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Zweimal nahm das Grab mir mehr
Als ich je verlor.

Zweimal stand als Betderin

Ich vor Gottes Tor!

Zweimal haben Engel

Den Verlust ersetzt -

Räuber! Bankherr - Vater!

Ich bin arm auch jetzt!

^ >vr:ic.

Sollt' ich sterben ^^'^^

Und du lebst -

Und die Zeit geht sprudelnd hin -

Und der Morgen strahlt -

Und der Mittag glüht -

Wie von Anbeginn -

Wenn Vögel früh am Bauen sind

Und Bienen gleichfalls rege.

Dann löste man aus freier Wahl
Die irdischen Verträge!

Es tröstet, daß die Aktien stehn,

Wenn wir im Grabe liegen,

Daß die Geschäfte weitergehn -

Und flott die Frachten fliegen -

Es macht den Abschied heiter,

Da unsere Seele spürt:

Das muntere Stück auf Erden
Wird glänzend inszeniert!

(,xji£^X^



Die ar

gehört 2t

Literatur,

dichte gl

geograph

Leben la

deutende

dankenti<

Droste''

sessene P

von eine

heitsfrag«

aktuell b

innere B

1 never lost as much but twice.

And that was in the sod.

Twice have I stood a beggar

Before the door of God!

Angels - twice descending

Reimbursed my störe -

Burglar! Banker - Fadier!

I am poor once more!

If I should die.

And you should live -

And time sh'd gurgle on -

And morn sh'd beam -

And noon should burn -

As it has usual done -

If Birds should build as early

And Bees as busding go -

One might depart at Option
From enterprise below!

Tis sweet to know that Stocks will stand
When we with Daisies lie -

That Commerce will continue -
And Trades as briskly fly -
It makes the parting tranquil

And keeps the soul serene -

That gendemen so sprighdy

Conduct the pleasing scene!

Zweimal nahm das Grab mir mehr
Als ich je verlor.

Zweimal stand als Betderin

Ich vor Gottes Tor!

Zweimal haben Engel

Den Verlust ersetzt -

Räuber! Bankherr - Vater!

Ich bin arm auch jetzt!

H
I

Sollt' ich sterben
^^^'^

Und du lebst -

Und die Zeit geht sprudelnd hin -

Und der Morgen strahlt -

Und der Mittag glüht -

Wie von Anbeginn -

Wenn Vögel früh am Bauen sind

Und Bienen gleichfalls rege,

Dann löste man aus freier Wahl
Die irdischen Verträge!

Es tröstet, daß die Aktien stehn.

Wenn wir im Grabe liegen.

Daß die Geschäfte weitergehn -

Und flott die Frachten fliegen -

Es macht den Abschied heiter.

Da unsere Seele spürt:

Das muntere Stück auf Erden
Wird glänzend inszeniert!

(,<jJU.jr[.
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1 have a King, who does not speak -

So - wondering - thro' the hours meek
I trudge the day away -

Half glad when it is night, and sleep,

If, haply, thro' a dream, to peep
In Parlors, shut by day.

And if I do - when moming comes -

It is as if a hundred dnims
Did round my pillow roll,

And shouts fill all my Childish sky,

And Beils keep saying 'Viaory*

From steeples in my soul!

And if I dont - the little Bird

Within the Orchard, is not heard.

And I omit to pray

'Father, thy will be done' today
For my will goes the other way.
And it were perjury!

/o^

J3€

Ourgeons must be very careful

When diey take the knife!

Underneath their fine incisions

Stirs the Culprit - Life!

"Faith" is a fine invention

When Gendemen can see -

But Microscopes are prudent
In an Emergency.

8

Mein König hat für mich kein Wort -

So schleppe ich die Stunden fort

Wie eine müde Magd -

Halb froh, bei Nacht zu Bett zu gehn,

Durch Träume Räume zu erspähn.

Die mir der Tag versagt.

Wenn das geschieht - dann kommt der Tag
Mit hundertfachem Trommelschlag,

Als wär's ein Freudensturm.

Mein Kinderhimmel schallt von Schrein,

Die Seele ruft: X>er Sieg ist dein*

Aus ihrem Glockenturm!

Wenn nicht - dann dringt kein Vöglein mehr
Vom Garten ein in mein Gehör -

Ich spreche kein Gebet:

Dein Wille, Herr, geschieht heut nicht,

Weil ihm mein Wille widerspricht

Und Meineid Sünde war!

Arzte sollten sehr behutsam

Ihre Messer heben

!

Unter ihren feinen Schnitten

Zuckt der Sünder Leben!

JDer Glaube als Erfindung dient

Den Herrn, sofern sie klar sehn;

Doch Umsicht lehrt das Mikroskop,

Wenn wir uns in Gefahr sehn.
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1 shall know why - when Time is over -

And 1 have ceased to wonder why —

Christ will explain each separate anguish

In the fair schoolroom of the sky -

He will teil me what "Peter" promised -

And I - for wonder at his woe -

I shall forget the drop of Anguish

That scalds me now - that scalds me now

!

1 taste a liquor never brewed -

From Tankards scooped in Pearl -

Not all the Vats upon the Rhine

Yield such an Alcohol!

Inebriate of Air - am I -

And Debauchee of Dew -

Reeling - thro endless summer days -

From inns of Molten Blue -

When "Landlords" turn the drunken Bee
Out of the Foxglove's door -

When Butterflies - renounce ttieir "drams"
I shall but drink the more!

Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats -
And Saints - to Windows run -

To See the little Tippler

Leaning against the - Sun -

Ich werde wissen warum - wenn die Zeit vorbei ist

Und ich nicht mehr frage nach dem Warum -

Christus wird jede einzelne Qual erklären

In seinem lichten himmlischen Klassenraum -

Er wird mir erzählen, was Petrus versprach -

Und ich - bewundernd um sem Weh bemüht -

Ich werde den Tropfen Qual vergessen,

Der heut noch glüht - der heut noch glüht

!

Ich koste nie gebrauten Trank -

Aus perlendem Pokal

Kein Faß am ganzen Rhein enthält

Solch einen Alkohol!

Lusttrunken von der Luft bin ich -

Und sinnberauscht vom Tau -

Durch Sommertage taumle ich -

Stammgast im Schmelzendblau -

Jagt selbst der Wirt vom „Fingerhut" -

Die Biene vor die Tür

Entsagt der Schmetterling dem Schnaps -

Ich trink noch mehr dafür!

Bis Heilige an den Fenstern stehn -

Und Engel - weißbemützt -

Sich drängen - mich beschwipst zu sehn,

Aufs Sonnenlicht - gestützt -

1

1
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Wild Nights - Wüd Nights!

Were I with thee

Wild Nights should be

Our luxury!

Futile - the Winds -

To a Heart in port -

Done with the Compass -

Done with the Chart!

Rowing in Eden -

Ah, the Sea!

Might I but moor - Tonight

In Thee!

2^
6""2^

1 can wade Grief -

Whole Pools of it

Vm used to tliat -

But the least push of Joy
Breaks up my feet -

And I tip - drunken -

Let no Pebble - smile -

'Twas the New Liquor -

That was all!

Power is only Pain -

Stranded, thro' Discipline,

Till Weights - will hang -

Give Balm - to Giants -

And they'll wilt, like Men
Give Himmaleh -

They'll Carry- Hirn!

12

Wilde Nächte - Wilde Nächte!

Mit dir zu sein -

Wilde Nächte wären Luxus

Für uns allein!

Nutzlos - die Winde -

Für ein Herz im Port -

Fort mit dem Kompaß -

Die Karte fort!

Rudernd in Eiden -

Ach, das Meer!

Daß ich in dir - heut nacht -

Verankert war'!

Durch Leid zu waten -

Durch ganze Lachen -

Bin ich gewohnt -

Doch jeder Freudenstoß

Bricht mir den Fuß -

Ich strauchle - trunken -

Lächle nicht - Kieselstein -

Es war der neue Trank -

Nichts als das!

Stärke ist auch nur Schmerz -

Gesträhnt durch Disziplin,

Bis er Gewichte hält -

Gib Balsam den Titanen,

Sie werden menschlich-schlaff

Gib Himmalaya -

Sie tragen ihn!

13
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"Hope" is the thing with feathers -

That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words

And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard

And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm -

I've heard it in the chillest land -

And on the strängest Sea -

Yet, never, in Extremity,

It asked a crumb - of Me.

A Shady friend - for Torrid days -

Is easier to find -

Than one of higher temperature

For Frigid - hour ot Mind -

The Vane a little to the East -

Scares Muslin souls - away -

If Broadcloth Hearts are firmer -

Than those of Organdy -

Who is to blame? The Weaver?
Ah, the bewildering thread!

The Tapestries of Paradise

So notelessly - are made!

14

„Hoffnung" ist das Federding, das

In der Seele schwingt -

Und die Lieder ohne Worte -

Ohne Ende singt -

Das man - süßer noch - im Lärme
Schwerer Stürme hört -

Ist ein Vöglein, dessen Wärme
Keinem sich verwehrt -

Ich hört' es in dem kältesten Land -

Und auf dem fernsten Meer -

Doch wenn es selbst verhungert war'.

Kein Krümchen nahm's von mir.

Ein kühler Freund - in schwüler Zeit

Ist eher bei der Hand -

Als der mit höh'rem Wärmegrad
Bei eisigem Geistesstand.

Nach Osten zeigt der Wetterhahn -

Und Sommerseelen fliehn -

Wenn Wolltuchherzen fester sind -

Als die aus Musselin -

Wen trifft die Schuld? Den Weber?
Ach, der verstrickte Zwirn!

Die Wirkerein im Paradies

Verwirren unser Hirn!

M
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1 feit a Funeral, in my Brain,

And Mourners to and fro

Kept treading - treading - tili it seemed
That Sense was breaking through -

And when they all were seated,

A Service, like a Drum -

Kept beating - beating - tili I thought
My Mind was going numb -

And then I heard them lift a Box
And creak across my Soul

With those same Boots of Lead, again,

Then Space - began to toll,

As all the Heavens were a Bell,

And Being, but an Ear,

And I, and Silence, some stränge Race
Wrecked, solitary, here -

And then a Plank in Reason, broke.
And I dropped down, and down -
And hit a Worid, at every plunge.
And Finished knowing - then -

l'm Nobody! Who are you?
Are you - Nobody - too?
Then there's a pair of us!

Don't teil! they'd banish us - you know!

How dreary - to be - Somebody!
How public - like a Frog -
To teil your name - the livelong June -
To an admiring Bog!

Mein Hirn war ein Begräbnisort,

Und eine Trauerschar,

Die stampfte, stampfte - bis in mir
Der Sinn zertreten war.

Und als sie alle sich gesetzt,

Begann die Andacht, hart

Wie eine Trommel - Schlag auf Schlag,

Bis mein Gemüt erstarrt'.

Dann trugen sie den Sarg heraus.

Und bleigestiefelt drang

Ihr Knirschen durch die Seele mir.

Dann ward der Raum zu Klang,

Als war' der Himmel Glockenlaut

Und nur ein Ohr das Sein,

Gescheitert ich und Schweigen hier,

Ein fremder Stamm, allein -

Dann brach ein Balken im Verstand,

Und ich fiel tief und tief.

Und stieß an Welten mich im Sturz,

Und Wissen hörte auf -

<:^j2>C^ yOi^^cCsuc-i^

Ich bin Niemand! Wer bist du?
Noch ein Niemand mehr dazu?

Schon sind wir ein Paar im Land

!

Still, sonst werden wir verbannt!

Wie öde - Irgendwer - zu sein!

Gemein - dem Frosch gleich - stumpf
I>en eignen Namen auszuschrein -

Für den Applaus im Sumpf!

i6
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3^1
1 reason, Earth is short -

And Anguish - absolute -

And many hurt,

But, what of that?

I reason, we could die -

The best Vitaiity

Cannot excel Decay,

But, what of that?

I reason, that in Heaven -

Somehow, it will be even -
Some new Equation, given
But, what of that?

3^3
The Soul selects her own Society -
Then - shuts the Door -

To her divine Majority -

Present no more -

Unmoved - she notes the Chariots - pausing
At her low Gate -

Unmoved - an Emperor be kneeling
Upon her Mat -

IVe known her - from an ample nation -
Choose One -

Then - close the Valves of her attention -
Like Stone -

^ÄxC^^ C^

3/9

33^

Mich dünkt die Erde kurz -

Und unbegrenzt die Qual -

Verwundet viele;

Was liegt daran?

Mich dünkt der Tod gewiß -

Das stärkste Lebensband

Hält dem Verfall nicht stand;

Was liegt daran?

Mich dünkt, im Himmel oben
Wird alles aufgewogen -

Die Gleichung neu gezogen -

Was liegt daran?

Die Seele, die sich selbst zu Gaste lädt -

Schließt dann die Tür -

Zu ihrer göttlichen Majorität -

Fehk keiner mehr.

Gelassen - sieht sie Equipagen

Vorm Gitter stehn -

Gelassen - einen Herrscher kniend

Um Einlaß flehn -

Einst wählte sie - aus ihres Volkes Fülle -

Ein Sein -

Dann schloß sie der Empfänglichkeit Ventile
Wie Stein -

ctoCX,C<^Pjl4>{

>9
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A Visitor in Marl -

Who influences Flowers -

Till they are orderly as Busts -

And Elegant - as Glass -

Who Visits in the Night -

And just before the Sun -

Concludes his glistening interview

Caresses - and is gone -

But whom his fingers touched -

And where his feet have run -

And whatsoever Mouth he kissed -

Is as it had not been -

The first Day's Night had come -
And grateful that a thing

So terrible - had been endured -

I told my Soul to sing -

She said her Strings were snapt -
Her Bow - to Atoms blown -
And so to mend her - gave me work
Until another Morn -

And then - a Day as huge
As Yesterdays in pairs,

Unrolled it's horror in my face -
Until it blocked my eyes -

My Brain - begun to laugh -
I mumbled - like a fool -
And tho' 'tis Years ago - that Day -
My Brain keeps giggling - still.

I

Ins Erdreich kommt ein Gast,

der auf die Blumen wirkt,

Bis sie formell wie Büsten sind -

Und elegant wie Glas.

Er ist ein Nachtbesuch,

Der kurz vor Sonnenlicht

Sein glitzernd Zwiegespräch beschließt

Mit Streicheln - und entweicht.

Doch wen er angerührt -

Und was sein Fuß gestreift -

Und jeder Mund, den er geküßt -
Ist nicht mehr wie zuvor.

Es kam die Nacht des ersten Tags -

Und dankbar, daß ein Ding
So schreckvoll überstanden war -

Sprach ich zur Seele: Sing!

Ihr Saitenspiel zerbrach -

Der Bogen barst entzwei -

So ließ sie mich ihr Flickwerk tun -

Bis wieder Morgen sei -

Dann kam ein Tag, so groI3

Wie eine Gesternschar -

Und warf sein Graun mir ins Gesicht -

Bis nichts mehr sichtbar war -

Da lachte mein Gehirn -

Ich lallte wie ein Narr -

Das war vor Jahren - doch mein Hirn
Hört nicht zu kichern auf.

21
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And Something's odd - within -

That person that I was -

And this One - do not feel the same
Could it be Madness - this ?

f2r
Cjood Moming - Midnigh
I'm Coming Home -

Day - got tired of Me -

How could I - of Hirn?

t -

Sunshine was a sweet place -
I liked to stay -

But Morn - did'nt want me
So - Goodnight - Day

!

- now

I can look - cant I -

When the East is Red?
The Hills - have a way - then -
That puts the Heart - abroad -

You - are not so fair - Midnight -
I chose - Day -

But - please take a litde Girl -

He turned away!

^36
Much Madness is divinest Sense -
To a discerning Eye -

Much Sense - the stärkest Madness -
Tis the Majority

In this, as All, prevail -

Assent - and you are sane -

Demur - you're straightway dangerous
And handled with a Chain -

22

Und eins ist wunderlich:

Das Wesen, das ich war -

Gleicht nicht dem Wesen, das ich bin

Ob das - der Wahnsinn ist?

f^

I

Guten Morgen - Mittemacht!

Ich komme heim -

Müde ward der Tag von mir -

Nicht ich von ihm.

Sonnenschein war sePger Ort -

Ich hätt' gern gewacht -

Doch der Morgen wollt' mich nicht -

Nun denn - Tag - gut' Nacht!

Zuschaun darf ich doch - nicht wahr
Wenn der Osten glüht?

Die Hügel haben dann den Zug -

Der das Herz entführt -

Du bist nicht so schön - Mitternacht

Ich lieb' den Tag -

Doch - nimm du das kleine Ding -

Das er nicht mag!

Wahnsinn ist oft der höchste Sinn -

Für den, der ihn versteht -

Und Sinn - der tollste Wahnsinn oft -
Nur die Majorität

Entscheidet hier wie überall -

Wer zustimmt - ist gesund -

Wer abweicht - ist gefährlich - und
Braucht Ketten wie ein Hund -
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Ulis is my letter to the World
That never wrote to Me -

The simple News that Nature told -
With tender Majesty

Her Message is committed
To Hands I cannot see -

For love of Her - Sweet - countrymen
Judge tenderly - of Me

1 ded for Beauty - but was scarce

Adjusted in die Tomb
When One who died for Truth, was lain
In an adjoining Room -

He questioned softly "Why I faÜed"?
"For Beauty", I replied -

"And I - for Truth - Themself are One -
We Brediren, are", He said -

I

And so, as Kinsmen, met a Night -
We talked between the Rooms -
Until the Moss had reached our lips -
And covered up - our names -

Ich schreibe diesen Brief der Welt,

Die nie an mich gedacht -

Was schlicht mir die Natur erzählt

Mit milder Herrschermacht.

Die Botschaft wird an Hände,

Die ich nie sah, gesandt -

Seid ihr zuliebe - mild mit mir -

Ihr guten Herrn im Land

!

Ich starb für Schönheit - und war kaum
Zurechtgelegt im Grab,

Als Einen, der für Wahrheit starb.

Man mir zum Nachbarn gab -

Er fragte sanft, was mir gefehlt.

,JDie Schönheit", sagte ich -

„Und mir - die Wahrheit - sie sind eins -

Das macht uns brüderlich."

Und so, verschwistert in der Nacht -

Sprachen wir durchs Gelaß -

Bis Moos auf unsern Namen wuchs -

Und uns die Lippen schloß -

*4
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Tm ceded - IVe stopped being Theirs -

The name They dropped upon my face

With water, in the country church
Is finished using, now,
And They can put it with my Dolls,

My childhood, and the string of spools,

IVe finished threading - too -

Baptized, before, without the choice,

But this time, consciously, of Grace -

Unto supremest name -

Called to my Füll - The Crescent dropped -
Existence's whole Are, filled up,

With one small Diadem.

My second Rank - too small the first -
Crowned - Crowing - on my Father's breast
A half unconscious Queen -

But this time - Adequate - Erect,

With Will to choose, or to reject,

And I choose, just a Crown -

6^/6

Beauty - be not caused - It Is -
Chase it, and it ccascs -

Chase it not, and it abides -

Overtake the Creases

In the Meadow - when die Wind
Runs his fingers thro' it -

Deity will see to it

That You never do it -

26

Ich bin nicht mehr ihr Eigentum:
Der Name, den der Pfarrer mir

Mit Wasser ins Gesicht gesprengt,

Der ist jetzt abgebraucht.

Legt ihn zu meiner Kinderzeit,

Den Puppen und der Spulenschnur,

Die zieh ich nicht mehr auf.

Zuvor die Taufe ohne Wahl,

Doch bei Bewußtsein dieses Mal -

Zu höchstem ausersehn -

Zu vollem Sein - der Halbmond fiel -

Des Daseins ganzen Bogen füllt

Ein kleines Diadem.

Mein zweiter Rang - zuerst zu klein -

Krähend - an Vaters Brust - gekrönt -

Halb unbewußte Königin -

Doch diesmal - aufrecht - unverzagt.

Nach meiner freien Wahl befragt.

Wähl ich die Krone mir -

/U. q<^-=^^-ir<^'^

Schönheit ist nicht „weil" - sie ist

Such sie nicht zu halten -

Such sie nicht - und sie verweilt -

Überhol die Falten

In den Wiesen - wenn der Wind
Seine Finger durchführt -

Gottes Allmacht sorgt dafür.

Daß kein Mensch sie anrührt -
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We dream - it is good we are dreaming
It would hurt us - were we awake -

But since it is playing - kill us.

And we are playing - shriek -

What härm? Men die - externally -
It is a truth - of Blood -

But we - are dying in Drama -
And Drama - is never dead -

Cautious - We jar each other -

And either - open die eyes -

Lest the Phantasm - prove the Mistake -
And the livid Surprise

Cool US to Shafts of Granite -

With just an Age - and Name -

And perhaps a phrase in Egyptian -
It's prudenter - to dream -

The Heart asks Pleasure - first -
And then - Excuse from Pain -

And then - those litdc .\nodynes
That deaden suffering -

And then - to go to sleep -
And then - if it should be
The will of it's Inquisitor

The privilege to die -

z8

Wir träumen - wie gut, daß wir träumen
Wenn wir wach wären - tat es uns weh!
Doch es spielt ja nur mit uns - Töten,
Und wir, wir spielen - Schrein -

Was tut's? Im äußeren Sterben

Ist Wahrheit blutig-rot -

Wir aber sterben im Drama -

Und das Drama ist niemals tot -

Gib acht - Wir stoßen einander -
Und öffnen die Augen zugleich -

Daß nicht das Wahnbild wirklich wird -
Und der bleifahle Streich

Uns zu Granit erstarren läßt -

Darauf nur ein Name - ein Jahr -

Und vielleicht ein ägyptisches Zeichen -
Im Traum ist keine Gefahr -

Das Herz sucht Lust - zuerst -

Und dann - Erlaß vom Leid -

Und dann - ein Stillungsmittel,

Das jeden Schmerz betäubt -

Und dann - zur Ruh zu gehn -

Und dann - in letzter Not -

So es sein Inquisitor will,

Das Anrecht auf den Tod -

I
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I took my Power in my Hand -
And went against the World -
'Twas not so much as David - had
But I - was twice as Bold -

1 aimed my Pebble - but Myself
Was all the one that feil -
Was it Goüah - was too large -
Or was myself - too small?

5^6^

I reckon - when I count at all -
Fir^t - Poets - Then the Sun -
Then Summer - Then the Heaven of GodAnd then - the List is done -

But looking back - the First so seems
1 o Comprehend the Whole -
p^e Others look a needless Show -
So I write - Poets - All -

Tlieir Summer - lasts a Solid Year -
They can afford a Sun
The Hast - would deem extravagant -
And if the Further Heaven -

Be Beautiful as they prepare
For Those who worship Them -
It IS too difficult a Grace -
To justify the Dream -

Ich forderte die Welt heraus -
Zum Zweikampf zog's mich hin
Zwar nicht so stark wie David einst

War ich zweimal so kühn -

Ich zielte meinen Kiesel - doch
Es fiel nur ich allein -

War Goliath - zu groß für mich -
War ich für ihn - zu klein?

Erst zähl ich Dichter - Sonne dann -
Wenn ich schon zählen soll -
Dann Sommer - dann das Himmelreich -
Dann - ist die Liste voll -

Im Rückblick scheint's - das Erste schließt
Das Ganze ein in sich -

Und überflüssig wird der Rest -
Nur Dichter - schreibe ich -

Ihr Sommer währt ein volles Jahr -
Bei ihrer Sonnenpracht

Ergreift den Orient Bettlemeid -
War' selbst der fernere Himmel

So schön wie der, den sie für uns
Zur Andacht hier erbaun -

Die Gnade war zu schwer verdient -
Sie lohnte nicht den Traum -

30
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1 cannot live with You -

It would be Life -

And Life is over there -

Behind the Shelf

The Sexton keeps the Key to -

Putting up

Our Life - His Porcelain -

Like a Cup -

Discarded of the Housewife -

Quaint - or Broke -

A newer Sevres pleases -

Old Ones crack -

I could not die - with You -

For One must wait

To shut the Other's Gaze down
You - could not -

And I - Could I stand by
And See You - freeze -

Without my Right of Frost -

Death's privilege?

Nor could I rise - with You -

Because Your Face

Would put out Jesus' -

That New Grace

Glow piain - and foreign

On my homesick Eye -

Except that You than He
Shone closer by -

Ich kann nicht leben mit dir -

Es wäre das Leben -

Und das Leben steht drüben

Hinter dem Brett -

Aufgestellt vom Sakristan -

Verwahrt mit dem Schlüssel -

Unser Leben - sein Porzellan -

Wie eine Schüssel -

Fortgetan von der Hausfrau -

Unmodern - oder zerschlagen -

Ein neueres Sevres macht Freude -

Altes wird sprüngig -

Ich kann nicht sterben - mit dir -

Denn man muß warten.

Des Andern Blick zu schließen -

Du - kannst es nicht -

Und ich - Kann ich dabeistehn

Und dich erstarren sehn -

Ohne mein Recht auf Frost -

Des Todes Privileg?

Noch kann ich auferstehn - mit dir -

Denn dein Gesicht

Verdeckte Jesus' -

Das neue Gnadenlicht

Bestrahlte fremd und fahl

Mein Aug', das dich vermißt -

Wenn näher nicht als seins

Dein Leuchten ist -

3*
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They'd judge Us - How -
For You - served Heaven
Or sought to -

I could not -

- You know.

Because You saturated Sight -
And I had no more Eyes
For sordid excellence

As Paradise

And were You lost, I would be
Though My Name
Rang loudest

On the Heavenly fame -

And were You - saved -
And I - condemned to be
Where You were not -
That seif - were Hell to Me -

So We must meet apart -
You there - I - here -
With just the Door ajar

That Oceans are - and Prayer -
And that White Sustenance -
Despair -

1 ain - has an Element of Blank -
It cannot recollect

When it begun - or if there were
A time when it was not -

It has no Future - but itself -
Its Infinite contain

Its Past - enlightened to perceive
New Periods - of Pain.

54

Man wird uns richten - Wie -

Du dientest Gott - vielmehr.

Versuchtest du's -

Ich könnt' es nicht -

Denn du durchtränktest die Sicht

Und hast mich blind gemacht

Für den schäbigen Glanz

Paradiesischer Pracht.

Und wärst du verloren, war' ich es

Auf himmlischen Wiesen -

So laut sie dort

Meinen Namen priesen.

Und wärest du - erlöst -

Und man verdammte mich

Zu sein, wo du nicht bist -

Die Hölle war' mein Ich -

So sehn wir uns getrennt -

Du dort - ich - hier -

Dem Türspalt zugewandt,

Der Meer ist - und Gebet -

Und der Verzweiflung weißes

Elixir -

Das Leid besteht zum Teil aus Nichts

Es bleibt ihm unbekannt.

Wann es begann - noch ob die Zeit

Vor seiner Zeit bestand -

1^'c-U^

Es hat als Zukunft nur sich selbst -

Sein Endlossein verleiht

Vergangenem ein Vorgefühl

Von neuer Ixidenszeit.
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I dwelJ in Possibility -

A fairer House than Prose -
More numerous of Windows -
Superior - for Doors -

Of Chambers as the Cedars -

Impregnable of Eye -

And for an Everlasting Roof
The Gables of the Sky -

Of Visitors - the fairest -
For Occupation - This -
The spreading wide my narrow Hands
To gather Paradise -

36
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1

r^
Ich wohne^ der MögHchkeit -

Ihr Haus ist im Vergleich

Viel schöner - tür- und fensterreich

Als die Alltäglichkeit -

Mit Zimmern wie die Zedern -

Geschützt vor jeder Schau -

Und als ein dauerhaftes Dach

Des Himmels Giebelbau -

Mit dem erlesensten Besuch -

Mein einziges Tagwerk dies -

Die schmalen Hände weit gespreizt,

Greif ich das Paradies -

^

ijrti

(/ U.'L
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Could I but ride indefinite

As doth the Meadow Bee
And Visit only where I liked

And No one visit me

And fürt all Day with Buttercups
And marry whom I may
And dwell a litde everywhere
Ol better, run away

With no Police to foUow
Or chase Himjf He do
Till He ^fiollid Jump Peninsulas
To get away from me -

I Said "But just to be a Bee"
Upon a Raft of Air
And row in Nowhere all Day long
And anchor "off the Bar'*

What Liberty! So Captives deem
Who tight in Dungeons are.

58

Könnt' ich doch schweben unbegrenzt

Wie es der Biene paßt

Und nur besuchen wen ich mag

Und hätte keinen Gast

Und Butterblumen-Liebelein

Und überall ein Haus

Und einen eignen Mann dazu -

Noch lieber rückt' ich aus

Von keiner Polizei verfolgt,

Wagt's einer, jag ich ihn.

Bis er das Festland meiden muß,

um sich mir zu entziehn -

Ich sagte, „Biene nur zu sein"

Auf einem Floß aus Luft,

Im Nirgends rudern tagelang

Und ankern „uferlos" -

Welch höchste Freiheit! So erscheint's

Gefangenen in der Gruft.

\\
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One need not be a Chamber - to be Haunted
C)ne need not be a House -
The Brain - has Corridors surpassing
Material Place -

^6
Far safer of a Midnjghtmeeting
External Ghost -

Than an Interior - Confronting -
That cooler - Host.

Far safer, through an Abbey - gallop -
The Stones a'chase -
Than Moonless - One^s A'self encounter -
In lonesome place -

Ourself - behind Ourself - Concealed -
Jihould starde - most -

Assassin - hid in our Apartment -
Be Horror's least -

The Prudent - carries a Revolver -
He bolts die Door -

O'erlooking a Superior Spectre -
More near -

Man muß kein Haus sein - heimgesucht zu werden

Man muß kein Zimmer sein -

Im Hirn - die Korridore übertreffen

Den festen Bau -

Weit sicherer ein Verkehr mit Geistern

Um Mitternacht -

Als jenem kühleren Hausherrn zu begegnen -

Der in uns wacht.

Weit sicherer, durch ein Kloster jagen -

Gehetzt vom Stein -

Als unser eigenes Ich vor uns zu sehen -

Mondlos, allein -

Wir selbst - von unserm Selbst verdeckt -

Welch letzter Graus -

Der Mörder war geringster Schreck -

In unserem Haus -

Wer Vorsicht übt - die Tür verschließt -

Revolver trägt -

Sieht nicht, wie nah ein mächtigeres Gespenst

Sich regt -

1 he Soul unto itself

Is an imperial friend -
Or the most agonizing Spy -
An Enemy - could send -

Secure against it's own -
No treason it can fear -
Itself - it's Sovreign - of itself
The Soul should stand in Awe

Die Seele ist sich selbst

Ein souveräner Freund -

Doch auch der grausamste Spion -

Entsandt von einem Feind -

Gesichert gegen sich -

Erschreckt sie kein Verrat -

Die Seele sollte ehrfurchtsvoll

Vor sich - als Herrscher - stehn -
T

40
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They say that "Time assuages"

Time never did assuage -

An actual suffering strengthens

As Sinews do, with age -

Time is a Test of Trouble -

But not a Remedy -

If such it prove, it prove too

There was no Malady -

Victory comes late -

And is held low to freezing lips -

Too rapt with frost

To take it -

How sweet it would have tasted -

Just a Drop -

Was God so economical?

His Table's spread too high for Us -

Unless We dine on tiptoe -

Crumbs - fit such litde mouths -

Cherries - suit Robins -

The Eagle's Golden Breakfast strangles - Them
God keeps His Oath to Sparrows -
Who of little I/ive - know how to starve -

1

Man sagt, „die Zeit bringt Linderung"

Die Zeit hat nie gelindert -

Den Sehnen gleich wächst wahres Leid

Im Alter unvermindert -

Die Zeit ist Prüfstein unserer Not -

Jedoch kein Heilungstrank -

Beweist sie das, beweist sie auch,

Der Kranke war nie krank -

Der Sieg kommt spät -

Und wird erstarrten Lippen vorgehalten -

Die zu vereist sind,

Ihn zu kosten -

Wie süß hätt' er geschmeckt -

Ein Tropfen nur!

War Gott so sparsam?

Sein Tisch ist viel zu hoch für uns gedeckt -

Wir müßten auf den Zehenspitzen speisen!

Krumen - passen in den kleinsten Mund -

Kirschen - in Drosselkehlen -

Des Adlers goldnes Frühstück würgte sie!

Gottes Eid gilt für die Spatzen -

Die an wenig Liebe zu darben wissen -

<</
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They say that "Time assuages" -

Time never did assuage -

An actual suffering strengthens

As Sinews de, with age -

Time is a Test of Trouble -

But not a Remedy -

If such it prove, it prove too

There was no Malady -

V ictory comes late -

And is held low to freezing lips -

Too rapt with frost

To take it -

How sweet it would have tasted -

Just a Drop -

Was God so economical?

His Table's spread too high for Us -

Unless We dine on tiptoe -

Crumbs - fit such litde mouths -

Cherries - suit Robins -

The Eagle's Golden Breakfast strangles - Them

God keeps His Oath to Sparrows -

Who of little Love - know how to starve -

I
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Man sagt, „die Zeit bringt Linderung"

Die Zeit hat nie gelindert -

Den Sehnen gleich wächst wahres Leid

Im Alter unvermindert -

Die Zeit ist Prüfstein unserer Not -

Jedoch kein Heilungstrank -

Beweist sie das, beweist sie auch,

Der Kranke war nie krank -

Der Sieg kommt spät -

Und wird erstarrten Lippen vorgehalten -

Die zu vereist sind,

Ihn zu kosten -

Wie süß hätt' er geschmeckt —

Ein Tropfen nur!

War Gott so sparsam?

Sein Tisch ist viel zu hoch für uns gedeckt -

Wir müßten auf den Zehenspitzen speisen!

Krumen - passen in den kleinsten Mund -

Kirschen - in Drosselkehlen -

Des Adlers goldnes Frühstück würgte sie!

Gottes Eid gilt für die Spatzen -

Die an wenig Liebe zu darben wissen -

s
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As if the Sea should part

And show a hi rther Sea -

And that - a furdier - and the Three

But a presumption be -

Of Periods of Seas -

Unvisited of Shores -

Themselves the Verge of Seas to be -

Etemity - is Those -

7/

Because I could not stop for Death -

He kindly stopped for me -

The Carriage held but just Ourselves -

And Immortality.

We slowly drove - He knew no haste

And I had put away

My labor and my leisure too,

For His Civility -

We passed the School, where Children strove

At Recess - in the Ring -

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain -

We passed the Setting Sun -

Or rather - He passed Us -

The Dews drew quivering and chill -

For only Gossamer, my Gown -

My Tippet - only Tülle -

We paused before a House that seemed

A Swelling of the Ground -

The Roof was scarcely visible -

The G^rnice - in the Ground -

I

I

I

Als teilte sich das Meer

Und zeigt ein weiteres Meer -

Und das ein weiteres - und die drei

Nur Vorbereitung wär'n

Für Meere Zeit um Zeit -

Von keinem Strand erreicht -

Ein jeder Rand von neuem Meer -

Das wäre Ewigkeit

Weil ich nicht anhielt vor dem Tod -

Hielt er sich mir bereit -

Sein Wagen trug uns beide nur -

Und die Unsterblichkeit. p
Es ging im Trab - ihm eilt' es nicht -

Ich hatte meine Mühn
Und Müßigkeiten abgetan,

Weil er so höflich schien -

Am Schulhof kamen wir vorbei

Mit Kinderringelreihn -

Vorbei an Feldern starren Korns -

Am Sonnenuntergang -

Vielmehr - der ging an uns vorbei -

EJer Tau war frostig kühl -

Ein dünner Hauch nur mein Gewand -

Mein Umhang - nur aus Tüll -

Wir rasteten vor einem Haus,

Das schwoll im Erdengrund -

Das Dach war kaum zu sehn - das Sims

Verborgen unterm Grund -
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Since then - 'tis Centuries - and yet

Peels shorter than he Day

1 first surmised the Horses' Heads

Were toward Eternity -

7^4^
Presentiment - is that long Shadow - on the Lawn
Indicative that Suns go down -

The Notice to the startled Grass

That Darkness - is about to pass -

7^^
One and One - are One -

Two - be finished using -

Well enough for Scliools -

But for Minor Choosing -

Life - just - Or Death -

Or the Everlasting -

More - would be too vast

For the Soul's Comprising

77/
iNone can experience stint

\X^o Bounty - have not known -

The fact of Famine - could not be

Except for Fact of Corn -

Want - is a meagre Art

Acquired by Reverse -

The Poverty that was not Wealth -

Cannot be Indigence.

i

Jahrhunderte ist*s her - doch kurz

Scheint seit dem Tag die Zeit -

Da ich geahnt - die Pferde gehn

In Richtung Ewigkeit -

Vorahnung - ist der lange Schatten - auf dem Grün

Der anzeigt, daß die Sonnen untergehn -

Bekanntmachung an den bestürzten Garten -

Einbruch der Dunkelheit ist zu erwarten -

tiins und eins - sind eins -

Zwei - zuviel der Zahlen -

Gut genug für Schulgebrauch

Doch für Einzelwahlen

Leben - oder Tod -

Oder Ewigbleiben -

Keine Seele kann

Größeres einverleiben -

Wer Fülle nicht gekannt.

Weiß nicht, was Mangel ist -

Der Hunger wird erst wirklich durch

Des Weizens Wirklichkeit -

Not ist die karge Kunst,

Durch Rückwärtsgang erlernt -

Die Armut, die nicht Reichtum war -

Heißt nicht Bedürftigkeit.

47
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Bereaved of all, 1 went abroad -

No less bereaved was I

Upon a New Peninsula -

The Grave preceded me -

Obtairied my Lodgings, ere myself -

And when I sought my Bed -

The Grave it was reposed upon
The Pillow for my Head -

I waked, to find it first awake -

I rose - It followed me -

I tried to drop it in the Crowd -

To lose it in the Sea -

In Cups of artificial Drowse
To steep it's shape away -

The Grave - was finished - but the Spade
Remained in Memory -

The Only News I know
Is Bulletins all Day
From Immortality.

The Only Shows I see -

Tomorrow and Today -

Perchance Eternity -

The Only One I meet

Is God - The Only Street

Existence - This traversed

If Other News there be -

Or Admirabler Show -

ril teil it You -

2". / r^
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Beraubt des Letzten zog ich fort -

Allein die Trauer blieb

Mir treu auf neuem Inselland -

Das Grab kam mir zuvor -

Bezog mein Obdach schon vor mir -

Und als ich müd vom Tag

Zu Bette ging, war es das Grab,

Das auf dem Kissen lag -

Erwachend fand ich es schon wach -

Beim Aufstehn folgt' es mir -

Verließ mich in der Menge nicht -

Verlor sich nicht im Meer -

In Bechern voll von trunknem Schlaf

Blieb seine Form bestehn -

Das Grab - war fertig - doch im Hirn

Hört' ich den Spaten gehn -

1

1

1

>

t

Die einz'ge Neuigkeit für mich

Ist der alltägliche Bericht

Von der Unsterblichkeit.

Das einz'ge Schauspiel, das ich seh -

Heißt manchmal Morgen, manchmal Heut

Vielleicht auch Ewigkeit.

Und einzig Gott begegnet mir -

Die einz'ge Straße - Dasein Hier -

Hab ich die überquert

Und andere Neuigkeit gehört -

Ein Spiel gesehn von größerem Wert -

Sag ich Bescheid -
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Split the Lark - and you'll find the Music -

Bulb after Bulb, in Silver rolkd -

Scantily dealt to the Summer Morning
Saved for yoar Ear when Lutes be old.

Loose the Flood - you shall find it patent -

Gush after Ciush, reserved for you -

Scarlet Experiment! Sceptic Thomas!
Now, do you doubt diat your Bird was true?

Finding is the first Act

The second, loss,

Third, Expedition for

the "Golden Fleece"

Fourth, no Discovery -

Fifth, no Crew -

Finally, no Golden Fleece

Jason - sham - too.

Spalte die Lerche - du findest die Töne -

Knolle für Knolle - in Silber geballt -

Spärlich verteilt an den Sommermorgen,

Bewahrt für dein Ohr, wenn die Laute verschallt.

Löse die Flut - du siehst, sie ergießt sich -

Strom über Strom, dir allein offenbar -

Blutige Probe! Ungläubiger Thomas!

Erkennst du den Vogel endlich als wahr?

^ . TA-o

Der erste Akt heißt: Finden,

Der zweite: Verlust,

Der dritte: Ausfahrt und Suche

Nach dem „Goldenen Hrcft« - \/2i^^

Der vierte: Keine Entdeckung,

Der fünfte: Kein Mann am Bug -

Das Ende: Kein Goldenes Fiitß"-

Jason selbst - Betrug.

//Ätf«.

^7r
I stepped from Plank to Plank

A slow and cautious way
The Stars about my Head I feit

About my Feet the Sea.

I knew not but the next

Would be my final inch -

This gave me that precarious Gait

Some call Experience.

Ich trat von Steg zu Steg,

Bedacht auf die Gefahr -

Die Sterne fühlt' ich um mein Haupt,

Um meinen Fuß das Meer.

Nicht wissend, ob der nächste Schritt

Für mich der letzte sei -

Das gab mir jenen schwanken Gang,

Den man Erfahrung nennt.
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An Everywhere of Silver

With Ropes of Sand

To keep it from effacing

The Track called Land.

We outgrow love, like other things

And put it in the Drawer -

Till it an Antique fashion shows -

Like Costumes Grandsires wore.

How happy I was if I could forget

To remember how sad 1 am
Would be an easy adversitiv_

But the recoUecting of Bloom

Keeps making November difficult

Till I who was almost bold

Lose my way like a little Child

And perish of the cold.

^/^

5»

Ein Überall aus Silber

Mit Seilen aus Sand -

Damit es nicht verwische

Die Spur namens Land.

Wir entwachsen der Liebe wie jedem Ding

Und legen sie in die Kommode -

Bis sie uns so antik erscheint

Wie Kostüme der Großvätermode.

iCönnt' ich vergessen, wie glücklich ich war

Zu bedenken wie traurig ich bin

Wäre ein leichtes Mißgeschick

Doch das erinnerte Blühn

Macht den November doppelt schwer

Bis ich die fast kühn war zuvor

Verloren geh wie ein kleines Kind

Das in der Kälte erfror.
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The Missing All, prevented Me
From missing minor Things.

If nothhg larger then a World's

Departi-re from a Hinge

Or Sun 's extinction, be observed

'Twas not so large that I

Could lift my Forehead from my work
For Curiosity.

/c> n
To die - without the Dying

And live - without the Life

This is the hardest Miracle

Propounded to Belief.

Verlust des Ganzen schützte mich

Vor minderem Verlust.

Wenn weiter nichts als eine Welt

Aus ihren Angeln fährt

Oder das Sonnenlicht erlischt,

War das kein Anlaß mir.

Von meiner Arbeit aufzuschaun

Aus reiner Wißbegier.

1

1

1

t

Zu sterben - ohne daß man stirbt

Und leben - ohne Leben,

Dies wird als schwerstes Wunderwerk

Dem Glauben aufgegeben.

/Ö6S'
Let down the Bars, Oh Death -

The tired Flocks come in

Whose bleating ceases to repeat

Whose wandering is done -

Thine is the stillest night

Thine the securest Fold

Too near Thou art for seeking Thee
Too tender, to be told.

Offne die Gitter, Tod -

Die müde Herde kehrt heim

Ihr Blöken ist verklungen

Ihr Wandern ist vorbei -

Dein ist die stillste Nacht

Dein der sicherste Hort

Zu nah bist du dem Suchenden

Zu zart für unser Wort.

54 55
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HÖH
Ine Crickets sang

And set the Sun

And Workmen finished, one by one
Their Seam the Day upon.

The low Grass loaded with the Dew,
The Twilight stood as Strangers do -

With Hat in Hand, poüte and new
To stay as if, or go.

A Vastness, as a Neighbor, came -
A Wisdom without Face or Name -
A Peace, as Hemispheres at Home -
And so, the Night became.

Teil all the Truth but teil it slant -
Success in Circuit lies

Too bright for our infirm Delight

The Truth's süperb surprise

As Lighmingtothe Children eased

With explant^fion kind

The Truth must dazzle gradually

Or every man be blind -

Is Heaven a Physician?

They say that He can heal -

But Medicine Posthumous
Is unavailable -

Is Heaven an Exchequer?

They speak of what we owe
But that negotiation

I'm not a Party to -

1
5

Die Grille sang.

Die Sonne schwand,

Handwerker säumten. Band für Band,

Den letzten Tagesrand.

Das Gras sank tief, vom Tau bedeckt.

Das Zwielicht stand wie Fremde stehn

Gezogenen Huts, neu und korrekt

Im Bleiben oder Gehn.

Als Nachbar kam Unendlichkeit -

Und Weisheit als Unkenntlichkeit -

Und Friede als ein häuslich All -

Dann war die Nacht bereit.

1

1

1

>

t

Oag alles wahr, doch sag es schräg -

Im Umweg liegt Gewinn:

Für schwachen Glücksbedarf zu scharf

Der Wahrheit Wundersinn.

Wie Blitz, durch mildes Wort erklärt,

Vertrauter wird dem Kind,

Muß Wahrheit blenden nach und nach.

Sonst würde jeder blind.

c^^

Ist Gott ein Arzt? Man redet

Von seiner Heilungskrah -

Doch gibt es keine Medizin,

Die Tote leben macht -

Ist Gott Finanzminister?

Man sagt, wir schulden viel -

Jedoch bei dieser Transaktion

Halt ich mich aus dem Spiel -
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A little Madness in the Spring

Is wholesome even for the King,

But God be with the Clown -

Who ponders this tremendous scene

This whole Experiment of Green

As if^ it were his own!

j^'/o
How happy is the Httle Stone

That rambles in the Road aione,

And doesn't care about Careers

And Exigencies never fears -

Whose Q)at of elernental Brown
A passing Universe put on,

And independent as the Sun

Associates or glows alone,

Fulfilling absolute Decree

In casual simplicity -

I

1

n/P
Urowning is not so pitiful

As the attempt to rise.

Three times, 'tis said, a sinking man
Comes up to face the skies,

And then declines forever

To that abhorred abode,

Where hope and he part Company -

For he is grasped of God.

The Maker's cordial visage,

However good to see,

Is shunned, we must admint it,

Like an adversitiy.

Ein leichter Frühlingswahnsinn tut

Sogar dem König selber gut,

Doch Gott sei mit dem Clown,

Der die gewalt'gen Szenerien -

Experiment aus lauter Grün -

Als eigenes Werk bestaunt!

1

1

1

>
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Wie glücklich ist der kleine Stein,

Der seiner Wege geht allein

Und sich nicht kümmert um Karrieren,

Die Angst nicht kennt, sich zu bewähren

Den unscheinbaren braunen Mantel trägt.

Den ihm die Welt zufällig angelegt.

Und wie die Sonne frei beschließt,

Ob er mit andern, ob allein genießt.

Der, unbefangen wie er ist und schlicht.

Dem Obersten Gesetz entspricht -

Ertrinken ist so kläglich nicht

Wie der Versuch, emporzustreben.

Dreimal darf ein Versinkender

Sein Haupt zum Himmel heben.

Eh er auf ewig niedergeht

Zu der verhaßten Rast,

Wo sich die Hoffnung ihm entzieht

Weil Gott ihn dort umfaßt.

Des Schöpfers trautes Antlitz,

So gern man es auch sieht.

Gleicht, wenn wir es bekennen,

Dem Unheil, das man flieht.
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My life closed twice before its close;

It yet remains to see

If Immortality unveil

A third event to me,

So huge, so hopeless to conceive
As these that twice befeil.

Parting is all we know of heaven,

And all we need of hell.

To make a prairie it takes a clover and one bee,
One clover, and a bce.

And rcvery.

The rcvery alone will do,

If bees are few.

Mein Leben schloß sich zweimal vor dem Schluß;

Noch ist's nicht zu ersehn

Ob mir Unsterblichkeit bestimmt

Als drittes ein Geschehn,

So groß, ungreifbar hoffnungslos

Wie jene zwei vorher.

Wer Trennung schon vom Himmel kennt,

Braucht keine Hölle mehr.

1

1

1

»
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Man macht eine Prärie mit einem Klee und einer Biene,

Einem Klee und einer Biene

Und Phantasie.

Die Phantasie tut's auch allein,

Sollten Bienen selten sein.

(7 70
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ANMERKUNGEN ZU DEN GEDICHTEN

Die Anordnung der Gedichte in^^ei^orU^Gnderi Atswahl
bezieht sich auf die numerierte Folge in der Harvard-Ausgabe The
Poems ofEmily Dkkinson und umfaßt die Periode von 1 849 bis 1 8 8 2.

Die Rechtschreibung und Interpunktion der Originalfassungen
wurden unverändert beibehalten.

Über die Bedeutung von Emily Dickinsons Gedankenstrichen
gibt es fast ebenso viel verschiedene Theorien wie über die Identität
ihrer vermeintlichen Liebhaber. Auch hier sind die Resultate bisher
unergiebig geblieben. Doch gehören die Gedankenstriche 2u
Emily wie die Sommersprossen auf ihrem Busen, die sie in ihrem
aggressiven Gedicht "Rearrange a Wife's Affection" als unver-
kennbare persönliche Merkmale erwähnt. Sie fordern den Leser
heraus, den Gedankensprüngen der Dichterin zu folgen, manch-
mal vor einer unerwarteten Wendung kurz den Atem anzuhalten,
Verbindungsbrücken zwischen scheinbar unüberbrückbaren
Gegensätzen herzustellen und gelegentlich - am Ende eines
Gedichts - den Ausgang offenzulassen. Natürlich bleibt es dem
Leser freigestellt, diesen und anderen Spekulationen seine eigenen
hinzuzufügen.

BRIEFE

T*J
1
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Hat^s der Dickinsons von 1840- i8jj

ZUM BRIEFWECHSEL ZWISCHEN ExMILY DICKINSON

UND THÜiMAS WENTWüRTH HIGGINSON

Als Emily Dickinson am 1 5. April 1862 ihren ersten Brief (ohne

formelle Anrede) an "Mr Higginson" schrieb, war er eine

berühmte Persönlichkeit, nicht nur als Schriftsteller und Kritiker,

sondern auch als revolutionärer Kämpfer für die Sklavenbefreiung

und als ehemaliger Prediger, der in seiner Antrittspredigt (1852)

gesagt hatte: „Wir brauchen mehr Radikalismus in unserer

Religion und mehr Religion in unserem Radikalismus." Sein

Auftreten auf den verschiedensten öffentlichen Schauplätzen

wurde regelmäßig in der Tageszeitung "Springfield Republican"

kommentiert und von einem großen Publikum verfolgt. Dazu

gehörte auch Emily Dickinson, trotz ihrer Beteuerung, daß sie

keine anderen Nachrichten erreichten als der „alltägliche Bericht

von der Unsterblichkeit".

Ein Aufsatz von Higginson über die Kunst des Schreibens in

der Aprilnummer des Atlantic Monthly hatte viele unbekannte

Schriftsteller dazu ermutigt, ihm ihre Manuskripte einzusenden.

Wie er an den Herausgeber des Atlantic schrieb, befand sich unter

dem Material nichts, was zur Veröffentlichung geeignet gewesen

wäre. Trotzdem: Emily Dickinsons erregter, dringlicher Appell

und die Originalität ihrer beigefügten Gedichte hatten sein

Interesse geweckt. Er antwortete ihr fast umgehend und bat sie um

weitere Gedichte sowie um ein Bild von sich und einige biographi-

sche Angaben. Sie benutzte ihre erprobte „schräge" W-ahrheits-

methode, beantwortete seine Fragen mit neuen rätselhaften An-

spielungen oder gar nicht und behauptete, sie habe „vor diesem

Winter kein Gedicht geschrieben" und der Gedanke an Veröffent-

lichung läge ihr „so fern ... wie das Firmament der Fischflosse".

Sie nannte Higginson ihren Mentor und unterzeichnete ihre Briefe

mit "your scholar" („Ihre Schülerin"). (Das englische Wort

"scholar" ist grammadkalisch neutral und hat die zusätzliche

Bedeutung von Gelehrsamkeit; es kann als Bezeichnung für einen

Gelehrten wie für einen „Belehrten" benutzt werden). Sie bat ihn

um seine Freundschaft und Hilfe, und er ging darauf ein. Die

Freundschaft entwickelte sich in einer für beide unerwarteten

VC eise, aber die wohlgemeinte Kritik, die er an ihrer dichterischen

Ausdrucksform übte, wurde von ihr lediglich mit Dank zur

Kenntnis genommen, ohne zu den von ihrem Lehrmeister

erwünschten Resultaten zu führen.

1

1

1
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Ihr Brief vom August 1 862 erweckt fast den Eindruck, als hätte
sie sich wirklich bemüht, sich seinen Anforderungen anzupassen.
„Sind die [Gedichte] hier ordentlicher?" fragt sie, und „Wollen Sie
mir helfen, mich 2 a bessern?" Sie ist anscheinend berek, orthogra-
phische Fehler zu korrigieren, aber ihr persönlicher Stil bleibt
unkorrigierbar. Bei aller scheinbaren Bescheidenheit dem Lehrer
gegenüber, tritt sie ihm immer wieder mit erstaunlicher Überlegen-
heit entgegen. Was sie für sich als wichtig und notwendig erkannte
(die „Botschaft der Natur", die sie weitergibt), bedarf keiner
anderen Autorität. Die wiederholt gemachte Erfahrung, daß ihre
Sprache nicht die ihrer Zeitgenossen war, führte sie diu, ihren
„Brief an die Welt" für spätere Zeiten aufzubewahren.

Emilys Bruder Austin sagte nach ihrem Tod, sie habe vor
Higginson „posiert", das heißt, ihm etwas vorgespielt. Doch das
trifft nur bedingt zu. Obwohl es ihr nicht schwerfiel, in wechseln-
den Rollen und Verkleidungen vor ihren Freunden zu erscheinen,
darf man ihr glauben, wenn sie an Higginson schrieb: „Sie wußten
nicht, dai5 Sie mir das Leben gerettet haben" - und ihn später ihren
„sichersten Freund" nannte, zu dem sie immer flüchten konnte.

In der modernen Literaturkritik wurde Higginson noch bis
Ende der sechziger Jahre ziemlich einstimmig als Vertreter des
bormerten, spießerischen Pharisäertums angegriffen. Man warf
ihm vor, daß er Emily Dickinsons Gerne nicht sofort entdeckt und
es mit der Welt geteilt hatte. Diese Kritik ist ungerecht, denn sie
entstellt die Tatsachen. Higginsons persönliche Aufzeichnungen
und Äußerungen sind unmittelbare Beweise dafür, wie stark er sich
von der Wirkung ihres Genies ergriffen fühlte und wie unbehag-
lich ihm dabei zumute war. Er versuchte, sie in die „normale" Welt
seiner literarischen Salons einzuführen und sie damit gesellschafts-
fähig zu machen. Aber auch wenn es ihm gelungen wäre, ihre
Widerstände gegen diese Art von „Menagerien" zu überwinden er
hatte, selbst mit dem großen Einfluß seiner Persönlichkeit, ihr
nicht das Ansehen verschaffen können, das ihr in vollem Ausmaß
erst in diesem Jahrhundert zuteil wurde. Daß er nach ihrem Tod
den Mut aufbrachte, sich als Vorkämpfer für ihr Werk einzusetzen
und den oft höhnischen Angriffen vieler seiner Kollegen mit
bewundernswerter Standhaftigkeit zu begegnen, ist eine Leistung
mit der die Geschichte von Emily Dickinsons Ruhm beginnt.

66

15. April 1862

Mr Higginson,

Sind Sie zu schwer beschäftigt, um zu sagen, ob mein Vers lebt?

Der Geist ist sich selbst so nah - er kann nicht klar sehen - und

ich habe keinen, den ich fragen kann -

Sollten Sie glauben, daß er atmet - und hätten Sie die Muße, es

mir zu sagen, ich würde tiefe Dankbarkeit empfinden -

Wenn ich im Irrtum bin - wollten Sie mir das sagen - es würde

meine Achtung vor Ihnen erhöhen -

Ich füge meinen Namen bei - und bitte Sie - sehr geehrter Herr -

mir zu sagen, was wahr ist?

Daß Sie mich nicht verraten werden - darum brauche ich Sie

nicht zu bitten - denn die Ehre ist ihr eigenes Unterpfand -

Anstelle einer Unterschrift fügte ED eine Karte bei, auf die sie ihren Namen

schrieb. Dieser erste Brief an Higginson ist der Beginn einer Korrespondenz,

die bis zum letzten Monat vor ihrem Tod anhielt. Der äußere Anlaß war ein

Leitartikel von Higginson im Atlantic Monthly, "Letter to a Young rx)ntribu-

tor" (Brief an einen jungen Einsender), in dem er schreibenden Anfängern

praküsche Ratschläge gab. Der Brief an Higginson enthielt vier Gedichte von

ED.

25. April 1862

Mr Higginson,

Ihre Freundlichkeit verdiente einen früheren Dank - aber ich

war krank - und schreibe heute auf meinem Kissen.

Ich danke Ihnen für die C^peration - sie war nicht so schmerzhaft

wie ich erwartete. Ich bringe Ihnen andere [Gedichte] - wie Sie es

verlangen - obwohl sie vielleicht nicht anders sind -

Solange mein Gedanke unbekleidet ist - sehe ich den Unter-

schied, aber wenn ich ihnen etwas anziehe - ist einer wie der andere,

starr und stumm.

Sie fragten, wie alt ich sei? Ich habe vor diesem Winter kein

Gedicht geschrieben - bis auf eins oder zwei - verehrter Herr -

Ich hatte einen Schrecken - seit September - über den ich mit

niemand sprechen konnte - und so singe ich wie der Knabe am

Friedhof - weil ich mich fürchte - Sie fragen nach meinen Büchern

- An Dichtern - habe ich Keats - und Mr und Mrs Browning. An

Prosa - Mr Ruskin - Sir Thomas Browne - und die Offenbamn-

gen. Ich bin zur Schule gegangen - aber in Ihrem Sinne hatte ich

67
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kerne Ausbildung. Als kleines Mädchen hatte ich einen Freund der™ch ünsterbhch'<en lehrte - aber er selbst wagte s.ch zu nah h;ran

unH 'r.T"," " ''''^ "'"'"''"' '"^'" '-hrer gestorben war-und viele Jahre lang war mein Lexikon mem einziger Ciefährte -
Dann fand ,ch einen anderen - aber er wollte mich nicht als
Schülerin - so verließ er das Land.

Sie fragen nach meinen Gefähnen. Die Hügel - Herr - und der
Sonnenuntergang - und ein Hund - so groß wie ich, den mir meinVater kaufte - Sie sind besser als menschliche Wesen - weil si^
>.'.ssen - aber nichts verraten - und der Lärm im Teich am Mittag -
übertrifft mein Klavier. Ich habe einen Bruder und eine SchwesL
- Meine Mutter hält nichts vom Denken - und Vater ist zu
beschaf„gr mtt seinen Gerichtsakten, um zu merken, was wir tun -Er kauft mir viele Bücher - aber bittet mich, sie nicht zu lesen -denn er furchtet, daß sie den Geist zerrütten. Alle sind gläubig -
au&r m,r - und reden ieden Morgen eine Eklipse an - die sie ihfen
,.Vater nennen. Aber ich fürchte, meine Geschichte ermüdet Sie -kh wurde gerne lernen - Können Sie mir sagen, wie man wächst -oder ist das nicht mitteilbar - wie Melodie - cKler Hexenkunst =

Sie sprechen von Mr Whitman - Ich habe sein Buch nie gelesen

'

horte aber, daß er schändlich sei -
^ "

mich'in d"' n'\''r°"'
"^'-"-^'-«" gelesen, aber es hatmich in der Dunkelheit verfolgt - deshalb wich ich ihr aus -

Zwei Redakteure von Zeitschriften kamen diesen Winter inmeines Vaters Haus ^ und fragten, was meine Meinung sei - und als.ch sie fragte „Warum?", sagten sie, ich sei knausefig - und Lwollten sie |die Meinung] der Welt mitteilen -
Ich selbst konnte mein Selbst nicht messen -
Meine Grölk erschien mir - klein - Ich las Ihre Kapitel imÄ. und empfand Achtung vor Ihnen - Ich war sicher Siewurden eine vertrauliche Frage nicht zurückweisen -
Ist dies - mein Herr - was Sie von mir hören wollten,:»

In Freundschaft

E - Dickinson.

lligginsons Anikel im .Ma.ür Mo„,hly zitiert Ruskin und erwähn, Sir

.«. .en er.en ... . ::^ Ĵt^^tSrr
68

("Modern Painters"), die ihn zum einflußreichsten Kritiker seiner Zeit machte.

Sir Thomas Browne (1605 -1682), englischer Arzt und SchriftsteUer, verband

in seinen Werken religiöse Betrachtungen und Skeptizismus.

PlD's „Freund, der [sie] Unsterblichkeit lehrte", war, wie man annimmt,

Benjamin Franklin Newton, ein Jura-Praktikant, der von 1847 bis 1849 ^ei

ihrem X'ater arbeitete. Lr war neun Jahre älter als sie und hatte einen

entscheidenden F:influß auf ihre frühe Fintwicklung. (Siehe auch Anmerkung

auf Seite 89.)

Wak Whitman (1819-1892) hatte 18^5 mit der X'croffentlichung seines

ersten Gedichtbandes „Grashalme" ("Leaves of Grass") großes allgemeines

Aufsehen erregt.

"Circumstance" („Der Umstand") war eine im Atlantic vom Mai 1860

veröffentlichte Erzählung der damals sehr beliebten Schriftstellerin Harriet

Prescott Spofford.

7. Juni 1862

Lieber Freund,

Ihr Brief brachte keine Trunkenheit, weil ich Rum schon vorher

gekostet hatte - Domingo kommt nur einmal - doch haben mich

wenig Freuden so tief berührt wie Ihr Urteil, und wollte ich Ihnen

zu danken versuchen, würden die Tränen meine Zunge hemmen -

Mein sterbender Lehrer sagte mir, er würde leben wollen bis ich

ein Dichter geworden wäre, aber der Tod war für mich ein Auf-

ruhr, den ich kaum beherrschen konnte damals - und noch lange

danach - wenn ein plötzliches Licht auf den Obstgärten oder eine

neue Mode des Windes meine Aufmerksamkeit erregte - fühlte ich

eine Lähmung in mir - die von den Versen nur gelindert wird -

Ihr zweiter Brief überraschte mich und machte mich einen

Augenblick schwanken - Ich hatte ihn nicht erwartet - Ihr erster

brachte keine Schande, denn die Wahrhaftigen schämen sich nicht

- Ich dankte Ihnen für Ihre Gerechtigkeit aber konnte die

Schellen nicht fallen lassen, deren Geklingel meinen schweren

Schritt dämpfte - Vielleicht wirkte der Balsam besser, weil Sie mich

erst bluten ließen.

Ich lächle bei Ihrem Vorschlag, ich solle vorläufig nichts

„veröffentlichen" - weil das meinen Gedanken so fern ist wie das

Firmament der Fischflosse -

Wenn der Ruhm mir gehörte, könnte ich ihm nicht entfliehen -

wenn nicht, würde mich der längste Tag auf der Jagd überholen -

und die Anerkennung meines Hundes ginge mir verloren Mein

barfüßiger Rang ist besser -
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Sie finden meinen Ciang sprunghaft Ich bin in Gefahr f lerr -

Sie finden, mir fehlt die Kontrolle Ich habe kein Tribunal
NX urden Sie Zeit haben, der „Freund" zu sein, den ich, wie Sie

meinen, brauche.^ [. . .|

\X enn ich Ihnen bringen dürfte, was ich mache - nicht so oft daß
es Sie stören wir-de und Sie fragen konnte, ob ich 's klar gesagt
habe - war' das für mich Kontrolle -

Der Seemann, der den Nord nicht sieht mul5 seinem Kompaß
traun - ^

Der „Hand im Dunkeln mir gereicht", halt' ich die meine hin
und kehre um Ich habe |ctzr nichts Angelsächsisches -

Als bat' ich um Almosen nur,

Und die erstaunte Hand
Bekommt ein Königreich geschenkt,
Lnd ich steh wie gebannt -

Als fragte ich den ( )rient.

Wird mir ein Tag gewährt -

Und er hebt seinen Purpurdamm,
Daß mich sein Licht zerstört!

\X ollen Sie wirklich mein Lehrmeister sein, Mr Higginsonf'

In Ireundschaft

!> Dickinson -

bedeutet
.

de Sprache versagt mir, w,c aus c.ncm G<:dichtcntwurf hervorgeht
-n dem s,e l.ngh.h language" als Alternative für "Saxcn" eruaut

'

Juli 1862

(dauben Sie mir auch ohne eines:- Ich habe kein Portrait aber ich
bin klein wie der Zaunkönig, und mein Haar ist dreist wie die
Kastanienklette und meine Augen sind wie der Sherry in dem
Glas, das der (iast stehen läßt ~ Genügt Ihnen das?

Vater ist oft besorgt darüber Kr sagt, der Tod konnte
eintreffen, und er hat Abdrücke von allen anderen aber von mir

hat er keinen, doch ich habe festgestellt, daß das Lebendige in

wenigen Tagen von diesen Dingen abfällt und verhüte die Schande

- Sie werden das nicht als Laune ansehen -

Sie sagten „Dunkel". Ich kenne den Schmetterling - und die

Eidechse - und die Orchidee -

Sind das nicht Ihre Landsleute?

Ich bin glücklich, Ihre Schülerin zu sein und werde die

F^reundlichkeit verdienen, die ich nicht vergelten kann.

» •* V

1

V

^ \mherst um i'^^j

Wenn Sie wirklich zustimmen, trage ich jetzt vor -

Wollen Sie mir meine Ixhler sagen, so offen als sprächen Sie zu

sich selbst, denn lieber will ich zusammenzucken als sterben. Man

ruft den Chirurgen nicht, um den Knochen zu loben, sondern um

ihn einzurenken, mein Herr, und der innere Bruch ist kritischer.

Und dafür, verehrter Lehrmeister, verspreche ich Ihnen Gehor-

sam die Blüte aus meinem Garten und jede Dankbarkeit, die ich

kenne. X'ielleicht lächeln Sie über mich. Das würde mich nicht

hindern - Der Aulknkreis ist meine Angelegenheit - Eine

Unkenntnis, nicht der Gebräuche, aber mit der Morgenröte ertappt

zu werden oder vom Sonnenuntergang entdeckt und ich das

einzige Känguruh inmitten all der Schönheit, das, verehrter Herr,
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bedrückt m.ch., und ich meinte, daß Unterweisung mich befreien
könnte.

Da Sie so v ele Obliegenheiten haben, abgesehen von meinem
Wachstum - werden Sie selbst bestimmen, wie oft ich kommen soll
- ohne zur Last zu fallen. Und wenn Sie irgendwann - bereuen
mich empfangen zu haben, oder wenn ich mich aus anderem Stoff
erweise als Sie annahmen - müssen Sie mich verbannen -
Wenn ^h mich als Vertreterin der Verse ausgebe - heißt das

mcht. daß ich es bin - sondern eine angenommene Person. Sie
haben recht mit der ..Vollkommenheit."
Das Heute macht das Gestern minderwertig.
Sie sprachen von „Pippa geht vorüber" - Ich habe nie zuvor

jemanden von „Pippa geht vorüber" sprechen hören.
Sie sehen, ich lebe in Unwissenheit.
Ihiien zu danken verwirrt mich. Sind Sie allmächtig? Wenn icheme i^reude hätte, die Sie nicht haben, würde es mich beglücken sie

Ihnen zu bringen.

Ihre Schülerin

Robert Browning (.8,2-1889), englischer Dichter, verheiratet mit Fliza-

ist'efne'dt"™" m h' T'"
Angelegenheit" (My Busmess « Circumference)m eine der von ED hauf.g zitierten FormuUerungen, die den Biographen derDichtenn zu den verschiedensten .Auslegungen Anlaß gegeben hat DeBegnff (.ircumterence-, der in vielen ihrer Gedichte auftauch, ha, .ntinemgewohnhchen Gebrauch die Bedeutung von „Peripherie" '«ier uTCGrenze e.nes Kre.ses". Für ED gehört er zu den mag.schen Wor.enm.'; denen.e d^e A„.,g„ehkeit" in die „Mögüchke.t" verhandelt. Vg das G^.ch

Lieber Freund -
August 186.

Sind die hier ordentlicher? Ich danke Ihnen für die Wahrheit -
Ich hatte keinen Herrscher in meinem Leben und kann mich

nicht selbst regieren, und wenn ich meine beschränkten Kräfte zu
ordnen suche - explodieren sie - und ich bleibe dürftig und
verkohlt zurück - ^

Ich glaube, Sie nannten mich „eigensinnig". Wollen Sie mir
nelten, mich zu bessern.^
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Ich nehme an, daß der Stolz, der uns mitten im Wald den Atem

anhalten läßt, nicht unser eigener ist -

Sie sagen, ich gestehe die kleinen Fehler ein und übergehe die

großen - Weil ich die Orthographie sehen kann - aber die unsicht-

bare Unwissenheit |zu entdecken] ist die Aufgabe meines Lehrers -

W arum ich „den Verkehr mit Männern und Frauen meide" - sie

sprechen laut über heilige Dinge - und verwirren meinen Hund -

Er und ich haben nichts gegen sie einzuwenden, wenn sie auf ihrer

Seite bleiben. Ich glaube, Carlo würde Ihnen gefallen - Er ist

stumm und tapfer - Ich glaube, Sie würden den Kastanienbaum

mögen, dem ich auf meinem Weg begegnete. Er tauchte plötzlich

vor mir auf - und ich dachte, der Himmel steht in Blüte -

Dann gibt es ein geräuschloses Geräusch im (Obstgarten - das ich

andere Leute hören lasse - Sie sagten mir in einem Brief, Sie

könnten mich „jetzt" nicht besuchen, und ich gab keine Antwort,

nicht weil ich keine hatte, sondern weil ich nicht glaubte, so eine

weite Reise wert zu sein -

Ich bitte nicht um eine so große Freude, damit Sie sie mir nicht

versagen -

Sie schreiben „Jenseits Ihres Wesens." Sie würden keinen

Scherz mit mir treiben, weil ich Ihnen glaube - aber verehrter

I^hrer - meinen Sie's im Ernst? Alle Leute sagen „VC as?" zu mir,

aber ich hielt das für eine Redensart -

Als ich als kleines Mädchen oft im VC'ald war, sagte man mir, daß

die Schlange mich beißen würde, daß ich eine giftige Blume

pflücken könne oder daß Waldgeister mich entführen würden, aber

ich ging weiter und traf niemanden aulkr Engeln, die viel mehr

Scheu vor mir zeigten als ich vor ihnen, deshalb halte ich nichts von

dem Betrug, den viele üben.

Ich werde Ihre Lehre beachten - obwohl ich sie nicht immer

verstehe.

Ich hatte eine Zeile in einem Vers unterstrichen - weil ich sie

fand, nachdem ich ihn geschrieben hatte - und nie bewußt eine

Farbe anrühre, die ein anderer gemischt hat -

Ich gebe sie nicht auf, weil sie mir gehört.

Haben Sie ein Bild von iVIrs Browning? Ich habe drei geschickt

bekommen - Wenn Sie keins besitzen, wollen Sie eins von mir?

Ihre Schülerin

Dieser Brief enthielt zwei Gedichte.
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Februar 1863
Lieber Freund,

Ich hatte nicht geglaubt, daß planetarische Kräfte vernichten -

sondern, daß sie einem Austausch von Gebieten oder Welten
unterliegen -

Ich hätte Sie gern gesehen, bevor Sie unwahrscheinlich wurden.
Der Krieg ist für mich ein abgelegener Ort - Sollte es noch weitere

Sommer geben, würden Sie vielleicht kommen?
Ich entdecke, daß Sie fort waren, durch Zufall, wie ich entdecke,

daß Welten oder Jahreszeiten nicht mehr da sind, ohne die Ursache
zu erfahren - aber ich nehme an, es ist ein Verrat des Fortschritts -

der im Gehen vergehen läßt. Carlo - ist noch geblieben - und ich

hab ihm gesagt -

Gewinn braucht Prüfung durch Verlust -

Erst dann wird er Gewinn -

Mein langhaariger Verbündeter stimmte dem bei -

Vielleicht lehrte mich der Tod - Ehrfurcht vor meinen Freunden
- er traf so scharf und früh, denn seitdem ist meine Liebe für sie

zerbrechlich geworden - ich trage sie mit mehr ängstlicher

Vorsicht als friedlicher Zuversicht. Ich hoffe, Sie werden die

Grenze des Krieges überschreiten, und obwohl ich nicht zum
Gebet erzogen bin - wenn in der Kirche der Gottesdienst für

unsere Waffen gehalten wird, schließe ich Sie ein [. . .] Ich dachte

heute - als ich feststellte, daß das „Übernatürliche" nichts anderes

ist als das Natürliche - enthüllt:

Die „Offenbarung" ist bereit.

