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Some great literary works enjoy immortal fame for reasons that have little to do with the deepest concern of their authors. Don Quixote, Gulliver's Travels, and Moby Dick are books of this kind, and so, perhaps, is Alice in Wonderland. These writings capture the imagination of young readers because great adventures never fail to enchant them. Grimmelshausen's main work, The Adventurous Simplicissimus, belongs in this class of writings. Anyone who has read it in his youth will not forget Simplicius Simplicissimus and his adventures - some of them buoyantly roguish and profoundly comical, others cruel and obscene, a few of them deeply moving, and some mysterious like dreams. But what lies behind the adventures? 
The book was first published in 1669, twenty-one years after the conclusion of the Thirty Years War, which provides the setting of the first five parts of the novel. In the terrible war that brought the wolf packs back to once cultivated fields in Germany and decimated the population, Grimmelshausen served first as a simple soldier and then as a regimental clerk. When peace finally came he remained a simple man, an innkeeper and bailiff in a small town not very far from Strasbourg. Never in his life did he mingle with the great captains of war and state. Nor did he keep much company with the rich in the city or with high dignitaries of the churches; none of the famous and learned authors of his time seems to have been a friend of his. In short, those who read The Adventurous Simplicissimus are well advised to heed Grimmelshausen's warning: "It happens sometimes that . . . behind the printed words that deal with insignificant things something else is hidden which evades discovery by many a reader.”
Grimmelshausen presents all this as the story of a boy growing to manhood while caught in a maelstrom of violence, hunger, greed and corruption. But for all the knowledge he had of total war in the seventeenth century, he saw war as the extreme form of the human condition: in peacetime as well man remains warlike because of the terror he strikes and fears.
Next to Simplicissimus himself, the two most important persons in the novel are Heartsbrother, his friend, an almost exemplary Christian, and Olivier, an unscrupulous highwayman and murderer, who in his youth read Aretino [a satirical Italian poet] in church. Simplicissimus encounters both men repeatedly in his life; he may be said to occupy a middle position between them and thus between goodness and evil. He fails to be as good a Christian as Heartsbrother, but unlike Olivier, he is no devil in human form. Both Heartsbrother and Olivier die, whereas Simplicissimus, armed with common sense, prudence and laughter, lives forever, like a legend. 

Many scholars hold that Grimmelshausen wanted to depict man's struggle for salvation in this world of temptation and evil. Indeed, Simplicissimus eventually confesses his sins and becomes a Catholic; furthermore, after many fresh adventures he renounces the world twice, once at the end of the fifth book and again toward the end of the sixth book of the novel. Thus it seems clear beyond doubt that the author of The Adventurous Simplicissimus was a devout Christian believer, and that the hidden truth of his popular writings is revealed not only in the solemn admonitions against sin and vice, to which the reader is treated whenever he has been made to laugh about them, but also in the ending of the tale. 
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Book 1

CHAPTER 9

Simplicius turns from a bestia
into a Thristian human being

fell to eating and left off prattling, which lasted no longer

than till T had filled my belly and the old man bade me

be on my way. Then I sought out the very tenderest
words which, in my boorish uncouthness, could think of, all
of which were meant to move the hermit to keep me with him.
Now even though it did prove burdensome to him to tolerate
‘my annoying presence, he nevertheless did resolve to suffer
‘me to remain with him, more in order that he might instruct
‘me in the Christian religion than that I might assist him in his
‘now advanced age with my services. His greatest fear was that
aboy of my tender years might not be able to endure for long
such a hard way of life.

A period of about three weeks was my probationary year
just at the time when St. Gertrude was with the gardeners
in the fields, and so I let myself be used in their professio too.
T behaved so well that the hermit took a particular liking to

| _______me not because of the work. to be sure which I wasalreadv | 2





   A direct quote from Chapter 9, entitled 

[The hermit] began his lessons with the fall of Lucifer; from thence he came to the Garden of Eden, and after we, together with our forefathers, were expelled from it, he passed through the law of Moses, and by means of the Ten Commandments and their implications,…he taught me to distinguish virtue from vice, to do good and to shun evil. 

