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SOME FACTS ABOUT
“METROPOLIS.”

The idea of describing a city of about one hundred years hence, with
ts modern achievements, was of course a very tempting and interesting one,

all
for everyone likes to have a glimpse into the future, and nearly everybody has
some idea of the technical developments of some kind, according to his
skilled rio writer had to provide for two

important things, as necessary for the film

imagination. Therefore, the
for the novel—sensation and love.

In “METROPOLIS” the sensation that will grip everyone is the making
of the artificial human being—the “robot”—which as the soulless creation of
imperfect man, lacks the divine feeling of love, and is therefore, condemned to
wrong.  Opposed to this there is the most ideal creation—a young girl of the
people, for whose sweet and tender love the son of the Master of
“Metropolis” is ready and willing to give his all. The whole of
“Metropolis” may be compared with a modern Tower of Babel, where
the different elements are fighting under different conditions for their existence,
or their indulgence in pleasure. So you find contrasts of all kinds; running the
gamut of all the emotions and pleasures, until at last you get a splendid solution
in the problem of this modern, strenuous, wealth-seeking time—* THE
MEDIATOR BETWEEN BRAIN AND MUSCLE MUST BE THE HEART.”
Much has been written in a fantastic way by prominent writers the world over
upon this same theme. Not all these writers have succeeded in dealing ade-
quately with the eternal question of Love in the midst of the imaginative
foreshadowings of the ultra-scientific and mechani

al world of the future. In
these works, it is not unusual for the elements of imagined futurity to over-
shadow that of Love. The perfect blend of these two elements is rare, and in
“Metropolis” we see that Love as it has been in the past, will in the world
of the future, still be the simple power that it is to-day.

Tn “Metropolis” our sympathy is compelled alike towards the rich

Eric and the poor and lowly Mary.

The word “Metropolis” is in itself symbolical of greatness, and it
only remains to say that the production reaches such a dazzling standard that
it will remain unsurpassed in the mext few years. Therefore, we will not
trouble our readers with the usual range of superlatives, but remain satisfied
by asking them to go, see, and be convinced.



“METROPOLIS.”

THE CAST

JOHN MASTERMAN ... .. .. ALFRED ABEL
TBIRIC, [ 6071 s sis o0 oo CUSIEAY HIROILICEL
ROTWANG, an inventor ... RUDOLF KLEIN-ROGGE
STETM i S B HRELZ SRASE

JOSEPH, Secretary to Masterman
THEODOR LOOS

GROT, Foreman of the Heart-Machine
HEINRICH GEORGE

MARY, a girl of the people ... BRIGITTE HELM

Directed by FRITZ LANG
Scenario by THEA VON HARBOU

Cameramen: CARI. FREUND, GUNTHER RITTAU



“METROPOLIS”

THE STORY OF THE FILM
Adapted from the Novel by Thea von Harbou

“METROPOLIS,” a great city of the future—a city of incredible con-
trasts, is the life-work and ambition of one man—John Masterman.

In the heart of this great city of Utopian wonders, stands the new
Tower of Babel, from which John Masterman directs and controls all the
powers by which the giant city is operated. The workpeople in this great
“Metropolis” only interest the powerful magnate Masterman, so long as
they are physically fit to operate his wonderful machines, and in order to save
space and valuable land, he has built for them a subterranean city beneath
the surface of “ ”  Here the k le live with their wives
and children, hardly ever seeing the light of day, whilst on the surface, in

palaces built for luxury and sport, thesons of the rich live a life of idleness
and reckless pleasure.

Into this garden of happiness one day a strange girl of wonderful beauty
appears leading a number of ragged and underfed children, and showing to them
the care-free life of luxury led by the idle rich, exclaims: “Behold, these are your
brothers.”  Eric, the son of the powerful John Masterman, has seen the girl
and realises the meaning behind her words. Fascinated by her great beauty
and conscience stricken with the thought of these suffering poor children, Eric
determines to see for himself under what conditions his father’s wonkpeople
exist, hoping to again meet the girl in the subterranean city. Here is revealed
to him the hardships and great sufferings his father’s workpeople have to endure,
and after witnessing an accident in one of the machine rooms, he hurries back
to his father in the Tower of Babel, imploring him to grant better living con-
ditions to the slaves in the catacombs below. The father, master-mind of
“Metropolis,” a man of iron will and nerve, fails to understand his son’s

appeal.

Eric, disappointed in his father’s refusal to accede to his request,
returns disguised as a workman to the machine rooms, and attends a secret
meeting of his father’s slaves, who are beginning to revolt against the iron will
of the colussus of industry. At this meeting, Eric again sees the strange and
beautiful girl—Mary by name—who persuades the turbulent sections of the
people to refrain from violence, promising that some day there will be a mediator
who will act on their behalf.