Nur unser Auge nicht -

Aber ich fürchte, ich halte Sie auf -

Sollten Sie, bevor Sie dies erreicht, Unsterblichkeit erfahren, wer
wird mich von dem Tausch verständigen ? Wenn Sie, in Ehren, den
Tod vermeiden können, so bitte ich Sie inständig - verehrter Herr
- Er würde trauernd hinterlassen

Ihren Gnom -

Ich hoffe, die „Prozession der Blumen" war keine Vorahnung.

i

4

Higginson war im November 1862 als Befehlshaber des ersten Regiments

von schwarzen Soldaten nach South Carolina gegangen und im Dezember zum
Oberst ernannt worden. Anscheinend erfuhr ED diese Tatsachen durch

Zeitungsartikel im Spriwjjkld Kepuhlican. Die „Prozession der Blumen" war ein

Aufsatz von Higginson, der im Dezember 1862 im Atlantic Monthly erschien.

Für die Unterschrift konnte Higginson keine Erklärung geben.

Cambridge, Anfang Juni 1864

Lieber Freund,

Sind Sie in Gefahr -

Ich wußte nicht, daß Sie verwundet wurden. Wollen Sie mir

mehr darüber sagen? Mr Hawthorne ist gestorben.

Ich bin krank seit September und seit April in Boston in

Behandlung bei einem Arzt - Er läßt mich nicht fort, doch ich

arbeite in meinem Gefängnis und mache mir meine eigenen Gäste -

Carlo ist nicht mitgekommen, weil er im Gefängnis sterben

würde, und die Berge konnte ich nicht tragen, so nahm ich nur die

Götter mit -

Ich wünsche mir, Sie zu sehen, mehr noch als vor meiner

Krankheit - Sagen Sie mir etwas über Ihre Gesundheit?

Ich bin überrascht und beunruhigt, seit ich Ihre Zeilen erhielt -

Die einz'ge Neuigkeit für mich

Ist der alltägliche Bericht

Von der Unsterblichkeit.

Können Sie meinen Bleistift lesen?

Der Arzt hat mir die Feder weggenommen.

Ich lege die Adresse eines |an mich geschriebenen] Briefes bei,

falls meine Zeichen versagen - Von Ihrer Genesung zu wissen -

würde mir mehr bedeuten als die eigene -

E - Dickinson

Higginson war im Juli 1863 vcru-undet worden und verließ die Armee im

Mai 1864. ED fuhr am 4. Februar 1864 nach Boston, um einen Arzt wegen

eines Augenleidens zu konsultieren. Anscheinend verordnete er eine längere

Behandlung unter seiner Aufsicht. Sie verbrachte sieben Monate, gemeinsam

mit ihren Kusinen Louise und IVances Norcross, in einer Pension in

Cambridge bei Boston. Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804- 1864), amerikanischer

Schriftsteller, der durch seinen ersten Roman, „Der scharlachrote Buchstabe",

berühmt wurde.
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Anfang 1866

Lieber Freund.

Wen mein Hund verstanden hat, kann anderen nicht entgehen.

(Whom niy dog understood could not elude others.)

Ich würde mich freuen, Sie zu sehen, aber das erscheint mir als

eine geisterhafte Freude - unerfüllbar. Boston ist für mich

ungewiß.

Ich hatte versprochen, meinen Arzt für ein paar Tage im Mai zu

besuchen, aber Vater ist dagegen, weil er mich aus Gewohnheit
braucht.

Ist der Weg nach Amherst weiter?

Sie würden einen winzigen Gastgeber finden, aber ein ausge-

dehntes Willkommen -

Falls Sie meiner Schlange begegnen und glauben, ich täuschte

Sie, man hat sie mir gestohlen - und außerdem durch die

Interpunktion in der dritten Zeile zerstört. Die dritte und die vierte

gehören zusammen - Ich hatte Ihnen gesagt, ich ließe nichts

drucken - Ich fürchtete, Sie würden mich für wichtigtuerisch

halten. Wenn ich Sie weiter inständig bitte, mich zu belehren, ist

Ihnen das unangenehm?

Ich werde geduldig sein - beständig, nie Ihr Messer zurück-

weisen, und wenn meine Langsamkeit Sie reizt, so wußten Sie doch
längst vor mir:

Kein Leben ist ein Rund,

Es sei denn klein -

Das eilt zum Kreise hin,

Taucht auf, geht ein -

' C •v/

- ^ *j.

/
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Die großen reifen spät

Und fallen nicht so schnell -

Der Hesperiden Sommertag

Bleibt lange hell.

Dickinson

I

Gedicht an Sue um 1S61

Dieser Brief enthielt ein weiteres Gedicht und einen Zeitungsausschnitt aus

dem SpringfieU Weekly Kepublican mit einem Gedicht von EID. Sie bezieht

sich auf einen Brief von Higginson, der den VC unsch aussprach, sie zu sehen

und sie „ausweichend" nannte. Das veröffentlichte Gedicht ('A narrow Fellow

in the Cirass") wurde von dem Herausgeber Samuel Bowles, einem Freund der

Dickinson-Familie, der in E:,D's Briefen und in ihrem heben eine bedeutende

Rolle spielte, mit dem Titel „Die Schlange" versehen.
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9. Juni 1866

Lieber Freund

Bitte danken Sie der Dame. Es ist sehr lieb von ihr, an mich zu

denken.

Ich muß Boston aufgeben. Vater will es so. Er läßt mich gern in

seiner Begleitung reisen, aber ist dagegen, daß ich Besuche mache.

Darf ich Sie als meinen Gast dem Gasthaus von Amherst

anvertrauen? Wenn ich Sie einmal gesehen habe, wird es mir eine

größere Freude sein, mich zu bessern, denn dann werde ich wissen,

was meine Fehler sind.

Ihre Meinung gibt mir ein ernstes Gefühl. Ich wäre gerne so, wie

Sie mich sehen.

Danke, ich wünschte, Carlo wäre hier.

Die Zeit ist Prüfstein unsrer Not,

Jedoch kein Heilungstrank -

Beweist sie das, beweist sie auch,

Der Kranke war nie krank.

Aber ich habe den Hügel, meinen Rest von Gibraltar.

Die Natur, so scheint es mir, spielt auch ohne Freund.

Sie erwähnen die Unsterblichkeit.

Das ist das Überschwemmungsthema. Man sagte mir, das Ufer

sei der sicherste Ort für den flossenlosen Geist. Ich gehe selten auf

Entdeckungen aus, seit mein stummer Verbündeter [nicht mehr da

ist], aber die „unendliche Schönheit" - von der Sie sprechen,

kommt zu nah zum Suchen.

Um der Verzauberung zu entgehen, muß man immer fliehen.

Das Paradies steht frei.

Wer auch immer wird das Paradies bewohnen, unbekümmert

um Adam und den Widerruf.

Dickinson

Dieser Brief, der zunächst durch den äußerst sparsamen Gebrauch von

Gedankenstrichen auffällt, ist eine Antwort auf Higginsons Drängen, nach

Boston zu kommen, ihre zweite Absage. Vier Gedichte sind beigefügt, (^arlo,

der „stumme Verbündete", war im Januar gestorben. „Bitte danken Sie der

Dame" bezieht sich auf Higginsons Frau Mary, die anscheinend durch ihren

Mann ihr Beileid ausgedrückt hatte. „Das Überschwemmungsthema" (the

Flood subject) ist Gegenstand vieler literaturkritischer Untersuchungen im

Zusammenhang mit F,D's Unsterblichkeitsvorstellungen.
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Juni 1869

Lieber Freund

Ein Brief ist für mich immer wie Unsterblichkeit, denn darin ist

der Geist allein ohne körperlichen Freund. Im Gespräch sind wir
abhängig von Ton und Haltung, deshalb liegt eine Art geisterhafte

Kraft in dem Gedanken, der allein einhergeht - Ich würde Ihnen
gern für Ihre große Freundlichkeit danken, aber ich versuche nie

die Worte anzuheben, die ich nicht halten kann.

Sollten Sie nach Amherst kommen, so würde es mir vielleicht

gelingen, wenngleich Dankbarkeit der schüchterne Reichtum
derjenigen ist, die nichts haben. Ich bin sicher, daß Sie die VC ahrheit

sprechen, weil edle Menschen das tun, aber Ihre Briefe überraschen

mich immer. Mein Leben ist zu einfach und streng, um andere in

Verlegenheit zu setzen.

„Von Engeln gesehen", dafür bin ich kaum verantwortlich.

Es ist schwer, an einem so schönen Ort nicht eine erfundene

Form anzunehmen, aber der Prüfung strenge Korrektur ist allen

gestattet. (It is difficult not to be fictitious in so fair a place, but test's

severe repairs are permitted all.)

Ich erinnere mich, daß ich als kleines Mädchen jene merkwürdi-

ge Stelle hörte und die „Kraft" vorzog, ohne damals zu wissen, daß

das „Reich" und die „Herrlichkeit" dazu gehörten.

Sie bemerkten, daß ich alleine lebe Für den Auswanderer ist

Heimat ein leeres VC'ort, es sei denn die eigene. Sic sagen

freundlicherweise, daß Sie mich sehen möchten. Wenn Sie sich die

Mühe machen wollten, nach Amherst zu kommen, würde ich mich

sehr freuen, aber ich trete nicht über meines Vaters Boden hinaus in

ein anderes Haus oder eine andere Stadt.

Unsere größten Handlungen sind uns nicht bewußt.

Sie wußten nicht, daß Sie mir das Leben gerettet haben. Ihnen

persönlich zu danken, war seitdem einer meiner wenigen Wünsche.

Das Kind, das um meine Blume bittet, „Willst du?" sagt es -

„Willst du?" - so weiß auch ich nicht, wie ich anders bitten soll um
das, was ich mir wünsche.

Sie werden verzeihen, was ich hier sage, weil mich kein anderer

unterrichtet hat?

Dickinson

79



Di

gehö

Liter

dicht

geog

Lebe

deutf

dank

Dros

sesse:

von <

heitsj

aktut

inner

Dies ist ED's dritter Brief, in dem sie eine Aufforderung, nach Boston zu

kommen, ablehnt und ihre zweite Einladung an Higginson, nach Amherst zu

kommen. Der folgende Brief von Higginson, datiert vom 1 1. Mai 1869, geht

diesem voraus.

[von T. W. Higginson]

Manchmal nehme ich mir Ihre Verse und Briefe vor, liebe

Freundin, und wenn ich ihre seltsame Kraft spüre, ist es nicht

verwunderlich, daß es mir schwerfällt zu schreiben und daß lange

Monate darüber vergehen. Ich habe das größte Bedürfnis, Sie zu

sehen, immer mit dem Gefühl, daß vielleicht, wenn ich Sie einmal

bei der Hand nehmen könnte, ich Ihnen etwas bedeuten möge;

aber mzwischen hüllen Sie sich in diesen feurigen Dunst & ich

kann Sie nicht erreichen, sondern mich nur ergötzen an den

seltenen sprühenden Lichterfunken. Jedes Jahr denke ich, daß ich

es irgendwie einrichten werde, nach Amherst zu fahren & Sie zu

sehen : aber das ist schwer, denn ich habe viele Verpflichtungen für

Vortragsreisen & kann selten zum Vergnügen fahren. Ich würde

gerne zu irgendeiner annehmbaren Zeit nach Boston gehen, um Sie

zu treffen. Ich habe immer die gleiche Beziehung zu Ihnen, &c mein

Interesse an allem, was Sie mir schicken, läßt niemals nach. Ich

würde gerne recht oft von Ihnen hören, aber ich bin immer

ängstlich, weil ich fürchte, was ich schreibe, könnte schlecht gezielt

sein & vorbeitreffen an dem feinen Rand Ihres Denkens. Ich

fürchte, ich könnte so leicht daneben treffen. Dennoch, wie Sie

sehen, bemühe ich mich. Ich glaube, wenn ich Sie einmal sehen und

mich davon überzeugen könnte, daß Sie wirklich sind, würde es

mir besser gelingen. |. .
.]

Es ist schwer zu verstehen, wie Sie so allein leben können und

Gedanken von solch einer Qualität in Ihnen auftauchen, & jetzt ist

Ihnen sogar die Gesellschaft Ihres Hundes entzogen worden.

Jedoch, man wird sich überall isoliert fühlen, wenn man über einen

bestimmten Punkt hinausdenkt oder so leuchtende Geistesblitze

hat, wie sie bei Ihnen auftauchen - deshalb macht vielleicht der Ort

keinen großen Unterschied.

Sie müssen doch manchmal nach Boston kommen? Alle Damen
tun das. Ich frage mich, ob es möglich wäre, Sie zu den Treffen
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herzulocken, die jeden Monat am dritten Montag bei Mrs. Sargent,

15 Chestnut St., um 10 Uhr früh stattfinden, wobei jemand einen

Aufsatz liest & andere reden oder zuhören. Nächsten Montag liest

Mr Emerson, & um 3 Uhr 30 findet ein Treffen des Frauenklubs in

3 Tremont Place statt, wo ich einen Aufsatz über Griechische

Göttinnen lese. Das sollte eine günstige Zeit für Sie sein, obwohl

ich es noch besser fände, wenn Sie an einem Tag kämen, an dem ich

nicht so in Anspruch genommen bin - denn mir liegt mehr daran,

Sie zu sehen als Sie zu unterhalten. Ich werde auch während der

Jubiläumswoche am 25.* und 28. Juni in Boston sein, - oder

würde das Musikfestspiel im Juni Sie dorthin locken? Sie sehen, ich

meine es ernst. Oder brauchen Sie keine Seeluft im Sommer?

Schreiben Sie und erzählen Sie mir etwas in Prosa oder in Versen &
ich werde in Zukunft weniger heikel sein <5c lieber etwas

Ungeschicktes schreiben als gar nichts.

Immer Ihr Freund

[Unterschrift abgeschnitten]

*An dem Tag findet ein zusätzliches Treffen bei Mrs. Sargent

statt & Mr. Weiss wird einen Essay lesen. Ich bin berechtigt, Sie

einzuladen & Sie können einfach klingeln und hereinspazieren.

Higginson nimmt mit diesem Brief als erster den schriftlichen Kontakt nach

einer dreijährigen Unterbrechung der Korrespondenz wieder auf.

16. August 1870

Lieber Freund

Ich werde zu Hause sein und mich freuen.

Ich dachte, Sie sagten am 1 5 • Das Unglaubliche überrascht uns

nie, weil es das Unglaubliche ist.

E. Dickinson

Dieser kurze Brief, der anscheinend persönlich im Amherst House abgegeben

wurde, ist eine Antwort auf Higginsons Anfrage, nachdem er dort angekom-

men war, ob er sie besuchen könne. Sie hatte ihn am Tag zuvor erwartet. Den

folgenden Brief schrieb Higginson am selben Abend nach seinem Besuch an

seine Frau Mary. Lr datierte ihn Amherst, Dienstag, 10 Uhr abends:
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[Auszug]

Ein Schritt wie das Trippeln eines Kindes & herein glitt eine

kleine unscheinbare Frau, deren rötliche Haare wie zwei glatte

Bänder ihr Gesicht umrahmten, ein bißchen wie das von Belle

Dove; nicht unansehnlicher ohne besondere Züge - in einem sehr

schlichten und vorzüglich reinen weißen Piquekleid & einem
blauen netzartigen NX'ollschal. Sie kam mir mit zwei Lilien

entgegen, die sie mir mit einer kindlichen Geste in die Hand gab &

i

i

Geschenk im Emily Dickinson an John L. Graves

sagte: ,Dies ist meine Hinführung', mit einer leisen, ängstlichen,

atemlosen, kindlichen Stimme - und fügte flüsternd liinzu:

,Verzeihen Sie, daß ich Angst habe; ich sehe nie fremde Menschen
und weiß kaum, was ich sage - aber sie fing bald zu sprechen an &
fuhr danach unaufhörlich fort - & sehr ehrerbietig - manchmal
innehaltend, um mich zu bitten, an ihrer Stelle zu sprechen -
aber schnell wieder neu beginnend [. . .] Sie sagte vieles, was
Du närrisch finden würdest und ich weise fand - und auch
manches, was Dir gefallen hätte. Ich werde einige ihrer Aus-
sprüche später hinzufügen. [. . .j [Der Brief wurde am nächsten
Tag fortgesetzt]

82
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Ich kam um 2 Uhr zurück [ins Amherst Home] & fahre um 9 ab.

E. D. hat die ganze Nacht von Dir geträumt (nicht von mir) &
erhielt erst am nächsten Tag meinen Brief, der meine Ankunft

ankündigte! Sie erfuhr von Dir nur durch meine Erwähnung in

meiner Notiz über Charlotte Hawes.

[Aussprüche von ED]

„Frauen reden: Männer schweigen: deshalb graut es mir vor

Frauen."

„Mein Vater liest nur am Sonntag - er liest einsame & strenge

Bücher."

„Wenn ich ein Buch lese [und] dabei mein ganzer Körper so kalt

wird, daß kein Feuer mich wärmen kann, weiß ich, das ist

Dichtung. Wenn ich körperlich das Gefühl habe, als würde mir der

Schädel entfernt, weiß ich, das ist Dichtung. Nur auf diese Weise

kann ich es wissen. Gibt es eine andere?"

„Wie können die meisten Menschen ohne irgendwelche Gedan-

ken leben? Es gibt viele Menschen auf der Welt (Sie müssen sie auf

der Straße bemerkt haben). VClc leben die? Woher nehmen sie die

Kraft, am Morgen ihre Kleider anzuziehen?"

„Als ich den Gebrauch meiner Augen verlor, war es ein Trost zu

bedenken, daß es so wenig wirkliche Bücher gibt, so daß ich leicht

jemanden finden könnte, um mir alle vorlesen zu lassen."

„Die Wahrheit ist so eine seltene Sache, es ist ein Genuß, sie

auszusprechen."

„Das Leben ist für mich Ekstase ^ Gefühl des Daseins ist Glück

genug."

Ich fragte sie, ob es ihr nie an Betätigung fehle, da sie nie ausgeht

& nie Besuch empfängt. „Es ist mir nie eingefallen, daß ich je in

aller Zukunft den geringsten Ansatz zu solch einem Bedürfnis

verspüren könnte" (& fügte hinzu) „Ich glaube, ich habe mich

nicht stark genug ausgedrückt."

Sie bäckt alles Brot, denn ihr Vater mag nur ihr selbstgebacke-

nes, & sagt „Menschen müssen Pudding haben", so verträumt

dabei, als spräche sie von Kometen - so macht sie welche.
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Am nächsten Tag schrieb Higginson wieder an seine Frau und fügte weitere

Notizen über HD bei. Er datierte den Brief: Mittwochmittag
:|

[. .
.] Beim Abschied sagte sie zu mir: „Die Dankbarkeit ist das

einzige Geheimnis, das sich nicht enthüllen kann."

|. .
.] Heute früh sah ich Mr. Dickinson kurz - dünn, trocken &

wortkarg - Ich sah, was für em Leben sie gehabt hat. Dr. S. sagt,

ihre Schwester ist stolz auf sie.

Hier ist ED wieder:

„Können Sie mir sagen, was Zuhause ist?"

„Ich hatte nie eine Mutter. Ich nehme an, eine Mutter ist jemand,

zu dem man läuft, wenn man in Not ist."

„Ich konnte nie die Uhr lesen, bevor ich 1 5 war. Mein Vater

dachte, er hätte es mir beigebracht, aber ich verstand es nicht &
traute mich das nicht zu sagen & traute mich nicht, jemand anderen

zu fragen, aus Angst, er könne es erfahren."

Ihr Vater war nicht streng, scheint mir, aber distanziert. Er
wollte sie |die Kinder] nichts anderes lesen lassen als die Bibel.

Eines Tages brachte ihr Bruder „Kavanagh" nach Hause, versteck-

te es [das Buch] unter der Klavierdecke & verständigte sie durch
Zeichen & sie lasen es: ihr Vater fand es schließlich und war
ärgerlich. Vielleicht geschah es vorher, daß einer seiner Studenten

erstaunt darüber war, daß sie nie von Mrs. Child gehört hatten &
ihnen Bücher brachte & sie in einem Gebüsch vor der Tür
versteckte. Sie waren damals kleine Dinger in kurzen Kleidern,

deren Füße beim Sitzen nicht auf den Boden reichten. Nach dem
ersten Buch dachte sie, aufkr sich vor Begeisterung: „Das also ist

ein Buch! Und es gibt mehr davon!"

„Ist es Vergessenheit oder Versunkensein, wenn die Dinge sich

aus unserem Geist entfernen?"

Major Hunt interessierte sie mehr als irgendein anderer Mann,
den sie je gesehen hatte. Sie erinnerte sich an zwei Dinge, die er

sagte - daß ihr großer Hund „die Kraft der Anziehung verstand"

& wie er sagte, er würde wiederkommen „in einem Jahr. Wenn ich

eine kürzere Zeit nenne, wird es länger sein."

Als ich sagte, ich würde irgendwann wiederkommen, sagte sie:

„Sagen Sie, nach langer Zeit. Irgendwann ist gar nichts."

Nach langer Unfähigkeit, ihre Augen zu benutzen, las sie

Shakespeare & dachte, wozu braucht man irgendein anderes Buch?

Ich war nie mit jemandem zusammen, der meine Nervenkräfte

so erschöpfte. Ohne daß ich sie anrührte, zehrte sie an mir. Ich bin

froh, daß ich nicht in ihrer Nähe lebe. Sie fand mich oft müde und

schien sehr aufmerksam anderen gegenüber zu sein.

Lydia Maria C^hild (1802 -1880), amerikanische Autorin und Verfechterin

der Sklavenbefreiung, veröffentlichte u. a. eine Kinderzeitschrift und ein

Kochbuch "The Frugal Housewife" („Die sparsame Hausfrau"), das sich im

Dickinson-Haushalt befand.

„Kavanagh", 1849 erschienener Roman des amerikanischen Dichters und

Schriftstellers Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807- 1882). Das Buch, dessen

Hauptfiguren sich mit den „Lieben und Leiden" des Künstlers auseinander-

setzen, enthält viele Stellen einer philosophischen Rhetorik, die in ihrem

Exemplar von ED unterstrichen und am Rand angestrichen sind.

Major Edward Hunt war der erste Mann von Helen Hunt Jackson, der 1 863

bei einem Unfall ums Leben kam. Die Bemerkung von Higginson, daß er sie

„mehr interessierte als irgendein anderer Mann" wird inzwischen allgemein als

Mißverständnis angesehen, das moglicherueise auf einer ihrer überschwäng-

lichen Äußerungen beruhte. Helen Hunt (1830- 1885) wurde von Higginson

als „eine der begabtesten Dichterinnen in Amerika" bezeichnet; sie war die

erste, die ein unmittelbares Interesse und Verständnis für l^D's Ciedichte zeigte

und sich immer wieder bemühte, sie zum Veröffentlichen zu überreden.

(Zwanzig |ahre später schrieb Higginson in der Zeitschrift Atlantic Monthly

(Oktober 1891) über seine erste Begegnung mit ED:1

Der i:indnjck, den ich zweifellos hatte, war der einer übermäßigen

Spannung und eines unnormalen Lebens. Vielleicht hätte ich mit der Zeit über

diese ziemlich überspannte Beziehung hinwegkommen können, die nicht mein

Wunsch, sondern ihre Bedürfnisse uns aufgezwungen hatten. Sicher wäre ich

äufJerst froh gewesen, wenn es mir gelungen wäre, sie [die Beziehung] auf die

Stufe der einfachen VCahrheit und alltäglichen Kameradschaftlichkeit zu

bringen; aber es war keineswegs einfach. Ihr \X esen war ein viel zu großes

Rätsel für mich, als daß ich es in dem Interview von einer Stunde hatte lösen

können, und mein Instinkt sagte mir, daß der leiseste Versuch eines direkten

Kreuzverhörs sie veranlassen würde, sich in ihr Schneckenhaus zurückzu-

ziehen; ich konnte nur stillsitzen und zuschauen, wie man es im \Xald tut; ich

mußte meinen Vogel ohne Gewehr erkennen, wie es Emerson empfiehlt.

Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803 -1882), amerikanischer Essayist und Dichter,

Exponent der transzendentalen Philosophie, der bis Anfang des 20. Jahrhun-

derts als bedeutendster geistiger Repräsentant seines Landes angeschen wurde.

Er war gelegentlich in ED's I<:iternhaus und in dem lx:nachbarten Haus ihres

Bruders Austin zu Oast, ohne daß sie selbst ihm begegnete.

1

1

1

>
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26. September 1870

Genug ist eine so große Süßigkeit, daß ich glaube, es kommt
nie vor - nur armselige Fälschungen - Sagenhaft für mich wie
die Männer der Offenbarung, die „nicht mehr Hunger leiden

sollen." Selbst das Mögliche hat seinen unauflöslichen Bestand-

teil -

Nachdem Sie gegangen waren, nahm ich Macbeth und wandte
mich nach "Birnam Wood". Kam zweimal „nach Dunsinane" - so

dachte ich und ging an meine Arbeit.

Meine Erinnerung hat Ihr Kommen als einen ernsten, süßen
Geschmack aufbewahrt und es jetzt zu dem Unwirklichen gelegt -

„Ungefähres" wird verändert -

Geister kamen „und nicht du."

Die Vene kann der Schlagader nicht danken - aber daß sie tief in

deren Schuld steht, muß selbst der Schwerfälligste zugeben, und so

auch ich, die sich bemüht, deren Mühen lautlos bleibt.

Sie stellen große Fragen wie nebenbei. Sie zu beantworten,

wären Ereignisse. (To answer them would be events.) Ich glaube,

ich kann Ihnen vertrauen.

Ich bitte Sie, mir alle meine Unwissenheit zu vergeben.

Ich finde keine Anerkennung so wohltuend wie Ihre Gering-
schätzung.

Sprechen Sie, wenn auch nur um Ihr gehorsames Kind zu tadeln.

Sie haben mir von Mrs. Lowell's Gedichten erzählt.

Würden Sie mir sagen, wo ich sie finden kann oder sind sie nicht

zu besichtigen?

Auch einen Ihrer Aufsätze, vielleicht den einzigen von Ihnen,

den ich nicht kenne. Er war über ein „Türschloß".

Wollen Sie mir darüber schreiben? Wenn ich zuviel verlange,

lehnen Sie es bitte ab - Die Kürze des Lebens hat mich kühn
gemacht.

Die Ferne ist heute abend nah (Abroad is close tonight), und ich

brauche nur die Hände zu heben, um die „Höhen Abrahams" zu
berühren.

Dickinson

i

I

Das Zitat ist aus Offenbarung 7: 16: „Sie wird nicht mehr hungern noch

dürsten ..." Higginson hatte zwei Aufsätze für eine l'rauenzeitschrift, The

Woman's Journal, geschrieben, beide über das Thema I rauenrechte, der erste

betitelt „Die unverschlossene Tür" ("The Door Unlatchcd") und der zweite

„Das unverschlossene Tor" ("The Gate Unlatched"), die beide 1870 erschie-

nen waren. Maria White Loweli (182 1-1853), verheiratet mit dem aner-

kannten amerikanischen Dichter und Literaturkritiker james Russe! Loweli

(1 8 19- 1 891), mit dem sie sich gemeinsam aktiv für die Sklavenbefreiung

einsetzte. Ihre eigenen Gedichte wxirden, wie die von ED, zuerst in einer

kleinen Auswahl nach ihrem Tod gedruckt und erst sehr viel später (1907 und

1956) in vollständigen Ausgaben veröffentlicht.

Ende 1872

Zu leben ist so aufregend, es läßt nur wenig Raum für andere

Beschäftigungen, obwohl Freunde, wenn möglich, ein noch

schöneres Ereignis sind.

Ich bin glücklich, daß Sie die langersehnte Reise gemacht haben

und beruhigt - daß meinem Meister weder Unfall noch Tod

zugestoßen sind.

Stets neu den eigenen Besitz

Zu speichern ist gescheit

In Anbetracht der Dimension

Von anderer Möglichkeit.

Ich habe Ihren Namen oft in rühmlicher FLrwähnung gesehen

und beneidete eine für mich so enthaltsame Gelegenheit. (. .
.
and

envied an occasion so abstinent to me.) Ich danke Ihnen, daß Sie m

Amherst waren. Wenn Sie wiederkommen könnten, wäre es noch

viel besser - aber der schönste Wunsch ist der vergebliche.

Als ich Sie zuletzt sah, war es Mächtiger Sommer - Jetzt ist das

Gras aus Glas, die Wiese Stukkatur und „Stille Wasser" sind im

Teich, wo der Frosch trinkt.

Dieses Verhalten des Jahres tut weh, fast wie Musik die sich

verändert, wenn sie uns am meisten wohltut. Danke für die

„Lektion".

Ich werde sie studieren, obwohl bisher

Der Zirkusschau für mich

Mein Nachbar ghch.

Ihre Schülerin
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Higginson war im April 1872 nach Europa gefahren und im Juli
zurückgekommen. Während dieser Zeit war sein Name häufig im Springield
Kepuhlican eruähnt worden. Am 3. Dezember 1875 hielt Higginson einen
Vortrag in Amherst, und bei der Gelegenheit besuchte er ED zum zweiten
(und letzten) Mal. Am 9. Dezember schrieb er an seine Schwestern: „(. . .j Ich
sah meine exzentrische Dichterin Miss Emily Dickinson, die niemals den
Umkreis ihres Vaterhauses verläßt & nur mich & ein paar andere Menschen
sieht. Sie sagt, ,es gibt immer eine Sache, für die man dankbar sein muß daß
man, man selbst ist & nicht jemand anders,' aber Mary findet das eigentümlich
unangebracht in E. D.'s Fall. Sie |E. D.] kam hereingeschwebt, weiß gekleidet,
mit einer Daphne odora für mich & sagte leise flüsternd ,\X'ie lange werden Sie
bleiben?' Ich fürchte, Marys andere Bemerkung ,Oh, warum hängen sich die
Verrückten so an dich?' trifft weiter zu. Ich werde Euch einige ihrer Gedichte
vorlesen, wenn Ihr kommt."

Juli 1874

An dem letzten Nachmittag, da mein Vater lebte, hatte ich, ohne
jede Vorahnung, das Bedürfnis, bei ihm zu sein, und ich erfand eine

Abwesenheit für Mutter, während Vinnie schlief. Er schien sich

besonders zu freuen, weil ich meistens mit mir allein blieb, und als

sich der Nachmittag verzog, sagte er, er „wünschte, er nähme kein

Ende."

Seine Freude machte mich beinah verlegen, und als mein Bruder
kam, schlug ich ihnen einen Spaziergang vor. Am nächsten
Morgen weckte ich ihn für den Zug - und sah ihn nicht wieder.

Sein Herz war rein und fürchterlich, und ich glaube, es existiert

keins, das ihm gleicht.

Ich bin froh, daß es die Unsterblichkeit gibt - aber ich hätte sie

lieber selbst erprobt - bevor ich ihn übergab.

Mr. Bowles war bei uns - Außer ihm habe ich niemanden
gesehen. Ich habe Sie herbeigewünscht, seit mein Vater starb, und
wenn Sie eine unbesetzte Stunde hätten, wäre das beinah unschätz-
bar. Ich danke Ihnen für jede Freundlichkeit.

Mein Bruder und meine Schwester danken für Ihre Grüße.
Ihre schöne Hymne, war sie nicht prophetisch? Sie hat an jener

Pause im Raum teilgenommen, die ich „Vater" nenne -

88

„Vinnie" Lavinia Norcross Dickinson (183 3 -1899), E!,D's Schwester, die

mit ihr den Haushalt versorgte. Nachdem die Mutter 1875 durch einen

Schlaganfall gelähmt worden war, pflegten die Schwestern gemeinsam die

Kranke bis zu ihrem Tode 1882.

„Ihre schöne Hymne" bezieht sich auf ein Gedicht von Higginson, das F!,D

schon in einem früheren Brief erwähnt hatte und das in der Juninummer der

Zeitschrift Scribners Monthly erschienen war.

Frühjahr 1876

f.
. .] Wenn ich an das einsame Leben meines Vaters denke und an

seinen noch einsameren Tod, finde ich diese Entschädigung -

Nimm alles fort -

Das einzig Stehlenswerte bleibt -

Unsterblichkeit.

Mein frühester Freund schrieb mir in der Woche, bevor er starb:

„Wenn ich lebe, komme ich nach Amherst - wenn ich sterbe,

komme ich bestimmt."

Ist Ihr Haus abgelegener?

Ihre Schülerin

„Mein frühester Freund" war aller VC'ahrscheinlichkeit nach Benjamin

Newton, der am 24. März 1855 starb und den FLD hier zum dritten Mal in ihren

Briefen an Higginson erwähnt. In ihrem Brief an Newtons Pastor, Reverend

Edward E. Haie, vom 13. Januar 1854 schrieb sie: „Mr Newton woirde für

mich ein behutsamer und dc^h ernster Lehrer, der mich lehrte, was lesenswert

war und mir zeigte, welche Autoren zu bewundern waren, was das Größte und

Schönste in der Natur war, und mir jene erhabenere Lehre mitgab, einen

Glauben an die unsichtbaren Dinge und an ein neues Leben, das edler und

glücklicher ist -

|. . .] als er von uns ging, war es wie ein älterer Bruder, innig geliebt und

betrauert und erinnert. Während er in \X'orcester lebte, schrieb er mir oft und

ich beantwortete seine Briefe . .

."

Von der Korrespondenz zwischen ED und Newton ist nichts aufgefunden

worden. Es ist daher anzunehmen, daß wichtige Briefe, die Aufschlüsse über

ED's frühe dichterische Entwicklung enthielten, schon vor langer Zeit

vernichtet wurden.
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1876

Die Natur ist ein Haus, in dem Geister umgehen - aber die

Kunst - ein Haus, das den Umgang mit Geistern sucht. (Nature is a

Haunted House - but Art - a House that tries to be haunted).

Dieser Satz steht für sich auf einer Seite, die möglicherueise einem (hier nicht

abgedruckten) Brief beigefügt war.

Juni 1877
Lieber Freund,

Ich finde Sie mit der Dämmerung - denn der Tag ist müde und
legt seine vorsintflutliche XX'ange an den Hügel wie ein Kind.

Die Natur ist jetzt mitteilsam -

[drei Zeilen über Mrs Dickinson und ein vierzeiliges Gedicht]

Der Sommer ist so freundlich, daß ich hoffte, Sie würden
kommen. Seit mem Vater starb, ist alles, was ich heilig hielt, so

gewachsen, daß der Besitz undeutlich wurde - Als ich ein paar

Jahre alt war - nahm man mich zu einer Beerdigung mit, die, wie

ich jetzt weiß, besonders bedrückend war, und der Pfarrer fragte

„Ist der Arm des Herrn verkürzt, daß er nicht retten kann?"
Er unterstrich das „nicht". Ich verwechselte die Betonung mit

einem Zweifel an der Unsterblichkeit, uTid da ich nicht zu fragen

wagte, bedrängt es mich heute noch, obwohl wir wissen, daß der

Geist des Herzens leben muß, selbst wenn sein kirchhcher Teil

versagt. \X urden Sie es mir erklären?

Man sagte mir, daß Sie selbst früher ein Geistlicher waren. Es
beruhigt einen Instinkt, wenn ein anderer es auch gefühlt hat. Ich

habe Ihre „Decoration" wieder gelesen. Sie haben sie vielleicht

vergessen.

[vier GedichtTeilen]

Bitte grüßen Sie Mrs ~ Higginson

Mrs

hatte 1

„Deo

/

/

mdhcit FD sich vorher erkundigt

zhnete, war lange krank gewesen,

von Higginson.

Li
/

/

OSOU AN 'uoi6uiqsB/v\ nod
3nOV31 IVWINV 3H0HS HldOIM

Achtung von iiuicii, uii.^ ^>- .._.

September 1877

Tod, um durch ihn verringert

Tiflieh aulkr uns selbst. Ich bin

:h hatte Bedenken, Ihnen zu

:n lieber allein, weil das der

gen sprachen mit liebevoller

, daß man Ihrer innig gedenkt,

ist vielleicht nicht all zu störend. Menschlich sein, ist mehr als

göttlich sein, denn als Christus göttlich war, war er nicht zufrieden,

bis er menschlich wurde.

Nichts ist so stark in meiner P^rinnerung wie die Begegnung mit I

Ihnen -

Ich hoffe, Sie kommen -

Ich danke Ihnen, da.il Sie mir von Ihrer Freundin sprachen.

Ich wollte wissen -

Sie erinnerte mich an Thermopylae - Hat sie geütten außer, daß

sie Sie verlassen mußte? Das war vielleicht die t^ndsumme des

Todes - Für die Hand, die ich niemals halten durfte, lege ich die

meine bei und bleibe zärtlich

die ihre (Her's)

Soll ich den Ausschnitt behalten oder ist er zu heilig?

Ihre Schülerin.

Mary Higginson war am 2. Septemlx.'r 1877 gestorben. Higginson hatte FD
eine Todesanzeige geschickt.

ED verband den Namen Themwphylae mit der \'orstellung von heroischer

Tapferkeit im Angesicht des sicheren T(xles. Sie benutzt dasselbe Bild in einem

späteren Brief an Mabel L(M)mis Todd. Ks- ist üinü- Anr,piL'lung-ittrf-die

Grab^^inTTdcr^triiui iidLü Cü i d iL^ Spnitancr, dm bei Thcrm^)pyltwH4elcn

:

„Wftndci 'ci, koiiiiiiM du iiacl i S |.>aihu - ' ciküiidigL dui itii. dal î du unn li<;goa

gQt.ihcH, u ii lI^s C TC!^cty. er bd alri/
'

1

1

1
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Frühherbst 1877

Lieber Freund,

Mein Denken ist so erfüllt von Ihnen, daß ich nicht umhin kann,

wieder zu schreiben, zu fragen, ob Sie außer Gefahr sind?

Die Gefahr besteht nicht zu Anfang, denn dann sind wir

bewußdos, aber in den späteren - langsameren Tagen -

Suchen Sie nicht die Rettung - sondern lassen Sie die Erlösung

zu Ihnen kommen - und sie wird Sie finden - Die Liebe ist ihre

eigene Rettung, denn wir - selbst in unseren erhabensten Momen-
ten, sind nichts als ihr schwankendes Sinnbild -

Ihre Schülerin -

NACHWORT

„Wenn der Ruhm mir gehörte", schreibt Emily Dickinson an

ihren „Mentor" und Freund Thomas Wentworth Higginson,

„könnte ich ihm nicht entfliehen". In den hundert Jahren seit

ihrem Tod hat der Ruhm sie von allen Seiten mit so gewaltigen -

und zum Teil mißtönenden - Fanfarenklängen verfolgt, daß man
ihr und sich selbst ein sicheres Versteck wünscht, um ihre eigene

Stimme ungestört hören zu können. Besonders seit ihrer Neuent-

deckung in den fünfziger Jahren ist diese „heimliche" Dichterin,

die jede Veröffentlichung als „Auktion des Menschengeistes"

bezeichnete, zum Allgemeingut geworden, das literarischen, bio-

graphischen, kulturhistorischen, linguistischen, feministischen und

psychologischen Experten als unerschöpfliches Untersuchungsfeld

dient. An erster Stelle steht hierbei natürlich die amerikanische

Spezialliteratur mit mehr als dreißig Monographien und unzähli-

gen Aufsätzen in literarischen und akademischen Zeitschriften,

sowie Einzelkapiteln in allgemein literaturhistorischen Werken.

Diese ungeheure Menge an Sekundärliteratur aus den letzten

dreißig Jahren ist zum Teil darauf zurückzuführen, daß vor der

Veröffentlichung der Harvard-Gesamtausgabe das VCerk von

Emily Dickinson nur in sehr fragmentarischer und fragwürdiger

Form im Druck vorlag und sich dadurch einer umfassenden

objektiven Untersuchung entzog.*

In dieser Zeit der Dickinson-„Renaissance" entstanden eine

Anzahl wichtiger biographischer und literarischer Studien, die

noch heute als Standardwerke auf dem Gebiet der Dickinson-

Forschung gelten und auf die ich an anderer Stelle zurückkommen

werde. Im Gegensatz zu diesen ernsten und unvoreingenommenen

Arbeiten findet man eine Fülle von Material, bei dem man

zunehmend den Eindruck gewinnt, daß die meisten Spezialisten

auf diesem Gebiet mit einer vorgeformten Auffassung an ihr VC erk

gehen, wobei jeder die Emily Dickinson entdeckt, die seiner

ursprünglichen Vorstellung entspricht.

* The Poems of Emily Dickinson, cd. Thomas H. Johnson (Cambridge, Mass:

Bclknap Press of Harvard Univcrsity Press, 1955)

The \ jetters oflLmily Dickjnson, ed. Thomas H. Johnson, Tbcodora Ward (Loc.

cit., 1938)
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Hier sei auf einige Beispiele der modernen „Psychobiographien"

hingewiesen, die vielleicht eher die Bezeichnung Pseudobiogra-

phien v^erdienten. Dazu gehört das schon 195 1 erschienene Buch

"The Riddlc of PLmily Dickinson" von Rebecca Patterson, in dem
die Autorin die Behauptung aufstellt, daß Emilv Dickinsons

Liebesgedichte an eine Frau gerichtet waren, eine Theorie, die

ursprünglich wenig Anklang fand; sie wurde jedoch in den

siebziger Jahren im Rahmen von Frauenstudien und sexuellen

Unabhängigkeitsbewegungen wieder aufgegriffen, was zu weite-

ren Untersuchungen über Dickinsons weibliche Liebesobjekte

führte. Eine andere moderne Auffassung wurde von Dr. John

Cody vertreten, einem praktizierenden Psychoanalytiker, der

anhand einer Reihe von Gedichten, ohne die chronologische Folge

ihrer Entstehung zu berücksichtigen, das eindeutig klinische Bild

einer sich allmählich entwickelnden psychotischen Flrkrankung

feststellt und die Gedichte mit den Produkten von Geisteskranken

vergleicht. In seiner ausführlichen Analyse des Falles Dickinson

sieht er die Ursache ihrer geistigen Störung vor allem in dem
frühen Mangel an mütterlicher Liebe und dem damit verbundenen

unbewältigten Ödipuskomplex.

Während er ihre Dichtung größtenteils als Resultat einer

kompensatorischen Sublimierungsfunktion betrachtet, macht er

nebenbei die Feststellung, daß „ihre Gedichte oft ein direktes

Ventil für sie waren, wodurch sie eine Form von Erleichterung

fand, die bei gewöhnlichen Menschen durch Weinen, Wutausbrü-

che und hysterische Anfälle ausgelöst wird^"

Mehr traditionell orientierte (meist amerikanische, aber auch

europäische) Interpreten haben sich seit Jahren darum bemüht,

Emily Dickinson in die Reihe der Transzendentallsten, der

metaphysischen Dichter, der Imagisten, Mystiker, Surrealisten und

nicht zuletzt auch Flxistentialisten einzuordnen, wobei ihr bedeu-

tende Persönlichkeiten aus den entsprechenden Epochen als

gleichwertige Partner gegenübergestellt wurden.

Es ist amüsant zu beobachten, wie verändert das Dickinson-

Porträl im Rahmen verschiedener Kulturen erscheint. Zu einer

Zeit, als Emilv Dickinson noch immer von vielen ihrer "sweet

countrymen" eine mangelnde Beherrschung der zivilisierten dich-

terischen Sprachrcgcln vorgeworfen wurde, hatten französische

Kritiker und Dichter wie Andre Maurois und Alain Bosquet durch
Aufsätze und Übersetzungen ein aufnahmefähiges Publikum für sie

gewonnen. Der Mallarme-Spezialist Robert Goffin vergleicht ihr

Genie mit dem des großen französischen Symbolisten und betont,

wie viele andere französische Interpreten, den leidenschaftlich

erotischen Charakter und die sexuelle Symbolik ihrer Dichtung.

Dasselbe Gedicht ("I like to see it lap the miles"), das Goffin als

Musterbeispiel sprachlicher Originalität und erotischer Vieldeutig-

keit zitiert, wurde von dem amerikanischen Dichter und Kritiker

Yvor Winters in einem berühmt gewordenen und immer wieder

nachgedruckten Aufsatz als Ausdruck „alberner Verspieltheit" mit

den vernichtenden VC orten abgelehnt: „Das Gedicht ist abscheu-

lich2." Auch das geringschätzige Urteil von R. P. Blackmur, einem

ebenfalls einflußreichen Kritiker und Dichter aus der ersten Hälfte

dieses Jahrhunderts, wird, obwohl es inzwischen als überhok gik,,

heute noch in der Literaturgeschichte zitiert: „Sie war weder eine

professionelle Dichterin noch eine Amateurin: sie war eine private

Dichterin, die unermüdlich schrieb, wie andere Frauen kochen cxier

stricken^." (Man denkt hierbei unwillkürlich an Codys Analyse.)

Abgesehen von wenigen Ausnahmen, darunter vor allem eine

wichtige Untersuchung von Hans Galinsk\^, hat sich die Literatur-

kritik in Deutschland bisher nur sehr sporadisch und in vor-

wiegend essayistischer Form mJt Emily Dickinson befaßt. Umso
häufiger wird ihr Name im Zusammenhang mit Heine, Kierke-

gaard, Nietzsche und Rilke genannt. Auch Emily Dickinson als

„die amerikanische Droste" zu bezeichnen, hat im Laufe der Jahre

nichts wesentliches zum Verständnis ihrer Persönlichkeit beigetra-

gen. Daß selbst Gottfried Benn, zu gelegentlichen Vergleichen

herangezogen wird, beruht offensichtlich ausschließlich auf einer

gemeinsamen Vorliebe für Gedankenstriche.

Wo bleibt die wirkliche Emilv Dickinson?

Es liegt nahe, zu behaupten, daß Emily Dickinsons Gedichte

und Briefe die einzigen authentischen Aufzeichnungen über die

wesentlichen Ereignisse enthalten, die ihr Schicksal bestimmten.

Aber schon bei dieser „naheliegenden" Behauptung fühlt man sich

zurechtgewiesen von ihren Worten: "Teil all the Truth but teil it

slant -", mit denen sie, wie an vielen anderen Stellen, jede direkte

Aussage verweigert. Immer wieder führt sie den Leser unmittelbar
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an den Schauplatz ihres inneren Erlebens und läßt ihn, auf seine

eigene Eriebnisfähigkeit vertrauend, teilnehmen, ohne ihm dabei

einen Einblick in die persönlichen Hintergründe zu gestatten. Die

schonungslose, oft schamlose Offenheit und Präzision im Aus-

druck ihrer Gefühle - bei ebenso schonungsloser Beseitigung

aller ursächlichen Gegebenheiten - trägt sicherlich zu der

universellen Wirkung ihres >X'erkes bei; gleichzeitig liegt darin ein

ständiger Anreiz zu neuen und manchmal verstiegenen Interpreta-

tionen.

1974 erschien die umfassendste, aufschlußreichste und umfang-

reichste (über 800 Seiten) Dickinson-Biographie unserer Zeit:

**The Life of Emily Dickinson" von Richard B. Sewall, ein W erk,

das alle nachweisbaren Tatsachen, Ereignisse und Personen im

Zusammenhang mit Emily Dickinson aufs gründlichste untersucht

und sich außerdem mit den Theorien, Vermutungen und Legen-

den auseinandersetzt, die sich im Laufe der Jahrzehnte in der

Literatur eingenistet hatten. Sewalls Biographie bestätigt die oben

erwähnte Beobachtung, die auch früheren Biographen nicht

entgangen ist, daß Emily Dickinson selbst in ihren eigenen NX'orten

nicht immer wörtlich verstanden werden will. So muß man auch

bei der Zusammenfassung des biographischen Materials an die

Bewertung ihrer Aussagen mit einiger Vorsicht herangehen.

Das Leben der Dichterin verlief äußerlich völlig undramatisch.

Emily Elizabeth Dickinson wurde am 10. Dezember 1850 in der

kleinen Universitätsstadt Amherst, Massachusetts, geboren. Sie

starb am m. Mai 1886 in ihrem Gebunshaus. Der Radius ihrer

täglichen Aktivitäten beschränkte sich auf ihr Elternhaus und den

Garten, dessen Grenzen sie kurz nach ihrem dreißigsten Lebens-

jahr nicht mehr überschritt.

Den früheren, nicht immer einwandfrei dokumentierten

Biographien und „Enthüllungen" ist es nicht gelungen, eine

eindeutig nachweisbare Begründung für ihr zurückgezogenes

Leben zu finden. Viele der späteren Biographen, darunter auch

\'ertreterinnen der Frauenbewegung, erklären Emilv Dickinsons

Abkehr von der äußeren Realität als eine bewußte, radikale

Ausschaltung von hinderlichen Verpflichtungen und Ablenkun-

gen. Damit wird ihr selbstgewähltes inneres Exil zur unbeschränk-

ten Freiheit, die es ihr erlaubte, im „Haus der Möglichkeit" zu
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wohnen und darin unbemerkt und ungestört ihr schöpferisches

„Tagwerk" zu verrichten.

Sewall weist darauf hin, daß Emily Dickinson selbst m den

Jahren ihrer weitgehenden Zurückgezogenheit nicht so völlig

isoliert war, wie es ihren frühen Biographen erschien. Der ständige

Austausch von Briefen war für sie von Kindheit an eine Lebensnot-

wendigkeit. „Ein Bnef ist unser Erdenglück - Den Göttern nicht

vergönnt -". Diese Worte, die sie in zwei verschiedenen Briefen im

Januar 1885 benutzt (einmal als Vers, das andere Mal als Prosa in

den Text eingefügt), sind nur ein Beispiel unter vielen, mit denen

sie ihre Vorliebe für diese Form des Kontaktes ausdrückt.

(Vergleiche auch ihren Brief an Higginson vom Juni 1 869, der mit

den >X'orten beginnt: „Ein Brief ist für mich immer wie Unsterb-

lichkeit . . ."). Noch im letzten Jahr vor ihrem Tod, einem lahr, in

dem sie viele ihr nahestehende Menschen verloren hatte und selbst

durch Krankheit geschwächt war, schrieb sie mehr als 6c Briefe an

verschiedene Empfänger.

^X as wissen wir über das wirkliche Leben dieser Frau, die von

sich sagte „Ich wohne in der Möglichkeit" und sich in ihr viel mehr

zu Hause fühlte als in der Prosa des täglichen Daseins? \\ ir wissen,

daß sie in einer traditionsgebundenen puritanischen Umgebung

aufwuchs und zu einer der alteingesessenen Familien des Ortes

gehörte. Ihr X^ater Edward Dickinson, ein angesehener Anwalt

und erzkonservativer "\X'hig"-Anhänger, spielte eine führende

Rolle bei allen öffentlichen Angelegenheiten in Amherst. Er war

dreißig Jahre lang FinanzVerwalter des Amherst College, das sein

Vater, Samuel Fowler Dickinson, gegründet hatte. Im Laufe seiner

lebenslangen politischen Tätigkeit bekleidete er eine Reihe hoher

Gerichtsämter im Staat Massachusetts; 18 u wiarde er zum

Abgeordneten des Kongresses in Washington gewählt. Er war

offensichtlich ein sehr beschäftigter Mann, der keinerlei Sinn für

literarische Ausschweifungen hatte.

In einem sehnsüchtigen Brief an ihren Bruder Austin schrieb

Emily 1 8 5 1 : „Es gibt bei uns jetzt nicht viel zu lachen, es ist

ziemlich alles nüchterner Ernst, und wir lesen kaum Gedichte, da

Vater beschlossen hat, daß so ziemlich alles das uirkliche Leben ist.

Zwischen X'aters wirklichem Leben und memm kommt es manch-

mal zu Zusammenstößen, aber bisher hat es keine Verletzungen
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gegeben." Immerhin betont Sewall, daß Vater Dickinson kemes-

wegs so unmenschliche Züge trug, wie sie ihm von vielen Seiten

angedichtet wurden, und daß Emily in ihrem Bruder Austin einen

verständnisvollen Vertrauten hatte, mit dem sie sich, besonders in

ihren frühen Briefen, in liebevoll ironischer Form über den Vater

lustig machen konnte.

Wir wissen, daß sie als junges Mädchen heiter und übermütig

war und an vielen Geselligkeiten teilnahm, wo sie durch ihren

scharfen Witz und eine gewisse geistige Koketterie auffiel.

Von 1 840 bis 1 847 besuchte Emilv die Amherst Academv, die

einen ungewöhnlich vielseitigen Lehrplan und eine Anzahl anre-

gender Persönlichkeiten als Lehrer aufzuweisen hatte. In dieser

Zeit, in der sich ihr eine Fülle von neuen Möglichkeiten eröffnete,

schrieb Emily an ihre Freundin Abiah Root: „Du weißt, daß ich

immer in meine Lehrer verliebt bin." Hier fand sie einen ihrer

ersten „Meister" in Leonard Humphrey, dem jungen Direktor der

Academy, der schon zwei Jahre nach der Übernahme seines Amtes
starb und dessen Tod sie als ihren ersten schweren persönlichen

Verlust schilderte. (Der Begriff „Meister" war für sie ein Ausdruck

höchster Verehrung und Bewunderung, der unter anderem auch

in den Entwürfen zu den späteren „Meister"-Briefen auftaucht,

die sie an einen bisher unbekannt gebliebenen Empfänger
schrieb).

Im September 1 847 wurde Emily zur weiteren Ausbildung nach

South Hadley ins Mount Holyoke Female Seminary geschickt, wo
sie häufig krank war, oft über Heimweh klagte, sich angeblich als

einzige Schülerin weigerte, an einem öffentlichen Bekenntnis zum
wahren (Christentum teilzunehmen und schließlich nach zwei

Semestern ihr Studium mit der Begründung abbrach, daß ihr Vater

es so beschlossen habe.

In den folgenden Jahren entwickelte sich eine intime Freund-

schaft zwischen Emily und Susan Gilbert, der späteren Frau von
Austin, der sie fast täglich zärtliche Briefe schrieb und eine sehr

grofk Anzahl ihrer Gedichte anvertraute. Nach der Heirat von

Austin und Susan entstanden Spannungen zwischen den beiden

Frauen, die sich im gleichen Mal^ wie die wachsenden Spannun-

gen zwischen den FChepartnern verstärkten. Aber trotz der

zeitweisen Entfremdung zwischen Emily und Sue sandte Emily

I
immer wieder liebevolle Botschaften an die „Schwester im
Nebenhaus", wie sie die Schwägerin nannte.

Wir wissen, daß sie in den Jahren zwischen 1858 und 1 862 eine

überwältigende schöpferische Aktivität entfaltete. Zu dieser Zeit

begann sie, ihre Gedichte in Gruppen von 1 8 bis 20 Exemplaren

zusammenzustellen und die gefalteten Seiten, je vier bis fünf in

jeder Gruppe, am Rand sorgfältig mit Nadel und Faden aneinander

zu heften. Die in diesen Faszikeln enthaltenen Reinschriften

umfassen 561 Gedichte, darunter 366 allein aus dem Jahr 1862.

Viele Anzeichen, vor allem der Inhalt einer großen Anzahl dieser

Gedichte, sprechen dafür, daß sie sich in einer schweren seelischen

Krise befand und daß ihr Mut, sich bis an die äulkrste Grenze der

eigenen Verzweiflung zu wagen, verbunden mit der Fähigkeit, eine

Sprache für das Unaussprechliche zu finden, sie vor dem totalen

Zusammenbruch retteten.

Über die Ursachen dieser psychischen Krise ist viel geschrieben

worden, aber bisher haben alle Spekulationen, Mutmaßungen und

sensationellen Enthüllungen zu keinem definitiven Resultat ge-

führt. Die vergebliche Suche der Biographen nach dem „verlore-

nen Geliebten", wobei ein Kandidat nach dem anderen aufgestellt

und wieder abgesetzt wurde, ist vorübergehend zum Stillstand

gekommen. Benjamin Newton, den sie mehrmals in ihren Briefen

an Higginson erwähnt, und Leonard Humphrev, ihr zweiter

frühverstorbener „Meister", gehörten offenbar zu den Empfän-

gern jener unvermeidlichen, schwärmerischen Liebe, die Family

nach ihren eigenen Worten, all ihren Lehrern entgegenbrachte.

Ihre Beziehung zu dem Pfarrer Charles NX'adsworth ist proble-

matischer, weil das biographische Material hierüber hauptsächlich

aus Lücken besteht. Daher ist es der Forschung bislang nicht

gelungen, festzustellen, ob Emily bei ihrem Aufenthalt in Philadel-

phia im März 1855 Wadsworth persönlich kennenlernte oder ihn

zumindest von der Kanzel sprechen hörte. Es ist möglich, daß sie

zunächst eine seiner Predigten zu lesen bekam und davon so

beeindruckt war, daß sie daraufhin eine jahrelange Korrespondenz

mit ihm einleitete, wie sie es später mit Higginson tat. Von diesem

Briefwechsel ist nichts erhalten geblieben außer einem unpersön-

lich-seelsorgerischen Brief an sie. Wir wissen aus ihren schriftlichen

Mitteilungen an andere Freunde, daß Wadsworth sie zweimal
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unerwartet in Amherst besuchte und bei seinem letzten Besuch,

im August 1880, davon sprach, daß er „jederzeit sterben" könne.

(**I am liable at any time to die.")

Nach seinem Tod schrieb sie an die Brüder Clark, die mit

Wadsworth befreundet waren, über ihre „intime Beziehung" zu

ihrem „geliebten Pastor", aber gleichzeitig geht aus ihren Fragen

hervor, daß vieles, was ihn betraf, für sie so unerforschlich

geblieben ist wie die Umstände ihres eigenen Lebens für andere.

Wadsworth war berühmt als passionierter Prediger, der seine

Gemeinde oft mit einem „schalkhaften Humor" überraschte, eine

Eigenschaft, die selbst Mark Twain beuoinderte. Die Briefe an

seine Frau Jane, von denen Sewall einige Beispiele zitiert, sind

überzeugende Beweise dafür, daß seine Liebe zum Beruf nur von

der Liebe zu seiner Familie übertroffen wurde.

Es ist durchaus vorstellbar, daß Emily aus einer flüchtigen Begeg-

nung oder einer weitgehend einseitigen Korrespondenz eine intime

Beziehung konstruierte, in der sie Wadsworth als Muse für ihre

Dichtung benutzte. Wenn man andererseits ihre Worte ernst

nimmt, ist es genauso vorstellbar, daß zumindest eine schriftliche

Intimität existierte, die auf einer tieferen Wesensverwandtschaft

beruhte und für beide gleich wichtig war. Sewall schreibt, daß

„einige der Parallelen zwischen Stellen in seinen Predigten und

Emilys Gedichten verblüffend sind, obwohl sie nichts anderes

beweisen als eine Affinität des Geistes und der Imagination."

Hier noch ein kleiner Beitrag zu dem allgemeinen Rätselraten:

Emily schrieb ihren ersten Brief an Higginson (15. April 1862)

kurz vor der Übersiedlung von Wadsworth und seiner Familie

nach San Francisco. In ihrem folgenden Brief heißt es: „Ich hatte

einen Schrecken - seit September - über den ich mit niemand

sprechen konnte." Sewall sieht darin einen möglichen Hinweis auf

ihren inneren Zustand im Zusammenhang mit der bevorstehenden

- für sie unüberbrückbaren - Entfernung. Ungefähr zur selben Zeit

(ca. 1 862; wie die meisten ihrer Gedichte nicht genauer datierbar)

schrieb sie: „Ich kann nicht leben mit Dir" ("I cannot live with

You-"), ihr längstes Gedicht, das einige, für Emily Dickinson

ungewöhnliche persönliche Anspielungen enthält. Es ist an einen

Mann gerichtet, der Gott diente und dessen Leuchten selbst im Para-

dies das Gesicht von Jesus überstrahlen würde, eine blasphemische

I
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Vorstellung, durch die sie sich selbst zu einer gemeinsamen Auf-

erstehung mit dem Geliebten für untauglich erklärt. Besonders die

letzte Strophe, in der das Meer - neben dem Gebet und der Ver-

zweiflung - als „Türspalt" für eine Begegnung offenbleibt, ver-

stärkt die Hoffnungslosigkeit der Beziehung angesichts der geogra-

phischen Trennung, ohne jedoch die Verbindung ganz zu zerstören.

So verlockend und anregend Spekulationen dieser Art auch sein

mögen, gelangt man dabei doch letzten Endes zu dem Ergebnis,

daß es fruchtbarer ist, sich mit dem vorhandenen dichterischen

Niederschlag von Emilys Leidenschaft zu befassen, anstatt weiter

dem Phantom des unbekannten Geliebten nachzujagen.

Im Laufe der Jahrzehnte war es der Legendenbildung gelungen,

die historische Persönlichkeit von Emily Dickinson weitgehend

und scheinbar endgültig mit der Rolle der exzentrischen alten

Jungfer zu identifizieren, die in ihrem eigenen Haus herumspukte,

tagsüber nur mit Blumen, Bienen und Schmetterlingen verkehrte

und sich - immer in makelloses Weiß gekleidet auf ihr

Rendezvous mit dem Tod vorbereitete, dem „gewandten Freier,

der zuletzt gewinnt" ("Death is a supple Suitor"). Diese Legende

wurde fast siebzig jähre nach ihregi Tod durch eine überraschende

Entdeckung mit einer neuen Wirklichkeit konfrontiert. 1954

veröffentlichte Millicent Bingham Todd, die Tochter von Emilys

erster Herausgeberin Mabel Todd, ein Buch unter dem Titel:

"Emily Dickinson: A Revelation". Die Enthüllung, die auf einer

Reihe von Briefentwürfen Emilys beruht, bietet unwiderlegbares

Beweismaterial dafür, daß es in ihrem Leben, wenn auch zu einem

späten Zeitpunkt, eine befriedigende Beziehung zu einem realen

Liebhaber gegeben hatte. Dieser Geliebte war Otis Phillips Lord,

ein Kollege und gleichaltriger Freund ihres Vaters, ebenfalls ein

Erzkonservativer und „Whig"-Anhänger, der wie Edward

Dickinson eine führende politische Rolle spielte und als „einer der

fähigsten Männer im Staat Massachusetts" galt. Während öffent-

liche Zeugenaussagen seine Strenge und gelegentlich einschüch-

ternde Haltung als Richter betonten, verband ihn mit Fmily -

neben anderen Freuden - die Freude am Spaß, an entspannenden

Unterhaltungen und die Liebe zu Shakespeare.

Die Briefentwürfe, deren Veröffentlichung aus legalen Gründen

so lange aufgeschoben wurde, sind fragmentarisch, größtenteils
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undatiert und anscheinend von Austin, der sie ursprünglich

aufbewahrte, e\ner radikalen Zensur mit der Schere unterworfen

worden. So ist daraus nicht zu ersehen, wann die Beziehung ihren

Anfang nahm, wie sie sich entwickelte und ob eine Ehe, über die

Emily verschiedene Andeutungen macht, ernsthaft in Erwägung
gezogen wurde. Judge Lord war vierunddreißig Jahre verheiratet

gewesen, als seine Frau nach langer Krankheit starb. Ihr Todestag
fiel mit Emilys siebenundvierzigsten Geburtstag zusammen. Es ist

bekannt, daß die Nichte seiner Frau, die Judge Lords Haushalt in

Salem, Massachusetts, weiterführte, sich einer Ehe zwischen Emily
und ihrem Onkel energisch widersetzte. Gleichzeitig kann man
auch aus einigen Stellen von Emilys Briefen schließen, daß sie

selbst es vorzog, ihr „liebstes Salem" (eins ihrer Koseworte für

Judge Lord) in Amherst zu empfangen und in ihrem eigenen Haus
ihre Unabhängigkeit von der Außenwelt, verbunden mit den
Höhepunkten seiner Besuche, zu geniefkn.

Die folgende Stelle aus einem Brief an den Freund (i. Mai 1882)

ist ein charakteristisches Beispiel für die Mehrdeutigkeit ihrer

Aussagen
: „Unser gemeinsames Leben war lange Verzeihen auf

Deiner Seite mir gegenüber. Daß meine ländliche Liebe Deine
Hermelingefilde unbefugt betrat, konnte nur ein Fürst verzeihen -

Ich habe nie vor anderen gekniet - Der Geist [ist] nie ein zweites

Mal der gleiche, sondern jedes Mal ein anderer - der andere

göttlicher. Hätte ich ihn doch früher gefunden! Aber Zärtlichkeit

hat kein Datum - sie kommt -und überwältigt. Die Zeit vorher hat

nicht gezählt, so bleibt sie unerwähnt. VC'as da ist, reicht für alle Zeit

und macht die Zeit zu nichts."

(Our Life together was long forgivenses on your part toward
me. The trespass of my rustic Love upon yöur Realms of Ermine,

only a Sovreign could forgive - 1 never knelt to other - The Spirit

never twice alike, but every time another - that other more divine.

Oh, had I found it sooner! Yet Tenderness has not a Date - it

comes - and overwhelms.

The time before it was - was naught, so why establish it? And all

the time to come it is, which abrogates the time.)

Aus der ersten Zeile könnte man entnehmen, daß die Beziehung

seit langer Zeit bestand. Dem widerspricht der Wunsch: „Hätte ich

ihn doch früher gefunden!" Im letzten Absatz, einem klassischen
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Vierzeiler, hebt sie die Zeit endgültig auf. Der Satz: „Ich habe nie

vor anderen gekniet -" wird gelegentlich als Beweis dafür zitiert,

daß Lord ihre erste und einzige Liebe war, oder auch dafür, daß sie

damit die „anderen" verleugnete. In einem einleuchtenderen

Zusammenhang gesehen, bedeuten diese Worte, sie hätte nie vor

Geringeren gekniet. Dem entspricht auch der folgende Satz: „Der

Geist [ist] nie ein zweites Mal der gleiche . .

."

Es ist anzunehmen, daß zwischen Family und ihrem „liebsten

Salem" keine derartigen Verständnisschwierigkeiten existierten.

Die „zeitlose Zärtlichkeit", die sie mit ihm verband, hielt an bis zu

seinem Tod am 1 3. März 1 884. Wenige Monate danach hatte Family

einen Anfall von Bewußtlosigkeit, der zunächst auf nervöse

Erschöpfung zurückgeführt wurde. Es war der Beginn einer

Nierenerkrankung, die zwei Jahre später zu ihrem Tod führte. Ihre

letzte Botschaft (Mai 1 886), an die Schwestern Norcross gerichtet,

besteht aus den Worten:

"Little Cousins,

Called back.

Emily."5
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1963 schrieb Richard B. Sewall in der Einleitung zu seiner -^
Auswahl von Essays über Emily Dickinson, dal5 das biographische

Problem, trotz der Menge des neu zugänglich gemachten Mate-

rials, immer noch existiere. Die Situation sei ähnlich wie bei

Shakespeare, bei dem man sich fragte, „Wie konnte dieser Bursche

vom Lande solche Stücke schreiben?" Wir suchen nach Quellen in

ihrem äußeren Leben, die uns Auskünfte über das reiche und

anschauliche Leben der Gedichte geben könnten und stehen bei

fast jeder Wendung vor einem unüberwindlichen Hindernis."^

Sewalls große Dickinson-Biographie von 1974, die ich als Haupt-

quelle für meine biographische Skizze benutzt habe, zeigt nur allzu

deutlich, wie wenig sich in der Zwischenzeit an dieser Situation

geändert hat."

Es ist ein Paradox, daß Emily Dickinsons „Leben nach dem

Tod" viel zugänglicher und dadurch konkreter dokumennerbar

wurde, als es vorher gewesen war. Die anschaulichste und

eingehendste Untersuchung dieses Themas lieferte Klaus Lubbers
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in seinem Buch „Emily Dickinson : The Critical Revolution"^, das

die wissenschaftliche Gründlichkeit des Literaturhistorikers mit

detektivischem Spürsinn vereint und eine Fülle von faszinierenden

Details über Emily Dickinsons Wirkung in der Öffentlichkeit

enthält.

Hier soll die komplizierte Editionsgeschichte nur kurz zusam-

mengefaßt werden. Während es Emilys Natur entsprach,jhr Leben
iq^nen feurigen Duns t" zu hüllen

,
jn dem sie sich mehr oder

wemger^nsichtbar machenjconnte, kam es nach ihrem Tod zu

äußersT^ramatischen, selbst melodramatischen, öffentlichen Auf-

tritten und Auseinandersetzungen zwischen den verschiedenen

Parteien, die sich mit ihrem literarischen Nachlaß befaßten.

Zunächst war es ihre Schwester Lavinia, die eine ungeahnte Menge
von Manuskripten in einer verschlossenen Truhe entdeckte.

Lavinia war von Emilys Genie überzeugt, hatte aber wenig

Erfahrung mit Lyrik und noch weniger mit Verlegern und
geschäftlichen Angelegenheiten. So wandte sie sich zuerst mit der

Bitte um Hilfe an ihre erfahrenere Schwägerin Sue, die aber trotz

ihrer literarischen und gesellschaftlichen Beziehungen nichts für

Emilys Gedichte erreichen konnte und das Material wieder

zurückgab. Lavinia fand schließlich eine willige und begabte

Helferin in Mabel Loomis Todd, die bereit war, die schwierige

Aufgabe des Abschreibens zu übernehmen und sich um einen

Verleger zu bemühen.

An dieser Stelle muß der sachliche Bericht durch weitere „Ent-

hüllungen" unterbrochen werden, die in Sewalls Biographie zum
ersten Mal ausführlich dokumentiert wurden und einen entschei-

denden Einfluß auf den Verlauf der Editionsgeschichte hatten.

Mrs. Todd war als junge Frau mit ihrem Mann, dem Astronomie-

professor David Todd, 1881 nach Amherst gekommen. Innerhalb

von zwei Jahren entwickelte sich ein langanhaltendes und leiden-

schaftliches Verhältnis zwischen Mabel Todd und Austin Dickin-

son, das schon zu Emilys Lebzeiten ein stadtbekanntes Geheimnis

war. Sewall zitiert eine F^intragung aus dem Tagebuch von Mabels

Tochter Millicent Todd Bingham aus dem Jahr 195 1 : „Wie wirkte

es auf Family? Sie war froh, daß Austin nach seinem fast gänzlich

ruinierten Leben etwas Wohltuendes gefunden hatte. Wie meine

Mutter sagte, ,Emily hatte immer Respekt für echte Gefühle'."
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Auch David Todd respektierte anscheinend die Gefühle seiner

Frau, und Austin, als Nachfolger seines Vaters am Amherst

College, zählte offiziell weiter zu den Stützen der Gesellschaft, aber

die Beziehung hatte letzten Endes tragische Folgen für alle

Beteiligten. Nach Emilys Tod kam es allmählich zu einem völligen

Zerwürfnis zwischen ihrer Schwester Lavinia und Susan, der

ehemaligen „Schwester im Nachbarhaus", wobei Mabel Todd zum

Mittelpunkt der beiderseitigen Intrigen wurde.

Trotz einer scheinbar endlosen Reihe von technischen und

psychologischen Schwierigkeiten gelang es Mabel Todd nach

vierjähriger Arbeit des Abschreibens, zuerst Higginson und dann

durch ihn einen Verleger für eine erste Veröffentlichung zu

interessieren.

Hier ist zu erwähnen, daß zu Emilys Lebzeiten nicht mehr als

sieben Gedichte - und diese anonym - erschienen waren.

Higginson war nicht der einzige literarische Berater, der ihr von

einer Veröffentlchung abgeraten hatte. Samuel Bowles, ein Freund

der Dickinson-Familie und Herausgeber des Springfield Kepublican,

hatte ihr Gedicht "I taste a liquor never brewed", mit einem Titel

und verschiedenen „Verbesserungen" versehen, am. 4. Mai 1861 in

seiner Zeitung gedruckt. Dies erfolgte nach einer jahrelangen

Korrespondenz, in deren Verlauf sie ihm eine grolk Anzahl ihrer

Gedichte geschickt hatte. Ein weiteres Gedicht, ebenfalls von

Bowles betitelt und „den Regeln entsprechend" umgearbeitet,

erschien am 14. Februar 1 866. (Sie schrieb darüber an Higginson in

ihrem Brief von Anfang 1866: „Falls Sie meiner Schlange

begegnen . . .") Die Indifferenz ihrer literarischen Freunde mag

dazu beigetragen haben, daß sie die vielfachen Ablehnungen ihres

eigenen dichterischen Ausdrucks schließlich mit einer vollständi-

gen Ablehnung gegen jegliche Veröffentlichung kompensierte.

Die Aufforderung von Thomas Niles, einem Herausgeber des

Verlages Roberts Brothers in Boston, der sie im April 1882 bat,

einen Band ihrer Gedichte im Druck erscheinen zu lassen,

beantwortete sie mit einer indirekten Absage, indem sie ihm statt

eines größeren Manuskriptes nur ein kleines Gedicht schickte.

Niles gehörte wie Bowles und Higginson zu den literarischen

Persönlichkeiten, die sie ständig mit Proben ihrer Kunst ver-

sorgte.
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Die erste Ausgabe einer kleinen Auswahl der Gedichte von
Emily Dickinson, herausgegeben von Mabel Loomis Todd und
T.W. Higgjnson, erschien am 12. November 1890 bei Roberts

Brothers, nachdem Niles sehr zögernd und widerwillig seine

Einstimmung dazu gegeben hatte. Diese Ausgabe war nach

wenigen Wochen vergriffen, weitere Auflagen folgten in kurzen

Abständen. Higginson hatte sich inzwischen so sehr von Mabel

Todds Begeisterung anstecken lassen, daß er durch Vorträge und
Artikel über seine ehemalige „Schülerin" ein größeres verständnis-

volles Publikum zu erreichen suchte. Die Reaktion der Kritik war
gemischt; die Rezensenten wetteiferten miteinander in der

Benutzung von vagen Adjektiven, die mehr über ihre eigene

Unsicherheit gegenüber dem Phänomen Emily Dickinson aussag-

ten als über die Bedeutung der Gedichte.

