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A map indicating the main regions of Tearaway’s travels. The boundaries are modern.




THE TRANSLATOR


Mike Mitchell is one of Dedalus’s editorial directors and is responsible for the Dedalus translation programme. His translations include the novels of Gustav Meyrink, three by Herbert Rosendorfer and Grimmelshausen’s Simplicissimus and Courage. His latest include The Maimed by Hermann Ungar, Tales from the Vienna Woods by Horvath and the expanded edition of his anthology, The Dedalus Book of Austrian Fantasy 1890–2000.


His translation of Rosendorfer’s Letters Back to Ancient China won the 1998 Schlegel-Tieck German Translation Prize.







Young Tearaway they called me, and I lived up to my name,


Went to war and risked my life in search of wealth and fame.


But Fate and Fortune, Time as well, decided otherwise,


Of booty, glory, I had none, a wooden leg my prize.


My wretched life exemplifies a story often told:


A dashing soldier in his youth, a beggar when he’s old.
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Introduction


Tearaway (Der seltzame Springinsfeld, first published in 1670) is the third of Grimmelshausen’s novels round the figure of Simplicissimus, the first two being The Adventures of Simplicius Simplicissimus (Dedalus 1999) and the second The Life of Courage (Dedalus 2001). As far as I am aware, this is the first translation of Springinsfeld into English.


Tearaway begins with ‘the conjunction of Saturn, Mars and Mercury.’ Grimmelshausen seems to have shared the astrological beliefs of his age; certainly astrological imagery underlies much of the structure of his novels. The significance of the astrological references was presumably obvious to his contemporaries, to the modern reader more than the most immediate meaning requires subtle explication. However, this need not detract from the enjoyment of these lively novels, which contain more than enough human and historical interest to satisfy a reader without awareness of the subtleties of the symbolic structure.


‘The conjunction of Saturn, Mars and Mercury’ is the chance meeting in an inn in Strasbourg (though the city is not named) of Simplicissimus, his old comrade, Tearaway, and ‘the author’, a young penniless and unemployed clerk, who has recently been conned into writing down the life of Courage, a former lover of both Simplicissimus and Tearaway. He it is who now writes down the story of Tearaway’s life, though this time he is adequately rewarded for his pains.


‘The author’ is a not a self-portrait of Grimmelshausen as far as biographical details are concerned: Grimmelshausen is nearer in age and experience to his first hero, Simplicissimus. The closest we get to a self-reference by Grimmelshausen is the comment by Tearaway, describing one of the more congenial winter quarters he experienced, that he ‘grew as chubby-cheeked as a village mayor in peace-time.’ Village mayor was one of Grimmelshausen’s employments after the end of the Thirty Years War.


What the conjunction of the three does allow, apart from some vivid portrait painting, is an assessment of the purpose behind these novels. Simplicissimus insists that everything must relate to an underlying religious/moral purpose. He is even reluctant to tell the other two a funny incident that happened to him because he sees no point in ‘encouraging you to indulge in empty frivolity, which is how I view the excessive laughter the story would inevitably cause. I have no wish to be responsible for other men’s sin.’


Reminded by ‘the author’ that he included a lot of funny stories in his ‘autobiography’, Simplicissimus replies that that was because otherwise no one would have read the book. He almost regrets this, he says, because now people are reading his book for amusement, like Till Eulenspiegel, rather than to learn from it.


Although this, of course, is Grimmelshausen’s character speaking, not Grimmelshausen himself, there is certainly a serious moral purpose behind his works. It is to demonstrate the ultimate vanity of earthly things, viewed against eternal truths. The lively and amusing, exciting, mysterious and gory incidents with which the books are filled are thus not just the sugar round the pill, they are essential to the moral thrust: they demonstrate the unsatisfying and unreliable nature of the things of this world, whether concerned with money, success or sex; attachment to them is dangerous to one’s eternal soul.


This does not stop the reader (and, one suspects, Grimmelshausen himself) enjoying the stories which carry the moral message. They are related with a vigour and vividness which sometimes makes one wonder whether the moral truths he feels constrained to declare are not merely an excuse for the lively narrative.


There is a further serious intent behind these novels. Grimmelshausen clearly wants to tell ‘how it was’ in the Thirty Years War. In Simplicissimus and Courage it is seen mainly ‘from below’, from the experiences of ordinary soldiers and peasants caught up in the conflict. In the central section of Tearaway, chapters 10–20, on the other hand, Tearaway’s personal account is frequently swallowed up in an overall survey of the warfare within Germany. As he tells his life story, Tearaway keeps getting diverted onto the events of the war as a whole and repeatedly has to come back, or be brought back to his own experiences. This narration of the experiences of the war reflects Grimmelshausen’s humanism, his sympathy for the sufferings of ordinary people.




