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An Excerpt from “The Coachman and the 
Painter of Arms” by Herman Lenz 
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The Coachman and the Painter of 
Arms (pp.7-16) 
by Hermann Lenz 

From the Alleenstraße where he lodged in a 
rear building, the coachman August Kandel 
drove, on the seventeenth of June in the 
evening at about half past seven, to the Neue 
Schloß. He listened to the clatter of hooves 
and thought about who the traveller behind 
him might be, who, legs crossed and leaning 
back, was smoking a cigar, who carried as 
luggage only a glass bead embroidered bag 
that had long gone out of fashion and spoke 
quietly to himself. Kandel reckoned he had 
heard this dialect, a mixture of Czech and 
German, in Vienna for the first time.  
The man was tall and had broad shoulders; 
yellowish hair fell over his coat collar; his face 
was cut by furrows, dismissive and stern; and 
despite the mild weather he wore a black cape.  
At last he was silent. Kandel settled into his 
rocking calèche, which was well sprung and 
had two lanterns, age-yellowed, and with 
verdigris in their cracks. Again the eccentric 
mumbled behind him and spat on the street; 
this was not elegant. But the fellow had class, 
by all means; a coachman noticed such things. 
And Kandel, not far from the Friedrichsbau 
now, looked down the street to the hotel with 
its golden letters shining above the entrance, 
saw columns of a colonnade on the right hand 
where the shop windows of the court jeweller 
Gustav Louis Menner reflected the light and 
was, soon after, on a reddish gravel surface 
underneath chestnut trees that surrounded a 
lawn parterre with fountain, victory column 
and music pavilion. At the castle, the 
tranquillity of a street rarely travelled was 
palpable, street lights between iron chains 
displayed a spray of lamps, and on two 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

pedestals a lion and a deer held oval armorial 
shields, both blackened.  
“Yes, drive on … into the courtyard. And stop 
in front of the driveway, I’m not used to 
servant entrances,” the man said. 
The sentry let him pass. Now the sand surface 
of the courtyard crunched underneath the 
coach wheels, a sound Kandel loved. And he 
was pleased because his man was dismissed at 
the middle entrance and sent to the delivery 
door. – “I am a painter of arms, and those 
inside need me, even though they let me crawl 
in at the back”, he said and paid with a gold 
coin. Kandel returned the change. Then the 
painter of arms gave him fifty pfennig, an 
appropriate tip, not too much and not too little.  
On the drive back to his stand opposite the 
train station and in the shadow of the white 
hotel Royal he thought about him. Painter of 
arms … the right profession. Certainly better 
then coachman. He led a life that was worth it. 
You are not getting very far with yours, but 
it’s enough … at least Kandel had bought an 
orchard, not particularly large, located near 
Münchingen at the Maurener Geruhstatt1. And 
he thought: you’ll probably never get to 
Vienna again … Many years ago he had been 
there and now he saw the city in his mind: In 
front of a wide, black museum rain fell 
brightly, splashing on the footpath; a gardener 
raked gravel and was outlined by a fair light, 
as if he was a figure of stone. At the corner of 
Marc Aurel Gasse, not far from the centre, a 
man with side whiskers approached him in a 
sharp wind – as it was always windy in 
Vienna, unlike here, where it was often muggy 
– whose face he couldn’t forget because it 
appeared to him distrait, different from that of 
the painter of arms. At the canal, trees were 
illuminated by the morning light and stirred; 
the Ballhausplatz was spacious and the park 
grounds emerged with the white marble wall, 
erected in memory of empress Elisabeth; and 
further, a fountain that swayed as if it was a 
whip with a silver handle.   
 
