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.. M, ,111.1'//011' ,~( sh.ltloll' tIIltl 
Ilghl II'hit-h ,!Oi'(( p-,)'(hictll 
''-/IIII,'"S, This is h,,"1 I 
lII/dl'fSIOod litis slIb-rirle.' 
Lupu PIck: Preface to the 
\cenano S),/l'l'sll'r by Carl 
!\b ya, 1<)24, 

11 'Kammerspielfilm' and 'Stimmung' 

Histories of the cinema tell us tlut the suppn'ssion of 
titles is one of the main characteristics of the /(,llIIlIIfr

spic(film, But what of its origins and signiticance? 
Once again we need to turn to the teachings of Max 

Reinhardt for an answer. Olle day, whik rehearsing a 
very subtle play in which the characters' psydllctl 
relationships had to be brought out discreetly, I~einlurdt 
sighed: 'Of course, I saw your gesture and understood 
your look, But I'm on the stage, Will the spectators in 
the back rows and, above all, those in till' gods be able to 
do the same?' 

This was why he finally created an intimate the;ltfe, 
the Kamlllerspiek, with dilll lights and warm-toned 
wood panelling, in which an l'lite (not mOfl' than J(X) 

spectators) could feel all the signiticlIlce of a '>Illlle, a 
hesitation, or an eloquent silence, Heinz I-kr,dd, onl' or" 
his collaborators, to whom we afl' indebted Illf till" 
anecdote, says: 'If an actor needs to lift his whole ,Hill 

at the Grosses Schauspil'lhalls, he need only IllO\'l' hi, 
hand at the Deutsches Thl'atl'f; and at the K ,lI11Illl'f\plek 
it's enough ifhe moves a finger,' 

Hintertreppe (Backstairs, 1921) 

Hi//((,/,("I'[![!l', a film by the stage-direl'tllr Leopold Jl'"nef, 
is a /(/lll/II/C,.,il' il'ltil" , bl'lllrl' its time, P,tlll Ll'llI worked 
on the art-direction with him, and Lelll's !.JklH Wl'1lI JIItll 
creating a mood which, with thl' help of till' 'l'h. I' 

spell-binding, ThL' ClInous yard in rhl' /../,\( 1,'III,~" \l'l'III' 

tallle comparl'd with this onl' by thl' h.Il'ksLllf\, whllh 
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serves as a framework for the pitiful drama of the maid 
whose letters from her lover are intercepted by the post
man, himself in love with her, and who concludes she 
has been abandoned. 

This intimist drama moves at a very slow and heavy 
pace, in a very German, over-insistent style, and this 
despite the use of certain ellipses drawn from the theatre. 
For instance, we are not shown the murder scene; all 
we see when the bolted door has finally given way is a 
sort of tableau: against the wall the murderer is caught 
in an oblique attitude - the Expressionist attitude par 
('X(('//('//((' - still brandishing his axe over his victim. 

What shocks us today in this film is the violent break 
in tone between the styles used. Already the main staircase, 
heavily overladen with ornaments in a lower-middle
class style, jars with the Expressionistic rendering of 
the shabby, equivocal back-stairs. Similarly the postman's 
sordid basement contrasts with the drawing-room 
furnished with plush emporium armchairs and artificial 
palms. 

The acting reflects this contrast. Helmy Parten, brim
ming with sentimentality and far too fat, plays natural
istically, as if this were a film by Carl Froelich. On 
the other hand, Wilhelm Dieterle, vastly different 
from the young over-fed baker he pia yed in Wax//lorks, 
is here enigmatic, rather restrained, in every way Expres
sionistic. He follows the rules to the letter and his move
ments are mechanical and jerky. As for Fritz Kortner, 
a better actor than Dieterle, he manages to adapt the 
rules to his role. Everything is motivated: the slow 
reactions of a poor indecisive man scared of love, the 
hesitations of an outcast of fortune who, having won 
his happiness by dint of guile, stops wanting to believe 
in it. Clutching his wine-jug tenaciously, he succeeds in 
making his stilf attitude plausible. This instinctively 
Expressionistic actor blends into the sl,tting. 

Middle-eLm characters with coarse make-up 100m up 
to witnl'ss the drama with mechanical, robot-like 
gestures. 

Anothl'r c11i pse: we first see the maid on the roof in 
despair, thl'n the neighbours, in a very 'naturalistic' 
gesture of pity, suddenly lean out over the pavement, 
and wc guess at the dislocated form of the suicide below. 
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* At any r;l(e, thi, is what 
L IIpll Pick alwa ys claimed, 
hilt l1,ult."";''', also wrinL'n 
hy ,\h y~'r, i, IikewisL' 
wllhout tille" and SL'L'ms a 
IIttl~' L'arllL'r (han Pick's 
lilm. Only ;1 fL'w film
llI.1ken r<'ahn'd all that (hL' 
p,llL', optlcalliuidity and 
dr.lIIJ;Jtll" (L'IISIOII of a 
1I,lrrall\'L' Iud to ~;Iill from 
III, In'llIIl<llIl'. Robisoll, for 
":\,l1l1l'll', mnlno tirll" 1\I 

II',,,,,"'.~ Sir".!"",.,; thosl' 
'<Til III tOlby\ prillt' Wl'rl' 
,.ddnl hy ;1 lL'aloll\ 
dhlnhutor. I'or otha filllls, 
"t" ,"unl', urll" UJlJ,tlllltl' 
<"\'<'nll,11 rhYlhllllcai paUSl", 
hilI thl' I' 1101 thl' ca'l' with 
Idlm wh",l' p,ychologl(al 
Il'miOIl' ,111<1 Pl'rlpl'lias 
"'lllr Oil thl' IIIUmatl' Kall' 
"flhl' K,llIIlIIl'r'pldl'. 

