Ring Jannius

Guido von List



BERSERKER

BOOKS

O



King Vannius.

A Germanic royal drama

by

Guido von List.

1899.






CHARACTERS
VANNIUS of the house of the “Druthi.”
NANA.
Young Prince VANNIHOLD.
VANGIO, a cousin of Vannius.
SIDQO, a servant of Vannius.
WITTIG, the blacksmith.
KADOLD,
RANDMAR, } Quadi freemen.
SINTOLD.
RUMOLD, burgrave and city councilor in Eburodun.
ROLF, house steward at the royal court.
RAFFO, blacksmith's apprentice.
HANGO, blacksmith's apprentice.
JUTA, the Haag-Idis (priestess):
MECHTHILDIS.
GERBERGA.
WIEBURGA.
PETRONIUS, legate of Emperor Tiberius.
MARINIUS, Roman centurion.
KAIMAR, Duke of the Jazyges.
Citizens of Eburodun.
Royal guard (bodyguards).
King’s men (warriors).
Women and girls from Eburodun.
Captured Roman legionaries.
Jazyges.
Armed men from Vangio and Sido's army.

Servants and maids of the royal court.






Time: The first three acts during the reign of Emperor
Tiberius, the last two acts during the reign of Emperor
Caligula.

Place of Action: The first act takes place in front of the
blacksmith's cave (Beczissfalahohle) in Wuotansthal
(Adamsthal near Brno): The second act takes place one
year later in the grove of Halgadom (zemple site) next to
the blacksmith's cave. The third act takes place three
months later in the royal court at Eburodun. The fourth
act takes place in the same place, about fifteen years later.
The fifth act takes place one year later in the military
fortress at Stilifrieda.

Right and /eft of the actor.






First Act.

Wild mountain region in the Wuotansthale. Between
pine trunks and bushes, raised above the stage floor, the
entrance to Wuotan's cave,!) to which rock steps lead up.
The cave is lit by a mighty fire. In front of the cave, on a
protruding rock, is an anvil. WITTIG the blacksmith is
busy with his assistants RAFFO and HANGO. RAFFO
and HANGO strike the red-hot iron with large
hammers, which WITTIG holds with tongs, and with a
small hammer he does the finishing work. On one of the
rock steps in front of the cave entrance stands VANNIUS
leaning on his staff and watches the blacksmiths.
VANGIO and SIDO sit behind him on boulders. Bright

sunshine.

VANNIUS (after watching the blacksmiths at work for a
long time without saying a word): What are you
forging, blacksmith?

WITTIG  (hammering away without looking —up;
grumbling): Chains.

VANNIUS (surprised): Chains!? For whom?

1) Today's Adamsthal with the Beczisska Cave. See more details in
the author's “Deutsch-mythologische Landschaftsbilder”
(German Mythological Landscape Pictures).



WITTIG (laughing wildly, continuing to hammer): For
whom?! — Blast and blue fire! — For those who could
be lords but want to be servants, for those who could
have good swords but prefer to wear bad chains; for
those — (hammers furious/y, drowning out his own

words).

SIDO (jumping up, irritated): What's all this abuse, old

man!?
VANGIO (likewise, reaching for his sword): You reeker!

VANNIUS (remaining calm, casting commanding glances at
his cousins, who then return to their places, still
grumbling; then turning to the blacksmith, who grumbles
as he hammers away): 1 know of far better things to

make with such good iron than chains.

WITTIG (interrupting bhis fine work and looking at
VANNIUS with contempt): Blast and blue fire! You,
milk-beard?

VANNIUS (throwing away his weapons): Give me the
hammer and tongs. (Goes o the anvil, takes the hammer

and tongs from the astonished WITTIG and begins to
Jorge.)
WITTIG (watching in amazement): Milk-beard! My iron

that Donar's Malmer will drive nine fathoms deep

into the ground —



VANNIUS (0 the journeymen): Strike, strike, strike! (Zhey

hammer.) Wait, my blacksmith, soon you shall see —

WITTIG (with growing amazement): Father Voland,
Milkbeard knows your art! — Blast and blue fire!

SIDO (with bitter rage toward VANGIO): Is that not
cowardly? Instead of the roughest of all forges, better

to hammer his skull —

VANGIO: That's what I wanted to do, but (glances at the
blacksmith's apprentices) they wouldn't allow it.

SIDO: He wants to do the same as Armin and Marbod,

our cousin, and thus debase himself so deeply!
VANGIO: He shall not dare! — Armin! Marbod!

SIDO: His followers are many, ours are few. Be quick, my
brother

VANGIO: I would be clever. (glances skyly at VANNIUY)

I do not fear our cousin.

SIDO (also glancing at Vannius, but mockingly to SIDO):
No?

WITTIG (admiringly): Father Voland, the milk-bearded

one 1s a master!

VANNIUS (0 the journeymen): Stop! — Ready! — Bring
the cooling barrel! (7be journeymen lay down their

hammers in amazement and go into the cave fo ﬁez‘c/y the

barrel. VANNIUS lifts the finished object — a spade —



with tongs and strikes it once with a hammer on the
anvil.) There, now this “cold blow” so that, Loki, your
chains will not break!

WITTIG (with growing admiration): Blast and blue fire!
The “cold blow”! Does the miracle worker know this
too? The ancient sacred master's custom?

RAFFO (to HANGO, with whom he carries the cooling vat

out of the cave): He can do more than eat bread.

HANGO: A mighty master! (They set the vat down in
Jfront of VANNIUS.) There, master.

VANNIUS (sticks the forged spade into the cooling vat, the
water hisses): There, the work is done; but the handle
is still missing (be breaks his staff in two and sticks the
broken shaft into the spade, which he wedges in place. To
WITTIG, whom he now shows the spade). Well, master?

Is my forging not worth more than your chains?

WITTIG: I don't know what you want. I feel so stupid
here, under this roof! Tell me, you wondrous man,
whose son are you born? Which master taught you his
art? You are a mighty great master, well versed in the
ancient sacred secret custom that is known only to a

few.

VANNIUS: Who I am, others may tell you, master, and
who taught me the art? It is enough for you that you
recognize me as a master. But answer me, old man. Is

not this spade a better thing than your chains?



WITTIG (again grimly): The Quadi should demand

swords.

VANNIUS (laughing): They can get them from the

Romans, they need spades now, and more than

swords; of that you may be assured, dear master!

WITTIG: Spades?
RAFFO: More than swords?
HANGO: It's astonishing!

SIDO (20 VANGIO): It's unheard of! To break their spears
for a stupid spade.