Finally he came to the Gospel and told me of Christ’s birth, passion, death, and resurrection. Last of all, he concluded with the Day of Judgment and painted for me a picture of heaven and hell. And all these things, with relevant particulars, yet not with a host of unnecessary details, but rather in the way it seemed to him that I might best grasp and comprehend them. When he was finished with one materia set out upon another and was able, with infinite patience, to adapt his lessons to my questions and to proceed with me so skillfully that he could not have better imparted them to me.
His life and his words were a never-ending sermon for me which, through the grace of God, my mind, which was really not all that dull and dense, did not let pass without bearing fruit, in such measure that in those three weeks I had not only comprehended everything which a Christian ought to know, I had also gained such fondness for this instruction that I could not sleep nights for thinking about it.
Since that time I have pondered upon the matter many times and have found that Aristotle reached the correct conclusion…when he compared the soul of the human being to an empty tablet upon which nothing is writ and upon which one can note down all manner of things, and that all this was done by the highest Creator so that this on smooth tablet, by means of diligent impression and exercise, might be brought to completeness and perfection;…

At the same time I also learned to pray, and when he resolved to accede to my persistent desire to remain with him, we built a hut for me like his, of wood, twigs, and earth, shaped almost like the tents which musketeers put up in the field, or like the turnip sheds of peasants in some parts, indeed so low to the ground that I could scarce sit upright in it. My bed was of dry leaves and grass, and just as large as the hut itself, so that I know not whether I should call this dwelling, or burrow, a covered resting place or a hut.
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[According to Grimmelshausen], the Simplician world is corrupt and dangerous. He who wants to survive in it must dissemble, hide his true feelings, show false feelings, be evasive, and if need be, lie. At one point a good parson says to Simplicissimus: 
"You must not worry about that. The foolish world wants to be deceived. If you are still in possession of your wits, use them to your advantage. You must imagine that, like Phoenix, you have gone from unreason through fire to reason and thus have been reborn into a new human existence." 

It is generally acknowledged that the symbol of the Phoenix and the image of rebirth through the acquisition of worldly knowledge are of great importance to an understanding of The Adventurous Simplicissimus. A picture of the Phoenix appears as the only illustration in the first edition of the work, taking the place of the long preface customary in serious baroque literature. The plate also contains a poem in which the parson's worldly advice, just cited, appears for the first time. 

[image: image4.png]/' [ www.newfoundpress.utk.c

€« C & [1 wwwnewfoundpress.utkedu/pubs/osborne/EntireBookpdf
I Gmail ~ SWSD Email (" Infinite Campus i ESPN I3 Lafayette Weather

‘The Adventurous Simplici- » [V Please Be Distracted - chri- » |

Google Image Result for h

To strange Simplicius
everything in the world seems
strange, and he for his pavt
seems that way to the world too

