention to.
the folk piping everywhere going on, making only 2 Boammﬂ ref-
erence to it, yet for Josephine that was more than enough. A
smile so sarcastic and arrogant as she then assumed I .F:S never
seen; she, who in appearance is delicacy .:mo:, oonmm.po.cocm_v\ $0
even among our people who are prolific in such feminine type :
seemed at that moment actually vulgar; she was at once awar
of it herself, by the way, with her extreme mmnwwgrmvﬁ and con-
trolled herself. At any rate she denies any connection between
her art and ordinary piping. For those who are of the contrary.
opinion she has only contempt and probably .s.smoWD.oé_omm&
hatred. This is not simple vanity, for the opposition, with which
I too am half in sympathy, certainly admires her no me ﬁ.rm: the
crowd does, but Josephine does not want mere m@BHSEoP mrn
wants to be admired exactly in the way she prescribes, mere ad-
miration leaves her cold. And when you take a seat vomo.ao her,
you understand her; opposition is mommem A.uc.q at a Emﬂbno.
when you sit before her, you know: this piping of hers is no
iping. . .
b @mwcmoo piping is one of our mrocmr&w% vvmd.:m., one might think
that people would pipe up in Josephine’s audience .ﬁoow.vam ar
makes us feel happy, and when we are rm.@w% we pipe; but her
audience never pipes, it sits in mouselike stillness; as w.». we had be-
come partakers in the peace we long for, from ,g}_ow our mé:
piping at the very least holds us .Umnw. we make no moE&.._ s it
her singing that enchants us or is it not rather the mo_.oas stil M.om
enclosing her frail little voice? Osn.o it vﬁ%am& while Josephine
was singing that some silly lictle thing in all innocence began to -
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wwmo up too. Now it was just the same as what we were hearing
from Josephine; in front of us the piping sound that despite all
rehearsal was still tentative and here in the audience the unself-
conscious piping of a child; it would have been impossible to
define the difference; but yet at once we hissed and whistled the -
interrupter down, although it would not really have been neces-
sary, for in any case she would certainly have crawled away in
fear and shame, whereas Josephine struck up her most triumphal
notes and was quite beyond herself, spreading her arms wide and
stretching her throat as high as it could reach.

That is what she is like always, every trifle, every casual inci-
dent, every nuisance, a creaking in the parquet, a grinding of
teeth, a failure in the lighting incites her to heighten the effec-
tiveness of her song; she believes anyhow that she is singing to
deaf ears; there is no lack of enthusiasm and applause, but she has
long learned not to expect real understanding, as she conceives
it. So all disturbance is very welcome to her; whatever inter-
venes from outside to hinder the purity of her song, to be over-
come with a slight effort, even with no effort at all, merely by
confronting it, can help to awaken the masses, to teach them not
perhaps understanding but awed respect.

And if small events do her such service, how much more do
great ones. Our life is very uneasy, every day brings surprises,
apprehensions, hopes, and terrors, so that it would be impossible
for a single individual to bear it all did he not always have by
day and night the support of his fellows; but even so it often be-
comes very difficult; frequently as many as a thousand shoulders
are trembling under a burden that was really meant only for one
pair. Then Josephine holds that her time has come. So there she
stands, the delicate creature, shaken by vibrations especially
below the breastbone, so that one feels anxious for her, it is as if
she has concentrated all her strength on her song, as if from ev-
erything in her that does not directly subserve her singing all
strength has been withdrawn, almost all power of life, as if she
were laid bare, abandoned, committed merely to the care of
good angels, as if while she is so wholly withdrawn and living

V only in her song a cold breath blowing upon her might kill her.




- intention to sing. She can do this where she likes, it need not be a
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people are unconditionally devoted to Josephine. But this is
simply not the case; unconditional devotion is hardly known
among us; ours are people who love slyness beyond everything,
~ without any malice, to be sure, and childish whispering and chat-
ter, innocent, superficial chatter, to be sure, but people of such a
_ kind cannot go in for unconditional devotion, and that Josephine
herself certainly feels, that is what she is fighting against with all
the force of her feeble throat.