VANGIO: And that's supposed to rule, with such servile
thinking!
VANNIUS (#0 the blacksmiths): Yes, the Quadi now need

spades and digging tools to enforce their right to rule.

WITTIG (oyfully, signaling surprise to the others): Your
right as lords? Stranger, tell us more! Blast and
blue fire!

(A woman’s cry is heard behind the scene. All are startled.
Wittig, with a look of surprise, points to the cry. Everyone
listens silently.)

VANGIO (20 SIDO, quietly): Now he can't do without the

spear.

SIDO: I gladly grant our cousin this lesson.



(Renewed cries are heard, and JUTA's voice calling out.)

JUTA (still behind the scene): Desecrator of the sacred!
Help!

WITTIG (grabbing an iron bar): Come! Albruna is
calling for help! Swords! Swords! Blast and blue fire!

VANNIUS (wawving the spade): This does as well; where it
knocks, the door will be opened. (Hurries off to the
right with WITTIG; the blacksmith’s apprentices follow

with their heavy hammers.)
RAFFO: Hey, get on with it (Exits fo the right.)
HANGO: Human skulls will be our anvils! (Exizs.)
SIDO: Come, brother. (starts to follow the others.)
VANGIO (holds him back): Brother, there's no such hurry.
SIDO: Nor
VANGIO: Think about it, if Petronius —
SIDO: You mean?
VANGIO: Who else but a Roman? — Surely not a

Marcomanni, not a Quadi — ?
SIDO: Yes! She called him a desecrator of the sacred!
VANGIO: I don't want to spoil my game with Petronius!

(The sound of fighting can be heard in the distance and
VANNIUS' Hifthorn call. ")



VANGIO (mockingly to SIDO): Do you hear? — Call,
cousin, call! Stay where you are, brother Sido, I'll keep
watch. (He starts to go right to look. VANNIUS's horn
sounds again and similar calls answer from different

directions.)

SIDO: What's that? Could it be our cousin?

KADOLD (enters hurriedly with several armed men): That
is Vannius' horn call! Quick! (Sees SIDO and VANGIO;
to themselves.) Those toads! (Starts to go right.)

SIDO: Save us! Come quickly, help is needed!
KADOLD: I can see that; otherwise you would be there.

(Starts to pass. The commotion comes closer. One hears the

blacksmith WITTIG calling.)

WITTIG (still behind the scene): Blast and blue fire!
Father Voland, we have the fellows. Tie up the

scoundrels!

(VANNIUS and WITTIG come from the right; the former
leads PETRONIUS, the latter leading MARINIUS,
who is bound. They are followed by RAFFO, HANGO,
and several armed Quadi, who are driving bound
Romans before them. They are followed by JUIA, the
Albruna with NANA, WIEBURGA, MECHTHILDIS,

1) VANNIUS' horn call must be a characteristic motif so that it can

be distinguished from other horn calls



and GERBERGA)
VANGIO (# SIDO): Didn't I tell you?
SIDO (frightened): Truly, the Legate!

(Both try to hide in the crowd so as not to be noticed by the
Legate.)

PETRONIUS: By Hercules! Tremble before the revenge
of the lord of the world!

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! The lord of the world?
(Laughs.) The lord of the world he may be, but not the
lord of the Quadi. What were you doing grazing

where lady's slippers are in bloom?

KADOLD: Yes, what were you hunting where fat cows
graze? You are a poor shepherd.

PETRONIUS: Mock the defenseless! But woe betide
you! Caesar Tiberius (General laughter.) Laugh, only

you will learn to fear!
(Repeated laughter.)

PETRONIUS What do you fear when you mock the
mighty Caesar?

VANNIUS: What we Quadi fear, do you Romans want
to know? You can find out. We Quadi and all who

speak our language fear nothing in this world!

PETRONIUS: Nothing?



VANNIUS: Nothing!
PETRONIUS: Nothing, really nothing?

VANNIUS: Nothing! — Well, yes, but if you really want
to know, we fear that the sky will fall down and bury

us under its blue ruins.
PETRONIUS (contemptuously): Boasters!
VANNIUS (shrugs his shoulders indifferently. To WITTIG):

Master smith! You may now make use of your chains.
(Horn calls are heard from wvarious directions, which
VANNIUS answers with his own call, without boasting
about it. To WITTIG.) Beat the woman-hunters into a
gang and keep them well in your cave until I demand
them from you. You are my guarantor for them and

their lives. —

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! Who are you? Am I your
servant that you command me? Am I your servant

that you dare to give me orders?

VANNIUS: Who am I? A villain like you, not your

master, not your servant.
WITTIG: And yet you give orders?

VANNIUS: In the name of the people, for one must
think and act for all.

WITTIG: And who is that one?



JUTA (stepping forward): It is he! — As he has decided,

so shall you fulfill Herians' sacred counsel! (Murmurs
of astonishment.)

WITTIG (stunned): Blast and blue fire! By thundering
Donar, is that the truth?

JUTA: It is! — Do what the heavenly ones command you
through him!

WITTIG (stunned): So I will do it. — Raffo and Hango,

bring the chains to the anvil.

RAFFO: That will make for some cheerful forging. (Ewxits

into the cave.)

HANGO (beginning to imitate the sound of hammer blows
as he exits): Bim, bim, bam! Bim, bim, bam! (hurries

after RAFFO.)

(E@eryone looks in astonishment first at VANNIUS, then at
the Albruna, who, with dignified calm and apparent
indifference, slowly returns to the girls.)

WITTIG (astonished, quietly to KADOLD): Tell me,
Kadold, what does all this mean?

KADOLD: Save your astonishment until the end.
WITTIG: So you know?
KADOLD: Not much more than you yourself,

10



WITTIG (annoyed): 1 thought you knew more! Women's

nonsense, I don't believe any of it!

KADOLD: Do it still. It must come to pass, whether
woman or man proclaims it, for the victorious father

Wouotan 1s always near us when we are worthy of him

WITTIG (grumpy): Blast and blue fire! Women's rabble!
KADOLD (laughing): You're your mother's son.

RAFFO (knocking down the chains with a clang at the
anvil): What a merry jingle, like at Carnival! Hoiho!
Narro! -

HANGO (likewise): Clink, clink, clink; not a limb shall
break!

WITTIG (grabbing PETRONIUS by the shoulder): Come
here, Roman, and let yourself be adorned; chains

remain chains, whether they are made of gold or iron.

PETRONIUS (snorting with rage): You will pay for that,

scoundrel, with a thousand deaths!

WITTIG (forcing PETRONIUS to follow him to the
anvil): Blast and blue fire! Follow or I'll break your
bones! (He leads him to the anvil.) RAFFO! Secure the
shackles!

