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BERLIN, "We are all becoming
Americans."

"We?" '
"I mean the whole world. The won-

derful accomplishments and progress of
America are making their influence felt
everywhere."

Gerhart Hauptmann. the
whom the world has Just

.delighted to honor on his 50th birthday
"and to whom the Nobel prize of $40,000
lor literature was thiB year awarded,
was the speaker. It has been rather
difficult to And him at leisure. On my
tirst call at the Hotel Adlon, where he
makes his home while in Berlin, he was
"resting" and could not be disturbe'd.
Later the same day he was "sleeping."
On my next call he was again "sleep-
ing." ,

The case, of course, was then clear.
The popular conception of the poet, par-
ticularly of the poet who deals often
with mystic subjects, as Hauptmann
has done in "The Sunken Bell," still
pictures him as a physically weak man,
almost, in truth, of a feminine type, un-
fitted for strenuous every-da- y life, to
ay nothing of a score of banquets, lec-

tures and other honors forced upon him
by an admiring people. Plainly Herr
Hauptmann was of this delicate mold,
and when word was sent that he would
come down to the drawing-roo- this
was the type which, perhaps half con
sciously, I expected to see.

The elevator door opens. Can this
be Hauptmann, this erect, almost rug
ged appearing man? The public prints
of the last fortnight have made his face
familiar, but the first impression is de-
cidedly not what one looks for in a
poet. Five feet ten or eleven Inches
tall, well built, well proportioned,
straight physically a, man far above
the average.

"You are Herr roktor Hauptmann?"
I asked. (Oxford conferred the honor-
ary doctorate upon him in 1905).

"My name is Hauptmann," he re-
plies.

Obviously one has to deal with an
unusual man, for the German with a
title uses It when he introduces him-
self. There are exceptions, of course,
but 99 times out of 100 the betltled
German, placing his heels ceremonious-
ly together, bows and says: "I am
Doctor Schmidt," or, "I am Professor
Braun." It may be that Hauptmann
feels that titles can add nothing to his
stature, but as one talks with him one
gets the impression that his omission
to use the title is more fairly ascribable
to honest modesty.

Set Out to Be a Farmer.
Hauptmann was born on a Silesian

farm, and at first Intended to become a
farmer. It takes but a slight stretch of
the Imagination to picture him in over-
alls and leather boots, following a plow.
Assuredly he has the physical strength
and endurance, and it is very probable
that he could "turn a furrow" as neatly
as the farmers of his home town, but
when one studies him closely the poet
appeals. His face is clean shaven and
mobile, of the best Teutonic type. His
bright blue eyes, a trine small, are
clear, piercing and expressive. A full,
splendidly shaped forehead is accentu-
ated by a considerable recession of the
hair. Baldness, it appears, is no more
considerate of the genius than of the
hodcarrier. A fringe of unruly hair,
obviously resentful of the comb's well-mea- nt

Intentions, rises back of the
broad brow. From time to time Herr
Hauptmann passes his left hand aver
his brow, a characteristic gesture and
about the only one he employs in con-
versation, r

His 60 years sit lightly tfpon him. The
lines of his face are the expressive lines
of character, not of age. gls step is as
elastic as that of a youth, ii is shoulders
could carry the King's coat.

But he is unmistakably the poet. He
might. It is true, plow his two acres a
day, but it is more likely that he would
stop, like Robert Burns, to apostro-
phize the "wee, modest, crimson-tippe- d

flower" which his coulter had bruised
and his moldboard burled. Of good
plowmen there are many, but there is
only one Gerhart Hauptmann, and one
rejoices that the Muse whispered to
this man while he was but a boy.

It was not, however, the muse of

Counr
Hussein Pasha, the dey of

WHEN happened to strike our
envoy in 1830, with a h.

French honor immediately insisted that
Algiers be conquered and some thou-
sands of men killed on both sides, were
It only to taach these barbarians good
manners and make them pay tribute.

It was for this that we set out, 10,-0-

strong, from Constantine, Infantry,
cavalry and artillery. But scarcely
itad we passed tbe Oued-Kumm- el when
the struggle commenced, and during
a month our march was only a succes-
sion of skirmishes, of engagements
with Bharpshooters. of attacks at night
and of ambuscades set in all the nar-
row passes which furrow this moun-
tainous country.