In making such generalized pronouncements, of course, one
should not go too far, our people are all the same devoted to
Josephine, only not unconditionally. For instance, they would
not be capable of laughing at Josephine. It can be admitted: in
Josephine there is much to make one laugh; and laughter for its

own sake is never far away from us; in spite of all the misery of
our lives quiet laughter is always, so to speak, at our elbows; but
we do not laugh at Josephine. Many a time I have had the im-
pression that our people interpret their relationship to Josephine
in this way, that she, this frail creature, needing protection and
in some way remarkable, in her own opinion remarkable for her
gift of song, is entrusted to their care and they must look after
her; the reason for this is not clear to anyone, only the fact
seems to be established. But what is entrusted to one’s care one
does not laugh at; to laugh would be a breach of duty; the ut-
~ most malice which the most malicious of us wreak on Josephine
is to say now and then: “The sight of Josephine is enough to
“make one stop laughing.” :

So the people look after Josephine much as a father takes into
his care a child whose little hand—one cannot tell whether in ap-
peal or command—is stretched out to him. One might think that
~our people are not fitted to exercise such paternal duties, but in
reality they discharge them, at least in this case, admirably; no
single individual could do what in this respect the people as a
whole are capable of doing. To be sure, the difference in
strength between the people and the individual is so enormous
that it is enough for the nursling to be drawn into the warmth of
their nearness and he is sufficiently protected. To Josephine, cer-
tainly, one does not dare mention such ideas. “Your protection

But just when she makes such an appearance, we who are sup
posed to be her owwomommw are in the habit of saying: “She can’t
even pipe; she has to put such a terrible strain on herself to force
out not a song—we can’t call it song—but some approximation
to our usual customary piping.” So it seems to us, ‘but this im
pression although, as I -said, inevitable is.yet fleeting and tran-
sient. We too are soon sunk in the feeling of the mass, which,
warmly pressed body to body, listens with indrawn breath. ,

And to gather around her this mass of our people who are
almost always on the run and scurrying hither and thither for
reasons that are often not very clear, Josephine mostly needs to
do nothing else than take up her stand, head thrown back, Bocﬁr_
half-open, eyes turned upwards, in the position that indicates her

place visible a long way off, any secluded corner pitched on in a
moment’s caprice will serve as well. The news that she is going
to sing flies around at once and soon whole processions are on the
way there. Now, sometimes, all the same, obstacles intervene,
Josephine likes best to sing just’ when things are most upset
many worries and dangers force us then to take devious ways,
with the best will in the world we cannot assemble ourselves as
quickly as Josephine wants, and on occasion she stands there in
ceremonial state for quite a time without a sufficient audience—
then indeéd she turns furious, then she stamps her feet, swearing
in most unmaidenly fashion; she actually bites. But even such be
havior does no harm to her reputation; instead of curbing a little
her excessive demands, people exert themselves to meet them
messengers are sent out to summon fresh hearers; she is kept in
ignorance of the fact that this is being done; on the roads all
around sentries can be seen posted who wave on newcomer
and urge them to hurry; this goes on until at last a tolerably large
audience is gathered. ,
What drives the people to make such exertions for Josephine’
sake? This is no easier to answer than the first’ question abou
Josephine’s singing, with which it is closely connected. On
could eliminate that and combine them both in the second ques
‘tion, if it were possible to assert that because of her singing ou
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1sn’t worth an old monm.:.mro says then. Sure, sure, old song, we
think. And besides her protest is no real contradiction, it is rather
a thoroughly childish way of doing; and childish gratitude, while
a father’s way of doing is to pay no attention to it.