Probably it is on account of a fundamental opposition 
between the Kammerspide - intimist, psychological -
and the techniques of Expressionism that this work, 
overrated by the cinema-histories (in which everybody 
copies everybody dse's opinions), today appears rather 
disappointing. 

Paul Leni is in no way to blame, We only need to sel' 
his other films to realize how little he had to do with this 
one, made as it was by the l11an of the theatre, Jessnl'r. 

Scherben (Shattered, 1921) 

The KaIllIllCl'spic(tillll, as it was concl'ived in S(h('l'bl'll 
(1921) by Lupu Pick, is the psychological tilm IM'- e,wel/e//{('; 
it was to comprise a limited number of characters living 
in an everyday ambience. Thus Pick deliberately went 
counter to all the Expressionist principles; and hl' pnsistl'li 
in this anti-Expressionist attitude long after Expressionism 
had died out, During the sOllnd lTa, rl'l11l1llscing 
about a film by the rather commercial dirl'ctor Carl 
Boese, Die 11'12'11' J)roscllkl' 1'011 Bali II, in which he pia yeti 
a sentimental cabman in arms against progress in rhe 
shape of the motor-car, Pick said that this film was ';l 

naturalist slap in the face for the Expressionist snobs'. 
The scenarist of Sch('I'bl'll, Carl Mayer, who wwtl' 

the scenario of CI1/(l!.ari with Janowitz, brought some
thing new to it: wishing to have an elite of spectators 
capable of guessing what was happening in the characters' 
minds, he suppressed the titles.* 

LupLl Pick's interview with a journalist from Cille: 
//Iollde in 1930 was significant: he pointed out that hl' 
had always been prone to go against thl' t;lshion of his 
da y, first of all in Schabm, 'unloosing thl' avalanchl' of 
psychological films', and thl'll in Syll'l'sler, trying to 'go 
beyond psychology and reach metaphysics'. 

Schabel/ is thl' simpler tilm, Pick, l'xtremd Y sl'nsiri \'l' 
to atmosphl're, contrives to givl' soml' relief to this 
mdodrama of a railwayman's daughter sl,ducl,d by an 
inspector. Thl' t;lthcr avenges thl' outragl' by killing his 
superior. For thl' naturall y hil'rarchicall y-minded (;l'rlnan 
that he is, this is more than darin~, it is real hl'roism, 

Compared with the morl' co;nplicatl'd and l'ompkx 
Syll'('Sla, Schabi'll is stark and contains fcw symbob. It 
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is life as it is lived, simple, dull, in a harsh and bitter 
countryside: railway tracks at night, scattered drifts of 
snow, dark pine-trees; the signal-levers, words tapping 
out on the telegraph; the trudge across the rails for the 
round of inspection with the heavy lamp casting a few 
inches of light in the darkness; no sun, nothing but long 
winter evenings and nights when the wind blusters and 
meals are taken in silence. 

And for the women: solitude, washing that will not 
dry, the eternal round of meals to prepare. Perennial 
chiaroscuro, heavy, dense, stifling: the pale glow through 
the window from the snow outside; the lamp, when 
lighted, shutting in one end of the room behind a wall 
of gloom. 

Then the storm, howling, buffeting the door, smashing 
a window-pane. The only concession to symbol so far: 
the fragments of glass, the Schabcn, which the girl picks 
up indifferently and throws into a bucket. 

Nothing but railway lines in a melancholy grisaille 
landscape. The express, which usually thunders through 
at full speed, stops - but only to bring a stiff and in
different inspector. Not too indifferent, however, to 
notice the girl scrubbing the stairs. During a decisive 
moment we see nothing but a pair of polished jackboots 
pausing on the stairs. The seduction sequence can have 
no place at all in this drudgery; it is passed over in a 
matter of seconds. We See no tenderness, just the dis
covery of guilt. The mother wakes up and smashes down 
the bolted door with an axe; the inspector appears on 
the doorstep, stiff and haughty, the girl huddles in the 
bed trembling with shame. 

And then immediately the mother is running des
perately away across the snowy paths and collapsing 
at the foot of the wa yside cross. 

Though neither film has titles, the skilful ellipses Mayer 
and Pick managed in Schabcn contrast with the prolixity 
of Syll'cstcr. The mother's death from exposure is passed 
over, in the same way as the seduction scene. That she 
has not come home is revealed by the world of objects: 
the enormous back of the alarm-clock in close-up as 
it rings insistently next to an empty bed. In this silent 
film, in which the image has to interpret sound, the point 
is made by returning to the vibrating hammer several 
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times over. A similar close-up of the back of a hamI11ering 
alarm-clock interpreting sound in visual terms is found 
at the beginning of Backstair.(; but there the sense IS 

humorous - Henny Porten is unwilling to get up - and 
docs not have the same tragic insistence. Here the object 
becomes the poignant symbol of death, of a desolate 
emptiness, and the svmbol is both meaningful and 
motivated, like the scr~wny branches of a shrub beating 
against a window or the useless wind-beaten scarecrow 
in front of the house before the mother discovers the 
inspector with her daughter. 