The general, who was, perhaps, un-
easy as to tbe result of the expedition,
was above all most assuredly in a
bad humor. The principal cause of
delay was a flock of 5000 sheep, and
the general decided to abandon them.
Lest it be said that he had lost them,
he resolved to leave them under care
of a man from the Zephyrs.

He took a, man from this body be-

cause he was convinced, as we all
were, that the man would be killed and
our sheep be carried away as soon as
we were out of sight, and it pleased
him to sacrifice a Zephyr rather than a
grenadier or a zouave. The, batallion
of the Zephyrs, whose real name Is the
Battallion of Africa, is formed ex-
clusively of rascals.

It is not composed of robbers or
murderers, but all the undisciplined,
all the insubordinates of the army are
sent to the Zephyrs. They are gen-
erally intelligent, and if it is true
that a souave is as brave as a lion,
one might say that a Zephyr is as brave
as two. Thus the 125 men who de-

fended Mazgran for three days against
U00O Arabs were Zephyrs commanded
by Captain Lelievre.

Having passed the night In a little
valley covered with thick grass, the
general called the commandant of the
Zephyrs and ordered him to select a
man to guard and care for the sheep in
this little valley until our return in
three months.

"You will deliver to him," he added,
"an ample supply of biscuits, rice and
coffee and he can kill a sheep when he
needs it. We will pick him up on our
return."

The commandant could not repress an
ironical smile, but he made no remarks,
saluted and joined the battalion. He
passed slowly before his men, looking
at each as if asking himself which to
choose, for he felt that he was about
to condemn to death the one whom he
should select.

Finally he stopped and called to the
fusilleer Carette. A boy of 22 or 23,
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poetry that first led him from the farm.
As a boy of 18, in 1880, he began to
study sculpture, and devoted two years
to It. His interest in sculpture is still
intense, and he asked about Karl Bit
ter, Austrian by birth but now claimed
by the United States. From Breslau,
where he had studied sculpture, he went
In 1882 to the University of Jena, where
he studied history for a year. But the
poet In him was too strong. In the fol
lowing year his "Promethidenlos ap-
peared, the first of his writings.

Self Not Favorite Topic.
Herr Hauptmann was reluctant to

talk of himself. He waved aside an In
quiry as to when he first felt the im-

pulse to write.
But that is all in my books," he said.
"Do you have regular hours for work.

or do you take up the pen only when
you feel in the mood for it?"

"Surely, that Isn't of interest to any
body."

"Surely it is," I assured him.
"Well," he said, "I am a pretty regu

lar worker. Ordinarily I devote the
forenoons to work. I am not a night
worker and never was."

"Do you write by hand or use a type
writer?"

The poet shrugged his shoulders, the
most active gesture he made during
the interview.

"Most decidedly not," he answered
quickly. "I am strongly opposed to
mechanical contrivances. I dictate
everything to my secretary."

"And then you revise it?"
"Sometimes, but often it stays as I

dictate it."
Hauptmann was plainly averse to
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with a fine physique, short nose, square
chin, broad forehead and curly blonde
hair, wide-ope- n blue eyes and smiling
lips, replied "Present!" He left the
ranks, stopped before the officer, pre-
sented arms, and looking him squarely
in the eyes, waited.

When his comrades learned to what
duty Carrette was detailed a murmur
of Insubordination ran through the
ranks. For among these jokers Car-
rette was the joker par excellence. In
his youth he had been one of a troupe
of mountebanks and later had traveled
with a charlatan of a doctor and had
acquired a considerable repertoire of
witticisms and puns which had been
enoromously successful in Africa.

He pretended to have some surgical
knowledge and delighted the Zephyrs
by alternately healing them and play-
ing to them on the oboe. He was the
entire orchestra for their ' balls, at
which the "ladies" were distinguished
by handkerchiefs on their arms.

Finally, hot one of them was more
undisciplined than he. His lively and
Impertinent repartee was a Joy to the
whole company. When the column
moved forward every man wanted to
shake his hand in farewell.

"Au revoir, old pal! You are sharp,
but keep your eyes open!" they cried to
him.

And Carrette retorted, with more
cheerfulness than he really felt:
"Don't you worry. You'll find me here
when you get back."