Durch den zunehmenden Erfolg ermutigt, brachten T.W.
Higginson und Mabel Loomis Todd 1 891 eine zweite Auswahl der

Gedichte heraus, deren fünfte Auflage 1893 erschien. Es folgten

1894 die "Letters of Emily Dickinson", eine zweibändige Aus-

gabe, und 1896 eine dritte Sammlung von Gedichten, heraus-

gegeben von Mabel Loomis Todd, die noch im selben )ahr eine

zweite Auflage erlebte.

Nach dem Tod von Austin Dickinson (16. August 1895)

steigerte sich die Intensität der Intrigen zwischen den feindlichen

Parteien: Lavinia, Susan und Mabel. Unter dem Einfluß ihrer

Schwägerin Susan strengte Lavinia Dickinson im November 1896

gegen ihre ehemalige Freundin und Helferin Mabel Loomis Todd
einen Prozeß an, der großes öffentliches Aufsehen erregte und sich

bis zum April 1898 hinzog. Er endete damit, daß Mrs. Todd
gezwungen wurde, ihren Anspruch auf ein Stück Land zurückzu-

nehmen, das ihr Austin als Entgelt für ihre Bemühungen vermacht

hatte. Mrs. Todd gab mit ihrem Anspruch auch ihre Arbeit an

weiteren Abschriften von Dickinson-Manuskripten auf. Diese

verwickelten persönlichen Umstände führten dazu, daß 665

Gedichte von Emily Dickinson in einer Kampferholztruhe ver-

schlossen wurden und dort für die nächsten fünfunddreißig Jahre

unangerührt blieben.

Die allmähliche und bruchstückweise Veröffentlichung des

nachgelassenen Werkes von Emily Dickinson hat sich über einen
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Zeitraum von fast siebzig Jahren hingezogen. Achtzehn Jahre nach

der ersten Veröffentlichung erschien 1914 eine Ausgabe neuer

Gedichte ("The Single Hound"), herausgegeben von Martha

Dickinson Bianchi, der Tochter von Austin und Susan. Darauf

folgten, wiederum in größeren Abständen, weitere Bände von

Gedichten und eine Auswahl aus den Briefen, ebenfalls von Martha

Dickinson Bianchi herausgegeben und mit äußerst irreführenden

biographischen Ausschmückungen versehen. Auch die Gedichte

waren, dem Geschmack der Zeit gemäß und ihrem eigenen

ästhetischen Gefühl entsprechend, von Mrs. Bianchi „bearbeitet"

worden.

Nach dem Tod von Mabel Loomis Todd (1932) übernahm ihre

Tochter Millicent Todd Bingham die Redaknon der bis dahin

verborgen gebliebenen Manuskripte, die sie in relativ authentischer

Wiedergabe zur Veröffentlichung brachte.

Mit dem Erscheinen der dreibändigen Ausgabe der Harvard

University Press im Jahre 1955 wurden sämtliche 1773 Gedichte

von Emily Dickinson zum ersten Mal in unveränderter Form dem

Publikum zugänglich gemacht. Diese „Variorum"-Ausgabe ent-

hält alle alternativen Fassungen von Gedichten, Strophen, Zeilen

und Worten, die Emily Dickinson entweder benutzt oder auch nur

als Möglichkeit in Erwägung gezogen hat und erschließt damit ein

weiteres, schier unerschöpfliches Gebiet für künftige Forschungen.

Thomas H. Johnson, der Herausgeber der „definitiven" Ausgabe,

hat sämtliche Eigenarten in Bezug auf Interpunktion, Versbre-

chung, „ungereimte" Reime, uneinheitliches Versmaß und andere

unorthodoxe Sprachformen, die die früheren Herausgeber ausge-

merzt oder „verbessert" hatten, dem üriginalmanuskript entspre-

chend wieder eingesetzt.

Drei Jahre nach dem FLrscheinen der Gedichte in der Harvard-

Ausgabe veröffentlichte Thomas H. Johnson in Zusammenarbeit

mit Theodora Ward die dreibändige Ausgabe der Briefe von Emily

Dickinson. Damit endet die F:ditionsgeschichte, die in vielen ihrer

Einzelheiten nicht weniger umstritten ist als die überlieferte

Geschichte ihres Lebens. Die Frage nach der „wirklichen" Emily

Dickinson wird ihr Leserpublikum sowie die Experten noch bis

weit in das nächste Jahrhundert hinein beschäftigen.

New York, im Apnl 1986 Lola Gruenthal
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* John Cody, After Great Pain: The Inner Life of Emily Dickinson (Cambridge,
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^ Called hack („Zurückgerufen") war der Titel eines Buches, von dem damals

außerordentlich beliebten englischen Schriftsteller Hugh (^onway. Emily hatte

darüber im Januar 1 885 in ihre Kusinen geschrieben: „Es ist eine Geschichte,

die einen verfolgt". ("It is a haunting story . . .") So „telegrafierte" sie ihren

endgültigen Abschied von der Welt mit einem Zitat.
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INHALTSVERZEICHNIS

Zweimal nahm das Grab mir mehr 7

1 never lost as much hut twice

Sollt' ich sterben 7

\f I should die

Mein König bat für mich kein Wort 9

/ have a King, who does not speak

Ärzte sollten sebr behutsam 9

Surgeons must be very careful

Der Glaube als Erfindung dient 9

''Faith" is a fine invention

Ich werde wissen warum - wenn die Zeit vorbei ist i

/ shall know why - when Time is oi^er

Ich koste nie gebrauten Trank i

/ taste a liquor never brewed

Wilde Nächte - Wilde Nächte! i

Wild Nights - Wild Ntghts!

Durch Leid zu waten ^

/ can wade CWief

„Hoffnung" ist das Federding i

''Hope' is the thing with feathers

Ein kühler Freund - in schwüler Zeit i

A Shady j'riend - for^Tgxxh

Mein Hirn war ein Begräbnisort

l feit a Funeral, in my Brain

Ich bin Niemand? Wer bist .du? ....

Tm Nohody! Who areyou?

Mich dünkt die Erde kurz

1 reason, Tiarth is short

Die Seele, die sich selbst zu Gaste lädt

The Soul selects her own Society
'

Ins Erdreich komm; ein Gast

A Visitor in Marl

Es kam die Nacht des erster» Tags .
.

The first Day's Night had come

Guten Morgen - Mitternacht!

Good Morning - Midnight
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Wahnsinn ist oft der höchste Sinn 23
Much Madness is divinest Sense

Ich schreibe diesen Brief der Welt 25
This is my letter to the World

Ich starb für Schönheit - und war kaum 25

/ diedjor heauty - but was scarce

Ich bin nicht mehr ihr Pjgentum 27
Vm ceded - l've stopped being Theirs -

Schönheit ist nicht „weil" - sie ist 27
Beau/j - be not caused - Its ls__.

Wir träumen - wie gut, daß wir träumen 29
We dream - it is good we are dreaming

Das Herz sucht Lust - zuerst 29
The Heart asks Pleasure - first

Ich forderte die Welt heraus 31

/ took my power in my Hand

Erst zähl ich Dichter - Sonne dann 31

/ reckjon - when I count at all

Ich kann nicht leben mit dir ; . 33
/ cannot live with You

Das Leid besteht zum Teil aus Nichts 35
Y^ain has an Element of Blank

Ich wohne in cjpr Möglichkeit 37
/ dwell in Possibilitj

Könnt' ich doch schweben unbegrenzt 39
Coi^ld I but ride indefinite

Man muß kein Haus sein, heimgesucht zu werden . .«,». . . 41
One need not be a Chamber - to be Haunted

Die Seele ist sich selbst 41

The Soul unto itselj

Man sagt, „die Zeit bringt Linderung" 43
They say that ''Time assuages"

Der Sieg kommt spät 43
Victory comes late

Als teilte sich das Meer 45
As if the Sea should part

Weil ich nicht anhielt vor dem Tod . . 45
Because I could not stop Jor Death

1 10

Vorahnung - ist der lange Schatten - auf dem Grün 47
Presentiment - is that long Shadow - on the Imwu

Eins und eins - sind eins 47
One and One - are One

Wer Fülle nicht gekannt 47
None can experience stint

Beraubt des Letzten zog ich fort 49
Bereaved of all, I went abroad

Die einz'ge Neuigkeit für mich 49
The Only News I know

Spalte die Lerche - du findest die Töne 5

Split the luzrk - and you IIfind the Music

Der erste Akt heißt: Finden 5

Finding is the first Act

Ich trat von Steg zu Steg 5

/ steppedfrom Plank to Plank

Ein Überall aus Silber 5

An Everjwhere of Silver

Wir entwachsen der Liebe wie jedem Ding 5

We outgrow love, like other things

Könnt' ich vergessen, wie glücklich ich war 5

How happj I was if I could Jorge

t

Verlust des Ganzen schütze mich 5

The Missing All, prevented Me

Zu sterben - ohne daß man stirbt 5

To die - without the Dying

Öffne die Gitter, Tod 5

Tet down the Bars, Oh Death

Die Grille sang 5 7

The Crichets sang

Sag alles wahr, doch sag es schräg 5 7

Teil all the Truth but teil it slant

Ist Gott ein Arzt? Man redet 5 7

Is Heaven a Physicians

Ein leichter Frühlingswahnsinn tut 5 9

A little Madness in the Spring

Wie glücklich ist der kleine Stein 59

How happy is the little Stone
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Ertrinken ist so kläglich nicht 59

Drownin^ is not so pitiful

Mein Leben schloß sich zweimal vor dem Schluß 61

My life closed tu'ice before its close

Man macht eine Prärie mit einem Klee und einer Biene .... 61

To make a prairie it takes a clover and one bee

Briefe 65

Nachwort 93
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Et7iily Dickinson, Acht Gedichte

One blessing had I

Es ward ein Segen mir zuteil -

Was blieb, so groß war das,

daß ich nun innehielt davor

und lotete und maß.

Es war das Äußerste des Traums,

der Brennpunkt des Gebets;

gelähmt war ich, besehgt, ganz,

und gern verzweifelt stets.

Ich darbte nicht, es fror mich nicht

(Not - Schein, Frost - Schemen du!), -

was sich mir in die Seele wog,

mir wogs die Erde zu.

Den Himmel unten färbt ein Rot,

den Plimmel oben auch.

Das Leben schäumte über, und

was ich gemeint, war Hauch.

Daß Freude sich nicht gern verschenkt

und Eden sich vertagt,

daß man im Glas die Flut uns reicht -:

dem denk ich nicht mehr nach.

Father, I bring thee not myself

Ich bring dir, Vater, nicht mich selbst -

an mir trug ich nicht schwer.

Ich bring das kaiserhche Herz,

das schwerer wog als schwer.
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Emily DickinsoHy Acht Gedichte

One blessing had I

Es ward em Segen mir zuteil

-

Was blieb, so groß war das,

daß ich nun innehielt davor

und lotete und maß.

Es war das Äußerste des Traimis,

der Brennpunkt des Gebets

;

gelähmt war ich, besehgt, ganz,

und gern verzweifelt stets.

Ich darbte nicht, es fror mich nicht

(Not - Schein, Frost - Schemen du!), -

was sich mir in die Seele wog,

mir wogs die Erde zu.

Den Himmel unten färbt ein Rot,

den Himmel oben auch.

Das Leben schäumte über, und
was ich gemeint, war Hauch.

Daß Freude sich nicht gern verschenkt

und Eden sich vertagt,

daß man im Glas die Flut uns reicht -:

dem denk ich nicht mehr nach.

Father, I bring thee not myself

Ich bring dir, Vater, nicht mich selbst -

an mir trug ich nicht schwer.

Ich bring das kaiserhche Herz,

das schwerer wog als schwer.
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EMILYDICKINSON

ACHT GEDICHTE

My life closed twice before its close

Mein Leben, zweimal fiels ins Scliloß,

eh's zufällt; nun, ich will

jetzt sehn, ob die Unsterblichkeit

ein Drittes mir enthüllt,

so ohne Hoffiiung und so groß.

Abschied, das ist, was uns,

du Himmel, an dir wißbar ist, -

und Hölle ists genug.

To my quick ear the leaves conferred

Die Blätter traten vor mein Ohr,
der Busch war Glockenschall.

Kein Bei-mir-selbst-Sein - die Natur
hat Augen überall.

Wollt ich hinunter ins Gewölb,
schon sprachs da auf mich ein.

Ein Klaffen, das mich sichtbar macht:
das muß die Schöpfung sein.

••. r.

*/

^'i

.? '->

I, 36

i\-

l-

M.



mm^Ntmmm^m^''-

AI

,^

Emily Dickinson, Acht Gedichte

Let down the bars, o death

Fort mit der Schranke, Tod!

Die Herde kommt, es kommt,
wer blökte und nun nimmer blökt,

wer nicht mehr wandert, kommt.

Dein ist die stillste Nacht,

der sichre Pferch ist dein.

Zu nah bist du, um noch gesucht,

zu sanft, genannt zu sein.

Four trees upon a solitary acre

Ein Feld ist, einsam, drauf vier Bäume stehn,

von ungefähr.

Was waltet vor, was v^rkt hier mit?

Sie stehn, sieh her.

Es kommt die Sonne mit der Früh,

Wind tritt hinzu.

Von allen, die da Nachbarn sind

:

ihr nächster, Gott, bist du.

Das Feld hat für sie einen Ort,

imd sie fürs Feld ein Aug.

Ein Aug, das huscht,jetzt hier - schon dort,

vielleicht ein Knabenaug.

Was sind sie im Zusammenhang

vonWerden und Sichregen?

Einjeder : wem bahnt er denWeg und wem
steht er entgegen?

Ins Deutsche übertragen von Paul Celan

19
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Emily Dickinson, Acht Gedichte

Das ich, bis ich mich dran verhob,

im eignen Herzen trug;

dann gings und war erst recht die Last

sag, hast du Kraft genug?

H ?'•^m

I never saw a moor

Das Moor, ich sah's noch nie,

ich kenn sie nicht, die See.

Doch weiß ich, wie's ums Heidekraut

und um dieWelle steht.
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Sprach auch noch nie mit Gott,

bin niemals dortgewesen,

und kenn den Ort, als hätte ich

die Karte schon gelesen.

I reason, earth is short

Ich denk : Dies währt nicht lang,

ein Ding ist, es heißt Bang,

und weh tut Hand um Hand -

ja und?

Ich denk : Sieh zu, man stirbt,

der Saft, der in dir wirkt,

auch ihm gilt dies : Verdirb -

jaimd?

*

Ich denk: Im Garten Eden
ist alles wieder eben,

die Gleichung neu gegeben -

ja und?

38



One Blessing had I than the rest
So larger to ray Eyes
That I stopped gauging - satisfied -

For thls enchanted size -

It was the limit of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect paralyzing Bliss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -

Phantasms both become
For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above
Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life 's Latitudes leant over - füll
The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls
I speculate no more -

Emily Dlckinson

Ein Segen wurde mir zuteil.
Der war so uebergross,
Dass ich am Ausmass selbst - entzueckt -

Zu messen ganz vergase -

Es war der Brennpunkt des Gebets -

Des Traumes Grenzbereich -

Vollkommen - laehmend - Seligkeit -

Gefasst - Verzweiflung gleich -

Ich kannte Not nicht mehr - noch Frost
Sie wurden Spuk und Schein
Vor diesem neuen Seelenwert -

Hoechstzahl im Irdischsein -

Der untere Himmel - kraeftig blau -

Verbarg des oberen Licht -

Das Leben dehnte sich - erfuellt -

Und tot war das Gericht -

Warum wird Freude rationiert -

Das Paradies vertagt -

Die Flut in Schuesseln uns serviert -
Dem spuer ich nicht mehr nach -

Lola Gruenthal



Emily Dickinson 756 Paul Celan

There was one blessing I received -

The rest, so large was that

tliat now I stopped to stand in front

and plumbed and measured it.

It was the limit of the dream,

the focus of the prayer;

I, blissful, whole, was paralysed

and gladly desperate.

I did not starve, I was not cold

(want - sham, frost - phantom, you!) -

what waved itself into my soul.

the earth waved it to me

.

/weighed

/weighed

The heaven below was coiored red,

the heaven above was too

.

All life was brimming over and

what I had thought was breath.

That joy dislikes to share itself

and Eden is adjourned,

that flood they serve us in a glass-

now leaves me unconcerned

.

Re-translated frora the German by
Lola Gruenthal
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One Blessing had I than the rest

So larger to my Eyes

That I stopped gauging - satiöfied -

For this enchanted size -

It was the limit of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect - paralyzing Bliss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -

Phantasms both become

For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above -

Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life 's Latitudes leant over - füll -

The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls -

I speculate no more -



One Blessing had I than the rest
So larger to my Eyes
Tliat I stopped gauging - satisfied -
For this enchanted size -

It was the limlt of my Dream -
The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect paralyzlng Bliss -
Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -
Phantasms both become
For this new Value in the Soul -
Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above -

Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life 's Latitudes leant over - füll
The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -
Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls
I speculate no more -

Emily Dickinson

Ein Segen wurde mir zuteil.
Der war so uebergross,
Dass ich am Ausmass selbst -

Zu messen ganz vergass -
entzueckt -

Es war der Brennpunkt des Gebets -
Des Traumes Grenzbereich -

Vollkommen - laehmend - Seligkeit -
Gefasst - Verzweiflung gleich -

Ich kannte Not nicht mehr - noch Frost
Sie wurden Spuk und Schein
Vor diesem neuen Seelenwert -
Hoechstzahl im Irdischsein -

Der untere Himmel - kraeftig blau -
Verbarg des oberen Licht -
Das Leben dehnte sich - erfuellt -
Und tot war das Gericht -

Warum wird Freude rationiert -

Das Paradies vertagt -
Die Flut in Schuesseln uns serviert -
Dem spuer ich nicht mehr nach -

Lola Gruenthal



Because I could not stop for Death -

He kindly stopped for me -

The Carriage held but just Ourselves -

And Immortality.

We slowly drove - He knew no haste

And I had put away

My labor and my leisure too,

For His Civility -

We passed the School, where Children played

At wrestling in a ring -

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain -

We passed the Setting Sun -

We paused before a House that seemed

A Swelling of the Ground -

The Roof was scarcely visible -

The Cornice - but a mound -

Since then - 'tis Centuries - but each

Peels shorter than the Day

I first surmised the Horses Heads

Were toward Eternity -

Der Tod, da ich nicht halten könnt,

hielt an, war gern bereit.

Im Fuhrwerk saß nun er und ich

und die Unsterblichkeit.

Ihm gings auch langsam schnell genug,

und ich hatt fortgetan

das Fronen und das Müßiggehn,

so freundlich war der Mann.

Ein Schulhof kam mit kleinem Volk,

das miteinander rang . . .

Es hat das Korn uns nachgeäugt,

wir sahn: die Sonne sank.

Dann hielten wir, da stand ein Haus:

emporgewelltes Land.

Das Dach - kaum daß es sichtbar war,

Das Sims - ein Hügelrand.

Jahrhunderte seither, doch keins

war länger als der Nu,

da ich mir sagt: Wir halten ja

auf Ewigkeiten zu!



Emily Dickinson, Acht Gedichte

One blessing had I

Es ward ein Segen mir zuteil -

Was blieb, so groß war das,

daß ich nun innehielt davor

und lotete und maß.

Es war das Äußerste des Traums,

der Brennpunkt des Gebets;

gelähmt war ich, beseHgt, ganz,

und gern verzweifelt stets.
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Ich darbte nicht, es fror mich nicht

(Not - Schein, Frost - Schemen du!), -

was sich mir in die Seele wog,

mir wogs die Erde zu.

Den Himmel unten färbt ein Rot,

den Himmel oben auch.

Das Leben schäumte über, und

was ich gemeint, war Hauch.

Daß Freude sich nicht gern verschenkt

( und Eden sich vertagt,

daß man im Glas die Flut uns reicht -

:

i dem denk ich nicht mehr nach.

' /

Father, I bring thee not myself

Ich bring dir, Vater, nicht mich selbst -

an mir trug ich nicht schwer.

Ich bring das kaiserhche Herz,

das schwerer wog als schwer.

V,-'«
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One Blessing had I than the rest
So larger to ray Eyes
That I stopped gauging - satisfied -

For thls enchanted size -

It was the limit of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect paralyzing Bllss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -

Phantasms both become
For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above
Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life's Latitudes leant over - füll
The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantlly dlsburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls
I speculate no more -

Emily Dickinson

Ein Segen wurde mir zuteil.
Der war so uebergross,
Dass ich am Ausmass selbst - entzueckt -

Zu messen ganz vergase -

Es war der Brennpunkt des Gebets -

Des Traumes Grenzbereich -

Vollkommen - laehmend - Seligkeit -

Gefasst - Verzweiflung gleich -

Ich kannte Not nicht mehr - noch Frost
Sie wurden Spuk und Schein
Vor diesem neuen Seelenwert -

Hoechstzahl im Irdischsein -

Der untere Himmel - kraeftig blau -

Verbarg des oberen Licht -

Das Leben dehnte sich - erfuellt -
Und tot war das Gericht -

Warum wird Freude rationiert -

Das Paradies vertagt -

Die Flut in Schuesseln uns serviert -
Dem spuer ich nicht mehr nach -

Lola Gruenthal
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One Blessing had I than the rest

So larger to my Eyes

That I stopped gauging - satisfied -

For this enchanted size -

It was the limit of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -
»^_

A perfect - paralyzing Bliss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -

Phantasma both become

For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above -

Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life*s Latitudes leant over - füll -

The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls -

I speculate no more -



Emily Dickinsou 756 Paul Celan

There was one blessing I received -

The rest, so large was that

that now I stopped to stand in front

and plumbed and measured it.

It was the limit of the dream,

the focus of the prayer;

I, blissful, whole, was paralysed

and gladly desperate. :

1 did not starve, I was not cold

(want - sham, frost - phantom, you!) -

The heaven below was colored red.

the heaven above was too

.

All life was brimming over and

what I had thought was breath.

That joy dislikes to share itself

and Eden is adjourned,

that flood they serve us in a glass-

now leaves me unconcerned

.

Re-translated from the German by
Lola Gruenthal



Emily Dickinson 756 Paul Celan

There was one blessing I received -

The rest, so large was that

that now I stopped to stand in front

and plumbed and measured it.

It was the limit of the dream,

the focus of the prayer;

I, blissful, whole, was paralysed

and gladly desperate.

I did not starve, I was not cold

(want - sham, frost - phantom, you!) -

what swayed itself into my soul,

the earth swayed it to me.

The heaven below was colored red.

the heaven above was too

.

All life was brimming over and

what I had thought was breath.

That joy dislikes to share Itself

and Eden is adjourned,

that flood they serve us in a glass-

now leaves me unconcerned.

Re-translated from the German by
Lola Gruenthal
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One Blessing had I than the rest

So larger to my Eyes

That I stopped gauging - satisfied -

For this enchanted size -

It was the limlt of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect - paralyzing Bliss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -

Phantasms both become

For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above -

Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life*s Latitudes leant over - füll -

The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls -

I speculate no more -
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One Blessing had I than the rest

So larger to my Eyes

That I stopped gauging - satisfied -

For this enchanted size -

It was the limit of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect - paralyzing Bliss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Gold -

Phantasms both become

For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above -

Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life*s Latitudes leant over - füll -

The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls -

I speculate no more -



Emily Dickinson 756 Paul Celan

There was one blessing I received -

The rest, so large was that

that now I stopped to stand in front

and plumbed and measured it.

It was the limit of the dream,

the focus of the prayer;

I, blissful, whole, was paralysed

and gladly desperate.
. ?

I did not starve, I was not cold

(want - sham, frost - phantom, you!) -

The heaven below was coiored red,

the heaven above was too

.

All life was brimming over and

what I had thought was breath.

That joy dislikes to share itself

and Eden is adjourned,

that flood they serve us in a glass-

now leaves me unconcerned.

Re-translated from the German by
Lola Gruenthal
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Consulting summer's clock,

But half the hours remain.

I ascertain it with a shock -

I shall not look again.

The second half of joy

Is shorter than the first.

The truth I do not dare to know

I muffle with a jest. ^nJcr^ZTn^^^ '^^
cUL
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Des Sommers Zifferblatt

Ist nur noch halb zu sehn.

Ich stell es fest mit einem Schock

Und schau nicht wieder hin.

Der Freude zweites Halb

Efl*«i^i^4eht ^ A k^- 1-9-'^-', 7-t-£C 1/m

em orot on ni ch^
^/^^̂ .f^
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\

"S-,^.*^

/^^5)fc-<>r /^ '^-Cc dZsi^rO ^'

/

/

^-
^ '

\

\

\ \

V

\

• •V



u jse3_ iA-^
^



-:>,

^il^

^-> <~'\ oaXi^c^. ^-^ A

^^'f^

f-^^-A



-<:>

V </^

c^

-^C^t>C^

;^^C-C '^C^.yc^

r

^^<i^^:^^c^c^

A.^^:^c^cc^ '

—
ru^c^ ^^>^^^-t::^^^^ ^t^z^-z^ .^-i^^^^^iU^ ^^^c^z-^^-Cr

/

1

~c<^

/rf r^f-^^-^J^^^

^^^-^ ^

p(^-<^



^^ <

^



2.^

Ci—_ c " L^ C

^-^^-(^-c^tco^



^-iJi^^ 06^ S^^^<^.cS^ Ct^^^

Z^.^<^^t:^<jg



r2^.ö_



._.._^ §
^-i -C-4<?-a c /*• .f^

/
<;^ / i;.s.^.





€<
'^IXAl

<-m< 'ä >

Hundert Jahre spaeter

Keiner kennt den Ort

Agonie, die dort geherrscht

Friedengleich erstarrt
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Unkraut blieb
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Unkraut blieb als Sieger stehn

Fremde buchstabierten
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Die Bibel ist ein alter Schmoeker - waelzer
Von [^erblichenen] Maennern verfasst
Auf Anregung heiliger Geister -

Themen - Bethlehem -

Eden - die einstige Heimstatt -

Satan - der JSimi^i^:^^^^^ Brigadier -

Judas - der grosse Efetrueyb- 'i - ^cjte^c^<^^

David - der Troubadour -

Vor dem man andere warnt -

"Glaeubige" Knaben sind sehr allein -

Andere Knaben "verirrt"

Haette das Lied bezautfet^li^fes^^ig^^ _Tone - Korroi* c.+-or-r.ri^ ^r.-X'^xxxx^xxx5cxxx^^ einen scRSi?titfiSgfl®sS8ft

vorstehender

Alle Knaben kaemen gerannt -

Orpheus Predigt hat, gefesselt -

Sie hat nicht verdammt -

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxSf^
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Obtaining but our own Extent

In whatsoever Realm -

*Twas Christas own personal Expanse

That bore him from the Tomb -

Das eigene Mass nur wird gewaehrt

In jeglichem Bereich -

*s war Christi eigene Dimension,

Die ihn vom Grab befreit -

^i^^'-U 4- 9-"^ C^'i^e- ^^ w
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Es geht zum Himmel

!

Ich weiss nicht wann -

Frag bitte auch nicht wie!

Ich selber bin zu sehr erstaunt -

Die Antwort faellt mir schwer!

Es geht zum Himmel

!

Wie leer das klingt!

Und doch wird es geschehn

So sicher wie die Herden nachts

Heimwaerts zum Hirten gehn

!

Vielleicht gehst Du auch hin!

Wer weiss?

Bist Du als Erster dort.

Dann halt fuer mich ein Plaetzchen frei

Dicht bei den Zwein die ich verlor -

Ich-brauchte rbur das kleinste Kleid

Und etwa s Krone reicht -

Du weisstf das Aeussere ist uns gleich

Wenn wir nach Hause gehn -

Ich freu mich, dass ich nicht dran glaub

Es naehm den Atem mir -

Ich saeh auch gern noch etwas mehr

Von dieser Erde hier !

Ich freu mich/ dass sie dran geglaubt

Die ich nie wieder fand

Seit ich im He::br-^^ an Vrschmi'^^ag

Sie in cer Erde liess.g*
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Lay this Laurel on the One

Too intrinsic for Renown -

Laurel - vail your deathless tree

Him you chasten^ that is He!

2

Pflanzt den Lorbeer jenem ein

Fern dem/RuhnKnand Lil^icJjOrein

Lorbeer /- ytraureyöu vielmeRj?'^

Den du zuechtigst, das ist Er!

Borgt in Lorbeer -^ineiT nun

JjÄexjieixsfefe^r fuer den Ruhm -

Lorbeer - traure du vielmehr -

Den du laeuterst, das ist Er! fc*. i^^C-^^pi^^



EMILY DICKINSON

1058

Bloom - is Result - to meet a Flower

And casually glance

Would cause one scarcely to suspect

The minor Circumstance

Assisting in the Bright Affair

So intricately done

Then offered as a Butterfly

To the Meridian -

To pack the Bud - oppose the Worm -

Obtain its right of Dew -

Adjust the Heat - elude the Wind -

Escape the prowling Bee

Great Nature not to disappoint

Awaiting her that Day -

To be a Flower/ is profound

Responsibility -



EMILY DICKINSON (585)

Ich seh gern wie er Meilen schluckt -

Und Täler schnell verschlingt -

Und seinen Durst im Stehen stillt -

Dann mit gewandtem Schritt

Von steilen Höhen Abstand hält
Und ungenierten Blicks
Am Strassenrand in Hütten stiert -

Dann einen Steinbruch schält

Bis er ihm um die Rippen passt
Und sich hineinbugsiert
Ein Klagelied ertönen lässt
Mit grausigem Gestöhn -

Und dann sich selbst zu Tale hetzt -

Wiehernd wie Donnerhall -

Dann - pünktlich wie ein Stern zuletzt -

Fromm und erhaben dazustehn
Vor seinem eigenen Stall.

ED 244

It is easy to work when the soul is at play

But when the soul is in pain

The hearing"^him put his playthings up

Makes work di f f icul1s<-^then

It is simple, to ache in the Bone , or the Rind -

But Gimblets - among the nerve -

Mangle daintier - terribler -

Like a Panther in the Glove -



EMILY DICKINSON (1452)

Your thoughts don ' t have words every day
They come a sirigle time
Like Signal esoteric sips
Of the communion Wine
Which while you taste so native seems
So easy so to be
You cannot comprehend its price
Nor its infrequency

Dir fallen die Worte nicht täglich ein
Sie kommen zur eigenen Zeit
Wie Schlucke von geweihtem Wein
Bedeutsam dargereicht
Der im Geschmack so hiesig scheint
So einfach so zu sein
Dass du nicht seinen Preis begreifst
Noch seine Seltenheit



EMILY DICKINSON (1452)

Your thoughts don ' t have words every day
They come a Single time
Like Signal esoteric sips
Of the communion Wine
Which while you taste so native seems
So easy so to be
You cannot comprehend its price
Nor its infrequency

Dir fallen die Worte nicht täglich ein
Sie kommen zur eigenen Zeit
Wie Schlucke von geweihtem Wein
Bedeutsam dargereicht
Der im Geschmack so hiesig scheint
So einfach so zu sein
Dass du nicht seinen Preis begreifst
Noch seine Seltenheit



EMILY DICKINSON (244)

It is easy to work when the soul is at play -

But when the soul is in pain -

The hearing him put his playthings up
Makes work difficult - then -

It is simple, to ache in the Bone

,

But Gimblets - among the nerve -

Mangle daintier -terribler -

Like a Panther in the Glove -

or the Rind -

Die Arbeit ist leicht, wenn die Seele spielt
Doch wenn sie leiden muss -

Und man hört sie ihr Spielzeug beiseite tun -

Dann macht die Arbeit Verdruss -

Schmerz ertragen ist leicht in Rinde und Bein
Doch der Bohrer im Nervenbereich
Verstümmelt gründlicher - peinlicher -

Einem Panther im Handschuh gleich -
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It is easy to work when the soul is at play -
But when the soul is in pain -

The hearing him put his playthings up
Makes work difficult - then -

It is simple, to ache in the Bone

,

But Gimblets - among the nerve -

Mangle daintier -terribler -

Like a Panther in the Glove -

or the Rind -

Die Arbeit ist leicht, wenn die Seele spielt
Doch wenn sie leiden muss -

Und man hört sie ihr Spielzeug beiseite tun -

Dann macht die Arbeit Verdruss -

Schmerz ertragen ist leicht in Rinde und Bein
Doch der Bohrer im Nervenbereich
Verstümmelt gründlicher - peinlicher -

Einem Panther im Handschuh gleich -
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On my volcano grows the Grass
A meditative spot -

An acre for a Bird to choose
Would be the General thought -

How red the fire rocks below -

How insecure the sod
Did I disclose
Would populate with awe my solitude.

Mit Gras bedeckt ist mein Vulkan -

Ein andachtsvoller Ort -

Das ideale Vogelheim
So meinten andere dort -

Wie rot das Feuer drunter schwelt -

Wie sich der Boden hebt
Gab ich*s bekannt
Erschüttert war die Einsamkeit belebe
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On my volcano grows the Grass
A meditative spot -

An acre for a Bird to choose
Would be the General thought -

How red the fire rocks below -

How insecure the sod
Did I diso lose
Would populate with awe my solitude.

Mit Gras bedeckt ist mein Vulkan -

Ein andachtsvoller Ort -

Das ideale Vogelheim
So meinten andere dort -

Wie rot das Feuer drunter schwelt -

Wie sich der Boden hebt
Gab ich 's bekannt
Erschüttert war die Einsamkeit belebt.
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Springt einst der Deckel mir vom Kopf
Und lässt das Hirn heraus
Dann geht der Kerl wo er hingehört -

Kennt ohne mich sich aus,

Und die Welt - falls sie zuschaut - sieht und staunt
Wie weit vom Heimatsort
Der Sinn zu leben fähig ist -

Die Seele - längst schon dort.

If ever the lid gets off my head
And lets the brain away
The fellow will go where he belonged -

Without a hint from me

•

And the world - if the world be looking on -

Will see how far from home
It is possible for sense to live
The soul there - all the time.



ED1695

:>^
-^

umEs gibt die Einsamkeit im Ra
Die Einsamkeit im Meer
Die Einsamkeit im Tod, all die
Si::.hei nt wie Geselligkeit

^^ Verglichen mit dem tieferen Q t

^.
JLc^

H^ cM^^

tmd v-^r6^u ^
P-o4^«^«^---fteTTTri-rcTnc^i-^ f>^tAc>C^

^^
Der Seele bei sich eingekehrt -

Eingi g - Unendlich - Sein f>a
j^

y-C^jc.

\,JU

> ^V^^

There is a solitude of space
A solitude of sea
A solitude of death, but these
Society shall be
Compared with that profounder site
That polar privacy
A soul admitted to itself -

Finite infinity.



l/t^-^^y^c-c^c^^^c^/ ^

irmu

Noch

gewe

Die Knospe ÄadÄ^ - dem Wurm zum Trotz -

Ihr Recht auf Tau beziehn -

,»*e Waerme wie den Win cL beot ohn --^"-^ r̂> L-

^Nxc

0^ ,--^<=^^^

x^+^^^

<Ä^

.-^
i^. S

U
-Ä,-V



Brfgme M. Goldstefn
102 ünnoln Avenue

HIghland Park, NJ 0Ö904
Brigitte M, Goldstein

GERTRUD KOLMAR (1894-1943):
GERMAN-JEWISH POETESS

"All about her radiated a great stillness and at the same time one sensed

a profound inner resdessness." These words by Hilde Benjamin, the

post-war minister ofjustice in East Germany and the last person who saw

Gertrud Kolmar alive, encapsulate the very essence of the poet and her

work. Quiet languor, even resignation, and wrenching turmoil of the

soul nourished the stream of emotions that inspired some of the most
beautiful, original poetic imagery in modern German literature. Nelly

Sachs Said of Kolmar, "Probably one of the greatest lyrical poets" with

"visions beyond all limits." Yet her rightful place in the constellation of

great poets, where the renowned German-Jewish poetesses Nelly Sachs

and Else Lasker Schüler reside, has so far not been assured. hi this

country Kolmar 's name is known to those with an interest in Jewish

women's literature, but the language barrier makes her work largely in-

accessible. Some have taken note of her because of her tragic death at

the hands of the Nazis or because she fits the category of lost women
writers. But these facts alone do not justify Kolmar 's claim to the ranks

of the great poets of this Century. It is her work that Stands as testimony

to an extraordinary creative genius which, however, defies categories.

Who then was, or is, Gertrud Kolmar? Wliat is known of her life is

fairly easily told. She was born Gertrud Käthe (>hodziesner (Kolmar was

the nom de plume she chose for herseif) on December 10, 1894 in Berlin;

she perished at Auschwitz sometime after February 1943. She came
from an upper middle class Jewish family, rather typical of the Wil-

helmian German Bildungsbürgertum, or educated bourgeoisie, in taste

and lifestyle. Her father, Ludwig Ghodziesner, was a prominent defense

lawyer who gained renown at the turn of the Century as defense coimsel

in several sensational trials that touched all the way to the Imperial fam-

ily. Her mother, Elise Schoenfliess, hailed from the great Berlin Jewish

families of Schoenfliess, Benjamin, Galliner, Lindenheim, Wissing,

Crzellitzer, and Hirschfeld, which Gershom Scholem chronicled in his

essay about Walter Benjamin's ancestors and far-flung "clan." Walter

Benjamin was Kolmar 's first cousin and an early admirer of her poetry.

Gertrud Kolmar showed an early talent for foreign languages and
she became a certified language teacher—she excelled particularly in

Mddcrii Judaism 15 (1995): 265-277 © 1995 by The Johns Hopkins University Press
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French which she spoke with native fluency, but also read in English
and Russian. She was at various times employed as private governess
and as teacher of deaf/mute children. During the First World War, she
was attached to a prisoner of war camp as Interpreter and reader of the
correspondence of French soldiers. At about this time she had the love
affair which ended in great unhappiness and became the source of her
most hauntingly beautiful verses. She never married, and from 1928 on
she lived in the house of her parents in a Berlin suburb. It feil to her to
care for her terminally ill mother who died in 1932.

When the Nazi noose tightened around the Jews of Germany and
relatives and friends left the country one by one, she chose to remain
with her ailing, octogenarian father. In 1939, the family residence had to
be sold and she and her father moved into crammed quarters in a de-
pressed area of Berlin where they existed in ghetto conditions. From
sometime in summer 1941 on, Gertrud Kolmar was performing forced
labor presumably in a war materials factory. The father was deported to
Theresienstadt in September 1942 where he died under unknown cir-
cumstances. She herseif was caught in the Gestapo sweep to make
Berlin judenrein, the infamous Fabrikaktion, on February 27 and 28, 1943,
and was transported to Auschwitz.

A telegram from the SS command at Auschwitz to SS headquarters
in Oranienburg states: Re: transport ofJewish armaments workers. On
March 5 and 7 arrived the following Jewish prisoner transports: Trans-
port from Berlin, arrival March 5, 1943, total 1128 Jews—389 men and
96 women assigned to labor (Buna); 151 men and 492 women and
children received special treatment {sonderbehandelt). Transport from
Berlin, arrival March 7, 1943; total 690 including 25 prisoners in protec-
tive custody— 153 men and 25 protected prisoners and 65 women as-
signed to labor (Buna). Thirty men and 417 women and children
received special treatment.

What Gertrud Kolmar's fate was can only be surmised. Nothing was
heard from her again. But in the forty-eight years of life that were
granted her, she created a poetic work unique in German literature. She
has been compared to other German women poets, Annette von Droste-
Hülshoff and Else Lasker Schüler, but hers is a singular voice that is hers
alone and defies comparisons and established categories. It is the inner
voice of a woman, a Jewish woman, that speaks in nearly five hundred
poems, in the novel Eine jüdische Mutter, the short story Susanna, and a
collection of letters written to her sister, in Switzerland, during the years
of her captivity in Berlin from 1938 to 1943.

The richness of this inner life, the depth of emotion, the wrench-
ing, idiosyncratic poetic style, characteristic even of her prose writings
move and batter us and in the end lift us to elysian heights in the real-
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ization that we have been granted a glimpse into the soul of an extraor-
dinary human being and have been enriched by it. She, who was so de-
mure, even diffident, in her dealings with people, who lived behind a
"wall of modesty and reserve," she opened her inner seif mercilessly and
completely to her poetry. She makes this clear in the opening poem of
the collection Weibliches Bildnis (Portrait of a Woman). At the beginning
of the poem Die Dichterin (The Poetess), we read this almost timorous
plea:

You hold me in your hands completely
My heart, in your fist, beats like a little bird's.

You, reader, take care and remember,
You are turning over a human soul with every page,
Though to you it may be made of paper only.

Gertrud Kolmar 's work is the work of a master of language and a skilled
wordcrafter. Language in her hands becomes the potter's clay or the
sculptor's stone which she bends and shapes to her will. She once
likened herseif to a cake baker who gathers all the ingredients of a cake
in a bowl, mixes, kneads, and shapes them into a dough that is then put
in the oven to bake. Another apt metaphor may be that of the virtuoso;
she played the German language with supreme command of its intrica-
cies, its nuances, but the music that welled from inside her soul is com-
pletely her own.

Fifty years after her tragic death, this great poet's fame lingers in the
shadows. A disturbing thought comes to mind. Could those who de-
stroyed her life have succeeded as well in negating her claim to immor-
tality by virtue of having destroyed an audience for her work? Does she
inhabit a universe alone where most readers of German are unwilling to
follow? Could it be that the language she loved so much, the language
that was her Stradivarius, the funnel through which her genius foimd
expression, should now have become the stumbling block to the recog-
nition that is her due? Other twentieth-century Jewish poets creating in
the medium of the German language—Paul Celan, Else Lasker-Schüler,
Nelly Sachs, particularly—have received honor and praise, their poetry
is featured in German textbooks and school anthologies. C:ould it be
that it is easier in these three outstanding poets to separate the poet
from the work? Hard as it may seem to imagine, is it perhaps easier to
gloss over their Jewishness since all three somehow eluded the murder-
ers? No easy, conclusive answer, presents itself.

A work such as Gertrud Kolmar's must be approached with a recep-
tive frame of mind, a willingness to be drawn into the inner world of a
Jewish woman. For to open Kolmar's lyric work is to enter a private, noc-
turnal realm, a mental landscape at once lush and desolate, a fantasy
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World filled with passionate longing, erotic Obsession, with the sorrows
and pains of love, and with moments of abandon and ecstatic bliss. It is

cluttered with fabled creatures, historic personages and scenes imag-
ined—the French Revolution and the admired figure of Robespierre,
the man of virtue—and always, and again and again, there is the wom-
an's cry for the child that is denied her, the yearning for fulfillment in
love. Above all, and this must be emphasized, it is the world of ajewish
woman. Jewishness is a skin that cannot simply be sloughed off, she
once Said. Not only toward the end of her life when it was thrust lipon
her, but throughout her life, she regarded her fate identical with the
fate of the Jewish people. (She was the only one in her family with an
early appreciation of Zionism.)

Even in her very early work, she drew the parallels. Again in Wäb-
liches Bildnis (Portrait of a Woman), there is the poem Die Jüdin (The
Jewess), the despised exile, the outcast, longing to return to her "own
ancient land" and the ancient traditions of her people. A clear line runs
from this to the sentiments that filled her in the last stage of her life.

Jewishness and historicity are inextricably intertwined in Kolmar, being
Jewish means to be part of that chain of being that Stretches through
millennia back to the days of the Patriachs. Thus the poem:

I am a stranger.

Since the world does not dare approach me,
I want to be girded with massive towers,

Towers capped with steep, gray stone

That Stretch into the clouds.

Never will you discover the iron key

To the musty stairway

Reeling upward into itself,

Like the otter's Hat, scaly head
Stretches toward the light.

The fortress now crumbles like a rock
Washed by a thousand-year old stream.

In its gouged-out caverns

Birds perch with coarse, wrinkled necks.

Silt trickles down in the vaulted space.

And li/.ards with spotted breasts cower in the sand.

Oh, that I could prepare a journey
To explore my own, very ancient land!

Perhaps I can still discover somewhere
The C^haldeans' buried city of ür,

Dagon, the idol, the Hebrews' tent,

Or the trumpet of Jericho,
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Which laid waste those haughty walls.

Now it blackens in the depths,

Tattered and bent;

I too once drew of the breath
That hurled forth that shattering blast.

In coffers, buried in diist

The noble vestments lie dead,
Faded lustre of the wings of doves

And the pall of Behemoth.

Stunned, I robe myself.

Thoiigh my statiire is slight,

And I am far removed
From the splendör and might ofthose days,
Its resplendent fullness stiffens around me,
Forms a shelter, and I begin to grow in.

My aspect appears stränge,

Unrecognizable even to myself
As I already stood before Rome,
Before the (>arthaginian gate;

A siidden flame kindles in me the altar

Of thejiidgess and her faithful band.

From the hidden vessel of gold
A painfiil blaze flows throiigh my blood.

And a song calls me by names
That are fitting once more.

The heavens call out colorfiil signs.

You turn your face inward:

Those who stroll about me, withdrawn
In the Company of the desert fox,

See it not.
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From 1933 on Kolmar's poetry becomes less exclusively personal. For
the first time, current outside events become sources of her work. This
was the year she created a collection of poems she called Das Wort der
Stummen (The Word of the Mute) in which the theme ofjewish suffering
becomes a chilling aiigury of things to come. The poems like Im Lager
(In the C:amp), Die Gefangenen (The Prisoners), Der Misshandelte (The
Maltreated), Anno Domini 1933, and Die jüdische Mutter dep'ict in pre-
scient detail that which we, from the vantage point of hindsight, know to

^
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have come true. Again her obsession with the fate of thejewish people
elicits some of the most powerful poetic creations that rattle at the

shackles of language. Love, anger, and hatred, pour forth in the poem
Wir Juden (We Jews) like stored up waters gushing from a dam flung
open.

The poem begins with an expression of tenderest love for the mar-
tyred Jews, her people, and ends with an outburst of bitter hatred for

the enemy.

Only night listens: I love you, I love^my people,

I want to berth you in my arms, warm and tight,

As a wife holds the husband Standing at the pillar and post,

As the mother does not forsake the son spurned and reviled.

When the gag in your mouth muffles your bloody cry,

When your arms are cruelly bound,

Then let me ring out the call

That falls into the shaft of eternity,

Let me be the extended hand that

Touches God's heaven on high.

The poet then compares the various nations of Europe and the accom-
plishments that dehne their civilizations. The stanza ends with the shat-

tering line: "Only we, we were molded by the gallows and the rack!"

The reader is taken aback here, tempted to call a halt to so much
self-deprecation. Not all has been suffering and pain! What ofJudaism's
great, fundamental contribution to the civilizations of the world? Surely
she is aware of it, but here she Stomps on relentlessly, reciting her bitter

litany and offering herseif as solace
—"When the bitter hour is nigh, I

will rise here and now, will be your triumphal gate through which pass

your torments." Defiance is already a source of strength, the cry of batde.

I shall not kiss the arm the blazon scepter swelled,

Nor the idol's knee of orc, its foot of clay in bitter times

Oh, that I could lift my voice,

Like a flaming torch in the dark desert world.

And proclaim the ancient cry: Justice! Justice! Justice!

In the last stanza the poet recapitulates the passionate evocation of love

of the beginning and ends exhorting the downtrodden: "So cast your lot

with the lowly, be weak, embrace your sorrow! Until one day your weary
wander shoe will crush the mighty's neck."

The historical suffering of the Jews is also the theme of the poem
EwigerJude (Eternaljew) of the same collection, which contains the line:

"Ah, the sign, the yellow sign—Stitched to my rags by their piercing

gaze!"
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In this period Kolmar wrote her only novel, Eine jüdische Mutter, a
harrowing tale of ajewish widow whose four-year-old child is violated by
a rapist and dies. This is a complex narrative of a mother's obsessive love
for her child which ultimately conflicts with her erotic Obsession for a
handsome, biit shallow, "Aryan" type.

The mother's search for the unknown perpetrator sets her on a self-

destructive path through a cold, impersonal urban landscape. Kolmar
paints an evocative picture of Berlin of the late 1920s marked by poverty,
decadence, and cultural pretensions—bleak tenements, a bourgeois
dinner party, Berlins homosexual ciilture, glittering shops along the
Kurfürstendamm form the background for some of the most indelible
scenes. This is a world peopled with working-class weekend gardeners,
middle-class cultural snobs, transvestites, various artistic types, an ex-
Spanish dancer turned hostess with a secret, a sly soothsayer, ajewish
lawyer who rigidly clings to the rule of law, a piano-playing Nazi type.

Kolmar is at her best when she peels away the layers of outward re-

straint from the marginal figure at the center and bares the inner soul of
a woman, wounded by this callous universe. The style is a contrast be-
tween often painfully detailed, precise descriptions of the surroundings,
of mechanical, quotidian activities and merely brief hints, sparse
Sketches without background or foreground of almost biblical direct-
ness—"And she saw" is a frequent phrase. People appear suddenly and
out of nowhere. They are just there. Thus she alternates between mate-
rial description and psychological dissection, but everything is there to
reveal the inner soul of the woman and sustain the dramatic tension
moving inexorably toward the shattering end.

The deeper meaning of this tale, however, is a bitter denunciation
of the so-called German-Jewish symbiosis. Kolmar mercilessly demol-
ishes the great, at one time cherished, myth and exposes it as a sham, a
love affair that was always one-sided and always unrequited. Whatever is-

sued from this union was callously trampled and violated, like the child
born of the union between this Jewish woman and an "Aryan."

All of these works, dating from the beginning of the 1930s, already
express the defiance that became so pronounced in the last years of Kol-
mar 's life. This did not mean childish foot-stomping recalcitrance; no it

was a defiance through Submission to the inevitable fate that steeled her
determination not to succumb to despair when unbearable living condi-
tions, forced labor, humiliation, uncertainty, loneliness became her
daily lot.

Conquering fate by embracing it. This was how she prepared her-
seif for the unknown. In a letter to her sister, dated December 15, 1942,
she wrote: "My friend Dr. H., who was a Spinoza scholar, spoke to me
some time ago about the concept of freedom of the human will amidst
conditions of unfreedom. I told him that I understood this very well
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from my own experiences. For even though I was not free to accept or

reject the work in the factory I was ordered to do (I had no choice but
to acquiesce, to carry it out) but what I did have was the inner freedom
to approach it either with a negative or a positive attitude, to do it either

willingly or unwillingly. At the moment when I assumed in my heart a

positive stance, the pressure was lifted from me. I was determined to

view this task as a learning experience, and to learn as much as I could.

In doing so I became free in the midst of my unfreedom."
She took great pride in her ability to handle the heavy, unaccus-

tomed work at an anonymous machine (the nature of the machine or
what it produced is never described). But she gave veiled hints that she
knew this was not yet the end of all suffering. She knew more was to

come. hl the same letter, she went on: "This is how I want to approach
my ultimate fate—be it as tall as a tower, as black and oppressive as a

cloud. Even though I don't know yet what it will be, I have already said

yes to this fate

—

I have given myself over to it beforehand. Therefore, I

can be certain that it will not crush me. It will find me neither meek nor
cowed. [ . . . ] Somehow it will turn out that this fate is mine, that I was
born to suffer and overcome it. And I shall grow in my innermost being
because of it."

In retrospect it appears almost ironic that she should have feit that

she could only prepare herseif mentally for the unknown ahead, for

what she came to see as the fulfillment of her historic destiny as ajew, if

she fled the Company of those near her, those, though strangers, who
shared the same fate. She closed her ears and hardened her heart

against what she described as the incessant laments that could only
weaken her resolve to remain strong. She girded herseif now with those

massive towers against her fellow sufferers and thus fortified, she pre-

pared herseif for the path of those forebears who had mounted the

stake and the executioner's block without flinching. These were the ex-

amples she wanted to follow, these were her solace and inspiration.

On October 26, 1941, she wrote: "Believe me, whatever may come, I

will not give myself over to unhappiness and despair. I know I have to go
the way for which I was destined ... So many of us have wandered along
this road in the course of the centuries—why should I want to go a dif-

ferent way?" Even the thought of emigrating, had it still been possible,

she pushed from herseif by then: "Such emigration would be merely
something forced on me by external circumstances; I don't want to flee

from what in my heart I know I must do. Until now I did not know my
inner strength, and recognizing it makes me very happy. . .

."

Again and again she returned in her letters to the theme of submit-

ting to the inevitable while refusing to be crushed: "And yet I feel as if

even my current life has a purpose, as if it was up to me alone to endow
the seemingly senseless with meaning." (November 25, 1941)
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Kolmar 's capacity for suffering—at times she betrayed a marked
tendency for glorying in anguish and pain—had always been the well-

spring of her creativity. Her most beautiful verses had been inspired by

unhappy love:

And were I desdned to die with my child's first cry,

Were I to know with certainty, I would still bless my pain,

And bless would I the trumpet that roused me to suffer and to weep,

And bless I would the trumpeter who by my side did sleep.

She had been unlucky in love in her life, but she had always guarded
against disappointment. On February 2, 1942, she explained to her sis-

ter: "... I have known great unhappiness; I have suffered the deepest

pain and yet I loved this pain as a woman about to become a mother
loves the pain with which she blesses her child. I always foresaw every-

thing, saw it Coming in advance; and I knew the price I would have to

pay. So there were no disappointments."

Denial, clinging to illiisions were far from her nature. She recog-

nized the reality and made herseif inviilnerable through sheer force of

will. The pain was all inside and found its outlet only in her poetry.

During those last years of hardship in Berlin, she closed herseif off

to the present and built her own reality nurtured by the past. "I feel

closeness only to what was in my earlier life. All that which is happening
to me now I perceive as unreal, distant. Even though I may not actually

be dreaming, I am not really awake either. I wander about as in a world

of in-between, a world that has no part of me, and of which I have no
part." (June 2, 1941)

With few hours of free time, she still continued her creative work.

She found solace in the study of the Hebrew Bible and fhnig herseif

with great energy into learning Hebrew so she could read it in the origi-

nal. She even tried her band at composing poetry in Hebrew and was
very proud of her accomplishments—albeit none of it survived.

The Scriptures were also one of the sources for her last surviving

work, Susanna. The basic theme of this short story, written in "nocturnal

bouts with the angel" in the winter of 1939/40, is, like A Jeivish Mother,

Jewish existence in an alien, friendless world. But the shted Jews of this

Story are not so much alienated from the surrounding world as they are

alienated from themselves. The central character is Susanna, a yoimg
woman of breathtaking, exotic beauty, who, though the object of admi-

ration by many yoimg men in town, is socially imacceptable because she

is "different." She suffers from melancholy, in the modern idiom she was

mentally unstable, and is, therefore, shunned by the small town society.

As told by Kolmar, Susanna is a prose poem with strong echoes of

the biblical book The Song of Songs—the lyrical style, an ardent meeting
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of the lovers at a window lattice, and the abandoned woman wandering
through the streets in search of her lover. The writing of this story coin-
cided with her study of Hebrew and the name Susanna is most Hkely de-
rived from the Hebrew phrase kshoshanah bein hakhokhamin, "a üly
among thorns" which is what this Susanna truly was.

The narrative centers on Susanna's tragic love for a young man, who
at the bebest of bis mother leaves the shted for BerHn to pursue a "suit-

able" marriage and a respected professional career. Susanna dies on the
railroad tracks leading to Berlin, a place of which she has only the
vaguest conception, when she tries to follow her lover.

This Story too can be read on different levels and be given different
meanings. h has been suggested, for instance, by some German inter-

preters that Susanna represents the free-spirited artist encaged by bour-
geois morality and conventionality. But Kolmar was never politically

engaged and such questions did not occupy her. The circumstances
under which the story was "given birth" (Kolmar's favorite metaphor for
the Creative process) and the poet's frame of mind taken together make
clear that at the heart of Susanna lies the relationship of the Jews with
the wider world, their aspiration to be accepted in this world, even at
the cost of sacrificing their Jewishness. Susanna, a naive, ardent child-
woman, a beautiful princess who delights in the thought of being a de-
scendant of the biblical kings David and Solomon, yet naive and without
forethought, is the personification of the pristine Jewish spirit. The
young men of the town flirt with her, they admire her, they even woo
her, but there can be no consummation.

"She can never marry," Susanna's guardian teils the narrator, a
teacher hired to be her conipanion and governess. All suitors must be
kept away. As nubile as she may be, Susanna is condemned to remain
childless, she must not be permitted to have offspring. Her exuberant
spirit must be contained. When she dies, the jewish spirit, in its purest
form, dies with her. The messenger of her death is a deformed young
man, representative of the impoverished Easternjews, whose ardent, if

distant, love for her had been unconditional.

Kolmar is here at her lyrical, elegiac best. The scenes and images as-

sociated with Susanna are daubed in soft, bright colors, evocative of
sweet, biblical fragrances, placed in Jarring contrast to the harren, snow-
blanketed landscape surrounding the town, ominous mountains loom-
ing in the distance like evil giants, and somewhere over the horizon, at

the end of the railroad track, Berlin, the capital of assimilation.

Stisanna is not merely the quaint depiction of small town Jewish life

at the border where Western and Eastern Jewry meet. The story's very
essence is the predicament of the Jews in the modern world, a predica-
ment that had become inescapable at the time of Kolmar's writing.

This explains the somewhat puzzling lead-in which at first seems to
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have very little to do with the actual story. The narrator, a teacher, no
longer young and wearied by an unfulfilled life, finds herseif in a hotel
room, her suitcases packed, waiting for an affidavit from Plymouth,
Massachusetts, that would permit her to emigrate. While she is waiting,'
an obituary in the newspaper, which she happens to read, brings back
the memory of events that had taken place years before. The end of Su-
sanna does not recapitulate the beginning. The reader never learns
what happens to the waiting woman. Did the affidavit ever come? The
Story does not return to that hotel room. All we can presume is that she
still sits and waits as the storv fades out.

The narrator of Susanna has very strong autobiographical features.
She is a teacher and governess, unmarried, and approaching an age
when she is no longer young. But Kolmar did not passively sit and wait
for the day she knew would come. She prepared herseif and she never
completely stopped writing, even under extreme constraints of time
and place. She always read new and old works: Thomas Mann, Rilke,
Tolstoy, D. H. Lawrence, Buber; and always the Bible and Hebrew poets
like Achad Ha'am, Chaim Nachman Bialik, and anecdotes connected
with them. She never stopped exercising her mind, even as her world
became more and more mindless and chaotic.

The day for which she had prepared herseif came on February 27,
1943, when thoseJews who still remained in Berlin then were arrested in
the factories and transported to the "East"—whether she knew the true
meaning of this euphemism, or how much she actually knew about the
ultimate destiny of the Jews will never be known; her letters were, and
had to be, silent on anything that touched on the Nazi regime, the war,
or the treatment of the Jews.

Her last letter was dated February 21, 1943. She discussed mainly
family matters, and chatted about some of the sources of creative Inspi-
ration and indicated that she was working on another prose story. Noth-
ing in this letter hints at the impending end. But this does not mean
that she did not know, only that she could not speak about it.

The exact circumstances of Gertrud Kolmar 's death are not known.
She once wrote admiringly about a colleague at the factory: "They can
break him, but they cannot bend him." On first thought this Statement
may seem paradoxical; it should be the other way around. But in
Gertrud Kolmar s universe it makes perfect sense. Like the Tartar-thistle
in the parable Tolstoy teils in Hadji Murat (which she read in the origi-
nal Russian)—the once beautiful thisde, whose stalks had been man-
gled, its flowers soiled, and which was tattered and torn as if parts of its

body had been severed, its guts pulled out, an arm lopped off, and an
eye gouged out, yet it stood erect, defying man who had destroyed all

his brethren—Gertrud defied her oppressors. They can destroy the
body, but the spirit will never be crushed. We can be sure that she faced
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her murderers unbent, with a brave heart and head erect. Long before
her death she had written a poem that may serve as a fitting epitaph:

A Woman, Contempladng (Die Sinnende)

When Tm dead my name will float

Still above the world for a while.

When I'm dead ffiä^ I still exist

On fences somewhere beyond the fields.

For soon I shall be gone
As water oozes from a nubbyjug,
A fairy's secretly forfeited gift,

A puff of smoke from a speeding train.

When Tm dead, my heart and loin will give way,

^7 What once held and moved me will decay,
^ Only my quiet hands, tiirned upward, like strangers, will be placed beside me.
» My brow the mouth of a cave will be,

Z Wherein stars gather at dawn,
i And gray shrouds hang heavy in huge folds

From the illumined vaults of shadow stones.

When I die, I want to rest,

Turn my face inward,

And close it like a child closes a picture box
It has contemplated for too long.

And sleep shall I, good and tight,

While I am still a flickering image of what once I was:
A waxen light for the wakening in the second world.

Like the Jewish mother and Susanna, Kolmar does not occupy a secure
niche in the world, she is outside the mainstream of literature, she be-
longs to no school, she was never part of the bohemian cafe world of
1920s literary Berlin. She lived and created qtiietly far removed from
this world. She loved the theater and especially modern dance, but her
World was in a quiet suburb with her beloved dogs, her flowers and gar-
den, and long solitary walks.

/
The wordsJoseph Brodsky once wrote about the Russian poet Anna

Akhmatova may be even more apt for Gertrud Kolmar: "[She] belongs

j
to the category of poets who have neither genealogy nor discernible 'de-
velopment.' She is the kind of poet that simply 'happened', that arrives
in the world with an already established diction and [ ... ] own unique
sensibility. She came fully equipped, and she never resembled anyone."
Marina Tsvetaeva, another great Russian woman poet and like Akhma-
tova a contemporary of Kolmar, though they are not likely to have
known of each other, made a distinction between poets with history and
poets without history. The latter she called pure lyric poets whose works
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reflect what the poet goes through and suffers. This kind of poet has no
agenda, poetry is solely the record of human dreams and feelings. The
soul and mentality of these poets is formed in their mother's womb, says

Tsvetaeva, they come into the world fully formed, they do not need to
learn anything for they know everything from the moment they are
born.

Gertrud Kolmar was such a lyrical poet, a poet who simply "hap-
pened." Although critics have thought to detect the influence of Rilke in

her work, she herseif has stated that she came to Rilke, whose works she
greatly admired, too late to have been influenced by him. (In one of her
last letters to her sister she writes about reading Rilke 's Duino Elegies;
her promise to share her thoughts, alas, remained unfulfilled.) The one
commonality with Rilke she acknowledged was a strong affinity for the
French Symbolist poets. However one may look at her work, and it seems
in the nature of criticism to look for antecedents, to establish connec-
tions with the familiär, to compare and evaluate, any true appreciation
of Kolmar 's work can only come from taking into account the profound
Jewishness of her thinking and feeling. But Gertrud Kolmar is not a
noteworthy poet on account of the circumstances of her death. She does
not deserve attention because she is a woman, nor because she is a Jew-
ish woman, although these two factors nourish her work like the conflu-
ents of a mighty river. She is not remarkable merely among women
poets or Jewish poets or women Jewish poets, or even German poets

—

she certainly is all this, but when all categorizing is done, her work
Stands on its own and will assure her immortality.

Little of her work was published in her lifetime, only three small vol-

umes of her poetry appeared within a twenty-year interval, 1917 and
1938. The last publication, by a Jewish publishing house, gained her
some critical acclaim and even brief fame among a Jewish readership,
but the copies were soon confiscated and pulped when the Nazi regime
shut down all Jewish presses. She declared herseif unaffected by the Iure
of fame, but, at the same time, she harbored no doubts about her gen-
uine talent and vocation as a poet. "Ich bin eine Dichterin ganz und
gar"—'T am a poet with all my being." She knew that one day she would
take her place in Weltliteratur, the literature of the world.

HIGHLAND PARK, NEWJERSEY



I^IATTHIAS CLAUDIUS

KRIEGSLIED

»s ist Krieg! ^s ist Krieg! Gottes Engel, wehre
Und rede du darein!
's ist leider Krieg - iind ich begehre
Nicht schuld daran zu sein!

Was sollt ich machen, wenn im Schlaf mit Graemen
Und blutig, bleich und blass
Die Geister der Erschlagnen zu mir kaemen
Und vor mir weinten, was?

Wenn wackre Maenner, die sich Ehre suchten,
Verstuemmelt und halb tot
Im Staub sich vor mir waelzten und mir fluchten
In ihrer Todesnot?

Wenn tausend, tausend Vaeter, Muetter, ßraeute.
So gluecklich vor dem Krieg,
Nun alle elend, alle arme Leute,
Wehklagten ueber mich?

Wenn Hunger, boese Seuch und ihre Noeten
R^a^id, Freund und Feind ins Grab
Versammlet en und mir zu Eliren krachten
Von einer Leich herab?

V/as huelf mir Krön und Land und Gold und Ehre^
Die koennten mich nicht freun!
*s ist leider Krieg - und ich begehre
Nicht Schuld daran zu sein!



C^^-^^^x^ ^

f^^t^t ^••^•} ..c. Ä
/ Ja^o^'^'^-^

/

r^ ^^"-J^

.^^/-^ /-'='
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EMILY DICKINSON (1677)

On my volcano grows the Grass
A meditative spot -

An acre for a Bird to choose
Would be the General thought -

How red the fire rocks below -

How insecure the sod
Did I disclose
Would populate with awe my solitude.

Mit Gras bedeckt ist mein Vulkan -

Ein andachtsvoller Ort -

Das ideale Vogelheim
So meinten andere dort -

Wie rot das Feuer drunter schwelt -

Wie sich der Boden hebt
Gärb^-rdr-^-«—be-krarmrt

/

EMILY DICKINSQN (585)
l/^/^n- f^ ').^<J4

luckt - U-n^le: U.^ E^c^ Oi^^^-^U^-h

;^x-^c^
7

Ich seh gern wie er Meilen seh
Und Täler runterscl^l ingt -

Und stehend sichln Tanks betrinkt -

Loui^ Dünn mit g e sciiixLki-Ä^ft- Schritt^ —^

Von steileru-tlGi«n Abstand hält
Und u rfgeTi i e/rlfe

n

^^^f^c^ T^pw-Strassenrand in Hütten späht -

Dann einen Steinbruch höhlt

Bis er ihm um die Rippen ^e-hip jp^i^y^ r

^<X-»c/7 D-cUw*-^ s i c h hineinbugsiert / . p
Zugleich sein Heldenlos i^^ist-ftgt ^^[^.^^^ö- j^ Q^l£^^J^^^ 9^JhD<Pc-^

'^'-k^Z^^f!^^^
^

Mit g räoo 1 ic hc" III Gestülni
Und dann sich selbst zu Tale hetzt -

Wiehernd wie Donnerhall -

Dann - pünktlich wie ein Stern zuletzt -

Fromm und erhaben dazustehn
Vor seinem eigenen Stall.

^ J'

It is easy to work when the soul is at play -

But when the soul is in pain -
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If you were coming in the Fall,

I'd brush the Summer by

With half a smile, and half a spurn,

As Housewives do , a Fly.

If I could See you in a year,

I'd wind the months in balls -

And put them each in separate Drawers

,

For fear their numbers fuse -

If only Centuries ,' deiayed,

I'd count them on my Hand,

Subtracting, tili my fingers dropped

Into Van Dieman's Land.

ĵ

If certain, when this life was out

That yours and mine , should be

I'd toss it yonder, like a Rind,

And take Eternity -

But, now, uncertain of the length

Of this, that is between,

It goads me like the Gobiin Bee -

That will not state - its sting.
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Wenn du im Herbst kaemst , ^haette ich

Den Sommer arbgewehrt, Ct^^-^co

Wie Hausfraun es mit Fliegen tun,

Halb laechelnd, halb empoert.

;^ ^2-^^<^

Koennt' ich dich sehn in einem Jahr,
^P^c^ /^O^c^-^

^3ra>t^^/-
.^c-^-t

Wip EaaljLe - g odon in oin ^Fach, '^''^^^ B^^ Jj^-ttH:^ ^^uJ^^'^^
Aue-^Ang^irr^-slo mehrten sich-;-^

/^TI^ ^^^^^^^^
^<a-x> ^-<.i.cu <2^^^ 6>^^-^•^-^^^'^^'-^

•

^'^

Kaemst du Jahrhunderte zu spaet.

Die zaehlf ich wj, e im Sp iel ^5t.-^x- ^=^^ f{ci^^^o{

QyC<^c^

Waer mir gewiss nach diesem Sein

Ein kuenftiges zu zweit -

'^e_ai^e2l^^^tievmerf * ichr fort

Und waehlte Ewigkeit -

"j

Doch ungewiss, wie lang es waehrt.

Was noch dazwischen iaf»t , ^ . ^"^/^^ /^^ jtA^flu^

:tri&s mieh-wie/
'^ ^ ^

-^4 -iTx. <s^-' /3o' .e<-<-ei-

^

//^t-^^^Z iWj^.



miLY DICKINSON

P OSMS llllj.
(Neue Ausgabe)
GEDICHTE

The largest Fire ever Imown
Occurs each Afternoon -
Discovered Is without surprise
Proceeds without concern -
Consumes and no report to men
An Occidental TomTi,
Rebuilt another morning
To be burned down again

There is another I^oneliness
That many die without -
Not v;ant of friend occasions it
Or circumstance of Lot

But nature, sometimes, sometimes
. ^ ^

thought
And v/hosoe it befall
Is reicher than could be revealed
By mortal nmrieral -

Der groesste (Je~bekannt
Bricht jeden Abend aus/
Wird taeglich unbestuerzt entdeckt,
Wirkt unbelcueminert fort^ - ^ €^ K
Verzehrt - und kein ~Be?lS%^"^g^' .

^fe Stadt^im Abendland, iX^*t^
I)ie,ai^i^i^rgens neu erbaut,
^>^--et^—n^Ur~-4n^.£aa2maen- s-t^h
^ -. j. . *-, t

tf

SU*' / V

1116 aC<. OÄ^fr<-'<-<^KX£^
V

', Ml—=V f^

Es gibt ein andres Einsamsein,
XLas -_j:uanch^P~-ni^ gekannt, -
Nicht Preundschaftsmangel ist

der Grund
Noch Schicksals Unbestand -

^o/ -^

r^iatur nur, manchmal, manchirial Geist.
Und wer dazu erwaehlt, ^,/ y- -^
Ist reicher als die ^öl§^zeitt^^^

otoa-iit.gxb1 1 eben gezaehlt.

r^-€ ? - C Od

^^(^^^^JL^h^ r*^ i/-(>^

o
^C.^t^-4^ Jt^^Jf-^i-jLeJf

\\j\J\Ny ^t4^,^,^l>^
y



/^

60^
- ^^^^ 2

t-x^ h^<-c » y o^c^'-t^^

</ "27.^ y^ r

<2^ cCl^^
C^LjO^

cJ^ 'p^^e.i^ '^t.iM.

^^// ^c^

/7

//. <t-<.^o

w.../

^•^

lrfi2^M^f
*-ß.^< /^Äo

o+^ e^^^-f d^^
K0-''C>t^ "%!«»- 'V-''' ' "T^

*-rr

•t3c.

1

P

Dc^,^^ ^^, -^-/-Ä..
•^,.

/

t^«-^-^/ *Äja-<^

^-^.5^

.cs^^y (^ oiU^^

^^UsT) /^:^CcU<Y Q
-^^t:.<.-<^<^ v.if. ,^ r^

«-^r
!9- ^«^ /

—r-

^'^ /,
/

9^-)^^ (p(1jC'<^^ ^Cc

f
-j:^ ^ \ >. r -.-^

-Cc /. <>-C<_7>#<^

^J^^^ß^t^.

'X^c

^-<-<.
yf
'r

(



613

In Prosa sperrt man mich -

Wie man als Kind mich viel

In einen Schrank gesteckt hat -

Sie mochten mich gern"still".

Still! Keiner sah mein Hirn -

Wie sich*s im Kreis bewegt -

Wird wohl ein Vogel auch in Haft

Fuer Hochverrat gelegt -

Er braucht zu wollen nur -

Leicht wie ein Stern schaut er

Herab auf die Gefangenschaft -

Und lacht - Was brauch ich mehr -
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THE END OF ENCHANTMENT

The Frog has gone back to his well,
no more to be spurned, debased or reborn
in human form.

The Old King has been dethroned,
his Castle burned,
or turned into a boarding school

.

The Princess, no longer beautiful,
lives on her own, abandoned

,

first by a part-time lover,
then by her son.

There are no more Fairies
or Little Wise Men
offering free advice
on how to convert
dirt into gold
or rags into riches.
Their secrets are now sold
by Marketing Companies.

Even Witches
have given up their brooms

.

Like ordinary women,
they're using Shopping carts
and they conceal their spells.
Somotimcu yuu fuel ^SSsfe^'a^i a i uund y-öu,

c-although yniii IrnriTr the ro 's »OL»XLQe__Lh
/The woods have given way to pleasure parks

.