The Historical Background


These novels are set against the real historical background of the seventeenth-century European conflict known as the Thirty Years War, which Grimmelshausen refers to as the ‘German Wars’.


It has been suggested by modern historians that the traditional view of the Thirty Years War as a single coherent conflict between Catholic and Protestant states, which ravaged Germany and left it completely exhausted, is a myth – a myth to which Grimmelshausen’s novels contributed.


In fact, the German ‘Thirty Years War’ (1618–1648) was part of a much wider struggle between France and the Habsburg powers (principally Spain and Austria) for hegemony in Europe which broke out intermittently in a number of separate wars during the first half of the seventeenth century. The attempt by the Dutch provinces to establish their independence from Spain was connected with it; it was complicated at times by the struggle of Denmark and Sweden for control of the Baltic area; it was coupled with the attempt by the Holy Roman Emperor to establish his authority over the German states, which was resisted by both Catholic and Protestant sovereigns alike.


One of the purposes of Grimmelshausen’s ‘Simplician’ novels is to paint a picture of the historical events, in which he took part himself. However, as suggested above, his main aims are aesthetic and moral, to amuse and to instruct. The ‘German Wars’, in which men and women can rapidly rise to great heights of fame and fortune and just as rapidly sink to the depths of poverty and degradation, provide both a wealth of exciting incident and the perfect conditions to demonstrate the vanity of worldly things. Perhaps Grimmelshausen’s own experiences during the war contributed to his outlook.


His view of the political background to the conflict is, perhaps not surprisingly, simplistic compared with the interpretations of modern historians. For the purposes of understanding Tearaway, it is best to think of the Thirty Years War as a fairly straight-forward conflict between the Protestant and Catholic forces within Germany, fought out in a series of campaigns. The principal contenders on the Catholic side are the empire itself and Bavaria, supported at times by Spain; the principal Protestant states are Weimar and Hesse, supported at times by the French and the Swedes.


Like Grimmelshausen himself, Tearaway fights on both sides, being compelled to switch whenever he is captured by the enemy. He spends most of his time on the Catholic side, however, and ends up with them, perhaps reflecting the experience of the author, who converted to Catholicism some time during the wars. There is a suggestion that the imperial/Catholic side is ‘us’, the Protestant ‘them’, but that is not very strong and contains no religious bias. Grimmelshausen’s message is universal and not based on any narrow religious dogma.




Chronology


There is frequent reference to actual campaigns and battles; the following should help the reader who wishes to follow the chronology of the novel.


Chapter 12


1620: ‘I came with the Spanish army to the Lower Palatinate when Spinola’s troops flooded into that blessed country … ’





1621: ‘I was left behind at Worms, where Spinola’s successor had withdrawn after being forced to lift the siege of Frankenthal … ’





27th April 1622, battle of Wiesloch: ‘I let myself be persuaded to join Tilly’s army, which we reached at Wiesloch, just as it was marching to meet with Mansfeld and disaster.’





10th June 1622/ 9th August 1623, battles of Höchst and Stadtlohn: ‘With that regiment I helped defeat the Duke of Brunswick at Höchst, then at Stadtlohn … ’





27th Aug 1626, battle of Lutter: ‘I helped defeat the King of Denmark himself at Lutter … ’





1629: ‘ … we had driven the King of Denmark from the field so that all the land between the Baltic and the great ocean was under our control.’


Chapter 13:


13th October 1631, capture of Würzburg: ‘I was taken by the Swedes and had to serve with them as a musketeer until the imperial troops captured me again just outside Bacharach, though not before I had helped the Swedes take Würzburg … ’





January 1632: ‘ … just as Pappenheim was preparing to drive Banér and his Swedish army out of Magdeburg.’


Chapter 14


March 1632: ‘ … beat the Duke of Lüneburg [and] relieved Stade, though leaving the town in ruins … ’





August/September 1632: ‘we failed to drive off the Dutch who were besieging Maastricht … after we had stormed Hildesheim … ’





16th November 1632: battle of Lützen.





January 1633: ‘helping to take Memmingen and Kempten … ’


Chapter 15


25 February 1634: ‘ … by that time Wallenstein had been killed at Eger.’





May/August 1634: ‘ … led us to Regensburg … once Regensburg and Donauwörth had capitulated … ’





7th September 1634: battle of Nördlingen.