It was all the same and what was the point? 
This jogging along with the carriage; always 
having to talk submissively, while people are 
indifferent or repulsive to you, Someone like 
the painter of arms, however … or Lili, his 
niece who was with the Amerongens and knew  
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how to be smart about her life, while he with 
his forty-seven years would have preferred to 
drive off. Call it quits, disappear, start anew 
somewhere far away; change one’s name and 
be out of reach of anyone, it would have been 
worth it. When you’re far away, you taste 
something fresh; every turn and every footpath 
is new and unknown …  
Someone like the painter of arms had nothing 
that weighted him down; no home, no stale 
destiny … And Kandel saw the castle 
forecourt in front of him again: vacant in the 
far light, which made the tall windows look 
rigid, a glassy assemblage in greenish 
sandstone walls; a wide and sandy square 
surrounded by shady trees; and all of it 
unmoved, despite this stirring of broad leaves, 
of strong branches.  
He liked to remember it and he wondered 
about his changing impressions. So you’re 
going to stay here, he thought and smiled to 
himself. His colleague Egelhaf, who was 
folding a blanket on the velvet upholstery of 
his carriage next to him, said: “Now our 
Kandel is looking human again.” They 
laughed and Egelhaf added: “The way you 
looked earlier, I wouldn’t want to run into you 
in the dark.” He was a big fellow with a saddle 
nose, moustache and a grey chinstrap, while 
Kandel was clean-shaven. He liked Egelhaf, 
who lived in Gaisburg, behind a dung heap, 
where he had a farm. Now he said: “You 
know, yesterday in the evening the wife of 
König Karl drank water at the Jakob’s well 
again” and he praised the Gaisburger water as 
a rare gift of God. When his Mädle – that’s 
how he called his daughter – brought the 
water, the grey stone jug misted up, that’s how 
cool the water was. And Kandel thought of the 
tale about the water of life and said to Egelhaf: 
“I’ll come and visit you and you’ll have to 
fetch me a glass.” And Egelhaf: “But not just 
water, right?!” – “Of course.”	  	  
Things one chatted about with a colleague. 
And why not? After all, you’ve met the painter 
of arms … He saw the railway station with its 
columns blackened by age, saw gold letters 
shining above the entrance of the hotel and 
was told by Egelhaf that his father-in-law had 
once received a gold piece there for delivering 
fifty trout. It was good that gold coins still 
exchanged hands because it meant 
something… But you’re not at all for the solid, 
just think about the painter of arms.  He                                        
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doesn’t live a solid life; that much is certain. 
Although he knew nothing of the man, he still 
imagined him as he thought he might be; 
ambitious and reckless that is, while he, 
August Kandel, had to show himself 
compliant and content. You want to keep your 
emotions in check. It seems effective, should 
you be concerned about your impression on 
others; everyone wants to, although you find it 
stupid if they do, and if you do, you also think 
it’s foolish. And talking to yourself was 
always an outpouring of your mood, not 
necessarily one you were clear about.  
He waited, stood next to his carriage, went to 
the horse, patted it. In five minutes you’re 
calling it quits for today and you're telling no 
one about the painter of arms … Egelhaf 
chatted; once again he talked about his father 
who he was proud of, perhaps because he lived 
only hazily in his memory as a haggard man 
with black whiskers, a butcher who, when 
Egloff had been three years old, had died of 
smallpox. He said about him that he had been 
hard to get on with and had been a hot-headed 
and quick-tempered fellow; it was not for 
nothing that he had spent three years in the 
Asperg prison. He had been locked up there 
because he had taken part in the revolution as 
a Freischärler2, in the year eighteen forty 
eight … But it was pure nonsense of course to 
make a revolution because nothing ever 
changed and everything proceeded as it had to; 
and revolutions were also included and 
belonged to a plan that no one knew. If 
someone had known the plan, he may not have 
wanted to go on living anymore.  
 
To Egelhaf he said: “So long, Louis”, climbed 
on the box seat and let the reins slap on the 
horse’s back: “Let’s go, Hansel.” He turned 
and drove down Friedrichsstraße to 
Alleenstraße, where the green in the front 
yards and the foliage in the trees had a trace of 
evening. A fading twilight mingled with the 
almost empty street and made it appear farther 
than it was. This seemed impressive to 
Kandel, probably because it made the houses 
so single-layered, the way the painter of arms 
had looked. That's right. At forty-seven, 
something like the twilight and the desire not 
to have to return to the worn and the familiar 
matched the cool whiff he felt behind his 
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forehead; or on his forehead. Yes, this was 
more precise … And Kandel leaned back 
while driving, and stretched out both legs.  
Then, turning, unhitching in the yard, letting 
the horse trudge into the stable with the 
harness dragging. 
He took off the harness, brushed his horse as 
every evening. Hans got his water and the 
oats. And, as every evening, he also talked to 
his horse now. “I want to hear something new, 
something different. Do you know what I 
mean, Hansel?” he said, and wished his horse 
would pay attention when he talked to him.  
 
Kandel shaved and changed clothes. The 
evening was the time of freedom; now, at least 
in his imagination, he was allowed to ramble 
on. He brushed his tailcoat, took his pocket 
watch out of the waistcoat, which was still 
warm, his watch, the weighty silver onion, 
which had to be wound up with a small key, 
and put the key back into his wallet. He smiled 
contently and said to himself: “What an 
orderly person the coachman Kandel is … 
unbelievable!” He didn’t have to put up with 
anyone, could leave whenever he felt like. And 
that you will never again make it to Vienna, 
that remains to be seen; one day you’ll afford 
to go there … And again he thought of 
Egelhaf, who was proud of his revolutionary 
father and liked to make rebellious speeches, 
of a funny nature of course, against the 
decadence of the gentlefolk for instance, or 
that the German Michel3 was always taken for 
a ride, and even over there in China he had to 
play the Polanti4 for the British. No, Egelhaf 
didn’t say ‘Polanti’, that was Bavarian or 
Austrian. 
Stepping out into the night. And it seemed to 
him as if the painter of arms walked in front of 
him: Now he stopped, turned aside and 
disappeared into a house. Perhaps he was 
looking for the coachman Kandel … 
Nonsense, don’t flatter yourself … And as he 
kept walking he pictured the painter of arms 
again, how he had been sitting, his hands 
resting on the ivory knob of his walking stick, 
bending forward; with his eyelids half closed, 
he seemed to be listening for or examining 
something, a coat of arms, perhaps, that he 
thought of painting. And Kandel saw the 
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hands of this painter of arms, which were thin, 
long and firm, with oval fingernails; veins 
protruding on the back of the hands. Kandel 
was astonished that he remembered the fingers 
of this man so clearly. After all, you hardly 
had a good look at them … Only, in fact, when 
he gave you the gold coin and you had to 
return the change … It crossed his mind: in the 
end the gold coin was fake. He laughed, shook 
his head while he was walking and wondered 
that something like this had occurred to him. 
No, nothing to wonder about. But you have to 
talk to your niece about this painter of arms. 
Without letting on that you are interested in 
him you should get something out of her that 
interests you … as for the rest, you have to 
look after her, you owe it to your dead sister 
… And he thought of the hamlet Hirschlanden, 
where his brother-in-law ran a grocery store 
and, like Egelhaf, owned some land and a 
vineyard.  
An elegant carriage drove past. Egelhaf waved 
with the whip. Well, Egelhaf … He had a finer 
coach than Kandel, and the upholstery smelled 
of perfume; he had velvet upholstery, while 
Kandel’s coach had leather seats, which 
became hot when the sun was shining on 
them. But leather upholstery was more 
hygienic, and Kandel didn’t have to clean it all 
the time.  Egelhaf was always brushing or 
rubbing stains off the dark-blue velvet. He 
drove a decommissioned court carriage, which 
he had bought cheaply because a brass eagle 
had broken off the left lamp.  
 