John Masterman, having been informed of these meetings, pays a visit
to the catacombs in company with Rotwang, the great scientist and inventor, who
has created the electric marvels of the city, and who is absorbed in the task
of perfecting an Automaton.

When Masterman sees Mary preaching to the workers, he persuades
Rotwang to capture her and give his “robot” the face of this girl, so that the
“robot ” shall go among the workers and teach humility and submission to their
masters, to prove to them that to live they must work.

Rotwang carries out the plan. Mary is captured and taken to his
laboratory, and there by the most wonderful process of electrical transmission,
her form and features are imparted to the “robot.” This “robot” becomes
animated. She is the exact duplicate of the real Mary, but being without a soul,
is filled with all that is evil, and once among the workers, she is soon poisoning
their minds against their employers and urging them to revolt.

The storm breaks loose, and the infuriated mob, led by the “ Automaton
Mary,” destroy every machine that operates the great city, including the so-
called “heart machine,” on which the very life and death of the city
of “Metropolis” depends. In the catastrophe that follows, young Masterman
and Mary, who has escaped, united in a bond of love, save the children of
the workers, who are almost drowned by the rush of water which destroys the
subterranean city, as a consequence of the smashing of the machines.

In the rush and turmoil that follows, Eric and Mary are separated,
and the infuriated mob, seizing the artificial “

obot,” attempt to burn her at the
stake. Young Masterman, seeing this, and thinking it is the girl he loves, tries
to save her at the risk of his own life. John Masterman is a broken man when
he finds that not only is his life-work in ruins, but that he also lost his son,
whom he loves more than anything on carth. When to his indescribable joy he
learns that Eric and the real Mary are saved, he becomes a changed man, and
thanks his Maker for the preservation of his son and Mary. K

And so the prophecy of the girl came true—a mediator between brain
and labour has at last been found, for young Masterman, whose heart had been
so full of compa

n and feeling for the hitherto suppressed and suffering poor,
had by following the instincts of his own heart, brought about a peace and
good-will to all men.



Retcengy (9l el

the

Image of Mary to the “Robot” by

of Chemical and Electrical Apparatus.

The Creation of the Artificial
Human Being.

By RUDOLF

(Who Plays

One day I found a part of the studio
in Neubabelsberg completely trans-
formed in a most peculiar manner. It
was strange to me, not being a tech-
nician, and one who does not know even
how {o repair an clectric bell. A
huge, impressive and uncanny cham-

ber representing the laboratory of
the renowned in-

ventor, Rotwang.

Full of compli-

cated and puzzling

apparatus, mach-

ines,  induction

coils,  resi

trans-
missions tables,
upon which were

lifferent formule,
boiling ~chemicals
in bowls, tables
of glass, intricate

the part of the Inventor,

Mary on Rotwang's Expmmeml JIRkIs it

KLEIN-ROGGE

Rotwang, in “Metropolis.”)

terious objects. I was over-
h a very strange fecling when

entered the room lighted with
reury lamps.  Enthroned

| on a pedestal scat was the gruesome
| and mystical “robot,” covering the
| imprisoned girl, Mary, whose very
| heart- throbs ate to be transferred
to it. When com-
pleted, this “robot”
will have the ap-
pearance of this
innocent girl, but
its actions would
be evil, according
to the will of its
creator.  Already
the “robot” moves,
but like an “atit
maton” e
weird, ~ incompre-
hensible smile, the
slow irresistable

W her Face being
and

a number of

Robot.”

movements, the
basilisk motion of

t of the



of the head, the haunting
loveliness of the “automaton,”
born in the minds of the scen-
arist and director, and fash-
ioned by the property man,
holds us all spell-bound. The
stage workers, the electri-
it otherwise never afraid,
for a joke, never im-
sed with anything, seemed
to feel some uncasine t
would be foolish to say that
this  wonderful l'\hnmtm\.
with its countless known um\
unknown mechar
up on the pos- thing with convic-
sibilities of tion. We all knew
unlimited . that this metal
technique, is automaton ” en-
Utopian  and cased the tender
impossible, but body of a beautiful
girl, Brigitte Helm,
and that she had to
uffer severely

strange to all

these  things, ; the strain,
and not know- / nevertheless, at the
ng why I had /8 crucial moment, the
to switch this mysterious “auto