Yet there is something else behind it which IS not so easy to
explain by this relationship between the people and Josephine,
Josephine, that is to say, thinks just the opposite, she believes it is
she who protects the people. When we are in a bad way politi-
cally or economically, her singing is supposed to save us, nothing
less than that, and if it does not drive away the evil, at least gives
us the strength to bear it. She does not put it in these words or in
any other, she says very little anyhow, she is silent among the
chatterers, but it flashes from her eyes, on her closed lips—few

among us can keep their lips closed, but she can—it is plainly.

legible. Whenever we get bad news—and on many days bad
news comes thick and fast at once, lies and half-truths included
—she rises up at once, whereas usually she sits listlessly on the
ground, she rises up and stretches her neck and tries to see over
the heads of her flock like a shepherd before a thunderstorm. It
is certainly a habit of children, in their wild, impulsive fashion,
to make such claims, but Josephine’s are not quite so unfounded
as children’s. True, she does not save us and she gives us no
strength; it is easy to stage oneself as a savior of our people, in-
ured as they are to suffering, not sparing themselves, swift in
decision, well acquainted with death, timorous only to the eye in
the atmosphere of reckless daring which they constantly
breathe, and as prolific besides as they are bold—it is easy, I say,
to stage oneself after the event as the savior of our people, who
have always somehow managed to save themselves, although at
the cost of sacrifices which make historians—generally speaking
we ignore historical research entirely—quite horror-struck. And
yet it is true that just in emergencies we hearken better than at
other times to Josephine’s voice. The menaces that loom over us
make us quieter, more humble, more submissive to Josephine’s
domination; we like to come together, we like to huddle close to
each other, especially on an occasion set apart from the troubles
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preoccupying us; it is as if we were drinking in all haste—yes,
haste is necessary, Josephine too often forgets that—from a cup
of peace in common before the battle. It is not so much a per-
formance of songs as an assembly of the people, and an assembly
where except for the small piping voice in front there is com-
plete stillness; the hour is much too grave for us to waste it in
chatter.

A relationship of this kind, of course, would never content
Josephine. Despite all the nervous uneasiness that fills Josephine
because her position has never been quite defined, there is still
much that she does not see, blinded by her self-conceit, and she
can be brought fairly easily to overlook much more, a swarm of
flatterers is always busy about her to this end, thus really doing
a public service—and yet to be only an incidental, unnoticed
performer in a corner of an assembly of the people, for that, al-
though in itself it would be no small thing, she would certainly
not make us the sacrifice of her singing.

Nor does she need to, for her art does not go unnoticed. Al-
though we are at bottom preoccupied with quite other things
and it is by no means only for the sake of her singing that
stillness prevails and many a listener does not even look up but
buries his face in his neighbor’s fur, so that Josephine up in front
seems to be exerting herself to no purpose, there is yet some-
thing—it cannot be denied—that irresistibly makes its way into
us from Josephine’s piping. This piping, which rises up where
everyone else is pledged to silence, comes almost like a mes-
sage from the whole people to each individual; Josephine’s thin
piping amidst grave decisions is almost like our people’s pre-
carious existence amidst the tumult of a hostile world. Josephine
exerts herself, a mere nothing in voice, a mere nothing in execu-
tion, she asserts herself and gets across to us; it does us good to
think of that. A really trained singer, if ever such a one should
be found among us, we could certainly not endure at such a time
and we should unanimously turn away from the senselessness of
any such performance. May Josephine be spared from perceiv-
ing that the mere fact of our listening to her is proof that she is
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no singer. An intuition of it she must have, else why does .mso sO
.@mwmwocmm&v\ deny that we do listen, only she keeps on singin