Then We sec the railwayman bringing home the stiff 
body of his wife and laying it on her bed. There arc no 
exteriorized signs of sorrow. Later, in a heavy stupor, he 
transports the meagre coffm on a wheelbarrow across 
the sad grey countryside to the cemetery. 

What interests the two authors of this intransigently 
absolute Kllllllll('fSpiclHilli arc the slov\', heavy reactions. 
Many moments pass while the old man stares at the 
empty bed; many moments also while the girl spies on 
him in the narrow corridor. Everv emotional reaction 
becomes significantly ponderous, ~s if these characters 
Were not accustomed to expressing themselves. 

The acting is curious, half Expressionist, half natura
list. Onl y Werner Krauss, as the old father, succeeds in 
giving depth to his clumsy stllpct;lction at the tragic 
events which transform his routine world. The two 
\\/0111en (the daughter is played by Edith Posca, LUpll 
Pick's wife) have sudden convulsive movements of mind 
and body, and writhe in their despair. 

Nevertheless Mayer and Pick succeed in creating a 
Stillllll/III,I! \'ibrant with wild poetry, the intensity of 
which appears to vary proportionately with the ill
fortune falling upon the characters. 

The da ugh ter, after vainl y begging the passing lover 
to take her away with him and after being rejected, 
incites her father to act: it is a murder withou~ grandilo
LjUl'nCL'. Theil the old man trudges off to wave down the 
express with his lamp and give himself up. We know 
that this image was tinted red in contemporary prints, 
and the title - the onl\' one in the film - wording the 
confession makes the sc~een almost burst. ' 

HLTe Mayer and Pick gi\'e a free rein to their liking 





for symbols: the anonymous, unfeeling passengers in 
the restaurant-car are seen dining gaily and with appetite. 
This intentional contrast between the idle class and the 
very poor is presented insistently and at length, as it 
was to be for the shabby suicide and the indifferent 
crowd of revellers in SyllJester. 

Then, another emphatic symbol: the camera slowly 
focuses on to the fragments of glass in the bucket - the 
debris of three destinies. 

Sylvester (1923) 

Although. he professed indifference to fashion, the 
Rumanian Lupu Pick whole-heartedly embraced the 
spirit of the German Wc/tallschallllllg. 'When I read the 
scenario of Syll'('stcr, he said in his preface to the published 
version of 1924, '1 was struck by the motifs eternal 
aspect. And 1 intended to transmit to the spectator the 
feelings I experienced while reading it. But in the course 
of filming, new perspectives opened up. I realized 
that I had to do with a subject as vast and eternal as 
the world, masterfully condensed into the events of 
an hour (the last hour of the year, as it happened) which, 
instead of being used for reflection, for withdrawal 
into oneself, is merely the occasion for festivities and 
nOIsy JOY. 

Mayer's aim in choosing this time-setting was purely 
symbolic, and this was what stirred Pick's enthusiasm. 
New Year's Eve and the ambiguity of the hour between 
eleven and midnight, when the old year gives way to 
the new and the 51';// (being) collides with the WerdclI 
(becoming), had already attracted the Romantics. 'For 
New Year's Eve', writes Hoffmann, 'the Devil always 
kceps somc particular windfall in reserve for me. He is 
skilled in plunging his steely claw into my breast at the 
right moment, and with frightful irony, in order to 
feast his eyes on the blood spouting from my heart.' It 
was this irony of an absurd destiny that Mayer and Pick 
jcr out to underline. 

o Ill' lIlay ask what the aim of these artistic German 
Jircctors was. 'This book', says Pick, 'fulfils the con
Jitions of a scenario because, when we read it, it suggests 
'l.'l'lings which movc us and is not composed of merely 





visual clements. Sceil/g the three characters confined 
within a narrow framework and tearing each other 
apart, we cXjll'l'il'l1{l' with each of them the particular 
sorrow which results from the fact that they want to 
show kindness to each other and cannot. Sceil/.I! this 
drinking, this explosion of joy, this celebration of the 
UII/I/'c/t (the world around them), we .fl'c! all these 
creatures so remote from each other rush forward, fail 
to make the human contact they seck, then lose their 
way in life. In short, we Fe! the curse which weighs 
upon humanity: to be subject to the condition of the 
beast and yet to be capable of thought. We become 
conscious of this if we wish to.fi'cl and not merely to 
scc. ' 

Carl Mayer adds in his foreword that, apart from the 
kitchen, the dining-room and the tavern, all the other 
scenes and places are merely eIlIlI'C/r. This Ullllilelt, 

im bued with a kind of magic, takes on a particular 
meaning. Pick sa ys: 'The composition of this "Iightpla y" 
seems to me to be novel because it encloses the action 
within a limited framework, giving a major role to the 
UII/Il I c!t without involving it in the action proper, which 
would be banal. The L'II/wc!t must constitute the base 
and symphonic background of a particular destiny, and 
thus becollle the emblem of a principal idea.' 