or turn 2 maton” turns its

on,
that wheel, head towards us,
had to appear and we feel that the
quite  accus- / great ideal has been
tomed to it, accomplished, but
and do every- somebody must be
satishied, and this somebody, apparently
with his mind far away, is watching
with intense concentration, the slightest
movement and every detail. He is Fritz
Lang, the director, who not only believe
in his work, which is a matter of course,
but he believes in the power of the un-
real, in the power of that which has
never happened anywhere before, so that
be convinced of the power of hi
cy. Much knowledge, many experi-
nts had to be made by the
men, Messrs. Freund and Rittau, much
as taken also by the architect,
Hunte, and the builders and painters,
until Fritz Langs imagination
brought into reality and was ready to be
captured by the camera. This meant
much patient waiting, and the concen-
THREE INCIDENTS IN THE BIRTH OF THE ART]FICIAL HUMAN BEING.
Top—Electrical Current Transmitting the form of Mary to the “
Middl e—ngu of Elaclncal Flmd and Flashes Encircle the My(lennu; F, ure.
Bottom—The “Robot” o Life, showing the Heart and Main Artories and the Steel
Joi ing Human Form.

care w




The Producer, Fritz Lang, Rehearsing the
Creation of the Artifi

Human Being

ins

e the metal “robot,” very light-
ly clad, and unable to relax, suffering
pain and discomfort. It was great
fun to put coins into the opening of
this metal “automaton,” where they
were very cleverly collected by
gitte Helm, who fully appre
this joke, and bought herself choco
lates with the money taken from
her novel collecting box. I, myself
was not over-pleased with my
comfortable and very hard metal
hand. It was a kind of iron gaunt-
let, and the grip of it upon my hand
was rather painful, and some of my
friends could tell a few painful
stories about it.  All these incidents
are remembered aiter several
months at work, and of course, many
are almost forgotten, especially as T
have have seen the finished film
“METROPOLIS” for the first time,
and everything appeared to me so
I had not the fecling that
one of those who had played
a part in it. Its magnitude gripped
me so strongly, as it will the many
thousands who see it on the
for the first time.

tration of our energies in
order to keep up our
spirits. For a long time it
was a great trial of endur-
ance, but when the lamps
were finally switched on,
and the cameras flicked,
then came our reward. Of
course, there were many
happy intervals, specially
for one condemned to ab-
solute helplessness as Bri-
gitte Helm wa For days
and days she was confined

Circle—The First Steps of the “Robot.”
Bot ”Robot”  ay

tom—The bot

nd its
Inventor, Rotwang.



Many Fine “Shots”

taken during the produc-
tion of “Metropolis.”
Centre: Fritz Lang.




FRITZ LANG

(the Producer of “Metropolis ”)
WHAT I HAVE TO SAY

“ METROPOLIS 7! For more than a whole
unable to get away from the town
of Neubabelsburg—blessed and cursed many times
from the bottom of my heart. It was cither an
nt winter or a glorious hot summer we had
, but it was always a work of pleasure,
and now that I have completed this great produc-
tion, 1 seek fresh conquests, and 1 should like to
leave the town with a song of joy, for a new
experience and fresh ideas, for some other pleasant
and luring destination.

What can T tell you of “ METROPOLIS ” other than to express my grate-
ful thanks to those who helped me so loyally in the building of it. I once knew
a youg violinist who became a great arist. He was unable to sing or whistle
the simplest tune, and could only express his musical thoughts through the mediurm
instrument. And so it is with me. Everything I have to tell, T cannot ex-
press in words, but in it black g white oalthe celluloiolfisietale
if I cannot succced in finding expr on the picture, I certainly cannot find it
in speech. Tt may be that the to-morrow will show what I mean. 1 have not yet
got sufficiently far away from my work on “ METROPOLIS ” and am as yet too
much absorbed to be able to say anything about it just now, but I hope that the
moral of the film will live and bear fruit. It is certainly something to have created
“METROPOLIS.” It was for me and for all who worked with me a goal to be
reached. Having reached that goal, we find that it is only a sign |)osl on the road
which leads to further ambition, for the wonder-world of the film is boundless,
and it is a glorious task to explore this boundless wonderland.

Fritz Lang and Assistants Shown at Work!



Many of the
Magnificent Scenes in
Metropolis.”

Centre: Brigitte Helm.




How a Love

By GUSTAV

(Who plays the part of Eric, the Son

Frolich has a fine part, you will fter you
have seen. the performance of “ MELROPOLIS.”

What could be casier than to hold the m\mm]
Mary in his arms and maybe
S o i (ke s B o T
aire’s son, is looking up at Mary, was certainly
not “all beer and skittles.”  No, nothing of the
Kind! for this seenc had o be donc very thoroughly.
It was not so ca: it looks, ncither for me or
i o e WD T

The First Attempt at Love Making.

Our love scene took two
days to make perfect

“He is a lucky fellow,” you
will say.  But if you had to
act this scene, you would
think quite differently.