(RAFFO and HANGO rivet the iron clasps of the chains to
PETRONIUS' arms and legs.)

PETRONIUS (as above): Jupiter Donans, hear my curse!

11



RAFFO (gives him a blow): Be silent and keep quiet. (He
forces his foot onto the anvil and rivets the foot shackle
tightly.) I can also force such a dwarf.

WITTIG (calling down to those below): Bring the others!

(MARINIUS and the other captured Romans are led up to
the cave by the armed men. Groups form which seem to be
discussing the events animatedly, as their silent play

suggests, and await the further developments with tension.
In the middle, at the front, stands VANNIUS, lost in
thought, leaning on his spade.)

(Aside, to the right behind VANNIUS, stands the Albruna,

surrounded by the girls. NANA is lost in reverie, standing
a little closer to VANNIUS, apparently uninterested in the
conversation between JUTA and the girls.)

GERBERGA: Tell me, you woman of all wisdom, who is
the young hero who wields his spade like a sword?

JUTA: A Quadi — I know nothing more than that.

WIEBURGA: Is that all you know? Wise Albruna, and
yet —

MECHTHILDIS: And yet you said before to the
blacksmith —?

GERBERGA: Yes, yes, you said —
JUTA: What?
MECHTHILDIS: That he was the one who —

12



GERBERGA: The one, the right one, by whom the
victorious father Wuotan proclaims his will. You must
know him?

JUTA: I don't have to. I only saw that he wanted what
was right, and that's why I made the prediction.

GERBERGA: And you really don't know him,
Allberatherin?

JUTA: I saw him today for the first time.
MECHTHILDIS: So ask him, Allberatherin —
GERBERGA: Yes, yes, please, dear Haag-Idis, please, we

would very much like to know who the young hero is!
WIEBURGA: Yes, please, please! As Mechthildis says —

JUTA: Remember: an Albruna never asks questions; for it

is her sacred duty only to give answers.

(77yey talk together. NANA stands aside, lost in thought, as if
she were not interested in the conversation of her

companions. She has been exc/mnging fun‘iw g/ances with
VANNIUS. She and VANNIUS are undecided what to
do.)

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! They are now bound like
Loki himself. Throw them down with him into the
deepest shaft.

PETRONIUS: O Sun, greet the eternal Rome for me!

Hecate, take me into your kingdom and hear my

13



curse! (He goes back into the cave, his chains rattling, led
by a Quadi.) Slavery for you Quadi, down to the last

man!

KADOLD: you must shout louder, Roman, the ear of the

rock is deaf to such a dwarf's voice.

(The other Romans are led away amid lamentations such as
‘My Italy!” “Hu, the throat of Hephaestus,” “Io Hades,”
each followed by a Quadi after PETRONIUS.
MARINIUS is the last to come, led by KADOLD.)

KADOLD: Come, my dear guest! The Willekumm
down there is well chilled and flows abundantly from
the crevice in the rock. You will not die of thirst.

MARINIUS: Save your mockery, Quadi; I am a Roman.
(fol/ows the others with KADOLD, chains clanking.
Murmurs of the people, agitated groups)

VANGIO (coming forward with SIDO to the left, to the
latter): This is going to be bad weather.

SIDO: Cousin Vannius is playing a game of chance. If he

succeeds...

VANGIO: What can he be thinking? That childish game
with the spade? He's doing nothing without purpose
or goal. (They talk quietly together.)

NANA (has moved closer and closer to VANNIUS and now
walks quickly and decisively toward him): My brave

liberator!

14



VANNIUS (joyfully moved): Speak, what do you want,
beautiful child?

NANA: To thank you —

VANNIUS: Thank me? — I beg you, don't do that! To
thank me!? Did I do more than my duty? Do you not
know, my dear child, how grateful I am to the lovely
lady who led you into my path? Do you not know how
grateful I am to you for finding the first words I was

searching for in vain?
NANA: You? You must be joking —
VANNIUS: I? — Joking?! Is it not custom that I should

address you in such a case?

NANA: Custom? Yes, but that applies to the weak, not to
heroes, to those who still need guidance! But those
who are conscious that they want and do what is right
may dare to break the chains of restraint that were
created only were created for the immature, but never
for the free spirit.

VANNIUS (looking at her admiringly): 1 am amazed, who
taught you to think so proudly?

NANA: Me? No one. I know it myself. Look, my dear
hero. Custom would also require me to do so: “A
maiden is not allowed to speak first to a stranger; she
must wait until her mother or nurse has spoken for

her.” See, my brave savior, I too should have waited

15



patiently until the Albruna there, in beautiful speech,
would have paid you thanks. That would have taken
too long, and so I took it upon myself. I should not
have done so, and yet I know that I did no wrong.

VANNIUS (admiringly): What a royal spirit! You, lovely
girl, how happy your words make me, how blessed I
am that I am allowed to give you to that accursed man

NANA: Don't be so hard on yourself! You are also in the
same situation as him, you would have acted no
differently than he did! Far from home, in enemy
territory —

VANNIUS (shocked): Maiden!

NANA: Forgive me, my brave savior! I never wanted to
hurt you. With all heart I thank you for your heroic
deed, but it is my nature to think justly and always
speak the truth, and I have always hated lies and
hypocrisy.

VANNIUS (with growing admiration): First I called you a
child, then a girl, then a maiden, now I must call you a
heroine! You cannot be of lowly birth, you who are

worthy to see a royal diadem on your proud head!

NANA: A royal diadem? I have never dreamed of such a

thing. Is there really something so great, so unheard of
in what I have said?

VANNIUS: You don't know that?

16



NANA: Who should have told me? The woodpecker, the
deer, the delicate wild rose? They trust me greatly in
the lonely, sacred hour of twilight, when the sun rises
golden-red above those treetops and the secret, silent
forest sings its song to its creator in a gentle rustling.
But neither the woodpecker nor the blackbird ever
told me that I am so important that I should wear a
queen's crown. Even the good woman Juta knows

nothing of such news.

VANNIUS: Are you a child of Halgadom?

NANA: No, but who my father is and where my mother
is, the Albruna will not tell me, and it is this question

that so often makes me sad.

VANNIUS: Poor child! I will help you search for them,
trust me. But look, there comes the blacksmith out of
the cave.

NANA: You will find them? You will? (She takes his hand

and presses it to her heart): Tell me when, when — ?

(The blacksmith with KADOLD, RAFFO, HANGO, and the
Quadi come down from the cave and approach

VANNIUS.)

VANNIUS (quickly): When? How can I say that now?
But speak, my child, where shall I find you?