A number of shots of this L'mll'clt have disappeared 
from modern prints: the eternal, infinite sea, the limit
less sk y, a cemetery in which skeletal branches and 
harshly lit crosses stand out against a black sky, a vast 
deserted heath stretching as far as the eye can see, a 
forest in which the bole of every tree looms up as a 
black shadow in the stifling gloom; and all this seems to 
become still 1110re limitless when the camera tracks back 
to reveal the whole landscape. 

This {'II/I/'elt participates 'symphonically' in the action: 
a storm breaks, the Sl'a crashes against the cliffs in gigantic 
wavcs, thl' trces bend. And at the cnd, after the banal 
suicide of a human being whom nature does not even 
deign to notice, e\'crything rcturns to normal, cvery
thing lluietcns down. cverything comes back to the 
Cl111ilibrium of the eternal elcments. 

'The l'lIlIllelt, varicd by a simple incidcnt,' says the 
editor of the \cenario. Ernst Angel. 'is interpolatcd not 
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as accessory action or reaction, but as accessory rhythm, 
in or out of tempo, as a symbol reinforcing and amplify
ing the given facts of the drama: it is introduced in such 
a manner that in places, at certain decisive moments, the 
action is apparently halted and can only continue pas
sively, almost secretively, by means of an intensifica
tion of the Umll'elt, which is not really independent but 
disinterested, so to speak, and which withdraws as the 
action is taken up again.' 

Carl Mayer's scenario is worth analysing in depth 
because it contains an abundance of other elements which 
help us to understand the classical German film. In the 
fifty-four 'images' which comprise the scenario there is 
virtuall y none in which Mayer does not define very 
precisely the lighting intended to create mood. From 
the beginning, with the fade-in of the tavern, we find 
the instruction: 'The tavern. Small, low-ceilinged. Full 
of thick smoke. And! In the wafJering light: tables!' Then 
at the end of this 'image' in which a guest teases the 
young woman: 'She laughs more and more. And every
body starts laughing again with her. In the smoke, the 
li,Rht and the hazy glol/!.' Describing the movements of 
his characters, Mayer frequently interjects such short 
phrases as: 'While all this Betrieb (coming and going) 
takes place in a smoky atmosphere' or 'The man. He is 
busy. In the wavering Betrieb <?f a hazy lamp.' 

Every presentation of the tavern has the same indica
tions: 'Tal'em. Gloom. Smoke. Dim lightil1,R' , while the 
elegant night-club opposite, its counterpoint, has: 'Smoke. 
Dancing. Music. Li,Rhrs' and opens 'ill Glal1z IlI1d Licht', 
shimmering with splendour and light. The presentation 
of the smoky tavern is much better done than that of 
the elegant night-club. Mme de Stael had already noted: 
'Stoves, beer and tobacco-smoke form around the 
German common people a kind of warm heavy atmosphere 
which they are reluctant to leave.' 

The kitchen in which they prepare the traditional 
New Year's Eve punch is described as 'full of harsh 
gaslight'. The dining-room is gloom y because the gas has 
been turned down, or on another occasion the hanging 
lamp is dim because the young woman has masked it 
with a sheet of paper to stop it disturbing the child 
sleeping in its pram. This room is to have a door with a 
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frosted-glass panel, through which the light can be 
diffused into the kitchen. When the two women start 
fighting, we wonder as Mayer does, 'Has the light in 
there gone out? It seems so . . .' The glass door also 
enables him to show the silhouettes of the two figures 
crushed against its diaphanous surface, which they then 
smash in their fury. The man's first gesture when he 
comes in to intervene is to go up to the lamp 'so that light 
is cast once more'. 

We have the same play of light for the fa<;:ades. The 
tavern frontage is 'nocturnal and black', while 'a warm 
dim light' can be perceived swirling behind the frosty 
window-panes. The night-club's frontage is shown in a 
panning shot: the tall windows are brilliantly lit and the 
revolving door 'keeps turning in the light'. The camera 
follows the movement of the revolving door, through 
which we can perceive a 'lighted' hall. The tall mirrors 
of the cloakroom reflect the elegant clients 'in Glanz' 
(brilliant light), and another glazed door suggests a room 
'full of chandeliers and lights'. 

We find the same kind of appearance in the street, 
which assumes the 'metaphysical function' also assumed 
by Grune's street in Die Strasse (The Street, 1923). Mayer's 
instructions on this subject hold good for all those films 
in which the street plays an active - and often tragic - part. 
'A square looms up. Like a shadow! In the glow of 
many lights. And traffic! Motor-cars! Trams! Carriages! 
Men! Electric signs! Motor-cars! A single entangled 
mass. Whose elements are barely distinguishable.' On 
this square glows the illuminated dial of a huge clock 
which, beneath the camera which moves forward, is 
finally to become, a few minutes before midnight, 
'as large as Fate' and almost burst the limits of the screen. 
(The same 'dramatic function' is given to a clock in the 
hanged man's bedroom, beating with an uncanny 
artificial life-rhythm, its pendulum swinging and its 
hammer striking the twelve definitive strokes.) 