No longer dark, they still
are füll of dangers.

iojn̂^d
People compla
that l-^Lfe^has

Cthat tniB^^r~W(
•arrd

—

thftt—therc—srs

Ye:t^ Wllhuixl kiiuwing yollr
they
and show
pain

better before^ [l^<-^ oCv^
^T&o much intru

name

,

lon
T^

»f atr^ngcrg ^^^^^-^^^
you their own ^^

and confusion.

'%

Remember the Fool^
He is still t-h%^*«a^
and he will outlast
armies of witches of Shopping carts

.

üe—s-fcays rorever young

,

true to himself ^_^
in his pursuit of Illusion, /äIp^ 0<
forever in love <t
with one of the totally
useless arts.

1Ä.
^nchanged, /^öI^^-^V

^yfSiAT^
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MATTHIAS CLAUDIUS

WAR SONG

ThT^ ^ B war! Thore '
g- war! angel, de Inaplr«

Raatraint, invoke Hl» naasl
There's war, alaa, an«L I dealr«
Not to have caused this shajno!

What should I «Lo,lf, pala and bloody, weeplng -
As I lay on my cot ->

The ghoats of slaughtered vlctina found me aleeplng?
What ahould I teil them, what?

.tii^-;K7 o^^<-Ä ^^ ^rave men who aought honor through thelr darlng
^^1Qrere_^writhitts in the duat-r-7^e^>^'^i.^Ö^^,^fez5f -^

/Half~~£ead-|^and malmed^jgaad Äoactiig' me wÖSTawearlng
In agonized diaguat? .

_^ p2-<L^^

If evary father, mother, brlde and maiden.
So happy fermerly,
New all deprlved, all with miafortune laden,
Were walllng about me?

If hunger, «vil plague and need were going
To Joln all, frlend and foe,
Wlthln the grave and aat on corpaea crowlng
For me a hymn of woe? .

-D^^
What coiild I galn If I were to acqulre
A crown and land and fame?
There-^8 war, alaa, and I de aIre
Not to have caused thla ahame!

Vt-?



Unbehelligt von saemtlichen irdischen Plagen
scheinen die Toten ihr Totsein mit Fassung zu tragen.

Ob sie in Frieden ruhn oder sich zu den Lebenden legen,
Ihr Tun oder Nichtstun ist gebilligt von Gottes Segen.

Sie brauchen den boesen Nachbar nicht mehr im Aufzug

zu gruessen
und selbst die toedlichsten Suenden hoerten sie laengst

auf zu buessen.

Anstatt troestliche Worte an einsame Freunde zu richten,
koennen sie sinnlose Verse wie diese dichten.

Es steht uns nicht an, nach ihrem Befinden zu fragen,
doch die Antwort liegt auf der Hand: die Toten koennen

nicht klagen.



RESTLESS SPIRIT

When I parted I thought I could sever
each vital thread.

Those who said that the dead rest forever
were never dead.

Though the stone may obstruct the intrusion
of earthly sights,

though the bone be immune to illusion,
who counts the nights

when the spider of life, undefeated,
reweaves its thread

into dreams, uncompleted. repeated,
to haunt the dead?

1952
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As willing lld o'er weary eye

The Evening on the Day leans

Till of all our nature's House

Remains but Balcony

Wie ueber muedem Aug das willige Lid

Lehnt sich dem Tag der Abend an

Bis von dem ganzen Haus unserer Natur

Nichts bleibt als der Balkon



Sgleen

(Baudelaire)

Ich hat ein Könic;reich, dfis Schwermut heisst:
dort bin ich Herrscher, jun^ und schon ergreist.
Wenn, die gespreizten Höflinge sich zieren,
spiel ich mit Hunden und mit andern Tieren.
Loch nichts erheitert mich, kein Falke und kein Reh,
nicht das geplagte Volk, das ich V0rm Fenster seh -
nicht einmal meines Lieblingsnarren Schwank
zerstreut mich; ach, ich bin so sterbenskrank.
Zum Grab wird mir mein blütenreines Bett,
und selbst die Damen, lüstern und kokett,
mögen sich vor mir wiegen, drehn und winden,
sie werden meinen Mund nie lächeln finden.
Der Weise, der sonst alle KünstekKknnt

,

aus. mir vorteibt er nicht das böse Element.
Wo in den Römerbädern blutge Quellen rinnen,
aus denen selbst die Schwachen Kraft gewinnen,
erwärmten meinen Körper keine Qluten:"
Mein Blut ist wässrig wie die Lothefluten.
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Der Freund-V7ald.

Wir dachten in der Form von reinen Dingen,
als wir uns schweigend an den Händen hielten
und unbekannter Blumen Duft erfühlten,
auf Wegen, die wir miteinander gingen.

Wir sinken wie die Angetrauten gehen,
in diesem grilnen Wiesenwald verloren:
der Mond, ein stiller Freund berauschter Toren,
ward zwischen uns geteilt als Frucht der Feen,

Dann lagen wir gestorben auf den Matten,
sehr fern, ganz einsam zwischen sanften Schatten
in diesem Wald, der Heimlichstes uns lehrte.

^

Und oben sahen wir ein Licht erscheinen,
darin wir uns vereinten unter Weinen:
oh meines Schweigens treuester Gefährte!



Müder Sommer.

Alles, was blüht, rauss verblühen -

denn die Natur ist Gebot.
Alles, was glüht, muss verglühen -

in der Geburt keimt der Tod.

Alles wird einmal vergehen,
Liebe und Lasten und Leid.
Alles wird spurlos verwehen,
ausgelöscht sein von der Zeit*

Alles, was blüht, möchte reifen -

reifen heisst: schwer sein zum Fall
fallen ist tiefes Begreifen
ewiger Einheit im All*

.^ /^ 3 3



i>Cn-

EMILY DICKINSON (1677)

On my volcano grows the Grass
A meditative spot -

An acre for a Bird to choose
Would be the General thought -

How red the fire rocks below -

How insecure the sod
Did I disclose
Would populate with awe my solitude.

Mit Gras bedeckt ist mein Vulkan -

Ein andachtsvoller Ort -

Das ideale Vogelheim
So meinten andere dort -

Wie rot das Feuer drunter schwelt -

Wie sich der Boden hebt
/3Lärb—3rG4i^s bekannt
E gi^s-e4^tt4f%^^-tr--wä^ >-d4e--^i^nsamke 3r4: -belebte

ED1695

Es gibt die Einsamkeit im Raum
Die Einsamkeit im Meer
Die Einsamkeit im Tod, all dies
Scheint wie Geselligkeit
Verglichen mit dem tieferen Grund
Polarer Heimlichkeit
Der Seele bei sich eingekehrt -

Einzig - Unendlich - Sein.

There is a solitude of space
A solitude of sea
A solitude of death, but these
Society shall be
Compared with that profounder site
That polar privacy
A soul admitted to itself -

Finite infinity.



EMILY DICKINSON

1075

The Sky is low - the Clouds are mean
A travelling Flake of Snow

Across a Barn or through a Rut

Debates if it will go -

A Narrow Wind complains all Day

How some one treated him

Nature, like us is sometimes caught

Without her Diadem.

\/^q4^Jc^L^

--^-^^ ^^a
-6^'^-v/1 :^2i S2c.^

j

qesjjXPkfc— ^—

r^-

Der Himmel stumpf - die Wolken strhle ftrt

Ein Treibschnee ueberlegt cM-l,^^«--J

Ob Radspur oder Scheunendach ^
\

Zum Reisen kuenstiger liegt - CJuAjf ^"X^ '^^-cJ^-^^

Ein duerrer wind klagt stundenlang ^

Welch Unrecht ihm geschehn -

Natur, wie wir, zeigt dann und wann

S4rch ohne D±aTretn.;-£^ kL^c.^^
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A Word dropped careless on a Page
May stimulate an eye

When folded in perpetual seam

The Wrinkled Author lie

'7

Infection in the sentence breeds

We may inhale Despair

At distances of Centuries

From the Malaria -

Ein achtlos hinterlassenes Wort

Trifft den, der es erblickt

Wenn faltig in/den ewigen Saum

Gepresst dei/^Schreiber liegt

Im Satz /chon keimt die Infektion

Die unjS bef alle\i mag

Als Seelenpein Jahrhunderte

Nach dem Entstehungstag-



EMILY DICKINSON (1336)

Natura assigns the Sun -

That - is Astronomy -

Natura cannot enact a Friend -

That - is Astrology.

r3 2 /
Den Sonnenstand bestimmt Natur -

Das - ist Astronomie -

Den Freund b^i dem Natur versagt -

BohorrGcht Astrologie. ^



EMILY DICKINSON (1186)

Too few the mornings be

,

Too scant the nights.
No lodging can be had
For the delights
That come to earth to stay,
But no apartment find
And ride away.

Zu selten sind die Tage
Zu knapp die Nächte.
Es gibt kein Logis
Für Seligkeiten
Die gern auf Erden blieben,
Doch keine Wohnung finden. Und weiterziehen.
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I feit a Cleaving in my Mind -

As if my Brain had split -

I tried to match it - Seam by Seam -

But could not make them fit.

The thought behind, I strove to join
Unto the thought before -

But Sequence ravelled out of Sound

Like Balls - upon a Floor.

Ich spuerte einen Sprung im Geist -

Als sei mein Hirn gespalten -

Die Teile fuegt ' ich Saura an Saum
Doch wollten sie nicht halten.

Den spaetern Einfall suchte ich

An den davor zu knuepfen -

Doch Wortlaut loeste sich vom Klang
Wie Baelle - die entschluepfen.
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Nimm alles was ich hab, lass nur Ekstase mir
Und ich bin reicher dann als jedes Menschenkind -

Doch schlecht steht er mir an, der eigene Wohlstand hiey,
Wenn mehr Begueterte gleich neben meiner Tuer
In tiefstem Elend sind -

Take all away from me but leave me Ecstasy,
And I am richer then than all my Fellow Men

111 it becometh me to dwell so wealthily

When at my very Door are those possessing

more.

In abject poverty -



^^:^lM. !^cJijx.^J^^l
1712

Abgrund - doch Himmel ueber ihm -

Und Himmel nah, und Himmel weit^^^^
Und Aboxttttd doch -d^-^x^ ^cJ^a,<£^
Mit Himmel ueber ihm.

Sich ruehren heisst man rntscv«t -

Zu schauen fuehrt zum Sturz -

Zu traeumen schwaecht den Schutz

Der meine Chancen stuetzt.

Ach! A-fegnuxid! Himmel ueber ihm!

wte_ tlaf-=,,.;r;i,JLch. JS7^^ es^-ülcht

Die Fuesse zu befraaen -

Deic:Ät3]gxTifia--4r-unter - klaftertief - ^ .-^ - i ^j0^v-a< \.ic<

\Imi=^gExSii!lärä^^ gleich. . , y , ^'JZ p'n\^ ^~L.^^-
Same - Sommer - Grab -

Wer verdammte wen?

C-^-^-^-t: Lci'*^, e
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Die Dichter zuenden nur Lampen an

Sie selbst gehn aus -

Lassen die Dochte gluehn -

Ist Licht lebendig

Darin wie*s Sonnen tun -

Linsen sind dann die Zeiten

Die ihren Radius

Weiter verbreiten -
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Doris Dörrie

STRAIGHT THROUGH THE HEART

From: LIEBE SCHMERZ UND DAS GANZE VERDAMMTE ZEUG

(Love Pain and all that Jazz)

Translated by

Lola Gruenthal



After Armins death Anna had immediately given away or

sold all electric appliances in the house and made sure that

all outlets were removed. Only a few ceiling fixtures were

left. Otherwise there was no electric current in the entire

house, and as much as Anna sometimes missed the television,

the record player or a hair dryer, she definitely preferred

not to feel surrounded by electricity so she would not have to

worry about Jan 's safety. She simply did not trust herseif

any more in dealing with the current; she almost feared its

revenge . . . but that was silly.

At the age of four Jan had once gotten a slight electric

shock when he was touching Anna 's fleecy sweater. There was

a little spark, and Jan was so frightened he broke into tears.

Anna picked him up, carried him into her/room and put him down

on the bed. Jan sobbed vehemently, trembled and clung to her,

and Anna knew he was not making a fuss, he had good reason to

panic. She feit Armin and the past at her back and, bravely

and defiantly, she turned around, went to the closet and pulled

out the shoe box with her old photos.

Jan 's sobbing stopped. He loved pictures more than anything,

immediately grabbed his favorite photo and examined it carefully,

as though to verify that everything on it was unchanged: Anna

with the shiny Saxophone after her first concert. Just turned

16, with sweaty wet hair, ugly, happy. In the background, the

drummer. Now she couldn't even recall his name . He had been

very gentle , and on his belly he had a small tuft of long black

hair. Like grass. Anna smiled to herseif and Jan, who didn't
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know why, grinned back. The tears were forgotten. He rummaged

in the box. Anna and Thomas in a fishing boat in Greece. With

indifferent expressions, they looked in opposite directions.

A silly individual with extravagant movements who, during the

six months they spent together, had told her' every day that he

loved her more than anything. Anna took the photo from Jan 's

hand. Armin in front of the little red Fiat which he had given

her for her twentyfirst birthday and which she was still driving.

"Was Daddy very strong?"

"No, my sweet - he was not. But very nice."

"What do you mean - nice?"

"Well, he was very good to me .

"

"Were you sweethearts?" Jan giggled, excited.

"No," Anna said softly, "we were not."
'

Jan shrugged his Shoulders and shuffled the photo back

among the others. Her mother Angelika and Anna in her student's

päd in Munich. Anna had held the camera at arm 's length, pulled

her mother close to her and pressed the shutter. The picture

showed only half of her face, and that half did not teil anything

about the expression she had worn. A farewell photo. She hadn't

even wanted to leave home . Angelika smiling into the camera.

Did my mother have enough of me after 19 years? Angelika 's dis-

appointment when she failed the entrance examination at the music

academy. Study, no matter what. So it had to be Munich, quite

far from home. She hated the closeness of the mountains. Her

room was tiny and expensive, located under the roof . Weeds in

the eave trough (gutter) outside the window. Water stains on

the ceiling. Dark in the daytime , quite cozy in the evening.

The gas heater was much too big for the small room and could
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not be adjusted. Every fifteen minutes Anna had to turn it

off and open the window. The American Forces Network on the

radio. Blabbering against the silence.

The university v\^as disappointingly similar to her former

school routine. Her fellow students bored her with their

seriousness. In the evening she would go out by herseif to

a movie or a pub. The crazy American standing next to the

entrance with his glass of beer, grinning to himself . She knew

right away that he was an American because he wore those tough

Walking boots and a blue down vest. "Are you hungry?" she had

asked him. "I'm going home now to cook some Spaghetti for my-

self." How stupid - but he actually was hungry. Silently and

cheerfully they walked along Leopoldstrasse. He was at least

35 and had long grey hair.

On the small electric boiler she cooked Spaghetti with

buttery which he praised. He also liked Randy Newman. When

they were lying in bed in the dark, Anna grinned, her head on

his Shoulder; She had managed to "pick up" a guy, he was nice -

and had fallen asleep even before she got undressed.

She saw him only once more , one morning when she was on the

way to her class and had almost stumbled over him on the stairs.

After a drunk spree, he was sleeping it off on the third floor,
last

hadn't been able to make it all the way up to the fifth a± night

Anna skipped her class and fried some eggs for him.

He was in love with a German model and read everything by

Henry Miller while he waited for her her to yield to him.

"Mummy, why do you have blue hair on this photo with Daddy?"

"Come on, Jan, let me close my eyes for five minutes. I
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have a little headache .

"

Jan patted her forehead with his small hot hand. Anna

smiled with her eyes closed.

The papers she had to v^rite for her seminar had been an

ordeal. She lA^ould sit hunched up in her room for hours, poring

over her books. She wasn't interested. She drank Cinzano in

little sips until her thoughts got muddled. Sleep. Often until

late evening. Colorful, pleasant dreams, nothing exciting, but

reason enough to keep from waking up. Then she would lie with

closed eyes, waiting to slide back into sleep.

"Make a plan for every day," a Suggestion of her mother.

How embarrassing for humanity to cover up its own meaninglessness

with a detailed agenda.

What her old Latin teacher had always saidi "Anna, you are

a windbag." She could not get the right feel of the city, lost

her way in the old center, got on the wrong streetcars and

busses. The determined faces around her made her fidgety and

awkward. She stepped on other people's feet, and once , losing

her balance, propped herseif up on the head of a seated pas-

senger. Frightened, she got off at once. Perhaps a hormone

deficiency. Too much sleep. Like an illness without pain.

Or had she simply been lazy through and through? Unpleasant

thought,

Only rarely did she make decisions, and when she did, they

came from far away over night. One morning she had awakened with

a clear head and unswollen eyes, and she had known; Today I'm

going to have my hair dyed blue

.
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It feit good to See how even the fashion-conscious British
impressed

hair stylists on Elisabethstrasse vvere by her project:, not quite

sure about their part in it. Smiling, she waited for her

turn and, somewhat contemptuously , flipped the pages of a fashion

magazine. Afterwards, when the smelly chemical substance began

to react with her hair and one couldn't teil yet how blue it was

going to be, she enjoyed the hot, exciting feeling of a slight

electric Charge in her body, something that she liked a lot

but that happened only on rare occasions. The dryer was turned

off and swiveled to the side. Ultramarine blue. Anna beamed.

Just like one of those cheap nylon sweaters from the "Specials"

box in a department störe.

She did not mind that everyone in the street and in the

lecture hall stared at her and whispered about her. She had

always feit different from most people, not better, just dif-

ferent; and the blue hair now allowed this already established

feeling to turn into a picture in her head: A black-and-white

photo with a Single daub of color - Anna Blume. A lonely

existence, this she had suspected for quite some time . She found

it extraordinarily strenuous to talk to others for any length of

time. She almost got dizzy with boredom, although she liked to

talk, but she was never sure whether the way she used words

corresponded to common usage . It was not necessarily important

for her to be understood. But, unlike sleep, the waking state

made her miss something that she could not name

.

During the last sunny fall days she took the Saxophone along

to the Englischer Garten . She enjoyed it spreading sound. A

man in his mid-thirties , wearing a heavy expensive coat that
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gave him a completely rectangular appearance . He stopped Walking
and listened for a long time. She remembered quite clearly

that she had unconsciously taken a step back in order to increase

the distance between herseif and that man. She did not play

for money, but the man took his newspaper, spread it out before

her and placed a twenty mark bill on it, which he secured with

a small stone. His large face was reddened. Very serious light

eyes. Anna looked at him as she went on playing. He did not

remove his gaze, and the way he stood there, observing her calmly.

made Anna uncomfortable . She turned away. Why didn't he go

on already? Her hands starte d to become clammy. When she

turned around, he was gone and she played better again.

Gladiolas. How corny. And a whole dozen of them. They

were lying outside her door when she went to the john in the hall

late at night. And a white card with a stilted handwriting-
_ .

in 'The Cloud'
I would like to invite you for supper tomorrow evening at 8:30."

No signature. The rectangular man. She was quite sure . Annoyed.

Anna threw the card into the wastebasket, knowing at the same

time that of course she would go. Perhaps that electric feeling

and the certainty of knowing what to do for a whole day.

Until six o'clock in the evening she stayed in bed. Shower.

Shampoo. The heating coils of her old hand dryer suddenly showed

a dangerous orange glow, there was a little popping sound, and

Anna, frightened, dropped the dryer. Twenty minutes to rub her
hair dry with a towel. White makeup and black kohl for her eyes.

Jeans. Don't overdo it.

The restaurant was small and distinguished with pleasant

yellowish lighting. The waiter immediately led her to a table,
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moved her chair back and remained standing behind it until Anna

was seated. "Dr. Thal called. He will be here presently."

Of course. A lawyer or a doctor. Her armpits itched from the

perfume. Get up and leave immediately

.

He again wore his heavy coat. "I'm so glad," he pressed

Anna 's hand firmly. Raindrops shining on his face. Under his

coat a light blue cashmere sweater. Almost childlike . Armin

Thal, dentist. Anna nodded. For you please , pate and lobster.

He ordered the wine . While they had Cocktails he again looked

at her with the same calm and steady gaze . Anna gave herseif

one point for withstanding it until she had slowly counted to

five, two Points if she could reach ten and three for fifteen.

When she evaded his gaze already before the five, she subtracted

one point.

Only three points when he began after a long pause: "Anna,

since I saw you yesterday in the Englischer Garten , your appearance

has released a very streng feeling in me . I have seen how you

live because I followed you." The waiter brought the appetizers,

and while began serving, Armin Thal continued calmlyi "I want

to make a Suggestion to you: I live in the country in a spacious

remodeled farm house . You could immediately move in there, you'd

have two rooms at your disposal as well as I5000 mark^a month.

No Obligations." She had not even been greatly surprised. "As-

suming that I didn't have blue hair and you had met me as a normal

Student and not as a Saxophonist - would you have made the same

offer to me?" He smiled very briefly with his eyes only. "You

think I'm very superficial. No, with or without blue hair -

I'd like to have you around^ because in your presence I feel
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some of the excitement that unfortunately so far has mostly

been lacking in my life." She understood immediately . "What

kind of excitement?" She smiled because her blood had suddenly

Started to flovw more rapidly. "The excitement of becoming some-

one eise than the person one is - through another..." Now he was

grinning. "An illusion. But so infinitely more thrilling than

reality.

"

"But what if the excitement is gone after a few days or

weeks... then I can leave again?"

"No. Your risk would be relatively small. To start with,

I would think of a one-year contract, 1500 mark a month."

Anna sucked the flesh out of the lobster claws, then washed

her fingers in a small ceramic bowl with lukewarm lemon-scented

water,

"2000 mark," she said. A long glance . Three points.

He folded his hands and placed them on the table in front

of him. Short, round fingers with very small nails.

"Agreed.

"

Anna took a sip of wine.

"Maybe .

"

She somehow lost control over her face. Espresso with

brandy amid breathing problems. Without collapsing she reached

the restroom. Loud retching, afterwards relief . She washed

her face, rinsed her mouth and sat down on the cold stone floor.

Suddenly exhausted. Smeared makeup.

He paid quickly with a credit card and led her to his car.

Anna had trouble focusing. Without being asked, he drove her

to her place. Climbing the stairs, she began to stagger, and
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he took her in his arms and carried her quickly and safely up

to the fifth floor. When he removed her jeans, she tried to

decide whether this bothered her but could not settle on an

unambiguous feeling. The safe bed. With her eyes closed she

still noticed that the light went out.

She woke up because she feit nauseous again. Groped for

the light Switch, but there he was already next to her, leading

her to the wash basin. Bitter gall. He held her and gently

patted her back. A doctor. Every thought now too strenuous.

At seven o'clock he woke her with tea and Zwieback. He was

going to his Office now. His telephone number was placed on her

bed table. A brief, cool breath of air touched her forehead

when he opened the door and left.

Two hours later Anna had a high fever that put her in a

State of pleasant, soft haziness. She enjoyed her own hot in-

dolence, her view of the ever unchanging dirty-white ceiling

with its large brown-edged water stain. When Armin came to

look after her, she feil effortlessly in/a deep sleep. He did

not bother her, provided the necessary Ventilation as well as

hot tea in a thermos. After two days she already recognized

him by his steps on the staircase

.

After four days she knew what she wanted, and the fever

went down. Armin showed his pleasure with a quick nod. Together

they packed her things. Amüsement and the feeling of having

become years older in just a few days. He carried the Saxophone

down the stairs.

Still, driving through the city she feit rather depressed



-10-

and intimidated like a kidnaping victim. She opened the window

and held her head out. The cold wind stung her eyes and made

her scalp shrink. I want to be wild, a savage - and a savage

has no scruples She emitted a long, high scream that

trailed behind the speeding aar like a tail.

Armin was satisfied. With leather-gloved hands he gently

stroked the steering wheel at every stoplight.

The farm house was a surprise. A tasteful but not snobbish

interior. Little furniture, big beautiful rugs . No dog,

fortunately. From her room on the first floor she looked at

willows without end.

That evening they sat together in front of the VCR in the

living room, watching Onlv Angels Have Wingc, . Jean Arthur also

knew exactly what she wanted. Someone who knows what he wants

will never compromise himself . The wine was good. They did

little talking. At 12:30 Anna got up. Following an impulse

she gave Armin a kiss on the forehead, which he accepted with

friendly equanimity.

In bed she cried a little. Just like that, because she

didn't know what she was supposed to feel. He woke her at seven

with rosehip tea and two small round cakes. Did she want to

come along to town? Much too early, Anna shook her head.

2000 mark and the contract under the breakfast plate

.

Curious and with slight heart palpitations she later wandered

through the house. In his bedroom another VCR. English thrillers.

Hardly any clues to the person of Armin Thal. No photos, no

letters. Silk pyjamas. In the basement nothing but wine bottles

and old furniture.
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She read a thriller, watched two movies: The Red Circle

and Breathless. Called her mother on the phone . As expected,

she was shocked by Anna 's move

.

In the evening Armin came back with some steaks and salad.

He put on a rock 'n' roll record and started to wash the salad.

Surprised that Anna couldn't dance rock 'n' roll. Jerry Lee

Lewis - never heard of him. Born in 1957 - where should she

know him from? Of course, Armin laughed softly. He put the

Steaks in the pan.

After the meal: "Do you play chess?" No, that she didn't

either. Patiently he explained. A fire in the fireplace

.

After two hours she could not concentrate any longer. She was

perspiring. Silence . He looked at her calmly. She got up

and walked back and forth in the room. Discomfort in her stomach.

Impatiently she sat down on the side of his chair and placed

one arm around his neck. He gave her a friendly look but did

not move. Her blue head on his ehest. Pleasant. Did he really

want nothing eise from her. Impossible. After a while he had

finally started to stroke her. His skin was firm, smooth and

cool. No water stain on the ceiling in his bedroom. Excited

and at the same time indifferent, she had feit very free. He

was elegant, tender, used to it, good.

She woke up only at noon, alone . A long, hot bath. After

all, what was wrong with it? No love , no problems . She laughed,

and in the large tiled bathroom it sounded louder than she had

intended.
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She skipped the class at three because the bus to town

took over an hour. Instead she went to the market and bought

fresh fish and vegetables. Chocolate pudding for dessert.

Armin was thrilled. Sole - his favorite fish. Anna turned

red with pleasure.

She got used to waiting for him. Often she did the cooking

because she enjoyed it. They never arranged a time. Anna was

always there

.

She did not register again for the summer term. During

the day she sat in the comfortable leather armchair and read or

watched movies. Every day now had a plan: Armin left the house

at 7*30 and re turned around eight in the evening.

They continued addressing each other by the formal Sie .

Not out of courtesy, that they both knew, but because it pre-

vented them from sliding off into ordinary routine.

On a damp June evening, after supper, Armin place d two

plane tickets to San Francisco on the table. Departure in two

days. "Don't forget to take your Saxophone." She grinned and

scratched her leg. "Your beautiful blue is beginning to grow

out."

Before thetrip she had her hair color touched up. She her-

seif would have liked a little change - but better not to take

chances. This was how he knew her. This was how she had to stay.

Once they had stepped on American soll, Armin spoke to her

only in English. Fluently and without any accent. His movements

became more relaxed and he smiled more frequently. Was he simply
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adjusting to the American styleibr did he actually feel different?

The air conditioners in the expensive hoteis hummed softly.

Sometimes she feit like Jean Arthur, sometimes more like Lauren

Bacall - she feit fine

.

Armin carried her Saxophone through the city, and on the

third day, when he saw two blacks xixKäiKg at the street corner

playing tenor Saxophone and guitar, he took it out of its case

.

She was supposed to play? Armin asked her to do it, and the two

blacks nodded goodnaturedly . It was embarrassing. She herseif

feit that her playing was much too dry and lacking Imagination.

Armin took pictures. Suddenly, short, violent abdominal pains

which took her breath away. She feit like a fake . Everything

a fake. It passed quickly. People stopped and watched appreci-

atively.

Armin invited the two musicians for dinner. She was not

hungry, she feit hot and queasy. With an awkward motion she

knocked the wine glass over. The two men liked Armin. His

calm. Casually and carefully he took hold of her wrist and kept

holding it for a few minutes. She feit relieved and was able

to Orient herseif again.

At the Ocean Front Walk in Los Angeles. On the beach,

under palm trees. Armin on roller skates. Laughing at every

fall. Playing like a little boy. Unimaginable in Munich.

At night at the Tropicana Motel Anna grasped his arm in

her sleep and moved closer to him. She woke up, frightened:

The old indifference was gone . Her body was changing, her skin
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became nervous and electric, her heart pounded. She took a

shower. Black cockroaches scurried along the edge of the bath-

tub. Some were drowned. It was unplanned, stupid, dangerous.

Ridiculous. But she knew she would not be able to reverse the

change. What was this? A biochemical process?

From now on she had to restrain herseif to keep from

touching Armin constantly. "Why are you so tense?" he asked

her (in English, as usual) during breakfast. English Muffins

and orange juice. What was "tense", what did he mean? She

shrugged her Shoulders: "Lefs go to the movies."

The^ saw Sunset Boulevard . How different, to see the films

here where they came from and where they belonged. Armin put

his arm around her and drew her closer. For him, pleasure

without Obligation, for her, suddenly, agony. Keep your mouth

shut, don't Show anything. Difficulty of avoiding the fantasized

intimate "du". A silly goose in love? He would not have ex-

tended the contract, would have sent her packing. A nuisance

and a bore, not at all what he had expected of her.

In Chicago she had a small diamond nose ring made to order,

and when she asked him to do it for her, Armin himself quickly

and almost painlessly inserted it in her nostril.

Despite all her efforts she found herseif boring to tears

,

but he enjoyed her. So far. Back in Munich he immediately

settled into his old reserved elegance, and Anna suffered all

the more from her sentimental weakness.

A little red Fiat for her twentyfirst birthday. She threw

her arms around his neck.
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Only tvtfo weeks later, on September 20, he did not come home

for the first time. At 10 o'clock Anna 's heart started to race

noticeably for about two minutes. Jean Seberg and Jean Paul

Belmondo calmed her for the next hour. A glass of Southern

Comfort. But then, suddenly, a thick ball in her throat that

made swallowing difficult, also ice-cold hands . She walked back

and forth, gasping with anxiety. Never before had she been

afraid, even for a second, that he might have had an accident

or simply forgotten her. Around midnight she ran outside.

Silence. When she stumbled over a small stone and feil down,

she Started to cry. The crying changed into retching. She

vomited but the retching did not stop. On her hands and feet

she crawled back into the house and collapsed on the bathroom

rüg. Every five minutes the retching recurred, went through

her body in big waves and shook her. After every attack she

tried to breathe quietly and to relax. Work. That would lead

to something.

When Armin came in at 6l^'5, she was exhausted but composed

He took a bath. Fresh coffee. His light eyes, that calm, in-

different tone: "You must have asked yourself why, contrary to

habitual routine, I wasn't here last night." She spread a roll
7;

with quince jelly for him and forced a smile . Yesterday I met

a very unusual woman artist."

"Some more coffee?"

He nodded.

"I intend to offer her a contract similar to yours. Your

contract is valid until the end of this year... and of course

you can also continue living here. Now I don't wan't to rush
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you, Anna - but would you mind if that lady," he took a bite

of the roll, "moved in here already tomorrow?"

She smiled at him silently. Then a scream, high and lasting

about fifteen seconds. He watched her calmly, only mildly

shocked, then took a sip of coffee. Anna closed her mouth,

grinned and sat down on the arm of his chair.

"Well, of course," she said evenly, scraping his chin with

her hand, "I am pregnant. In the third month. I don*t know if

you want the child. . . what I would need above all is rest..."

His response to her lie surpassed her expectations. Joy.

He embraeed her, beaming, called the Office, he wasn't coming

in today. Champagne and oysters for the mother, After the

second glass, Anna: "If you really want me to give birth to the

child, I would like to make a contractual agreement with you

to the effect that - in the interest of the child - we stay to-

gether until it comes of age . And perhaps my salary could be

raised to... 2800 marks?" She giggled. As of today, she de-

cided, she would say "du" to him. Goodness, why was he so much

looking forward to the child? They silently gazed into each

other's eyes, and while Anna saw herseif reflected in his pupils,

she realized that each of them only seemed
. to understand the

language of the other.

The pregnancy now gave a definite direction to her life.

She ate systematically and with the feeling that it was for her

own good: already in the morning, a pound of nuts, two bars of

chocolate, supplemented by a pint of heavy cream. Two hours

intermission for proper digestion, then, for lunch, Spaghetti

with white beans , and sometimes, when she could get it down.
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half a pound of melted butter vvith a little salt. In the after-

noon, Juices and capsules to stimulate the appetite. She ate

without repulsion. Did not get sick once . Only when Armin

came in the evening, she sometimes had to lie down, and then

he sat next to her and held her hand.

He now spent the nights vvith the unusual woman artist, but

he called Anna every hour to ask how she feit, For the first

time in her life she had a sense of calm and of permanent

strength. The diet was very effective . Her face lost its

peaked contours, becoming wide and serene, framed by disheveled

blue hair. Her flesh in its massiveness feit foreign to her.

Once she was startled by the appearance of a figure she saw in

the hall mirror because she did not immediately recognize it

as her own. The blue hair, the only part of her that remained

unchanged. Ever wider dresses. She was pleased by her increas-

ing awkwardness. She sensed the movement of her bones, her

flesh, her blood, and it seemed to her like an achievement,

Light blue and pink wool for the baby. Two little jackets,

tiny pants and caps in different colors. Armin was amused. Knit-

ting - never learned it. She followed the Instructions of the

lady in the yarn störe. Like the pregnant women she had observed,

she carried her belly in front of her, with her back straight-

ened. Mothers holding small children by the hand nodded

at her pleasantly. They now seemed to find Anna's peculiar

hair color less disturbing.

The way Armin pushed a combination vitamin and calcium tablet

between her lips in the morning. . . he was so touchingly concerned
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about her. No, she didn't feel like going to bed with him any

more - he had to understand that. Come to think of it, he hadn't

even asked her to. Strange, but ever since she had been pregnant,

she had lost all desire for him. Whatever devotion she got froin

him was sufficient. She was going to choose the clinic herseif.

A woman's job.

The delivery. Perhaps a miscarriage? She would think of

something. The contract was there . Or would it become invalid

if she didn't produce a child... Problems for later.

For hours she sat in the leather armchair, often occupied

only with the thoughts formed by her brain, letting those thoughts

walk over to the white wall across, letting them bounce off

and slowly wander back into her brain.

A December evening at the fireplace . Armin massaging her

legs. "Why don't you bring your friend, the artist, over for

coffee sometime? Tomorrow afternoon, sweetheart?" She now oc-

casionally permitted herseif to use terms of endearment, it was

alright, she noticed - for a mother.

were
His interest and his concern centered on her belly, that

was clear to her. But without head, no belly - without Anna,

no child. "If it isn't too strenuous for you, I'll be glad to

invite herl" To whom did he say "du" nowadays? Was he talking

to her or already to the child? Never mind. Alright, coffee

and cake. The artist: red hair and metalframed glasses. Anna

knitting. Conversations about an art show . All of a sudden

Anna smiled at the other woman. Dreamilyi "You know, he ' s al-

ready crazy about the child..."
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Armin took hold of Anna 's wrist. She gently disengaged

herseif, feeling completely calm and self-assured. The artist

nodded. Said goodbye soon.

Armin did not blame Anna for the fact that he never heard

from her again, that she had taken off already the next day

for Italy or some place.

He now spent his nights at home again. Close to each other

they lay on his bed and watched movies. Sometimes Anna enter-

tained Armin by turning off the sound and doing her own dubbing

Version for Jean Arthur and Gary Grant, Lauren Bacall and

Humphrey Bogart. The daily beans made her belly tight and hard.

He feit with his hand how the child moved. Indeed, it moved.

Anna beamed. At night she preferred to sleep alone . Lonely?

Yes, sometimes in the early morning hour^sVTiyTng awake in bed,

she pushed her nightgown up and looked at her empty, fat, white

belly. But then again Armin in the morning: "How are we doing

today, the three of us?" A slight smile from the mother, not too

Wide, not too radiant, for after all, pregnancy was a strain.

She spent the days waiting. Never bored, because she accepted

it as a task.

According to her calculations , the delivery date was to be

March 2^-. From the beginning of February she stayed in bed also

during the day. No matter how much she ate , her belly refused

to grow fatter. The fat settled on her legs and arms . When she

rotated her arms, two heavy folds appeared around her wrists.

Blubber. She had not found it repulsive, then. Incomprehensible

today. Armin bought a valuable 19th Century cradle in an antique

Store. Absorbed in the Sensation, he stood next to it and rocked
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it back and forth.

Early in March Anna used the telephone to order diapers,

bottles, a baby dressing table with a small bathtub, a scale

and a four-pound jar of Nivea.

Her second room, whlch she had hardly ever used since she

gave up studying, was being turned into a nursery by Armin who

spent hours working on it in the evening. From her bed she could

See him through the door, concentrating on his task. A

pleasant light yellow for the walls. Armin had changed: no

longer quite so inaccessible , he'd become more receptive to a
(He

normal and undramatic v\/ay of livingv\ made it possible for her

to be pregnant. Nothing but pregnant.

If it was a boy, they would name it Jan, a girl, Angelika,

after her mother.

the
Pictures of newborns in magazine that Armin had subscribed

to for Anna. Those bloodstained little humans with their miserably

distorted faces. They have to love their mothers - they've no

other choice. Anna smiled to herseif. A little home-made boy

friend - or rather a girl friend? "Armin, what are you wishing

for, - a girl or a boy?"

He sat down next to her on the bed. "Why don't you want

me to come to the clinic with you?" "I can fight better when

you're not there, believe me .

" "And afterwards? After the de-

livery?" "Oh Armin, thafs hard to explain. I just want to

be by myself first so I can get used to being a mother. Please,

let me .

"
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Of course, of course , he respected all her wishes. How

friendly and trusting he had become. As though he got younger

every day in expectation of the child. And softer. At that

point she had almost won.

The delivery. Heart palpitations just at the thought of

the Word. Still three weeks until the date

.

And then, one morning in the armchair, the plan. Suddenly

it was there. Her brain had produced it, without her noticing

it, and offered it to her. She had accepted at once

.

On March 22 Anna knew as she woke up that this was the day.

She stepped out of bed and walked over to Armin in the bathroom.

He was taking his morning bath, greeting her with a friendly

glance. There was no talk. She just stroked his hair once.

He accepted these gestures» though they were completely foreign

to him.

She took the small suitcase. Baby things, both in pink and

light blue, diapers, powdered milk, bottles. For herseif com-

fortable travel clothes.

A note for Armin; "Labors started, have left for the clinic.

Please don't try to find out which - as promised. Everything will

be alright. Anna."

By train she went to Frankfurt. The town appeared suitable

to her: Not too far away, four hours by train, she didn't know

anyone there - so why not Frankfurt? The two old ladies in her

compartment nodded at her pleasantly. From today on she had to

stop eating. Not a Single calory is going to pass my lips, she
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vowed to herseif. Nothing but black tea. well alrlght - perhaps
some buttermilk too, but otherwlse really nothing. After giving
birth one does have a fat belly for a while . Everyone knows
that. She must buy a girdle, a tight dress. In the pharmacy
they had something like diet pills. There was so much to be done.

On her first day in Frankfurt she went to a comfortable hotel

wlth pink-flowered curtains. She was so hungry that she couldn't
sleep. The child{ Now. this moment, she was losing it. It was
starving in her body. Nonsense. Tears. For the first time

since the beginning of pregnaney, tears of helplessness again.
Without breakfast she took off at 10 o'clock. Head scarf. wide
coat, sunglasses, suitcase in her hand. The pedestrian mall
should offer opportunities. She must not appear to be looking
for something. Staring at the displays in the störe Windows,
she observed the street from the corners of her eyes. How few
children there were!

At half past three the first two baby carriages. The one

was being watched by an ^i^^^ 3.3^^^ ^^^.^^ ^^^ ^^^^^^ ^^^^ .^^^

the Store, the other had a dachshund attached to it. A dog -

no, she didn't have the guts for that.

Every night a different hotel, to be on the safe side. Her
feet hurt.

Tuesday, Wednesday. Thursday, pouring rain. Dizzy with hunger.
Lonely at night.

At 2 a.m. she called Armin and told him with 3°y in her voiee

that she had given birth to a healthy boy. Idiot! But Armin:
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overwhelmed, happy. She quickly hung up. Friday again the whole

day in the pedestrian mall. Nothing. Her stomach rebelled.

Blacking out. She leaned against a wall. Who was she without

a child? Impossible to return. Without Armin, without home,

soon without money. Worst of all: without any meaning.

She forced herseif to calm down, to work more systematically

.

The birth announcements in the municipal register. She checked off

the boys. A foreigners' child wouldn't be bad... the parents

would be more helpless than Germans. Franco Martini and Kenan

Osaydin lived in the same street in Bockenheim. Renewed courage.

She took a taxi to go there, waited in entrance halls. She was

cold, but she feit determination growing inside her. All day

neither Frau Osaydin nor Frau Martini left the house with their

babies. The next day she waited again. Always keeping the

suitcase with the baby things next to her. Finally some sun.

Frau Osaydin - that must be her - small, fat and with a

head scarf, carrying Kenan in her arm, a small bündle.

With two other women, Frau Osaydin went into the grocery

Store at the comer. Suddenly pounding heartbeats. Anna

entered the störe, stood behind her. A sweet child! "May I...

may I hold it for a moment?" Frau Osaydin didn't understand.

Anna held out her arms. Frau Osaydin smiled, nodded and placed

Kenan in Anna 's arms. The other women nodded to Anna, said

something, in Turkish? She tensed her muscles. Did the door

open from inside or outside? There she was running already,

with Kenan tightly pressed to her body. She was fast. Behind
a

her, yelling, then clattering. She heard gasping sounds.
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Someone grabbed her by her coat. a woman with a red face. Still

running. Anna turned around and hurled her suitcase against the

woman's belly. She lost her head scarf - that damned blue hair.-
the woman doubled up, stood still. Anna kept running, stitches

in her side. Made two street crossings. A taxi. Sigh of relief.

Kenan was silent. "To the Central Station, please . " Sweet

little Kenan. No, Jan. Jan.

Until the time of departure she sat with Jan in the ladies

room. Gave him a bottle, sang to him. A quiet child. The

blue wool jacket looked good on him. She put on lipstick and

covered her head with a scarf.

When the train reached Würzburg, Jan had almost become her

child. The raemory of the days in Frankfurt was already fading.

Her brain was doing a good Job. It made the Images of memory

lose their colors, dimmed the contours. Anna smiled. Jan clung

to her index finger. Streng. A fighter like her.

During the ride home from the Munich Station Jan drooled

a little on her Shoulder in his sleep. She had won. Her son.

Her friend. She was happy.

Fathers are crazy. Completely crazy. Had Armin ever looked

at her with anything like the soft, butter-soft. expression he

now had for his son? Cautiously, very cautiously. he picked up

Jan and kissed him.

"Black eyes and black hair, like my grandfather.

"

Anna smiled. Jan started to cry. A very normal child.

No, she could not nurse him. No milk, that happens to many

women. Now Armin took her into his arms and thanked her for
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the handsome, healthy child. "But he has my eyebrows, don't

you think?" Yes, of course, he had Armin 's eyebrows, she could

See that too now. He wanted to diaper Jan, Anna had to show

him how. Delighted, Armin touched Jan 's arms and legs , his

feet the size of Armin 's thumb, his plump belly with the navel-

bandage. Goodness, what if Kenan had been circumcised. . .She

noticed that her face was twitching. She would have liked to

push Armin away. It was her child. Only her 5.

Armin spent a long time sitting next to the cradle and

watching his sleeping son. Anna went to lie down on the bed

next door. First thing in the morning she must color her hair.

Later they both had a glass of wine together. Armin was

more of a stranger to her than he had ever been. He stroked

her, rewarded her, but his unaccustomed caresses had no effect

on her. She still feit Jan 's warm smell of milk and Nivea cream

lingering in her nose. "I had never imagined that a child could

be so exciting. I'll give him his bettle tonight." Anna wanted

to contradict him. Her sleep was not important to her. She

coughed briefly and leaned back. No need to be jealous. She

had at least I6 years with Jan and Armin to look forward to.

Why should she get petty now?

Armin took a week off, asked an assistt^t dentist to Sub-

stitute for him. He bathed, fed, diapered Jan and carried him

around in the house whenever he wasn't sleeping. It bothered Anna.

The week would pass, then Jan would belong to her again.

The bleaching powder had a pungent smell and tickled her

nose. Surprised to see how young she looked with blond hair.
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Like a fifteen-year-old. She smiled at herseif in the mirror.

Later, when she walked through the center of town to buy

at first to find that peoplesome new clothes, she was irritated

no longer stared at her. Now she was like everybody eise.

Anna Blume, 21 years old, a mother. She liked this . She feit

the determination in her face. Jan, iny love - I thank you.

In a children's boutique she bought lots of children's things

in gay colors. A little red peaked aap. Jan was going to be

the wildest, greatest kid ever.

Already before she entered the house she ?iad a sense of

foreboding. Armin sat in his armchair in the living room.

Heart palpitations . Anna ran into Jan 's room. She kissed h

cautiously on the forehead and he grunted softly. She went

next door into her room, feeling a sudden pain in her ehest.

im

Armin remained standing in the doorway. His face calm

and controlled as usual . "i have heard the news. In Frankfurt

a woman with allegedly blue hair has kidnaped a Turkish Infant.

I do not wish to make any comment except the following: I give you

until 10 o'clock tomorrow morning to return the child yourself.

After 10 I shall take over." He left the room. Anna remained

sitting on the bed. No use carrying on. nhe

sat down next to the cradle . Turkish Infant. What nonsense!

Her Jan. Tears ran over her face, but she did not feel them.

She had to think of something. Think of something good. A con-

tract... but what did she have to offer to Armin? She didn't

have anything left to seil him. This individual without Imagina-

tion. This rieh ice-block. His dumb, detached, cool manner.
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She feit hot. Jan woke up, looked at her with his dark eyes,

bawled. She picked him up. His skln, his smell, this small

head with its small slow brain. She stroked his soft fuzzy hair.

My child. Give up her life plan- for the next sixteen years?

What idiot could make such a demand on her? She locked the door.

At one o'clock she heard Armin going to his room. A little later

she sneaked into the kitchen to warm up Jan 's milk. With bare

feet on the cold tiles, her arms crossed. The house was com-

pletely silent. To imagine
/ vvhat it would be like with

just herseif and Jan in the house... She held the bettle to her

lips to test the temperature. Jan sucked, satisfied, lowering

his lids with every gulp. He was on her side. Anna

smiled at him.

She did not sleep that night. Her muscles ached. She sat

next to Jan 's cradle and looked out the window. She would have

liked to play the Saxophone now - it sometimes used to help

her when she was trying to think. Woman with blue hair, playing

Saxophone. No, that wasn't her any more . she tried to

visualize Armin lying next door and sleeping, tut she could no

longer recall what his face looked like. As though it were

hidden by a dense veil. She made several attempts to remember

his nose, his eyes, his mouth, until she understood that her

brain had intentionally covered up Armin 's face. Of course.

When the sky gradually turned lighter, her muscles relaxed, she

feit rested and fresh. Of course, now she also knew how. Quietly

she left the room. Armin would get up in half an hour. Act

quickly, but no need to rush.
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The hair dryer was on the upper shelf of the small bathroom

cabinet. The nall sclssors. The nail scissors. She couldn't find

them, went to get a Sharp kitchen knife . The insulating layer had

to come off. She cut it open all around, about a quarter inch above

the Space where the coils disappeared inside the plastic Shell of

the dryer. A practical little dryer, that's what she had used.

The copper coils exposed and shiny. She replaced the dryer in the

cabinet, returned the kitchen knife to the kitchen and went back

to the nursery.

Motionless, she waited. No more thinking now. She feit

quite at ease.

Armin got up on time , let the water run into the tub while

he was shaving. Five more minutes. She kissed Jan before she left.

Armin was lying in the water. They did not look at each

other. She washed her hair in the sink. While she massaged the

Shampoo into her scalp, she looked at herseif in the mirror. A

pretty face, it would stay pretty for at least another ten years.

The water turned yellow when she rinsed her hair. The blue hair

was responsible. Responsible for everything. She took the dryer

from the cabinet. Behind her Armin was splashing, soaping himself

.

Careful, the coils. She put the plug into the outlet and turned

the dryer on. Softly, it started to hum. She kept looking at

herseif in the mirror as she let the dryer fall into the bathtub

with a sudden, graceful motion. A big wave splashed over the edge

,

on to the rüg, everything all wet. She looked down and, from the

corner of her eyes, saw Armin twitching, an unattractive sight.

sound. She had expected a scream. Nothing. Only the twitching.
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It took so long. She looked back into the mirror. Her blue

eyes were novv almost black. The swaylng vvater calmed down very

slowly. Minutes passed before she turned around. His mouth,

open, twisted. Fortunately, no blood. She pulled the plug out

of the socket and for a moment saw her eyes again in the mirror.

Blue. Light blue. There you go. Carefully, she took the dryer

out of the water by the cord, dried it and placed it back into

the cabinet.

Anna feit very grownup when she went to the kitchen to

get Jan 's bettle. She yawned. Jan was lying in his cradle with

open eyes, and it seemed to her that he had been smiling before

she came through the door. Soon he would learn to say "Mama".

In how many months? They had so much time

.

After Jan had finished his bettle and she had diapered

him and put him back into his crib, she called the doctor. The

heart, the heart. The police never entered the house.

She managed very well with the monthly 2800 marks which

kept being automatically transferred to her account. Anna and

Jan did not have extravagant needs. She stroked his head

affectionately.
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CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

RECUEILLET-IEI^T

Sols^sa^e, o ma Douleur, et tiens-tol plus tranqullle.
To reclamais le Soir; il descend; le volci:
Une atmosphe^e obscure enveloppe la vllle,
Aux uns portant la palx, aux autres le souci.

Pendant que des mortels la inultitude vile,
Sous le fouet du Plaisir, ce bourreau Sans merci,
Va cueilllr des remords dans la fete servile,
Ma Douleur, donne-moi la main; viens par icll

Loin d'eux. Vois se pencher les d^funtes Ann^es,
Sur les balcons du ciel, en robes surannees;
Sursir du fond des eaux le Regret souriant;

Le Soleil moribond s'endormir sous une arche,
Et, comme un lon^ linceul trainant a 1 »Orient,
Entends, ma chöre, entends la douce Nuit qui marohe.



Andre Gide.

I-

Haben Sie bemerkt, sagte Eduard, was für eine Art moralischer
Geniekstarre M's Anmassung auf vollkommene persönliche Unfehlbarkeit
herbeigeführt hat? Es ist eine Anmassung, die viele Leute haben.
Ich hatte sie auch in meiner Jugend, und wenn ich jetzt in diesem
Punkte andern gegenüber sc empfindlich bin, so ist es nur darum, weil
ich selbst die grösste Mühe hatte, davon frei zu werden. Meine Eltern
hatten mich daran gewöhnt , nicht nach dem Diktat meines eigenen Wesens
zu handeln, sondern nach einer moralischen Regel, die ausser mir stand
und die ihnen auf alle Menschen anwendbar schien, sodass unter den
gleichen Umständen jeder andere, so sehr er sich auch von mir unter-
scheiden mochte, die gleiche moralische Forderung vor sich sehen müsste,
der er nicht entfliehen könnte, ohne Niederlagen zu erleiden und sich
den Tadel der andern zuzuziehen, was noch nicht so schlimm wäre wie die
Selbstverachtung, die meine Erziehung mir eingeprägt hatte, um mich mir
unerträglich zu machen. In irgendeinem Zusammenhang nicht so zu handeln,
wie ich handeln sollte, schien mir so verabscheuenswert, dass jeder
innere Friede dadurch unmöglich gemacht würde, dieser Friede, ohne den
ich nicht leben zu können glaubte, während im Gegenteil... Aber in die-
ser Zeit durfte ich nicht zugeben, konnte ich nicht einmal ahnen, dass
das Neue und Eigenartige, das jeder Mensch in sich trägt, nicht nur
der Verächtlichste Teil seines Wesens sein müsse. Hier kommt ein gros-
ser Irrtum ans Licht. Wer gewohnt ist, sich immer dem allgemeinen Mass-
stab zu fügen, billigt ausserhalb dieses Maßstabs keine andere Herr-
schaft als die des Vergnügens. Ein Mensch scheint ihm Sklave, wenn
er seinen Leidenschaften nachgibt, und wenn er sich seiner Leidenschaf-
ten entledigt hat und nur der Pflicht lebt, ist er für ihn kein Sklave
mehr, sondern er scheint ihm frei, weil die Sklaverei, die er auf sich
nimmt, eine moralische, banale und allgemein gebilligte Sklaverei ist.
Er ruft aus: Oh, Herr, befreie un3 von uns selbst, und die einzige
Möglichkeit sich zu befreien, besteht für ihn darin, sein#n 6#€fc Denken,
seinen Willen, sein Ich zu beugen, bis kein Wünschen mehr in ihm übrig-
bleibt, zu dem sein moralisches Ich nicht vollste Zustimmung geben könnte;
30 findet er die Illusion, frei zu handeln, wo schon allein seine Wahl
nicht mehr frei ist, und der Zwang, dem er sich beugt, und die Mühe,
die er dabei empfindet, bestätigen ihm zugleich den Irrtum, in den
ihn seine Natur drängte und die Wahrheit dieses Maßstabs, der seinen
aufrichtigsten Regungen Gewalt antut und sie entstellt.

Aber die strenge puritanische Erziehung, durch die meine Eltern
meine Kindheit geformt hatten, die Gewohnheit und das Bedürfnis nach
Disziplin liessen mich, als ich «nd den allgemeinen Maßregeln entrückt
war, etwas ganz anderes ahnen als ein einfaches Sichgehenlassen, so-
dass ich nur die Schultern zuckte, wenn man mir vorwarf, ich könne nichts
anderes anerkennen als die Lockungen des Vergnügens. Die Wiederentdeckung
des naiven unter dem künstlichen Wesen schien mir keine so leichte Auf-
gabe, und diese neue Lebensregel, die ich mir zu eigen machte: nur
nach den Gesetzen grösster Aufrichtigkeit zu handeln, erforderte eine
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Entschlusskraft, eine Klaasichtigkeit , eine Anstrengung, die mei-
nen ganzen Willen anspannte, sodass ich mir niemals moralischer
schien als zu der Zeit, wo ich mir vorgenommen hatte, es nicht mehr
zu sein, d.h. es nur noch auf meine Art zu sein. Und ich kam zu der-
Einsicht, dass die vollkommene Aufrichtigkeit, die meiner Ansicht
nach den höchsten Wert eines Menschen ausmacht, die Aufrichtigkeit*
nicht nur in der Handlungsweise, sondern auch in ihrer Motivierung -
nur zu erreichen ist mit der beharrlichsten, unermüdlichsten An-
strengung, mit dem klarsten Blick - ich verstehe darunter den ge-
ringsten Anschein von Selbstgefälligkeit und das grösste Mass an
Ironie.

Bald schien es mir, als hätte ich fast gar nicht* gewonnen,
als handelte ich nur noch nach dem besten Motif, solange ich meine
Handlxingen einer Billigung unterwarf, die vorher eine Art von Über-
legung lind geistiger Abwägung erforderte, wodurch die Handlung ver-
zögert und gehemmt wurde. So wählte ich seitdem die unvorbereitete,
spontane Handlung als die einzige, die für mich in Betracht kam.
Es schien mir, als würde meine Handlung umso aufrichtiger, wenn ich
vor ihr alle Beweggründe wegfegte, durch die ich sie vorher zu recht-
fertigen versucht hatte. Seitdem handle ich, ohne zu fragen, wie und
ohne mir Zeit zur Überlegung zu lassen, und meine geringsten Taten
scheinen mir bedeutender, seit sie nicht mehr begründet sind. So
habe ich mich gleichzeitig voi¥ der Sorge, der Ratlosigkeit und dem
Gewissen befreit. Vielleicht ist diese innere Gymnastik, der ich
mich zuerst unterzog, nicht unnötig gewesen, vielleicht hat sie mir
dazu verhelfen, diesen Zustand der Freude zu erlangen, der mich
meine Tat gutheissen Hess, schon um des Vergnügens willen, das ich
bei meinem Tun empfand.

Die Griechen, did uns nei^t nicht nur durch ihre Statuen,
sondern auch durch sich selbst ein so schönes Abbild der Menschheit
hinterlassen haben, kannten so viele Götter wie Instinkte, und ihr
Problem bestand darin, den inneren Olymp im Gleichgewicht zu halten
und nicht einen der Götter zu unterdrücken und herabzusetzen.

Wer die Menschheit liebt, wird ihr weniger mit seinen Taten
Nutzen bringen als mit seinem Beispiel, ich möchte sagen, mit sei-
nem Gesicht selbst, mit dem Bild, das er veranschaulicht, wenn
es Glück und Aufrichtigkeit ausströmt.

"Ein glücklicher und intelligenter Gesichtsausdruck ist
das Ende der Kultur," sagt Emerson, und das ist ein befriedigender
Erfolg, denn er beweist, dass das Ziel der Natur und der Weisheit
erreicht ist."

II.

Unsere Selbstgefälligkeit bewirkt, dass wir Jedes Gefühl in
uns übertreiben; oft leidet man nicht so sehr, wie man sich einbildet
zu leiden.
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Ich habe niemals entsagen können. Weil ich in mir die guten
und schlechten Elemente gleichermassen begünstigte, habe ich nach
allen Seiten gelebt. Aber wie soll ich erklären, dass dies Zusammen-
leben der Extreme in mir nicht so viel Unruhe und Leid mit sich
brachte als vielmehr eine pathetische Verstärkung des Daseins-, des
Lebensgefühls. Die entgegengesetztesten Strömungen haben nie ein
gequältes Geschöpf aus mir machen können, denn die Qual begleitet
einen Zustand, den man loswerden will, und ich wollte diesen Zustand
gar nicht loswerden, der alle Wirkungsmöglichkeiten meines Wesens
in Schwung brachte. Dieser Dialogzustand, der für so viele andere
fast unerträglich ist, wurde für mich notwendig. Vielleicht auch
deshalb, weil er bei den andern nur schädlich auf die Handlungs-
fähigkeit wirkt, während er bei mir nicht zur Unfruchtbarkeit führte,
sondern mich im Gegenteil zum Kunstschaffen aufforderte und unmittel-
bar dem Schöpfungsprozess vorausging und mich so zu einem Gle ich-
geweiht , zur Harmonie führte.

Man rauss doch zugeben, dass für viele Seelen, wie ich glaube,
für die am meisten abgehärteten, das Glück nicht in der Bequemlich-
keit und in der Ruhe, sondern in dem Feuer der Bev/egtheit liegt.
Sie wünschen sich um^somehr eine innere Verbrennung, als sie sich
darin unaufhörlich erneuern, und sie leiden nicht so sehr unter der
Erschöpfung, v;ie sie ihre ev/ige Wiedergeburt geniessen. Ich kann ih-
nen von mir sagen, dass ich da# Altern nur in dieser Ruhe eben empfun«
den habe, zu der ihre Moral einlädt,und die sie oft gerade dann
nicht finden, wenn sie sich sehnsüchtig um sie bemühen. Ihr Glaube
an das Seelenleben nach dem Tode wird genährt durch das Bedürfnis
nach Kühe und M» durch die Verzweiflung, weil ihnen ihr Genus s auf
Erden versagt ist.

Soll ich ihnen sagen, was mich davon abhält, an das ewige
Leben zu glauben? Es ist die fast vollkommene Befriedigung^;, die
ich in der Bemühung selbst und in der unmittelbaren Verwirklichung
des Glücks und der Harmonie empfinde.

III.

Ich glich dem verlorenen Sohn, der all seine Güter vergeudet.
Und dieser unwägbare Schatz, den die träge Tugend meiner Väter von
Generation zu Generation geduldig für mich aufgespart hatte, nein,
ich verachtete seinen Wert nicht. Aber der unbekannte Gewinn, den
ich erhoffen konnte, wenn ich auf alles Feste verzichtete, schien
mtr bedeutend kostbarer. Wie eine -^^euersäule leuchteten die Worte
Christi vor mir auf, die ein erwähltes Volk durch die Nacht führen
sollten, und in dieser tiefen Finsternis, die ich durchstreifen wollte,
wiederholte ich sie immer aufs neue: "Verkaufe, was Du hast und gib
es den Armen!" Mein Herz war erfüllt von Furcht und Freude, oder
vielmehr von der Furcht vor meiner Freude. Denn es handelte sich
nicht mehr darum, dachte ich, diese göttlichen Worte auszudeuten, um
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das vollendete Glück zu erlangen. Es handftte sich darum, sie unum«
schränkt aufzunehmen, sie zu verstehen *im Geiste und in Wahrheit"*
endlich handelte es sich vor allem darum, sie in die Wirklichkeit

*

umzusetzen, denn, wie es im Evangelium heisst: "wer diese meine Rede
hört und tut sie nicht ..."

Ich fing also an zu untersuchen, welche der Gedanken, Mei-
nungen, Seelen- und Geistesarten, die mir am vertrautesten waren,
ich am ehesten von meinen Vorfahren, meiner Erziehung, meiner pu-
ritan;iiBChen Bildung ererbt haben könnte, dieser Art moralischer
Atmosphäre, die zuerst meine Stärke ausmachte und in der ich dann
zu ersticken begann. Da ich das Abwerfen aller Äusserlichkeiten bis
zum Extrem, ja bis zum Absurden trieb, wäre ich zweifellos zu einer
völligen Verarmung gekommen - denn "was besitzt Du, das Du nicht
ererbt hättest?** - aber andererseits war es gerade die völlige Ver-
armung, die ich als das höchste der Güter begehrte. So war ich ent-
schlossen, auf jeden persönlichen Besitz zu verzichten und überzeugt
davon, dass ich nur dann nach der Erreichbarkeit alles Möglichen
trachten dürfe, wenn ich nichts mehr mein eigen nannte, und ich ver-
schmähte jede persönliche Meimmg, jede Gewohnheit, jedes Schamge-
fühl, meine xugend selbst, wie man^ eine Tunika abwirft, um einen
schattenlosen Körper der Berührung mit Welle, V/ind und Senne darzu-
bieten. Gestärkt durch diese Entsagungen, empfand ich meine Seele
bald n^r noch als einen freiachwj.ngende^ Willen? .{volonte aimant^} -

ja, 30 bezeichnete ich es füji<rch - de^r erzitternd allem Kommenlen
offenstand, allem gleich war, dabei unpersönlich, ein unbefangenes
Nebeneinander von Gelüsten, Genäschigkeiten und Begierden. Und wenn
ich vielleicht erschrocken gewesen wäre über die Verwirrung, in die
mich diese Anarchie führte, konnte ich mich ja sogleich beruhi/^en
bei dem Gedanken an die Worte Christi: "Warum fürchtet ihr euch?"
So lieferte ich mich dieser provisorischen Verwirrung aus, in dem
Glauben an eine echtere und natürlichere Ordnung, die aus sich selbst
entstehen würde, wie ich meint?, und im übrigen- fand ich die Ver-
wirrung weniger schädlich für «eine Seele als eine willkürliche
Ordnung, die notwendigerweise erkünstelt wäre, weil ich sie ja nicht
erfunden hätte. Göttlicher Strahl? rief ich aus, was sich Dir wider-
setzt, ist es nicht vor allem diese falsche menschliche Vernunft,
die aus Angst, Mißtrauen und Hochmut geboren wird? Dir zuliebe ver-
zichte ich auf alles. Dir liefere ich mich aus. Nimm allen Schatten
von mir. l«gfi±x±KXK Entflamme mich!

Als ich dann erkannte, dass nichts uns mehr von Gott ent-
fernt als der Hochmut, und dass nichts mich hochmütiger machte als
meine Tugend, befiel mich ein Abscheu vor meiner lligend und allem,
womit ich prahlen könnte, was mich zu sagen veranlassen könnte: ichbin nicht wie Du, ein gewöhnlichdr Sterblicher. Ich weiss wohl, dassdieses übermass an Entsagung, diese Verleugnung der Tugend aus Liebezur Tugend selbst, dem ehrfürchtigen Leser als ein schrecklicher
Sophismus erscheinen wird. Paradox oder Sophismus, die seither meinLeben bestimmten, ob der ^ Teufel sie mir diktierte, werde ich in
der Folge untersuchen. Im Augenblick genügt es mir zu sggen, dass
ich mutig auf diesem neuen Weg vorwärtsschritt . Aber was heisst We^-^Mit jedem Schritt nach vorn drang ich ins Abenteuer mit dem Unbekannten
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Lass Dich nicht irreführen, Nathanael, durch den groben Titel,
den ich für mein Buch gewählt habe. Ich hätte es Menalchus nennen kön-
nen, aber lilenalchus hat ebensowenig existiert, wie Du selbst. Nur der
Name Mensch ist mein Eigentum, womit dieses Buch sich decken könnte,
aber wie hätte ich dann wagen sollen, es zu unterzeichnen?

Ich habe mich ohne Vorbereitungen, ohne Schamgefühl daran ge-
macht, und wenn ich darin manchmal von Ländern spreche, die ich nie
gesehen, von Düften, die ich nie gespürt, von Handlungen, die ich nie
begangen habe,- oder von Dir, mein Nathanael, dem ich noch nicht be-
gegnet bin,- so tue ich es nicht aus Heuchelei, und diese Dinge sind
ebensowenig erlogen, wie Dein Name, Nathanael, der Du mich lesen wirst,
den ich Dir gebe, da ich den Leinen noch nicht kenne.

Und wenn Du mich gelesen haben wirst, wirf dieses Buch weg und
geh fort. Es soll Dir den Wunsch eingeben, fortzugehen, fortzugehen,
ganz gleich von wo, von Deiner Stadt, von Deiner Familie, von Deinem
Zimmer, von Deinen Gedanken. Nimm mein Buch nicht mit Dir. Wenn ich
Menalchus wäre, würde ich Deine rechte Hand nehmen, um Dich zu führen,
aber Deine Linke würde es nicht wissenr und diese Hand, :lie ich gedrückt
hätte, ich v/ürde sie loslassen, sobald wir fem von den Städten wären
und ich würde Dir sagen: Vergiss mich! Möge mein Buch Dich lehren.
Dich mehr für Dich als für es selbst zu interessieren, un4 dann mehr
für alles andere als für Dich.

Suche nicht, Nathanael, Gott anderswo als überall zu finden.

Jede Kreatur weist zu Gott hin, keine offenbart ihn.
Sobald unser Blick sich bei ihr auf/liält, wendet uns jede Krea-

tur von Gott ab.
Wohin Du auch gehst, Du vd.rst immer nur Gott begegnen. Gott,

sagte Menalchus, ist das, was vor uns i±8^±x ist.
Nathanael, Du wirst alles im Vorübergehen aufnehmen und Dich

nirgends aufhalten. Präg' es Dir ein, dass Gott allein nicht proviso-
risch ist.

Nathanael, die Bedeutung sei in Deinem Blick, nicht in dem
betrachteten Gegenstand.

Alles, was Du in Dir an unterscheidendem Bewusstsein bewahrst,
wird sich von Dir unterscheiden bis ans Ende der Zeiten. Warum legst
Du soviel Wert darauf?

Die Wünsche bringen Gewinn und die Befriedigung der Wünsche
bringt Gewinn, weil sie dadurch vermehrt werden. Denn, ich sage es
Dir in Wahrheit, Nathanael, jeder Wunsch hat mich mehr bereichert als
der immer enttäuschende Besitz des Gegenstandes meiner Wünsche selbst.

• • •

Keine Sympathie, Nathanael, nur Liebe.
Für viele köstliche Dinge, Nathanael, habe ich mich an Liebe

verbraucht. Ihr Glanz kam daher, dass ich unaufhörlich für sie glühte.
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Ich wurde nicht müde dabei. Jede Glut war mir ein Verbrauch an Liebe.-ein köstlicher Verbrauch.

Ich war ein Kezter unter den Ketzerischen, immer zogen mich die
abwegif^sten Lehren an, die äussersten Umwege der Gedanken, die Abweichun-gen vom Gewöhnlichen. An jedem fremden Geist interessierte mich nur das.was Ihn von andern unterschied.- Es gelang mir, die Sympathie aus mirzu vertreiben, weil ich darin nichts als ein allgemeines Gefühl wieder-erkannte. Keine Sympathie, Nathanael,- nur Liebe.

Lieber ein dynamisch gesteigertes Leben, als die Ruhe. Ich wün-sche mir keine andere Rast, als die im Todesschlaf. Ich fürchte, dass
i-nfr :'V.^^^^» ^^^^ Forderung, die ich nicht während meines Lebens er-füllt hatte, mich durch ihr '^Veiterleben quälen würden. Ich hoffe, wenn
^^^..^"^t

dieser ielt alles, was in mir wartete, ausgedrückt haben werde.

-

erfüllt, - völlig verzweifelt zu sterben.
Keine Sympathie, Nathanael, nur Liebe. Njzficht walir. Du verstehet,dass es nicht dasselbe ist. Aus Furcht,, die Liebe zu verlieren, habeich manohnal mit der x^raurigkeit , dem Überdruss, dem Schmerz sympathi-

siert, die ich sonst kaum ertragen hätte. - Lass einem jeden die Sor^eum sein Leben. *^ ^

Du wirst dem gleich sein, Nathanael, der sich führen lässt voneinem Licht, das er selbst in der Hand trägt.
^

Nathanael, ich möchte Dir eine Freude schenken, die Dir nochkein anderer gegeben hat. Ich weiss nicht, wie ich sie Dir mitteilen
soll, und dennoch besitze ich sie, diese Freude. - Ich möchte mich vielintimer an Dich wenden, als es je ein anderer getan hat. Ich möchte zuaieser otunde der Nacht kommen, wenn Du hintereinander viele Bücher
auf. und wieder zugeschlagen ha^t, weil Du in jedem mehr suchtest, alses 1.1T enthullenje konnte; wenn Du noch wartest, wenn Dein^ Glut sichin Traurigkeit wandelt, weil Du Dich nicht gehoben fühlst. Ich schreibenur für Dich. Ich schreibe Lir nur für diese Stunden. Ich möchte einsolches buch schreiben, in dem Dir jeder Gedanke, jedes persönliche
Gefühl zu fehlen ukijm schiene, in dem Du nur die Übertragung Deinereigenen ulut zu sehen glaubtest. Ich möchte mich Dir näbem, damit Dumich liebst.

Die ?Äelancholie ist nur erstickte Glut.
Jedes Wesen ist fähig zur Entblössung; jedes Gefühl zxim Über-schwang.
Meine Gefühle haben sich geweitet wie eine Religion. Kannst Dudas verstehen: jedes Empfinden ist unendliche Gegenwart

7

Nathanael, ich werde Dich das Glühen lehren. - Unsere Tatenheften sich an uns, wie der Schein an den Phosphor. Sie zehren uns aufdas ist wahr, aber sie geben uns unsern Glanz.
*

Und wenn unsre Seele etwas wert gewesen ist, so nur darum, weilsie heisser gebrannt hat, als einige andere.

.. ux V l^^ ^??^ ^^^^ gesehen, ihr Felder, die ihr im weissen Morgen-licht badet; ihr blauen Seen, ich habe in euren Fluten geschwommen -
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und ich werde nicht müde, Lir zu wiederholen, Rathanael, dass Jede
Liebkosung der lachenden Luft mich lächeln gemacht hat: ich werde
Dich das Glühen lehren*

Wenn ich von schöneren Dingen gewusst hätte, ich hätte Dir von
diesen gesprochen - von diesen, wahrlich von diesen und keinen anderen

Nicht Weisheit hast Du mich gelehrt, Menalchus - nicht Weis-
heit, aber Liebe,

• • •

Jedes Lächeln, das ich auf fremden Lippen fand, ich hätte es
küssen mögen. Das Blut auf den Wangen, die Tränen in den Augen, ich
hätte sie trinken mögen; in das Fleisch aller i?>üchte beissen, die
sich von den Asten mir zuneigten. Bei jeder Herberge grüsste mich der
Hunger, bei jeder Quelle erwartete mich der Durst - ein Durst, der bei
einer jeden anders war. und ich wollte, es gäbe andere Worte, um andere
Wünsche zu bezeichnen:

Worte des Schreitens, wenn sich ein Weg öffnete,
Worte der Ruhe, wenn ein Schatten einlud,
Worte des Schwimmens am Rande der tiefen Gewässer,
Worte der Liebe oder des Schlafes am Rand eines Bettes.
Ich habe kühn meine Hand auf jedes Ding gelegt und mir Rechte

auf jedes Objekt meiner Wünsche zugestanden. - (Und übrigens, was wir
wünschen, Nathanael, ist nicht so sehr der Besitz als die liebe.) Vor
meinen Augen wird alles irisierend, alle Schönheit kleidet sich schim-
mernd in meine Liebe.

Wo Du nicht sagen kannst, gut, sag: dann nicht; Nathanael, da
rin liegt ein grosses Glücksversprechen.

Es gibt Menschen, die die Glücksmomente als von Gott gegeben
betrachten - und die andern, von wem sollten sie gegeben sein, wenn
nicht von Gott?