NANA: If you call three times like a golden eagle, I will

come.

17



VANNIUS: Good, but where?

NANA: Here, not too far from Halgadom. And how can
I call you when I'm looking for you?

VANNIUS (quietly sings his horn call fo her): Like this. But

where will you find me?

NANA: When I need you, I will find you. What is your

name?
VANNIUS: Vannius; and you, my sweet child?

NANA: The forest women call me Nana. So farewell,
goodbye. (She hesitantly lets go of his hand, looks at him
for a long time with large childlike eyes, and then suddenly
hurries back to Lady JUTA, in her haste casually trilling
VANNIUS' horn call.)

VANNIUS (looking after her delightedly): What was that?
Nana. Balders' bride was also called Nana. (He starts to
run after her.)

VANGIO (puts his right hand on his shoulder): Cousin —
VANNIUS (impatiently): Well?

VANGIO (points to WITTIG, who is being held back by
curious onlookers but is clearly trying to go to VANNIUS):

Cousin! This could be dangerous.

VANNIUS: What?
VANGIOQO: Petronius! Marinius!

18



VANNIUS: Do you think so? I think differently.

VANGIO: I only wanted to warn you; you have captured
her, let her slip away, they will thank you for it. I
advise you out of loyalty —

VANNIUS: I thank you for your loyal advice, but I have
decided otherwise. (7o WITTIG.) Well my
blacksmith?

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! They are well taken care of

down there. There they can struggle, scream, curse,
and converse with the torrent. But now tell me,
Quadi, what do you think we should do next? My old
foster brother, Kadold, years ago we drank the sacred
blood together, he knows and respects you, Quadi, and
revealed to me that you are descended from the
“Druthi” family and are Vannius.

KADOLD: Yes, he is Vannius, and he wields a good
sword. But tell me, Vannius, how is it that you are
here unarmed, with only a grave spade as your

adornment?

WITTIG: Yes, yes, this grave spade, I almost forgot —
Blast and blue fire, people, look at this wonderous
man. He forged it himself, so quickly and deftly, even
Master Voland himself could not have done it better
(ALL crowd forward to look at the spade). Tell us what
you intended to do with it. Go on, tell us, Vannius, the
Romans are taken care of.

19



VANNIUS: Then hear, Quadi, what I have to say to you.
You all know how King Katuald lost his crown, and
how the Romans have confined us in these ravines.
But we Quadi want to be free, we want to exercise our
rights as masters on the land that has been ours since

the beginning of time.
ALL: Yes, yes, that is what we want!

VANNIUS: What good will it do us if we defeat the
Romans? They will come back when the crops are
ripe, to harvest where we have plowed and sown with
our sweat. Do we want to toil forever for foreign
parasites?

ALL: No!
KADOLD: But what shall we do?
VANGIO: If you were clever, I would know what to

advise.
SIDO: Listen to him, he means well by you.
KADOLD: Don't listen to him, my friends, that is my

advice. First let Vannius speak to you.

VANNIUS: Listen to him; after he has spoken I will tell

you what you must do.
ALL: So speak, we are listening.
KADOLD (quietly to VANNIUS): That was not wise of

you.

20



VANNIUS: He is my cousin and therefore my friend.
ALL: Hear what he says.
VANGIO: Quadi! The Romans are too powerful and will

always come to rob us of our harvest, and then we will

starve through the winter —

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire, we'll beat them to death!
(Murmurs among the people.)

VANGIO: There are too many of them! That's why I
advise you to make peace with the Romans, pay them
the tithe they demand, and we will have peace and
protection from our enemies. (Murmurs for and against
among the people.) We have captured the legate of the

Roman Emperor; he is our scourge, there will be —

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! I will either forge swords

or chains, whatever you want.

VANNIUS (waving his spade): Swords, yes! And if we
have too few, we will get as many as we need from the
Romans, for our brave smith Wittig has his hands full
forging spades for us, which we need more urgently
than the best swords. And if we lack weapons, such a

spade is good enough to smash Roman skulls.

RAFFO: Yes, it is. Vannius sent five Romans to Hel with
his grave-spade today. They lie over there.

21



HANGO: Hey, I believe that, and blacksmith's hammers
do the same; there are harder anvils than Roman

helmets.
ALL (murmurs of approval and nodding).
KADOLD: Hail to you, Vannius, but what do you want

do you want with so many grave tools?

VANNIUS: I want nothing with it. But the Quadi need
it to build large ring walls out there in the flat country
down to the Danube. Behind such ring walls, our
women, our children, our herds, and our harvests find
protection and refuge while we men fight the enemy.
We can also gather in such castles or military stables,
wait for reinforcements, and defy the enemy in safety.
The spade, Quadi, must restore to you the right of
lordship in the land, which you can never win with the

sword alone.

(Initial astonishment at the surprise, then growing murmurs

for and against; groups form to discuss VANNIUS'
proposal.)

VANGIO: It is a bold idea, but who is to do the daily
work with the spade?

SIDO: Not we, who were born to the sword?
QUADI (gathering around VANGIO): No, not us.
WITTIG (20 his group): Blast and blue fire, the council is

good! I will forge grave goods from all the iron I can
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find. Old Eticho of Blansegge ') must hurry to melt as

much iron from his ore as I now need.

KADOLD: Hail Vannius, that is a proposal —

QUADI (calling over from VANGIO's group): Who shall
dig?

KADOLD: All of us; it is for our women, our children —

WITTIG: For the right of the Quadi to rule our land!
Blast and blue fire, whoever doesn't get himself a

digging tool will be hammered to pieces like the

Roman servants over there!
(Cheers and disapproval, noise.)

VANNIUS (shouting over the noise): First am I a Quadi,
then a sword-born of the Druthi family, and only
lastly am I Vannius himself. I will work with the grave
tools until the work is done. (Noisy demonstrations for

and against.) Who will follow me?

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire, Vannius, why are you still
asking? I, and us all!

(Applause from all sides, even some from VANGIO's group

cross over.)

1) Today, Blansko in Moravia.
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VANGIO (seeing his group dwindle): Cousin, I will follow

you!

(JUTA has climbed up to the cave with the girls and now
stands, surrounded by them, on the rocky ledge, NANA has
stayed below; she is gathering flowers and twigs, which she

is weaving into a wreath.)

SIDO (guietly to VANGIO): That was clever of you.
Always go with the majority, then you won't hit a
stone. (Loudly.) Cousin Vannius, hail to you! — Give

me such a grave, I will dig as if it were for red gold!

VANNIUS: Quadi, hear more. The Quadi are gathering
here from all the districts to break out against the
Roman army, which is idly resting at Eburodun. ') I
myself have traversed the districts and gathered the

army.