Imagine having to get up
at 6 am., dress hurriedly
in hali-an-hour, off by motor
to the distant studio, a quick
change of dress again, and I
stand as a workman in the
mighty catacombs, surrounded
by hundreds of lamps.

The Producer Shows How i
Should be Done.

A man is standing before
us; he kneels, whispers and
caresses an imaginary person

Brigitte Helm and T intently
follow all his movements.
The surrounding world disap-
pears for us, and we have cyes
only for Fritz Lang, who is
showing with expressive ges-
ture how we are to play our
parts,

“You understand ?” he asks.

“Yes

The Finished Love Scene.



Scene is Taken
FROHLICH

‘of the Millionaire Ruler of “Metropolis )

I fall on my knees, and with what I
think is deep sincerity and ccstasy I am
looking at the girl

“Stop; that's no good,” says Lang.
“Register more feeling”; and again
I am on my knces. Gently she
caresses my hair, but all my sin-
takes

cerest efforts are in n.
hours and hours of effort and tire  Eyumining Uhe Doty f Dres Befors the
some repetitions. We are already in a Camera “ Shoo

state of trance,
so that we both
rmly believe
th.u we are really
in love with cach
other.

Lights are
~\\mlu-(| on and

th

no good.
Again and again
because the em
brace was not
heartielt_cnough
to be sufficiently
convincing.

Attention, Lights — Camera
‘Shuulmg" the Love Scene.

Then the caress was
too short—down on the
knees again—then some-
thing clse was wrong—
and S0 it goes on from
morning to night.

The camera takes our
action from a different
ingle. Ever more fanatic,
ever more glowing, we
repeat the scene.  Just
think; it took two day
And ‘that is how our
love scene was done.

A Little Recreation.



THE FLYING CAMERA.

It was during the flood

scones n METROPOLISS

hundreds of children trembling

with fear—one  thought' and
s he

il canfumn they are
moving towards the one nar-
t, whilst the el

gpectatar st recling ek reer

It conveys to one the impres-
sion that the world will collapse
e TG

Fritx Lang, Expenmav\lma with the
ying Camera.

“shot” of the impression was
e i s
hat he i

not merely standing by, looking on as a
spectator would. If the camera were
placed on his head so that it moved
from place to place with him, turned

the “flying camera.

The Flying Camera at Work.



THE CHILDREN OF

*“ METROPOLIS.”

By Thea von Harbou.

Very many remarkable things
happened during the making of
METROPOLIS,” but the most

unforgettable was the forlorn crowds
of poorly clad children in this gigantic
and impressive subterrancan city of
the labourers. e from the
poorest quarters of Berlin to Babels-
berg, accompanied by their sisters and
relatives to take part in the picture,
some of them for weeks and weeks on
d, and others occasionally when we
were able to employ them. My heart
went out to them, for on those days
when there was nothing or very little
to do, Babelsberg was a_paradise to
them, because they found the taking
of a picture quite a treat, and the very
thing they had dreamed about. The
warm clean rooms in which they
changed their clothes, the games in the
beautiful sand, and all sorts of toy:
for their pleasure. Most important of
all, there was always plenty to cat for
them—all the hungry little mouths,
Four times a day there was a hot meal
for them, with hot cocoa and cake at
3 olclock in the afternoon. It was no
wonder, therefore, that in the evening
there was always more children than
in the morning, for a bunch of them

who were not engaged, simply climbed
over the fence and smuggled them-
selves in between the others in order
to get something good to cat. To be

quite honest, I was afraid of the taking
of the children’s scenes. The flood
atastrophe alone, in the city of the
bourers, was a comg nied by
mous technical difficultics.

sl o s G e
idea of what it means to take a
picture—and some unforescen circum-
stance with one of them, would have
been sufficient to destroy the whole
painful work or weeks and wee
we were very pleasantly disappointed,
No film ever had more enthusiastic and
willing collaborators than these little

children.  They were always willing.
to dash into the rather chilly water.
They ruled the situation. They por-

trayed fear and desperation like perfect
acto nly now and again some of
them had to be reminded if they should
forget as to look mischievously
amera.

Thanks are due to the dear little
ones for their splendid help in making
“METROPOLIS,” and I thank them
from the bottom of my heart for what
they have done.







e Flood Catastrophe in “Metr




Fritz Lang says: “Let us Build a Tower which shall Reach Unto the Stars.”

And as the Sun went down for the 1th time, the Builders wmplmd their work,
the new Tower of Babel Stretched up to the Skies



HOW IT WAS DONE
By CARL FREUND

(the Cameraman of “METROPOLIS”)

Well, we nmply turned and tarned the handle of the camers, and the time passed very
quickly. The two years o #METROPOLIS) fivas vary  ntecsiting e worked
A b o h\ln\lng e F

B e

And so if anyone
ol A
Freund, how did you

technical  inventions

The End of the Evil “ Automaton.”