Crescendo of light-effects as midnight approaches. 
The crowd thickens in the square, fireworks explode, all 
the windows suddenly fill with light and we see sil
houettes clinking glasses. In a symmetry which is itself 
symbolic the lighting diminishes after midnight, after 
the suicide. The heath again, with a solitary flickering 
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lantern; another image shows the storm at sea slowly 
dying down. On the street and the now gloomy square 
the traffic thins, then disappears; a few lights go out 
one after the other. In the shadows, the revolving door 
has stopped turning. A faint light filters from the tall 
windows of the night-club, showing the tables and 
chairs piled up inside. In the tavern one dim flame is 
still left burning behind the facrade. 

Then, in the square, the last lights go out. The street 
and square are in darkness, the only light comes from 
the dial of the clock: the camera tracks back and the 
clock-face dwindles to a mere point of light in the 
darkness. 

Modern prints of this film have been shorn of so 
many shots of the Ul11ll'e/t that we can now only get a 
clear idea of the function of the moving camera by 
turning to the scenario. It is full of such directions as: 
'Tracking slowl y back curving to the left, then panning 
back' or 'Trackil1g forward at an angle'. These directions 
are usually kept for the UI11I1'e/t, more conventional shots 
being used for the main action. For Mayer, this mobility 
of the camera-unit ought to heighten the impression the 
spectator gets of the Urnll'eit, for it tells him that he is 
being shown a particular world. Mayer adds that the 
movements of the camera, by a continual shift in depth 
and height around the events taking place, should convey 
the vertigo human beings experience when trying to 
come to terms with their environment. 

Ma yer' s notes and the illustration of a dual camera 
dolly made speciall y for this film argue that Pick was 
the first to USc the cllr/l'ssc/rc KmllCl"a, the 'unchained' 
(mobile) camera, in a G~rll1an studio. (But Boese affirms 
that Wegener had already used a mobile camera for the 
ghosts in Dcr cO/UIl; sec page 70 .) 

. In The Last Lal/xh, Murnau was to usc Carl Mayer's 
dIrections more skilfully than Lupu Pick. They were to be 
the very basis of his optical prowess and his penetrating 
explorations in the visual field. For Murnau the camera 
moving on a dolly was no longer enough: he tied it to 
hIS cameraman's chest and made him follo\\7 Jannings 
step by step, bending, leaning, and twisting in order 
to shoot from the most complicated of angles. 

Yet Pick had grasped the implications of his author's 
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technical notes perfectly well. He says: 'The new camera 
movements are rich in significance and inseparable 
from the scenario. Film being essentially image in 
movement, the author's suggestions are such that the 
action appears to be bathed in the UtllII'dt like an island 
in the middle of the sca.' It was Pick's attachment to 
symbol rather than to image which prevented him 
from equalling Mumau in the handling of the mobile 
camera. 

Carl Mayer's short, unfinished, often choppy phrases 
are constructed Expressionisticall y with inverted verbs 
and punctuated with unexpected caesuras. Words such 
as 'And!', 'Now!', 'Thus!', scauered between the phrases 
and sometimes isolated on a line, repeated to quicken 
or slow down the action, reveal Mayer's acute sense 
of rhythm. 

In his Exprrssh",is",us wId Film Kurtz called auention 
to the divergence of two stylistic aims: an Expressionist 
poct cannot agree with a director seeking (even stylized) 
psychological developments in a middle-class atmos
phere without accepting certain modifications to his 
personal style. 

Kurtz added that Mayer auempts to minimize the 
everyday a[(itud~ of his heroes and tum them into 
Expn.~sionimc 'demcf1(s of composition'. Pick only goes 
half-way in thiS dlret'tlon. 

h IS not merc:ly Mayer's language which makes this 
tilm much l~s remote from du' Expressionist ideology 
than lupu Pick thought. When Expressionism tries to 
aVOid the snarn and· pitfalls of naturalistic 'detail' it 
falls under the ascendancy of the object. The metinllous
minded Germam have always been fond of stressmg 
det~uk We need onl y remem ber III this connection the 
verbose dlgrnslom of their authors, from Jean Paul via 
Theodor Fonune to Thomas Mann: detail for its own 
\;Ike, nO( the aUlhnlllcItY-lIlcre;uang detail of a Stendhal. 
The IInrnedlate predecnsor\ of Max I~einhardt pin. 
pOlflted the reolhmc dewl III the: playlo of (;c:rhart Haupt
flunn ur Sude:rm,mn, bVlloh e:xpunt'llh of 'Iucal colour' 
like the I luke of Mellllngen, 111 1m hl\toru:al drama\, 
before them _ Thus \\'e frequentl y find III Ma ye:r and 
Pu:k the e:ugger ,Ulon uf the fateful obJet-t: III s)",·(;t(" 
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its narrow cloth and only two places. When lang curs 
rapidly, in M, to the unoccupied chair and empty plate 
of the murdered little girl, the shock hits the- spc-ctator 
immediately. In Pick's tilm the h.'chnique requir~ much 
greater watchfulness on the part of the spectator: ht' 
is supposed, like the young woman (wanlt'd of he-r 
mother-in-Iaw's imminent imrusion by the- shadow 
profik'd on tht' frosted window), to start' at the ubk 
where two pt.-ople's imimacy IS ~OIng to be- ruUle-d. 
Tht'n the young woman un\\'iIlUl~ly \C.'IS a durd pla,,·t: 
at the other side of tht: table when: thert: 1\ no doth. 
Ma yer and Pick take the-If ti 111t:, the young woman 
comes and gOl'S. Finally, after insc:rts of det.llle-d shots 
of the U"",'l'If, including tht' uvt'rn, wt' ,ue- YlUWn 
the two womt'n's tt'mporary rt'conl'lllatlon, ,) .. thcy 
cxaggt:rate tht'ir brisk pleasurt' in l,)yUl~ thc uble-, tim 
timt' for tlUCt'. 
Alon~ with May,,'r, Pick explore-s the byw.1)'\ of the 