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! You did all this and I
called you Milk-beard!

VANNIUS (smiling): Siegfried was also a Milk-beard,
and yet your anvil is still in one piece, unlike Mime's.
That may be your consolation, brave Wittig!

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire, my consolation!? —
Siegfried? Mime? Truly! The horned Siegfried also
understood Voland's art, but he forged a good sword,

1) Today Brno.
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and you —?

VANNIUS: He forged what he needed, and I forged
what is needed today; thus we are alike and different

at the same time.

NANA (baving finished the wreath, hurries to VANNIUS,
singing his Hifthorn's call softly, and places the wreath on
his head): You resemble Siegfried, Vannius; you are a
blacksmith like him, so be like him, a proud and

victorious king!
VANNIUS (zaken aback): What are you doing, girl?
NANA: What I could not keep silent, my proud king!

JUTA (from above): Hail King Vannius! He shall be the
King of the Quadi!

NANA: I call your Quadi, proud king! (Runs off to the
right, singing loudly the call of his horn. She can be heard

repeating the song several times, growing fainter and

fainter.)
WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! I will forge the crown from

ancient and sacred Voland gold!
KADOLD: Blow the horn, King Vannius!
VANNIUS (does so).
ALL: Hail to our King!
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(Horn calls echo from all sides. Armed Quadi advance from
the right and left.)

KADOLD (#0 WITTIG): Bring the bound Romans; our
King shall hold his triumphal procession.

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! (Hurries with RAFFO and
HANGO toward the cave.)

JUTA (calling out over the agitated crowd): I command all
of you nobles, high and low, of Heimold's lineage, to

pay attention!
ALL: Hail to us! Hail to the land of the Quadi!

JUTA: Listen, then, you nobles, listen, all of you:
Victorious Wuotan, the Invincible, Promises you,
Quadi, the fulfillment of your wishes; For Wuotan
gladly grants courageous peoples, in times of need,
tearless men full of manly courage as leaders to power,
to wealth, to greatness, to princely freedom; as
cowardly peoples sink into shame and disgrace he lets
them sink, striking them with blindness, with bondage
and chains and spiritual infirmity. — So hear this, you
battle-hardened Quadi: the strangling she-wolf from
the banks of the Tiber, you will defeat in daring battle,
as you fight for peace and freedom according to right,
Therefore Wuotan chose you as a mighty king, the
wise Vannius from the house of Druthis. So follow
King Vannius through fierce battles, to the sunniest
happiness, to princely freedom!

26



(General jubilation, shouts of “Haill” and the clanging of
weapons, in which NANA's voice mingles, from the right
singing VANNIUS' horn call.)

NANA (comes running, carrying a helmet with an eagle’s
wings, a sword, a shield, and a purple cloak): Here 1
bring the King's regalia! (General astonishment.)

KADOLD: Where did you get this treasure, my child?
NANA: Where? Up there in a hole in the rock. I found it

a short time ago; a golden eagle showed showed it to

me.
JUTA (rushing down): A golden eagle, did you say?

NANA: Yes, what else? At the time I did not know why;
today the purpose was revealed to me. (70 VANNIUS)
My king, let yourself be adorned!

(Tries to gird him with the sword.)
JUTA: Leave that, Nana. that is my duty.

NANA: Let me do it; I believe it will please His
Highness better. (She fastens the sword and puts the

cloak around him.) How handsome you are as king!

(She hands him the helmet.)
VANNIUS (takes the wreath from his head and wraps it

around the helmet): This is my dearest jewel, as it

comes from you.
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NANA (bows her head with a happy smile and hands
VANNIUS the shield): May it protect you, my king.

VANNIUS (quickly kissing NANA on the forehead): As 1 do
you! (Tukes the shield, raises the spade.) This grave spade
shall be the King's scepter!

ALL: Hail Vannius, hail the King of the Quadi! Hail!
Hail! Hail!

WITTIG (appears with RAFFO, HANGO, and the bound
ROMANS at the entrance to the cave): My king, here 1
hand over the captured enemies to you. Blast and blue

fire! What a proud coronation procession!

PETRONIUS: Your king? — Caesar Tiberius will soon

dispel your delusion!
WITTIG: Blast and blue fire, will you be silent?
KADOLD: Let him bark, blacksmith, since he can't bite!
ALL: Hail King Vannius!

(The prisoners are led before VANNIUS and forced to kneel.
Several Quadi bring a mighty shield, on which
VANNIUS sits, whereupon he is lifted up amid general
shouts of “Haill”)

NANA (jumps joyfully like a child, singing VANNIUS’ horn
call))

ALL: Hail Vannius!
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VANNIUS: Faithful to the freedom of the Quadi until
death!

ALL: Hail Vannius, hail the King of the Quadi! Hail!
Hail! Hail!

(Horn fanfare.)
(The curtain falls.)

End of the first act.
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Second Act.

One year after the first act. Another part of the
Wuotansthal ') near Halgadom, ?) not far from the
blacksmith's cave of the first act. In the middle of a dense
pine forest, above which wild rocky crags rise, is a forest
glade, at the edges of which blooming wild rose bushes
stand. Dawn is breaking. Just before sunrise. Lively forest
life, °) the rustling of the forest, bird calls. Deer grazing
can be seen through the bushes.

(NANA comes bounding in from the right, childishly cheerful,
surrounded by a flock of chirping birds. A deer follows close
behind her.)

NANA  (scattering food): There, you little never-full!
(Stroking the deer.) My dear little deer, what do you
want to tell me? How your eyes shine! And you,
blackbird? Not so impetuous! Your little sisters are

also hungry, there is enough for all of you. Here, my

1) Wuotansthal, today's Adamsthal near Brno.
2) Halgadom, Heiligthum, place of worship of Wuotan.

3) Possibly to be expressed symphonically, similar to the descriptions
of nature in Beethoven's “Pastoral Symphony” or in Rossini's
“Tell” overture. In this case, the next individual scene with Nana

should be melodramatic.
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dear woodpecker — a fat morsel!

(A4 woodpecker ﬂies onto her hand, she brings it to her mouth,
from which it pecks away what is offered and flies away

again.)