ow as much as these and yet a greater multitude of

other sorts of idols were venerated, just as much, on

the other hand, was God in His truly divine majesty
scorned, for while I saw no one who desired to keep His word
and commandment, I did see many, on the other hand, who
opposed Him in all things and surpassed in wickedness the
‘publicans (who, in the time when Jesus still walked the earth,
were public sinners). Christ says: “Love your enemies,™ bless
them that curse you, do good unto them that hate you, pray for
them which insult and persecute you, that ye may be children
of your Father which is in heaven; for if ye love them which
Tove you, what reward have yeZ Do not even the publicans the
same?” But I not only found no one who desired to obey this
command of Christ, rather every one did just the opposite. The
‘motto was “Kin are mostly less than kind’; and nowhere was
there more envy, hatred, jealousy, strife, and contention than
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A direct quote from Chapter 25, entitled 
[F]or the while I saw no one who desired to keep His word and commandment, I did see many, on the other hand, who opposed Him in all things and surpassed in wickedness the publicans (who, in the time when Jesus still walked the earth, were public sinners). Christ says: “Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good unto them that hate you, pray for them which insult and persecute you, that ye may be children of your Father which is in heaven; for if ye love them which love you, what reward have ye? Do not even the publicans the same?” 
But I not only found no one who desired to obey this command of Christ, rather every one did just the opposite. The motto was “Kin are mostly less than kind”; and nowhere was there more envy, hatred, jealousy, strife, and contention than betwixt brothers, sisters, and other blood relatives, particularly when it fell to them to share an inheritance. 
And everywhere the craftmen’s guilds hated one another too, so that I could not but palpably see and conclude that the public sinners, publicans, and tax collectors, who were despised because of their evil and godless ways, were far superior to us present-day Christians in regard to practicing brotherly love, since Christ Himself gives testimony that they loved one another. 
Therefore I considered: if we have no reward when we do not love our enemies, what manner of great punishment must then be in store for us if we hate even our friends? Where there should have been the greatest love and loyalty, I found the utmost disloyalty and the most powerful hatred. 
What seemed most terrible of all to me was when I heard some these braggarts boast of their wickedness, sins, shame, and vices, for at divers times, indeed daily, I heard them say: “’ods blood! did we ever get drunk yesterday! I got dead drunk three times in one day and puked as many times.” “’ods wounds! Did we ever torment the peasants, those rogues!” “’ods bodikins! Did we ever take booty!” “’ods poison! Did we ever have fun with the women and maidens!”
Item, “I cut him down with my sword as if the hail had struck him down.” “I shot him so that his eyeballs rolled back in his head.” “I cheated him so nicely that the devil might have took him.” “I tripped him up so nicely that he might have broke his neck.” 
These and such-like unchristian words filled my ears every day, and in addition I saw and heard people committing sins “by God,” which is surely to be lamented. The practice was most common amongst the soldiers, namely, when they said: “By God, we’re going to go on patrol, to plunder, to steal, to shoot dead, to kill, to attack, to take prisoners, to set afire,” and whatever their other terrible works and deeds may be. 
Indeed, I was so often derided for my good intentions that I finally also grew indignant and resolved to say nothing at all, which resolve I could not keep, out of Christian love for my fellowman. I wished that everyone had been brought up by my hermit, since I was of the opinion that many folks would then look at the doings in the world through my eyes and would see the world the way Simplicius then saw it.
In the baroque period life was widely held to be a descent toward death. Poets rose to the height of their power when they lamented the transitoriness of human existence. 
“Just as this light grows weak 

So in another day and year
I, You, and what we have or see, 
Will disappear.”
So wrote Andreas Gryphius. The poets found ever new images of decay. The young lover pleaded for the favor of his beloved by reminding her that she soon would be ugly, old and dead. 
“Time will spare your beauty
No more than the roses.”

“Your mouth, now coral glow,
Will mold.
Your hands will perish like the snow
And you'll be old.”

One observer explained this somber cult this way: “When we consider the innumerable corpses which both raging pestilence and martial arms have piled up not only in our Germany but in almost all of Europe, then we must confess that our roses have been transformed into thorns, our lilies into nettles, our paradises into graveyards, nay, our whole being into a picture of death.”
Grimmelshausen was not quite so mournful as were these poets. Rather than with death he appears preoccupied with change and transformation. Everything in nature and society, he felt, will soon be different from what it happens to be at present. 

So, what was Grimmelshausen? Was he a believer? Or was the hidden "truth" of his work that God is wrapped in darkness? He surely believed in the fickleness of fortune, in transformation, in chance. We cannot be certain that he believed in God. His genius, sustained by folklore and proverbs, created an image of himself which to this day has remained ambiguous: Simplicissimus, the most simple man, a fool who likes food and undiluted wine and adventure; a natural man pitting his wits against misfortune, bored by theological disputations, but always ready to tell a good story. He spoke the language of the common people, but for that was no less admired by duchesses like Sophie of Hanover, and philosophers like Leibniz. His heart was heavy from the cruelty of life, but lightened by folly and by the song of the nightingale. Grimmelshausen's laughter reverberates through the centuries - lusty, grim, and sometimes blasphemous.  