Nathanael, setze keinen Unterschied zwischen Gott und Dein
Glück.

Ich kann Gott nicht mehr dafür dankbar sein, mich geschaffen
zu haben, als ich es ihm übelnehmen würde ^ nicht zu sein,- wenn ich
nicht wäre.

Nathanael^ man soll von Gott nur natürlich sprechen.

Ich sehe wohl ein, dass die einmal anerkannte Existenz der
Erde, des Menschen, meiner selbst natürlich scheint, aber was meinon
Verstand verwirrt, ist die Bestürzung, es selber wahrzunehmen...

Auch ich habe Loblieder gesungen und ich habe geschrieben
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die Runde
der schönsten Beweise für die Existenz Gottes.

Nathanaöl, ich werde Dich lehren, dass die schönsten dichteri-
schen Regungen die sind, in denen sich tausendiindein Beweis der Existenz
Gottes ausdrückt. Nicht wahr. Du verstehst, dass es sich hier nicht
darum handelt, sie anzuführen, vor allem nicht darum, sie einfach an-
zu führen;- und dann £^ibt es solche, die nur die Existenz beweisen,
una was uns fehlt, ist auch der Beweis ihrer Fortdauer.

Oh ja, ich weiss wohl, dass es das Argument des heiligen Anselm
gibt.

Und die Geschichte von den vollkommenen Inseln der Seligen.-
Aber, leider, Nathanael, kann nicht jeder dort wohnen.

Ich weiss, dass es die Übereinstimmung der Mehrzalil ^ibt.-
Aber Du glaubst an die kleine Zahl der Erwählten.
Es gibt den Beweis dajifür, dass zwei mal zwei vier ist.-
Aber, Nathanael, nicht jeder kann rechnen.

Es gibt den Bev/eis für die erste treibende Kraft,
v/eil der eine vor dem andern da war.
Nathanael, es ist schade, dass wir nicht dabei gewesen sind -

Wir hätten gesehen, wie der Mann geschaffen wurde - und die
Frau,

wie sie staunten, nicht als kleine Kinder geboren zu sein; '

und die Zedern von Elbrouz, die müde, schon hundertjährig ge-
boren waren.

Und die Berge, schon ausgehöhlt von den Wassern.
Nathanael, dass wir nicht ziir ^v'forgendämmerung dagewesen sind!

Waren wir zu faul, um aufzustehen? - Wünschtest Du nicht zu loben? Ach,
ich wünschte es bestimmt. Aber zu dieser Zeit war der Geist Gottes wohl
kaum erv;acht, er hatte so lange ausser der Zeit über den Wassern ge-
ruht. - Wenn ich dabei gewesen wi're, Nathanael, ich hätte ihn gebeten,
alles ein wenig grenzenloser zu machen, - und antv;orte mir nicht, dass
nichts und niemand etwas davon gemerkt hätte.

Es gibt den Beweis durch die letzten Ursachen.
Aber nicht alle finden, dass der Zweck die Mittel heiligt.
Es gibt Menschen, die Gott beweisen durch die Liebe, die man

für ihn empfindet. Deshalb, Nathanael, habe ich alles Gott genannt,
was ich liebe, und ich hätte alles lieben mögen. Fürchte nicht, dass
ich es Dir aufzählen werde... übrigens würde ich nicht bei Dir anfangen;
ich habe viele Dinge den Menschen vorgezogen, und nicht sie habe ich
über alles auf Erden geliebt. Denn Du darfst Dich darin nicht täuschen,
Nathanael, was am stärksten in mir ist, ist gewiss nicht die Güte, -
und ich glaube auch nicht am besten - und es ist auch nicht die Güte,
die ich am meisten bei den Menschen achte. Nathanael, stelle Deinen
Gott über sie. Auch ich habe Gott gelobt, ich habe für ihn Gesänge ge-
schrieben, und ich glaube, ich habe dabei fast ein wenig übertrieben.

stellen?
-''Macht Dir das Spass, sagte er zu mir, solche Systeme aufzu-

- Nichts macht mir mehr Spass als eine Ethik, antwortete ich.
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und ich befriedige damit meinen Geist. Ich geniesse keine Freude, wenn
ich sie ihm nicht zuführen kann.

- Und erhöht das die l'reude?
- Nein, ^agte ich, aber <ss legitimiert sie vor mir."

Gewiss, es hat mir zuweilen gefallen, dass eine Doktrin und
sogar ein vollständig geordnetes Cedarilr^nsystem meine Handlungen vor
mir öGlbfet rechtfertigte; aber oft habe ich darin nur das Obdach meiner
Sinnlichkeit sehen können*

Oh, wenn Du wilsstest, wenn Du wlisstest^ Erde) die Du'urait'bist
und 30 jung, ivie bitter und süss, wie köstlich das kurze ?^en&chenleben
schmeckt.

Wenn Du wiisstest, ewige Idee des Daseins, was die neiie Todes-
erwailing dem Augenblick an Wert verleiht*

,

Oh, Frühling» Die Pflanzen, die nur ein Jahr leben, drängen ihreschwachen Bluten stärker empor;- der Mensch hat nur einen Frühling imLeben ijind der Nachklang einer Freude ist nicht Hein neuer Zugang zum

* «

Sendung,

Jetzt wirf mein Buch fort, Nathanael. Hach^Dich frei davon,
Verlass mich. Verlass mich, jetfct belj^.stigst Du mich; Du hältst mich
zurück; die Liebe, in die ich mich für Dich gesteigert habe, beschäftigtmich SU sehr. Ich bin es müde, so 7,xi tun, als wolle ich -jemanden er-
ziehen. Wann habe ich gesagt, dass ich Dich nach meinem Vorbild if for-men wollte? Weil Du anderr. bist, als ich, liebe ich liich. Ich liebe inDir nur das, was anders ist. Erziehen!- Wen könnte ich denn erziehen,
ausser mir selbst? Nathanael, soll ich es Dir sagen? ic3h habe mich un-aufhörlich erzogen. Ich falire fort. Ich achte mich nur in dem. was ichtun konnte .

4 Jl
l^thanael, wirf mein Buch fort, begnüge Dich nicht damit. Glaubenicht, dass leme Wahrheit von irgendeinen andern gefunden werden könnte.Schäme Dich, 'Nenn Du das denkst. Wenn ich Dir i^eine NaV^^-un^ suchen würdehattest Du keinen Hiinger, sid zu essen; wenn ich Dir Dein Dett machenwurde, wärest Du nicht müde, um darin zu schlafen.

^ .. ^^^f "^^^^ ^'^^^ fort; merk es Dir, dass darin nur eine von tau-send möglichen Haltungen dem Leben gegenüber angedeutet ist. Suchp dieDeinige. Was ein anderer genau so gut getan hätte, wie Du, tu es nicht.
fas ein anderer genau so gut gesagt hätte wie Du, sag es nicht - ge-nau so gut geschrieben wie Du, schreib es nicht, .binde Dich in Dir nuran das, was Du nirgends anders als in Dir selbst weisst, und forme ausDir, ungeduldig oder geduldigqp das unersetzlichste der Wesen.



UA BOHEME

(Arthur Rimbaud)

Ich 4lJ5g, die Haende in zerfetzten Taechen
mein Paletot war nur noch Illusion*
Ich war, oh ^luse, Bein getreuer totm
und wollte gern von Jeder Liebe naßchen»

Ein Loch war in der Moae und im Schuh -
doch Keime fand ich auf dem Weg wie Beeren;
ich trüeurite, daßs die nterne Frauen waeren
und beerte ihrem zarten *^-nietem eu*

Do sasa ich m^jiche llacht am Ctrascen^xaben,
um meine Stirn mit frißchem Tau zu laben,
und fuellte /sich mit Kraft und Lebenslust

•

o sass ich reimend In der Cchattenruhe
zog die I3aender neinor v/unden Schuhe

wie Leiersaiten ^.egen meine ^irust»
und



BALLADE VILLON

Je meurs de soif aupres de la fontaino,
Chauld coMme feu, et tremble dent a dent,
En mon pals suis en terre loingtalne;
Lez un brazier J^^onne tout ardent;
Nu conime ung ver, vostu on President;
Je rls on pleurs et attens sans espoir;
Confort reprens en triste desespoir;
Je m'esjouyg et n*ay plaisir aucun;
Puissant Je suio sans force et sans povoir;
Bien recueilly, deboute' de chascun«

Rlen ne ragest seur que la chose incertaine;
Obscur, fors ce qui est tout evident;
Doubte ne fais. forden chose cert^ine;
Science tiens a soudain accident;
Je gaigne tout^ et demeiire perdant;
Au4 point du Jour, diz: "Dieu vous doint bon soirr'
Gisant envers, J'ay grant paour de cheoir;
J*ay bien de quoy, et si n^ en ay pas un;
Eschoicte attens, et d'hornme ne suis hoir;
Bien receuilly, debout^ de chascun«

De rien n'ay soing, si metz toute ma paine
D'acquerir biens, et n'y suis pretendant;
viui i.iieulx me dit, c»est eil qui plus m» attaine.
Et qui plus vray, lors plus ine va bourdant;
Mon arai est qui lae fait ontendant
D^ung cygne blanc que c^est ung corbeau noir;
Et qui ne nuyst croy qu'il n»aide ä povoir.
Verite, bourde, aujourd^huy in'eat tout un.
Je retiens tout, riens ^ne sqay concepvoirj
Bien recouilly, deboute de chascun.

L^EIIVOI

Prince Clement, or vous plaise savoir
Que J'entens mpult, et n*ay sens ne scavoir;
Parclal suis, a tout es lois comrnun.
Que fais Je plus? Quoy? Les gaiges ravoir,
Bien receuilly, deboute de chascun.



TO THE LATER-BORN

Truly, I live in times of darknessl
^

The harmless word is foolish. A smooth forehead
Suge;ests a lack of sensitivity. The lauffhing one
Has not yet received
The terrible nev/s.

What times are these, when
A talk about trees is almost a crime
Because it implies st silence about so majiy misdeedsl
The one there calmly crossing the street,
Can he still be reached by his friends
Who are in need?

It is true: I still earn a living.
But believe me: this is pure chaxice. Nothing
Cf v/hat I do gives me the right to eat my fill,
By Chance I have been siDared. (V/hen my luck runs out
1*11 be lost.)
They teil me: Go on eating and drinkingl Be glad ycu canl
But how C8n I eat and drink if
I grab from the starving what I eat and
My glass of water is V7hat the dying craves?
And yet I am eating and drinking.

I also v7ould like to be wise,
The old books teil you what wisdom is:
To keep out of the strife of the world and to spend
The Short time vrithout fear.
Also to do v/ithout violence
To return £ood for evil
Not to fulfill your wishes but to forget
Is considered wisdom.
All this I cannot do

:

Truly, I live in times of darkneßsl

Into the cities I came at the time of disorder
When hunger prevailed.
Among the people I went at the time of revolt
And I rebelled with them.
Thus 1 cpcnt the time
That was riven to me on earth.
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My food I ate between battles.
Ky bed I spread amonp; murderers,
To love I attended without care
And nature I saw v/lthout patience.
Thus I spent the tlme
That was glven to me on earth.

The roads led into the swamp in my time.
My Speech betrayed me to the butcher.
I accomplished llttle. Eut the rulers
Sat more securely without me, so I hoped.
Thus I spent the tlme
That was given to me on earth.

The strene^th was limited. The goal
Remote in the distance.
It was clear to the view, thou^h hardly
Within my reach.
Thus I spent the time
That was ^iven to me on earth.

You who will emerge from the flood
In V7hich we perished
Remember
When you speak of our frailties
Also the time of darkness
'Whioh you have escaped.

Chane^ing the countries more frequently than our shoes
We went through the wars of the classes, desT^airing
V;hen there was only injustice and no rebelliön.

And yet we knov/:
Even hatred against corruption
Distorts the features.
Even anger about injustice
Makes the voice hoarse. Oh, we
Vnho meant to prepare the ground for kindness
Could not be kind ourselves.

But you, v;hen the time v/ill come
For man to be a helper of man
Renicraber us
With forlearance.



TO THE LATER-BORN

Truly, I live in times of darknessl

The harmless word is foolish, A smooth forehead
Sug^rests a lack of sensitivity. The laughing one
Has not yet received
The terrible news.

What times are these, when
A talk about trees is alinost a crime
Eecause it implies a silence about so msny misdeedsl
The one there calmly crossing the street,
Can he still be reached by his friends
Who are in need?

It is true: I still earn a living.
Eut believe me : this is pure chajice. Nothing
Cf vvhat I do gives me the right to eat my fill.
By Chance I have been spared. (V/hen my luck runs out
I'll be lost.)
They teil me: Go on eating and drinkingl Ee glad you canl
But how can I eat and drink if
I grab from the starving what I eat and
My glass of water is what the dying craves?
And yet I am eating and drinking.

I also would like to be wise.
The old books teil you what wisdom is:
To keep out of the strife of the world and to spend
The Short time without fear.
Also to do without violence
To return good for evil
Not to fulfill your wishes but to forget
Is considered wisdom.
All this I cannot do

:

Truly, I live in times of darknessl

Into the cities I came at the time of disorder
When hunger prevailed.
Among the people I went at the time of revolt
And I rebelled with them.
Thus I spent the time
That was given to me on earth«
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My food I ate between battles.
My bed I spread amon^ murderers.
To love I attended without care
And nature I saw without patience.
Thus I spent the time
That v;as glven to me on earth.

The roads led into the swamp In my tlme.
My Speech betrayed me to the butcher.
I accomplished llttle. But the rulers
Sat more securely without me, so I hoped.
Thus 1 spent the time
That was given to me on earth.

The strength was limited. The poal
Remote in the distance.
It was clear to the view, thou^^h hardly
Within my reach.
Thus I spent the time
That was ^iven to me on earth.

You who will emerge from the flood
In which we perished
Remember
when you speak of our frailties
Also the time of darkness
Whloh you have escaped.

Ghane:ing the countries more frequently than our shoes
We went through the wars of the classes, desDairing
When there was only injustice and no rebellion.

And yet we know:
Even hatred against corruption
Distorts the features.
Even anger about injustice
Makes the voice hoarse. Oh, we
Who meant to prepare the ground for kindnese
Could not be kind ourselves.

But you, when the time will come
For man to be a helper of man
Remember us
With forbearance.



FRANC 013 VILLON

BALLAD

^ 1 °^.^^^^^^ °^°^® ^° *he flowing fovmtains;Aglow with heafc, my teeth are chatterinFVIn my low homeland l'm on dl stant mountains,Änd near the stove I can't help ahiverlnp-jüare as a wom, yet vested as a kinr,

Pi^H??
t^^°^gl^ tears and walt in hopelesaness,Pindmg my solace In the worst distress,

Whlirr, r P^«^s"^®3, though enjoying none;While potent, I am weak and powerless.
Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone.

Nothing seetns sure to me but the uncertain.wothlng obscure but what is evident;

T ^°-,?°L'^?'^^^ ^ ^^^"ß unless it's certain:
l hold that science is pure accident:
In winnlng all I lose each Single cent:When day appears, I say: "God bless your ni^ht«"

?^m w^?l'^' T'^^'^t
^'"^ frightened by^Se Sefät;

Jvir^J *r^°'.*^°^Sh money I have none;Expecting legacies, I have no legal rip-htWelcomed by all, rebuffed by eve?yone

I care for nothing, using no excuses
10 strive for goods which not for me are meant-
In/t^rt '"^.''^f^

^^° ^^^P= "^« with aSisef '

£v f^?!nS%*^^ ^''i?*^
^^^ "^°^<^ ^«'s insolent;

J;y
friend is he who proves in argument

InH^^ ""^"^ ^"^""'^ ^ ^^^«" black as night;And he who hurts me helps me out of spite!
llL°''\t° ^^ ^^ ^^Sht or wrong is dSne!My thoughts escape the more I hold thpn ticry^i-Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone! ^ '

L'SNVOI

Sat wir^rr ^^"'^:J ^^S you to believeThat words I know, though sense I can't percelve-vjlne is the law that rules the comraon IJ,
^^^^'

What most I do? Why? Wagea I retrieve,Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

RECEUILLEi^IEKT

Sei brav, mein Schmerz, und etwas mehr gelassen.
Du riefst die Nacht: sie steigt herab, kommt her.
Die Stadt mit ihrem Dunkel zu umfassen,
Das friedlich sein mag oder sorgenschwer.

Wenn daxin die menschlichen gemeinen Massen,
Gepeitscht von gnadenloser Lustbegier,
Im Fest die Reue finden auf bereiten Gassen,
Gib mir die Hand, mein Schmerz, bleib ihnen hier

Ganz fern. Sieh die verstorbnen Jahre an den Raengen
Des Himmels in verjaehrten Trachten haengen.
Den laechelnden Verlust, der auf den Wassern gleitet.

Im Totenschlaf die Sonne unter einem Bogen,
Und wie ein langes Leichentuch zum Osten hingezogen,
Hoerst du, mein Herz, die Nacht, wie sanft sie schreitet?



BALLADE VILLON

Je raeurs de solf aupr^s de la fontaine,
Chauld comme feu, et tremble dent ä dent,
Kn nion pafs suis en terre loingtaine;
Lez un brazier M(}onne tout ardent;
Nu cornine ung ver, vestu en President;
Je ris en pleurs et attens sans espoir;
Confort reprens en triste desespoir;
Je in»esjouys et n'ay plaisir aucun;
Puissant je suis sans force et sans povoir;
Bien recueillj, deboute de chascim.

Rien ne m'est seur que la chose incertaine;
Obscur, fors ce qui est tout evident;
Doubte ne fais, fors en chose certqine;
Science tiens ä soudain accident;
Je gaigne tout, et demeure perdant;
Aufi point du Jour, diz: '*Dieu vous doint bon soirl"
Gisant envers, j»ay grant paour de cheoir;
J'ay bien de quoy, et si n^ en ay pas un;
Eschoicte attens, et d'hoinme ne suis hoir;
Bien receuilly, deboute' de chascun.

De rien n'ay soing, si metz toute ma paine
D'acquerir biens, et n»y suis pretendant;
,iui mieulx me dit, c»est eil qui plus m» attaine.
Et qui plus vray, lors plus me va bourdant;
Mon ami est qui me fait entendant
D'ung cygne blanc que c'est ung corbeau noir;
Et qui me nuyst croy qu'il m'aide ä Dovoir.
V6rite, bourde, aujourd'huy uiest tout un.
Je retiens tout, riens ne scay concepvoir;
Bien receuilly, deboute de chascun.

L'EITVOI

Prince dement, or vous plaise savoir
Que j'entens moult, et n»ay sens ne scavoir;
Parcial suis, a toutes lois commun»
Que fais Je plus? Quoy? Les gaiges ravoir,
Bien receuilly, deboute de chascun.



FRANC OIS VILLON

BäLLAD

Lf °L^^^^^^ °^°^® *° t^e flowing foxmtains:Aglow with heat, my teeth are chatterlng;In my low homeland I'm on dl stant mountains.And near the stove I can»t help shiverinR:Bare as a worm, yet veated as a king.

Jlnn'i'S
^^^°^?^ t®f^s and wait in hopeleasness,Pindlng my aolace in the worst distress.

Liil^
f* Pleasurea, though enjoying none;While potent, I am weak and powerless,

Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone!

S^^J^^*^^ "f®"'*'
^^^® *° "'^ ^^* the uncertaln.«othing obscure but what is evident;

T ^«1?°^**^''^^.^ ^^^""^ ^^®^^ it'3 certain;
1 nold that science is pure accident;
w^

*i"nlng all I lose each Single cent:When day appears, I say: "God bless your nifrhtl"

I^m we?!*?* r^^'^t ^'?! ^rißhtened by the Selght;

fixpeoting legacles, I have no legal rirfitWelcomed by all, rebuffed by eveFyone.

I carefor nothing, using no excusesTo strive for goods which not for me are meant:He serves me best who heapa me with abuses

MV f^?!n5%*^^ ^"""^^^ ^^^ ^°^« ^«'« Insolent;My friend is he who proves in argument

I«^ K* *K ^ swan's a raven black as night;And he who hurts me helps me out of spite.
wi fv,''''^^^

""^ ^^ '^ß'^* °^ *^°^S i3 done.My thoughts escape the more I hold them tl<ThtWelcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone! ^ '

L'iSJVOI

Most Clement Prince, I beg you to belleveThat words I know, thoup:h sonse 1 oan»t percelva«klne is the law that rules the comraon ruS! '

T^\r^J ^°J *^y^ **ßö3 I retrieve,
«Telc^med by all, rebuffed by everyone.



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

RECEÜILLEMENT

Sei brav, mein Schmerz, xmd etwas mehr gelassen.
Du riefst die Nacht: sie steigt herab, kommt her.
Die Stadt mit ihrem Dunkel zu umfassen,
Das friedlich sein mag oder sorgenschwer,.

Wenn dann die menschlichen gemeinen Massen,
G-epeitscht von gnadenloser Lustbegier,
Im Fest die Reue finden auf bereiten Gassen,
Gib mir die Hand, mein Schmerz, bleib ihnen hier

Ganz fem. Sieh die verstorbnen Jahre an den Raengen
Des Himmels in verjaehrten Trachten haengen,
Den laechelnden Verlust, der auf den Wassern gleitet.

Im Totenschlaf die Sonne unter einem Bogen,
Und wie ein langes Leichentuch zum Osten hingezogen,
Hoerst du, mein Herz, die Nacht, wie sanft sie schreitet?



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

RECUEILLEMENT

Soia^sage, o ma Douleur, et tlens-toi plus tranqullle.
T« reclamals le Soir; il descend; le volci:
Une atmosphere obscure enveloppe la vllle,
Aux une portant la paix, aux autres le aouci.

Pendant que des mortels la multltude vlle,
Sous le fouet du Plalsir, ce bourreau aans merci,
Va ouelllir des remords dans la f^te servile,
Ma Douleur, donne-mol la main; viens par Icl,

Loin d'eux. Vois se pencher les d-^funtes Änn6es,
Sur les balcons du ciel, en robes surannees;
Surglr du fond des eaux le Regret sourlant;

Le Solell moribond s'endormir sous une arche.
Et, comme un long llnceul tralnant a 1 'Orient,
Entends, ma chöre, entends la douce Nuit qui marche



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

REGEUILLEMENT

Sei brav, mein Sobmevz, und etwas mehr gelassen.
Du riefst die Nacht: sie steigt herab, kommt her,
Die Stadt mit ihrem Dunkel zu umfassen,
Das friedlich sein mag oder sorgenschwer.

Wenn dann die menschlichen gemeinen Massen,
Gepeitscht von gnadenloser Lustbegier,
la Fest die Reue finden auf bereiten Gassen,
Gib mir die Hand, mein Schmerz, bleib ihnen hier

RaengenGanz fem. Sieh die verstorbnen Jahre an den
Des Himmels in verjaehrten Trachten haengen.
Den laechelnden Verlust, der auf den Wassern gleitet.

Im Totenschlaf die Sonne unter einem Bogen,
Und wie ein langes Leichentuch zum Osten hingezogen,
Hoerst du, mein Herz, die Nacht, wie sanft sie schreitet?



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

RECUEILLEMENT

?^^^^!f^®%° ?* Douleur, et tiens-tol plus tranquille.To reclamais le Solr; il deacend; le volci:une atmoaphft'e obscure enveloppe la vllleAux uns portant la paix, aux autres le soucl.

Pendant que des mortels la multitude vlle.

Jo^'f.if-.f?"®!
"^^ Plalsir, oe bourreau sana oercl,Va cuelllir des remords dans la f9te servileMa Douleur, donne-moi la main; viens par ici,

Loin d'eux. Vois se pencher les d^funtes Ann^ea.Sur les balcons du clel, en robes surennees:
Surglr du fond des eaux le Regret sourlant:

Le Solell moribond s'endormir sous une arche
Et, comme un long linceul tralnant a l'Orient.
Entends, ma chdre, entends la douce Nult qul marche.
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Lola Cruonthal
107 West 86th Street
Nov/ Yorlc 24, II. 1.

den £• Februar 19G2

VLexTri

Kax Frisch
3uhrliM?np Verlag
Frankfurt ani Hain

3ehr ^oelirtor Herr FriFich;

Kß konir^it mir vorsomv^bon vor, Sie mit d.l.e£en formellen
v/orton an:zuredon, nachdem ich dio lot^ton v;o;:hün In Ihrer
lUMlttel baren liaehe vfirbracht habe^ aber da Sie nichts da-
von wlBDen, ;raerdo er. Ilmon noch Ter3chrcbör;.er orccheinen,
xrenu ich die Grei.^en der Konventior. schon in noiner Anrede
UGborschreiten v/uordo^ Ich fuohle mich olinohin oohr po--
hoi;;jKt Ilinon r,egen.uel)er, weil mir dui^cl^aun leiniostt int, daso
alles, vas ich apontan iMOiii Ausdruck brin,^.en noechte, allzu
loi dit €,en ;:iud}.nAoh des Ue]»orspanntcn ur^^!' l'eT>orr:oM\enrlichen
nachen koennte, Trotr.dom v/ill^ich co ^'•orßuchen»

Ich habe oini^^e Ihrer Werke ^^olccon, Gchor: vor laen^-e-
rer ^ei" ^.wei Ihrer frTxeheren Gtuecko utid Jet;.t :-.iil€tr;t
Andorra und das Tagebuch, Dieser Ictr.to Eirdi^uck var co
Etnr?:, daoe ich das r^wan*; hofto Heduerfnia l^atte, Ilu^on zu
Gchreibcn. Andorra lac ich hintereinarider in einem Zustand
inneror lirronm-: und KrBclmetteinme, dor Jr^der kritischen
Abßtand verhinderte. Ich mucs es yiederlesen, uri mich von
dem UGberv/aei tiivondon Eii.d;-uck des mdu.dralifjh Traeiochen
etv/as nehr zu distan^-iercn \xnä es auch in Einzelheiten
(beconderc: vou Genie htnpuiikt dor drainc;.tiechGn In ü>:lcklun{r
vielfacher innerer Spiep-elunren) bev/uf:cter zu erfassen.
Leim Losen des Ta^jiobuclis erring:; ec i^ir acjinli- h* Ich habe
alle meine taerliclen Auf(rabon vernnchlaescirt und nich
darauf ^:cntuer;:t, ivio man es v5td.lei(:ht aln farr^ jur^f-er
Mensch tut, werai einem ein Dichter als Percoenlichkoit be-
te^T^et unu einem i^dles andere daneber. x\rx\^or:.fiii^:.(^h drschcint,
Eines meiner ernten Erlebnisee dieser Art vfar die Berernuns
Eiit A}.:c;;rG Gide, \.otji. man .-eltor ixnd angeblich reifer wird^
erwartet Dan kaum noch, von einem pe^^tenv/aerti^Ten Kucnctlcr
CG percccnlich an^^ccprccLcn ;;u werder , \xnd Kun bc^nueft sich
damit, die rrossen Toten imrier wieder zn becchwoeren, '"ui::

iTcctkLMo eine Cencirischaft rru fuahlen.

Jct-t bin ich steckcnne':liebGn, weil ich die Atolle
leuchte, an der Gie ueber die dympathie dec Leeerc rchrciben,
die fuor dor Autor in (^er Ausoinrnderr^Gt-unf ii-^.t nich selbat
den notvrendigen Hintere-rund darctellt, Entochuldifon 5io
die verunflueckte /ucGrinenrichun;;: Ihren Gedankens , aber
ich konnte die Otelle nicht finden, ur.d es ir^t Ja auch nicht
noeti^-^, dacr ich cie vor Ihnen r-itiere. Ich rollte mich
nur darauf otuetzen, ui.i r.u eafen, dasr ich v/eit melir alB
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Synpatbie beim Lesen Ibree Tarebuchö ompfujidon habe, Bc«
f:elBtenin|T ist das eln'/.ige v/ort, das mir rutreffencl erscheint,
obifohl ee nntuerlich nnah ueberDohwaenrlich kllnrt, aber
es rolin^^t mir nwn einmal nlr^ht, eine wuordij e Haltvmo ein-
runeh^nen. Dankbarkeit lot das naehoste, das lair einfaollt,
Jetr^t m\iBS (£ch doch rum ynindeaton e^ndeuten, was in Ihren
4nf^eichnnnren dieee Gefuehlo in ^nir ausgeloest hat. Vor
allem die uuerbittlicho ührlicbKOit in Ihrer UnterBUcüiinf
des oipenen Ich und der vorcchiedensten Phnenonene unserer
•*f^roRBGr: Lelt**, die uns auf allen bellen den Ausblick ins
Freie ver^utollen, Dajru Uoramt Ihre Hoeflichlveit dem Anderen
f:ef:eiiaebe:o, allem waB dem eigenen viesen imd -I^eduerfnis
fremd ist» Ich .rtaxibe, der Berriff "HceflichkeiV , den Sie
waehlen, iet ein sehr besch.eidenca \vort fuer las scnwere
Bemuehen, öich der eigenen Vorurteile zv enthalten oder zma
mindeeten, nich staendi^ ihres VorhandenseinB bevmsöt zu
bleiben, leb bewundere Ihren Mut, den Sie v/ahrscheinlich
auch alB einen inneren Zvjan^; boEeichnen v^uerden, den Mut,
??lch mit **i;nbeharlicben Fraj^en^ auseinanderzußetr'en und
damit die '* reine Kunst" alc Ausv/e^; ^u vermeiclen, Gleich-
2;eiti^ bewundere ich die Forr ond F-^rbe Ihres Ausdrucks,
die irr.mer dem Inhalt {Gleichwertig sind, icb bevundere die
Einfachheit I'-^rer Darstellung bei aller Difi'erenziertheit
des Erlebens, die Be^iehunr zwisfei:en Auseen vxid Ir.nen,
die vcllkommen hariPorlG'.ch vdrlrt* Ich bex/unaere auch Ihren
Humor vxrä. Ihre Guete, die vieöeruLi, vrie 3ie sa^en vrerdcn,
Be^tanoteile Inrer Cvatur aino (mav-j koenute sie auch als
Scheu vor dem Pathos und Weichheit bezeiclii-en) , an denen
man ebenrowevii.o' rendern k^nn wie an eirier zu Irm^en oder
zu kurzen Kaee. Jetr.t habe ich Sie wieder falsch psra-
phresrlert, aber ich hoffe, Sie werde:- auch daran keinen
Anstoss nehmen.

Um Sie nicht laen£:or mit xmzulaenglich formulierten -

un^ fx^er Sie vielloicht peiiilichen - Bc;c^ruendunr en meiner
Bereisterunp zu erraueden, moecnte ich eine durchauti prak-
tische und konkrete Prämie an Sj c richten. (Ahc:, worden
fle sapen, Jeti't koirmt der Hakenl) Wuerden ble bereit
ecin, -.Lir die enrlifcher UebarfcU3tz\;:np'£re:!hte lucr Inr
Tarebuch 7U ueberpeoen? Ich weies, dass die "Branaetif tcr"
demnaechst hier aufpefuchrt werden sollen und aaBS Be-
muehvmren Ir Genre Sinei, die Rechte luer '* Andorra'^ ?u er-
werbend Falls die Hechte fuer das "Taf^ehucb" nicht schon
verrohen Bind, vuerde es mir als eine ausserorcentlich
lohnende /\ufp-abe erscheinen, es fuer da.'^ a.T:erlkanicche
rublikuin vorzubereiten. Ich vmcrdo dabei zunrech^t an
eine Auswahl denken, die moerlichet Vcrr.chieaenee enthalten
kaer^xt» (also nicht nur auf das Tagebuch mit Karicn be-
echraorkt waere) und entw^eder In Tarohcnbuchfcrm oder in
einer der ruten litcrarirchen ioitncl^riftcn hier erecheinen
kcenrte. Finden Sie diere Idee abr>torsond?
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Ich schicke Ihiien mit anderer Fest eiiio irof^aueher-
£et;:iin(r von nir, um Sie (hoffentliehi } zu ueber2.ouren,
dasB ich etwas vom llandv/erk vereteho. Ich h^ite mich violö
KiBlire limc fafet aueirehlieeBlich mit Uelereetrunf'en befvicct
urü £i:lr iniraer nur Aufc'e.hen fre-^aehlt, rrdt clot-on ich mich
v/(iiteehm»d identifi'jierei: kennte. Eur kejt arbeite ich
am Brcokljii Gcllef:-e als **rescarch arriii^tant** uii olr.or Studie
ueber ''teacher pereon^litiet;*- . 3cn-.eit ich es uebersehen
kaiiHf Kuerdo diese psycholorischc Arbeit nicht mit der Uebor-
GetiriUif: konriilftieren, dth. , ich flaube, es lies^se eich
zeitlich ex^mc etlichen, beßonders wenn ich Hiich iLiriaechct
nur f/xif eine Au^nrnhl einbtollei: vmerdG»

tJetirt iveiec ich v-ioder nicht, wie ich erden eoll«
Ich bleibe an beji^ten bei der konvcntionollon Flockcl, dio
iruDerhir der Anrede ertspt^icht, die Sie aber durchaus
\>ruortlich auffaßoon duerfen;

Ihre aufrichtiip', orgcbono
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Lola Gruenthal
107 West 6Gth btreet
New York 24, K.Y,

February 18, I963

The Editor
The New Yorker
25 West 43rd Street
New York 36, N.l,

Dear Slrj

I was so disturbed by Kr. McCarten's arropant capGule
revlew of Max Frisch' e play "/Andorra" th t I feel compelled
to overcoine my InhlLitlon about wrltinf letters to editors,
Mr. MoCarten shov/s a mo^ t cynical disrerard for thc reader's
need and rifrht to be accurately inforraed as v;ell as for the
author s ri^rht to be Judged on the baais of hlB o\-m arti^tic
intentions, Of courcc-, the critic hao the rlrht to conr^emn
a work if the playwri;^;ht fails to comrunic'ite his Ideas in
the actual stare Präsentation, but the fact that Mr. Krjceh's
play fourid understandin^^ audiencee and critics all over the
World exoept on Broadway seems to point to a lack of nerce-otion
Dorderlns on deliborate misinterpretation on the part' of our
theatre experts" of whom Kr. KcCarten is an outstanc^inp

example. Hls ßummary of Kr. Frisch* s"propo3itionß , seif-
eviJent to any civilized man, th.-.t xenophobia le bad , that
anti-^emitlsm l8 bad, and that incest isn't to be rccommended.
either would probably not be acoeuted by any literate hi<h-
school teachcr as a saticfactory ansv/er to the question "What
is the author tryinp to say?" A moro serious sonhomore
Student rnirht have pointed out that the central thome of
the play is the distortion of livinr reality throuph pre-
conceived ideas and projections which finally lead to
destruction, - not only thc physical destruction of one
indlviüual but also to the destruction of human relation-
ships and humo.n valuee. To disrerard thli^: Icvel of Inter-
pretation on v-hich the entire actlon of tho olay is based, -
as Mr. KcGarten does in the conclusion of hir. analysis with
the rlii sentence ..."to pursue »^v.:^^v,«i

ins and outs ^/;ould, I 'm afraid,
less sleep" - is as characteristic of" "Andorran" behavlor
aG any of the e'UÜty innooents of Frisches iriiapinary countrv
ml£ht dispjay,

Tho Ironie points which attracted Mr. McCarten's attention
in the play seem to be<;r littlc rclevance to tlic v;ork as a
whole vhich io ch: rred with a much deeper and su) tler irony
than one wxmld assume from his arbitrary selection. I doubt
that Mr. Frisch was prompted by any Eiblical aosociations in
makine his .ndri choose to become a carpenter.

'Andori^a' throufh all Its
send you into a deep, drcam-
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I also wonder why Mr
cerned about the fact tha
Barblln, are not iritroduc
IsnH It obviouß that the
thoufh each one of them c

Ohara cterieti 08? perhaps
jectionable that Büchner
the central flfures in •'W

stylistic and theznatlc as

• McCarten is so obeerf^ively
t the characters, ex.^

ed by their names on
y are wiesirned as pro
omes to llfe v;lth hir
Mr. McOarten aloo fl
failed to Invont narae
ozzek" , a play v/hlch
pects v/lth ** Andorra**»

con-
ept Andrl and
tiie playblll.
totype£5, al-
ov.n personell

nds It ob-
s for all but
sharoG many

I am afrald I am vastinr my breath and your tlme,
Eut perhaps I am not the only reader who was moved to ex-
press a slmilar crltlcism.

Slncerely yours.



FüREGROUND

The Inn keeper, now without his apron, steps up to the
witness stand.

Inn K, I admit: We were all ml staken about that matter. That

was a long time ago. Of course, I believed v/hat every-

body believed then. He himself believed it. Until the

end. A Jewboy fejax who had been saved by our teacher

from the black ones over there, *iaatiÄxwhatxKyKK;^teH^3[

tkau^ktof that was the story, and we thought it was great

how the teacher KÄrsä.xfarxkiDSLxasxfax took care of him

as though he was his own son. At least I thought it

was great. It wasn't me who tied him to the paiEx post.

I^one of US could have known that Andri was his own son,

the son of our teacher. Nobody can say that I mlstreated

him when he was my scullery boy. It wasn^t my fault

what happened afterwards. That's all I can say after

all this time. It wasn^t my fault.



First Scene

i Outslde of a house in Andorra. Barblin is v/hite-
washing tlie high, narrow wall v;ith a brush attached
to a long stick. An Andorran soldier in khaki uniform
is leaning against the wall,

Barblin If you weren't iasktog staring at my legs all the tiine,

you could See v;hat I'm doing, I'm v/hitewashing, Be-

cause tomorrov; is St, George' s Day, in case you*ve

forgotten, I'm whitev/ashing my father's house. And

you soldiers, what are you doing? You*re hanging

around in ±kK -a^l the streets, v/ith your thumbs in

your belt, waiting for one of us to bend down so you

can steal a look into her blouse.

(Soldier laughs)

Soldier

Barblin

Soldier

Barblin

S.
B
B

B

S

B

S

B

I j^ engaged»

Engagedt

Don't always laugh like ^Q--^^^Aj o_q^^ /

Does he have a pi^^geon ehest?

Why ?

because you keep him hidden away,
Leave me alonei
Or flat feet?

Why should he have flat feet?

Anyway, he doesn't go out to dance with you.

(B. continues whitewashing^

Perhaps he is an angell (Soldier laughs.)

Perhaps that'w why l've never seen him.

I ßCm engagedl

I can*t see the little ring either.

I fm engaged,

(B. dips the brush into the pail)

and anyway - you I don*t care for.
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In the fore^roundjrt'TFht, a Jukebox, While Barblin is
v/hitev;ashing,^ the carpenter,fiKLtÄrsxB[Hxtka±xEtäK a heavy
man, enters^^^ that side, followed by Andri dressed^
as a scullery boy*

Carioenter Where is my cane?

Andri

GarTD,

Here it is, Sir,

What a nuisance, alv/ays those tips, as soon as you

put your purse away -

Andri hands o(srer the cane and receives a tip which
he puts into the juke-box. With the sound of the .

•

musio the carpenter walks across the Qoono in front 0^ ihd^W-d
where Barblin has to move her pail since the Garp.
makes no attempt to move around. Andri dries a plate,
his movements following the rythm of the music, then
he disappeors and the music with him.

Barb,

Sold.

Barb.

Sold.

Barb*

Sold,

Barb.

You're still standing around?

I 'm on furlough.

What eise do you want to know?

Who is £coing to be your bridegroom.

(B. whitewashlng.

)

The^tliia- all^ whitewashin^ their fatherfe-^ house, because

tomorrow is St. G-eorge's Day, and the coal bag is run-

ning about in all the streets, because tomorrow is

St. George* s Day: Keep on whitewashing, -l^tirle virgins,

whitewashing the house of your fathers, so that we

shall have a white Andorra, lltjl-e virgins, a snowy

white Andorra I

The coal bag you said - xkat whom do you mean by that?

Are you a virgin?

(Soldier laughs.)

So you don't care for me.

No.



-3-

Sold.

Priest

Soldier

Priest

Barblin

You're not the first one who said that, but in the

end I got tkÄDaxÄKyxay each one of them, if I liked

her legs and her äair.

(B. sticks"^ner ton^ue out at him.)

And her red tongue,tooi

(S. takes out a cigarette and looks up at the house»)

Which one is your room?

(Enter: a -oriest pushing a bicycle.

This ^
.J lik^i Barblin, thi 8 I 1 1,iiLe_jf,äiiy--muc-]^, We

shall have a white Andorra, Mrfe-tl-^ virgins, a snov/y

white Andorra, if only there won't be a cloudburst

over night.

(Soldier lauphs.)

Is your father not home?

If only there wonH be a cloudburst over nightl

That means his church isn*t as white as it pretends

to be - weWe found that out - because his church /t>^

is -aiso made of earth Qöiy, and the earth is red,

and when there is a cloudburst it messes up your

whitewash as though they had slaughtered a pig on

it - that snowy white cover on your snowy white church,

(S. puts out his hand for the rain.)

If only there won't be a cloudburst over night. I

(S. laughs and raoves off.)

What is this fellow doing here?

Is it true, yEiMrxHiSHHr:;^ Reverend, what the people are

saying? That they^re going to attack us, the black

ones over there, because they envy us for our v/hite
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Priest

Earblin

Priest

Barblin

P.

houses? One morninp- at four they'll come wlth a thousand

black tanks and they're goinr to roll all over our

fields, and they'll come down from the sky with para-

chutes like grey prasshoppers.

Who says that?

Peider, the soldier.

(B. dips the brush into the pail.)

Father is not home.

I should have knov.Ti,

(Pause,

)

Why has he been drinking so much recently? And then

he uses vlle language and Insults the whole world*

He forp-ets himself. Why does he always talk such

nonsense?

I don't knov/ what Father talks about in the bar.

He Is seelng ghosts. Doesn't he know that^ in our —
^ ^ö itKlV y^y00^ Site v^.

ee^R-ferPyi-EXfiryH we^-indignant at the black ones over

there when they acted as though it A-^el»^ the slaughter

of the innocents at Eethlehem? Doesn't he k reinember

how we all collected clothes for the refugees at that

time? He says we are not better than the black ones

over there. Why is he saying that over and over agai ?
li

The people are annoyed at him, and I am not surprised,

A teacher should not talk like that. And why does

he believe every rumor that is s-oread around in the bar?

(Pause,)

Nobody has been persecuting your Andri -

(E, pauses and listens,)



Barblin

Priest

Barblin

Priest

Barblin

Priest
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SO far they have not touehuti a hair of hhis head,

(B. continues v/hitev/ashincr.

)

I can See, you do thin^^s tlwrouFhly. Mx You^re not

a child any more, you*re v/orkine- üke a grown up flrl.

I*in already nineteen.

And not engap-ed yet?

(B. is silent.

)

e<^^
I hope this Beider v/ill have- no ohan&e with vou.

He woä-Mj-. "
„.„.i«-L. T »

He has a dirty look in his eyes,

(Pause,

)

Did he friphten you? He^s just showin.cr off. Why

should they attack us? Our Valleys are narrow, our

fields are stony and steep, our olives are not more

juicy than elsewhere, What should they want from us?

Whoever wants our rye has to get it v^ith a sickle

and he has to bend low at every step. Andorra is

a beautiful country, but it is poor. A peaceful

country, a v;eak country - - a pious country as lone:

as we fear God, and that we do , my child, don't we?

(B. whitewashinp:,

)

Don' t we?

And if they come anyv;ay?

(A Vesper bell rings briefly and monotonously.

)

1*11 see you to-morrow, Barblin. Teil your father

St. George doesn't want to see him drunk.

(Priest gets on his bicycle.)

Or better do 't teil him anythin^, otherwise he' 11



-6-

Barblin

just get mad. But take care of him,

(Priest rides off noiselessly.

)

And if they do come anyway, jovcf^^ionar'i
(^cf ^

In the foreground at the ripht, next to the ifukebox
the Somebody appears; behind him Andri in his kitchen
clothes.

Somebody V/here is my hat?

Andri Here you are, Sir.

Somebody A sul"^^y eveninp:. I think there is a thunderstorm in

the air. .

.

Andri hands him the hat and gets a tip which he puts
into the Jukebox without pressin^: the button yet. He
only whistles and looks at ,the »lls^t.^of records v/hile
the Somebody crosses the^t^'^me ^i^i'^^'^fi4M£ where he stops
before B v/ho is still whitewashin,^ and >dftd has not
noticed that the priest is pone.

Is it true, -your Ko-nor, v/hat the people are sayinp-?Barblin
>When ^^ -^rr^i Vknd '-^^C^^^^ r ^̂ ^-^c^TThey say\^ ßnzE the black ones come ; they '11 at onee-

Jto i^jy- get everyone who is a Jew. They* 11 tie him to a post,

they say, and they* 11 shoot him in the neck. Is that

true or is it a j?ffi^j?? And if he has a bride, she'll

Somebody

Barblin

Somebody

Barblin

Somebody

Barblin

Somebody

Barblin

be shorn, they say, like a mangy dog.

What kind of Speeches are these?

(looks up Startled.)

Good evening.

Good evening.

A pleasant evening, today.

(takes the pail.)

But sultry.

Yes.

Somebody There is somethinp- in the air.
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Barblin

Somebody

Teacher

Garp,

Teacher

Garp.

Teacher

Garp.

Teacher

Garp.

What do you mean?

A thunderstorm. How everything is v/aiting for the

v;lnd: the leaves, the awnings and the dust. Still

I can*t See a cloud in the sky, but I can feel it.

Such a hot silence. The mosquitoes feel it too.

Such a dry and lazy silence. I think there's a

thunderstorm in the air, a heavy thunderstorm. It

woujd do the country good...

B. goes into the hous^j the &mebody wall^^son; Andri
Starts the juke-box, -^"the same record as before, and
disappears,drying a plate. The scenery nov7 shows
^he tovm Square of Andorra. The carpenter and the
teacher are sitting outside the bar. The music has
stopped.

You^see, I am talking abfljut my son.

I- told yom fifty pounds.

my fester son, I mean.

Fifty pounds, I said. ,

(Garp. -IwiQQlVo ^ Qoirr-^tt-the table.)

I must go«

(Garp. "knook s again.)

Why does he want to be a carpenter of all things?

It*s not easy to be a carpenter if you don't have it

in your blood. And why should he have it in his

blood? I only mean to say... V/hy not a broker, for

instance? Why doesn^t he try the stock exchange?

I only mean tö say...

Where does this post come from?

I don't know v/hat you're talking about.

Therel

You're quite pale.
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Teacher

Garp»

Teacher

Carp.

Teacher

Carp.

Teacher

Cart),

Teacher

Carp,

Teacher

Carp,

Teacher

Carp.

Teacher

I*m talking ahout a postl

I don^t See any post,

Herel

(The carpenter has to turn around.)

Is that a post or isnH it a post?

Why shouldn't there be a post?

It wasn't nere yesterday.

(Carp. laughs.)

There *s nothing to laugh about, Prader, you know

very well what I mean.

You are seeing ghosts,

What is it there for, this post?

(ImooRs- the coinr-eir-the table.)

I am not drunk. I see what is there, and I say what

I see, and all of you can see it too -

I must 50

•

Carp. throws a coin on the table and gets up.

As I Said: 50 pounds.

Is that your last word?

My name is Prader.

Fifty pounds?

I don* t haggle,

You are a fine man, I loiow.,. Prader, this is usury -

50 pounds for a carpenter' s apprenticeship, that's

usury. That's a joke, Prader, you know that your-

self. I am a teacher - I have my modest salary, I

don*t BLX own a fortune like a master carpenter -

I^have 4;^ 50 pounds, to teil you the piain truth,
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Carp.

Teacher

Garp.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K,

Teacher

Inn E,

I Just don*t have them*

Then let's forget it,

Prader -

I Said: 50 pounds.

(Garp. leaves.)

They'll he surprised when I teil them the truth.

I'm going to force these peopje to look into their
OWn / SlC^ '6^ -C^<^s3t^Uj^ rM-^^ 4^
mirror / »tr their laughter wj/ll bo fgie froren

(Enter the inn keeper.)

What did you have?

I need a Rye.

Trouble?

50 pounds for an apprenticeshipl

I heard it.

I'll scrape it together,

(Teacher laughs.)

If you don*t have it in your bloodl

(Inn K» wipes the tables with a rag,)

They are going to find out about their own blood.

You shouldn*t get upset about your own countrymen;

that*s bad for the kidneys , and it doesn*t change

your countrymen. Of course, it*s usuryl The An-

dorrans are good-natured people, but when it's

a quQ S^^r^n of money - that's what I*ve always said

then they are Just like the Jew.

(Inn k, is about to leave.)

Where did you all find out what the Jew is like?

Can "^
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Teacher

Irin K.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K,

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K,

Teil me where?

I have nothing against your Andri, What do you

take me for? If I did, would I have hired him

as a scullery boy? Why do you look at me like

this? I have witnesees. Haven^t I said again

and again that Andri is an exception?

Let^s not talk about itl

Andf exception to the rule -

(Hinging of bells.)

Who put up that postthere?

Where?

I'm not always drunk, no matter what the Honorable

Reverend thinks, A post is a post, Somebody

did put it up, It V7asn*t there yesterday. And

such things don*t grow by themselves.

I don't know,

What is it for?

Perhaps the buildinp commission, I don't know,

the Street commission - they have tc do something

with the tax money - perhaps they're building,

some kind of reconstruction, who knows, perhaps

the SKÄ sewer System -

Perhaps.

Or the telephone -

And perhaps not,

I don't know what^s the matter with you.

And what is the rope doing there?

How do I know.
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Teacher

Inn K*

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K,

Teacher

Inn K.

Teacher

Inn K*

Teacher

I'm not seeln^ e:i^osts, I am not crazy, I see a pcst

that can be used for all sorts of thin^s -

So v/hat about it -

(innK. goes back into the bar, The teacher is alone
Again bells tinkling. The priest in his vestments
crosses the Square with rapid steps; he is follov;ed
by altar boys carryinp- censers. The Inn k, retums
with a drink.

So he wants 50 pounds?

I'll scrape them together.

But how?

Somehow«

(T, empties the glass,)

Seil some ^.ro uiiQ,' ßci.<^x>\

(Inn IL. sits dov/n with T.)

Somehow. • •

How much yroujgd do you have?

Why?

I ai buy ground- any time, If it doesn't cost too

much, I mean - If you really need the money

urgently.

(Noise inside the bar.)

I*m comingl

(The inn k. puts his hand on the T.*s arm.)

Think it over, Can, take your time, But mjarfixtkaH

50 pounds is all I can give you -

(Inn k, leaves.

)

"The Andorrans are good-natured people, but when

it's a matter of money, then they're just like the

Jew."

r-^
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Barblin

Teacher

Barblin

Teacher

Barblin

Teacher

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Andri

^

(T, puts the empty plass to his lips once more
while Barblin, dressed for the procession, steps
up to him.

)

Father?

^-^y aren't you in the procession?

Father, you promised not to drink on St. George*

s

Day -

(places a coin on the table.)

They'll pass by here.

50 pounds for an apprenticeshipi

Now there is the soimd of loud and clear sinp-ing,
rin,c^ing bells; the procession moves past in the

'

back.^roimd ; Barblin kneels down, the teacher re-
mains seated. People have come out on the Square^
all are kneeling dov/n, and l-^ofejwfw- above the_l
kneeling figures one-^&ees pennantsVThe^holy^irgin

^
ifi^beinp: carried past,' accompanied by fixed bayonets.

As the people cjposs themselves, the teacher gets
up and goes into the bar, The procession is slow
and long and xKryxbeautiful. The singing disappears
in the distance, the ringing of bells^is still heard.
AHÄrtxstKpaxQÄtxiafxthÄxfear As the people join the
procession, Andri steps out of the bar and keeps
aside; he whispjrlers:

Barblini

(crosses herseif,)

Don't you hear me?

(gets up.J

Barblin?

l

What is it?

I*m going to be a carpenterl

(Barblin is the last one to follov; the procession.
Andri alone.

)

Today the sun shines green in the trees. Today

the bells are ringing for me too.

(He takes off his apron.)
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Andrl

Inn K.

Inn K.

Soldier

Inn K.

Soldier

Inn K,

Soldler

Inn K.

Soldier

Inn K.

Later I shall ajways remember that Ä^this moment I

shouted -^wl-bi^jr- joy. While actually I»m only takinp* off

^^^V?my apron, and I'm surprised how quiet I am, One.-55Ka±id

like tnr throw^öne's name up into the air like a cap,

and yet I'm only Standing there and rollin^- up my apron,

This is what happiness means. I'll never forget the

way I'm Standing here nov7,,,

(Racket in the bar.)

Barblin, we're getting marriedl

(Andri leaves.)

ßMtxKTtth Get outl He is dead-drunk, and then he alv/ays

talks nonsense. Get out, I said.

(Soldier with his drum stumbles out of bar.)

Not one more drop for you.

I'm a soldier.

That we kHHK canse^

fiame is Felder

That we know

Well -

Stop this racket, manl

\vhere is she?

It's no use, Felder. If a girl isn't willing, you have

to let her go, Fut your drum sticks away. You are

.t.^ Don't forget that you represent the Army.

(Inn k. goes back into the bar.)

Soldier Bastardl That's what I'm fip-hting for. They don't

deserve it. But I'm fighting. That's for sure.

Down to the last man, that's for sure - better dead
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Soldier

Andri
Soldier

Andri

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

than defeated, that*s why I say; All rig:ht - I*iii a

soldier, and I have my eye on her...

(Enter Andri who puts on his Jacket*

)

Where is she?

V/ho?

Your sister,

I have no sister«

Soldier V/here is Barblin?

What do you want from her?

I*m on furlough and I have my eye on her,,,

(Andri has put on his jacket and is ^olng to vmlk ahead

when the soldier trips him and Andri falls do^-m; soldier

laughs.

)

A soldier is no scicrecrow. Understand? Think you can

Just run along. I'm a soldier, that^s for sure, and

youfrre a Jew.

(Andri ^ets up silently,)

Isn't that ri.^'ht that you are a Jew?

(Andri is silent.)

But you're lucky, you're damned lucky, because not every

Jew is as lucky as you are, that is, you he^ve^a. Chance

t-o bo popularu C^<=^^^ y^ ^ /^-ßa-^x-.^^
^

(Andri wipes off his pants,)

I Said: i^ >-.<=> ^npi^i ^r>\

Wi tjQ^wj^nmJy /2<^>c2.--,3^ r^^^C^i:^^^

«4^1 th -/the Army.

You stink of booze.

Soldier V/hat did you say?
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Andrl Nothing.

Soldier I stink?

FT Ö i'Y\

6-^ f

Andri

Soldier

Andri Ar. fri ir. as seven feet and against the wind,

Soldier Watch what you're saying.

(S, tries to smell his own breath.)

I don't smell anything,

(Andri laughs.)

It*s not funny, when you are a Jew, it's not funny, you,

for a Jew must try to please.

Why ^

(roaring)

A soldier' s life is lots of fun,

he loves his girl and trusts his giin

and followSregulations:

fall in, fall out,

and turn about ~"

Don't stand there staring at ine like a gentlemanl

A soldier' s life is Jots of fun:

he loves his girl and trusts his gun -"

Can I go now?

What did the gentleman say?

I'm nöT^HÄ gentleman.

A scullery boy, then.

No longer.

Such a one can't even be a soldier.

Do you know what this is?

Money?

My wages. I'm going to be a carpenter now.

Andri

ßoldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri
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Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Disp-ustingi

Why V

I Said: dis^ustingl

(S. hits the money out of Andri 's hand and laurhs.)

Therei

(Andri stares at the soldier.)

That*s all such a Jew oan think of j money.

(Andri makes an effort to control himself , then he
bends down and picks up the coins from the pavement.)

So you don't want to try and please?

No.

That's for sure?

Yes.

And you want us to fipht for you and your kind? Down

to the last man - do you know what that means ; one

bataillon against twelve bataillons - they've fipured

it out - better dead than defeated, that's for sure -

but not for youl

What*s for sure?

We Andorrans are no cowards. Let them come v/ith their

parachutes like grasshoppers dov/n from the sky - they

v;on't get throu(3:h, as sure as my name is Peider -

not with m^." That*s for sure. Not with me..^^ ''They' 11

learn their lessonl

Who will learn their lesson?

Not with mlV^-^

(The^fare joined by an idiot who can only gri^ ^^^ nod.)

Did you hear ttert~i3:g3d:ifi? He thinks v/e are afraid.
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Andri

Soldler

Idiot

Soldier

Andrl

öoldler

Andrl

Soldler

Andrl

Soldler

Idiot

Soldler

Andrl

Soldler

Andrl

Soldler

Andrl

Soldler

Because he Is scared hlrnself. We won^t flpht, he

says, down to the last man, we won't die because

IkfiyirKxiK of thelr superlor stren^^th, we'll pull

In our talls , we'll make Into our pants imtll It

comes ^ttrr^%^ our boots - that^s what he dares to say

tHto my face, to the face of the Ärmyl

I haven't sald a word.

I'm asklng you: dld you hear It?

(nods and grins)

An Andorran Is not afraldi

You sald that before.

But you are afraidl

(Is sllent)

Because you are a cov/ard.

Why am I a cov/ard?

Because you are a Jew.

(grins and nods.)

That 's all, and now I'm going..,

But not to Barbllni

HowMils ears are gettlng redl

Barblln Is my brlde.

( laughs

)

That 's the truth.

(roarlng:

)

And when It's night

We Start to flpcht

And when It's llcrht

We're out of slp-ht -"
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Andrl

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Andri

Soldier

Soldier

Idiot

Soldier

Idiot

Soldier

Get goingl

Bride he said.

tABarblin v^ill turn her back -±0. you,

Then 1*11 take her from behindl

You are a beast»

What did you say?

A beast»

Say that apain. How he tremblesl Say that again,

But out loud so that the whole Square can hear it.

Say that again.

(Andri leaves.)

What did he say there?

(grins and nods.

)

A beast? Mfixaxfcfias±2 I sim a beast?

(l^ods and grins.)

That one is ndit going to please me.



SECOND SCENE

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Andri

Barblin

Andi

Andri

B.

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri and Barblin on the threshold outside Barblin*

s

room.

Andri, are you sleeping?

No.

Why don't you kiss me?

I*m awake, Barblin, I*m thinking.

All nip-ht long,

If it' s true what the others are saying,

Barblin has been resting on his knees; now she sits
up and ioosens her hair.

Do you think they are right?

Don't Start that again nowL

Perhaps they are right.

(Barblin is with her hair.

)

Andri

Perhaps they are right...

Look what you did: I'm all disheveled.

^ÄHgiK People of my kind, they say, have no feeling.

Who says that?

Many of them.

Look at my blouse, will youl

All of them.

Shall I take it off?

B takes off her blouse.

People of my kind, they say, are lecherous but without

feeling, you know -

AndrJ. you think too muchl

B. leans back on his knees again.

I love your hair, your red hair, - it feels so li(pht

and warm and it has a bitter taste - Barblin, I shall
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die when I lose lt.

A. kisses her halr.

And why aren't you sleeplng?

Barblln (llstening,

)

Andrl

B.

Andrl

B.

A.

B.

B.

A.

B.

A.

What was that?

Only the cat,

(llstenlng,

)

But I saw her.

Was It really the cat?

You know they're all asleep.". ..

(B. lies -lämmr' on his knees again.

)

Kiss me!

Andri (laughs)

Barblln

Andri

B.

Andri

Barblln

What are you 1aufhing at?

I have to be gratefull

I don't know what you're talkin^: about.

I*m talkinf, about your father. He saved me, and he would

find it very ungrateful if I seduced his daughter. I

am laughing,, but there is nothing to laugh about if
you have other
EKKxalways kax to be grateful to people for ijfitngxait

your life.

(Pause.

)

Perhaps that's why I'm not cheerful.

(kisses him.

)

Are you quite sure, Barblln, that you want me?

Why do you always ask that?

The others are more cheerful.

The others

i
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Andrl

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Barblin

Andri

Andri

ii±Ä Perhaps they are right, Perhaps I»in a coward -

otherwise I would go to your old man and teil him

that we're engaged. Do you think I'in a coward?

(One hears people hollering in the distance.)

They are still hollering,

(the hollering stops.)

I am not leaving the house any more^ so that they Ktii

v/ö)n*t bother me. I am thinking of you, Andri, all day

long, when you are at v7ork, and now KksK you are there,

and we are alone - I want you to think of me, Andri,

not of the others, Do you hear me? To think only of

me and of us. And I want you to be proud, Andri,

proud and gay, because I love you above all cthers.

I am afraid when I'm proud.

And now I want a kiss.

(Andri kisses her.)

Many, many kisses I

(Andri is thinking.)

I am not thinking of the others, Andri, when you hold

me in you arms and kiss me - believe me, I am not thinking

of them.

Eut I

You and your others - all the time you^re thinking of

theml

They've tripped me up agaSn.

(A church bell strikes.)

I don't know why I*m different from all others. Teil

me: V/hy? I can* t see it...

(Another church bell strikes.)
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Andri

Earblin

Andri

Barblln

Andri

It*s already three,

Let* s go to sleepl

You're bored with me,

(Barblin is silent.)

Shall I put out the candle? You can go to sleep, 1*11

wake you at sevea.

(Pause,

)

This Is not superstitition, oh no , this is real: there

are people who are cursed, and others can do with them

what they want - they only have to look at you, and

suddenly tka you are just the way they see you* This

is the evil. It is there in everyone - no one wants

to have it, and v/here should it go? Into the air?

It is in the air too, but it doesn*t stay there long,

it has to get into a human being so that some day they

can get hold of it and kill it.».

(Andri jf picks up the candle.)

Do you knov; a soldier named Felder?

(Barblin mumbles sleepily,)

He has an eye on you.

That onel

I thought you're aileep already,

(Andri blows out the candle.)



From ANDORRA

by Max Frisch

Scene Six

translated by Lola Gruenthal

Outside of Barblin's room, Andri isaieeping alone on the
threshold. Candlelight, A large shadow appears on the
wall: the soldier. Andri snores. The soldier is
Startled and hesitates. A churchbell strikes the hour.
Seeinp* that Andri does not move, the soldier ventures
to the door, hesitates again, then opens the door.
Another churchbell strikes, Now the soldier steps
over the sleeping Andri, and finally, since he has al-
ready gotten that far, into the dark room. Barblin's
scream is stifled by a hand put over her mouth. Silence,
Andri wakes up.

Andri

Barblinl?...

(Silence)
Now it^s quiet again outside. They've stopped their

drinking and hov/ling, They're all in bed now.

(Silence)

Are you asleep, Barblin? I wonder what time it is.

I've been sleeping, Four o'clock? The night is like

milk, you know, like blue milk. Soon the birds will

Start. Like a flood of milk drowning the eartb....

(A noise inside)

Why did you lock your door?

(Silence)

Let him come up, your old man, let him find me on his

daughter's threshold. I don't care. I won*t give up,

Barblin, I'm going to sit on your threshold every night,

and if he drinks himself to death because of me, 1*11

still be here every night.
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(He lig:hts a cigarette.)

Now I'm Wide awake again...

(He sits and smokes)

I'm no lonp-er sneaklng around like a beggin^ dog, iWe

learned to hate, I don*t cry any more. I laugh, The

meaner they treat me, the easier I find it to hate them.

Hatred is a good schemer, It makes me feel safe. Now

I can look forward from one day to the next, because

I have a scheme, and nobody knov/s about it, and when

I appear to be intimidated, I*m only pretending.

Hatred makes you cunning. Hatred makes you proud,

Some day I'll show them, Since I*ve started hating them,

I sometimes feel like whistling and singing, but I

don*t do it. Hatred makes you patient. And tough.

I hate their country that v;e're going to leave, and their

faces, all of them. I love one Single human being, and

that is enough.

(He listens.

)

The cat is still awake, tool

(He counts some coins.)

Today I've earned a pound and a half, Earblin, a poimd

and a half in a Single day. I'm saving now. And I

also don^t go near that Jingle box any more -

(He laughs,

)

If they could only see how right they are: All the

time I*m counting my moneyl

(He listens.)

There is still one of them shufflinp" home»
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(Chirplng- of birds)

Yesterday I saw this Felder, you know, the one who has

an eye on you. He tripped me up, remember? Now he

grins QYery time he sees me, but I don't care -

(He listens.

)

He Is Coming upstairsl

(Steps in the house)

We've already got forty-one poimds, Barblin, but don*t

teil anyone. We v/ill get married, Believe me, there

is another v/orld v/here nobojty knows us and where they

won*t trip me, and we'll go there together, Barblin.

Then all his screaming and shouting v;on^t bother us

any more.

(He smokes.)

Good that you locked your door.

( Teacher enters .

)

My soni

I'm not your son.

it is
I've come, Andri , to teil you the truth before tk« day

stxrix again. .

•

You've been drinking.

Because of you, Andri, because of you,

(Andri laughs.)

My son -

Andri Stop thatl

Teacher Will you listen to me?

Teacher

Andri

Teacher

Andri

Teacher

Andri Hold on to a lamp post, but not to me. I can smell you
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(Andri breaks away from him.)

And don't always say "My son" when you^re ti^ht«

Teacher (stag£:ers)

Andri Calm yourself : your daup'hter has locked the door.

Teacher Andri -

Andri You can hardly stand up«

Teacher I am concerned about you..,

Andri You needn^t be.

Teacher Deeply concerned...

Andri Mother is crying and waitin^ for you.

Teacher I didn^t expect this...

Andri What didn't you expect?

Teacher That you would refuse to be my son.

(Andri lau^hs.)

I have to sit down...

£lndri Then I'll go.

Teacher So you won't listen to me?

Andri (takes the candle)

Teacher Then don't.

Andri I owe you my life. I know. If it means that much to

you, I can say it once every day: I owe you my life.

Even twice a day: I owe you my life. Once in the

morning and once in the evening: I owe you my life,

I owe you my life.

Teacher I*ve been drinking, Andri, all night I ' ve been drinking

to be able to teil you the truth. I drank too rauch...

Andri I can see that.

Teacher You owe me your life...
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Andrl I owe it.

Teacher You don' t understand me...

(Andri is silent.)

Don't just stand there - when I am telllng you about

my life...

(Cooks are orowlnp:.)
So my life doesn't interest you?

Andrl I am interested In my own life,

(Cooks crowing.)

Now the cocks are crowinp^ already.

Teacher (staggers)

Andri Don*t pretend that you are still able to think

Teacher You despise me...

Andri I am looking at you. That is all. I used to admire

you. Not because you saved my life but because I be-

lieved that you were not like the others, that you

were not thinking their thoughts, that you had courage.

I trusted you. And then it became clear, and now I

am looking at you.

Teacher What became clear?

(Andri is silent.)

I am not thinking their thoughts, Andri. I tore up

their school-books, I wanted to get others -

Andri That is an old story.

Teacher Do you know what I did?

Andri I'm going now.

Teacher Teil me if you know what I did...

Andri You tore up their school-books.
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Teacher

Andri

Teacher

Teacher

Andri

Andri

Andri

Teacher

I lied.

(Pause»)

You don^t want to understand me...

(Gocks crowing.

)

At seven I have to be in the störe. I've got to seil

chairs, to seil tables, to seil cabinets and to rub

my hands.

Why do you have to rub your hands?

better chair? Does it shake? Does it

squaak? Can one find a cheaper chair?"

Andri "Can one find a

(Teacher Stares at him.)

I have to get rieh.

Why do you have to get rieh?

Because I'm a Jew.

Teacher My sonl

Don*t touch me any morel

Teacher (staggers)

You make me sick.

Andri -

Andri Stop crying.

Teacher Andri -

Andri

Teacher

Go and piss.

Teacher What are you saying?

Andri Don' t cry the booze out of your eyes; if you can't

hold it, I say, 50.

You hate me?

Andri (is silent.)

(Teacher leaves.)
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Soldler

Andrl
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Andri BBrblln, he's gone. I didnU want to hurt hlm. But

It gets worse and worse. Did you hear hlm? He

doesn't know any more what he Is talklng about, and

then he looks llke someone who is crylng... Are you

asleep? (He llstens at the door.)

Barbllnl Barblln?

(He shakes the door, then he trles to ram It; he moves

back for a new assault, but at thls moment the door

opens from v/ithin: In the doorway the soldler appears,

11t by the candle. He Is barefooted, hls pants are

half unbuttoned, the rest of hls body Is bare.)

Scraml

Thls cannot be..,.

Soldler Scram, you, or I'll make meatballs out of you.

FOREGROUND

The soldler, now In clvlllan clothes, takes the
wltness stand.

Soldler I admlt: I couldn*t stand hlm. I dldn't know, of

course, that he wasn't one, they always sald he was

one. I couldn' t stand hlm from the beglnnlng. But

I dld not kill hlm. I only dld my duty. An order

Is an Order. Where would we be If we dldn^t obey

comniandsi I was a soldler.
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From FAULOJiR LETTERS TO CCWLEY

"I am trylng primarily to teil a story, in the most effectiveway I can think of , the most movinp-, the most exhaustive.hut I think even that is incidental to what l am trylng* toao.... I am tellin^ the same story over and over, which is
°^lu® ^f^"^ ^^^ ^^^¥ ^ ^ trying to po a step further/than Thomas Wolfe/ j'm tryinp to say it all in one sen-tenoe, between one Gap and one period. l'm still tryinp^, toput it all, if possible, on one pinhead, l don ' t know how toao lt. All I know to do is to keep on trying in a new way...

Licte is a phenoraenon but not a novelty. . . Art is simpler thanpeople think because there is so little to write about. Allthe movinF thinps are eternal in man's history and have beenwritten before, and if a man writes hard enough, sincerely
enough, humbly enou^h, and with the unalterable determination
never, never to be quite satisfied with it, he will reoeat them,because art like poverty takes care of its own, shares" its
bread."

(1953)
To Joan Williams: "...And now, at last, I have some perspective
on all I have done. I mean, the work apart from me, the work

which I did, apart from what I am And now l realise for the
first time what an ajnazinp i5ift I had: Uneducated in every formalsense, without even very literate, let alone literary comDanions,yet to have made the thinps I made. I don't know where it came
from. I don t know why God or ^ods, or whoever it was, selected
me to be the vessel. Believe me, this is not humility, false
modesty, it is simply amazement."

To a young unknown black poet whose manuscripts Faulkner read
and helped him with:'' Put the passion in it, but sit on the
passlon. Don't try to say to the reader what you want to say,
but make him say it far to himself for you. I will edit the
second one and send it to you when I get it ripht Your idea
in both is all right."



/no date - marked 1826/

Lieber Bauemfeld! Mich freuts dass Du fliegst, ich sehe Dich wie den Archi-

varius /Naine illegible/ Deine Schwingen entfalten, indess wir unsern solidenri

Q. ...schritt fortleben /?/. Was mich so am Reisen freut ist dass man wieder

die Vfonne der Armuth fuehlt und der Kindheit, was braucht man, was schaetzt

man, was sucht man, lä^s man hier alltaeglich in Fuelle hat; gruesse mir

Deine 2 /Vford illegible/ Koechin u. Dein Fraulein wenn sie ueberschwenglichen

Herzens sind wie Du, so preise ich sie gluecklich dass sie in der Wueste

sind, dort sind sie Koeniginnen u. ich fuerchte hier waeren sie sehr wenig,

so sehr die Hasen /?/ von der ersten meiner Phantasie schmeicheln, sie soll

nur mitkonmen, aber wie kann sie Stierbauch heissen das schadet wieder aller

Illusion, ihr habt nicht einmal geschrieben ob sie nicht haesslich ist.

Schwinds Ueberschvenglichkeit macht ihn auch so undankbar gegen das Schicksal

dass er sein Glueck nicht einmal erkennt dass ich gestern 5 Fraulein bey ihm

angetroffen die den halben Tag bey ihm waren u. wovon die eine bildschoen

/2 wDrds illlegible/ ist und lieber nach Grinzing / . . .an die . . . von Windsor/

several wDrds illegible; /'^E^^^ ist ein Mahler u. wird wohl Antike /?/

suchen. Sein Bild ist in der Ausstellung und nimmt sich dort minder schoen

als im Ziimier aus, sie haben es aber auch in ein Kamraerl /?/ zu altem Schund
Henpel ?

gehaengt in besserer Gesellschaft wuerde es mehr respektiert werden. Henzel /?/

besonders aber Eichholzer /?/ haben mich mit ihren Bildern erzuemt. Die

3 KDenige von Kugelwieser /?/ und ein kleines Bild von /name illegible/,

Maria mit Engeln , sind die besten historischen Sachen, einige herrliche Land-

Schäften von Steinfeld R... /name illegible/ Oli^^ior u. Reinhold /?/ erbauen,
mehrere
mvssxR Miniatur. .. (part of word illegible/ sind huebsch sonst fast lauter

Schmarren ein ungarischer Koenig der an Verzückungen stirbt und seine Daice

die an der Starrsucht leidet /not sure/ sind grausame Erscheinungen und der

Ironie halber merkwuerdig.

/written on the margin:/ Ich vy^iss dass /name illegible/ nach Dir verlangt

ich glaube der S .. ./illegible/ Sonette halber. Es soll ihm schlecht gehn
mit Geü.