Cirele—THE TELE-
VISION 'PHONE.
Middle—Switching o
the Photograph  of
the Person to whom
one s speaking.
Bottom—Behind_ the
Scenes of the Tele-
vision "Phone, show-
ing how it was done.

which have only been hinted at.

sxample, the taleviion:phos, It irag not

30 casy to get at once fie

Master of AETROPOLIS™ CAlfred ‘Abel)
hold an



The Interesting Art of Make-Up. The Completed Work,

it we painted a view of a sky-scraper, futuristic motor-cars, etc., which in revolving panorama
form gave us the effect we desired.

The bu of the Tower of Babel also gave us all m: e. tually no
technical fake was intended to be employed here, but we required G003 Sebiheaded men Ths
in itself, scemed a hopeless task for the assistant producers, but at last we got 1,000 unem-
ploved men who were prepared to have their heads shaved A foy dozen barbers were
e o o) fcal o6t o v on B0 1,000 heads. all very fine

ut we only had 1000 and we wanted 600, But the diffculty was i
Phulngrnphed the 1,000 men six times,

ed.
. and by joining these six parts together, we got our oo
Another difficult object was to get the right camera angles. For the flood scenes we
had to build n raft, on which everyone concerned, with spotlight camerss, s placed.

f g somewhat rotund, it was not very easy to “shoot” from

some B i nh e A, O Gt

The Floating Camera Pontoons from which the Flood Scenes were taken.



,000 Bald-headed Men were

ing of the Tower of Babel, in which 6,
employed.

Preparations for the Bu




FIGURES THAT SPEAK

Compiled by the Assistant Producer-

Rudi George.

The taki M

working nights—from the

ROPOLIS " occupied 310 wor

g days, and sixty
the 30th of October, 1926,
als were used during the production:—

nd of May,1

The following mat:

feet.
Negative Film—1,960,000

Positive Film—3,900,000

Wages for Labourers... £50.000

ARTISTS:—

Leading Parts ... 8

Smaller Parts ... 750 Cost of Costumes £10000
Crowds, Male ... 25,000 Shoes 3500 pairs

Crowds, Female... 11,000

Wigs. 50
Bald-heads ... ... 1000

Children ... .. 750 " {6)5) Motor-Cars of Special

Negroes B

Chinese.. v s | 25

P
i .
Light. Paint. Wood. Plaster. Mortar.



What the Actors have to Say!

BRIGITTE HELM
HOW 1 WAS DiSCOVERED

It seemed to me as if T were
dreaming. 1 was always very
much attracted by thé stage,
and even as a child, I often
used to play the leading part
in our school performances.
At that time 1 was only twelve
years old, but people found
that 1 had some talent, and
e to go on the

art, and the many other things
that girls of that age do think
of. Anxiously, I looked for-
ward to the moment when I
should stand in the limelight,
but this moment never came,
and time was passing. My
mother saw my despair and
decided to help me by writing
a letter to Fritz Lang,
delight, I r

vitation to go and s
Babelsberg. You cannot imag
ine how excited I wa
stood in the huge studio, amidst
the lights, and many strange

fantastic
Someone gave me a letter to
read, and while doing this, the
lights were switched on, and the
cameraman turned the handle,
The great moment had come,
I was being filmed! Then an
actor approached me unexpec-
tedly, and in a loud thrilling
voice insulted me. Afterwards
heard that this incident was
necessary, as Mr. Lang wanted
to test my . The test
turned out satisfactory, and
Brigitte Helm as the Vamp “Robot” in the Wonderful I was soon under contract
Cabaret Scenes in “ Metropolis.” to play the double role in
“METROPOLIS.




ALFRED ABEL

The Master of *Metropolis”

MY EXPERIENCES IN YOSHIWARA.

Beautiful women in pretty
Gentlemen in evening dress.

Yoshiwara!
frocks!
ht scenes! A gentle shiver passes
through the bodies and the painted faces of
the ladies, with their ostrich feather fans, and

light evening shawls serving as a protection
against the bitter cold. Yes, it is cold; very
cold indeed!

Ready! Lights! Camera!

ladies and

“ More gaiety! More

gentlemen!”
Mr. Lang's voice sounds through the night.

Here we all are in Yoshiwara, the biggest
pleasure garden ever conceived. Well, when
you are shivering with the cold how can
you be gay? Two of the beautiful ladies
upproach the all-powerful producer, saying
“It is so cold; please give us something to

Charles, bring a bottle of
ou bottle of cognac for a freezing

crowd of a hundred! A flash through the
brain. *Charles; not one bottle; ten bottles,
but be quick.