Is he in a hurry! (4 cuckoo calls.) Hey, Good Morning,
you little flour thiefl How long must I wait? (Zke
cuckoo calls, NANA counts.) One, two, three, four —
five — what's taking so long? (7he cuckoo calls again.)
You naughty cuckoo! Quiet, be quiet! Will you be
quiet, you unfaithful miller! You won't be quiet? Then
I won't count anymore, you naughty rascal! (Zhe cuckoo
calls several more times, as if to mock, then falls silent.)
Yes, mock all you want. Do you think you can steal my
cheerfulness, like the flour? No? — Nana guards it
well, remember that, you naughty, dear cuckoo!
(Laugbhs cheerfully. From which laughter is the horn motif
of VANNIUS. She turns toward the wild roses.) You, my
dear little roses, don't be angry with me! The naughty
cuckoo stole your greeting from me. And how you
smell! Yes, that is your speech, telling me that you love

me.

(The sun rises and floods the scene with a rosy glow. The wild

roses seem to glow.)

How you blush! — That is Fraya's blood! I almost feel
sad! — (Zhoughtfully.) Yes, yes, that's how it was. The
heavenly beings sent Zeizzo, the beautiful one, to the

humans; he was to teach them this song so that they
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would be happy again, as the good gods are. — I don't
understand how anyone could forget to be happy on
this beautiful earth. — But yes, that's how it was. The
envious dwarves beat dear Zeizzo to death. And then
the lovely Fraya searched for him, running through
the hedges, and the thorns cut her skin until it bled,
and that is why the white roses are so red, as you are
now (sighs). The lovely Fraya searched for her Zeizzo,
and Nana also searched for hers (sings the horn motif)
— for twelve moons! Back then, oh! Back then you
were also blood red, my dear roses — but it was
Roman blood! How terrible! Here lay the slain.
Wolves and vultures fought over their gruesome
inheritance! (shudders). How 1 dreaded my beloved
rose garden. Then I got a grave-spade from Master
Wittig and buried them with you! — They thank me,
the dead men, through you! How fresh and lush you

bloom, how sweet you smell —

(The cry of a golden eagle can be heard. NANA shudders. The
birds that had been fluttering around her flee with loud

cries, as does the deer. She is alone.)

Is that his call? (7he eagle’s cry is repeated.) Is it him?
My Zeizzo! Fraya? (Listens anxiously; the cry is repeated
for the third time. Jubilantly.) Fraya, thank you! It is

him!

(The horn motif of VANNIUS resounds loudly in the air. Then
NANA stands there waiting, her hand pressed to her
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heart. All the sounds of nature have fallen silent, only the

foresz‘ continues to rusz‘le.)

VANNIUS (with crown and purple cloak, coming from the
left, appears between the rose bushes, transfigured by the
rosy early sunbeam, joyful): At last I find you again! My
dear, sweet Nana! (Hurries toward her with arms

outstretched.) Nana. my sweetheart!

NANA (rushing toward him joyfully): There you are, you
troublemaker! How you frightened me and my little
friends! They have all fled in terror and fled from your
terrible appearance!

VANNIUS: Fled from me? Who are they, your little
friends?

NANA: Why, who else but deer and squirrels,
woodpeckers and blackbirds, and the other forest
birds. Yes, and I would soon have fled too, for the little
birds warned me and called more and more urgently:
(imitating the birds' voices) Come with us! Come with

us! Come with us!

VANNIUS: And yet you did not flee! How that pleases

me!

NANA (mischievously): That is the evil spell that snakes

use to bewitch a little bird so that it can never flee.

VANNIUS: That's right, my lovely forest bird, I won't let

you go either, for you are mine!
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NANA: You say I am yours! (Flying jubilantly to his neck,
but suddenly, before the kiss and embrace, she recoils,
frightened, almost soundless.) How foolish! That cannot
be! You, a rich king — I, a poor forest child. (Bursts
into sobs, hands before her face.) It cannot be! (Runs to
the right, wringing her hands.) It cannot be!

VANNIUS (catches her and stops her): Who could stop me

if I want you?

NANA (sadly determined): 1! 1 myselfl (Resigned.) Look,
my proud king; I live here in the forest, and it speaks
to me and advises me, and I do what it says. (Fights
back her tears.)

VANNIUS (holding her hand, with heartfelt sympathy):
And what does your forest say to you, what does it
advise?

NANA: It says that only like things belong together, and
never the black leaf, the robin, not even the queen
nightingale can follow the golden eagle to his nest.
How could I follow the rich king to his proud castle?
(Suppressing her tears with difficulty.) There your men
would mock me, and the people would point at me
and say, “Look, the King's forest bride, a bundle of dry
leaves, that was her entire dowry!” (Bursts into sobs.)
Go, my king, find yourself a bride who will bring you
a bundle of gold, find yourself a proud eagle — Let
the robins remain in the bush, in their rose garden.

(Sobs painfully.)
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VANNIUS: What evil spirit torments you so? Who told

you, my child, that you were a robin and not an eagle?

NANA (smiling through her tears): You mean — me? An
eagle?

VANNIUS: Ask your forest, and it will tell you that only
an eagle can express such lofty feelings as you, my
sweetheart. And did you not say yourself that it was a
golden eagle that led you to where my royal jewels
were hidden? If you were the robin redbreast you
dream yourself to be, no eagle would have entrusted
you with such a thing. You can believe that.

NANA (hopefirl, more confident): Yes, my king, so it might
be true. But still, if only I were the forest bride with
the dry leaves —

VANNIUS: Who can turn herself into gold, as some old
tales tell us. — You almost remind me of Sleeping
Beauty; how this rose hedge resembles her enchanted
kingdom! You do not know who your father and
mother are, you only know that you are not a child of
Halgadom. The riddle is not yet solved, so do not
despair. And even if I am mistaken, and you are really
only the forest bride, King Vannius is rich enough to
turn the withered leaves into gold and sparkling gems.
He wants only you, child, only you, his most precious
carnelian, which he will then set in rich gold to keep
as the most noble crown jewel. (He draws her to his

breast, she resists gently.) Little forest bird, remember
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this: if a golden eagle catches you, he will never let you
go! (He embraces and kisses her.) My dear Nana my
dear, sweet queen! (7hey hold each other tightly.)

NANA (in his arms, blissful): Vannius! My beloved!
(The birds fly in chirping and circle around the couple.)

NANA (cheering to the birds): The forest birds will hold a
wedding; a golden eagle is fetching his forest bride!

(Bright birdsong, NANA trills the horn motif in unrestrained
Jjoy among the birdsong. Heartfelt embrace.)

VANNIUS (gently releasing her with a kiss): Yes, my lovely
Nana, King Vannius wants to fetch his forest bride,

and right now, this very moment!

NANA (joyfully startled): Right now? But I must — our
Haag-Idis —

VANNIUS: Ask her, you mean? No, child, it is the King's

will!