/no date - marked 1826/

Lieber Bauemfeldl Mich freuts dass Du fliegst, ich sehe Dich wie den Archi-

varius /Name illegible/ Deine Schwingen entfalten, indess wir unsern solidenn

Q. ...schritt fortleben /?/. Was mich so am Reisen freut ist dass man wieder

die Vfonne der Annuth fuehlt und der Kindheit, was braucht man, was schaetzt

man, was sucht man, n^s man hier alltaeglich in Fuelle hat; gruesse mir

Deine 2 /Word illegible/ Köechin u. Dein Fraulein wenn sie ueberschwenglichen

Herzens sind wie Du, so preise ich sie gluecklich dass sie in der Wueste

sind, dort sind sie Koeniginnen u. ich fuerchte hier waeren sie sehr wenig,

so sehr die Hasen /?/ von der ersten meiner Phantasie schmeicheln, sie soll

nur mitkommen, aber wie kann sie Stierbauch heissen das schadet wieder aller

Illusion, ihr habt nicht einmal geschrieben ob sie nicht haesslich ist.

Schwinds Ueberschv^nglichkeit macht ihn auch so undankbar gegen das Schicksal

dass er sein Glueck nicht einmal erkennt dass ich gestern 5 Fraulein bey ihm

angetroffen die den halben Tag bey ihm waren u. wDvon die eine bildschoen

/2 wDrds illlegible/ ist und lieber nach Grinzing / . . .an die . . . von Windsor/

several wDrds illegible; /^E^^^ ist ein Mahler u. wird wohl Antike /?/

suchen. Sein Bild ist in der Ausstellung und nimmt sich dort minder schoen

als im Zimmer aus, sie haben es aber auch in ein Kammerl /?/ zu altem Schund
Henpel ?

gehaengt in besserer Gesellschaft wuerde es mehr respektiert werden. Henzel /?/

besonders aber Eichholzer /?/ haben mich mit ihren Bildern erzuemt. Die

3 Koenige von Kugelwieser /?/ und ein kleines Bild von /name illegible/,

Maria mit Engeln , sind die besten historischen Sachen, einige herrliche Land-

Schäften von Steinfeld R... /name illegible/ Oli^ior u. Reinhold /?/ erbauen,
mehrere

imsB2Qs Miniatior... (part of word illegible/ sind huebsch sonst fast lauter

Schmarren ein ungarischer Koenig der an Verzückungen stirbt und seine Dame

die an der Starrsucht leidet /not sure/ sind grausame Erscheinungen und der

Ironie halber merkwuerdig.

/written on the margin:/ Ich veiss dass /name illegible/ nach Dir verlangt

ich glaube der S .. ./illegible/ Sonette halber. Es soll ihm schlecht gehn
mit Geüd.
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Von Theatersachen irelde ich Dir nur dass eine Dslle Schechner die Stadt diirch

ihren wunderbaren deutschen Gesang revoltiert /?/. Seit der M /name

illegible/ soll keine solche Stimme die Luft erschuettert haben, dazu noch

jugendlich, huebsch und lebendig.r Schubert hat sie gehoert und stirrmt in

die Hymne ein. Wenn er nur eine Oper fuer sie schriebe, vielleicht ist Deine
ich^

dazu recht wenn er nur kein gar so ewiger Barbar waere neulich als /Öm

frug warum er durch die ganze Krankheit mich nicht besucht habe antwortete er

ganz unschuldig: Man trifft Dich ja niemals zu Hause. Die Zauberwiese/?/

ist Dir schon weggenommen, der Buergermeister von Tteplitz hat sie operatisch /?/

verarbeitet. Auf der Weiden /?/ fuehren die Josephstaedter den Don Juan

auf imd ein gewisser H. /name ill./ , ich glaube auch ein Schulkairerad , singt

den Don Juan wie ich hoere mit Beifall Lebrun von Hamburg gastiert jetzt hier

ich hoffe ihn doch einmal zu sehen, aber gestern gab er in stille Wasser sind

tief /Name of a play, not indicated as such/ den gewissen Lieutenant das ist

doch wenig, auch war ich auf die Weiden /see above/ in eine Loge eingeladen

und die Zauberwiese /?/ ipk noch einmal zu sehen die sich aber auf der

kleinen Buehne viel besser ausnahm. Grill ist mit vielem Beifall in Han-

nover aufgenonmen worden, fuer die Schechner wird jetzt die Iphigenie von
/Name of a play or opera?/

Gluck einstudiert, bisher ist sie nur in der Schweitzerfamilie/aufgetreten.

Mit der Phantasie /?/ soll van Theater unterhandelt werden sie fuer die
illegible öectrrde ^ ^

/name of a play,opera or character/?/ zu probieren sie soll sich ganz

garstig in der Sache verhalten u. die ihrigen /?/ die angebotenen 2000 Fl.

wie eine Miserabilitaet behandelt haben.

Meine Pr. /word illegible/ Title of a book?/ sind also amgekommen

\jnd erfreuen mich durch ein huebsches Aeussere^aber aergem mich durch viele

Druckfehler. Sie haben nur Tr. /illegible word/ von der Censur wodurch

mir die Vorbereitlang erschwert und verleidet wird. Ruecksichtlich der Re-

zension nehme ich Dich beym Wort, aber ich mag auch so klein d«s Heft ist
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doch keins schicken da es Dich unsinnig viel kosten wuerde. Ich bin jetzt

gezwungen gev^sen einen langen Absatz zu machen da gluecklich unser

Qartier venniethet, u. unsere UeberSiedlung nach Maehring vollbracht vorden

ist. Was es mich fuer Muehe und Arbeit auch Aerger gekostet hat alle Schraenke

der Mama auszuleeren was ihr durch ihre Schwaeche unmoeglich war und danach

unter stetem Straeuben /?/ und Disputieren vollbracht werden musste da sie

nichts anruehren lassen wDllte und noch in den letzten Stunden jedes alte

Kuechenzettel durchlas bevor sie sich entschliessen konnte es wegzuwerfen.

So musste ich jedes Stueck bei dem hoechsten Drang der Zeit foennlich er-

obern um es aus dem Wege zu schaffen, dazu noch fatale und grobe Fuhrleute

und Traeger, ich habe selbst geschleppt und getragen dass ich kein Glied

mehr ruehren konnte. Die Einquartierung ist der Deputierte des Adels /?/

von Mailand mit Frau und Töchter. Ein ganz angenehmer Mann mit dem ich

vortreffliche franzoesiche Oonversation pflege aber geitzig wie ein Jude

von dem er land seine Familie auch ihr Aeusseres entlehnt haben. Wir haben

ihm alle moeglichen Geraetschaften Silber und Tafelzeug geben muessen das

war also eine fuerchterliche Oonfusion der neu angekauften Sachen die herein

und der alten und fuer uns bestimnten die hinaus geschafft wurden. Nun sind

wir in Maehring und das Quartier und der Garten sind allerliebst da auch

das Wetter ziemlich guenstig ist lebten wir wie die Goetter wenn nicht

im Hause die Maler die Fenster zittern machten ein Schlosser haenmerte

ein Kind schriee eine Arrme saenge und eine Menge Vorstaedter in einem an

unseren stossenden Wirtshausgarten einen Mordslaerm schluegen wozu sie noch

nanchmal durch schmetternde Trcxtpeten und entsprechende Begleitung aufgemuntert

werden. So uebel diese Dinge sind Hessen sie sich doch ertragen, aber dem

armen Schwind der bey dem misslichen Grinzinger /ill. word/ ohnehin ziemlich

nervoes ist wird dabei ganz aschgrau, da ueberdies auch meine Mutte< iirmerfort

lamentiert dass man ihr alles verlegt hat und sie nichts mehr finden kann,
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habe ich ausser diesen Drangsalen noch ein Doppelfeuer von Klagen und Seuf-

zern auszuhalten, zum Ueberfluss ist auch die Nanni /?/ im uebelsten HumDr

dass sie heraussen nichts bekoirmt und um alles hineinlaufen muss dass es

kaum auszuhalten vaere wenn nicht unter all diesen Stuermen wie ein /begin-

ning of word ill./ ...schimtrer Fels/?/ der alte treue /ill.word/ stuende

der uns bei dieser ganzen /ill. word/ tapfer i geholfen und wie ein Esel ge-

schleppt hat taeglich konmt er zu uns heraus um die Kleider zu putzen manch-

mal auch xMEbaa 2 J^KL immer keuchend u. beladen, auch ist ihm sein VJeih

niedergefuehrt /?/ und ziemlich beschaedigt worden aber er lacht und glaenzt

immer vor Freude. Ich stehe taeglich vor 7 sage sieben Uhr auf und gehe um

halb neion in die Stadt den GescQiaeften obzuliegen die ziemlich gut gehen;
Stellwagen

um halb 2 sollte ich mit dem S^h^^hh^kr herausfahren versaeume ihn aber

gewoehnlich und muss also in der Hitze hatschen. Dass wir gleich auf dem

Felde sind ist hoechst erspriesslich und thut sehr wohl, man geht so doch

alle Tage spatzieren und saugt das heitere Gruen ein. Heute soll Schubert

heraus kommen, ich hoffe er wird Wbrt halten. S... /name ill./ ist nach

Linz gereist und sein Bruder mit Meyerhof nach Karlsbad. Schubert hat

4haendige Maersche gemacht die wieder sehr schoen sein sollen, unter den

neuen Liedern ist ta» freien /song title/ jetzt mein Liebling. Schwind

macht jetzt,sehr huebsche Kinderspiele fuer T. . . /name ill./ u. hat die

/ill. noun/ aufs trefflichste abgeschlossen. Leb wohl und koim bald Dein Schober
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sueeest that change comes when thinking is released from old

tangles of errors that have locked it into the past and when we learn

to analyze the potential for real change in our very specific contexts.

In that movement from the conceptual to the concrete, and from the

concrete to the conceptual, is one of the most important conversa-

tions of all, the one that retums thinking to the world it helps

illuminate, and, in tum, challenges that thinking to take account of

particulars, individuals, specific situations.

For these deeply related efforts, we need reahsm and hope,

philosophy and strategies, flexibility and stubbornness, honesty

and imaginatton. Most of all, perhaps, we each need to find out

how we work best, and to figure out how we can contnbute, draw-

ine on our own strengths, interests, and pleasures. It does httle

good to decide what ought to be done and how it ought to be

effected with no reference to the specific people who will have to do

the work. People who do what they are sure is 'right' in a way that

eoes against their grain can rarely keep up the effort very long, and

fhey run the risk of becoming dogmatic, unhappy, and even dan-

gerous Those who work for what they believe in, in ways that suit

ihem and their own particular strengths, can keep gomg longer

while continuing to grow through their work.
, , •

If both thinking and acting are essential to freedom, as freedom is

essential to them, then they are to be enjoyed for their own sake as

well as for what they may lead us toward. The effort to think

ourselves free does not suffice to make us free-by no means. But i

does give US a profound experience of freedom as we do it. I

suppose that is one of the reasons why, when people have asked me

and others how we can stand to spend so much time thinking about

how overwhelming, and unjust, the dominant Systems are, I usu-

ally find myself saying, "Because I enjoy thinking, and I love the

people with whom I have been privileged to do it."

Althoueh the Quotation from Anna Julia Cooper with which

opened this book may seem to imply, wrongly, that everyone wil

.reet the newly re-emerging multicultural scholarships with great

pleasure, she is certainly not wrong about how some of us have feit:

^The darkened eye restored, every member rejoices with it.

But such moments do not last, and without instihitional and

political changes that are designed to open the structures and priy-

üeees of the few to the whole, they can become no more than the

secret pleasures of yet another closed group. That is why it is

important that we continue to reach out to others, to explam what
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we are thinking and doing, to open ourselves to responses, ques-

tions challenges. Every such conversation is, for all engaged in it, a

new beginning and, indeed, an enactment of the ends we seek.

Surely it is time for the true grace of women

Emerging, in their lives' colors, from the rooms, from the harvests,

From the delicate prisons, to speak their promises.

The spirit's dreaming delight and the fluid senses'

Involvement in the world. Surely the day's beginning

In midnight, in time of war, flickers upon the wind.

O on the wasted midnight of our pain

Remember the wasted ones, lost as surely as soldiers

Surrendered to the barbarians, gone down under centuries

Of the starved spirit, in desperate mortal midnight

With the pure throats and cries of blessing, the clearest

Fountains of mercy and conhnual love.

These years know Separation. O the future shining

In far countries or suddenly at home in a look, in a season.

In music freeing a new myth among the male

Steep landscapes, the familiär cliffs, trees, towers

That stand and assert the earth, saying: "Come here, come to me.

Here are your children." Not as traditional man -^

But love's great insight—"your children and your song."

Coming dose to the source of belief, these have created

Resistance, the flowering Are of memory,

Given the bread and the dance and the breathing midnight.

Nothing has been begun. No peace, no word of marvelous

Possible hillsides, the warm Ups of the living

Who fought for the spirit's grace among despair,

Beginning with signs of belief, offered in time of war,

As I now send you, for a beginning, praise.

—Muriel Rukeyser, "Letter to the Front: X"^
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Der Baum des Lebens

Obgleich es nicht so aussieht, stammt dieses Gedicht doch aus

zeitlicher Ferne: Aus der deutschen Romantik. Auch wenn es ein

neueres Entstehungsdatum trägt; auch wenn es sich, nahezu alibi-

haft, als Titel den Namen des berühmten amerikanischen Natur-
philosophen zugelegt hat. Daß die Autorin Deutsche war und es

trotz ihres langen Amerika-Aufenthaltes geblieben ist, kann ihr

Gedicht nicht verleugnen. Denn im Gegensatz zur neueren ame-
rikanischen Lyrik, wo die Natur kaum allegorische Vorzeichen
erhält und selten zum Identifikationsobjekt für die eigene innere

Befindlichkeit gemacht wird, sondern das dem Menschen Äußer-
liche bleibt, bietet sich bei Lisa Kahn die romantische Einheit von
Mensch und Natur wie eh und je dar. Das Subjekt dieser wenigen
Zeilen, der Bäum, ist niemand sonst als die Autorin selber, und die

Ansprache richtet sie nur an sich; ein innerer Monolog unter der

Tarnkappe - denn die dem Baum zugeschriebenen Erwartungen
sind die der Dichterin. Warum macht sie sich zum Baum ? Worauf
zielen ihre Erwartungen ?,Der Zustand, da die Tiere sprechen, die

Menschen sich lieben und die Zeit stillesteht, der Tod folglich ab-

wesend ist, diesen Zustand kennen wir nur aus einem anderen
Buch: Es heißt Bibel und beschreibt eben diesen paradiesischen

Zustand an seinem Anfang; der Ort ist der Garten Eden. Aus die-

sem sind wir seit langem vertrieben, und nur die latente Sehnsucht
hat ihn als Traumbild aufbewahrt: Eine Fata Morgana am fernen,

versunkenen Horizont der Geschichte. Warum jedoch Lisa Kahn
sich den Baum zur Selbstaussage gewählt hat, ließe sich mit einer

kühnen, vielleicht zu kühnen Hypothese erklären. Sie, im Bann-
kreis einst Verfolgter lebend, mag sich einer anderen von Gewalt
Verfolgten unbewußt verbunden gefühlt haben: Daphne, die im
Moment höchster Gefahr zum Baum wurde. Für solche »Ver-
wandtschaft* gibteskeinen Beweis, dochderEinfallhilftdem Ver-
stehen. Das Gedicht, in dem so hoffnungslos immer weiter gehofft

wird, spricht von dem Verlangen nach Harmonie und Frieden,

einer Illusion, die» entgegen aller Erfahrung, unsterblich scheint.
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APRIL LETTER

(1252)

The actur.1 flover(7perlod of thls Bprlne vras rnlnleßs; from
the flrct prlmrosea to the flrst cnemones and camellne the earth
KEB dry üvA duBty and always owept over agaln by the persistent

north wind; at nlpht one could sometlmes see forest fires creeping
up the nountalns In Ion- flojnlne Unes, and It was movlne and

pathetlo hov^ in splte of everythlne ,the thousande and thousande

of vloletB, crocuases, blucbells, eyebrlchta, dead nettles came

out, hov: they held they tholr SB^all tender heads up to the i-uth-

less northwlnd. In splte of everythlnp laucMnf and c:aiberant
«« +r, 4

^i^M^-t-cAe«^ t!-.-c<^^A<«6- alonem thelr w««m--bftfel«-miiiLeea. ßjiiy Tlio creen was holdinc back,

In the woods as In the meadov;si only the baaboc at the edrre of

my little copae was v^a^^ig 'wi th - hie- light young eroen.

For noat old people Sprinr is not a food sonson; It also

dld Its share to bother me. The llttle pllls ajid niedical Injectlons
vere of llttle help; the palns crew exuherantly llke the flovrera

In the c.r'^^so, ejid the nl hts were hard to -feafe«.
'

still alnost

every day, durinr the Short hourr. th.-^t I could spend outsldo,

broucht intervals of forrettlnc and abnjidon to the nlrr.cle of

Sprlne, and sonetlnes thern were moments of delir-ht and rcvelatlon

each of whlch vould have been worthy of prescrvation, If thoro

had only been v. chance of prescrvatlon, if theso miracles and

a±r revelatlono could be dosoribed and ty^ngriittod, Thoy com*

as a surprlse, Instlnf sooon,-;s or nlnutes, these experiencoa

in v.'hlch an event In the life of nature talks to ue and revoala

Itself to uß, and when one Is old enouch It socns ae thouch th«

»hole Ion life with pleasuree and palns, wlth lovinc ejid Cogni-

tion, with friendships, love relationohips, wlth bookn, munlc.
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travels and work had been nothln^ but a lorif detour leading to

the ri*piess of these momonts durin(^ vhieh, in the ima^e of a

lajidscape, of a tree, of a human face, of a flover. God shows

himself to us,fxhe sense ajnd meanlnc of all beln^^ and happenlng

presents Itself • /md Indeed; thou£h in youiicers years v/e may

have experienced the al^ht of a blostioraing tree, of a cloud

fomiatlon, of a thunderstorm more violently and more ardently,

the experlence that I mean requires advanced a^e, It requlres

an^ infinite sum of thlnfs seen, llved throu^-h, thou^ht throu£;h,

feit and sufferedj it requires a certain destillation of the
prosiiiity

life forces, a certain frallty and closeness of death In order

to perceive in a minor revelation of nature the God, the splrit,

the Mt^ipy»^» mystery, the o4ii«o: -ALtoiioe of oppociteo, the c^^eat

one-ness. fiertaiH To be sure, younc people also can experience

this, but more rarely and without this unity of Sensation and

thou.:ht, of senßual (sensory) a,nd Spiritual experience, of

Stimulus and consciousness»

At the time of our dry Spring period, before the showers
p

and the succeseion of BtnxR thunderstorms set in, I u^^e4--4o.~.9a

frequently to a certain plcxe in my vinya.rd xvhere at thrit time

l I nc; uned to build a fire on a pleoe of c^ardensoil aß j'-et

untilled, Tliore, in the ha^j-thcm bush whioh oncloses the [-ardon,

a beechtree had been £:rov/inc for years; it had started as a

little shrub frora a seed flown over from the forest; for several

years I had iEf±x±txstanä±H^ let it stay only temporarily ojid

some^diat reluctantly; I feit sorry for the hawthorn, but then

the touch little v/inter beech-tree had Icept cruirin^ so nicely
<.> hoavy ^t^^

that I finally rccepted kay; now it Is already a fa± little
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tree, and I am doubly fond of It today, for the mifhty old imjm
beeoh-tree
tkjQXH, my favorlte tree In the entlre nel-hborlnc vroods, has

recently beon cut ö.o\m; the parts of Its sawed up st trunli are

still lylne there, maßslve and pov7orful llke C(^^Ijbl£q rf0<^m.o^

In call llkelihood my little treo iß a chlld of that beech-tree»

I had always been pleaced and Impresoed vPr.^n I obcerved

wlth what tenaclty my little beech^tree wiis holdlno on to Its

leaves, V/hen everythins clso haa lon£: bcen bare, It vlll still

stand in the £OVvTi of Its faded leaves throuch December, January,

jfebruary; the storm tears at It, snow falls on It and drops off

agaln, the dry leaves, at first doxk brov/n, tum llfhter, thlnner,

sllklor, but the tree does not let them fo; they h:.vc to protect

the yoimc;:. buds. Then, soneftlme in the Sprlnp, always later than

one ;;ould expect, the tree would be chan^ed oyemlrht, h-^vln^

lost the old foliage and replaced It wlth molst, tender nev^

buds. Thls time I was a wltness of thls transd?ormatlon, It v/as

soon after the rain had made the landscape £;>reen and fresh, sösib

an hour In tliD afternoon^ around the raiddle of April; I had not
any dincovcred

yet heard thßxcuckoo thls year, nor sssm sjiy daffodll In the

flelda, Only a fevr days aco I had s±±i± been standlnr there in

the ßtrong north wind, shlverlng and wlth my collar tumed up,
unperturbed

\mtchlnr wlth admlratlon how the beoch-tree stood In the tearlng

wind and hardly let £0 of any leaf ; tenacious and brave, tou^h

and deflant, It held its bleaohed old folla^^e toeether.

And now, today, in the n^ntle wlndless warmth, as I stood

by my flre and broke the vrood, I saw It happen: a soft, e^^tle

breeze came up, only a breath, and tlie lonc- onvocl leaves floated

av:ay in hundreds and thoucands, soundlcss, effortloss, wllllng.
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weary of thelr endurance, weary of thelr deflance ojiä thelr
. ,

bravery. \vh£^..t had hmldzimny^for'YIvWrB^r^

in a few minuteß to o. nothlnp-, a breath, becaune itß tlme had

come, because the bitter .endurance was no lonrer nececrary,

f^i#*7 and fluttorod , smilinf, rii)e, without flfhtin^^
for the

The llttle v;lnd vras nuch too wcak tßfxjärtirH the omall leavee that

Av/ay it

had becone so llfht and thin to be drifted far avrayj llke p soft

raln they drlzrled down, coverlnf path ard frass at the feet of

the llttle tree a few of vrhose l:3u.d9 had alrendy hurst open and

and turned ci'Gen. \fhat had reve-lod Itself to me In thls eur-

prisine and movin^ ecene? Was It death, the lirhtly and v/illlncly

conenrnmated death of the vdnter folia^-e? Was It life, the urflnr

and jjubilating youth of the buds vjhich, vdth BudderJ.y awakened

will, had maße i^oom for Itself? Was it sad, was It exhilarating?

Was it a v^T^mine to me, the old one, tax also to let myself float

and fall, a wa,rnin{;c to remind me that perhaps I vras taking up

Space that belonred to the yoimf and stronper ones? Or was it

a challen£;e to follov; the example of the beech-tree folla^e, to

keep on my le^js as lonp* and a.E tenaciously as pocsible, to stand

firmly axid to resist, because then, at the ri.rht monent, the

partinr would be easy and serene? No, it was, llke any vlrion,

a Visual m^nlfostatlon of the freat and eternal, of the u -niflcn^

of ßpipBt opposltes, thelr mer^^lnr In the flre of roality;

It dld not mean anythin£^, it did not propoj?e any wamln^-, or
meant

rather, it meant everythin^^, it atjmtfieii the mystery of being

and it was beautiful, it was bliss, It vfas^'Tno^^nlnrr-^ preaent and

a find for the s beholder, eompn rab-l€»>~4Q> an ear füll of Bach,

an eye füll of Gezanne» These names and interi:)re5ttions v;erc not

the experionce, they came only later; tho expericnce itself was
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only Vision, mlracle, mystery, as beautlful as It vrae solemn,

as lovely as It v/ao Inexorable«

In the Barne place, near the hawthorn buch anc^. the beech-tree,

after the world had assi^imed a BuccixLent rroon ejid the first cuckoo

call had sounded in fioxxr wood on Easter S\anday, on one of those
mlldly
ij^läiy moißt, chane:©able, v/indswept^ sultrj^ days preparlnf^ the

leap from Bprinr into Btomncr, the rreat nyrtery spoko to me in

a Visual experience that vrac no lese symbollc* On the heavlly

clouded sky^which still kept throv/lnr ^lavlnr sun flickers into

the buddln^- ereen of the valley, a e^eat cloud theater was taklng
slnultancoucly

place; the v/ind seemed to bo bloi/inc/from all sldes, btit the

south-north dia-ectlon prevailed. Restlessness and pasrion filled

the atmosphere with ereat tonclons. 'Uid in the midst of th©

ßcenery there v^as araln a tree sAddenly irnpooinr Itself upon my

Vision, a young, beautlful tree, a poplar in the nel^hbor^s e'arden,

frEKkiy covered with fresh leaves. Like a rocket it chot upwards,
o-<*>W, fk^f-^ Short
nsmitiirr, klQAS^c/ with its pointed top/ in the wind intervals

standine bolt uprlrht like a cypress, with Increasln^'- wind erestl-
JA)

culatlnf with.» hundred thin tranches slirhtly combed apart.

Back and forth the top of the majestic tree rocked and reared up

with Its softly rllttering whlsperlnr follae:e, enjoyln^- its

ßtren^th and creen youth, in a soft-spoken waverine like the

toncue of a saalej nov; rlvlnp in as in a teasin^ g^me, now willfully

recoillns, (I remembered only much later that I had once before,

decades aro, with open senses observed the branch of a peach tree

In thls BGjne and traced It in the poem '•The Biossomine Branch").

With Joy and withcut fear, cven wrjitonly, the poplar sur-.

rendered branchos and leaves to the e^^eatly increaslne* wind, and
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v/hat s^ sane to ths stormy day, what It wrote wl'h Ite pointed

top Intc tho sky, vras beautiful, was perfect, was as serene as

It was solenm, asxHUKh doing; as much as ßufferlnc:, play as much

as fate,' acaln it contalned all oppoGiteVpS;3*^oppoGlte meanlngs*
Ehake

Not tlie V7lnd v:as victorlous and strone for bclnc able to skacpa

and tv/lst the tree, not the tree was victorlous and strong for

beln^ able to Jump back elaotically ancl triunphantly out of each

subnission; it was tho interplay of both, tho harmcny of movement

and rest, of divine and K«arid±y eartrfy poi/ors: The infinitely

rieh Pantomime of the tree-top's dance in the storm vras ®niy

no more than an imo^e, no more than revelatlon of the ymr universal

mystery, beyond stren^th and vfoaknecs, good and evil, doing and

sufferine. For a little while, for a small otemity, I read in

it that which is usually XBÜEiäxHnd concealed :?nd myr^terious,

represented in pure pe fection, purer and more perfect, as thou^-h

I were readinf Anaxa^orae or Lao Tse, And here it also seemed

to me that, in order to see this ima^e and to ig read this writing,
more vras required than
nstxDniy the rl^t of a sprinc hour; it required also the ways

and devious ways, the follics and experiences, the desires and

sorrows of many years and decades, and I looked upon the dear

poplar 4fc who» T ,rtU'rfi^rl^^^The^nift "^f"''t^ as upon a boy,

an inexperienced and icnorant one. Many frocts and snowfalls

would have to v/ear hlm dovm, many sterms would have to shake him,

many strokes of lir-hninr- would have to f-raze him and wound him

until he too mirht be ««iiable -^^ ^a^^^^^' ^^^ lir,ten4|aif ea^er

for the ^-reat mystery* -



HERMANN HESSE

THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV

or THE DECLINE OF EUROPE

Assoclatlons to a reading of Dostoevssky

(1919)

Nichts ist aussen, nichts ist innen;
denn was aussen ist, ist innen,

(There*s naught without, there's
naught within;

for without is what's within.)

The thougiits conveyed here are not presented in an or-

ganized and pleasing form. I confess to a lack of this par-

ticular gift, and moreover I consider it a sort of arrogance

for an author to construct, as so many do, an essay out of

some associations, trying to give the impression of complete-

ness and conclusiveness, although only a minor part of it

consists of thought while the far greater portion is nothing

but stuffing. No, I who believe in the^decline of Europe"

,

and particularly in the decline of the European spirit, have
- to me
less reason than anyone to strive for a form which/would mean

nothing but a masquerade and a lie. I say what Dostoevsky

himself says in the last book of the Karamazovs: "l shall do

better not to apologize. I will do my best and the reader

will See for himself that I have done all I can,"

In the works of Dostoevsky, and most emphatically in the

"Karamazovs", I find what I personally call the "decline of

Europe" expressed and prophetically predicted with overwhelming
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lucidlty. The fact that European youth, and German youth in

particular, sees its great wrlter in Dostoevsky, not in

Goethe, not even in Nietzsche, seems to be of decisive sig-

nificance for our destiny. When we look at the most recent

writing from this angle, we find everywhere an approximation

of Dostoevsky, though it may often be nothing but an imita-

tion which strikes us as childish, The ideal of the Karama-

zovs, an ancient Asiatic-occult ideal, is beginning to tum
into ag?{ European one, is beginning to swallow the European

spirit. This is what I call the decline of Europe. This

decline is a home-coming to the mother, a retum to Asia, to

the sources, to the Faustian "mothers", and, as any death on

earth, it will inevitably lead to a new birth. These events

evoke a sense of "decline" only in us, the contemporaries,

just as, upon leaving an old beloved homeland, only the aged

experience a sense of sadness and irreversible loss while the

young See only the new, the future, before them.

But what kind of "Asiatic" ideal is it that I find in

Dostoevsky and that appears to be in the process of conquering

Europe?

It is, in brief , the rejection of any established set of

ethics and morals in favor of an all-understanding, all-

accepting attitude, a new, dangerous, terrifying hollness,

as predicted by the old man Zossima, lived by Alyosha, expressed

with utmost conscious awareness by Dmitri, and even more fully

by Ivan Karamazov. With the old man Zossima the ideal of
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of justice still prevails, good and evil still exist for him;

he only prefers to give his love to the evil ones. ¥ith AI-

yosha this new holiness is taking on a much freer and more

vital aspect. As he walks with almost amoral unconcern through

all the filth and mud of his envjbonment, he often reminds me

of Zarathustra's noblest vow: "Once I had vowed to rKH forswear

all loathingi" But, behold, Alyosha's brothers carry this

thought even further, they walk along this path even more

firmly, and often it seems as though, despite all circiimstances,

the relation of the brothers Karamazov were being completely

reversed in the course of the heavy three volumes of the book.

Thus all established values become increasingly doubtful, and

while the toaiy saintly Alyosha becomes more and more worldly,

the worldly brothers become more saintly, and the most criminal

and unrestrained brother, Dmitri, turns into the saintliest,

the most sensitive, the most inward fore-seer of a new saintli-

ness, a new moral, a new hxjmanity, The more Karamazovish

things are,-the more lascivious and drunk, the more unrestrained

and vulgär they get to be - the more closely we perceive,beneath

the surface of these vulgär manifestations, persons and actions,
as they

a glimmer of the new ideal revealtja^ their inner Spiritual

values, their inner saintliness. Compared to Dmitri, the

drunkard, killer and brüte, as well as to Ivan, the cynical

intellectual, those highly respectable types of the prosecutor

and the other representatives of civilized society become

shabbier, hollower and more worthless the more they appear to

triumph on the outside«



PRUEFUNG

Du hast dein Antlitz von mir gewandt
und mir kein Zeichen gegeben.
Fern dem beschattenden Schutz deiner Hand
hast du mich unter die Menschen gesandt,
die in der Scheinstadt leben.

Hättest du mich in die Wüste verbannt,
mir bangte nicht vor den Löwen.
War ich gescheitert an steinigem Strand,
der einzig dir und den Möwen bekannt,
ich priese dich laut wie die Möwen.

Hier aber ist mir das Singen verwehrt.
Stöhnend wie in den Wehen
werd*ich von Aengsten und Zweifeln verzehrt.
Hast du mich dazu sehen gelehrt,
dich im Zerrbild von Fremden zu sehen?

Gib mir die Kraft zu deinem Gebot:
ohne dich zu dir zu gehen
und in der Wirrnis, die mich bedroht,
unbeirrt von Täuschung und Not,
schweigend vor dir zu bestehen.

1966



FROMMER WUNSCH

Ich möcht' mein Ich in einem Blumentopf begraben -

wenn es dann Blüten treibt, schau ich nur zu -

ich möchte endlich Innenräume haben,
die frei sind für ein grosses Du.

Dann hätt ich nicht zwei Seelen, die sich stritten,
ich waere ganz erfüllt von fremdem Sein,
dann brauchte keiner mich um Einlass bitten,
ich liesse jeden ungefragt herein.

Ich hätte all das Licht und all die Wärme,
die jetzt mein selbstbesessnes Ich verdrängt.
In seinem Schatten und in seinem Lärme
sitz ich und bleibe wie ich bin: beschränkt.

1935

Ich kann nichts sagen, ohne Dich zu meinen,
in jedem Wesen trittst Du mir entgegen,
ich sehe Dich als Ziel auf allen Wegen,
mein Lieben möchte sich mit Dir vereinen.

Du aber willst es nicht, dass wir Dich mischen
und Dich verweben mit dem andern Leben.
Du zwingst mich, was ich liebe aufzugeben,
denn immer wieder drängst Du Dich dazwischen.

Wen Du Dir wirbst, den lässt Du nicht entweichen
oh. Du kannst grausam sein in Deiner Milde:
Du schufst den Menschen Dir zum Ebenbilde
und lässt Dich keinem Menschlichen vergleichen.

1936



PENELOPE

In Order to be true I must deceive
those who have called me faithful to the dead.

Yet it is one who lives for whom I grieve,

for whom I nightly must undo my thread,
unweave my shroud of daily make-believe

.

I am a woman Ignorant of art
or beauty that displays itself for praise.

I only know the Shuttle of my heart,
weaving its single pattern through my days

'

entangled Strands which I must take apart.

The gods destroy those daring to dispute
the wisdom of their destiny's dictate.
Thus I must love this labor without fruit

and without end until I shall salute
the one for whom I grieve and weave and wait.

' 1954



ANTWORT

Du fragst, wer ich bin -

ich weiss es nicht.
Bin ich Frau, bin ich Kind?
Ich habe tausendundein Gesicht.
Frag das Meer, frag den Wind,
wer sie sind.

Und fragst du wohin -

ich weiss es nicht.
Wo ist Ziel, wo Beginn?
Sieh, wie das Licht sich tausendfach bricht
und erlischt. Sucht das Licht
nach dem Sinn?

1932-34

LEIDENDE
(zu einer Zeichnung von Frans Masereel

)

Oben, da plätschern im Flachen und Seichten
unbekümmert und lachend die Leichten.
Die aber, die von den Tiefen wissen,
werden von ihnen herabgerissen.
Durch das Gesetz ihrer Schicksalsschwere
fallen sie unaufhaltsam ins Leere,
und von des Strudels trichternem Schlünde
eingesaugt sinken sie nieder zum Grunde.

Sie aber kennen die Wollust des Sinkens -

und sie lieben die Qual des Ertrinkens -

und sie sehnen sich, unterzutauchen,
weil sie dann nicht mehr zu schwimmen brauchen.
Und sie werden zu Auserwählten,
Schermzensgeweihten, Leidensvermähl ten

.

Denn dort unten im Strom der Gewässer
werden sie reiner, werden sie besser.
Wenn sie allein sind in Rudeln von Fischen
und mit der Flut ihre Tränen vermischen,
lernen sie dulden, lernen sie schweigen,
lernen sie, aus sich emporzusteigen.

1932-34



BILLIGER TROST

""^!^!"'5' -°" ^^'""i'^hen irdischen Plagescheinen die Tot

Ob
ihr Ti

en ihr Totsein mit Fassung zu tragen
ie in Frieden ruhn oder sich zu den Lebenden le^^Fun oder Nichtstun s<.^- c^K.n.^. __

i^eoenaen legeichtstun ist gebilligt
m

gt von Gottes Segen
Sie brauchen den bösen Nachb
una s,z.:ri\r..sü:L;*rL"ae";ts»:r.ä: S^- -/-- en

bü ssen
Anstatt tröstliche Worte an einsame Freunde zu riehtkönnen sie sinnlose Verse wie diese dichten.

Es steht uns nicht an, nach ihrem Befinddoch die Ant

en

en zu fragewort liegt klar auf der Hand: die Toten
:onnen nicht klagen



NARZISS

Die hinter Masken Leben
spielen, erkennen sich nicht.
Mir ward die Sehnsucht gegeben
nach meinem wahren Gesicht.

Lag nicht in Echos Lallen
Lust, die als Liebe erscheint,
täuschend im Widerhallen
Sein und Erkennen verneint?

Suchend, das Selbst zu umschlingen,
das mir im Wasser entschwand,
wusst ich, ich muss dich durchdringen,
spiegelnder Widerstand.

Masslos in meinem Verlangen,
hab ich das Scheinbild zerstört
und jenes Einssein empfangen,
dem kein Gesicht mehr gehört.

1964

Es ist in Gott kein Ding
gross oder klein.
In einem Lebensring
ruht alles Sein.

Jedes Ding hat den Wert,
den man ihm gibt.
Jedes Sein wird verklärt,
wenn man es liebt.

Allein ist jedes Wort
ohne Gewicht.
Erst aus dem vollen Akkord
steigt ein Gedicht.

Leben kann Umweg sein
und Wiederkehr,
einzig und allgemein,
schwebend und schwer.

1936



NARZISS

Die hinter Masken Leben
spielen, erkennen sich nicht.
Mir ward die Sehnsucht gegeben
nach meinem wahren Gesicht.

Lag nicht in Echos Lallen
Lust, die als Liebe erscheint,
täuschend im Widerhallen
Sein und Erkennen verneint?

Suchend, das Selbst zu umschlingen,
das mir im Wasser entschwand,
wusst ich, ich muss dich durchdringen,
spiegelnder Widerstand.

Masslos in meinem Verlangen,
hab ich das Scheinbild zerstört
und jenes Einssein empfangen,
dem kein Gesicht mehr gehört.

1964

Es ist in Gott kein Ding
gross oder klein.
In einem Lebensring
ruht alles Sein.

Jedes Ding hat den Wert,
den man ihm gibt.
Jedes Sein wird verklärt,
wenn man es liebt.

Allein ist jedes Wort
ohne Gewicht.
Erst aus dem vollen Akkord
steigt ein Gedicht,

Leben kann Umweg sein
und Wiederkehr,
einzig und allgemein,
schwebend und schwer.

1936



DER FALL DES IKARUS

Zu einem Bild von Breughel

Der Tag geht in den Abend über.
Der Bauer mit dem Pflug

folgt seinem Pferd und beide
haben den Kopf der Erde zugewandt.

Sie sind schon auf dem Heimweg.
Der Hirte neben seinem Hund,
auf seinen Stab gestützt,
schaut schräg nach oben,

nicht in den Himmel,
nicht nach den Schafen,

die einzeln und verstreut
ihr Futter suchen und von denen
nur die Hinterteile sichtbar sind.

Bald wird es Zeit,
die Herde

zum Aufbruch anzutreiben.

Der Fischer,
unten rechts am Ufer,

zieht sein schweres Netz ans Land.
Sein gewölbter Rücken
gleicht dem der Schafe.

Auch er hat seinen Kopf gesenkt.
Weit vorgebeugt,

hängt er
verfangen in dem eignen Fang.

Dicht am Strand
stehn lotusfarben,

wie Schirme aufgespannt,
die Segel eines grossen Bootes.

Am Mast die Männer sind
bereit zur Rückfahrt.

Der Wind ist günstig.

Weiter draussen gleiten
schon ein paar kleine Boote

zum Hafen hin.
Nicht allzu fern liegt er,

vom Licht verschleiert,
an der Grenze
zwischen Meer und Himmel.

Weiss wie Elfenbein
bewachen steile Felsen
die Bucht, auf der auch

Bäume grünen und Gesträuch.



Wo ist Ikarus?

Ganz vorn, dicht an der Bucht,
umkreisen Wellen etwas,
das kaum zu erkennen ist:

Ein Bein - es wehrt sich noch -

starr in die Luft gestemmt.
Ein zweites.

abgewinkelt

,

wehrlos überschwemmt.
Kein Kopf - kein Körper.

Ein Mensch versinkt! Und da ist keiner,
der ihn vom Himmel fallen sah.

Das kleine Sonnenauge
blinzelt, halb versteckt

unter der blauen Decke
am Horizont.

Gleich wird es ganz verschwunden sein.
Ein matter Widerschein

erhellt den Himmel
und eine Strasse aus verglichnem Gelb

durchquert das glatte Meer.

Ruhig geht der Tag im Abend unter.

1986

DIE SAMARITERIN

Lass mich trinken, Herr, von deinem Quelle,
dass ich ewiglich nicht dürsten muss.
Lass mich nicht mehr an der Brunnenschwelle
schöpfen, ungestillt im Ueberfluss.

Lass mich werden, was sich mir verwehrte:
Wasser, das ins ewige Leben quillt.
Lass mich geben, was ich selbst begehrte:
Ueberfluss, der alles Dürsten stillt.

Du erkanntest, was ich je erfahren:
dass ich nie besass, was ich gewann.
Jetzt muss ich dich allen offenbaren
und mich prüfen, ob ich dienen kann.

1952



PERSEPHONE BRAUCHT HILFE

Irgendwann, ich weiss nicht mehr auf welche Weise,
erfuhr ich, dass sie Hilfe suchte. Sie sei seit Ewigkeiten
grenzenlos überfordert.

Kein Wunder, wenn man gezwungen ist, jedes Jahr zweimal
den Aufenthalt zu wechseln. Kaum hat man angefangen, die lichte
Unbegrenztheit der sommerlichen Räume zu entdecken,
ist es schon wieder Zeit, zurückzuziehen in die düsteren,
unterirdischen Gemächer. Und zu dem Gatten, der, eifersüchtig
auf ihre Rückkehr lauernd, der unwillig vorübergehend
Freigegebenen nicht einen zusätzlichen freien Tag gestattet,
zu dem er nicht vertragsgemäss verpflichtet ist.

Die vielen Verantwortungen und Verrichtungen, die ihr
auferlegt sind, auf Erden und im Schattenreich. Die Gäste,
die ständig lamentieren, jeder nur mit sich selbst beschäftigt.
Der fürchterliche Herr der Unterwelt, der sie nicht aus den Augen
lasst.

Das arme Wesen, aus seiner kindlich verspielten Welt
herausgerissen, entführt, verführt, verdorben, ewig kindlich •

bleibend, geliebt, betrauert, um sich selber trauernd, ohne
Bewusstsein seiner selbst.

Vielleicht könnte ich ihr Demeter ersetzen, die Mutter, die
sie anscheinend auch nur für ihre eigenen Zwecke braucht.

Ich könnte versuchen, die Schatten abzulenken, die ihr so
lästig sind.

Neue Schattenspiele für sie erfinden.
Interviews mit ihnen machen. Sie dazu bringen, sich selbst

zu fragen, ob sie sich eher tot als lebend fühlen oder ob ihr
Zustand keinem der hiesigen Begriffe mehr entspricht.

Vielleicht Hesse sich selbst Persephone dazu verleiten,
mir die Geschichte ihres jährlich erneuten Lebens und Sterbens zu
erzählen

.

Ich könnte den Bericht dann ausarbeiten und ihn - vielleicht
durch einen neuen Orpheus - in der Welt verbreiten lassen.

Nein, das wäre nichts für Orpheus, aber ich würde sicher
andere Boten finden.

Der Titel: UNTERGRUNDSBERICHT. Wie ich mein Leben und
Sterben schöpferisch gestalten lernte.

Das könnte fuer viele Seelenkranke nützlich sein....

1999
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IM I^ARK

Betreibt eiVi TucU i/ot/^ Sch^^ee c<oi^ liPiKfce S^rossci^.

AU uoi/c VAen e/\tbi^cnA»At des WiV^ters. H»^X:.

IsIcitV^ts, tobt a^f Wiese:»/^ der j!}^i^ö^^ei/-> Ui^t^

ArsA h^^ye-n stp/^rt derfoir'K iV» ueissev-v^ Sdauei^eio

Die- he^^soUan, die iVi ^^^^-ioay^^^ 6int^i^cic€\n

£i'cU ^ct'%övri ceSoKv^t tw\ erstem FrUUliV^gÄS^i^eiVi^

Sdulc^^t uiieoler Frost iV> i'hvTCt Hc^^seir CiV> ^

(Ji^d jc^h erloscU g|o|5 L>rci^fc i>i Unreif QHcfi^in,



C^iK» 0,'lcj i^o^i Melchior Lccl^'terJ
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V^oN PSM OlNaGN
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QUOTES FOR A LITTLE POCKET COMFORTER

Accept that some days you ' re the pigeon, and some days you*re the
Statue

.

Robert C. Anderson

In three words I can sum up everything I have learned about life.
It goes on.

Robert Frost

There is a time in the life of every problem when it is big
enough to see

, yet small enough to solve.
Mike Leavitt

Success is how high you bounce when you hit bottom.
Gen. George Patton

If you want to test your memory, try to remember what you were
worrying about one year ago today.

E. Joseph Cossman

Knowledge is gained by learning, trust by doubt , skill by
practice, and love by love.

Thomas Szasz

If it weren't for the last minute, a lot of things wouldn't get
done

.

Michael S. Traylor

Learn a new language and get a new soul

.

Czech proverb

It's hard to detect good luck - it looks so much like something
you*ve earned.

Fred A. Clark

The nice thing about meditation is that it makes doing nothing
quite respectable.

Paul Dean

The best bridge between despair and hope is a good night's sleep.
E. Joseph Cossman

Perseverance is not a long race; it is many short races one after
another

.

Walter Elliott

•^-^

AMBIGUOUS REPLIES TO ORDINARY QUESTIONS

QUESTION : How are you?

ANSWERS : 1. I can't complain (my personal choice).



2. Normal ( frequent in the former GDR

)

3. You don't really want to know. (A weary ExecutiAssistant at the water cooler. )

QUESTION: Why didn't you do what I told you?

ve

yo

ANSWER:
ye.

'Cause I don't want to do what I'in opposed to do ! (a 3year-old girl to her grandmother in New York). ^ ^ '^

ANONYMOUS

y
lin

wn )

EMILY DICKINSON ANONYMOUS PRINTER

Take all away
The only thing worth larceny
Is left - the Immortality - Take all away -

The only thing worth
larceny is left -

The Immorality -
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AÜSTERIA
(The 1 n n)

by Julian Stryjkowskl

The action of the book takee place on the outsklrts of

a ßmall provlnolal border town on the Außtro-Hun^arian aide

of the Carpathlan Moiintalne» The tlme la the ber^lnnln^ of

the First World War, and the local Inn, a customary meetlng

place of the townspeople, becomes a ßhelter where they take

refuge imder the threat of an Immlnent Coßsack attack,

Most of the events are vlewed through the eyee of •'Old

Tag,** the Innkeeper, In hla dlscußslonß wlth the Jewlsh

townspeople and wlth the priest from a nelehborlng town, •

a chlldhood friend of hiß and the only slgnlflcant non-Jewlsh

charaoter who ap ears In the book, « Tag emerges as a wlse

old man, comblnlng a deep knowledge of the anclent Jewlsh

tradltlon wlth a reallstlc perspective of the world around

hlm« Aß the story progreßses, wlth the Invadlng Cocaacks

Coming cloeer, the townfolk in thelr relations to eaoh other

as well as in thelr reactions to the ßtress of the Situation

are portrayed in penetratlng detail» The author foouaes on

varlous aspects of llfe In a small Jewlsh Community wlth Ita

particular cuetoms, Its observanoe of holldays, evon imder ab-

normal circumstanoes, its divergent attitudes toward the out-

slde World, and its confllotlng ways of deallng wlth unpredlct-

able dangers»

An almost surreallstlc element Is Introduced through the

presence of a group of Chassldlc Jews v;hose Irrational behavlor
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18 Bharply oontrasted wlth the olrcumspect oommon-senee approaoh

of the other members of the oonuaunlty« Whlle the "reallats"

among the townfolk have declded to uee the Inn as a hldlng

place where they oan '»ait It out safely and quletly" behlnd

locked doora untll the storm has blown over, the Chasaldlm oan-

not be dlflBuaded from oontlnulng thelr rltual practlce of oom-

munlng wlth God by eln/^lnc and danclng, Tholr ecatatlc and

nolay acta of devotlon are Interpreted by the others aa com-

pletely Irrational and self-deatructlve, alnce they can only

eerve to attract the attention of the enemy.

Wlthout Ideallzlne them or overlooklng thelr ehortcomlnga,

the author portrays the Ghaaßldlm wlth conalderable empathy.

Toward the end of the book, the reader la left wlth the feellng

that the Chaasldlo's seemlngly Irrational way of deallng wlth

the Bltuatlon la no more futlle than any other In the face of

Inoomprehenslble eventa beyond human control,

The eeneral atmoaphere of Irratlonallty la further acoentu-

ated by the traglc death of a young glrl, Aala, who la kllled

by a Btray bullet whlle trylng to eecape to a aafer hldlng place.

The devaatatlng effect of her death on the boy who lovea her

la deaorlbed In eplaoäoa of rreat emotional Impaot,

Avoldlng dramatlo overetatemont throughout the book, whloh

enda wlthout any deflnlte conolualon, the author preaenta In

oompaaslonately elaborated detail a ploture of the "hum.'m con-

dltlon" wlthln a limited framework. The fact that the aotlon

la conflned to a Single looale, -The Inn, - wlth dlalogue uaed
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as Ite prlmary vehlole, mlght make the novel well eulted for

eventual atage adaptatlon. In either form, the aubject should

be of Intereet for sophlstloated audlenoes In thla country.

Benjamin Szwergold
3045 Ocean Parkway
Brooklyn, N.Y. 11235



Bertolt Brecht

An die Nachgeborenen

V/irklich, ich lebe in finsteren Zeiten!
Das arglose V/ort ist töricht. Eine glatte Stirn
Deutet auf Unempfindlichkeit hin. Der Lachende
Hat die furchtbare Nachricht
Nur noch nicht empfangen.

Was sind das für Zeiten, wo
Ein Gespräch über Bäume fast ein Verbrechen ist
Weil es ein Schweigen über so viele Untaten einschließt!
Der dort ruhig über die Straße geht
Ist wohl nicht mehr erreichbar für seine Freunde
Die in Not sind?

Es ist wahr: ich verdiene noch meinen Unterhalt
Aber glaubt mir: das ist nur ein Zufall. Nichts
Von dem, was ich tue, berechtigt mich dazu, mich sattzuessen.
Zufällig bin ich verschont. (Wenn mein Glück aussetzt, bin

ich verloren. !j

r^an sagt mir: Iß und trink du! Sei froh, daß du hast!
Aber wie kann ich essen und trinken, wenn
Ich dem Hungernden entreiße, was ich esse, und
Mein Glas Wasser einem Verdurstenden fehlt?
Und doch esse und trinke ich.

Ich wäre gerne auch weise.
In den alten Büchern steht, was weise ist:
Sich aus dem Streit der Welt halten und die kurze Zeit
Ohne Furcht verbringen
Auch ohne Gewalt auskommen
Böses mit Gutem vergelten
Seine Wünsche nicht erfüllen, sondern vergessen
Gilt für weise.
Alles das kann ich nicht:
Wirklich, ich lebe in finsteren Zeiten!

II

In die Städte kam ich zur Zeit der Unordnung
Als da Hunger herrschte.
Unter die Menschen kam ich zu der Zeit des Aufruhrs
und ich empörte mich mit ihnen.
So verging meine Zeit
Die auf Erden mir gegeben war.



Mein Essen aß ich zwischen den Schlachten
Schlafen legte ich mich unter die Mörder
Der Liebe pflegte ich achtlos
Und die Natur sah ich ohne Gedulä.
So verging meine Zeit
Die auf Erden mir gegeben war.

Die Straßen führten in den Siompf zu meiner Zeit
Die Sprache verriet mich dem Schlächter.
Ich vermochte nur wenig. Aber die Herrschenden
Saßen ohne mich sicherer, das hoffte ich.
So verging meine Zeit
Die auf Erden mir gegeben war.

Die Kräfte waren gering. Das Ziel
Lag in großer Ferne
Es war deutlich sichtbar, wenn auch für mich
Kaiom zu erreichen.
So verging meine Zeit
Die auf Erden mir gegeben war.

III

Ihr, die ihr auftauchen werdet aus der Flut
In der wir untergegangen sind
Gedenkt
Wenn ihr von unseren Schwächen sprecht
Auch der finsteren Zeit
Der ihr entronnen seid.

Gingen wir doch, öfter als die Schuhe die Länder wechselnd
Durch die Kriege der Klassen, verzv/eifelt
Wenn da nur Unrecht war und keine Empörung.

Dabei wissen wir doch:
Auch der Haß gegen die Niedrigkeit
Verzerrt die Züge.
Auch der Zorn über das Unrecht
Macht die Stinmie heiser. Ach, wir
Die wir den Boden bereiten wollten für Freundlichkeit
Konnten selber nicht freundlich sein.

Ihr aber, wenn es so weit sein wird
Daß der Mensch dem Menschen ein Helfer ist
Gedenkt unsrer
Mit Nachsicht.



Bertolt Brecht

To Posterity

Truly, I live in dark ages.
A guileless word is foolish. A smooth forehead betokens
A callous heart. He, v/ho laughs,
Has not yet heard
The terrible news.

Ah, what tirnes are these,
When to speak of trees is almost a crime,
For it means silence about so many atrocities.
And he, who wr.lks calraly across the street, -

Is he not out of reach of his friends,
Who are in trouble?

It is true: I earn my living
But, believe me, it is only an accident.
Nothing that I do entitles me to eat my fill.
By Chance I was sparod, (If my luck falls me,
I am lost.

)

They teil me: eat and drink. Be glad you have it!
But hov; can I eat and drink
V/hen my food is snatched from the hungry
And my glass of water belongs to the thirsty?
Yet I eat and drink.

I would gladly be wise.
In the venerated books I read what wisdom is:
Keep out of the strife of the world, live out your little time
Without anxiety
And without resorting to violence,
Retum good for evil -

To renounce your desires,
To forget them,
Is Said to be wise.
None of this I can do:
Indeed I live in dark ages!

I came to the eitles in a time of unrest,
When hunger reigned.
I came to the people in a time of uprising
And I rebelled with them.
(So the time passed away
Which on earth was given me.)



I ate my föod between battles,
I laid me down to sleep among the murderers
V/hen I loved, I loved with indifference
And I looked upon nature wlth impatience
So the time passed away
Which on earth was given me.

Roads, in my day, led only into morass
Speech b^trayecj me to the slaughterer
There was little I could do. But without me
Tne rulers would have feit more secure. This, at least

• I hoped.
So the time passed away,
Which on earth was given me.

Men's strength was little. The goal
Lay far in the distance,
I could See it distinctly,
But it was barely in reach of me.
So the time passed av/ay
Which on earth was given me.

You, who shall emerge from the flood
In which we are sinking,
Think,
When you speak of cur weaknesses,
Also of the dark time
Which you escaped.

For we went, changing the countries more often than
our shoes,

Through the wars of the classes, despairing
Waen there was only injustice and no resistance.
And yet we know,
Even the hatred of infamy
Distorts our faces,
Even anger against wrong
Makes the voice harsh. Oh, we,
Who wished to prepare the grounds for kindness,
Could not ourselves be kind.

But you, when, at last, it may come to pass,
That man will be a helper of his fellow man,
Remember us wich leniency!



BERTOLT EaECHT

BALLAD OF THE POOR B* B.

I, Bertolt Brecht, came from the black foreste,
My mother carrled me into the eitles. I lay
Still in her oelly then» ß^iä the cold of the foresta
v;ill be inside me uiitll ny dyine ^^.y.

In the City of oonorete I am at hone, Prom the vevj beflnnlng
öupplied with every holy sacroment:
With papers. /md >ri .h tobacco. And vlth brandy.
iiuBpicious alle lazy and satisfied In the end.

I am frierdly with pecple. I put on
A bowler liat juet as thoy do»
I says they are animalö wilh a pcculiar sraell
And I eay: vhat of It, I rm one too.

In my cmT)ty rocklnf>- chairs in the mornlric
I somotimes soat aome firle who paoß by
imä untreubled I look upon theia and teil themt
In me you have one on whom you car.not rely.

Tovrard evening I gather men around me
We addreßs each other as ''Gentlomen^
They rest thelr feet upon my tablos
And say: Thines will e^t better for us. And I ron't aok: vhen*

Toward morninr In the {rrey daim the plnes plcs
And thelr vermin, the blrds, start to Bcreaüi.
At that hour I flnlsh my ^lass doimtowi and throw
My cl£;ar ond av/ay and fall into a restless dream.

A generation of llttle welrht, v;e sat
In houses supposed to laot for etemity
(Thus we have lullt the lonr enclosures of the Island Manhattan
And the thln aerlals that Chat vrlth the Atlantic Sea)»
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What will remaln of these eitles le the wind that went
throup^ theml

Gheered by hie house is the eaters he emptles It out.
Wo know, vre are promlGcs orJ.y
And the concluslön wjll bej nothlnp >/orth talkln^r about.

Durlnr the earthquakes to come I hope I shall not
Let my Vlrrlnla ro out throu:h Impotent ra^^e
I, Bertolt Brecht, driven into the eitles of concreto
From the black forests, Inclde my mother, at an oarly age«



Die JiueBsarln«

Ich ii/ tt' eiÄen klciüeü Xuiimiar,
CQlorix vu'd einer Guend© kleiiii
idi iaxd ein Zimmer t feucht von duesterm i:chixrmier,
uuc echloBS unQ all© ein»
UAx ijpraci:; »Gh weinet mein Kujm.er klein^
Uiul Gottf laee cie uancLe geetorber« ^ein*
Ich leg .ilch auf cen Loden hin
Uhä aenk€t ach» via üthlecht ich biiu"

lioch weht lueiii frosmaee jDenkerj,
er y^air mir leider laicht.
i:er Schicxu^r tß,wm trueb in dem Uiairiert
es bramite kein anderem u.>icht.
Mein Kumier klein vvollte üicht trauri,!; sein,
meine Cuöiide klein ßchlief i^iir von yelbeir ein»-
unü lüeiiie :,e:ele blieb Jrvlleiu^
ein t^iiadenloser iclit«

De. Dtand ich auf im Zorae
uiid aohm ein ..ucli zur itandt
riociit in maia Ha.?.r ein buntee iSatid»
ua eirje/a harschen isu c-efail^a, Uer vor dexa Fenster retard
hndi »'/ueineSf" Bx^ra.h ich, "ist fianz klr^r;
daßs ich ein boeßet? _iaedchen var»
2ooh knn xah halt nidit traunc taei«,
will ich aich lieber freun!**



Paul Kleei Figurine des bunten Teufels (1927)

Buint ist wie Singen
im dunklen Wald
Bunt maoht aus Xngsten
ein Laohen

du Teufel im bunten
Plickenkleid
was treibt dioh um
du spielst dooh nur
die Rollen die
sonst keiner mochte

und w as da früher wcur

der Part des himmlisohen
Rebellen
dein Engelspart
den hast du längst vergessen

wie kannst du da
ein echter Satan sein
Bum abgestürzten Licht
das Oegenbild
aus Höllensohwärsse

du bist nicht 7isoh noch Fleisch
du Tölpelkobold
Kaspar und Hsuaswurst
statt Angst 2U machen
hast du selber Angst

mir tust du leid
im eirunde bist du nämlich
menschenähnlich
nur ein armer Teufel

Margot Scharpenberg
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Review Essay: Beiles Lettres 1991-92

Hien Auf der Erde.

By Irmgard Eisner Hunt. Deutschschreibende Autoren in Nordamerika, vol. 3.

Vermillion, SD: University of South Dakota, 1991. 55 pages. $5.00.

KPHTR- fertile and füll of grace.

By Lisa Kahn. Trans, by Edna Brown and Peter Kahn. New York: Meilen

Poetry Press. 1992. 58 pages. $9.95.

Augenzeugnisse: 25 Gedichte angeregt durch Skulpturen des Wilhelm-
Lehmbruck-Museums Duisburg.

By Margot Scharpenberg. Duisburg: Gilles & Francke. 1991. 108 pages.

Ein Sprung im Schweigen: Gedichte und Zyklen.

By Richard Exner. Stuttgart: Radiu^. 1992. 155 pages. DM 24.00.

Hier, a collection of fifteen stories, reflects a wide ränge of

experiences and perspectives of people living in a culturally diverse

America. Major themes include: memories of frequent journeys between
continents, the profound effects of writing in Isolation, and the complex
nature of woman and friendship. Central to Hunfs collection is a close

Observation of human behavior in two different cultures. It is interesting

to explore how the form and meaning of her narrative vignettes are

affected by her complex situation-that of an East-European who lived for

over twenty-eight years in the United States and who writes in Cerman.
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The narratives twine together current events in Easlern Europe,
Germany, and the United States with the author's most personal
memories-of her Polish grandfather, a prominent writer in Germany; of
her absent father; of her siblings; of her close friends who accompany her
own path through life. Although a p>ersonal book. Hier is also an account
of the immigration experience and the political issues of justice, gender,
f^nd language. The narrative voice has the same power when it speaks
about "West German Chauvinism/' "Eastem European Drama/' the
execution of mass murderer Ted Bundy. The reader hears the voice of a
;voman who has a clear vision of what life should be and is not afraid of
3:iving the reader her elegant Solution to human cruelty in the world:
affection, tendemess, fondness.

The temporal and spatial reference in the title is central. Hier appears
frequently throughout the stories and very specifically refers to the
author's newly chosen country. She now lives in the small town of Fort
CoUins, Colorado, and therefore America becomes the point of reference.
The forty-eight-year-old Eisner Hunt was born in Hirschberg (Silesia) and
chose in 1964 to make the United States her new home. It was not until

seventeen years after Coming to America that her first collection of poetry,
Schwebeworte (1981), was published. She has also established a reputation
as a literary scholar.

It is not surprising that only two of the stories do not reflect the
American experience. Since America was not an exile country or asylum
for her, she was able to view this country and its people in a more
favorable light than many exile authors. The American social reality is an
important theme in Hunfs work. The reader receives a picture of every-
day life in a small American city in an immediate context and usually
from two different perspectives: in "Brief an einen Freund, den Maler K."

(12), she achieves this double perspective by contrasting the one thing that
is most apparent for any first-time visitor to North America-the incredible

distances-with the perception in Germany.
Throughout the collection the polarities are subtly developed

geographically, here (United States) and there (Europe), from North
(Alaska) and South (Toscana, South Carolina) to East (Poland, former Fast
Germany). A picture is painted in the reader's eye recreating the beauties

of the American "soul and body landscape" ("Körpjer- und Seelschaften,"

16). References to specific locations abound, evoking the flavor of

Midwestern cities and the lives of average people there. Many short

stories are interspersed with English, mostly phrases ("no plumbing," 14;

"VVe'll keep you posted," 26; "far out west," 34) and colloquial speech
("Come on, lefs hear the old record again," 38; "Honey," 35) which help

create an authentic tone and rhythm. The reader enjoys the familiarity the

author has with certain American customs and smiles at the playfulness

with which some differences are expressed: "In Amerika wird ein
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Christbaum Anfang Dezember oder noch früher (um Thanksgiving)

aufgebaut und sofort nach Weihnachten abgeräumt und

hinausgeschmissen. Die Frau wird den Baum ins Seattle Engineering

Department fahren, wo er kleingeschnetzelt auf Baumfarmen zurück-

gebracht wird" ("Jahresende: Summa," 49).

A warm, familiär tone-as if a caring voice speaks directly to the

reader-is prevalent throughout the collection. In "My Dariing Julia" (41)

a woman copies a love letter from a n^n who is writing it on a plane; she

changes the words and invents new ones to fit a letter addressed to a man

and translates the plagiarized love letter into German. The importance of

language and writing is a recurrent theme throughout the collection.

What hardships does a Gern\an-writing woman in America face? In a

playful and humorous way she "curses" German language classes which

might have enabled one to understand German. Actually she makes a

plea for the necessity of German instruction in America ("Sie können nicht

erahnen, welche Vorteile das Deutschlemen Ihnen bringt!" 43).

Besides being entertaining short stories in their own right, many of

Hunfs narratives could serve as motivational reading examples in

intermediate and advanced Gernun classes. The directness and simplicity

of language and the choice of subject matter (American lives and customs

Seen through a European filter) make these stories excellent tools for

learning, and starting points for an analytical look at some differences.

Although critical towards some aspects of American life, Hunt never

displays any anti-Americanism or German chauvinism. The strengths of

the entire collection are perhaps best illustrated in "Brief an meinen

Großvater K.," where she reflects on German unification through her

"Americanized" perspective: "Vereinigung, Großvater, neu oder wieder?

Deutschdeutscher Staat, demokratisches Polen daneben? Ich fände es

schön, ästhetisch schön. Dies Schmerzhafte, Aberwitzige überwunden

fände ich schön! Es unterstelle nur, die ich ein Vierteljahrhundert in

Amerika lebe, keiner einen deutschen Nationalismus. Kein Patriotismus.

Was die sind, weiß ich nicht. Die reine Ästhetik. Die kenn ich. Was

schön ist, das weiß ich!" (32).

Hunfs picture of America is created with a German-speaking

audience in mind, concentrating on specific American social and political

values. The stories are also written with the purpose of illustrating

different aspects of German-American daily life (of an educated middle-

class woman writer) and of describing the inner growtii achieved by the

"immigration" process. Drawbacks of not knowing German are

humorously dealt with ("My Darling Julia"), but humor cannot remove the

pain caused by cruel human behavior.

The last story, appropriately called "Unfertiges Kapitel," emphasizes

one of the characteristic aspects of short stories, open-endedness. A

number of political and social issues in American society are mentioned:
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freedom of speech, the right to burn the flag, freedom of women to retain
control over their bodies, and freedom of expression. Suddenly, the
American landscape becomes as desolate and dreary as the environment
in which the sjpeaker lives. The destructive image of a bumt land points
towards the dark realities in American society. The reader is left with an
unsettiing view of contemporary America: 'Verbrannt. Wer dort leben
will dörrt aus verarmt. Wird karg liegt brach wie das braune Und" (55).
The narrative voice observes these occurrences skeptically, but with
personal concem: "Ich bin im heißen Land gewesen und habe es zitternd
gesehen: es brennt" (54).

These last lines place Hunt in the spiritual Company of Heinrich Böll,
whom she mentions in the motto of the collection. She offers a wide
enough ränge in her short stories to attract a large audience of German-
American scholars, foreign-language teachers, students, and anyone
interested in the perceptive and pointed prose of a German-American
woman who writes about contemporary America.

Lisa Kahn, another well-known German-American author, now even
captures an audience who knows little German but shares an interest in
German-American poetry. Her book of fifty-two poems in German,
KPHTH: fruchtbar und anmutsvoll (1988) appears now in an English
translation by Edna Brown and Peter Kahn, KPHTH: fertile and füll of
grace (1992). The adjectives, taken from Homer, describe the Greek island.
This poetic cycle becomes at times a modern travel guide through ancient
Greece, where hordes of tourists (often German and American) can be
found. In many cases, the English translations are accurate and elegant
and one senses that they were closely scrutinized and re-drafted several
times. At times, however, one wishes that the poet herseif participated
in the translation process, reviewing the Gernun version, revising the
translations, and suggesting improvements. The musicality of the original
German poems, the familiär rhythm of phrases seem to be lacking in a
few translated poems. Translating poetry can be a complicated and risky
enterprise when translators attempt to capture the original tone, the poefs
own characteristic style of speech. This edition of poetry could benefit
from a side-by-side by presentation of the original poem facing the
English translation. Nevertheless, this translation will be welcomed for

courses in German-American literature and in German language classes.

Margot Scharpenberg, like Lisa Kahn, is one of the most widely
published contemporary women authors (both have had books published
in Germany) who live in the United States and write German poetry.
Born and raised in Cologne, she moved to New York in 1962. Since 1957
she has published twenty collections of poetry and three volumes of
prose.

Her new collection of poen\s, Augenzeugnisse, is reminiscent of some
of her previous works, most recently Verlegte Zeiten: 25 Gedichte angeregt
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durch das Frankfurter Museum für Vor- und Frühgeschichte-Archäologisches

Museum (1988), Moderne Kunst im Bildegespräch: 25 Gedichte zu Kunstwerken

aus dem Museum Ludwig in Köln (1982), and Fundort Köln (1979). The book

contains twenty-five pictures of sculptures ranging from famous artists

(Orpheus, Villon, Baudelaire, Däubler) to women modeis (Rose Beuret,

"Pandora," "Die blonde Negerin," "Weiblicher Torso") to general art

objects, and for each of them a poem by Scharpenberg. As in her earlier

work, her poems are not mere descriptions of art objects one finds in a

museum, but rather commentaries about the objects she sees. What most

of the sculptures have in common is that they represent an essential form

without much detail. Each visitor to a museum or reader of a poem adds

a new perspective according to the experience they have. The poems

preserve some of the quiet presence of the objects, but in addition they

inspire the readers' imagination and therefore bring nnovement into the

motionless and inert sculptures. Scharjjenberg combines the stillness of

the Observation with the imagination of the viewer of art. The poetry

collection is aptly entitled "Augenzeugen," a term which is explained by

the author in an afterword: "Wir sind Augenzeugen bestimmter,

vorübergehend fixierter Aussagen zu dauerhaften Fragen and reagieren

familiär, d.h. vor jedem Urteil steht die Vertrautheit. Das kennen wir

doch" (108). Not the knowledge of art history alone is important, but the

personal, familiär approach to art. As Christoph Brockhaus mentions in

the foreword, Scharpenberg successfuUy developed a method that

combines the experience and recognition of a work of art for the visitor

to a museum: "zwischen Gedicht and Sachkonunentar steht die

Reproduktion des Kunstwerks" (6). Factual explanations are provided by

Petra Renkel and follow each poem and picture.

It is the form of the poems, however, that mediates between all three

dimensions: the sculpture, the factual commentary, and the world of

imagination and naemory. Her intimate style remains similar to her

previous works. As in Verlegte Zeiten she directly addresses the

sculptures, speaking to them, questioning them in a familiär voice. The

first poem, "Henry Laurens: Der Grosse Amphion (1952)," sets the basic

tone:

Stülp dir ein Voge^
mundstück über

es sitzt

wie angegossen

leicht-

händig verknüpft

die Saiten
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du fingerst vor aller

Augen das alte

Fadenspiel schnur-

stracks ins Gehör
das Spiel der Verwandlung

wie geht es denn weiter

nnan sagt daß du ehnuls
Steine rührtest das rührt

heutzutag keinen

Rufer wie du
müssen die Klänge

sichtbar machen
durch Mark und Bein

aus dem verfremdeten Körper

schreit es:

steht auf

und du gehorchst

Vortänzer

Vormund
als erster

daß dir die Steine folgen

jeder zu seinem Ort

auch ich

sichtlich

klangverfallen

mich wandelnd
zu was und wohin bloß

zieh mit. (8)

The lines reveal a closeness that the reader encounters again and again.

A growing number of words and phrases like "zuzuhören," "bloßgelegt,"

"ein offenes Insichhören," "reiner Klang zuhöchst," "süchtig trinken,"

Anmut / ausgesparter Züge," "wirf doch die Tarnung ab / daß ich dich

sehe," "im Licht verschränkt," "die Glocke schweigt es / meinem Aug ins

Ohr" p)oint towards a new way of discovering the surroundings with all

senses. The sculptures grow clearer in the poems, the poems in the

sculptures.

Scharpenberg is truly "eine Wanderin in und zwischen den Welten"

(7) and has the talent to fill in the empty Spaces surrounding the

sculptures with words and metaphors that prolong the instant. In the
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very middle of the poetry cycle appears the following image of a

'complementary artist,' a term which can be used to describe

Scharpenberg herseif who makes reading a poem and looking at an art

object two complementary ways of viewing life:

vergiß Verlust

wir sind Ergänzungskünstler

an unserem eigenen

wie am andern Leib

wir schlüpfen ein .

den Leerraum überbrückend

und aus getrennten Stücken

wird Gestalt. (56)

Richard Exner, like Lisa Kahn and Margot Scharpenberg, is a poet

who writes in German but lived in America. He emigrated in 1950 to the

United States where he studied German and comparative literature; after

teaching at Oberlin (1960-65), he was a professor at the University of

California at Santa Barbara from 1965-91. Unlike Kahn and Scharpenberg,

he recently decided to move back to Europe and make Munich his home.

Many of his best works emerged from his travel experience in Europe and

the United States. With his tenth volume of poetry. Ein Sprung im

Schweigen: Gedichte und Zyklen (1992), Exner continues his concentration

on universal themes of human existence, such as: death, love, times of

childhood, and aging, but returns to an elegiac undertone which was

pervasive in his earlier collections. With this thematization the reader is

reminded of the lyric tradition of Rilke and Hölderlin, but Exner never

loses his own lyrical tone which is best exemplified by the poem that gave

this book its title:

Ein Sprung im Schweigen

. . . mit beiden

Händen dein Gesicht

umschlieiBen die

Fingerkuppen an

die Schläfen und

über deiner Stirn

den Mund die

Neigung unseres

Schweigens

/^
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und
deine Augen meine
Augen geschlossen

wir sehen

imt den
Händen . .

