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lviii
THOMAS CARLYLE



Hagen are united inseparably, and defy death together. 
“Whatever Volker said pleased Hagen; whatever Hagen did pleased
Volker.”

But into these last Ten Aventiures, almost like the image of a
Doomsday, we must hardly glance at present. Seldom, perhaps,
in the poetry of that or any other age, has a grander scene of
pity and terror been exhibited than here, could we look into it
clearly. At every new step new shapes of fear arise. Dietrich
of Bern meets the Nibelungen on their way, with ominous warnings: 
but warnings, as we said, are now superfluous, when the
evil itself is apparent and inevitable. Chriemhild, wasted and
exasperated here into a frightful Medea, openly threatens Hagen,
but is openly defied by him; he and Volker retire to a seat
before her palace, and sit there, while she advances in angry
tears, with a crowd of armed Hums, to destroy them. But
Hagen has Siegfried’s Balmung lying naked on his knee, the
Minstrel also has drawn his keen Fiddlebow, and the Huns
dare not provoke the battle. Chriemhild would fain single out
Hagen for vengeance; but Hagen, like other men, stands not
alone; and sin is an infection which will not rest with one
victim. Partakers or not of his crime, the others also must
share his punishment. Singularly touching, in the meanwhile,
is King Etzel’s ignorance of what everyone else understands
too well; and now, in peaceful hospitable spirit, he exerts 
himself to testify his joy over these royal guests of his, who are
bidden hither for far other ends. That night the wayworn
Nibelungen are sumptuously lodged; yet Hagen and Volker
see good to keep watch: Volker plays them to sleep: “under
the porch of the house he sat on the stone: bolder fiddler was
there never any; when the tones flowed so sweetly, they all
gave him thanks. Then sounded his strings till all the house
rang; his strength and the art were great; sweeter and sweeter
he began to play, till flitted forth from him into sleep full many
a careworn soul.” It was their last lullaby; they were to sleep
no more. Armed men appear, but suddenly vanish, in the night;
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