soul. While her dau~hter-Ifl-la w IS .l .. I«p, the IInle 
old woman. with lluthll1~ to du, 'iUrt .. tid~eun~ between 
the pram which she dot'S nut dut' lUud" .md til(' \to\'e, 
whICh she pokes Ul1l1dly. PIck glX"'l through whole 
lengtln of film l)Cforc re\'cJlmg the dll1u:\ of Ihl\ lower-
1111ddk'-da!>s tragedy: two ".umly p0rtUlh- onc thc 
photo of the unmarrlcd \lUI ~Idc t1l\ proud l11ulhcr. 
,h,,' o,her \huwUlg Iht: .. on and tm brade, who h.n ,,'nntr1\,nl 
to \nalch hlln frum hi.. mUlher" dC\'uttun prumpl 
.1 \cenc of )calousy between the two \\,UI11Cl1 hn.llly. 
rorn bCI\\'«n thel11 , hntltlCll with pund,. Ihc nun 1\ 

pu'hed 10 \lunde. 
n,ruu~hnul 'h" tilm oh)('c" .1f(' all-1m l'Iotul.lnl nl(, 

\to\'e lU wlud, 'he uld mOlh('r l'langl ,,"hn' tI,(, w.m \Cn 

'um~'" uhllg('l! III \CUll h("r a \\ J \ h("nlll1n ,h(" \'('f \' 

("mb'("IH oflh(" fJllllJI.lI h("auh tlcrm('dul1IlJI \\'h("dlll~ 
of Ihe ~)rph.U1" f'r am fUlInd thc llullng-hlul11. \\hef(' Ih(' 
t:.JJ' Jell b\' Iht' ,leJd IlUU CJIt alrt'Jd\ he Ich hC\llllln 
lInbc.l~.1hl~: "I~l1Iticalll' Th(" \!rumen \\hhh Jf; IUI11I,kd 
Uf~dC'rt(){)' .111,1 \wepl "I' In the 'If("ch an th(' urh h.tun 
ul l11unlln~, Of \\llId, han~ IlIterE \\ IIInl JII.I I&lrn UII 11,(, 
ub'C', Jnd d',lIr I II '" '(' ('1I11"Y IJ\'Cnl. Ih(" I.ue 1('.11 "I 
.I l.l'nlll .. , \\ IlIh 1'<"1 I I 

'. lI, (' I 1(' 'lhh IIl1en le.a\ (', .I ,I"ma. 
'C.If(''\ .IC 1I\'('f 111\ hi • il Ii' I t I . g l Jh li.IJh lime J ... \\ 111.1, hr IlIuJ \ 
,(',Il C'\ CII I('ar olf Jlld l rumple (J \4.("1\C 11,,1 III ~'''\C'f', 



scenario) - all this belongs to Lupu Pick's scheme of the 
symbolism of 'psychical relationships'. 

The gay street scenes, the lush night-club with its 
elegant guests, the noisy carousing at the tavern, the 
drunken revellers in fancy dress invading the hanged 
man's bedroom, the belated night prowler vainly knock
ing at the locked door of the gloomy tavern - all these 
passages, dominated by the trivial event of a shabby 
suicide, are juxtaposed, and reveal an Expressionistic 
taste for violent contrast. The extremely pared-down 
treatment of the main characters, around whom the 
extras in the brief, hour-long tragedy shade into the 
background, conforms to the Expressionist ruling which 
lays down that characters must only embody 'principles'. 

For Mayer talks about Gestaltel1, shapes, and gives the 
direction 'The man, his wife, his mother', depriving the 
two women of all individual existence by means of 
this possessive pronoun. Then again, he directs that 
onl y these principal figures are to appear in medium 
shots, 'since the general atmosphere of celebration 
mercl y constitutes the background against which the 
action is set'. The rooms and kitchen are to be small and 
low-ceilinged so that, even taken in their totality, the 
figures fill space 'intensely'. 

It is worth pointing out that the Expressionism in this 
film serves to conceal a curious return to Naturalism. The 
acting of Klopfer as the man is most revealing. He has a 
way of throwing back the upper part of his body into a 
slanting posture. When he is struggling to decide between 
the two women he loves, his crazy laugh, his tall figure, at 
once flabby and stiff, foreshadow his later appearance 
after the hanging, when his rigid, bloated expression in 
death resembles that of a drowned man. 

The insinuating manner of the Kammerspielc intensifies 
the weight of the action and increases its ponderous 
slowness. It is plausible when the wife sees her mother
in-law at the v,Iindow and hesitates before informing her 
husband; but when the latter, sluggish though he may 
be, lets so many interminable minutes pass before letting 
his mother in from the cold, it is not very convincing. 