.

still-

halten und atmen
atmen bis alle

Schrift an uns
erlischt:

der Gruß
entspringt. (110)

The empty spaces between the lines echo the quiet, undisturbed
present against the torrent of time. This mood is sustained throughout
the collection which is divided into seven sections: "Menschenzeit," "Im
Jahrhundert des Terrors," "Sprachrisse, Sprechrisse," "Gezeichnet: Jetzt/'

"Ein Sprung im Schweigen," "Ankunft Ankunft," and 'Nachsatz," starting

from a primary experience of mankind, which is expanded by political

experiences of today, as well as by excursions into childhood experiences,

and mennory-his own and one characteristic of our time.

Now and then one hears a surprising closeness, a voice which
discloses experiences of painful devastations ('Nach Hiroshima"), of futile

attempts at surviving ("Namen. Schaut fest auf den Atlas / des Todes,
denkt an den Rauch / über A., über B., über T . . . ," 47), of loneliness

("einer muß / immer fort / und beide überleben / Narben Narben," 31).

The poem "Abschied" contains the painful phrases: "das Liebste in die

Stichflamme / der Entfernung," and "Feuer in der Nacht wird uns / der
Atem auf den Kissen / stocken wir liegen ein- / gerissen offen bluten

aus" 29). Exner frequently employs images of natural elements, such as

fire and water, to express the destructive as well as renewing powers of

nature and hunun relationships. But as this example shows, Exner
integrates the traditional into his own language, which reveals and
communicates primary experiences. In many poems it appears as if the

poet himself discovers his words and part of himself ("Ja / Jetzt / Jesse

/ Jesajah / Johannes . . .
," 91). "Ein Sprung im Schweigen" once again

professes that writing extends the moment ("im Lied / lebt nur fort, /

was du nieder- / schreibst," 83), and even the 'Century of terror' with

Auschwitz and Hiroshima could not silence this poetic voice.

The four poets under discussion are bound to affect and inspire the

reader who will appreciate these remarkable collections of poems and
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Short stories. The value of the books is that they again bring into the

focus of German-American studies what has been often neglected and

seemingly inaccessible: the poems of contemporary German-American

writers. The publication and discussion of these books will at last give

them the significance they deserve in literary studies.

Wright State University Elfe Vallaster A
Paul Kleet Ixmenarohitektur (1914)

Ein RiesenauftrfLg
iok dürfte die Welt
- Weltinnenraum -

nooh eizunal frisch möblieren
in kleinem Maßstab
ein Kopfmodell
und nur von mir zu zensieren

das Xußere steht nchon
ich hätte es gern
nach eigenem Wunsch erfimden
nun aihn ioh den UmriS
und denke t^TXi
ioh bin wider Willen gebunden

wo Fenster sind
setz ioh Scheiben ein
dem Mondlioht bahn ioh die Bahn
ich hänge Bögen
für Morgenröte
Balkone stücke ioh an

ach Schwarzmemtillen
und Schatteneoken
ich kontre mit Kuppelblau
das lußere läßt sich Jetzt
innen entdecken
zwei Seiten und eine Sohau

Margot Scharpenberg



PROMETHEUS

Cover your heaven, Zeus,
With cloudy vapor
And test your aklll, llke the boy
Beheadlng thlatloa,
On oaks and mountaln-tops;
Still you must leave ma
My oarth as it ia
And my hut that you have not bullt
Ant my hearth
Whoae glow
You envy ma.

I know nothing poorer
ünder the aun than you, godgl
Scantlly you feed
Your fiovereignty
On sacrlflced trlbutes
And breath oT prayer,
And you would starve
Were not chlldren and beggara
Hopeful foolg*

When I was a child,
Not knowlng which way to go,
I tumed my bewlldered eye
To the sun as though there were
Above it an ear to haar my lament,
A heart llke mlne
To take plty on the distressed.

Who helped me
Agalnst the Titans' wantonness?
Who saved me from death,
From slavery?
Did not you yourself achieve all thls,
Sacredly glowing heart?
Glowing young and fair,
Deceived, in gratitude for your salvation
To the sleeper up there?

I honor you? What for?
Have you ever allayed the pains
Of the heavily laden?
Have you ever stilled the tears
Of tho fearful one?
Was I not forged into manhood
By almighty tine
And eternal fate,
My masters and yours?
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DlÄ you presiune
That I shoulfl hate 11 fe,-
Flee into wlldernesses
Becauaa not all
BI06801Q dreams bore fruit?

Here I slt, formlng men
In my Image,
A raoe to be equal to me,
To suffer, to weep,
To seek pleasure and to rejoloe.
And not to reapect you,
Llke mel
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Hans Magnus Enzensberger
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DIE SCHEISSE

Immerzu hoere ich von ihr reden
als waere sie an allem schuld.
Seht nur, wie sanft und bescheiden
sie unter uns Platz nimmt!
Warum besudeln wir denn
ihren guten Namen
und leihen ihn
dem Praesidenten der USA,
den Bullen, dem Krieg
und dem Kapitalismus?

Wie vergaenglich sie ist,
und das was wir nach ihr nennen
wie dauerhaft!
Sie die Nachgiebige,
fuehren wir auf der Zunge
und meinen die Ausbeuter.
Sie, die wir ausgedrueckt haben,
soll nun auch noch ausdruecken
unsere Wut?

Hat sie uns nicht erleichtert?
Von weicher Beschaffenheit
und eigentuemlich gewaltlos
ist sie von allen Werken des Menschen
vermutlich das friedlichste.
Was hat sie uns nur getan?
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Hans Magnus Enzensberger

ON SHIT

All the time I hear them talking about it
as though everything were its fault.
Just look how gentle and modest it is,
placing itself beneath us

.

Why then do we besmirch
its good name
and lend it
to the President of the U.S.,
the pigs, the war
and capitalism?

IS,
after it,

How transient it
and what we name
how lasting!
We carry it on our lips,
the yielding one

,

and mean the exploiters.
Why, when we have expressed it,
do we expect it in turn
to express our anger?

Has it not brought us relief?
Soft by nature
and totally lacking in violence

,

it is of all human achievements
likely to be the most peaceful.
When has it ever hurt us?
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Hans Magnus Enzensberger

ON SHIT

I keep hearing it mentioned
as if it was guilty of everything.
Just look how gentle and modest it is
as it settles beneath us!
Why do we besmirch
its good name
by lending it
to the American president,
to the pigs , to war,
and to capitalism?

How transient it is,
and how lasting the things
we name after it.
How yielding it is,
yet we carry it on our lips
and spit it against the exploiters.
We , who expressed it,
now further require
that it express our rage.

Didn't it bring us relief?
Of soft consistency, .

stränge ly lacking in violence,
it is among all man 's works
presumably the most peaceful.
Whatever härm has it done us?



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

RECÜEILLEMEISJT

Sois^sage, o ma Douleur, et tiens-toi plus tranqullle.
To reclamais le Soir; il descend; le volci:
Une atmosph^e obscure enveloppe la ville,
Aux uns portant la paix, aux autres le souci.

Pendant que des mortels la multitude vlle,
Sous le fouet du Plaisir, oe bourreau Sans merci,
Va oueilllr des remords dans la f^te servile,
Ma Douleur, donne-mol la main; viens par lol|

Loin d'eux. Vois se pencher les d^funtes Äiin6es,
Sur les balcons du ciel, en robes surannees;
Surglr du fond des eaux le Regret souriant;

Le Soleil moribond s'endormir sous une arche.
Et, comme un long llnceul tralnant a 1* Orient,
Entends, ma obere, entends la douce Nuit qul marohe.



t^mm LIFE

Lir0 mprmx'Q llko fimtaoyi

1 not & rift you brotieht
tot ^o\xrmlTf «xvi all I do,
all my fiüDllnf^, all »y thout-hti
ta It not oono®lv€>u by you?

vaitit soro bomity can I oimv
i«1-. * prlTatlon oan tliere b©?
Villi r:ot oTOji viollo of atono
ylold to oiu-^ Inteneltyf

LoTOly dW5i€m of llf© « tha llrht
aoon v;lll mak© It 0O0O untrua,
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198 HEINRICH HEINE

NOW WHERE TO?

Now where to? My foolish foot

Would take oflF to Germany;
But my reason shakes its head,
And it seems to say to me:

Though the war is over now,
The courts-martial still are not;

And they say what once you wrote
Is enough for being shot.

Surely, being shot on sight

Is no comfort I would care for.

IVe no gift for pompous poses,
And I am no hero therefore.

England would appeal to me,
If its coal fumes weren't so smelly,
And its Englishmen-their perfume
Sends convulsions through my belly.

Sometimes I feel drawn to sail

To America, the free

Bull pen occupied by brutes
Thriving on equality.

But Im fearful of a land

Where tobacco's used for chewing,
Where their ninepins have no king,

Where there's no spittoon for spewing.

Russia holds a pleasant Iure

With its empire vast and fair;

But the winter's cold combined
With the knout I could not bear.

HEINRICH HEINE

Many thousand Stars above

Nod to meet my saddened eye-

But my individual star

I can nowhere there espy.

In the golden labyrinth

Of the sky it lost its way.

Just as I myself am lost

In the turmoil of the day.

LOLA GRUENTHAL

199

JETZT WOHIN?

Jetzt wohin? Der dumme Fuss
|
Will mich gern nach Deutschland

tragen;
|
Doch es schüttelt klug das Haupt

|
Mein Verstand und

scheint zu sagen:

Zwar beendigt ist der Krieg, I Doch'äie Kriegsgerichte blieben.

I

Und es heisst, du habest einst |
Viel ErschiessBches geschrieben.

Das ist wahr, unangenehm
|
War mir das Ehrschossenwerden;

|

Bin kein Held, es fehlen mir
|
Die pathetischen Gebärden.

Gern würd ich nach England gehn,
|
Wären dort nicht Kohlen-

dämpfe
I

Und Engländer—schon ihr Duft
|
Gibt Erbrechen mir

und Krämpfe.
Manchmal kommt mir in den Sinn,

|
Nach Amerika zu segeln,

|

Nach dem grossen Freiheitsstall,
|
Der bewohnt von Gleichheits-

flegeln.

Doch es ängstigt mich ein Land,
|
Wo die Menschen Tabak

käuen,
|
Wo sie ohne König kegeln,

|
Wo sie ohne Spuknapf

speien.

Russland, dieses schöne Reich,
|
Würde mir vielleicht behagen,

I

Doch im Winter könnte ich 1 Dort die Knute nicht ertagen.

Traurig schau ich in die Höh,
|
Wo viel tausend Sterne nicken—

I

Aber meinen eignen Stern
|
Kann ich nirgends dort erblicken.

Hat im güldnen Labyrinth
|
Sich vielleicht verirrt am Himmel,

j
Wie ich selber mich verirrt

j
In dem irdischen Getiünmel.—
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HEINRICH HEINE

IDEA3 AND REFLEcfeoNS

l.PPersonal Matters

I have the most peaceful disposition. All I want isi a

modest cabin, a thatched roof but a good bed, /^ood food, fresh

milk and butter, flowers outside my window, a frw beautiful

trees at my door. And if the Good Lord wishes to complete

my happiness, he will let me live to the joyful day when about

six to seven of my enemies shall be hanged on those trees,

With compassion in my heart I shall forgive therv before they

die? for all the wrongs they have inflicted upon me as long

as they lived. - Yes, one should forgive one's enemies, but

not before they have been hanged.

I did not become naturalized for fear that then I would

love France less, as one cools off towards one's mistress

after being legally wedded to her in the mairie » I shall con-

tinue to live with France in a common law marriage

.

God will forgive the foolish words I have spread about him,

as I shall forgive my adversaries for the foolish things they

have written against me, though they were as inferior spiritually

to me as I am to you, my God!
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OII . Reli£don_and_HiilpäpphY

The earth is the huge reck to which mankind, the true Pro-

metheus, is chained, bein^ tom to pieces by the vulture of

doubt. Mankind has stolen the light and is now suffering tor-

tures for it.

Christianity appears as a comforti those who enjoyed too

much happiness in this life shall ^et indi^estion from it in

the next; those who had too little to eat shall subsequently

find the best banquet prepared for them; all marks of earthly

blows shall be stroked away by angels.

Jewish history is beautiful, but the youn^ Jews härm the

old ones who would otherwise be placed hi^h above the Oreeks

and the Romans. I believe if there were no more Jews in the

World and only one siggle specimen was known to exist somewhere,

people would travel hundreds of hours to see h3m and to shake

hands with him. But now they avoid uf?!

The history of the modern. Jew is traric, and if you write

about this tragedy you will be ridiculed. Thir is tho most

trai^ic part of it.

Be tolerant altor:ether or not at allt /alk the rood path

or the evil one. To remain hesitatin^ at the cross-roads, for

that you are too weak. That was beyond the pov/ers of a Her-

cules, and he had to make hi<? choice in a hurry.
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The baptismal certificate is the admission ticket to

European culture

.

Is the mission of the Jew concluded? I believe it will

be oncc the secular savior comess Industry, Labor, Joy. The

secular savior will arrive on a railroad train, with the ^ood

German workman announcin^'; his comin^r» and his path will be

strewn with roses.

In Germany it is the thoh^ßkäans who are doing away with

the Good Lora. Cn n'est .lamais trahi que par le g siens

.

In their fight against religion, the philosophers destroyed

paiPcanism, but a new religion, Christianity, arose • This too

shall be dealt with soon, but it will certainly be followed by

another, and the philosophers shall have a new task which will

in turn be futile. The world is a hu^e stable that can not be

cleaned as easily as the Augean one, since, while it is bein^

swept, the oxen stay inside and continue piling up new manure

•

.1 ta,

The glory of the world is always adequate to the ^lory of

the spirit that beholds it. The good one finds his paradise

here, the bad one already partakes of his hell on earth.

Saints like the Stylite have become an impossible phenomenon

nowadays, since philanthropy would immediately place them in

an insane asylum.
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III- Art and Literature

k book takes its time, like a child. All books that have

been hatched hastily within a few weeks make me sli^htly sus-

picious of their author. An honest woman does not deliver her

child before the ninth month.

i'Jhen the poet ctenceives his poems he feibls as thou^h, ac-

cording to the Pythagorean doctrine of psychic transmigration

,

he had led an earlier existence in the most varied forms . His

Intuition acts like memory.

In art, form is everything, the material does not count.

Staub asks the same price for making a tail-coat to measure

,

regardless of whether he has been supplied with the material

or not. He Claims that he expects to be pajd for the style

only, - the material he throws in free of charp:e

.

They praise the playwright who has the gift of drawing

tears. He shares this gift with the most miserable onion,

with whom he likewise shares his popularity.

We were seeking material India and discovered America.

Now we are seeking spititual India - what shall we discover?

At the time of the Romantics, the flower was loved only

for its fragrance, - in our time it is loved for the budding

fruit. Hence the trend tcwards the practical, towards prose

,

towards the piain, home-baked product.
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Lessing saysi "If Raphael's hands had been cut off, he

would still have been a painter," In like manner we could

sayi If Mr. X's head were cut off, he would still be a painteri

he would continue painting without a head and without anyone

noticing that he had no head.

Dante is the public prosecutor of poetry.

IV. State and Society

Society is always a republici The individuals strive upwards

and the collective masses push them back.

One has to know all of Germanyi To know only a part is

dangerous. This is the story of the tree whose leaves and fruits

are reciprocal antidotes.

Servants who have no master are not necessarily free men.

The servility is in their soul.

The German resembles the slave who obeys his master without

chains, without a whip, just at a mere word, or even a glance

.

The servitude is within himself, within his soulj worse than

material slavery is the 'spiritualised' kind. The Germans have

to be freed from within, - from without nothing can help them.

The Germans are now developing their own nationality, but

they Started too late . When they finish with it, nationality

will no longer exist, and they also will have to abandon their
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nationality without having profited from it as the French or

British did.

Political weather-vanes

They conjure up storms and rely upon their mobillty, for-

getting that their mobility will not help them once the gale

has overthrovm the tower on which they stand.

A Vision

The Place Louis XVI i A body, the head next to it. The

physician,making experiments, attempting to put the two to-

gether again, shakes his head: "Impossiblef " and leaves with

a sigh. Courtiers try to fasten the dead head, but it always

falls off.

When a king has lost his head there is no more help for him.

The closer people stood to Napoleon, the more they admired

him. With other heroes the reverse is the rule.

They revile him, but still they show a certain respect»

While they throw mud at him with their right hand, they hold

their hat in their left.

The people of Paris have liberated the world without even

accepting a tip for it.

The French are more self-assured in Company for the very

reason that they are down to earth and dreamless. The dreamlng

German may greet you with a glooroy grimace in the moming
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because he dreamed that you had insulted him or that his grand-

father had been kicked in the pants by your grandfather.

Among the minor prophets living here there are but a few

Germans. Most of them come to France to prove that they are

not prophets, even outside their own country.

The young girl sa^dt "The gBa^leman raust be very rieh, since

he is very ugly." The public judges in the same mannen "The

ffl§8t must be very leamed, since he is very boring." Hence the

success of many Germans in Paris.

Czar Nicholas is, so to speak, a hereditary dictator. He

is completely indifferent to any established values of tradition

or history.

V. Women, Love. Marriage

In youth love is more tempestuous, but not as streng, as

omnipotent as afterwards« It is also not as lasting in youth,

for then the body is in love too, - it craves for physical

revelations in love, and it lends to the soul the impetuousness

of its blood, the abandance of its sinewy power. Later, when

these have diminished, when the blood trickles more slowly

through the veins, when the body is no longer in love, the soul

alone, the immortal soul, turns to love. And since eternity

is at its disposal, since it is not as frail as the body, it

takes its time and begins to love less tempestuously but more

lastingly, with more abysmal depth, with more superhuman power.
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That Xanthippe 's husband became such a great philosopher

is a remarkable fact, To be still able to think amidst all

this bickering! But writing became impossiblet Socrates has

not left a Single book to posterity.

Anyone who gets married is like the Doge who is wed to the

Adriatic Seai He does not know what he will find in what he

marriesi treasures, monsters, unknovm tempests.

VI. Assorted Ideas

Sages think up new thoughts and fools spread them.

There are exalted spirits, unimpressed by material splendor,

to whom the throne means nothing but a chair covered with red

velvet. There are lowly spirits to whora every ideal seems in-

significant and to whom the pillory is nothing but an iron

collar. They do not shy away from an iron neck-tie if that

is the only means for them to assemble an audience. The audience

is awed by their audacity, which they have acquired through the

routine of disgracing themselves.

Time modifies our convictions by constantly compelling us

to observe the opposite extreme. The g:arde municipal . who

supervises the Can-can, in the end finds it not so indenent

any more and perhaps even wishes to join the dance. The Pro-

testant, after a long polemic with Catholicism, does not con-

sider it nearly as gruesome as before, and he might even be

inclined to hear a mass.
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We have no understanding of ruins until we have become

ruins ourselves.

There are people who believe they know all about a bird,

since they have seen the egg whence it came forth.

When vice becomes magnificent, its effect is less shocking,

The English lady,who usually feit a solemn dread of naked

statuesi was much less upset at the sight of a gigantic Her-

cules i "\Afith such dimensions I don't find the thing quite so

indecent.

"

X is one of those angels whom Jacob saw in his dream and

who needed a ladder to descend from heaven to earthi The an-

gelic wings are not streng enough.

The diamond might justifiably be proud if a poet compared

it to a human heart.

VII. Pictures and Brush-strokes

A blind charlatan in the marketplace sells eye drops which

prevent blindness* He himself did not believe in them and

became blind, Tragic prrtrayal of blindness.

The Englishman who always takes his "Miss" (Engl, in original)
• i f -.

to the beach and makes her look at naked men in order to im-

munize her against saasuality.
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A sweet-pickled, squashed face with timidly petty eyes.

A smiling gait.

He was sparkling with dullness.

A face like a fetus in alcohol.

She wrote anonymous letters signed **A fair soul."

He praised hiraself so highly that the price of incense

candles began to rise.

He made the greatest progress in ignorance.

Less hardened than human hearts whom I begged in vain,

the rocks burst open and the soothing well poured forth.
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IDEAS AND REFLECTIONS

1. Personal Matters

I have the most peaceful disposition. All I want is : a

modest cabin, a thatched roof but a good bed, good food, fresh

milk and butter, flowers outside my window, a few beautiful

trees at my door. And if the Good Lord wishes to complete

my happiness, he will let me live to the joyful day when about

six to seven of my enemies shall be hanged on those trees.

With compassion in my heart I shall forgive then, before they

die, for all the wrongs they have inflicted upon me as long

as they lived. - Yes, one should forgive one's enemies, but

not before they have been hanged.

I did not become naturalized for fear that then I would

love France less, as one cools off towards one 's mistress

after being legally wedded to her in the mairie. I shall con-

tinue to live with France in a common law marriage

.

God will forgive the foolish words I have spread about him,

as I shall forgi'-'^e my adversaries for the foolish things they

have written against me , though they were as inferior spiritually

to me as I am to you, my God!
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II • Reliiscion and Philosophy

The earth is the huge rock to which mankind, the true Pro-

metheus, is chained, being torn to pieces by the vulture of

doubt. Mankind has stolen the light and is now suffering tor-

tures for it.

Christianity appears as a comfort: those who enjoyed too

much happiness in this life shall get indigestion from it in

the next; those who had too little to eat shall subsequently

find the best banquet prepared for them; all marks of earthly

blows shall be stroked away by angels.

Jewish history is beautiful, but the young Jews härm the

old ones who would otherwise be placed high above the Greeks

and the Romans. I believe if there were no more Jews in the

World and only one Single specimen was known to exist somewhere,

people would travel hundreds of hours to see him and to shake

hands with him. But now they avoid us!

The history of the modern Jew is tragic, and if you write

about this tragedy you will be ridiculed. This is the most

tragic part of it.

Be tolerant altogether or not at all: Walk the good path

or the evil one. To remain hesitating at the cross-roads, for

that you are too weak. That was beyond the powers of a Her-

cules, and he had to make his choice in a hurry.
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The baptismal certificate is the admission ticket to

European culture

.

Is the mission of the Jew concluded? I believe it will

be once the secular savior comes: Industry, Labor, Joy. The

secular savior will arrive on a railroad train, with the good

German workman announcing his Coming, and his path will be

strewn with roses.

In Germany it is the theologians who are doing away with

the Good Lord. On n'est .jamais trahi que par les siens.

In their fight against religion, the philosophers destroyed

paganism, but a new religion, Christianity , arose . This too

shall be dealt with soon, but it will certainly be followed by

another, and the philosophers shall have a new task which will

in turn be futile . The world is a huge stable that can not be

cleaned as easily as the Augean one , since, while it is being

swept, the oxen stay inside and continue piling up new manure

.

The glory of the world is always adequate to the glory of

the spirit that beholds it. The good one finds his paradise

here, the bad one already partakes of his hell on earth.

Saints like the Stylite have become an impossible phenomenon

nowadays, since philanthropy would immediately place them in

an insane asylum.
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III . Art and Literature

A book takes its time , like a child. All books that have

been hatched hastily within a few weeks make me slightly sus-

picious of their author. An honest woman does not deliver her

child before the ninth month.

When the poet conceives his poems he feels as though, ac-

cording to the Pythagorean doctrine of psychic transmigration,

he had led an earlier existence in the most varied forms . His

Intuition acts like memory.

In art, form is everything, the material does not count.

Staub asks the same price for making a tail-coat to measure

,

regardless of whether he has been supplied with the material

or not. He Claims that he expects to be paid for the style

only, " the material he throws in free of Charge.

They praise the playwright who has the gift of drawing

tears. He shares this gift with the most miserable onion,

with whom he likewise shares his popularity.

We were seeking material India and discovered America.

Now we are seeking spiritual India - what shall we discover?

At the time of the Romantics, the flower was loved only

for its fragrance, - in cur time it is loved for the budding

fruit. Hence the trend towards the practical, towards prose

,

towards the piain, home-baked product.
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Lessing says
: "If Raphael's hands had been cut off, he

would still have been a painter." In like manner we could

say: If Mr. X's head were cut off, he would still be a painter;

he would continue painting without a head and without anyone

noticing that he had no head.

Dante is the public prosecutor of poetry

IV. State and Society

Society is always a republic: The individuals strive upwards

and the collective masses push them back.

One has to know all of Germany: To know only a part is

dangerous. This is the story of the tree whose leaves and fruits

are reciprocal antidotes.

Servants who have no master are not necessarily free men.

The servility is in their soul.

The German resembles the slave who obeys his master without

chains, without a whip, just at a mere word, or even a glance

.

The servitude is within himself, within his soul; worse than

material slavery is the 'spiritualised' kind. The Germans have

to be freed from within, - from without nothing can help them.

The Germans are now developing their own nationality, but

they Started too late . When they finish with it, nationality

will no longer exist, and they also will have to abandon their
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nationality without having profited from it as the French or

British did.

Political weather-vanes

They conjure up storms and rely upon their mobility, for-

getting that their mobility will not help them once the gale

has overthrown the tower on which they stand.

A Vision

The Place Louis XVI ; A body, the head next to it. The

physician,inaking experiments , attempting to put the two to-

gether again, shakes his head: "Impossible !

" and leaves with

a sigh. Courtiers try to fasten the dead head, but it always

falls off.

When a king has lost his head there is no more help for hin.

The closer people stood to Napoleon, the more they admired

him. With other heroes the reverse is the rule

.

They revile him, but still they show a certain respect:

While they throw mud at him with their right hand, they hold

their hat in their left.

The people of Paris have liberated the world without even

accepting a tip for it.

The French are more self-assured in Company for the very

reason that they are down to earth and dreamless. The dreaming

German may greet you with a gloomy grimace in the morning
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because he dreamed that you had insulted him or that his grand-
father had been kicked in the pants by your grandfather.

*

Among the minor prophets living here there are but a few
Germans. Most of them come to France to prove that they are

not prophets, even outside their own country.

*

The young girl saidi "The gentleman must be very rieh, since
he is very ugly." The public judges in the same manner: "The
man must be very learned. since he is very boring." Hence the
success of many Germans in Paris.

Czar Nicholas is, so to speak, a hereditary dictator. He
is completely indifferent to any established values of tradition
or history.

V. Women. Love . Marriapie

In youth love is more tempestuous, but not as streng, as

omnipotent as afterwards. It is also not as lasting in youth,
for then the body is in love too, - it craves for physical
revelations in love, and it lends to the soul the impetuousness
of its blood, the abundance of its sinewy power. Later. when
these have diminished, when the blood trickles more slowly
through the veins. when the body is no longer in love. the soul

alone. the immortal soul. turns to love. And since eternity

is at its disposal. since it is not as frail as the body. it

takes its time and begins to love less tempestuously but more

lastingly, with more abysmal depth, with more superhuman power.
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That Xanthippe 's husband became such a great philosopher

is a remarkable fact. To be still able to think amidst all

this bickering» But writing became impossible: Socrates has

not left a Single book to posterity.

Anyone who gets married is like the Doge who is wed to the

Adriatic Sea: He does not know what he will find in what he

marries: treasures, monsters, unknown tempests.

VI. Assorted Ideas

Sages think up new thoughts and fools spread them.

There are exalted spirits, unimpressed by material splendor,

to whom the throne means nothing but a chair covered with red

velvet. There are lowly spirits to whom every ideal seems in-

significant and to whom the pillory is nothing but an iron

collar. They do not shy away from an iron neck-tie if that

is the only means for them to assemble an audience . The audience

is awed by their audacity, which they have acquired through the

routine of disgracing themselves.

Time modifies cur convictions by constantly compelling us

to observe the opposite extreme. The ,g:arde municipal , who

supervises the Can-can, in the end finds it not so indecent

any more and perhaps even wishes to join the dance . The Pro-

testant, after a long polemic with Catholicism, does not con-

sider it nearly as gruesome as before, and he might even be

inclined to hear a mass.



Heinrich Heine -9-

We have no understanding of ruins until we have become

ruins ourselves.

*

There are people who believe they know all about a bird,

since they have seen the egg whence it came forth.

When vice becomes magnificent, its effect is less shocking

The English lady,who usually feit a solemn dread of naked

statues, was much less upset at the sight of a gigantic Her-

cules: "With such dimensions I don't find the thing quite so

indecent .

"

X is one of those angels whom Jacob saw in his dream and

who needed a ladder to descend from heaven to earth: The an-

gelic wings are not streng enough.

The diamond might justifiably be proud if a poet compared

it to a human heart.

VII . Pictures and Brush-strokes

A blind charlatan in the marketplace sells eye drops which

prevent blindness. He himself did not believe in them and

became blind. Tragic portrayal of blindness.

The Englishman who always takes his "Miss" (Engl, in original)

to the beach and makes her look at naked men in order to im-

munize her against sensuality.



Heinrich Heine -10-

A sweet-pickled, squashed face with timidly petty eyes.

A smiling gait.

He was sparkling with dullness.

A face like a fetus in alcohol

She wrote anonymous letters signed "A fair soul. II

He praised himself so highly that the price of incense

candles began to rise.

He made the greatest progress in ignorance

Less hardened than human hearts whom I begged in vain,

the rocks hurst open and the soothing well poured forth.
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REPLECTIONS

X

^if

!• Personal Matters
h- 4^ ^/?f^/>^

My mother teils me that ^*ing her -pi»ögftaney she saw an

apple hanging in a strangerf garden, but that she did not want
lest

to break it off so that her child weuld no* become a thief

•

Throughout my life I have kept a secret craving for beautiful
a

apples, but this was combined with reppect of other people^s

property and a Joathing of larceny* ; Q^ö-^ro^ of (te.cLlot^^

)

**^

^ / / /; A^^ / ^ ^

I have the most peaceful disposition. <f My wishes are: a
Cl<LuZ^ l — / e >>

modest cabin, a thatched roof, but a good bed, good food,/milk

and butter, yery fresh, flowers In f rcmt of the window, soiiie-

r

tetewulgfl beautiful trees iI]^ front of the door; and if the good

Lord wishes to complete my happiness he will let me live to Xfiftx

the joyful day when about six to seven of my enemies shall be

hanged on those trees. With compassion in my heart I shall
for

forgive thera before, they die^all the wrongs they have inflicted

upon me as long as they lived.- Yes, one has te forgive one's

enemies, but not before they have been hanged.

if

1 did not become naturalized for fear that then I would

love France less, as one cools off towards oib «s mistress as

l to her Itjga^ly in the mairie/. I shal!

continue to live with France in a common law marriage.

My spirit feels exiled in France, b^wMd into a atrangc

langua^e. -Aonfa^-^ h^ ^:'^>»v^^e.
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spread about him, as I shall forgive my adversaries for the

foolish things they have wrltten agalnst me, though they are

/spirltually as Inferior to me as I am to you, o my Godl u e

.

II. Rellp:lon and Phllosophy

The earth Is the huge rock to whlch humanlty ^ the tru©

Prometheus, Is chalned and belng torn to pleces by the vulture

of doubt. H«»anity has stolen the llght and Is now sufferlng

tortures for it.

God dld not manifest anythlng that would Indlcate an exlst-

ence after death; Moses also does not mentlon this, Perhaps

It Is not even convenient to öod that the devout take thls

exlstence for granted. - In hls paternal klndness he may wlsh

to save It for us as a surprlse«

Judalsm - Aristocracy: One God has created the world and

rules It; all men are hls children, but the Jews are hls favor-

Ites and thelr land Is hls chosen domlnliim. He Is a monarch,

the Jews are the aristocracy, and Palestlne Is the exarchate

of God*

Chrlstianlty - Democracy: One God who has created all and

rules all, but who loves all pmaglBXBgjBwity men allke and pro-

tects all realms allke. He Is no longer a national God but

a universal one.
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The irorldly savior^.^will arrive by rallway, (the decent German/^.^

Michel (?) will pr epare the way for him> and roses will be/

scattered on his path. '

^-
-̂'<;<

;..^^

In Germany it is the theologlans who are dolng away wlth

the good Lord - on n'est Jamals trahl que par les slens«

In Germany Christlanlty Is belng abollshed In theory and

In fact
:
^evelopment of industry and prosperlty«

In thelr flght agalnst rellglon the phllosophers destroyed

paganlsm, but a new enÄj'''"'5Hristlanlty, arose. Thls too shall

be dealt wlth soon, but It will certainly be followed by another,

h^n^SQ and the philosophers shall have a new task which will again

.^..J J^r^&c be futlle: the world is a ^^Ig stable which Cr^nnot be cleaned

j^^-r / as easily as that_^9J£L^ugias, since, while it is belng swept,

the oxen stay inside and conbinue piling up new manure*

In iiark 4ges the ^^.e^pie were bes^t led by religion, as in

a pitch-dark night a blind man 4«- cur best guide; he knows

ways and by-paths better than a seeing one. But once day has

comex it is foolish to keep using the aged blind as guides»

The g]?andeur of the world is always adequate to the .gcaaä^üy
^

of the spirit that beholds it. The good one finds his paradise

here, the bad one already partakes of his hell on earth«
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Chrlstianity appears as a comfort: those who enjoyed too

much happiness in this life shall get Indigestion from it in

the next; those who had too little to eat shall subsequently

find the best banquet prepared for them; the earthly cudgel marks
shall be atroked by angels, 'V cTty^'^S

/vU If

Jewish history is beautiful, but the young Jews härm the

old ones who otherwise would be placet^high above the Greeks and

Romans. I believe, if there were no more Jews in the world and
only one Single specimen was known to exiat somewhere, people

would travel hundreds of hours to see him and to shake hands

with him - but now they avoid usl

X The history of the modern Jew/ is tragic, and if you write

about this tragedy x you will be ridiculed: this is the most

tragic part of it.

Be tolerant altogether or not at all: walk the good path
or the evil onej to remain hesitating at the cross-roads, for

^ that you are too weak - that was beyond the powers of a Hercules,

and he had to make his choice in a hurry.

The baptismal certificate is the admission ticket to

European culture.

Is the mission of the Jews concluded? I believe it will

be once the worldly savior comes: industry, labor, joy.

J
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5Saints 11k© the^tyllte have become imposslble nowadays,

since philanthropy would Imraedlately place them in an insane

asylian.

III. Art and Literatur

e

A book takes its time, llke a chlld. All books that have
with>

been hatched jEajsisüy hastily ,in a few weeks make me sllghtly

susplclous of thelr author. An honest woman does not dellver

her chlld before k>wr nlnth month.

When the poet concelves hls poems he feels as though, ac-

cordlng to «tee Pythagorean doctrine of metenipsychoals, h»»

he had led an earller exlstence in the most varied forma -

hls Intuition acts llke memory.

In antiquity a phllosophy of history was imposslble. Only

the present time has found the prerequisites for it : Herder,

Bossuet, etc. - I believe the philosophers will have to wait

for thousand more years befor^ they can demonstrate the organism
of history; untll then, I believe, only t)yh following can be

postulated. As maln factors I would consider human nature

and environmental conditions (quality of soll, climate, traditional

legislation, war, unanticipated and Incalculable needs); these

two factors, in their conflict or in thelr alliance, form the

basls of history, but their signature is always found in the

human spirit, and the idea by which they are represented be-

comes a thlrd factor which in turn Influences the other two.

This is primarily the case in our days, but it höida true aie^
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to the Middle Ages* What Shakespeare shows us of history is only

the interaction between human nature and extemal conditions;

the idea, the third element, never appears in his tragedies;

hence, the lucldity of his form, and the effect of something

/ eternal, immutable in his development of themes and characters,

since the human element remains identical at all times» This

is also the case with Homer, The works of both poets are im-

mortal. I do not believe that they would have turned out equally

well if they had to portray a period dominated by an idea, such

as at the beginning of rising Christianity, at the time of the

Reformation, or at the time of the Revolution,

.1

V

To the Greeks,life and poetry were identical, That is why

they did not have such great poets as we do, since to us life

is often the opposite extreme of poetry. Shakespeare •s big

toe contained more poetry than all the Greek poets, with the

exception of Aristophanes. The Greek were great artists, not

poets; their sensibility was artistic rather than poetic; In

plastic art they achieved such outstanding results for the

very reason that there they only had to copy reality, which in

itself was poetry and which offered them the best modeis«

The work of art

The invisible thought is mx harmoniously expressed through

the visible work; this also applies to the art of living which

represents the harmony between our actions and our convictions*
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The work of art is beautlful when the dlvine element is

kindly Inclined toward the human - Diana kissing Endymion;

it is sublime when the human element forcefully rises toward

the divine - Prometheus defies Jupiter, Agamemnon sacrifices

his child. The myth of Christ is beautiful and sublime at the

same time.

^ In art, form is everything, the material does not count.
maklng ^

Staub asks the same price for a tail-coat to measure, regardless

of whether he has been supplied with the material or not. He

Claims that he expects to be paid for the style only, the

material he throws in £or free^/ oM^a^f^e ,

With regard to the problem of innate ideas, the following

Solution may be correct: There are people who absorb everything

from without, the so-called talents, like Lessing, reminiscent

of apes, motivated by superficial Imitation; there is nothing

in their minds which has not penetrated through their senses«

But there are also men who pa*eduae—ev«rytrhfttg-"froi» sljskl within ,

such as Raphael, Mozart, Shakespeare, whose labor pains, how-

ever . are much more acute and prolonged than those of the so-

called talents« The ones fabricate without life, without in-

KxsnjK wardness! mechanization - the others produce an organically

developed whole,

Genius carries in his mind a portrait of nature, and with

the help of- nature he brings forth its portrait; the talent
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nature and producea analytically what genius p*^-

'OH^«« i«- synthesis, However, there also characters gngpnnfiofi v

between the two.

ü

j^ £ Daguerrex^tjpy gärv^e- evidence against the erroneous idea

-^ art;^^55?Sg an Imitation of nature; nature itself has offered

the proof of how little it understands about art, how miser-

ably it fails once it begins to deal with art*

They praise the playwright who t« has the gift of drawing

tears. He shares this gift with the most miserable onion,

with whom he likewise shares hia -^^Ämö. -^t^Tk.-cc^a^^ iM?=?

Goethe's refusal to abandon himself to enthusiasm is as

repugnant as it is childish. Such restraint is more or less

suicide; it resembles the £äx flame which refuses to burn for

fear of being consiiraed. The generous flame, the soul of

Schiller, was HkixjB ^w€es ablaze with sacrifice, Every flame

sacrifices itself. The more beautifully it bums the closer

it comes to annihilation, to extinction. I do not envy the
such

calm little night-candles who eke out a meager existence.

ly r/ uo^y^

With Schiller thought celebrates its orgies/* sober con-

cepts, wreathed with vine-leaves, wield the thyrsus, dancing

like bacchantes *-i;;^boa;2^ed reflections.

The ragfi=£w -»«MTef^j^^SfF^ecome so contagiouaVin Gerinany



-9-

that one should introduce a sonnet-tax.

,!#•'-

We were seeking material^India and discovered America;

now we are seeking spiritual India - what shall we discover?

everyone particular
As ÄÄ^BÄB sees a x|ift£JLf±K object in the world of the senses

m hls own ^Kkl:KKixx way, everyone inovitably sees in a partic-

ular book something different from ^^one eise. Consequently,

the translator also has to be an intellectually (spiritually)

gifted person, for he must see the best and the most significant

in the book in order to render it* The word ^' word meaning,

the Material (physical) sense can be translated by anyone who
Thehas read a grammar and who owns a dictlonary. SHJExJdne splrlthowever, y^i..^u^

cannot be translated by everyone.

At -^he t line -0f the RomSiitics j^he flower was loved only for

its fragrance, - in our tirae it is loved for the budding fruit.

HmviB^ Hence, the trend towards the practical, ^)u towards

prose, towards the piain, home-baked product.

The most perfect blossoms of the German spirit are phil-

osophy and lyric poetry. This time of Jalacxma blossoming is

over; it needed an idyllic ksMiDpiiiikjc calm; Germany is now

being carried away by movement; thought is no longer disinter-

ested
; its abstract world has been invaded by crude fact; the

steam engines of our railways have led to a shaky concussion

of our minds in which no song can rise; the charcoal fumes scare
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the warblers away, and the gasllght^s stench spoils the fragrant

moon-lit night.

Our lyrlc poetry is a product of splritualism, though the

material is sensualistic: the longing of the Isolated spirit

for a fusion with the physical world, "to mingle wlth nature"

(English in the original). With the victory of sensualism

this lyric poetry has to come to an end, giving way to a longing

for the spirit: sentimentality(^'TlInimlng out, ever more thinly

diluted, nihilistic prudishness, wind-bag vapors, an intermediate

Station between being and becoming, partisan poetry (Tendenz-

poesie)!

/--
—

" --^

In the World of poetry the tiers 4tat is not useful but

harmful

.

Democracy precipitates the end of litterature: freedom and

equality of style. Everyone is permitted to write as he pleases,

i.e. as badly as he wants to, and yet no-one eise should be

superior to him in style or be permitted to write better.

Democratic rage against the praise of love in poetry.

- Why praise the rose, aristocrat? praise the democratic potato

which nourishes the peoplel

*s. *

The works äf certain favorite writers of the day are Warrant )

posteiBof nature, but not descriptions.

i

"\ /

It is not the poor Hungarian Nlembsch or the business clerk
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from Lippe-Defcpiold who produced that beautiful poem, but the

iiniversal spiriV* Only he deserves praise, and it Is ridiculous

when those others pride themselves on their producta, almost

like Pere Rachel on'Jils daughter's success: an old Jew standing
/r
/ \

1

^'•*'

in the parterre öf the Theatre Fran^als and Imaglnlng that he

hlmself is Iphigenia or Andromache, that It is his recital

which moves ßverj heart; and when they applaud he bows with

blushing cheeks»

Historians ^jw6 all want to make history themselves^Te

those comedians in Germany who had the mania to write plays

for themselves. Haller remarked that the worse the play the

better the acting j did they write so badly to present themselves

as good actors? or did they act badly to appear as good writers?

The same question could be asked about our historians*

Gutzkow

Nature was very modest when it created him, the most immodest

of all creatures.

He attempted to Imitate Heine, but since he lacked all

poetic spirit, he did not get beyond an Imitation of Boerne.

His presentation and language have something of the police spy.

He is constantly lying in ambush to spy on the daily foibles
exploit

of the public, to £X|s±jbkjk them in his private int eres t* Since

he respects and flatters those foibles he is entitled to a

lack of talent, knowledge and character, and he knows it. He

does not give the publice hia Qwn J^ui^eions, but on the contrary

üe receives those from the public; he puts on the livery of p^
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c^irrent >d:ea, he is Its servant, its Chancery clerk who ko-tows

and demands his tlp,

The German language is actually rieh, but in German con-
\

versation we use only kkÄxfc a tenth of our riches; thus we are

factually pdqv in language.

Lcn. 1
y
/'

The Prench language is actually poor, but the French have

a gift for exploi^ting its total content in their conversation,

and therefore they\are iyfact rieh in language.

Only in literatt^ the Germans show their whole wealth of

language, and the Ffeilch, dazed by this, think that we are real
/ \

miracles of pe rfection ät home. They also have no idea of how
/ \

little currency of thought we possess at home. Vi/ith the Prench

it is just the opposite: more ideas in society circles than

in books, and the most brilliant minds do not write at all or

only accident ally

.

The older Prencfa writers had a definite polnt of vlew

(perspective): lightXand shadow are always right according to
, , _ \ / ix^-ucr *

the lawa of that perspective. The later writers Jump from
Xone perspective to the other, and their convas^es show a dis-

gusting confuslon of light and shadow: here a remark which be-

longs to pantheistic philosophy, there a feeling which derives

from materialism,'doubt and faith crossing each other - a

hXK±Kxi^ harlequin's Jacket.

Prench,J.iterature is now ruled by -a-weil-4*v»lop.<ä....Ui:alned

)

plaglrarism. H.«m flne mind has its hand in the pocket of the
puts them in

other, and this g±uz kJumxa certain KBkBXBiuca relation to each
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other. With this glft of plagiarism, where one steals the

thought/ of the other even before It has been completed (concluded)

the mlnd becomes a common property. ia fhe i^epttbilgxte' des

jettres is a coinmvinity of collective thought.

Modern Prench lit;erature resembles the restaurants of the
had

Palais Royal: If you kjuuB been eavesdropping in the kitchen

and seen the ingredientö^pf the dishes as well as their prepar-

ation you would lose yöur appetite; the dirty cook puts white

gloves on when he is ready to serve his hashed up mush on a
shiny /
x±±xsje platter.''

Buffon says, the style is the man, Villemain is a living

refutation of this axiom: his style is handsome, well-formed

and neat.

Blaze de Bury observes the small (minor) writers through ^

r )

'

a magnifying glass, the great ones throug]^ a diminishing glass./

Prench art is a xjc^ - oroati en of reality, But since the

Prench have lived through and seen so much during the last

fifty years, their reproductions of what they lived and saw

have made their works of art more significant than those of

German artists who have foun^their intuitive ideas only 4a> "6tr^^^4

dream projections.

t ^^— / Only in architecture, vdiere nature cannot be reproduced,

f—remain behind.

In music they set the tone U^aöhiroa-) of their nationality:

,
/^ M

intellect (reason) and sentimentality, esprit and elegance:-
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in drama: passion. Ecclecticism In music was Introduced by

Meyerbeer« r^- ^ i^Hul

/
Meyerbeer is the muslcal mattre de plalsir of aristocracy.

Lessing says: "If Raphael's hands had been cut off, he

would still have been a painter," In like manner we could say:

If Mr* X.»s head were cut off, he would still be a painter; he

would continue painting without a head and without anyone no-

ticing that he had no head«

Dante is the public prosecutor of poetry«

IV. State and Society

Society is always a republic: the individuals strive up-

wards, and the collective masses push them back«

One has to know all of G-ermany^ a part o^—it is dangerous

t is the Story of the tree whose leaves and fruits are re-

ciprocal antidotes«

\'

Germany was agitated by Luther - but Francis Drake appeased

it once more: he gave us the potato«

There is no German people: Aristocracy, bureacracy, peas-

antry are more heterogenous than they were in France before

the revolution. f%Pa^^^^.^i^
f

Servants who have no master are not y«t free men for that;
r

the servility is in their soul«
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The German resembles the slave who obeys bis a master

wlthout chains, without a whlp, just u^^otrhlö mere word, or

even a glance, The servitude is wlthin himself , within his

soul; worse than material slavery is the splritua^ncind, The

Germans have to be freed fron within,- from without nothing

\V

helps«
J^if^M^'

The ftermans are now/vWwrHdttTg^t k developmenF

^ nationality, but they started too late. When they xlujüb hsT^e*^

finished with it, therB~-wi^l-bo no niedre nationality »=^e4>^m ^*^

i'»H54ie^'H¥Oi!»ld, and they v/ill have to abandon
^ M»>.*'*<»*»*t,

Without having dertrerd Äiqc profit froin' it that w

the Prench or British,, olio/.

have regarded cathedral
I always xrx the construction of the stfiauo as a gigantic

toy; I thought:a giant child, like the German people, also

needs a colossal toy such as the Cologne cathedral - but now

I -a» think4Äg differently. I do not believe any i^ö^^r that

that the German people is a ^lant child; at any rate, it is

p-.,rHfr^ytr^A^ j^o longer a child, it is a big boy who has many original re-

sources but who will never come to any good unless he seriously

applies himself to the present and dares to face the future.

We have no more time fto play or f«L.i)ul-ld:iTig upon the dreams

of the past. ^

Political Weather-vanes
/iAUjd/^.ifh

They conjure up storms and rely upon their flexibility

(möbTlity), forgetting that their flexibility will not help them

once the gale has overthrown the tower on which they stand.
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The coiraniinlsts profess a Shoulder-shrugging antipathy

agÄlnst patriotism, fame and war«

9

After the fat cows come the lean ones, after the lean ones

no meat at all.

An assoclation of Ideas in the sense of associatlon in

industry, for instance^ the alliance of philosophical concepts
political

with those of xsk±x3c iDcl£±xRacUQrax± economy^ would produce sur-

prising new results.

f^

Vi

/

The old tale of the three brothers becomes reality, The

one rxms a hundred miles in a few hours, the other sees as

far as a hundred miles, the third shoots as far, the fourth

drums out armies: Railway, telescope, cannons, powder or press*

w^

/•yC/Nr-
(/U t

X Vision

The Place Louis XVI, - A body, the head next to it; the

physician,making experiments, attempting to put the two together

again, shakes his head: "In^ossiblel " and leaves with a sigh.

Gourtiers try to jÜLä fasten the dead head, but it always falls

down , ^jf*

When a king has lost his head there noTnelp for him.

^ L The closer people stood to Napoleon the more they adxnired

him. With other heroes the oppooito takoo plao e«

They revile him, but still they show a certain respect:

while they throw mud at him with their right hand, they hold

their hat in their left.
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-^> ^^ >^-^^^

Le style c'est l'hoinme - c'est aussl la femme! Madame de

/ Stael's untruthfulness: a whole ratelier (manger) of untruth-

ful thoughts and flowers of speech resembling evil vapors.-

She pralses Wellington, ce heros de cuir avec im coeur et im

cerveau de papier-mach^!

Madame de Stäel was Swiss. The Swlss have feelings as Icf ty

as their mountains, but their ideas of society kk are as narrow

as their Valleys.

/ Her relationship to Napoleon: she wanted to -gi^w^ef'Caesar

what was Caesar 's due, but when he declined her offer she blamed

hlm and glve God twice his due.

She had no wit: she 1 Napoleon

/ L /A^

a Robespierre on horseback. Robespierre was nothing but an

active Rousseau, as Madame de Stael was a passive Rousseau,

and it would be much more JusLl'fled to call her a Robespierre

in woman's dress.

Everywhere she speaks of religion and morals; nowhere does

she say, however, what she means by that.

She speaks of our honesty and our virtue and our tntel-

lectual education; she has not seen our penetentiaries, our
'•s,^, _, , ^ "

brothels and our barracks; she has not seen our book-dealers.

our Clauren, our lieutenants«
^ ^

r^c-^s ^'^ ^^ ^
One does not know why our princes reach such an o]d age:

I j ^ f^ They are afraid to die, they fear to meet Napoleon once more

in another world. «

The people of Paris have ftj*eed the world and not even ac-

cepted BlJ^^kXov it. /^^^?f)^^



-18-
,

" Y)

Vv-*!'.
1 I •'•

./ /c'

r>vn *

Lafayette

All the World Is iLKfOi siirprlsed that boocjs once there was
/

an honest man; - his post ^remains vacant.
/ / .

jlj /jT Njot because of the excellence of thelr doctrine btrt because
,f'--

6 P iA/^
L.^.

^^ s^l^^

.^-

]f
k;-"'";
L

of its vulgarlty/ and because the blj masses are imable to grasp
tv- ^_ —

.

a superior doctrine, I -beXieve tfiat the Republlcans, at first

in France, will gradually get the upper hand and solidify their

regime for some time. I say, for some time, for those plebeian

Republics, such as our radicals ite dream of, cannot last long...

VVhile we predict with certainty their short duration, we comTort

ourselves with the progress Republicanism is making. It is

perhaps a necessary form of transition, and we shall gladly

forgive it for its peevish chrysalis condition tnka in the hope— "^ so hie ^ '^^^^3^
that the butterfly,which o»e day will bpealc forth from it, will

unfold its wings the^ore colorfully fe^ play with all flowers

of life in the sweet sunlighti - We should actually treat you

in th^ manner of grumbling fathers whose pedantic stuffiness, thouc;/;.
it
may seem a nuisance to their enterprising sons, is Äit±ü yet

helpful to their future establishment . For reasons of piety,

if not of policy, we should therefore use a certain restraint

in our comments on those glooray creatures. We shall even honor

you and go as far as supporting you; only do not request too

O

J^ h/f^

much, and do not turn as ^^rutuss^ against us if ^our mach too

piain soups should not happen to please our palate and if we
h

sometimes crave for the cuisine of the XjcKipttntftKt Tarquinistä(

How Strange l we rock and comfort ourselves with this

"^

j^'

% f
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4 /. J

f. . La-/'^- -

hypothesis of a Short duratlon of the Republican regime in the

Same manner as those aged followers of the old regime who,

in their despair of the present, see their salvation only in

the victory of the Republicans; in order to further Henry V. /

accession to the crown they strike up the Marseillaise. 4n 4e-

fi-ano^-of death..,

Oü allex-vous, monsieur l'abbe?
Vous allez vous casser le nezl

The Prench are more self-assiired in con^iany (in their

social relations) for the very reason that they are prJSlTiw'

v(concrete) and dreamless. The dreaming German ä± may greet

you with a gloomy grimace in the morning because he dreamed

that you had insulted him or that his grandfather had been

kicked in the pants by your grandfather,

Among the minor prophets living here there are but a few

Germans. Most of thecicome to France to prove that they are ko

prophets even -out^lTäerof their 07m coimtry-

f^oT

ftif L- /A- u /•* ^^.^

The yoTing girl said: "The gentleman must be very rieh, since

he is very ugly. The public Judges in the same manner: "The

man must be very learned, since he is very boring." Hence the

success of many Germans in Paris.

It seems to be the mission of the Germans in Paris to keep

me from missing home'. ififc ^ ^ i^ M^ (O^^if ^^ ^ •' ^\^

Czar Nicblas is so to speak a hereditary dictatö>r. He

Shows cortete indlfferehce againot the traditional, the/intJeter-
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ate, the historlcal.

P% t r

f)]^ry^'j
A

V. Women« Love» Marriage

In any explanation of love we have to assiime a physical

an historlcal faetor. Is k It syinpathy, -et» the diimb magnet

attracttL the raw (crude) iron? Or Is iLkHxs kkflLxXÄBoiuaittxalxÄa

ÄÄKÜÄRxkiÄkmgc a prehlstorlCÄl roinnftn^ of which we retain a

dark awareness and-wfei-efe expressed itself in inexplicable at-

traction and -«^^ ^ ^^ -n ^^ *^

In 9^ youth love is more tempestuous, but not as strong,

as omnipotent as^ fai iL Itj latngrT lAlso it is, not as lastin^ inA ^—
" '\/

c?uV youth, for then the body is in love too, it craves for

physical revelations in love, and it lends to the soul the im-

petuousness of its blood, the abundance of its sinewy power.

Later, when these have diminished, when the blood trickles more

slowly through the veins, when the body is no longer in love,
^he_immortal soul, '

the soul,/loves all by itself; and since etemity is at ±ä its

disposal, since it is not as frail as the body, it takes its

time and begins to love less tempestuous ly, but more lastingly,

with more abysmal depth, with more superhuman power.

That Xanthippe« s husband becai» such a great philosopher

is a remarkable fact. Aaid To be xk still able to think amidst

all this bickeringl But terüJB-ablfi to wrl.t-6^,t^ became im-

possible; Socrates has not left a Single book to posterity.

Anyone who gets married is like the Doge who is wed to the

Adriatic Sea: he does not know what he will find in what he
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marrles! treasures, monsters, unknown tenipests. "^ ^

The German marriage is no genuine raarriage. The husband

does not have a wife, but a ( seWant , and he contlnues to live

/^ J^i^l^^"^"^ ^ his iaolated^bachelor's life in his mind, even in the circle

of his fairiily. JBut—wi^h tihis I do not mean to say that he is

M^^^^^^i^

the master; on the contrary, he is at times nothing but the

iSiBinnant of Kis. maid-servant, and feven at home he does not deny

his servility. ^Ji;^.,^. ~'\^,^- ^ ,^ ^^^rM^

VI» Assorted Ideas

Sages think up new thoughts and fools spread them,

Next to the thinker there is a prosaic person who quietly

goes after his business; next to each manger, in which a savior,

a world-redeeming idea sees the light of day, there stands^^^so

an ox who calmly) feed^s •

""«-«s-

6^^^ f]ff>

There are lofty spirits, unimpressed by material splendor,

to whom the throne -te- nothing but a chair covered with red

velvet« There are lov/ly spirits to whom every ideal seems

insignificant and to whom the pillory is nothing but an iron

collar. They do not shy away from -4^^ tio of iron(ift;hat is

the only means for them to assemble an audience; the audience

is impres abd by the^audacity, which they have acquired through

the routine of disgraclng themselves,

Time exercij^es a mpdjrfying influenae upon our convictions

by.compelling us constantly to observe the opposite» The "garde
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munlclpal,who supervises the Gan-can, In the end oomoo ^ finds

it not so indecent mirgkl

fhOLfO^

The Protestant, after a long polemic with Gatholicism, does

not consider It nearly as gruesome as before^ and he might
^^^^

be äi»incllned to listen t^ a mass.

/

We have no understanding of ruins untll we have become ruins

ourselves»

a.
There are people who belleve they know all about t^

since they have seen the egg whence it came forth.

He who prepares a poison has to wear gloves of glass.

O-

I read the boring book, feil asleep over it, dreamed

that I contlnued reading it, woke Im up from boredom,
^

occurred three times*

K-

When vice becomes magnificent its effect Is less shocking.

The English lady, who usually feit a soleim dread of nake^statues,

was much less upset at the sight of a gigantlc Hercules; "With

such dimensions (proportions) the thing aeems no longer -tiwrt— ^J
indecent."

The apes 1.onk rlniim nrr>n-man as a degenerate member of their

race. Just as the Dutch define the German language as deteriorated

Dutch.

/O—
- ^ is one of those angels whom Jacob saw in his dream and

who needed a ladder to descend from heaven to earth: tiieir wings
are not streng enough.
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A

Whether she was vlrtuous Is beyond my knowledge, but she

was always ugly, and ugliness in a woman ia already half the
I, \^

price of virtue. ^^

^y
The diamond would have reason to be proud if a poet compared

Jai« to a human heart.

After the report of a noble deed, the exclaraation: Greater

than all the pyramids, than Hlmalaya, than all forests and

oceans, is the human heart: it is more sublime than sun and tke
zhe-

moon and all stars, more brilliant and more blossoming, - it

is infinite in its love, ä infinite as the godhead^'. it is the

godhead itself

.

Pictures jnd Brush^strokea

A blind charlatan in the market-place sells eye-drops which

prevent blindness. He himself did not believe in them and be-

came blind, Tragic portrayal of blindness.
^'—

.

Impressions on my return to Germany:

First, the white hair: White always evokes teac ideas of a

fairy-tale world, of the ghostly, the visionary: white shadows,

powder, shrouds*

The obesity: fat ghosts, much scarier than skinny ones.

The graveyard with my beloved graves.

In answer to the first "Who goes there?" I reply: All good

spirits praise God* r p i
^

The Englishman who always takes his/Mi^s (Engl, in original)
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to the beach and makes her look at naked men in arder to immTin-

ize her against «WKÄitlc^ sensuality.

A sweet-pickled, squashed face with tlmidly petty eyes

(Ein sueeslich zerquetschtes, eingemachtes Gesicht mit aengstlich

kleinlichen Augen),

A smiling galt*

He was sparkling with dullness.

A face like a fetus in alcohol.

A lady who already started not to be young any more.

She wrote anonymous letters signed "A fair soul".

He praised himself so highly that the price of incense

candles began to rise.

He made the greatest progress in ignorance,

Nicely..g£aoiaed and curled ideas*

Less hardened than human hearts whom I-iinpTo7Sd"in vain,

the rocks burst open and the soothing well ptöTTs forth.



HEINRICH HEINE

BUCH DER LIEDER

Sie liebten sich beide, doch keiner
Wollt es dem andern gestehn;
Sie sahen sich an so feindlich
Und wollten vor Liebe vergehn«

Sie trennten sich endlich imd sahn sich
Nur noch zuweilen Im Traum;
Sie waren laengst gestorben
Und wussten es selber kaiam»

They loved one another, but nelther
Would be the flrst to confess;
Llke foes they outstared each other
And wlshed that the other would guess«

They fInally parted and even
Thelr meetlngs In dreams became rare;
They were no longer llvlng,
And yet they belleved they were.



REFLKCTIONS

!• Personal Mattera

My mother teils me ttot durlng her pregnimcy she saw an

applo hrniGlng in a stränge^ garden, but that ahe dld not want

to break It off »^^that her child ^veuld not becoine a thlef«

Throughout my lifo I have kept a aecret craving for boautiful
a

applos, but thia was combined with roppeot of other people»s

proparty and a loathing of larceny* h^ot-fO-i o^ stoALi^'^ J

1 have the moat peaceful diapoaitlon, My wishes are; a

modeat oabin^ a thatched roof, but a good b©d, good food, milk

and butter, vory fresh, flowers in -front of the window.
CLty

.''>'

y
iBÄÄJtfi beautiful t:?eoa in front of tho- door, and if tho good

Lord wiahea to coüiplete ray happineas he will let me live to kbaüc

the Joyful day when about aix to sevöu of iay ©notaies ahall be

hanged on thoae trees* With compaaalon in ray heart I ahall
for

forgivo thera^before they die all tho wronga they have inflicted

upon me as long aa thoy lived,- Yes, ono has to forglve one'a

enemloa, but not before they have been hanged*

I did not become naturalized for fear that then I would

lov© France leaa, aa one ooola off towards orr «s miatreas aa

aoon as one ia wedded to her legally in the mairi©/^ I shall

continuc to live with Pranoe in a common law marriago.

A^y aplrit feela exiled in France, baimed into a atrange

la^^age, f^e^^K, to^J'<^^'
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will
Ood miiaii forgive tha foolish Idiin^ worda which I hav«

spread about hlm, as I shall forglve njy adveraaries Tor tha

foolish thlngs they have wrltten again«t xm, though they are

spirltually as inferior to me as I am to you, o tay aodl

^^» Relifrion and Fhilogoph7f

Tue earth Is the huge rock to which hrniianity » the trua

Promothouö, la chained and being torn to plecos by the vulture

of doubt» mm^nlttj has stölen the light and I3 now soffdring

torturea for It«

God did not xnanlfost anything that would indicate an exist-

ence after doath; Uosas also does not raentlon thls. Porhaps

It is not even conveniont to God that the devout take thi»

existenco for granted. - In hie paternal kindness he my ^Ißh

to save it for na aa a surprlse»

Judaism - Arlstocracy: One God has created tho world and

rules it; all men are hi« chlldren, but the Jev/a are his favor-

ites and thelr land is his ohosen dominium« He Is a monarch,

the Jews are the arlstocracy, and Palentlne is tho oxarchato

of God«,

Chrlatianity - Domocracya One God who has created all and

rulos all, but who loves all ^i&mgüuKuuäs^gail^f: men alike and pro-

teota all realms alike« He is no longer a national God but

a tiniversal one»
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Chrlstlanity appoara as a cocifort: thoae who onjoyod too

much happinoss in thla llfe shall s©t Indigestion fron it in

the noxt; thoao who had too little to eat shall aubsa^uently

find the best bnnquet prepared for theiaj the earthly cud(;ol marks

shall be atroLod by angels,

Jewish hlstory is beautiful, but the young Jews härm the

cid ones rho otherwlse would be place^high above the Greeks and

Romans. I believe, if there were no more Jews in the world and

only one Single specimen was known to exiat soiaewhere, people

would travel hundrods of hours to see hlin and to shake hands

with hlm - but novv they avold usl

2 The hlstory of tho modern Jowa Is traßic, and if you »rite

about this traßedy » you will i o ridiculed: this is tho most

traglc port of It,

Do tolerant altogothor oi- not at all: walk the good path

or the evil one; to rerain healtating at the cross-roads, for

that you aro too weak - that was beyond tlie power.-? of a Hercules,

and he had to oake his choice In a huri^y,

Tho baptlsnial certificate ia the adi^iasion ticket to

European culture.

Iß the Mission of tho Jev/s concludod? I bolieve it will

be once the worldly aavior couios: Industry, labor, Joy,
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Th# worldly savior will arrlve by rally/ay, the decent Gerraan

Michel (?) will pHP^pftr# 4yfe<» way for him, and roses will be

scatterod on hie path*

In Oormanj' It Is the theologlana v;ho are dolng aray v/ith

th© good Lord - on n'est Jatiaif? trahl que par lea slens«

In Gerifiany Chrintlanity Ig boing abollshed In thecry and

In fact: developriont of Industry and prosporlty.

In thelr flght agalnst rellglon the philosophers dentroyed

paganism, bvit a new ene, Christlanity, arose« Thla too shall

be dealt with soon, but it will certainly b<:^ followed by anotheri

and the philosophers shall have a now taek ^'^M' h will agaln

be futile: the world is a big stable \\'hich Can:iot be cleoned

as easily as that of Axiglan, olnce, v/hllo It iß belnc sv/ept,

the oxeu stay Inside and continue pilln^, up nev? nanure»

In i5lark ffg'-s the p^oy^e •xr^vo b^st 1^1 "oy rcllgion, as in

ft pltch-dark night a blind man i# our best culdoj he Icnow»

waya and by--paths botter than a socdn^: oi^.e. IHit onoa 6,ws haa

efw©^ it iß foolish to keep ualng the agod blind aa r>uides#

/

The [^andeur of the world la alv/ays adäquate to the grandeur

of the splrlt that beholdo lt. Tho good one finds bis paradlae

here, the bad one already partakes of bis hell on earth«
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Saints like the styllte have becoino Luposslble nowadays,
ÖOu<

since philanthropy v/ould liüiuediately place thom in an insane

asjluin»

III. Art and Litorattii^'e

A book talreo ibs tine, like a child. All books that have
v/ith

boon hatched Kspiid:!^ hastllyjin a few weeks iixake me slightly

suüpiclous of their author# An honest woimm does not delivor

hör ohild beforo k^s» ninth rionth»

v/hen the poet conceives his poems he feels as though, ac-

cording to t^^ Pythagorean doctrlne of iiA0t02.psychosi8, haa

he had led an oarlier exiatonoe in the mo^^t varied fori^ -

hia Intuition acta like womory.

In antiquity a philosophy of history wao ii^possible« Only

the presont tlmo has found tho prerequisites for it : Herder,

Bossuet, otc, - I beliove the philoaophers will have to wait

for thousand tioro yoars boforb thoy can deiuonstrate the organism

of history; xmtil then, I beliove, only triia following can be

poatulatod« As main factors I would consider human nature

and onvironinontal conditions (quality of soil, clirnate, traditional

leglslatlon, war, unanticipated and incalculable nocda); these

two factors, in their conflict or in their alliance, forxfi the

basis of history, but their signature is always found in the

human spirit, and the idea by which they are represented be-

comes a third factor which in turn influences the other tv/o,

This io prii'iarily the case in our days, but it hol4«Lj^rue also
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to the LIiddle Ages, \Vhat Shakespeare shows us of history Is only

the interaction between huiaan natui'e and üxtemal conditions;

the idea, the third olement, never appears In hls tragedies;

hence, the lucidity of his form, and the offect of ßoiriething

eternal, inirautablo in hls developuont of theuos and choracters,

slnce the huraan oler.iont roiaains identlcal at all tiines. Thls

is also the caso v/ith Homer, The works of both poets are im-

mortai, I do not bolieve that they would have turned out oqually

well If they had to portray a period doirdnated by an idea, such

as at the beginning of rising Christianity, at the time of the

Refonation, or at the time of the Hovolution,

To the Greek3,life and poetry were identical, l^hat is why

they dld not have such great poets as we do, since to us lifo

is ofton tho op^^osite extreme of poetry. Shakespeare» s big

toe contained laore poetry than all the Greek poets, with the

exception of Aristophanos, The Greek v/ere great artists, not

poets; thoir sensibility was artlstic rathei- than poetic; In

plantic art they achieved such outstanding results for the

very reason that tliere they only had to copy roallty, ?/hich in

itself was poetry and which offered thein the best modeis.

The work of art

The invisible thought is hx liarraoniously expressed through

the visible work; this also applies to the art of living which

represents the harmony between our actions and our convictlons.
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The work cf art is beautlful when the divine element is

kindly Inclinod toward the hmian - Diana Kissing itlndymion;

It is sublime when the humpln element forcefully riees toward

the divine - Prouietheus defios Jupiter, Agamermon sacrifices

his child. The myth of Christ I3 beautiful <md ünh?Lliae at tlio

same tiiiO.

In art, fonu in everjthinc^^, the material dooa not count.
naking^

Staub a^ks the sarne prico for<a tail-coat to neasure, regardless

of whothor ho has beon supr^ÜBd with tho material or not* Ho

Claims that ho expects to be pald for the style only, the

material he throv/s in ßor free*. ^/ c^c^/je .

Wit>^ retard to the problem of innate ideas, the following

Solution May be correct: There are peoplo who absorb everything

from vvithout, the so-called talonts, llke Lcsning, roL'dniscent

of apeg,-lnotivated by superficial irrdtation; there is nothing

in their minds wMch has not penetrated tlirough their aonses,

mit there are also juen \vIk> ^r^Kiuo^ evorytOiini:^ from aiihl within.

Blieb as Raphael, Llozart, .Tuakeapeare, whose labor pains, how-

over^aro rauch more acute and prolonf-ed than those of the so-

callod talents. The ones fabricato v/ithout lifo, vdthout in-

KX5?nH wardnesst: mechanization - the others produce an organically

developed v/hol e#

Genius carries in his mind a portrait of nature, and ^^t^^Lth

tlfie 4=i^lp of nature he bringe forth its portrait; the talent
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PO or t^.rt'.e 3 nature and produoca- analytically what genius
j
pro -

dtt^^e—±7T synthesis. Ho\'yover, thoro also characters ouopond^ (7

betv^een the t\vo«

Da-ruerrentjpy t
-:ivo-G evidonce a^^ainst the erroneous idea

art bei*^ an Initation of nature; natura itsolf haa offered
•f*

tha proof of how little it understando about art, how miaer-

ably it fails once it bogins to doal v/ith ort.

They praiso the play^vright v/ho ita haa the gift of drawing

teara. He ahares thia gift with the most iniserable onion,

with whom he likewiao ahares hia faiao.

Goethe *s refusal to abandon hiiJsolf to onthusiasm ia aa

repuf-nant as it is childirh. Such rostraint is luore or lesa

anicidet it resonbles tho £a:x flarac ;vhich refu&ea lo burn for

fear of bf^inr^ conauned. ?ho .^cncroun flrarx-, the soul of

Schilder, waa Eioixs was abla-e wlth sacrifice. JSvery flame

aacrifices itaelf, The moro beautifully it burno the cloaer

it Cornea to annihilation, to er.tinction. I do not envy the
auch

calm little night-candles v;ho eke out a meager existence*

V/ith Schiller thought celebrates its orgiea - sober con-

cepta, wreathed v/ith vino-leavoa, wield the t?iyraus, dancine

liko bacchantea - boozed reflectiona.

Tlie ixigo for aonnet^iaa becoiao ao contagious In Gex^L^iny
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that one should Introduce a sonnet- tax.

We wäre seoklnß mterial India and dlacovered Aiaerlca;

now we are soeklng splrltual Indla - what ahall we dlscover?

everyone particular
As scBtyHJUB sees a spaaifia object in the world of the senses

in hls own |WEkiaEM±aje way, everyone JnAv<«-»Kiy geeg i^ ^ partic-

ular bock soiaething different froia e^^^e eise. Consequently,

the translator also has to be an Intellectually (splritually)

gifted person, for he rauat see the best and the most sleniricant

In the book in order to render It, The word by word nieanine,

the niaterial (phytäical) sense can be translated by anyone who
Tlio

howe^'^^-"^
» ßromroar and v.ho owns a dlctionary. äatxkhe spirit

cannot be translated by everyone

.

At the time of tlio liomantics the riov/or was loved only for

its fragrance, - in our tiino it is loved for the budding fruit.

ManiiBy Hence, the trend towards the practical, Iths towards

prose, towards the piain, home-bakod product.

The mo3t perfect blossoms of the Gen.an spirit are phll-

osophy and lyric poetry. This tin;o of kiajuuaH blosaoi^dnß ia

over; it needed an idyllic fcsan^aüity calm; Geruiany is now

beinf: carried av.ay by movoi..ont; thou-ht is no longer disinter-

ested
; its abstract world lias boen invaded by crude fact; the

steaia enßlnea of our railways have led to a shalcy concusslon

of our Mlnds In which no sonn can rise; the charcoal fuiaes scare
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the warblers away, and the gasllght»s stench spoils the fragrant

moon-llt night*

Our lyric poetry is a product of splritualism, though the

material is senaualistio: the longlng of the isolated splrit

for a fusion with the physical world, '^to lalngle v/ith nature"

(Engiish in the oi'iclnal), With the victory of sensualism

this lyric poetry has to come to an end, giving way to a longing

for the spirit: s ent imental ity/^irmidng out, ever rnore thinly

diliited, nihiliötic prudinhness, wind-bag vapors, an Interriiodiate

Station between being and bocoiaing, partisan poetry (Tendenz-

poosie)

1

In the v/orld of poetry the tlers etat is not useful but

harinful •

Democracy procipitates the ond of litterature: freedom and

equality of style. Everyone is periuitted to write as he pleases,

i»e» as badly as he wants to, and yet no-one eise should be

superior to him in style or be perndtted to v/rite better,

Democratic rage against the praise of love in poetry«

- Why praise the rose, aidstocrat? praise the democratic potato

which MJSiaxiÄBÄ nourishes the pooplel

The \7orks bf certain favorite ^vritors of tho day are Warrant

Postens of miture^, but not descriptions.

It is not the poor Ilungarian Niembsch or the business clerk
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from Lippe-Detmold who produced that beautlful poem, but the

xmiversal spirit« Only he deserves praise, and it Is ridiculous

when those others prlde fchemselves on their producta, almost

lika Pere Rachel on his daughter^s success: an cid Jew standing

in the parterre of the Theatre Francais and iniagining that he

himself is Iphigcnia or Androni^iche, that it is his recital

which moves every hoart; and rinen they applaud he bows with

blushing cheeks.