At sunset he made a tour of the lit-
tle plain, and as he saw nothing to
make him uneasy, he whistled gaily,
tranquilly preparing his evening meal.
Night had come a night calm, silent,
serene, the night of the desert. There
was not a cloud, and the moon, en-
throned in a court of stars, seemed the
larger and more brilliant from the pur-
ity of the atmosphere.

The sheep had drawn nearer together
about their shepherd. Tiiev covered
the plain for some distance toward the
east, while to the west of the rock
against which Carrette had built his
hut a ravine opened in a valley where
a Kabyle Tillage was scattered. Ignor-
ant of these formidable neighbors, Car-
ette began to dream, lounging on his
rock.

He' remembered his childhood, his
wanderings, his love affairs, his life
In the battalion. He thought of the
present situation, and the result of all
this mental labor was a melancholy
look toward heaven and a sighing.

"What does It matter? It would not
be hard to die on so beautiful a night!"

With the usual versatility of poorly
balanced minds he struck the ground
with the butt of his gun and cried,
almost joyfully: "Bab, 1 have my gun
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talking about The subject
of America was brought up.

"You have visited America?" I asked.
A slight shadow crossed his face for

a moment, the reflection of an unpleas-
ant recollection.

"Yes," he said, "I went over to pre-
pare for, the presentation of my play,
Hannele's (Hannele's
Trip to Heaven). And the censor for-
bade it on the ground that it was

The poet stopped a moment, then re-
peated:

"He said it was Later
the was withdrawn."

The Incident did not, however, preju-
dice Hauptmann against America, al-
though it plainly gave him an unfav-
orable view of the American attitude
toward the higher forms of literature,
especially naturalistic drama, and
toward art.

"You must admit," he said, "that
poetry, whether because it is not profit-
able or for some other reason, is not
greatly esteemed in America, Your
Walt Whitman is more highly regard-
ed here than he was at home. I under-
stand, however, that there has been a
great change in this respect since I was
ii America, that men of art, letters
and science are acquiring a higher
standing every day. I am glad to hear

and cartridges. Is peaceful,
and tomorrow it will be day!"

To drive away unnerving thoughts, he
took his oboe to "give our sheep a lit-
tle concert." But, peaceful as it seemed,
there were two enemies
equally formidable a lion and the
Kabyles, silently advancing in the
shadow.

The king of the mountains had just
awakened In. his den, his eyelids still
heavy with the day's sleep. He yawned,
stretched himself lazily and

and came to the entrance of the
cavern.

He was not one of those lean, gaunt
Cape Hons, but a true lion of the Atlas,
whose imposing aspect was enough to
congeal the blood. He walked slowly,
head erect, scenting without fear any
obstacles he met, exploring carefully
the shadows of the rocks and bounding
with ease over abysses. At the sum-
mit of a hill his great silhouette seemed
to animate and cover the whole coun-
try. From the entrance to the ravine
he leaped toward the Zephyr's camp.

Carrette's rock was only 15 feet high,
and the tawny beast could have reached
the top with a single leap. He ad-
vanced in the shadow, raised his head
as if to measure the height and seemed
about to spring. But, instead, he
paused.

The gentle and stupid sheep, assured
by their number, as men often are,
were sleeping peacefully. Just at this
moment Carrette was playing the most
joyful and entrancing waltz in his rep-
ertoire. The sweetness of it seemed
to charm the lion. At least, after two
or three uncertain movements he leaned
his big head on his outstretched paws
and appeared to listen. Perhaps the
story of Orpheus and his magic music
had some truth.

Meanwhile, the fact that the sheep
had been abandoned was known to the

Kabyles, but, supposing
that the infidels had left a sufficient
guard, they decided to wait until night
before The old cadi
called all of his warriors to take part
in the expedition.

At the moment wnen the lion was
leaving his cave a dosen men as scouts,
led by the cadi and his nephew, theyoung son of the tribal sheik, were
moving silently toward the little plain.
Not knowing how many enemies they
might encounter, they took great pre-
cautions, that they might surprise the
infidels or retire safely. They ap-
proached stealthily, preceded by the
young man, for even In the desert
"noblesse oblige." The old cadi was
proud of the boy's courage and fol-
lowed his movements with mingled
joy and fear..