One lesson Pick learnt from the Kammerspicle was to 
prove useful to other film-makers. His characters, whose 
intensity of expression comes close to pantomime, stop 
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tVj ll: subtlety or mood 

moving their lips; those silent dialogues, whose purport 
had been conveyed, however inadeq uately, b y th e titles, 
were now quite po intless. On th ose rare occasions at 
w hi ch , in their despair, the charac ters in the Kammersp iel
.film appear to m oan and let incoherent sounds escape from 
their lips, the specta to r 's em oti on is at its height. 

Lu pu Pick with hi s everyday tragedies did not g i vc 
realism to the German cin ema. Though he com pli cates 
the action b y elabo rating his own brand of depth
psychology, hi s characte rs still have at leas t som e of th e 
nebulous abstraction found in figures stemm ing from 
the Expressionist ideo logy. And th e genu ine b ggar 
he o utlin es here and there, after duly making thcm up 
to resemble Peachum's fakes in Del' Dreigroschenoper, 
lose, in a cloud of crudely sentim ental ymbo ls, all social 
sign ifi cance thcy mi ght have had . W as it on account of 
w hat Pick ca ll s 'the eternal as pcct of the m t if' , with 
added clements of f;JIe ltall schmllfll.(! and pillOrl'sq lfc, th at 
Germ an rea li sm has always been bound to undergo th c 
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artistic adulteration of a more or less extreme stylization? 
There is one passage in SY/I'ester - that of the revolving 

door in the night-club - which, though rather insigni
ficant in itself, is worthy of note because it anticipates 
some scenes in The Last Lall.f:h. Carl Mayer, the scenarist 
of both films, had no doubt foreseen what could be 
gained from this revolving door, but the less subtle and 
inventive Lupu Pick had not. If the visual effects of this 
passage are compared with Murnau's shots through the 
revolving door or the doors of the restaurant and hall, 
it is impossible to believe that Pick, the first choice as 
director of The Last Laugh, could have achieved as much. 
Pick was undoubtedly sincere, but he was no genius. 

Paul Czinner 

Paul Czinner is a much better exponent of the ambiguity 
of the Kammerspiele, to which his wife Elisabeth Bergner, 
an astonishingly gifted actress, was so well adapted. In 
Njl/ (1<)24) he depicted two characters facing each other, 
in silence, and the very air was full of this silence. Czinqer's 
subtlety was to develop still further in his last silent 
films, when in a novel, though now to us familiar, 
fashion he interpreted latent mood with close-ups of 
faces in which the passage of an emotion was reflected 
like a cloud crossing a limpid sky. 

Or again, as in Der Geiger 1'011 F/orl'llz, he uses slow 
motion, and here Bergner, holding her violin. glides 
across the drawing-room as in a dream, a chord about 
to fade away. 

Elisabeth Bergner 

Vibrant, sensitive, an actress of great nervous intel
lectuality, Elisabeth Bergner had as it were takcn up the 
mantle of Asta Nielsen in the second half of the twenties. 
Up to the advent of Hitler, she embodied the spirit of an 
age which was ardent, anguished, intensely spiritual 
and still very close to the expansive ecstasy of the im
mediate post-war years. 

Elisabeth Bergner came to the fore with Reinhardt 
When, as a child-woman full of fragile charm. she pia yed 
the young heroines of Shakespeare; her slim ephebic 
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* Lid,l' show~d that it 
\\.,,, not n~cessary for a 
J.:,IHIIIlI'TSJlil'/fi/1Il to have J 

hrllltni !lumber of 
rharactn\, !lor for the 
ch,lLlctns to belong to J 

\1 llJ I'll' l'v~ryda y m ilil'u. 
I kr~ thl' sil~!lc~ and res~rve 
dlaLlctl'ristic of Balzac's 
I wo farouche lovers (th~ 
tilm W:I\ bas~d O!l l.a 
I )11(1,1'.'.'1' cit' LIIII.I?l'tlis) are 
worthy of !lot~. 

figure was dressed in Reinhardt's favourite Quattrocento 
costume; her shoulders were hunched slightly. Like 
Asta Nielsen, she could wear a youth's clothing without 
the disguise ever becoming vulgar; she played Rosalind 
without betraying her femininity. 

No one was her equal, a few years later in O'Neill's 
Strall,\?e Il1terlllde, for expressing asides, thoughts from 
the unconscious, with her slightly hO:1rse yet supple 
voice distinguishing them from the dialogue of reality. 

In her, Paul Czinner found the ideal executant for his 
Kammerspie?tilme. Her bearing and appearance already 
seemed to contain all the quintessence of the Kaml11er
spiele. In Njll she :1ppears even more frail, confronted 
by Emil Jannings as a robust and uncomprehending 
husband. Thanks to her, Czinner succeeded in expressing 
all the subtle nuances of mood, above all when next to 
her he placed the percnniall y demoniac Conrad Veidt. 
The pauses evoke tension, and the silence of the silent 
film becomes eloquent. When at the end she throws 
herself over a cliff, dragged down by the folds of her 
wide skirt, it is the climax of Kammerspiele. 

Yet one has reservations about Czinner's and Bergner's 
talent. In Liebe (1927), for example, Bergner, very 
nervous and often tense, becomes embarrassing, parti
cularly when she tries to convey gaiety; she has no 
sense of pIa yfulness. * And as for Czinner, as soon as he 
emerged from the spell of the Kaml11erspiele, he turned 
out to be rather mediocre. 