Kandel hoped to meet his niece because he 
couldn’t go to the Villa Amerongen, although 
it had a delivery entrance; visitors for the 
domestics were not welcome. It was better if 
he accidently met Lili in the street. And he 
remembered having heard from Egelhaf that 
their colleague Eipper had driven his niece 
together with a certain Herr von Süskindt to 
the Wilhelma theatre where the farce ‘How to 
enthral a man’ was playing. 
You’re happy for Lili; as long as there's no 
child … But he couldn’t watch over her and no 
one asked him to. Lili knew that he was 
someone who wanted to have his freedom. 
Yes, your ‘freedom’ … at least you can go 
wherever you like; no one can tell you what to 
do.  And he returned to Vienna, only in his 
mind of course. An absurd thing, this 
compassion for a city where he didn’t want to 
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live because he thought: it’ll only become 
usual or ordinary … and he remembered that 
in Münchingen he had heated the stove in the 
church, the son of the farmer Kandel, who had 
also been the sexton. And near the stove the 
daughter of count Leutrum had been sitting. 
Long gone, all of it … But it was good that 
this picture had retreated or sunk to deeper 
layers, so to speak, as if something had been 
deposited from where he could retrieve it 
whenever he wanted. And he remembered that 
in winter he always had to heat the stove in the 
church; it had been easy because he did it for 
young Fräulein von Leutrum, the daughter of 
count Leutrum, who owned the Nippenburg.  
She came to church with her parents, winters 
in a sledge; and Kandel would have liked to be 
in the service of count Leutrum, but it didn't 
eventuate; that’s why he heated the large cast 
iron stove to the left underneath the pulpit and 
watched with the old folks, hands in pockets, 
in front of the church, how she drove up 
between her parents and how the blanket on 
her lap was black with red stripes; and he 
hadn’t come across such a thick wide blanket, 
shiny like fur, with finger-sized fibres ever 
since, although he had wanted one like it for 
his passengers. But why did he think about 
that blanket if it was Franziska Leutrum that 
mattered.	   
It had only been her green dress and that she 
had stood in the open barouche during the 
shepherd race in Markgröningen at the edge of 
the barren field in the September light, her 
hand shielding her eyes; and when the 
shepherds were running barefoot across the 
stubble field, she bit her thumb because she 
was excited, most likely. Of course another, 
not the one she had wished for, had won; he 
noticed it because she screwed up her mouth 
and had to be pushed by her mama to put the 
shepherd’s crown on the head of the victor she 
felt indifferent towards. You better get used to 
it, it always turns out differently … he 
thought, as if it was happening today, now, at 
night, and yet in the light.  The young countess 
Leutrum married and moved to Vienna and 
that’s why he had been there for half a year.  
Not as a coachman of course, but as a delivery 
boy for a musical department store because he 
had hoped that one day Fräulein Leutrum 
would buy a guitar there. Poetically thought, 
but wrongly calculated. You thought she 
would sing songs to the guitar; it would have 
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suited her. But something else suited her 
better, horses perhaps; yet you never saw her 
riding in the Prater either. And how often did 
you roam about there, almost every Sunday 
morning. And you envied the coachmen very 
much. But to live in Vienna? No. It would 
have been as if the Leutrum girl had been 
promised to you … Because something that 
was unreachable had to stand still in the 
distance; otherwise it would turn into stone, 
wouldn’t remain so illuminated, as if he saw it 
from far away. Like, let’s say: a cloud.	   
Hmm, you … and your looking at it from afar 
… but you don’t want it any different. And let 
your niece stay with the Amerongens and visit 
the theatre with someone called Süskindt; 
that’s alright after all … but the painter of 
arms you would like to meet again; because he 
knows it all, because he has succeeded in 
making it into the castle … The same castle, 
by the way, that Lili often had to go to. And 
the painter of arms was a past master of life. 
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