There was a cheer.
real amusement, and no more need for vocal

There was gaiety and

encouragement.

THEODOR LOOS

The Secretary of the Master of
“ Metropolis ”

T MY FEET WET.

I had some of the pleasantest bathing in
my whole life in the studio plant of Neuba.
a large tank was built for the
The water

was especially kept at a very low tempera-
ture for us actors, in order that we should
not become too exhuberant

We had to dash into this water from
dren.

morning to night with about 500 chi
Sometimes we got some grog, (hqml.m cakes

. Lang and
were estab-

and sometimes an icy douch.
and his staff with cameras, etc.,
lished on a float, and moved amongst us,
urging us to seek out the biggest and most
powerful jets of water; but in spite of all
the inconvenience we were put to, | would
thrilling  days
anything in the w Even when | got my
feet wet, I felt that it was worth it

for




The Mediator Between Brain and Muscle.




THEA VON HARBOU

Novel and

Authoress of the

Thea von Harbou is descended from
a very old family, many of whom
have prominent members of

i her earliest youth she
was attracted to art and literature,
and many short stories, novels and
plays came from her versatile pen.
When the film came to the fore, she
was drawn by literary instinct to this
field of magic power, and she had a
very sure insight into what wi
needed for the films, for her very
scenarios attracted expert attention,
and that attraction still remains.
There is no scenario of hers that has

not been filmed, and most of these are

+ own nov r imagina-
tion and knowledge of what is required
for the making of good pictures is
remarkable.

One has only to look back on some
of the work she has already accom-
plished to recognise some of her won-
derful powers of creative imagination.
“THE INDIAN TOMB,” a novel

Scenario of “Metropolis.”

from which she constructed a scenario,

at once fantastic and impressive.
Everyone will remember the famous
picture “ DESTINY.” This scenario

was also her work, and the first Ger-
man masterpicce to be produced by
her husband, Fritz Lang, whom she
married during the time that the film
was made. The whole world was im-
pressed by the film interpretation of
Norbert Jjacques’ famous novel, “Dr.
MABUSE.” = This scenario was also
um achicvement Dy the pen of lhcd

on Harbou. Then came HE
NIBELU\'CQ” (Siegfried and Knmr
hild’s Revenge”). First she brought
out the old saga in the form of
a novel which suited the modern
strenuous rmrl(-x better than the old
style of the ori This was a very
worthy cﬁon the consequence
which was the creation of the two
well known films. Then came the idea
to create something gigantic and over-
whelming in its possibilities; some-
thing that would give a glimpse of the
mysterious future, and which would at
the same time appeal to all nations.
The outcome of this idea was “ MET-
ROPOLIS.”  First the novel, then the
scenario, and now the film—which will
astonish the whole world with
revelations of manifest wonders.

of

Thea von Harbou is an unbiassed
authority in the realm of pictures. Her
ideas and words are the most precious.
foundations of each film, and they
take unto themselves visible shapes
v.hmugh the genius of her husband,
Fritz Lang, acknowledged by the
world to be the master-mind of
cinema  technique.




ETERNAL DARKNESS—In the Subterranean Machine-Town of the Labourers.




Death to the Machines !

These Pages Show How Thea von Harbou Constructed the Scenario
of “METROPOLIS” from the Lines of her Novel.

THE NOVEL

Metropolis had a brain
Mv;lmpulis had a heart
of the machine city of M
polis dwelt in 2 white, cathedral-ike building
The heart of the machine city of Metropolis
was guarded by one single man
The man’s name was Grot, and he loved
his machine
The machine was a universe to itself.
Above the deep mysteries of its delicate joints,
< disc, like the halo of a divine
o il e e e Sl o
spokes of which appeared, in the whirl o
revalution, as @ single sledming disc, 1
disc filled out the back wall of
with its entire breadth and he
No maching in al Metropal
receive i his h
One single lever e e
steel. Al the treasures of the world heaped
up before him would not, for Grot, have
outweighed his machine.

R

\\)nch did not
cart

en, at the grey hour of dawn, Grot
eard the “voice of the great Metionolis
he glanced at the clock on the brow
T B R e o R
“That's against all nature and regularity. . "

When, at the red hour of sunrise, Grot
saw the stream of the multitude rolling alone

lever o

G i e o 1
The mob thu
“Oh—knack away!" thought

door can stand a good Dit

gainst his door
“That

dered o

hine wheel
it ol Tl e
Grot nodded

He looked at the m
was spinning slowly
were playing, plainly to be seen
to his beautiful machin

ey will not trouble s Jong!

thon

he, ed for a signal from the Now
cr o Babel word from John
A O B R e

“He knows,” thought Grot, * that he can
rely on me. .