NANA (tenderly and earnestly): My golden eagle, listen!
The forest bird has become an eagle and now
recognizes only the call of the golden eagle as its sole
law. But the good barn owl was the forest bird's shield
and protector when it was still unknown to her that
she was an eagle, when her young wings were still too
weak to fly high to the noble nest. Therefore, my
proud golden eagle, grant the little forest bird its last
flight to the nest of the good barn owl, who was her
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mother, to thank her for all her love and loyalty, to
greet all his dear playmates who shared the nest with
her. Will you grant your forest bird the fulfillment of
this request, proud golden eagle?

VANNIUS: How could I deny you, my sweetheart, what
is also my most sacred duty? Tell the noble Haag-Idis
how I want to thank her for all the good she has done
for you. Go, my child, I will wait for you here.
(Embraces her.) But do not stay too long!

NANA (gently extricating herself from his embrace): Dear
golden eagle, I will soon be back with you, never to
leave you again. (Runs off, trilling the horn motif

Joyfully.)
VANNIUS (watches her for a long time, then raises his horn
to his mouth and lets his call ring out.)

KADOLD (with some QUADI, VANGIO, SIDO, and
SINTOLD coming from the left): My king?

VANNIUS: Is everything taken care of, my faithful

marshal?
KADOLD: Everything, my king, except for —
VANNIUS (besizates): Except for?

KADOLD: My king, you know Wittig, the blacksmith's

stubborn mind. He is as loyal as gold, but as stubborn
as a wild horse that has had a bit forced into its mouth
for the first time.
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VANNIUS: What are you hiding from me, Marshal?
KADOLD: My king, do not be angry with the old man,

VANNIUS: I know, your stable brother. But I am king,
and by Wuotan's wrath! Speak the truth, Marshal

KADOLD: Don't take it so badly, my king, but he is —
VANNIUS: Speak! — But what?
KADOLD: I don't know why, my king, but old Wittig

laughed so strangely whenever I urged him to forge
the little crown for your future wife the Queen, and he

never forged it. — So it’s said.
VANGIO: He refused to forge the little crown?
SIDO (z0 VANNIUS): You must not tolerate this insult,

cousin King!

VANNIUS (furrowing his brow, but then finding himself;
quietly fo himself): He laughs so strangely? Why?
There are other reasons than insult; I know the old
man. (Loudly, cautiously.) So he does not want to forge
it, Marshal — and why not?

KADOLD: He says it would be unnecessary, that the

Queen does not need his little crown.
VANNIUS (thinking): Is that so? Call the smith!
KADOLD: My king, do not punish him too harshly.
VANGIO: He who scorns the King's command shall die!
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SIDO: Lay his treacherous skull at his feet!

VANNIUS: Silence! As king, I am judge, not avenger!
First I must hear what he has to say. (70 a QUADIL.)
Call me the smith, Sintold. — (He exits /eft.) Marshal,

report further. Have the messengers arrived?

KADOLD: Yes, my king, with favorable news. The
ramparts at Marache ') are ready for burning. Down
below, on the Danube, the Romans are watching with
a wary eye, over there in Carnunt, as well as in
Vindobona. A delegation, they say, is to be sent to you
by the Roman Caesar.

VANNIUS: Only a delegation? (Zhinks.)
VANGIO (guietly to SIDO): Will that be enough to

warm him up?

SIDO: Who knows? If our cousin is wise, then we need

not fear them.
VANGIO: If!

SIDO: War is very unwelcome to the Romans at present,
and therefore a favorable treaty is the best solution.

VANGIO: Our cousin will do otherwise.
SIDO: To his detriment. — You will see!

1) Today the March.
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VANNIUS (awakening from bhis thoughts): Only an
embassy? Good, then I want war! Marshal! I will send
the messengers back, and immediately begin burning

the ramparts.

KADOLD: My king! Consider that a bonfire will

provoke the Romans —

VANNIUS: That is precisely my intention. The

messengers shall ride.
VANGIO: Cousin King, let us advise you —
SIDO: Let the envoys come, hear them and then —

VANNIUS: Leave it! What do I care about Rome? Am I
the King of the Quadi or the governor of Tiberius?

VANGIO: Yes, but —

VANNIUS: North of the Danube, I am the lord and will
defend my lord's right.

ALL: Hail Vannius! Down with Tiberius!
VANNIUS (20 KADOLD): Marshall The messengers

must ride, immediately! Tomorrow the ramparts must
burn!

(KADOLD gives orders to a Quadi, who goes left.)
ALL: Hail Vannius! Hail to the King!

(WITTIG can be heard grumbling behind the scene.)
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WITTIG (left, behind the scene, scolding): Why such haste?
— Blast and blue fire! My iron is burning!

VANGIO: Such insolence! You tolerate that and Rome's
threats?

VANNIUS: I hear everyone and always do what the

situation requires.

WITTIG (accompanied by SINTOLD, entering from the
left, to the King): Blast and blue fire, King! Here I am
— I don't have enough hands to do all what you want,
and now this old iron-eater should still be working his
beak. What do you want, King, make it short!

VANNIUS: The little crown for my queen, which I
ordered to be forged.

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! I had Kadold tell you that
old Wittig has neither hands nor hammer left for
useless work.

VANNIUS: You call that useless work?

VANGIO: You fool! Your head is no longer firm enough
between your shoulders. (Shouts of protest, KADOLD
tries to calm them down, VANNIUS signals for silence.)

WITTIG (0 the crowd): Be quiet while this old iron-
thresher talks to his king. (7o VZ4ANNIUS.) Blast and
blue fire, King! Is it not unnecessary to forge a crown
for a queen who doesn’t need one?
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SIDO: You shall pay for that! —
(Murmurs, VANNIUS commands with a wave of his hand)

VANNIUS: She does not need one?! — What do you
mean by that, blacksmith? Guard your tongue!

WITTIG: Understand this, my king — someone other
than old Wittig! You already have a crown, could you
possibly need a second one? Does your queen have
two heads that she needs two little crowns? (Murmurs
of astonishment.)

VANNIUS (astonished): Blacksmith, what are you saying

here? Make sense of your words!

WITTIG: This old iron-eater says it clearly enough,
King, that your queen does not need a second little
crown, because one already adorns her proud head!
(Cries of astonishment.)

VANNIUS (confused): 1 don't understand you. My forest
bride —?

WITTIG: Don't you know, my king? She has a crown
made of ancient, sacred Voland gold, more precious
than any other in the world. (7be astonishment grows.)
Yes, now everything is clear to this old iron-eater! —
You didn't know that, my king! (He is startled and
covers his mouth.) You've talked yourself into trouble,

you old chatterbox. (Everyone looks in astonishment at
the blacksmith and the King.)
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VANNIUS (urgently): Just say it, what do you know about
Nana. Speak! Solve the riddle.