- Franz Karxa

and piping her intuition away. :
But there are other things she could take comfort ?o.B” we do
really listen to her in a sense, probably Q:.Hor as one listens to a
trained singer; she gets effects which a trained singer would try
in vain to achieve among us and which are only E.o&soom pre-
cisely because her means are so inadequate. For this, doubtless,
our way of life is mainly responsible. .
Among our people there is no age of youth, scarcely the brief-
est childhood. Regularly, it is true, demands are put mogs.&
that the children should be granted a special freedom, a mwn.o_& ,
protection, that their right to be 2 little o.mﬁmm.aoﬁ to have a rﬁ%
senseless giddiness, a little play, that this right should be re-
spected and the exercise of it encouraged; such %Bm:.% are put
forward and nearly everyone approves ﬁrmB,.ﬁroH.o 1S Donr_.:m
one could approve more, but there is also nothing, in the reality
of our daily life, that is less likely to be granted, one approves
these demands, one makes attempts to meet them, but soon m:
the old ways are back again. Our life happens to be wc.or. ﬁrmm a
child, as soon as it can run about m_:am.mmm a :2_.@ distinguish
one thing from another, must look after itself just ES. an .wma.:
the areas on which, for economic reasons, we have to live in Emw
persion are too wide, our enemies too numerous, the dangers
lying everywhere in wait for us too Hdom:.oc_mzaiy\o cannot
shelter our children from the struggle for existence, _m. we did 50,
it would Ummm them to an early grave. HTWmo mmwmomm_mm.ooswa-
erations are reinforced by another, which is not @o@momm_:m_ the
fertility of our race. One generation—and each is numerous—
treads on the heels of another, the children have no time to be
children. Other races may foster their children carefully, moron_,
may be erected for their little ones, out of these schools the chil
dren may come pouring daily, the future of the race, yet among
them it is always the same children that come out day after da
for a long time. We have no morooﬁm_ but from our race com
pouring at the briefest intervals the innumerable swarms of oul
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children, merrily lisping or chirping so _onm as they cannot yet
pipe, rolling or tumbling along by sheer impetus so long as they
cannot yet run, clumsily carrying everything before them by
mass weight so long as they cannot yet see, our children! And
not the same children, as in those schools, no, always new chil-
dren again and again, without end, without a break, hardly does
a child appear than it is no more a child, while behind it new
childish faces are already crowding so fast and so thick that they
are indistinguishable, rosy with happiness. Truly, however de-
lightful this may be and however much others may envy us for
it, and rightly, we simply cannot give a real childhood to our
children. And that has its consequences. A kind of unexpended,
ineradicable childishness pervades our people; in direct opposi-
tion to what is best in us, our infallible practical common sense,
we often behave with the utmost foolishness, with exactly the
same foolishness as children, senselessly, wastefully, grandiosely,
irresponsibly, and all that often for the sake of some trivial
amusement. And although our enjoyment of it cannot of course
be so wholehearted as a child’s enjoyment, something of this sur-
vives in it without a doubt. From this childishness of our people
Josephine too has profited since the béginning.

Yet our people are not only childish, we are also in a sense
prematurely old. Childhood and old age come upon us not as
upon others. We have no youth, we are all at once grown-up,
and then we stay grown-up too long, a certain weariness and
hopelessness spreading from that leaves a broad trail through our

people’s nature, tough and strong in hope that it is in general.

Our lack of musical gifts has surely some connection with this;
we are too old for music, its excitement, its rapture do not suit
our heaviness, wedrily we wave it away; we content ‘ourselves
with piping; a little piping here and there, that is enough for us.
Who knews, there may be talents for music among us; but if
there were, the character of our people would suppress them. be-
fore they could unfold. Josephine on the other hand can pipe as
much as she will, or sing or whatever she likes to call it, that
does not disturb us, that suits us, that we can well put up with;
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any music there may be in it is reduced to the least possible

trace; a certain tradition of music is preserved, yet without mak-

ing the slightest demand upon us.

But our people, being what they are, get still more than this ,

from Josephine. At her concerts, especially in times of stress, it is
only the very young who are interested in her singing as singing,
they alone gaze in astonishment as she purses her lips, expels the
air between her pretty front teeth, half dies in sheer wonderment
at the sounds she herself is producing and after such a swoon-
ing swells her performance to new and more incredible heights,
whereas the real mass of the people—this is plain to see—are
quite withdrawn into themselves. Here in the brief intervals be-
tween their struggles our people dream, it is as if the limbs of
each were loosened, as if the harried individual .once in a while
could relax and stretch himself at ease in the great, warm bed of

the community. And into these dreams Josephine’s piping drops.

note by note; she calls it pearl-like, we call it staccato; but at any
rate here it is in its right place, as nowhere else, finding the mo-
ment wait for it as music scarcely ever does. Something of our
poor brief childhood is in it, something of lost happiness that can
never be found again, but also something of active daily life, of
its small gaieties, unaccountable and yet springing up and not to
be obliterated. And indeed this is all expressed not in full round
tones but softly, in whispers, confidentially, sometimes a little
hoarsely. Of course it is a kind of piping. Why not? Piping is our
people’s daily speech, only many a one pipes his whole life long
and does not know it, where here piping is set free from the fet-
ters of daily life and it sets us free too for a little while: We cer-
tainly should not want to do without these performances.