The door quaked like a giant drum. The
mob hurled itself, a living battering v,
against it

“There are rather a lot of them, it scems
e m e e ooked at the
i ik el A oo
G

THE SCENARIO

Scene 263.—The “Heart-Machine.”

Long Shot—Nearly the whole picture
is filled by the gigantic stcel struc-
ture of the heart-machine—a mass
of switchboards, levers and safety
valves. The machine works with a
regular movement in all its joints.
TThe wheel is like the disc of the sun
behind it. ~ Grot, the foreman, con-
fident and calm is carefully watch-
ing his machine and chewing tobacco.

¢ on the machin
Close-up: Signal-bos
the wall, covered with glass, on the
pane of glass is continually re-
peated the word “ DANGER

Selectio
Grot jumps energetically to the
lever and pulls it over with all
strength.

Scene 263/
I'rom another angle—heart-machine
in the background; two sliding
doors; one ascending and the other
descending close the room across
its whole breadth

Detail:

Grot runs to a kind of telephone,
and speaks into the mounthpicce

Scene 264—John Fredersen’s Room:
The room is empty. On the table
constant light signals arc calling
On a tape machine corresponding to
that of Grot, the ribbon i
lessly running.

end

Scene 265—Heart-Machine:
Detail—Grot on the telephone as
263/1. He s
yells into the apparatus. No answer.

speaks; he shouts; he



The Novel—continued

Grot nodded to himself in ! deep content-
ent.  He would have loved
if only smoking had not been e e
He heard the yelling of the mob, and rebound
|||)on ot st the singing door with a
fecling of smug fierceness. loved the
door. ally. He e O
d hine.  He nodded at it

;\ﬂccuoxmlcly
You say (o that boozy lof of fatheads,
machine "

The storm before the door wound itself
up into a typhoon. It was the hackling fury
™ of long resistance.

“Open the door!

1" hackled the fury.
“Oren the door, you damned i} {E

scoundrel | !

“Wouldn't that just suit you!" thought

Srot.  How well the door was holding! His
gallant door!

What were those drunken apes out there
singing about

“We've passed sentence upon the machines!

‘We have condemned the machines to death !

0 ho—!
He could

He could sing, too—could
sing drunkeen” songs, just
with

e pushed t
red fists resting upon
n])e!llx S e
whole throat, while his little, wild
eyes were fixed on the door:
“Come on, you boozy lot, if you dare!
Come if you want a good hiding, you lousy

apes
Your mothers forgot
To pull your pants tight
When you were li‘tle, you guncremnes'
You're not even fit for pigs’ swill
Yoo, fell from the) rubbish cart,
When it took the big curve!
And now you stand before the door,
Before my _gallant (Inor, and bawl:
Open the door! the door!
Tet the dovil open it for you”
pedestal of the machine boomed under
the drumming thythm of his boot-hels

Dut suddenly they batt storped drulummg
n 2exce cd 1gly powe lll, ex-

Cexdingly white b

under the dome of e i

ignal, as gentle and as penetrating as _the

ong-beat of 4 temple. bell, became. audible,

overpowering every soun

“y
machine,

said Grot, the guard of the Heart-

He sprang to his feet. He raised his
broad face, which shone with the joyful
eagemess of obedience. “Yes, here I am!”

The Scenario—continued

At last, perspiring freely, furious
and roaring like a bull, he throws
down the telephone, runs his
fingers through his hair and shakes
his Lead.

Scene 266—No. 1—Machine Room:
To the machines—to the machines.
The “robot” Maria and a horde of

rush into the

men and women

machine room yelling :—

Title:
“Away from the machines! Let
them run themselves to death!”
The mechanics are dragged away
from the machines and drawn into
the crowd, still yelling:i—

Title:
“To the heart machine!
heart machine!”

The crowd exits like a whirlpool.
The machines left alone still work-
ing.

Scene 267—John

Long Shot:
John Fredersen enters and looks
round. The tape machine with a
heap of tape—John Fredersen takes
the centre of the picture, picks up
the tape and reads it, then goes to
the telephone and takes up the
receiver,

To the

Fredersen’s Room

Scene 268—Heart Machine: Shot of
Telephone:
Grot looks up. A characteristic
sign is repeated on the apparatus.
Grot roaring into the telephone,
takes up the receiver and listens.



The Novel—continued

voice said, slowly and clearly
“Open the door, and give up the et
Grot stood motionless. Fists like hammers
o bt kit e, 1 iineds Bt
he said nothing.
“Repeat instructions,” said the quiet voice,
The guard of the heart machine swung his
head violently this way and that, like
wglghly bundle.
cn . T didwt understand” he said,

gaspingly.

The quiet voice spoke in a more forceful
tone:

“Open the door and give up the machine!”