They were nearinsr the end of their
expedition when the lion, who knew of
their approach before he saw them,
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it. When I was there the man of sci-
ence, for example, did not stand high.

"I was in America only three months,
not long enough to acquire enthusiasm
for the land, but I was, and have since
been, greatly impressed by the country.

It was then that he used the sen-
tence with which this article begins.

"We are all becoming Americans," he
said. "I mean that we are adopting
from day to day the customs and using
the inventions of the country. Do not
understand me to say that we are be-

coming any less German or that the
Italians are becoming the less Italian
because of this. In the last analysis,
every nation will keep Its peculiar at-
tributes, and it is well that it should.
The disappearance of racial characteris-
tics would be unfortunate. But the
great accomplishments and progress of
America are making their influence felt
everywhere.

Dollar Crase Dying Out.
'

"Do you believe that Germany, in
this assimilation of American ideas,
will ever come to the American view- -

opened his eyes wide and arose. A
hyena would have fled, a panther would
have concealed himself in some crevice
to surprise them, but the lion ad-
vanced to the middle of the ravine, in
full view.

He smelled the soil, from which his
powerful breathing raised a cloud of
dust. His tail beat his sides, while his
mane bristled and his eyes shone, Car-
rette saw him. The oboe fell from his
hands, and for one minute he remained
as if petrified. Recovering his pres-
ence of mind, he seized his gun, took
aim and was about to fire when he
was startled by a voice crying "Said!"
("Lord !")

It was the sheik's son, who had Just
perceived the beast and was seized with
the terror which a lion always arouses
in an Arab. Forgetting the Christians,
the cadi commanded: ' 'Fire!" Ten
shots rang out, filling the ravine with
light and dense smoke, but the' lion re-
mained standing. He roared like the
crashing of thunder and fell upon the
young man with a prodigious spring.

Just then Carrette fired. The lion
held the boy under his heavy paws, his
claws digging into the flesh. At the
shot he tried to utter another roar. It
was merely a rattle, and the lion
dropped.

Not knowing that he was dead, Car
rette sprang down and advanced
bravely, while the Arabs stood on the
defensive, not daring to attack the an-
imal. So it was the Zephyr who lifted
the son of the sheik and seated him
upon a rock.

His travels with the charlatan had
given him some pretensions to medical
knowledee. and he had ozten examined
the skeleton and the anatomical charts
that his master exhibited while making
his catch-penn- y speeches. Sleight-of-han- d

had given Carrette a light, dex-
trous touch.

He stanched the blood and bound the
wounds, giving the Arabs an over-
whelming idea of his talents. When
his nephew was restored to him the
cadi thanked the Zephyr with the grave
reserve which distinguishes the men of
the mountains.

Carrette. who, like all the African
soldiers, spoke a little Arabic, expressed
to the cadi his desire to live witn me
Kabyles in peace and acted his part so
well that his new friends could not
doubt his sincerity.

He was practically adopted by them.
Some of the Kabyles to whom Carrette
at various times had rendered services,
or whom the cadi himself had selected,
guarded the sheep, while the Zephyr
cared for their sick or played his oboe
and juggled for them.

As he did not kill many more than
most doctors with real diplomas, and
as his music and tricks were even more
of a success with the Kabyles than
with the Zephyrs, his popularity became

Famous Poet and
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point which the Germans stigmatise as
Puritanism?"

"Never!" said Herr Hauptmann de-

cidedly.
"You have in America the fundament

for a great artistic development," he
continued. "The idea that business
the dollar is the thing is,
I believe, dying out. You are beginning
to boast of your culture, of your art, of
your literature, and that means that
you have all these things and appre-
ciate them. It seems to me that your
great land, with Its diverse but yet
common interests, should give the
writer or artist a broader outlook than
we have here in Europe. As you sug-
gest, America is young yet and you

top -

so great that the elders of the tribe
wondered what would happen when the
Christian should leave them. In order
not to give too sad an ending, I shall
not speak of the girls, except to say
that they, wept bitterly at the .thought
of losing him. .

Four months later we again saw the
plain where we had abandoned the
sheep. The expedition had been long
but successful. When our advance
guard emerged from the mountains
and saw the plain covered with the
sheep, peacefully grazing, the news ran
from the head to tha rear of the column.