But from that point it is a long, long way to Josephine’s claim

that she gives us new strength and so on and so forth. For ordi-
nary people, at least, not for her train of flatterers. “What other
explanation could there be?”—they say with quite shameless
sauciness—‘‘how else could you explain the great audiences,
especially when danger is most imminent, which have even often
enough hindered proper precautions being taken in time to avert
danger.” Now, this last statement is unfortunately true, but can

J
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hardly be counted as one of Josephine’s titles to fame, especially
considering that when such large gatherings have been unexpec-
tedly flushed by the enemy and many of our people left lying
for dead, Josephine, who was responsible for it all, and indeed
perhaps attracted the enemy by her piping, has always occupied
the safest place and was always the first to whisk away quietly
and speedily under cover of her escort. Still, everyone really
knows that, and yet people keep running to whatever place
Josephine decides on next, at whatever time she rises up to sing.
One could argue from this that Josephine stands almost beyond
the law, that she can do what she pleases, at the risk of actually
endangering the community, and will be forgiven for every-
thing. If this were so, even Josephine’s claims would be entirely
comprehensible, yes, in this freedom to be allowed her, this extra-
ordinary gift granted to her and to no one else in direct contra-
vention of the laws, one could see an admission of the fact that
the people do not understand Josephine, just as she alleges, that
they marvel helplessly at her art, feel themselves unworthy of it,
try to assuage the pity she rouses in them by making really des-
perate sacrifices for her and, to the same extent that her art 1s
beyond their comprehension, consider her personality and her
wishes to lie beyond their jurisdiction. Well, that 1s simply not
true at all, perhaps as individuals® the people may surrender too
easily to Josephine, but as a whole they surrender uncondition-
ally to no one, and not to her either.

For a long time back, perhaps since the very beginning of her
artistic career, Josephine has been fighting for exemption from
all daily work on account of her singing; she should be relieved
of all responsibility for earning her daily bread and being in-
volved in the general struggle for oxwmﬁnmoﬂ which—apparently
—should be transferred on her behalf to the people as a whole.
A facile enthusiast—and there have been such—might argue

from the mere unusualness of this demand, from the spiritual at-

titude needed to frame such a demand, that it has an inner justifi-
cation. But our people draw other conclusions and quietly refuse
it. Nor do they trouble much about disproving the assumptions
on which it is based. Josephine argues, for instance, that the
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strain of working is bad for her voice, that the strain of workin
is of course nothinig to the strain of &smm:mv but it prevents he
from being able to rest sufficiently after singing and to recuper-
ate for more mEmEm. she has to exhaust her strength completely
and yet, in these circumstances, can never rise to the peak of her
abilities. The people listen to her arguments and pay no atten-
tion. Our people, so easily moved, sometimes cannot be moved
at all. Their refusal is sometimes so decided that even Josephine
is taken aback, she appears to submit, does her proper share of
work, sings as best she can, but all only for a time, then with re-
newed strength—for this purpose her strength seems inexhausti-
ble—she takes up the fight again.
Now it is clear that what Josephine Hom:% wants is not what
she puts into words. She is honorable, she is not work-shy, shirk-
ing in any case is quite unknown among us, if her petition were
granted she would certainly live the same life as before, her
work would not at all get in the way of her singing nor would
r.oa singing grow any better—what she wants is public, unam- ;
biguous, permanent recognition of her art, going far beyond any
precedent so far known. But while almost everything else seems
- within her reach, this eludes her persistently. Perhaps she should
have taken a different line of attack from the beginning, perhaps
she herself sees that her approach was wrong, but now she can-
not draw back, retreat would be self- UQQJS_ now she must
stand or fall by her @onﬁos
If she really had enemies, as she avers, they could get much
amusement from watching this struggle, without having to lift a
finger. But she has no enemies, and even though she is often criti-
cized here and there, no one finds this struggle of hers amusing.
Just because of the fact that the people show themselves here in
their cold, judicial aspect, which is otherwise rarely seen among
us. And however one may approve it in this case, the very idea
“that such an aspect might be turned upon oneself some day pre-
vents amusement from breaking in. The important thing, both in
the people’s refusal and in Josephine’s petition, is not the action
itself, but the fact that the people are capable of presenting a
stony, impenetrable front to one of their own, and that it is all
the more impenetrable because in other respects they show an
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anxious paternal care, and more than paternal care, for this very