The man still said nothing, gazing stupidly
upward

“Repeat instructions,” said the quiet voice.

The guard of the Heart-machine drew in a
great draught of air.

“Who is speaking there?” he asked . “What
lqusy swine is speaking these—

“Open the door, Grot ...

“The devil T will—!"

and give up the machine!”

“The_machine—?" said Grot,
‘machine ?”

“Yes” said the quiet voice.

o of the Heart-machine began to
shi Tis was 3 quite bl face, in which
i eyes stood like whitish balls. ' The mob,
which was (hrowing Naclf, as.a buffer,
the ring ed, se with yelling

“The machines must die—to Hell with them

ity

or,

“Who is speaking there” asked the man,
S0, |m|d1y ﬂnt hn words were n'scn‘
. .

ohn Fredersen is speaking.
ey
e pa-yord is one thousand and three.
The machir alf power. You
v R 8 T .my

The i e
a log. Then the log turncd itself clums
amund, staxgcrcd to the door, and tore at
the

mob heard i mph. The
dcor e open, T e mob swept aside the man
pho was standing on its threshold. The mob
hurled itself t the machine. The mob
made to

Jay hands upon the machine. A
dancing girl was leading the mch
Look—!" she shouted. “Lool The
b heart of \Yuropoln' mm ~|n!l be
the heart of Metr
“\chc passed sentence llpm\ l|n machines!
e have condemned t chines to death
“The machines must e il with them !
But_the mob did not catch up the girl's
song. The mob stared over, at the machine—
at the beating heart of the great machine city,

The Scenario—continued

Scene 269—John Fredersen’s Room:
Detail—John Fredersen on the tele-
phone gives an order emphatically,

- wlth a strong facial expression.
tle:

Bibhom (10 sl

Scene 270—Heart Machine:

—Grot, on the telephone,

he cannot have heard the

Shouts something

transmitter, and points

with his thumb over his shoulder to
the doors.

Different Camera Angle:

“Close-up” of the doors.
In front of them thunders and
shouts the crowd.

Scene 271—John Fredersen’s Room:
John Frederson on the telephone.
He gives with more emphasis his
unmistakeable order: “Open the
doors.”

Scene 272—Heart Machine:
#Close-up Grot on the telephone.

eems as if b eyes are going to

nlmp out of his heéad, as with the
greatest excitement he shouts into
the telephone: “If the heart-machine
is destroyed there will not be one
stonc in the subterrancan town left
upon another !”

Scene 273—John Fredersen’s Room:
John Fredersen on the telephone ; he
Stamps his foot. “Do what I say!”

Scene 274—Heart Machine:

With a terrible cry, Grot throws
down the telephone, and pushes the
door lever over with his foot.

Different Camera Angle:
“The mass in front of the doors, led
by the “robot” Maria, suddenly
pointing: “Look! Took!”
Detail:
The doors slowly open.
Detail:
Grot, half mad, rages like a lion in
its cage, shouting: “ Dogs! Dogs!”
Different Angle:
The doors already show a small




The Novcl—umnnued

c: Metropolis, and which they
‘ressed up slowly, 2s a single
e machine, which #leamed Tike

silver.  Tn the face of the mob stood hatred.
In the face of the mob stood superstitious
fear. Desire for the last destruction stood

in the face of the mob.

But before it cold take expression Grot,
guard, threw himself before his mach

There was 1o Slthy word which he did not

o the face of the mob.  The

revilement was not dirty

apply to the mob. T

s upon I

i and!meant: the machine
They roared him down. They stamped him
underfoot. - They drageed bim _ hith
thither and the door. They i

e o ity el the man—had the guard
of the heart-beat of all the machines—thi

ing that, in_tearing the man away from he
Heart-machine, they were tearing the heart
érom the breast of the chine city

W il i Gl e o e o
Metropolis
t should be trodden underfoot by the mob.
“Death! led  the
“Death to the machines!” yelled the victorious
maob.

The Scenario—continued

opening.  Some of the crowd are

swinging themselves on the doors.
Detail:

Grot turns round as if shot.

Scene 275:
Taken from inside towards the
doors. One of the doors disappear-
ing upwards and the other
Hands are clawing; faces
g; some bodies are swing-
the sinking door.

appear

ing over
Camera turns to Grot:

Grot, helpless with rage, unable to

control himseli, takes up a crowbar,

and stands roaring with his body

bent forward, deadly dangerous.
Camera further back:

Crowd climbing over the doors, on

the other side, shouting with ange;
Detail:

Grot takes a few steps towards the

machine, The crowd streams in,
the “robot” Maria towards
the heart-machine, shouting “Death
to the machines !

And so the Machines Raced Themselves to Death.