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire! Stories! — Ask the forest
woman, King. What does it concern me, an old iron-
smith! (Mumbles unintelligible words into his beard and
turns away grumpily.)

VANNIUS: Then solve the riddle completely, since you
have half revealed it.

WITTIG: That will never happen.
VANNIUS: Does Nana know the secret?

WITTIG: She knows as much as you knew before; she
barely suspects it. Only two know, the old forest
woman and old Wittig; but he will now remain silent,
for he would rather bear the wrath of Wuotan and all
the Aesir than the vengeance of an angry woman!

VANNIUS: What could she want to avenge?
WITTIG: Ask her yourself. Old Wittig is a woman-

hater; he hates old women like evil cats and resents
young ones because they become as old, ugly, and evil
as the others once their time has come. (Grunts into his
beard. Everyone laughs.) Laugh, laugh! This old iron-
beater knows better! He would rather have to deal
with five starving bears than with an old woman, and
he can defeat ten werewolves more easily than a

woman who still needs thirty years to grow old. Blue
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fire, I know what! (Mumbles incomprehensible words
grimly into his beard, then loudly to the King, drowning
out the general laughter.) Give me leave, King, or my

iron will burn out.

VANNIUS: Let it burn out! Give me your answer, or my
soul will burn with thirst for knowledge like your iron.

WITTIG: Old Wittig will say nothing; but ask your
royal cloak; once this purple was folded around the
shoulders of the father of your forest bride. Your
helmet covered his head, your shield protected him,
and his good sword, which glints there at your side,
has sent many a Roman to Hel. What more do you

want to know, proud king?

VANNIUS (urgently): The drinker grows ever thirstier
with each new horn, and the more you entangle me
with riddles, the more I want to know. Tell me the
name and nature of the king's child who does not

know herself. Tell me, blacksmith. I, your king, beg of
you.

(A horn call is heard in the distance, coming from the left;
expectant peering. VANNIUS answers with his horn.)

WITTIG: Pay attention, my king, to what is coming; it
may be more important to you than what you want to
learn from me. But remember, King, old Wittig gives
you good advice. Do not ask from women if you want

to know the truth. They will gladly give you the secret
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if they believe that you do not desire to conceal it. But
the more you show that you want to understand, the
more they will conceal it. Blast and blue fire! These
evil cats always do what what we men don't want.
(Laughter; contemptuous.) Just once, like this old iron-
worker, help light eighty solstice fires, and you will
think the same way, you (grow/s incomprehensible words

again. Laughter).

(A horn signal can be heard approaching. The laughter dies.
SIDO hurries off to the left to look. KADOLD follows

him, with a suspicious, cautionary gesture.)

VANGIO (peering to the left): Cousin King! Look there!
They are riding! They must have important news to
announce! I'm already afraid —

WITTIG (contemptuously): — that the hares have

rebelled and stolen the royal stag's antlers! Blast and
blue fire, boy — fear! Fear!? A madman. He thinks

the Romans have invaded the country.
ALL: Yes, it could be —
VANNIUS: That wouldn't be so bad, Quadi! Wouldn't

we save ourselves the trouble of marching against

them for so many days?

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire, King! Those were a king’s

words!
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VANGIO: Tiberius is plotting revenge for the capture of
the Legate and the others.

VANNIUS: I needed them to build fortresses, and I am
glad to see that he is sending me more such castle

builders.
WITTIG: Hail to you, King!
ALL: Hail! Hail!

VANGIO: I only advised caution out of loyalty!
(pretending to be offended) Let the swords speak, and

you shall see that Vangio does not sleep in fear!

WITTIG: Your warning came at the wrong time, boy,
and it is contrary to all heroic spirit!

A QUADI: Here comes the messenger.

(From the left enters the Messenger with KADOLD and
SIDO.)

RANDMAR: Greetings, my king!
VANNIUS: Welcome, Randmar. What is your mission?
RANDMAR: My king, what a ride! By Odhr's errand!

No one could follow me! Even with such haste! Hear,
my king! The walls of Stilifrieda are finished; seven
men high, and surrounding an area so wide and large
that all your armies can be sheltered within them —
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VANNIUS: I know that, brave Randmar; I marked the
boundaries myself. What else?

RANDMAR: You said, King, that these walls were to be
burned red from the outside by mighty fires to make
them as durable as rock. A forest of wood had already
been piled up around them, waiting for the torch that
would set it ablaze into a giant conflagration such as

this old earth has never seen before.
VANNIUS: Yes, and — ?
RANDMAR: You ordered that the setting of the fire be

delayed until the next solstice, in order to turn the

victorious gods' protection toward the work.

VANNIUS: My messenger is already riding to instruct

the burgrave otherwise. — And now?
RANDMAR: He is too late.
ALL: Too late? — Why?
RANDMAR: Because the ramparts are burning.
ALL: They are burning!?
VANGIO: That increases the danger!
(Commotion, shouting.)

VANNIUS: I command silence! Aistmuth will know why
he did this. Speak, my Randmar.

RANDMAR: Over there in Carnunt —

48



SIDO: So after all! I warned you —

WITTIG: Blast and blue fire, boy, what are you quacking
about?

(Murmurs, excited exclamations.)
VANNIUS: I command silence! Continue!
RANDMAR: Yes, that's right, my king. A crowd of

Romans came and started to attack and destroy the
building. Then the burgrave gathered his men, quickly
and decisively lit the high piles of brushwood at all
corners, which blazed up like Wafurlohi's sea of fire,
in a splendor unmatched by this pair of eyes. “They
are now defending themselves!” cried the brave
Aistmuth with a wild laugh, and then, in blind fury,
he rushed with us toward the bunch of Romans. Soon
their ranks wavered, and whoosh! — they were gone,
as fast as they could run. We pursued them until the
weapons, wagons, horses, and many prisoners were

ours.
VANNIUS: That was well done!
WITTIG: Brave Aistmuth!
KADOLD: Keep it up, don't think too long, ask

questions, or ponder, just strike wherever you can!
(General outbursts of joy and shouts of “Hail!”)
VANGIO: Just wait, they're coming back!
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SIDO: Caesar Tiberius is a great and mighty hero king!

KADOLD: Be quiet! Is he your cousin, not our king?
Are we nothing?

(Murmurs all around.)

VANNIUS: Listen to the messenger.

KADOLD: Listen!

(Silence)

RANDMAR: Now the Romans are gone, the ramparts

are still burning, and will probably burn for another
week, and glow for a second week. It will be a long
time before they are usable. Until then