Chapter 16


February, June 1635; ‘I helped the emperor recover Speyer, Worms … ’





September/October 1636: ‘what was left of our formerly incomparable regiment was sent to Westphalia … ’





January 1638: ‘Colonel de St André fell on Soest and captured it … ’





November 1641: ‘ … until the Hessian army crossed the Rhine … ’





January 1642: ‘ … forces under Lempoy, which we easily mastered and even drove from the field at the trenches outside Kempen.’





June/July 1642: ‘ … both the Bavarians and the Spaniards were out to get us.’





22 Dec 1642: ‘Guébriant managed to slip his head out of the noose … ’





June 1643: ‘During that time we were camped at Balingen … ’


Chapter 17


3rd December 1643: ‘ … the clash known as the Tuttlingen Fair.’


Chapter 18





28th July 1644: ‘After that came Freiburg im Breisgau … ’





October/November 1644: ‘ … and immediately stormed Mannheim … cleared the Hessian garrison out of Höchst, then stormed Bensheim … ’





5th May 1645: ‘He launched a surprise attack on the French at Herbsthausen … ’


Chapter 19


8th July 1645: ‘ … but Wimpfen was the first town to fall to them.’





5th August 1645: ‘Following this, Nördlingen capitulated … ’





15th August 1646: ‘ … there was an enjoyable scrap between the forces of the two sides along the River Ohm … ’





September/November 1646: ‘Königsmark gave us some trouble at Schrobenhausen, but we still managed to get to Augsburg. Soon afterwards Colonel Royer … ’





14th March 1647: ‘ … until Maximilian of Bavaria and the archbishop of Cologne made some kind of peace … ’


Chapter 20


May/June 1648: ‘ … as the enemy drove us back eastwards over the Lech and the Isar.’





14–16th June 1648: ‘Since, however, our brave defence made that impossible … ’


Chapter 21


14th Oct 1621: ‘ … both she and I remembered when Frankenthal was taken for the first time.’
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A map showing many of the main towns and battles mentioned in Tearaway




Chapter 1


A situation the author found hard to swallow and which eventually led to him writing this book





Last Christmas I was in a noble lord’s courtyard waiting patiently, if in a most ill humour, for a reply to a request I had submitted for a position as secretary. In this extremely persuasive petition I had most humbly begged to be allowed to bring my great industry to his lordship’s notice and assured him of my constant and incomparable loyalty, yet with no sign so far of the desired result. I became even more impatient, especially when I saw how the grubby scullions and the stinking stable lads were given due respect, while I was looked down on like a thoroughly bad egg, not even worth tasting. All sorts of things went through my mind, all kinds of strange ideas. From the scornful looks of the abovementioned boys I was sure they would eventually start jeering and poking fun at me if I didn’t soon get the right answer to my request, or take myself off without one. At other times, though, I managed to persuade myself things would turn out for the best. ‘Patience, patience,’ I said to myself, ‘all things wait for him who comes.’ (I was so confused I was getting everything back to front.) ‘When you get the job you can pay this riffraff back for the disdain they’ve shown.’


But I was tormented not only mentally by these doubts, but physically by the bitter cold. Anyone who had seen me without feeling the cold himself would have sworn blind I was suffering from the ague or quartan fever. The servants ran hither and thither without paying much attention or speaking to me. During one of my optimistic periods, when I was comforting myself with hope, I noticed a delightful lady’s maid who immediately captured my heart. She was coming straight towards me and I took that as a certain omen I was to be her lover. My heart jumped for joy as I deluded myself into thinking here was my future happiness. When she came up to me and opened her cherry lips, what she said was, ‘What are you doing here, my friend? Are you perhaps a poor student looking for charity?’


At these words I thought, ‘There go all your hopes crashing to the ground.’ We clerks have as arrogant – arrogant? What am I saying? I mean as grandiose an opinion of ourselves as tailors, who start off by fawning on great lords when they are their manservants, before eventually becoming their lords – oh, you can tell how confused I was, getting everything mixed up like this. What great lord would let either a clerk or a tailor lord it over him? Of course what I meant to say was, when they’ve fleeced their lords of enough to live like a lord themselves. Anyway, I felt the young woman should have taken account of my own estimation of myself and addressed me thus: ‘What is your desire, honourable sir?’ or: ‘What affairs bring your honour here?’ But why go on about it? Put out though I was, I could not accuse the girl of impertinence since she had asked her question politely. Nor could I scrape together enough words from the stock in my armoury to make an adequate riposte to this first blow, which struck me harder than a box on the ears. Eventually, my voice quivering with fear, hope and cold, I managed to stammer out words to the effect that I was the gentleman who had come with a recommendation from respectable people, hoping to be made her lord’s secretary.