member of the people.

Suppose that instead of the people one had an individual to
deal with: one might imagine that this man had been giving in to
Josephine all the time while nursing a wild desire to put an end
to his submissiveness one fine day; that he had made superhuman
sacrifices for Josephine in the firm belief that there was a natural
limit to his capacity for sacrifice; yes, that he had sacrificed more
than was needful merely to hasten the process, merely to spoil
Josephine and encourage her to ask for more and more until she
did indeed reach the limit with this last petition of hers; and that
he then cut her off with a final refusal which was curt because
long held in reserve. Now, this is certainly not how the matter
stands, the people have no need of such guile, besides, their re-
spect for Josephine is well tried and genuine, and Josephine’s de-
mands are after all so far-reaching that any &510 child could
have told her what the outcome would be; yet it may be that
such considerations enter into Josephine’s way of taking the
matter and so add a certain bitterness to the pain of being re-
fused.

But whatever her ideas on the subject, she does not let them
deter her from pursuing the campaign. Recently she has even in-
tensified her attack; hitherto. she has used only words as her

~weapons but now she is beginning to have recourse to other

means; which she thinks will prove more efficacious but which
we think will'run her into greater dangers. .

Many believe that Josephine is becoming so insistent because
she feels herself growing old and her voice falling off, and so she
thinks it Emw time to wage the last battle for recognition. I do
not believe it. wOmm@rEm would not be Josephine if that were -
true. For her there is no maoéﬁm old and no falling off in her
voice. If she makes demands it is not because of outward circum-
stances but because of an inner logic. She reaches for the highest
garland not because it is momentarily hanging a little lower but
because it is the highest; if she had any say in the matter she
would have it still higher.

This contempt for external difficulties, to be sure, ao% not
hinder her from using ﬁro most unworthy methods. "Her rights
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seem beyond question to her; so what does it matter how she se-
cures them; especially since in this world, as she sees it, honest
methods are bound to fail. Perhaps that is why she has
transferred the battle for her rights from the field of song to an-
other which she cares little about. Her supporters have let it be
known that, according to herself, she feels quite capable of sing-
ing in such a way that all levels of the populace, even to the re-
motest corners of the opposition, would find it a real delight, a
real delight not by popular standards, for the people affirm that
they have always delighted in her singing, but a delight by her
own standards. However, shie adds, since she cannot falsify the
highest standards nor pander to the lowest, her singing will have
to stay as it is. But when it comes to her campaign for exemption
from work, we get a different story; it is of course also a cam-
paign on behalf of her singing, yet she is not fighting- directly
with the priceless weapon of her song, so any instrument she
uses is good enough. Thus, for instance, the rumor went around
that Josephine meant to cut short her grace notes if her petition
were not granted. I know nothing about grace notes, and have
never noticed any in Josephine’s singing. But Josephine is going
to cut short her grace notes, not, for the present, to cut them out
entirely, only to cut them short. Presumably she has carried out
her threat, although I for one have observed no difference in her