StimrrlUng 

In any German film the preoccupation with rendering 
Stillllllllll,l? ('mood') by suggesting the 'vibrations of the 
soul' is linked to the usc of light. In fact this STillllllllll,1; 
hovers around objects as well as people: it is a '111eta
ph ysical' accord, a mystical and singular harmon y ami 
the chaos of things, a kind of sorrowful nostalgia which, 
for the German, is mixed with well-being, an imprecis 
nuance of nostalgia, languor coloured with desire 
lust of body and souL 

This Still/l11l1l1,\? is most often diffused by :1 'veiled' 
melancholy landscape, or by an interior in which th 
etiolated glow of a hanging lamp, an oil lamp, a chandelier, 
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Srillllll lll/J:: Conrad Veidt's Wallll sill/l 

or even a sunbeam shining through a window, creates 
penumbra. This is how Lang seeks to suggest the uncertain 
chi aroscuro atmosphere in the old people's home in 
Destiny; in M he uses cigarette smoke floatin g in th e 
glow of a hanging . lamp. In The Last Laugh Murnau 
creates the stifling atmosphere by accumulating the 
refl ecti ons of objects shining in the steam in the lavatory 
mirrors: the electri c li ghts, the dark shimmerin g battens 
of a kind of pergola in the neighbouring street. Arthur 
von Gerlach , in Die Chronik 1/011 C rieshuu5, intensifi es the 
atmosphere w ith the use of veiled lights, the refl ecti ons 
playing on the pleats of a velvet garment, and the sug
gesti on of a superimposed spectral apparition. 

Thoughts w hose presence is almost tangible seem to 
lurk everywhere like dead souls deprived of rest ; they 
are the 'di tant mem ories' we find in N o vali s, ' youthful 
desires, childhood dream s, all the brief joys and vain 
hopes of a li fetime, approachin g robed in g rey like the 
evenin g m ist' . (The poet also remarks that the notion of 
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Sf;I/1I1II1I'L~: Bllddl'lIhroo/!s 

Stimmllng alludes to 'musical conditions of the soul' and 
that it is bound up with 'psychical acousti cs and a harmony 
of vibrations '.) 

There may still be a few people who rem ember a fine 
passage in Murnau' s lost film Del' Brennende Acker (The 
Burning Earth). Coming from. the back right, two long 
streams of daylight penetrate into a gloom y room and 
stop short of two human forms, a man and a wom an, 
also on the ri ght, dressed in black and almost m erging 
into the half-light: one of the streams of light passes 
quite close to the m an's foot , uncannil y increasing the 
dramati c, m ysterious silence. 

Or again, a wavering trellis- work of hazy light is 
diffused through the slits of a venetian blind on to the 
parquet fl oor where the Student of Prague, in a m om.ent 
of bliss, kneels at the feet of the wom an he loves; the 
shimmer of the mullioned windo w is reflected in the tall 
mirror which, a few moments later, will betray his dark 
secret. 
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True Sli/ll "I11",~: Das AIle C eselz 

T he fin al touch of S timmung: after firing at his double, 
the Student of Prague lies on the fl oor in front of his 
smashed mirror. In the half-light is suspended an aura of 
peace rega ined. 

To explore by such means the levels of the soul , to 
evoke mood b y playing on the references to fee lings, is 
very Germanic. Lang had already adopted this style for 
the famous scene in Die N ibehmgen in which Kri emhild 
and Siegfri ed walk towards each other very slowly in a 
typica l m oment of solemnity , of the intensified acting 
whi ch the Germans find so rapturous. Kriemhild bears 
th e cup of welco me, which she offers to Siegfried as if it 
were the Hol y Grail. N either Kriemhild nor Siegfried 
bend from their hi erati c rigidity. This is Kammerspiele 
transformed into Wagneri an opera. The heraldic group 
formed b y Gunther and Siegfried drinking the cup of 
blood brotherhood is presented w ith less religiosity than 
this fir t meeting of the two lovers. 

The timm//l1g sometimes inclines, w ithout the least 

204 



False Slillll llllll<~,' H eilllkchr 

transItIon, towards terror. When the storm breaks in 
The Student of Prague, the clouds lacerate the sky, the 
trees shake and the branches bend in an extremely violent 
accompaniment orchestrating the hero's interior struggle. 
The despair of Faust as he summons up the demon is 
associated with flash es of lightning. And the frag il e 
form ofNju, straying off towards a lonely suicide, a small 
pathetic figure swept along by the wind buffeting the 
folds of her dress, is accentuated by a shower spattering 
on the gaunt white branches of bare trees outlined in the 
darkness. 

The Germanic soul can go blithely from the sublime 
to the ridiculous. If certain passages in German films 
make us smile today, if their rhythm sometimes seems 
intolera bl y slow to non-German spectators, the reason 
is that German film-makers generally apply themselves 
to exhausting all the Sfimmllng in a situation, and to 

searching the furthest recesses of the soul. 
'The Gennans', Mme de Stael says in connection with 

205 



the German theatre, 'ask nothing better than to settle 
down in the auditorium and give the author all the time 
he wants to prepare the action and develop his charac
ters: French impatience will not tolerate this slowness.' 

It is the weight of these silent dialogues of the soul, 
this claustral atmosphere of the Kammerspiele, which 
today we find so stifling. 
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