‘Oh good Lord!’ the little vixen cried. ‘So that’s who you are! Well you can put that idea right out of your mind. Anyone who wants that position will have to deposit a thousand thalers with his Lordship or find people to stand surety for that sum. Three days ago I was given half an imperial thaler to pass on to you when you arrived and our useless servants didn’t even tell me you were here, otherwise I wouldn’t have kept you waiting so long in this cold.’ You can imagine the look on my face. ‘Sending Venus to do Vulcan’s work,’ I thought to myself.


I didn’t really want to take the half thaler. It went against the grain because I imagined such treatment was demeaning to my status as a clerk. But I told myself, ‘Who knows, there may be other things this lord can do for you,’ and shoved it into my bag, hoping with time and patience I might still get the position, which I would lose, along with the lord’s favour, if I was pig-headed enough to reject this pittance.


So I took my leave and the maid herself accompanied me to the gate since, it being close on lunch-time, she was going to shut it anyway. There I thanked her again for the half thaler and in the ensuing chitchat she happened to say, ‘You need have no qualms about taking it. My master and mistress leave no service unrewarded, even if it’s only lighting their way to the privy.’ This so infuriated me that my reply was impudent rather than prudent. ‘You’d better tell your lord and master,’ I said, ‘that if he pays as much for every piece of paper he uses to wipe his arse on as he did for my petition, which he never even read, then he’s likely to be short of money before I run out of pens, ink and paper.’ With that I took myself off, almost beside myself with rage. I felt no gratitude at all to those who had taught me my letters, indeed I regretted not having stuck my backside in their faces on the few occasions when they gave me six of the best.


‘Oh why,’ I said to myself, ‘didn’t your parents make you learn a trade, or threshing, straw-cutting, something like that? Then you’d get work with any farmer and not have to spend your time standing outside great lords’ residences to flatter them. Even if it were the least regarded trade you’d learnt, there’d be craftsmen who, though they had no work for you, would give a travelling journeyman lodgings and something to help him on his way. But in your profession there’s no one to give you a helping hand and you’re looked down upon as the worst kind of layabout.’


I walked for quite a distance, giving vent to my fury, but as my anger subsided, I started to feel the harsh cold more and more. It was so bitter, I longed for a warm room, and as I happened to be passing an inn, I went in, more for the warmth than to quench my thirst.




Chapter 2


The conjunction of Saturn, Mars and Mercury





There I was much more politely received than by the aforementioned lady’s maid; the potboy came right away to ask what I wanted. ‘A position as secretary,’ I thought, ‘but just at the moment a warm place by your stove.’ However it wasn’t a bathhouse, where you pay for the heat, but a hostelry where the warmth is free, or at least included in the bill, so I said, ‘A half pint of good wine,’ which he brought immediately.


I settled down with my half pint of wine very close to the stove to give myself a regular toasting. Sitting at the same table was a man who was eating one dish after another, his jaws chomping up and down in amazing fashion, as if he were threshing his food. When I arrived he already had a bowl of soup inside him, had devoured a double portion of meat and cabbage, and was asking for a nice piece of roast to follow. This made me look at him more closely, and I saw that he was quite different from anyone I had ever come across before, not only in his eating habits, but in his physique as well. He was as tall and as broad as if he had been born in Chile or Peru, his beard was as long and as wide as the slate on which the landlord noted down what his customers had eaten, and his hair was the way I imagined Nebu-chadnezzar’s must have been when he dwelt with the beasts of the field. He was wearing a black woollen coat, which reached down to his knees and was reinforced, lined and decorated at the seams with green woollen cloth, almost in the manner of classical antiquity. Beside him lay his long pilgrim’s staff with the stumps of two branches at the top and a long iron spike on the bottom. It was so thick and strong, one blow from it would have been enough to send a man to kingdom come.


I stared myself silly at this strange get-up, and as I looked I gradually became aware that his immense beard was growing the wrong way round, that is, the opposite way to the beards of Europeans. The hair that had only been growing for six months or so looked quite light, while that which was older was black as charcoal, whereas with normal beards the hair closest to the skin is black and grows lighter the longer it is exposed to the sun and weather. I speculated on the reason, and the best I could come up with was that the black hair had grown in a hot country, the paler hair in a much colder one. And that turned out to be the truth.


Since he had to take a break from eating while he was waiting for his roast, he turned to his drink, and since I was the only other person there, he had to drink to me, if he wanted someone to wish him good health. By now my mouth, which had been frozen stiff by the bitter cold, was beginning to thaw, so we got to talking and my first question was whether he had not returned from the Indies about six months ago? However, so as not to give him cause to ask me what business of mine it was, I put it as politely as possible, saying, ‘I hope your reverence will forgive my youthful presumption if I make so bold as to ask if you perhaps returned from the Indies some six months ago?’
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