vnmoaam:oo. The people as a whole listened in the usual way

without making any pronouncement on the grace notes, nor did
their response to her petition vary by a jot. It must be admitted
that Josephine’s way of thinking, like her figure, is often very
charming. And so, for instance, after that performance, just as if
her decision about the grace notes had been too severe or too
sudden a move against the people, she announced that next time
she would put in all the grace notes again. Yet after the next
concert she changed her mind once more, there was to be defi-
nitely an end of these great arias with the grace notes, and until
her petition was favorably regarded they would never recur.
Well, the people let all these announcements, decisions and coun-
terdecisions go in at one ear and out at the other, like a
grown-up person-deep in thought turning a deaf ear to a child’s
babble, fundamentally well disposed but not accessible.
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Josephine, however, does not give in. The other day, for in-
stance, she claimed that she had hurt her foot at work, so that it
was difficult for her to stand up to sing;-but since she could not
sing except standing up, her songs would now have to be cut
short. Although she limps and leans on her supporters, no one be-
lieves that she is really hurt. Granted that her frail body is extra
sensitive, she is yet one of us and we are a race of workers; if we
were to start limping every time we got a scratch, the whole
people would never be done limping. Yet though she lets herself
be led about like a cripple, though she shows herself in this
pathetic condition oftener than usual, the people all the same lis--
ten to her singing thankfully and appreciatively as before, but do
not bother much about the shortening of her songs.

Since she cannot very well go on limping forever, she thinks

-of something else, she pleads that she is tired, not in the mood

for singing, feeling faint. And so we get a theatrical performance
as well as a concert. We see Josephine’s supporters in the back-
ground begging and imploring her to sing. She would be glad to
oblige, but she cannot. They comfort and caress her with flat-
teries, they almost carry her to the selected spot where she is
supposed to sing. At last, bursting inexplicably into tears, she
gives way, but when she stands up to sing, obviously at the end
of her resources, weary, her arms not widespread as usual but
hanging lifelessly down, so that one gets the impression that they
are perhaps a little too short—just as she is about to strike up,
there, she cannot do it after all, an unwilling shake of the head
tells us so and she breaks down before our eyes. To be sure, she
pulls herself together again and sings, I fancy, much as usual;
perhaps, if one has an ear for the finer shades of expression, one
can hear that she is singing with unusual feeling, which is, how-
ever, all to the good. And in the end she is actually less tired than
before, with a firm tread, if one can use such a term for her trip-
ping gait, she moves off, refusing all help from her supporters
and measuring with cold eyes the crowd which respectfully
makes way for her.

That happened a day or two ago; but the latest is that she has
disappeared, just at a time when she was supposed to sing. It is
not only her supporters who are looking for her, many are de-
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voting themselves to the mmuHoF but all in vain; Josephin
vanished, she will not sing; she will not even be cajoled j
singing, this time she has deserted us entirely.
Curious, how mistaken she is in her calculations, the cle
creature, so mistaken that one might fancy she has made no
culations at all but is only being driven on by her destiny, whic
in our world cannot be msv\ﬁrwmm but a sad one. Of her own 1
cord she abandons her singing, of her own accord she destro
the power she has gained over mooEn s hearts. How could s
ever have gained that power, since she knows so little abou
these hearts of ours? She hides herself and does not sing, but ou
woo@_o quietly, without visible disappointment, a self-confide
mass in perfect equilibrium, so constituted, even ﬁrocmr ap
pearances are misleading, that they can only bestow gifts and no
receive them, even from Josephine, our people continue on the
. way. o
Josephine’s road, however, must go downhill. The time w
soon come when her Jast notes sound and die into silence. She i
a small episode in the eternal history of our people, and the peo
ple will get over the loss of her. Not that it will be easy for us
how can our gatherings take place in utter silence? Still, wer
they not silent even when Josephine was present? Was her actual
piping notably louder and more alive than the memory of it will
be? Was it even in her lifetime more than a simple memory? Was
it not rather because Josephine’s singing was already past losing
5 this way that our people in their wisdom prized it so highly?
So perhaps we shall not miss so very much after all, while
Josephine, redeemed from the nm?Z% sorrows which to her
thinking lay in wait for all chosen spirits, will happily lose her-
self in the numberless throng of the heroes of our people, and
soon, since we are no historians, will rise to the heights of
redemption and be forgotten like all her brothers.

Translated by Willa and Edwin Muir