The excited exclamations came to the
ears of the General. Unable to believe
tbe report, he put his horse at a gallop,
to see for himself. The Zephyrs, for
whom this was a matter of honor,
started to run, madly hurrahing.

Yes, there were the sneep, and Car
rette with a waggish smile, but some- -

1

have not, until recently, at least, had a
leisure class that could devote its at-
tention to these things. But I hear
most encouraging reports of the change
in the last 15 or 20 years."

Herr Hauptmann spoke with unfeign-
ed admiration of Mark Twain. Of "Tom
Sawyer," he said:

"It discloses a wondeful insight into
the soul of the boy. I read Twain with
great enjoyment. He stands by him-
self. Remarkable man, to come from
the printer's case to a leading position
in letters."

Outside of Twain and Whitman, how-
ever, the poet appeared to know aston-
ishingly little of many authors whom
the Americans consider classic. He
knew something of Emerson, but was
not certain whether he was a poet or
not. Lowell's name evoked no response
and Longfellow was hardly more than
a name.

Hauptmann became enthusiastic when
the talk turned upon Italy. Since his
youth he has spent most of his Win-
ters in that country, and there he does
his best work. His expressive face
brightened as he spoke of Italy and its
people.

"An admirable, adorable, lovable
folk," he said. "One must know the
Italian in his home to know him well.
tlove the land and its people."

Hauptmann's son, a
bright, clear-eye- d lad who promises to
look like his father, is named o,

a living witness of the writer's
fondness for the Italian's. Hauptmann,
his wife and son, when not in Italy or
Berlin, live in a beautiful villa, "Wies-enstein- ,"

in Agnetendorf, a village in
the Riesengebirge of Silesia.

Man of Becoming Modesty.
The poet did much of his early work

in a suburb of Berlin, and he is well-know- n

and greatly admired here. For
that matter, he is greatly admired
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thing deeper In his eyes, was leaning
on hlg gun. The drams beat, the musi-
cians played their most Joyful airs, and
for an hour Carrette received a real
ovation.

If he had not been a Zephyr he might
have been decorated, but his Teputation
as a Jester made this distinction im-

possible, thought the General, who gave
him 100 francs instead. On their side,
the Kabyles had prepared the lion's
skin, as only the desert folk can, and
when we had returned to Constantino-
ple Carrette sold his lion's skin for 300

francs. Having all this wealth, he
straightway took an illegal leave of
absence, got immorally drunk and
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throughout Europe. Rarely have great-
er honors been showered upon a man
of letters than have fallen to his lot in
the last weeks. From every country of
the Old World admirers have Journeyed
to Berlin to take part in banquets and
other celebrations in honor of the poet
and dramatist, his plays have occupied
the theaters and "Hauptmann days"
have been celebrated in schools, clubs
and societies.

Then came the Nobel Prize, the high-
est distinction possible for a man of
letters. . And in this connection it is
of interest to note that he received in
1896 the Grillparzer Prize, the most im-

portant literary prize granted in Ger-
many, for "Hannele's Himmelfahrt."
the play which the New York police
wanted to prohibit because it was
"blasphemous."

Through all his successes he retains
a modesty that does not always
with greatness. An incident that oc-

curred during; a festal production of
one of his plays during the recent
Hauptmann celebrations, in Berlin is
characteristic. Hauptmann, who was
guest of honor at the theater, met le

France, the famous Parisian man
of letters. In the corridor. France
stopped I and heartily congratulated
Hauptmann on receiving the Nobel
Prize.

"You are very good," said Haupt-
mann, "but there is a man who had de-

served it much more than I did.- When
you return to Paris give the author of
'Lie Lys. Rouge' my compliments and
tell him that the Nobel Prize should
have been his."

Anatole France is the author of "Le
Lys Rouge."

STOOD STILLS

landed in the guardhouse for soma
days!

Two years later, when I had left the
army and was living In the country, I
chanced to meet Carrette, who was
traveling as a musician, dentist and
prestidigitator, with his wife, his little
girl and some absolutely indescribable
baggage on the back of a little ass.

He was making a fairly good living
and was contented with his lot.

"But it is true." he adCed. with a sigh
of relief; "I have never had and never
shall have four months of such happi-
ness as those I passed with the Kaby
les!'
(Copyright by Continental Newspaper

Syndicate.)
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