Histcrians v/ho all want to moke history themselves resemble

those corriedian.ß in Crerrnany who had the mania to v.'rite plays

for themselves, Ilaller remarked that the worse the play the

better the acting - did they write so badly to present themselves

as good actors? or did they act badly to appear as good writera?

The saine question could be asked about our hiatorians*

Gutzkow

Natura was very modest when it created hiin, the most limüodest

of all creatures.

He atteupted to Imitate Heine, but since he lacked all

poetic spirit, he did not get beyond an ihiitation of lioerne»

Ilis presentation and language have soir.ething of the police apy.

He ia constantly lying in aiabush to spy on the daily foibloa
exT^loit

of the public, to mxpkmRm them in hia private int eres t, Since

he reapects and flatters those foibles he is entitled to a

lack of talent, Icnowledge and character, and he Icnowa it. He

does not give the publice his ov/n impulsions, but on the contr/

he receives those frora the public; he puts on the livery of t>
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current idea, he la its servant, Its Chancery clerk who ko-tov/s

and demands his tlp*
r

Tho Oernan language is actually rieh, but in Geri.xan con-

vorsation v;e uso only iü?uo± a tenth of our riches; thus wo are

factually poor in longuage,

Tho French languase is :.otually poor, but the Fronch have

a gift for exploitinc its total content in their conversation,

and thorefore they are in fact rieh in language.

önly in llterat\ire the Germans show their whole wealth of

lanruago, and the French, dazed by this, think that we are real

miraclea of je rfection at home, Thoy also have no idea of how

little currency of thought we po3sess at home» With the French

it is Just the opposite: more ideas in society circles than

in books, and the rnost brilliant ndnas do not v^rito at all or

only accidei-t ally.

Tlie older French writers had a definite point of view

(perspective): light and shadow are always rieht according to

the laws of that perspective, The later writers Jiaiap from

one perspective to the other, and their convasses shov/ a dis-

gustlng confusion of light and shadov/: hero a reniark which be-

longa to pantheistic pliilosophy, there a feeling which derives

from niaterialism, doubt and faith crossing each other - a

hÄxiKÄ;^ harlequin's jacket.

French literature is now ruled by a well-doveloped (trainer

plagiarisrri. itea?o öne riiind has its hand in the pocket of the
puts thorii in

other, and this giXÄa ItkÄmxa certaln ftÄkÄJJ^JWiÄ relation to eac
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other. With this r^rt of plagiarism, vhere one staals the

thoup.htX of the other oven before it has boen coLipleted {concludt

the ralnd becoLies a coLn^on proporty, i» The republique des

lettres Is a coimiunity of collective thought.

Moderr» Prench litorature resenbles the restaurants of the
had

Palrils Royal: If you s^imxm buen oavosdropping in the kitchen

and Seen tho irip:redients of the dishes as well as their prepar-

ation you ?/ould lose your apnetite; the dirty cook puts white

gloves on v/hen he is ready to serve hls hashed up Kiuah on a
shiny
xiixfijs platter.

BuTfon says, tho style is the man, Villciüain ie a living

refutation of this axlom: his style is handsoine, wsll-foriiiod

and neat#

Blaze de Bmy observes the ornall (minor) writers tlirough

a riiagnifying gl aas, the c^^oat ones through a diirdnishing glass.

Prench art is a j^e-^^saa^^e» of reality. But sinco the

French have livod through and seen so much during the last

fifty yearc, their reproductions of what thoy lived and saw

have nuide their works of art more sifrnificant than those of

Gerri^an artists who heve f-oHftd^heir intuitive Ideas only
^^^"^^

dream projections.

Only i:a ar-chitecture, whore nat^ore cannot be roproduced,

remain bohindt

In liiusic they set the tone ( faühiua) of their nationality

intellect (roaso/i) and sentiii.ontallty, oeprit and elegance;-
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In drama: passion. Ecclectlcism in music was Introduced by

Meyerbeer

Meyerbeer is the musical maltre de plaislr of arlstocracy.

Lessing says: "If Raphael's hands had been cut off, he

would still have been a painter/' In like manner we could say:

If Mr» X. »s head were cut off, he would still be a painter; he

would continue painting without a head and without anyone no-

ticing that he had no head*

Dante is the public prosecutor of poetry»

IV. State and Society

Society is always a republic: the individuals strive up-

wards, and the collective nmsses push them back.

One has to know all of Gerrnany, a part of it is dangerous.

It is the Story of the tree whose leaves and fruits are re-

ciprocal antidotes.

Germny was agitated by Luther - but Francis Drake appeased

it once more: he gavo us the potato.

Thero is no German poople: Aristocracy, bureacracy, peas-

antry are moro hoterogenous than they were in France before

the revolution.

Servants who have no master are not yet free men for that;

the servility is in their soul«
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Tho GeruÄn reaemblea the slave who obeys hia a master

wlthout chains, without a whip, Juat upon his itiöre word, or

even a glance. The servlfcude is vdthin himself, wlthln hia

soul; worse tlmn material slavery is the splritual kind. The

Geriijma liave to be freed from within, from without nothing

helps,

m, tho
ine germans are now working at ä development of thoir

nationallty, but they started too late. When they ^^l have
finiahed with It, thero will be no ruore nationality system
in the World, and they will have to abandon thoir nationality
without having derived ähjc proflt from it tiukir-w€tB'-siv«n to-o-s

the Prench or British,

have regarded cathedralI alwaya amt tho construction of the daai» as a gigantic
toyj I thought:a giunt child, llke the German people, also
needa a colossal toy such aa the Cologne cathedral - but now
I -a« think4«g difrerently. 1 do not believo any i:^'^r that
that the Germn people ia a ^iant child; at any rate, it is

no lonper a child, it ia a big boy who has nany original re-
sourcoa but who will nevor cone to any good unloas ho seriously
applies himself to the presont and dares to face the future.
We have no more time for p]ay or for building upon the dreama
of the past.

Polltical Weather-vanes

They conjure up stonia and rely upon their flexibility
(mobllity), forgetting that their flexibility will not help the
once the galo haa overthrown the towor on which they stand.
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The coramunlsts profess a Shoulder-shrugglng antipathy

agalnst patriotisrn, faxae and v/ar«

After the Tat cows corae the loan onea, after the lean ones

no 33ioat at all*

An association of ideas in the sense of assoclatlon in

industry; for instance, the alliance of Philosophie al concepts
political

with those of xasiai lOcfcixasttjmKi economy, would produce sur-

prising nevv reaults,

The old tale of the three brothers becoraes reality» Thd

one runs a hiindrod miles in a few hours, the other sees as

far as a hundred miles, the third shoots as far, the fourth

drums out armies: Railway, telescope, cannons, powder or press»

£ Vision

The Place Louis XVI, - A body, the head next to itj tha

physician^making experiments,attoii.pting to put the two togather

again, shakes his head: "Iiipossiblei'^ and leaves with a sigh,

Courtiers try to t±B faston the dead head, but it always falls

When a king has lost his head there^o^I^xelp for him.

The closer people stood to Napoleon the more they adi.J.red

nlm. v/ith other heroes the e^po o i

t

e ^ tako a - pl^h»».

They revile him, but still they show a certain respect:

while they throw raud at him with their right hand, they hold

their hat in their left.
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Le style c'est l'hoiuiao - c^est aussi la femiel Madame de

Stael's untrutliTulness: a whole ratelier (manger) of untruth-

ful thoughts and flowera of apeach resembllng evll vapors.-

She praisos V/elilngton, gg heros de culr avc-c vn coeur et un

cerveau de papier-xi.ach^l

Madarae de Stael was Swiss* The Swiss have feelings as Icf ty

as their Mountains, but thelr ideas of soclety es are as narrow

as their Valleys»

Her relationship to Napoleon: she wanted to -giv^ Caesar

what was Caesar 's due, but when he declined her offer she blained

him and glve God twice his duo»

She had no wit: she coiii-itted the folly to call Napoloon

a Robespierre on horseback, F^obespierre was nothing but an

active Koußßcau, as Madarne de Stael was a passive Rousseau,

and it would bo mucli luoro juatifled to call her a Robespierre

in woHian's dress,

Every^here she speaks of religion and morals; nowhere does

she say, however, what she rneans by that.

She speaks of our honesty and our virtue and our intel-

lectual education; she has not seen our penetentiaries, our

brothels and our barracks; she has not seen our book-dealors,

our Claui^en, our lieutonants.

One does not know v;hy our» princes reach such an o3d age:

They are afraid to die, they fear to i^eet Hapoloten onco more

In another world,

The people of Paris have ftre^d^ the world and not even ac

cepted a;W:pr,for it*
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Lafayette

All the World is majss aurprised that shkk once there was
an honest raan, - his post reraalns vacant.

Not because of the oxc.ellence of thoir dootrine but because
of ita vulßarity, and because the big irasses are uneble to grasp
a auperior doctrine, I bellsve that the Reimblicans, at first
in Pr-ance, will gradually get tho uppor liand and solldfy thoir
regime for sone time. 1 say, for sot:,e time, for those plebeian
Republics, such as our radicals ^ dream of, cannot last long...
\Vhlle we predlct with certainty thoir short d^ui-ation, we comfort
ourselves with the progresa Republicanlsrn is rraking. It is

perhapa a neceasary form of tranoition, and we shall gladly
forgive it for its peevlsh chryoalis condltion imia in the hope
that tho buttorfly.which^day ^.ill l^nV^forfeh. frorn it, will
unfold ita winr:s the more colorfully ^ piay v.lth all flowers

of lifo in^^the aweet sunl.l,<.htl - We should actually treat you
te^te*.-wanner of grmib] ing fathors whose nednntic stufflnoss, thoug'.

Kiay aeein a nuisance to their enterprislng sona, is skiii yet

helpful to their future ectabMsl-uaent. Per renaons of piety,

If not of poUcy, we should therefore use a oertnin restraint

in our coniinents on those glooroy creatures. We shall even honor
you and go as far aa suppcrting you, only do not request too

ffluch, and do not turn as !3rutussos against ua 3f our much too
piain soups should not happen to please our palate and if v/e

sometiiTioa crave for the culsine of the SsK.itii±niaifi Tar^iUlnistdi

.

How strangel we rock e?id coi.fort ourselves with thia

\
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hypothosls of a Short duratlon of the Republlcan regime in the

Same laannor as those aged followers of the old regime who,

in their despair of the present, see their salvation only in

the victory of tho Kopublicans; in order to Turthor Henry V,

accession to the crown thoy strike u,: tho liarseillaiae in de-

fianco of death,»«

OtÜ- allGx-vouf^, n.onsieur l^abbe''?
Vous allez vous casaer le nezi

The French are läore self-assixred in coi;ftany (in their

social relations) for the very reason that they ar© positive

(coricrete) and dreamless. The dremiiing Gerriten ä± may greet

you with a gloomy grimace in the ii.orning becauie ha dreamed

that you had innulted hin or that hls grandfather had been

kicked in the pants by joxxr graudfathor.

/Uaong the iriinor prophets livinr here thero are but a few

Gerroans. Lioat of thcn^come to France to ;>rove that they are no

prophets even out nid o of thoir ovini coimtry.

The young girl said: "The gentleman must bo very rieh, since

he is very ugly. The public Judgas in tho sarrs manner: "The

man raust be vory loarned, aince ho is vory boring." Ilence the

success of many Germans in Paris,

It seems to be the mission of the Germans in Paris to keep

me frora missing home.

Ozar Nicolas is so to apea)-. a hereditary dictator. Jle

Shows complete indif i orcnce ttjixinn^ the traditional, the in^eter-
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ate, the hi53torlcal.

^» Woraen, Love> Marrlap:e~—~""~- '" * 'r i i

- III II I
. .m.j . _

In any explo.nation of love v;c have to asr/arao a physical
phenorjonorT/ €JU^

rov an hlTtoric^l factor. Is k It sytipathy, a«- the durab iriagnet

attracta^he raw (crude) Iren? Or is kfesMi kisaxxÄMiaakxialxaR

ÄÄK-txßisxhiskQTry a prehlstoricaÄ reiiirmn» of which we retaln a

darlr awarenesg and i?^:fi^b- expressed:, ito elf in inexplicable at-

traction and pejeotion?

In oixr youth love is irioi^e tempestuous, but not as strong,

as o-mlpotent as ia it is lator» Also it is not as lasting in

oiir 70uth, for then the body is in lovo too, it craves for

physical rovelations in love, and it lends to the soul the ira-

petiiousness of its blood, the abundance of ite öinewy power.

Later, whan these have diminished, when the blood tricliles inore

slowly through the veina, ^a^n the body is no lonper in love.
(the imriortpl fioul, \

the soul./Toves all by itself, and sinco oternity is at in: its

disposal, since it is not as frail as the body, it takes its

time and begins to lovo less toLipestuously, but nore lastingly,

with liOi^e abysnial depth, with more superhuman power.

That Xanthippe »3 husband becaie such a r^reat philosopher

is a retnarkable fact. ^Kiici To bo ak still able to think ainidst

all this bickerinr.1 But to be ablo to v/rite, that became im-

possible; Socratos has not left a Single book to postority.

Anyone who r:ets married is like the Doge who is wed to tlif

• Adriatic Sea: he does not Imow what he will find in what he
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marries: treasures, monsters, uiilcnown tempests^

The Gernan marriage is no genuine r.arrlage. Tho huaband

doe- nct lave a wife, but affer^vant, and ho contlaues to live

M«? Is^oUiterl baohelor's lifo In his i;dnd, oven in the circle

of his fairiily, But with this I do not möan to say that he is

the mastcr; on the contrary, he Is at times nothing but the

nervant of his iiaid-öarvant, and cvon at hone he does not deny

his sorvility.

VI» As c ort od Idor.s
»mmmtmmtm

SagoB think lap nevi thoughto and fools spread them,

Next to the thinker there is e prosaic pei^son who quietly

noan after his businesc? next to each rnanger, in which a savior,

a T/orld-redeerning ide??. sees the lir-ht of day, there Stands Talso

an ox who calm.ly7feeds.

There aro lofty spirits, unimuressed by matorlal aplendor,

to whom the throne ^^^ nöthlixg but a chair covored v/ith red

velvot. There aro lov/ly spirits to whoü: everT* ideal seeiiis

insignificant and to whom tho pillory is nothing but an iron

collar, '2hey uo not shy awuy froai i;he t4^ -ef^ iron if that is

the only laeana for thera to assemble an audience; the audience

is ±tBT>*»esfled. by thej^audacity ,which they have acquired through

the routine of disgracing themselvest

Time exorcises a rüOd|:fyin^ influenae upon our convictions

by cohipelling us constantly to obaerve the opposite* The "gar:/---
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iüunicipal,v/ho suporvises the Can-can, in the end oomoo te flnds

It not 00 indecent ot all and ninrlTb even wlsl\.to Joln tlie dance.

The Protestant, aftor a long polorilc v/ith Catholiclsm, does

not consider it noarly as gruesomo as beforo and he niicht not

be 44foinclined to lioton ^ a mass»

V/e have no iinderstanding of inilns until v/e liave becozne ruins

ourselves,

There are people who believe they know all about the bird

since they have seen the egg whence it cane forth.

He who prepares a poison has to wear gloves of glass,

irflÄ I read the boring book, feil asleep over it, dreamed

that I continued roading it, woke fea up from boredom, and that

occurred three tiiaes#

When vice becomes magnificent its eri'ect is less shocking.

The üigliah lady, who usually feit a soleinn dread of nake statues,

was riiuch less upset at the sight of a gigantic Hercules: "With

such dimensions (proportions) the thing aeerna no longer that

indecent»"

The apea look down upon nian as a degenerate member of their

race, just as the Dutch define the German language as deteriorated

Dutch,

^^'i'- is one of thoso angels wliom Jacob saw in his dream and

who needed a ladder to descond fron hoavon to earth: thoir wings

are not streng enough» ,
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Whether she was vlrtuous Is beyond r;^ knov/ledgo, but she

was alwaya ugly, and ugllness in a womn is already half the

prlce of virtue.

The diamond would have reason to be proud if a poot coiupared

him to a human heart«

Hftor the report of a noble deed, the exclaniation: Qreater

than all t he pyraraids, than Ilimalaya, than all forests and

oceans, is the huiaan heart: it is iiore subliir:e than sun and

rioon and all starß, moro brilliant and more blorjQOLdnß, - it

is infinite in its love, a infinite as the godhead, it is the

godhead itself

.

Pictnres jnd Bruah-strokes

A blind charlatan in the market-place sells eye-dropa which

prevont blindness. He hiiTiself did not believe in them and be-

catne blind. Tragic portrayal of blindness.

Iiipressions on my return to Geriüany:

First, the white hair: White always evokes t^a ideas of a

faii^-tale world, of bhe ghostly, the visionary: white shadows,

powder, shrouds.

The obesity; fat ghosts, rauch scarier than skinny ones,

Tlie graveyard with liiy belovod graves.

In answer to the flrst "V/ho -oes there?" I reply: All good

spirits praise God*

The Knglishmanwho always takes his iaiss (i^gl. in original)
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to the boach and makes hör look at naked inen in erder to Inuüun-

Ize her agalnst msisLVLSilkkjx sensuality.

A sweet-plckled, squashed face wlth tirnldly petty eyes

(lilin aueeslich zerquetschtes, elngeinacht es Gesicht mit aengstlich

kleinlichen Augen)»

A ßtiiling gait»

He was sparkling wibh dullness,

A face like a fotus in alcohol.

A lady v/ho already startod not to be young any more.

Sho v/rote anonymous letters signed "A fair soul"»

He praised himself so highly that the price of inconse

canJles bagan to riso«

He laade the groatest progress in ignorance.

ITicely grooned and curled ideas.

Loss hardoned than hunan hoarts whom i implored in vain,

the rocks burst opon and the soothing well pijirlo forth*



HEINRICH HEINE

LETTERS

TO KARL IMMERMANN

Berlin, December 2^, 1822

, . . , My letter woujd grow too long If I told you In detail how

successful your tragedies ore hero, how they are being praised,

criticized and attackod - by poetasters* Those are the natural

enemles of good poets, and their nasty brood will not fail to

nibble at your lovely laureis. So far it has been your particular

good fort\ine that, in the obscure Munster, your personality -wa«

hidden to mosb of them. But wherever the true poet may be, he

Is exposed to hatred and animosity; the penny-peeplo cannot for-

give him for wanting to be something better than they, and the

ultimate he can achieve ia nothing but laartyrdom« I was deeply

moved by the significant words you said about my poems in the

"Anzeiger". I admit, you are so far the only one to guess at

the source of my dark sorrov/s (pains), But I hope soon to become
to you

known altogether.kjcxyaM I may havo succeeded in my next poetic

writing to set dov/n the passepartout for xay soul's infirrnary.

I shall soon have this little book printed, and it will be one

of itiy greatest inner pler^aures to share it with you. This book

will contain my little ma^i^liciously sentimental songs, a ÄaÄJÜÄwai

picturesque dramatic poem with a southern background, and a very

Short tragedy filled with northern gloom. Foola are of the opinion

that because of our Westphalian association (they believecjl you

w#3*e of Westphalian origin) I k* would have to compete with you,

and they do not know that the beautiful diamond with its clear
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lustre cannot be compared with the black stone which hafl only

bizarre forma and whlch, under the hammer of tlme, emits wild

and angry sparks# But what do we care about -^fe« fools« From

me you shall always hear the confesslon how iinworthy I am of

belng named In connectlon wlth you.

Berlin, January 21, 1823

•

Fare well and remember me kindly« If
j^^

some of iny BX|BKsaadLfinLX

tutteranoes^ and complaints should give you the Impression that

I am a petty and pedantic)!^ grouch, I shall gladly admit that I am,

Maybe it«a due to my he^lth condition, but maybe the reason is

that I am still half a child* It Is a trick of mine that I

am trying to preserve my childhood as long as possible. Just be-

cause everything is reflected in the child: manhood, old age,

the godhead, even rascality and propriety, - Lovingly yours.

H» Heine

TO MOSES LIOSÜK

Lueneburg, May. . 1Ö23

Dear Moser: Tuesday evening I arrived in Lupteen, after I had
day;

travelled all through Monday night and the following, shaken

\jp and annoyed by the bothersome Jabbering of my travelling com-

panions; I gave ä» audience to my phantasies, admitted many feel-

ings^and thought of you» The latter occupation was predoniinant,^

to such an extent that I became sentimental and conse;^uently

annoyed with myself, and I'm sure I would have said many foolish

things to you Jdbcix had I been able to get hold of you, If , on

Tuesday and Monday evening, you were visited by many baroque

feelings, you should simply explain this to yourself as a laanifest-

ation of syrapathetic rapport. If 1 should shortly be taken un-
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awares by eome good thoughts stealing upon me, or if a^ Hegellan

idea should suddenly Juiiqp into my head, I sliall explain thls

In llke niannert - In Lubteen I took a carrlage, and on Wednes-

day afternoon at five I jolnad my faiiilly. You see, SHxlkBdrui

I spent the night to Wednesday In MM Lubteen where I was torxnented

by the most ämäjc annoying dreams. I saw a lot of people who

laughed at me, even little ohlldren laughed at xm, and boiling

with rage I ran to you, my good Moser, and you opened your frlendly

arma and comforted me and told me not to worry about anything,

for, as you pointed out, I was nothing but an idea, and in order

to prove to me that I was nothing but an idea, you hastily seized

Hegel« s "Logic" and showed me a confused passage in it, and Gans

Imocked at the window, - but 1 Juraped furiously around int the

room and cried: "I am not an idea, and I know nothing about an

idea, and I never had an idea in all my life." It was a horrible

dreom, I remember, Gans yelled even louder, and on his Shoulder

sat little Marcus, shouting in a frightening// hoarse voice the

KAxn corresponding quotations and smiling in such a gruesomely

friendly manner that I awoke in a panic...

TO KARL IMI4ERMANN

Lueneburg, June 10, I823

With pleasure I learned from your letter that you are going

to write a review of my "Tragedies", and I raust repeat to you

that I shall not in the least be offended by the severest criticism

you might wish to express, I shall gladly adrait the nmin defect

of my poetry through the montion of which you might fe^r to hurt
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mes • It IS the great onosldodness which appears In my piaiefeyy

poeniö, slnce all of them aro only variatlons of the same llttle

theme. No-one will notice this moro easlly than you whose poetry

has for Its theme the whole big world with its Inniunerable varieties

I expressed this only a Short time ago to Herrn von Varnhagen#

Xbä This is what you have in coiamon with Shakespeare that you

have opened yoxirself to absorb the entire world, and if there is
your inaMlity^to^ concontrate ^

any fault in your poeiris it lies in/the äbündance of your riches.

Shakespeare understands that better, and that Is why he is Shake-

speare« You are also going to learn more and more about this

art of concentration, and every ono of your tragedJwB/wITir ba
y

better than the preceding ore • • •

It was easier for rae to practice tho art of concentration.

Just because I had to present only a little piece of the world,

only a Single theme# I have since^ especially diüxjbi^ last winter.

In a State of illness, absorbed more, and the tragedy which I

mi^kt produoe in a few years, auRyx it will ba »eon whether I,

who as yet painted only the history of Cupid in Psyche in various

arrangements, can paint the Trojan war equally well. - This is

the sad secret of my poetic power. My Indisposition xnay also

have affected iiiy recent versos with some moribidity. Oh, Godl

there is so much in my new book which does not stand up to genuine

criticism, and I would certainly not ba pained (hurt) if others

uncovered even that which I myself have not yet discovered. Only

one thing can hurt mo deeply: that is tho attenpt to explain the

spirit of ray poetry through the past histöry (you know what this

word moans), the past history of the author. I was deeply and
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bltterly offonded whon I learned yesterday from the lettor of an

ac^uaintance how he tried to construct my entlre poetic belng

from raked-up anecdotes, dropplng unploasant r^akks about im-

presslona of llfe, polltic al positlon, rellgion, etc. If

slmllar things were discussed in public, I would have boon al-

together enraged, and I am heartlly glad that nothing of the

kind ever happenod. No matter hox-y easlly tho story of a poot

could offer a key to his poem, hov/ easily ono mlght actually

prove that often political Position, religion, private hatred,

prejudice and considerations influencod his poem, this should

ne'^er be mentioned, especially not as long as the poet is alive.
ik» such xaax

If XKKk htat influence,kkxt iatxkÄiHgxdaKiQnaitratsci:^ actually
by

exlsts, as It ia traced iajüc back those "analytical historiana'*,

It only serves, so to speak, to deflower the poem, to tear its

mysterlous veil; if the so-called influence is only the result

of an artificial mental concootion it distorts the poem. And

how little does the outer scaffolding of our history ofton fit

together with our real inner historyl

'""'r-v V VA .

With me at least it never

Proia this chatty letter you am see, dear Imiaermann, that

I am con^letely isolated here in Luenoburg. But also in my last

letter I must have chatted a lot out of distraction. ••.

TO MOSES MOSER
Lueneburg, September 27, 1823

«

•••*• In splte of my aillng head I am continuing my studies of

Jurisprudence to provide for a future living. As you can imagine, -

this is where the ciuestion of baptiam arises« No one in my faruily



•6-

Isagainst it, except for myself. And thls seif ie of a very

Stubborn nature. From my way of thlnking you may well deduot

for yourself that to me baptlsrn Is an indifferent act, that I

do not even consider it symbolically significant and that, under

the circmistonces and in the manner in which It would be performed

in iny oase, it also would have no significance for others* For

me it luißht have tha significance that I would devote myself more

to the defense of the imfortunate members of lay race« But still
would

I consider it beneath my dignity, as a stain upon nay honor, if

I were baptized in order to accept an official position in Prussia.

In dear old Prussialll I really don»t know how to get out of thia

miserable spot. Out of sheer anger I might yet become a Catholio

and hang myself. But I shall change this annoying subject and

postpone the discussion until I can speak to you personally in

a few months, This is a sad tiine to live in: Kascals ipimvixka^m ;^.-J^

the best of men, and the best of men have to bee^ioe rascals,

I understand so well the words of the Psalmist: "Give me my

daily bread, o Lord, Jest I blaspheme thy nameT* - I intend to

go to Goettingen aftor New Zear's and to stay thero for a year*

I have to study my "Jus" more diligently than anyone eise, since •

as I can foresee - I shall not get a position anywhere and I'll

have to apply myself to the practice of law, Before 1 go to

Goettingen I hope to visit you in ilerlin for a day» You can

hardly imagine how much I am looking forward to thati There is

so much, such oad- feeling^ weighimupon my breast I

September 30»

I would Visit you evon earlier if I hadn't already run out
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of funds* The six woeks In Cuxbavün cost me 30 Couish'or. (luy

iincle gave mo 10 iSouisii'or prior to niy departure for the resort.)

Here I live v/ith my paronts and I have no oxpensos, It is a

nulsance th"t, as far as I am concornod, the whole man le xä
My prlnciples are not in the least inf luenced by

governed by the budget. Lack of money or its abtindance kaÄ:?mfik

fckajcaJLi^fefl&jfcxis^JMgitflLjBxiipgüaxtt^

but
it|Qi9n my aotions# certainly are. Yes, great Moser, H# Heine Is

a very small creature, Probably, even little Marcus is greater

than I amj This is not a Joke, but my most eamost, ßrimc^rnest-

ness» I cannot repeat it to you often enough lest you measui^e

me by the rneasure of your ow-n great soul« Mine is made of elastic,

often expanding into the inl'inite, and often shrinking to the

diminutive, But I still do have a soul. I am positive, I have

a soul (original in Knglish) , as good as tho stars, That should
my^ suffictent ^^ä? yout Love me for tho sake of ika wayward sort

of feeling which expresses itsel f in foolishness and wisdom,

in goodnass and evilness, Love me, fcaEÄiJisBL:vyBiax;J^nstxka]^pÄnxta

because it just occurs to you, not« because you find me worthy

of your love» I also do not love you for being a storehouse of

virtue, for your understanding of Adelungian, Spanish, Syrian,

Hegelian, English, Arabic and Calcuttan (?), and for having lent

me sfiluqc your coat and some money, and for vvrecking your brcdns

for my sake and other similar things, - perhaps 1 love you only

for some foolish airs which i learned from you, for some silly

BxpKSHxlsriH phrases which you dropped once and v/hich stuck in

my mind, pleasantly fluttering around v/hon I'm in a good humor

or in cash or Just piain sentimental, - I once had a Pole f«r
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a friend for whom I v^ould have drunk myself to death, or rather,

for whom I would have let layself be slain to, and I would even

now, though the guy was not worth a penny and had a venereal

disease as well as the most evil principles, but - h« had a gut-

tural sound wlth which he could say the word "What?" In auch

a wondrouB way that thls very moment It makes me laugh and cry

to think of lt. -

I shall no more say: "You did not understand me anyway, and

that «8 all rlght." I belleve you do not llke the lack of pathoa

In frlendahlp, - To please you, I shall sometimea throw feh«

Cato's muntle (cloak) around my Shoulders and yawn: "Delenda

est Carthago,"

TO MOSES UOSER

Goettlngen, June 25, IÖ2I4.

^y the way, Byron« 3 death has movod me deeply. He was

the only human being to whom I feit related, and we may have

reaembled each other in many ways. Ybh Oo ahead and Joke about

«»* as much aa you like. 1 read hlra rarely durlng the laat few

yeara. It Is preferable to aaaociate with people whoao charaoter

differa from our own. But I always got along comfortably wlth

Byron aa wlth a completely equal coiorade in arm«. Wlth Shake-

speare I cannot get along comfortably, I feel only too aoutely

that I am not his equal: he is the all-powerful minister (pleni-

potentlary), and I am a mere privy councAllor, and I feel as thourh
he could dlBcha rge a» at ony moment.
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TO J. W, VON GOETHE

Vrfeiniar, Qctober 1, 1C214.

Your Excellency:

May I bag you to grant me the Joy (good fortune) to stand

before you for a few ndnutes. I shall not inconvenlonce you;

I only want to kiss your hand and leave again, My namo is !!#

Heine» I am from the Rhineland and have olnce recently been re-

siding in Goettingen. Beforo that, I spent several years in

Berlin wherc I asnociated with a nuniber of your old acquaintances

and adiüii^ers (the lato Wolf, the Varnhagens^ etc.) and grew to

love you more and more evory day. I aia also a poet, and tlxree

years ago I took the liberty of sending you roy "Poems", and a

year and a half ago ms, my "Tragedies with a Lyrical Intermezzo"

(Ratcliff and Aliiianaor). Besides, I am ill, and three weeks

ago I undertook a convalescent tour to the Harz mountalns, On

the Brocken I v/as seized by an urge (desire) to make a pilgrim-

age to Weimar and pay homage to Goethe» In "öi e true sense of

the word I have come here as a pilgrim, that is on fooii' and in

weathered clothes, hoping to have uij re^^uest grant ed, and

remaining.

with onthusiasm and devotion

H# Heine»
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TO MOSES MOSER

Goettlngon, July 1, 1625

It is no loss for you that I did not write you about Goethe

and how I talked to hlm in Weimar and how he said many kind and

condescending thlngs to me. He is nothing more but a structuro

which fi was once füll of niagnificent bloom, and that was what

interested me in him. He evoked a melancholy feeling in me, and

I like hiin better since I pity him. But basically Goethe and I

are two natures which liave to repel each other because of thelr

heterogeneity. He is fundanientally an Epicurean £or v/honi enjoy-

Eient of life is the ultimate goal; although llfe for and in the

idea has at tiiues been prosent in his fooling, his intuition

and his oxpression in poetry, he has never deeply grasped -ii^dtl/k

and lived it even less. In contrast to this, I am fxxndairxontally

an Idealist, i.e« exalted by the idea to the point of self-sacri-

fico, and always driven to pliinge my vvhole seif into it; but on

the other hand I have t^^rasped the joy of living and found pleasure

in it, and now a great battle takes place within me between my

clear reasoning which approves of the Joy of living and rejects

all solf-sacrificin£^ exaltabion as a foolish thing and between

my idealistic inclination v/hlch often crops up unoxpectedly and

takes a pov/erful hold of me, perhaps somo day to drav; me dovm

KflBÄxdKy again into its age-old roalm, hv perhaps it would be
tro

botter to say 4ihQt It -wiH draw me \xo . For it is still a big

question open to debate whether the ideallst, v/ho even gives his

llfe for an idea, kaa does not live more and fully and more happlly

in one iraoraent than Herr von Goethe hae during his entlre soventy-
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slx years of self-centered comrortable livlng, 3ut inore about

this some other tlnie. Today ixSLtuÜL rny head feels weak from un-

spaakable labors, You'll find this cubject also in the "Rabbi".

TO MOSES MOSER

Paris, June 27, IÖ3I

Yestorday your bi^other brought nie your letter 01 kay 25« You
a

wish to interxjret Liy 3ilenc© as a si^n of poet's vaaity; I hav©

to deprive you of this error (misconc eption). I was nover ir-

ritatod by any juagment of yours concer^ing th© poet ; luoreover^
although I was not indifferent to it, yot I never feit hurt by
your criticism or praiso of any «fcay actions vdiich I cccirüitted

feol
as a huLmn beinf^ » In no way do I tmX± hxxvt or offonded by you,

and my silence is not a mute coioplaint* I only couiplain about

the ßods who for such a long tiiae let mo persist in lay erroneous
coKiprehending

idea mt about your mannor of imdjaKafeandxHg my way of living and

strivlng. This you have not understood, and that is what grieved

me# You still do not understand it, you never did, and hence

cur friendship lias not ceased to exist, but rather it has never

existed. We never expect approval f roin a frlend, but understand-

ing of our actions; he rnay praise or criticize thein, according

to his ov/n principles, but he should alv/ays understand them,

roalizo thoir necessity froiu oui» particular point of viow, even

if hu his is an entirely differont one

.

Fare v/ell - do not forward the enclosed by ciail but by special

Xüossenger, and be convinced of my reapect and lovo.

H. Heine
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TO AUGUST LEIYAID

Coudry^ pres Le Plesei, cheirdn de Pontainebleau,

May 3# 1836

Slnce yesterday a^P^amoon IWo been in the country enjoyln^

the lovely month of May, . • for a gentle anovi^ feil rhis mornlng

and ray fingera are trembling vdth cold* My Mathilda is sitting

next to me in front of a big fireplace, 3«wlng-«ie- new Shirts;

the flre is no\ la hurry to burn, It Is certainly not in a pas-

sionate mood, and it announces Its presence only through a i;dld

smoko, - I spent the last time In Paris veiy pleayantly, and

Mathilda brightens uiy lire with 00nstant Inconstancies of her

moodst Only very rarely do I think of poisoning or asphixiating

nyaelf . Wo ohall probably take cur lives in another way, for

instance by reading a book which kills with boredonu

Mr# N, told her so much in praise of my writings that she

foiond no peaoe iintil I went to Henduel to get hör the French

edition of "Travel Pictures". I^t she had hardly read a pag©

of it when ahe tiirned pale as death, started to tremblo all ovor

and asked me for Ileavens sakes to lock the book av;ay, For she

had come upon an amorous passage in it, and, Jealous as she is,

b'he does not even want to ac^nio^vledge the fact that I ha/d paid

horiage to another before her reign. Yes, I liad to proiiiiöe her

that hencoforth I would not address aiuorous phrases to any

imaginaiy figures in i^y books,,.
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TO IiiATIIILDE H5IIIE

Hamburg, August 16, iSljlj.

My dear Ilonnotte,

Thoy are haimuering next to me, my head is not any better,
T '^

1 am as glooiuy aa a night-watchiaan, I am at three-hundred hours'

diatance from you, in one word: I am not happy. Htmpatiently -±£0^

expect a letter froai you. 1 ontreat you to v/rlte me at leaat

ice a week, for whon I am not at oase about you I lose uiy head,

and yet I need tlxls poor head ,101 o than ovor, aince the horizon

is darkening and uiy affalrs are boco;;.ing more cor..pllcated, I

shall need two months to sottle my arialra. If I do not get

rej^lar news from you and if 1 becoii^e wild (violent) as I did

last year, th« ^jonse^iuences will be- incalculabloy—TJb not forget

to wrlte me in axact detail how you are and if you are in good

shape. I won't have to rewind you to use the utmost caution in

whatever you do. You know how »»»k 1 liave to fear the perfidy

•f the Germans and sometlmes even that of the Freach.

Wy old uncle is much worse. I woudd have lüany thinga to say

to him, but it seems that he will not have the time to listen

to them in thls world. Oh, uy God, what mlsfortunel Ho will

not survlve this year. I ai^i going to visit him today, iiy heart

is heavy at the mere thougixt to find iiim in the same condition

as last week»

My mother ia admirably well, and she is conatanbly talking

about you wlth her Dame d'Atour, her factotum, her feiaale Sancho

Panso, in Short, with Jette, ky sister and her children aro flne,

They are waiting impatiently for news from their aunt.
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I v/ould advisü you to take lessona In Prench compogition...
Paullne can glve you embroldery Instructions, - do not lulsa thla
opportunlty. Learn somethlng durlng my absence. I agree to
everythlng that you ruay apend £ on the develop.aont of your abilities
The tioney will be well Invested. - Pare wellj A thousand good
wishes ror your frlenda and a thousand klsaes for youl

ilönrl Holne,

TO i,UTHILDJ IlJJIio

Haii^burg, August 30, lOiii^

Doaroat Love,

Although I huvc my nlgraine today - (and you kno«- v/hat that
ooansl) - I want to aend you a few llnes wlth the boat that

leaves tonight. I Just recolvod your aecond letter togother
with that of .iadanie Darte whlch dld xad a lot of good. Please
glve Uadairio Darto niy klndost regarda,

Slnce I rocelved news fron you, I am i.uch caliuer. and I am
concluding lay affuira with the usual as.ui-anco. I almost sald

wlth tlio usual ardour. - All hore/i aro In good health. Karl

and Thoroso, w.ho rotumod froa thelr leisuro trlp, were wery
sorry that you had left. - I loatho tho soa slnce I hoard how
Kuch sufferlng it caused you, - And tho soparatlonl What a
calaMl.y. Through being separated bm only feel/ how closo we
are in lovlng each othor. IIov/ happy l shall be to see you soon
agalni

Vrtiat you wrlto about Aurocla doos not sui^prlee me much. I

never doubted that her heart would be as copper-brown as her ekln Is
But I still do not understand how I could have become involved
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In those gosslps, I acted with sufficient cautlon to remain
outaide of those things, to avoid exposing luyself to siispicion,

and to furnish no weapons to malicious tongues« Accordlng to an

old proverb, tho devil envles all happy marriages and triea to
smuggle
iay bis oggs of discord Into their luldst, My dearest, let us be

on our giiard agalnst those x&Xl evil tonguesi I hope that no-one

will be able to diaturb my calm by telling me about evorythlng

you have beon doing during my absence, - and r/ilnd you, they will

not fall to do thati -• Adieu, my lovel I am always thinking of

yout Best regards to my llttle ineloni - Next year around thla

tirria we shall be in Italy. Write to me very often.
poor

Your piHÄK husband

Henri Heine»

TO varnhägkn von ense.

Paris, January 3f IÖI4.6

My dearest Varnhagens This is the first letter 1 have written in

the New Year, and I begin it with tho most cheerful wishea« May

you be blessed this year with phyaical and montal well-beingl
had

With great distress I hear that j^oxx xaisH often succumbed to

physical suffering* I would have liked to send you a comforting

Word once in a while, but Hecuba is a poor comforter» Por I have
constantly

lately beon in miserable shape, and writing äJobkicä reminds me of

my phyaical misfortixne (handicap), I can hardly see my own Iret^rs'!.

having one completely closed e^ and -one whl^h d-e in the process

of closing, ^^^ övery letter is agony, Hence, I am mos t happy

at the opportunity of giving you news about myself tlirough a

friend, and since this friend is well informed ^ all uiy troubles.
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In those gossips. I acted wlth sufficlent cautlon to remain
outside of those things, to avoid expoaing myself to suspicion,

and to furnlsh no weapons to malicious tongues« According to an

old proverb, tho devil envies all happy marriages and trios to
smugp:le
iay bis oggs of discord Into their inldst, My dearest, let us be

on our gtmrd agalnst those «äÜ evil tonp^uesl I hope that no-one

will be able to disturb my calm by telling lae about everything

you have beon doing during lay absence, - and mind you, they will

not fall to do thati - Adieu, my lovel I am always thinking of

you» Best regards to my little inelonl - Next year around this

tiira we shall be in Italy. Write to me very often,
poor

Your piHÄK husband

Henri Heine»

TO varnhägen von ENSE.

Paris, January 3, I8J46

My dearest Varnhägen: This is the first letter 1 have written in

the New Year, and I begin it with tho moat cheerful wishes« May

you be blessed this year with physical and tnontal well-beingi
had

With great distress I hear that >^ou waisa often succumbed to

physical sufferlng, I would have liked to send you a coiaforting

Word once in a while, but Hecuba is a poor comforter» Por I have
constantly

lately been in miserable shape, and writing e^ocä^ reminds me of

Biy physical misfortune (handicap)» I can hardly see iny own l^t^rs^.

having one corapletely closed %^ and one -whieh !•< in the process

of closing, ^^ övery letter is agony, Hence, I am most happy

at the opportunity of giving you news about myself tlirough a

friend, and since this friend is well informed ^ all iny troubles.
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he will be able to teil you in detail what dlrty tricks ßiy klth

and kiri have played upon lae and wliat could perhaps be done for

me in this respoct, My friend, Herr Lassalle, the bearer of this

lotter, Is a yoting man of moct extraordlnary intelloctual gifts;

kG:xB;:ßG:d;i:Hki& the ooundest scholarship, the vastest knowledge, the

Hiost perceptive acui^xen I have ever encountored, as well as a most

brilliant gift of expreBslon,(arecoinbined in hixn with an enerpty
skill ^^

of will and an ability of action which are amazing to me, and if

his ayii.pathy for me continues, I can expect aome extremely active

aesistance fron him« In any Cnse, this coiabination of knowledge

and ability, of talent and character was a ploasant phenoiüenon

for me, and I am sure that you, K±JdaxpaaK who are so versatile

in your appreciation, will do him füll justice. Herr Lassalle

is distinctly a child of a new age which does not care about any
and

form of renunciation huirdli^tetv with which we used to loaf and

drivel about ^raore or loss hyuocritically^ in our time. - Tliis

new noneration wants to onjoy tliings and mako itsclf feit in the

visible World. Wo, the old onoa, used to bow huiubly bofore the

invisible, hankering for phaatoia kisses and the scent of blue

flowors, renouncing and whining, and yet v;e wero perhaps happier

than those hardened (steeled) gladiators who are so proud to meet

death in battle. The thousand-year relgn of RomanticisLi is at

an end, and I myself was its last legendary king who renouncad the

crown« liad I not cast if off and donned the smock, they would

have actually beheaded ine» P'our years ago, bcfore I luiKciAii

i^uw:l5:atÄXH|5a±ÄÄi5.xagcÄfi3L£ becatne a self-deserter, I still had an
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urge to fool arouiid In the moonllght wlth my cid dreain ooicpanlons, -

and so I \vrote "Atta Troa^l", the awan song of a dylnr. age, »nd te

you It was -dedie^te^. Per I ov/ed It/you who v/ere my icost kindred

brother-ln-arins, In pl^y mid In oarnost. Liko ivie, you have helped

to bury the old times and offered yoiu^ liiid-v/ife servlces to the

new; yes, we v/ho dellvered 4tt are now apüalled* We feel like
poor

the hM hen that hatched duck»s ecgs and has to watch with horror

as the young brood pliinp^oa into the water and swiino coxuplacentlyl

I am obllgated by contract wlth tlxe booksoller to publlsh
ff

y^^^^n the next few. raonthav^
iitta iroil . (WlH is golnfy to be done,v/ith cautlon, w±Mi±nxthe

riÄXls:x£0wx]acm>;hx so that I v/onH have prooaedings t>irov/n at my

head and lose tho latter.

You 800, my dear frlend, how vagiie, how uncertain I feel.

However, such v;eakr;iatic (sie) laood is riostly due to my sickliness.

OttC4J I get rid of the paralyzing pressure which squeeros my ehest

as with an iron band, iry old energy will b^Im^ J^k^ ^^^^i^^^T^^^S^^^

Dut I fear that niay take a long tii^e. The treachorous action

of rry family^iH whon I had trustcd, unarued, Struck ue like light-

ning out of a clear sky and almost proved to be my undoing, XhÄ»«

RhiB Considering the circumstances, cveryone will agree that this

was an atteiipt at assassination; sneaking mediocrity, which had

waited for twenty years in its bitter envy of genius, 'mmd finally

reached its x±ßitaK±ai4a: hour of victory. After all, this is also

an old Story which repeats itself for ever,

Yes, I am very sick in body, but my soul haa not suffered

much. A weary flower, it is bent a little, but by no means withered

and its roots are still firialy planted in love and truth*
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And now good-bye, dearest Varnhagon. My friend will teil

you hcm inuch and how constantly 1 think of you, the more so
now

since 1 am cornpletely unab]be to read piaw, and during those long

Winter evenings I have only my memories to cheer me.

TO PERDIIIAHD LASSALLE

Paris (I don»t Icnow exactly), I8I4.6

My dearest brother-in-arms:

I am writlng you today, although my head is in a terrible

State and each letter costs me a piece of iny life* I do not

even mention my eyes; niy lips, tongue, etc. are affected much

more annoyingly, and the brain does not seem to remain neutral,

The cold and the Parisian turmoil do not agroo v/ith me, and all

my hope is directed southward, This is also what the doctors

advise me to do, Therefore I am glad to abandon my Berlin

plan, and if the Karl Heine matter should be settled meanwhile,

I won't even go to Hamburg, but straight to Italy and take care

of my health only, - This has to be kept among ourselves, - I am
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as unhappy and miserable aa I've never been before, and if it

Vv'ere iiot Tor roy helpless wlfe, I would quietly take my hat and

say adieu to the world»

Paris, Fobruary 27, löl^ö

• •# liy physlcal condition ia horrible, I kiss, yet I foel

nothing with tay lipo, since they are so sevorely paralyzed.

Even the gims and part of the tonf^ue are affected, and what-

ever I eat taates 31ke earth. Recently I've tried Imperial

Russian baths, follov/inr; the strictest Orders. It is not courage

that I lack,

I apend rauch time with your sister, and for hours we chat
is öiidowod with

about you. She kaa an extraordinarily rieh rrdnd as well as with

a delightful resemblance to you. She aFjixiqaaRlffi also gets along

very mbH with my wifo» In a few days Ihn soing to give her a

big"MiRHÄxÄ "dinor^* to which I shall Invite Roger, Balzac, Gautier,
aec

Gozlan, etc., ~ I wish I could kanti you too/ tho^l For about

8 days I would like to h^.vo you v/ith mo a^ain (not for any longer

periodic luiediatoly after youi> departure, in tv/o mornlng hours,

I v/rote Kiy ballet '0, wliich may still be perforined thia year in

London. I have also taken an interest a^ain In the stock exchango,

Ä3:l;hDu??;k but I had very bad luck. I have to do that, otherwise

my miserable faraily Situation would become a fixed idea which

could drivo me crazy. Inspite of my wretched phy ical condition

I»m trying to find some diversion, but not with women who would

now conplete my ruin. That is why I did not have the courage yet

to Visit Madonna: she niglit absentmindedly take me for soraeone

<*) The Doktor Faust
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hear
eise. Fare x'ellj i ara anzioue bo kmai how you are. Kiiowinß

yoTir cliaracter, I am not froo from ghilistina fear for you. -

VVlth your brofchor-ln-law I talk busincas, - hla is doing very
v/ell, fuvd he Is triily a geniua.

Your fpiend

Heinrich Heine.

COHRECTION

German papers, in particular the Berlin "Haude- und SjOiM

Sponer'scho Zeitung" have circulated a nuiaber of newa/ISut my
State or health as well as about my economic conditions, Tor
which a correction is requlred. I d^:^ ^'"i^rstt^Jr^^'
whether my illness was montionod by its corxect name, whether
it is a fanily illness (an illness which one ov-es to the fanily)
or one of those private lllnosse^1räähi-^'tL''Sfrraan who
ÜB livoB abroad on Indopendont nieans; whetlier it is a French

"ramollissement de la raoelle epiniere" or a German spinal «««uakp
consuraption. All I know is that it is a very nasty illness which
tortures me day and ni^ht. and which l««xKhakra not only my
nervoua systeni but also n.y system of ideas has been considerably

e<j>*^«^£ia^ spinal3ha.en. At so«e ,̂^g^||:^-^^o^when the" spas^
rmnble all too painfully, 1 Teol a convulsive doubt as to whether
man is really a two-leg;.ed god, as the late Professor Regel
assured ine twenty-five years ago In Berlin. Last year, in the
month of May, I had to tako to r,:y bod, and I dld not rise from
it since. Meanwhlle.-I shall admit it candidly,-a great change
has taken place in me. I am no more a god-like bl-pede; I am
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no longor tha "froosb German uftor aoothe", as Hunge usad to call

ae in rr/ healthlor days. ,1 an no longor thü greut Heatlion No.-i-ü-,

^^^^^ ^^^^y coj.ipared to Dionysos wreathed with vine-leavas, while

W colleaguo IIo. I was givw the title of a grand-ducal Weimarian

Jupitor. I ara no longer an exuberant, somawhat voluüdnous Helleneserenely snilling
Khax^ässiixiiaxsKitifx dovm upon the melancholy Nazarenes. I am now

nothing bat a poor Jew who ia hopelessly ill, an eiüaciated picture

of riiicei^, an unliap^r/ aianl That rauch about u^ atate of hoalth

fron an authontic öoutcq of siifferinß. As far as luy financial

conditions aro concomed, I laust admit that they aro not »^tflmLi'

Är4y spi^öJ^idi^, Ilowcver, the corroapondentö of the above-iüontioned

dfiily papers ovor-estiuate lay poverty, and thoir assuiuptions are

particularly orronooiia whon they express tlieriiselvea to the effect

that iny Position has b^e^ae -iffOMre slnce the pension, which I had

receivod frou my late xmcle Solomon Keine, was allegödly with-

dra\m or reducod. I do not wlsh to enter into the genesis of

this error, thus avoiding discussions which are as painful for

lae ae they would be boring for others. But to the error itself

I hstXKX^ miist firmly take exception lest iny silence,on the one

hand be disciuieting to luy friends at home, and on tlie other , lest

it furtow VÄ^-oalumny ViIilj:;h.wouid f&l-l upon the noblest soul that

over x^stod^ in silcnt pride witliin a huiiiun breast. Despite my

aversion for discussions of personal relations I do find it ap-

propriate höre to establish the following facts: the pension in

question has by no neans boon withdruwn or reduced after the deüiise

of ray uncle Solomon Heine, of praisevvorthy triemory: it was always

correctly paid to the last fAa?t.li4ng. The relative in Charge of
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granted rae. '?'*****L*^^±li5:J^
thoso payments^has, since my lllnesa grew worae.^ddltiönal

quarterly allowancea whlch are pald out together wlth the penslon

-«nd almoat double,.!*» amotint ^
" Purthermore, the same relative

haa banlahed the graveat concern from my alckbed by making a

generous atipulation in favor of my cherlahed wlfe who loaea

In me her earthly aupport. Nunieroua Inqulrlea and offera for-

warded to me from my natlve country In affectionate, though fre-

quently Incorrectly addressed lettera should find an anav/er In

the above confesalons. Por the hearta which are bleedlng to death
In my Fatherland, - greetinga and tearal

Wrltten in Paria (Rue dÄAmaterdam No. I4.0), April 15, iCJ+p

Heinrich Heine

TO JULIUS CAMPE

April 30, I8I4.9

Deareat Campe:

ßnclosed you find a "Ccrrection" which I aent to the "All-

gemeine Zeitung" aa well aa to the "Haude-und Spener'ache Zeltung".

If thoae papera, over which I have no control here. ahould not
,

have printed sald"Correction", I beg you to ^^^ar^^^''^^
leg accepted elaewhere. 1 oannot afford a paid atatement: 1 am
too poor. However, aa you will a«« in the "Correction", I had
too decline the glory of extreue needineaa in order to avoid bep
Ing compromiaed by awkward friends. You have probably notlced
by what clumay manifeatationa I waa threatened and why I tried

to reaasure my frienda in Oermany with regard to lüy finuncial

poaition. But to you I can and muat confeaa that it ia atill
very bad, and I wiahed your ingenloua mind would occupy itself
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as Intensely wlth the la5>roveinent of my flnanooa as it doea wlth

the spreadlnß of my fame which unfortunately haa not brought me

aufflciont Profit to let me alumber away on my deathbed without

eares. Tou have no idea what a terrlble lot of money luy lllneaa

consmoea every day. And I do not even know Jb how long thia atlll

may takoj Never before have the goda, or rather the good Lord

(aa I am now used to aaylng), puniahed a human belng more aeverely.

Only two comforta are left to me, boA both uus alttlng at my bed-

alde and pettlng me: my French houaewlfe and my German muse,

I am playlng arovmd with a great many veraes, and there are aome
i.,-

""icfi» when I hum them to uyaolf , aucceed v
among them,, like maglc alra, wiBaaajl In tamlrig^my palna. After

all, a poet la and alwaya will be a fooll

Meany^ille fare kü well and ÄmoscJbixfmiol keep your affection
for
aS. your loyal friend

Heinrich Heine.

TO JULIUS CAMPE

Paria Jvine 1, IO50

Deareat Ca£^>e:

Slnce I do not know the reaaona for your contlnued das delay
in anawering my moat Important Inquiriea, I ahould not condemn it

too aeverely in advance ( beforehand ) . Dut thia lauch I know: your
delaylng haa aerloualy damaged my literary intereata and it may

h«MXMH«*tx«iiwuuia«iotki«xwiatx±»Ki^iBR«lsi«x produce ruinoua reaulta
whlch cannot be accounted for or xmjuat repaired. At a tlme
when the greateat revolutiona happened In the extemal world
and when oonslderable changea also took place in ny inner world,
my flnlshed writinga ahould have been apeodily dispatched to the
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public, not because they would otherwise have been less valuable

to the public, but becaus© now I cannot publlsh them any more

out of lay own free will wlthout coimrdtting a sin against the

Holy Ghoat, a treason against my own convictions, in any case

wlthout being cuilty of an -©<iuivoeÄl action. I have not turned

Into a Pietist, but on the othor laand I don't want to fool the

ßood Lord. * I want to be aa honeat wib h God aa I an with men,

and thusxixiuotHxMsaiHtBiyxkHjOTxaiHk everything that still existed

fron my fonaer blaaphemous perlod, the lovellest poisonoua flowers
^*-f>*O0Z<t^

,

in, I n
were resolutoly feorn out, and^my physical blindness may^ave ±si

BMxlt« thrownmany innocent neighboring plant;^ into the fire along

with the others, When I heard it crackling in the flames. ixlwdx
_ did
I must admit I had a stränge feeling. I ru not ^uite xaxa. know

any more whether I was a hero or a loadman, and next to c» I heard

the ironically aaraßÄEkt comforting voioe of some Mephistopheles

whispering to ine: "The good Lord will reward you for all this

far better than Campe, and now you don't liave to worry about the

printing, or, even beforo the printlng, haggle with Campa as

though it were a pair of old trousera." Ah«i deareat Campe, some-

tines I wish you would believe in God, awtxtlxlkxMMXHH if only

for a day. Then your conscience would teil you how ungratefully

you are treatlng me at a time when such horrible and un-Jieard-of

misfortune has befallen me. - Write me your answer soon, before

It is too late. If your neglect should be due to some political
hesitation

°'' <'°™"«^«i^l ««miM«W[k±«i Ldsglvings, do teil me

frankly, and I ahall leave the necessary instructions in cas«

I should depart this life before my collected edltion goes to '
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preas. Do not be afrald of the words "depart this llfe"; I

not us«fcj±hem In a pietistic sense; I do not mean to say that I

wlsh to exhhange this life for a heavenly one, for as olose as

I havo como to God, I still Teel rather far from heaven* You

imist not boliev© tho curront rumors according to v/hlch I have

changed into a plous lamb. The religlous revolution v/hich has

taken place wlthln me is a purely spirltual one, more an act of

my thlnking than of blessed senslbllizlng (sentimentallElng)

,

and I am flmnly convlnoed that JfekE my sick-bed has llttle share

in it* -Jfhe thoughta that oamByp^==^ee^-^±rtd tvere vast, sublime

and Äwe-inspiring^N but they were thoughts, flashes of light,

and not the phosphoroua vapors arising froia the piss of credulity

I am jSBRiiiTC telling you jch±xxKSLxtxh&j^ this mainly to keep you

from thinking that, in editing the collocted works myself, I
in any way

might be corr^^elled to make imjc deletions» ^iuod scripsi, scripsi»

TO GEORG VViiiERTH

Paris, November 5f 18^1

liy dearest Herr Weerth,

You may /-have Obs erved y««p»«if that we think more often of

those to whom in our negligence we owe a reply than of those

whom we ixmnediately write a scant letter of courtesy, thus trying

to get rid of them as quickly as possible. So it also happens,

that you, dear Weerth, become daily more deeply rooted in my

memory while I constantly reproach myself with not having conveyed

my thanks to you for your xtany kind lines, and especially for your

last amusing letter. Dut I was always waiting for a healthy hour.
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which never came, and today I finally doclded to wrlte anyway,

1 don»t know why, sinco at thls moment I oni more than ever aillng

and poevlsh. In the past few weoks my condition has growi much

worse^ and lay mlnd is no longer frivolous enough to hope for

irr^rovement; being propared for the worst, I am trylng at least

to pay my letter debts (arrears of correspondence) . But even

Ery other debts I am paylng off conscientiously, and perhaps no

poet ever dled in such Phllistine respectability as I shall when

the Lord will call me unto Hiinself for Life Eternal, as the plous

aay. I am glad that you llked m^ preface;'^^ xanfortunately I

lacked the time as well as the right State of mind to express

in it Just what I v^^ted to convey, that is, that I am dying as

m9L a poet whoCneeH^-nai^her- religion lAov philowsophy and has no

dealings with olther. The poet is well versed in the symbolic

idiom of religion and in the abstract rational lingo of philosophy,

but neither the masters of religion nor those of philosophy will

ever understand the poet whose language will always be Greek

to them, as Latin is to Massmann. This linguistic igiusxRKftflx

ignorance led the masters of both sohools to believe that I had

become a bigot» They can understcuid only the rubbish-creatures

whom they resemble, to sj^eak-üri^k Goethe whom I envy for his

divine name. Spe aking of Goethe, some time ago I re-read Eckei^

mann's "Conversations v/ith Goethe" and derived a truly balmy,

soothing pleasure from it. Do read those two volumes, in case

you do not laiow theii., and if you could perhaps dig up the third

part of these "Conversations", which was published later, try

to let me have it sometime, I like to relax ray mind with this
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kind of reading. I now read mostly travel books, and for two

months 1 did not get away from Senegal and Mulnsa Guinea • I

suppose the boredom I feel inrelatlon to the whites Is responsible

for ray iramersion into this black world, whlch is really veiy

amusing, I got more pleasure out of those black Negro kings

than out of our native fathers of the people, although they too

Icnow little about human rights and regard slavery as aometlilng

natural«

I hope you will liko my ^'Romancoro'^ and ocpecially my "I^aust"

God knows that I do not attach great iLportance to these books

and thatfwould not have soen the light of day so soon if Campe

had not applied tho thurab-screws to me, I camo by these publica-

tlons as the roald comes to be with child, even with two children#

Campe can explain to you what I mean by that» I am completely

in the dark as to the fate of my books, for Campe, since he has

everything he needs, does not keep me informed about them» if
Should /

(^this letter atkaiaitjä reach you in Hamburg, I may learn more about

this from you, if you will give me the pleasure of writing to me.

I am so benumbed by opium^ which I have taken repeatedly to

dull my pains that I hardly know what I am dictating» ßesides,

I had with me this morning a stupid devil of a coiupatriot;^ who

exchanged ideas with me in a long and borin^^ conversation* Through

this exchange of ideas I may have kept his stupid ideas in my

head, and perhaps I shall need several days to get rid of them

completely and to hold on to some sensible thought« The man

saw everything in grey on grey, which corresponds to his own
r

color« Ile aaid that Germany was standing at the edge of an abyss:
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all
well. In that case it Is ^il the best that Ger^iany does not happen

to be a wild horse but a clever long-ears that does not got dlzzy

and can calirily trot along the edge of the aby8s# -

Herr K Reinhardt, who is writing this letter for im, sends

his kind regards«

Xja32^tk± Everything is quiet here, oxcept that recently the

prefect of police, a socond Ilerod, planned a raonstrous laurder of
harmless

the Innocents against our iißj©» countrymen and frightened the

poor little ones considerably. They all had to report to the

Police to prove their existence here, which is a difficult task
an

for many v/ho have neither existence nor the means of existence.

This Ilerod believed that there might be a political Savior among

US, and unfortiinatelir the dentinciation originated with a person

who is not fcKÄkl lacking in education and who is actually a inan

of letters, - These are infernally disgusting and horrible thinrs*
I shudder at Jjlie thoughty
IfthKÄxxxiiiyLÄk that sucJi persona were able to approach rao for years,

saddes t/
What a terriblo tliing is exilel Part of its 'calarrdtios is the

to
fact that it gets us rnixadxMj^xiinyQiiiCBdi: with bad coiupony which

we cannot avoid tmless we oxposo ourselvos to a coalition of all

blackguards. How pathetically painiMl, and yet v/ratliful, are

Dante 's laaonts on tlie same theme in the Divine CoKiedyJ

Fare-well dear friend, and keep your cheerful affection for

Your cordially devot ed

Heinrich Heine«

TO JULIUS OAl^'E

4*
Paris, August 12, 1852

.1 have to be prepared for everything, for if the tortures
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I am aufferlne do not dindnlsh, I'll have to close shop. My
mental agltatlon (exclteraent) Is a product of illness rather

than of genlus; thua 1 havo recontly, to assuage my palna, versl-

fled a number or dr611 anlmal fables, one of whlch I may soon

send to our crown-prlnoe, the young Caeaarovltoh Campe, my future

^""^^i^^^^X ^S *^^^ ^* can iacKimxifcxiiy memorlze lt. Raging withmy poor head keeps rolling -icKSjou^ /
^

paln, EHii» tocaad-fpefHurlng those horrlble night s, and then

the llttle bells on the old cap tlnkle wlth mercileas merrlment.



HEINRICH HEINE

IDEAS AND REFLECTIONS

1. Personal Matters

I have the most peaceful disposition. All I want is : a

modest cabin, a thatched roof but a good bed, good food, fresh

milk and butter, flowers outside my window, a few beautiful

trees at my door. And if the Good Lord wishes to complete

my happiness, he will let me live to the joyful day when about

six to seven of my enemies shall be hanged on those trees.

With compassion in my heart I shall forgive theri, before they

die, for all the wrongs they have inflicted upon me as long

as they lived. - Yes, one should forgive one * s enemies, but

not before they have been hanged.

I did not become naturalized for fear that then I would

love France less, as one cools off towards one 's mistress

after being legally wedded to her in the mairie . I shall con-

tinue to live with France in a common law marriage

.

God will forgive the foolish words I have spread about him.

,

as I shall forgi-''e my adversaries for the foolish things they

have written against me , though they were as inferior spiritually

to me as I am to you, my God!
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II . Religion and Philosor>hv

The earth is the huge rock to which mankind, the true Pro-

metheus, is chained, being torn to pieces by the vulture of

doubt. Mankind has stolen the light and is now suffering tor-

tures for it.

Christianity appears as a comfort: those who enjoyed too

much happiness in this life shall get indigestion from it in

the next; those who had too little to eat shall subsequently

find the best banquet prepared for them; all marks of earthly

blows shall be stroked away by angels.

Jewish history is beautiful, but the young Jews härm the

old ones who would otherwise be placed high above the Greeks

and the Romans. I believe if there were no more Jews in the

World and only one Single specimen was known to exist somewhere

,

people would travel hundreds of hours to see him and to shake

hands with him. But now they avoid us!

The history of the modern Jew is tragic, and if you write

about this tragedy you will be ridiculed. This is the most

tragic part of it.

Be tolerant altogether or not at all: Walk the good path

or the evil one. To remain hesitating at the cross-roads, for

that you are too weak. That was beyond the powers of a Her-

cules, and he had to make his choice in a hurry.



Heinrich Heine -3-

The baptismal certificate is the admission ticket to

European culture

.

Is the mission of the Jew concluded? I believe it will

be once the secular savior coines: Industry, Labor, Joy. The

secular savior will arrive on a railroad train, with the good

German workman announcing his Coming, and his path will be

strewn with roses.

In Germany it is the theologians who are doing away with

the Good Lord. On n'est .jamais trahi que par les siens .

In their fight against religion, the philosophers destroyed

paganism, but a new religion, Christianity , arose . This too

shall be dealt with soon, but it will certainly be followed by

another, and the philosophers shall have a new task which will

in turn be futile . The world is a huge stable that can not be

cleaned as easily as the Augean one , since, while it is being

swept, the oxen stay inside and continue piling up new manure

.

The glory of the world is always adequate to the glory of

the spirit that beholds it. The good one finds his paradise

here, the bad one already partakes of his hell on earth

.

Saints like the Stylite have become an impossible phenomenon

nowadays, since philanthropy would immediately place them i

an insane asylum.

n
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III. Art and Literature

A book takes its time, like a child. All books that have

been hatched hastily within a few weeks make me slightly sus-

picious of their author. An honest woman does not deliver her

child before the ninth month.

When the poet conceives his poems he feels as though, ac-

cording to the Pythagorean doctrine of psychic transmigration

,

he had led an earlier existence in the most varied forms . His

Intuition acts like memory.

In art, form is everything, the material does not count.

Staub asks the same price for making a tail-coat to measure,

regardless of whether he has been supplied with the material

or not. He Claims that he expects to be paid for the style

only, - the material he throws in free of Charge.

They praise the playwright who has the gift of drawing

tears. He shares this gift with the most miserable onion,

with whom he likewise shares his popularity.

We were seeking material India and discovered America.

Now we are seeking spiritual India - what shall we discover?

At the time of the Romantics, the flower was loved only

for its fragrance, - in cur time it is loved for the budding

fruit. Hence the trend towards the practical, towards prose

,

towards the piain, home-baked product.
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Lessing says : "If Raphael's hands had been cut off, he

would still have been a painter." In like manner we could

say: If Mr. X's head were cut off, he would still be a painter;

he would continue painting without a head and without anyone

noticing that he had no head.

Dante is the public prosecutor of poetry.

IV. State and Society

Society is always a republic: The individuals strive upwards

and the collective masses push them back.

One has to know all of Germany: To know only a part is

dangerous. This is the story of the tree whose leaves and fruits

are reciprocal antidotes.

Servants who have no master are not necessarily free men

.

The servility is in their soul.

The German resembles the slave who obeys his master without

chains, without a whip, just at a mere word, or even a glance

.

The servitude is wlthin himself, within his soul; worse than

material slavery is the ' spiritualised ' kind. The Germans have

to be freed from within, - from without nothing can help them.

The Germans are now developing their own nationality, but

they Started too late . When they finish with it, nationality

will no longer exist, and they also will have to abandon their
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nationality without having profited from it as the French or

British did.

Political weather-vanes

They conjure up storms and rely upon their mobility, for-

getting that their mobility will not help them once the gale

has overthrown the tower on which they stand.

A Vision

The Place Louis XVI ; A body, the head next to it. The

physician,making experiments , attempting to put the two to-

gether again, shakes his head: "Impossible !

" and leaves with

a sigh. Courtiers try to fasten the dead head, but it always

falls off.

When a king has lost his head there is no more help for him.

The closer people stood to Napoleon, the more they admired

him. With other heroes the reverse is the rule

.

They revile him, but still they show a certain respect:

While they throw mud at him with their right hand, they hold

their hat in their left.

The people of Paris have liberated the world without even

accepting a tip for it.

The French are more self-assured in Company for the very

reason that they are down to earth and dreamless. The dreaming

German may greet you with a gloomy grimace in the morning
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because he dreamed that you had insulted him or that his grand

father had been kicked in the pants by your grandfather.

Among the minor prophets living here there are but a few

Germans. Most of them come to France to prove that they are

not prophets, even outside their own country.

The young girl said: "The gentleman must be very rieh, since

he is very ugly." The public judges in the same manner: "The

man must be very learned, since he is very boring." Hence the

success of many Germans in Paris.

Czar Nicholas is, so to speak, a hereditary dictator. He

is completely indifferent to any established values of tradition

or history.

V. Women, Love , Marriage

In youth love is more tempestuous, but not as streng, as

omnipotent as afterwards. It is also not as lasting in youth,

for then the body is in love too, - it craves for physical

revelations in love, and it lends to the soul the impetuousness

of its blood, the abundance of its sinewy power. Later, when

these have diminished, when the blood trickles more slowly

through the veins, when the body is no longer in love, the soul

alone, the immortal soul, turns to love. And since eternity

is at its disposal, since it is not as frail as the body, it

takes its time and begins to love less tempestuously but more

lastingly, with more abysmal depth, with more superhuman power.



Heinrich Heine -8-

That Xanthippe 's husband became such a great philosopher

is a remarkable fact. To be still able to think amidst all

this bickering! But writing became impossible: Socrates has

not left a Single book to posterity.

Anyone who gets married is like the Doge who is wed to the

Adriatic Sea: He does not know what he will find in what he

marriesi treasures, monsters, unknown tempests.

VI. Assorted Ideas

Sages think up new thoughts and fools spread them.

There are exalted spirits, unimpressed by material splendor,

to whom the throne means nothing but a chair covered with red

velvet. There are lowly spirits to whom every ideal seems in-

significant and to whom the pillory is nothing but an iron

collar. They do not shy away from an iron neck-tie if that

is the only means for them to assemble an audience . The audience

is awed by their audacity, which they have acquired through the

routine of disgracing themselves.

Time modifies cur convictions by constantly compelling us

to observe the opposite extreme. The ^arde municipal , who

supervises the Can-can, in the end finds it not so indecent

any more and perhaps even wishes to join the dance . The Pro-

testant, after a long polemic with Catholicism, does not con-

sider it nearly as gruesome as before, and he might even be

inclined to hear a mass.
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We have no understanding of ruins until we have become

ruins ourselves.

There are people who believe they know all about a bird,

since they have seen the egg whence it came forth.

When vice becomes magnificent , its effect is less shocking.

The English lady,who usually feit a solemn dread of naked

statues, was much less upset at the sight of a gigantic Her-

cules: "With such dimensions I don't find the thing quite so

indecent .

"

X is one of those angels whom Jacob saw in his dream and

who needed a ladder to descend from heaven to earth: The an-

gelic wings are not streng enough.

The diamond might justifiably be proud if a poet compared

it to a human heart.

VII . Pictures and Brush-strokes

A blind charlatan in the marketplace sells eye drops which

prevent blindness. He himself did not believe in them and

became blind. Tragic portrayal of blindness.

The Englishman who always takes his "Miss" (Engl, in original)

to the beach and makes her look at naked men in order to im-

munize her against sensuality.
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A sweet-pickled, squashed face with timidly petty eyes.

A smiling gait.

He was sparkling with dullness.

A face like a fetus in alcohol.

She wrote anonymous letters signed "A fair soul."

He praised himself so highly that the price of incense

candles began to rise.

He made the greatest progress in ignorance

.

Less hardened than human hearts whom I begged in vain,

the rocks burst open and the soothing well poured forth.
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NE\^ POEMS

DEGEl^-ERATION

Is Nature too deterlorating
And imitating human flaws?
It seems, all plants and beasts created
Are lylng in the common cause»

I do not trust the lily's chasteness.
It will yield soon, v;ithout defense,
To the first butterfly who flutters
Off with its precious innocence«

The modest little violet also
Does ha-rdly live up to its name.
It wears its perfume to allure us
And secretly it craves for fame.

I doubt that there is any feeling
In nightingales who thrill our ears»
They sob and trill, exaggerating
By sheer routine, so it appears.

From our globe the truth has vanished,
And loyalty there is no more.
The dogs still vrag: they're still as smelly,
But not as loyal as before.



HEINRICH HEINE

BUCH DER LIEDER

Ein Juengllng liebt ein Maedchen,
Die hat einen andern erwaehlt;
Der andre liebt eine andre
Und hat sich mit dieser vermaehlt.

Das Maedchen heiratet aus Aerger
Den ersten besten Mann,
Der Ihr In den Weg gelaufen;
Der Juengllng Ist uebel dran*

Es Ist eine alte Geschichte,
Doch bleibt sie Immer neu;
Und wem sie just passieret.
Dem bricht das Herz entzwei.

A youth Is In love wlth a malden
Who favors another Instead;
The other's In love wlth another.
And her he has chosen to wed.

The malden resentfully marrles
Some man Just come across
Who happened to be the flrst come;
The youth can't get over hls loss»

Thls Is an old story, familiär
To all, yet always new;
And If you are Its hero,
It breaks your heart In two.



HEINRICH HEINE

NEUE GEDICHTE

Entartung

Hat die Natur sich auch verschlechtert
Und nimmt sie Menschenfehler an?
Mich duenkt, die Pflanzen und die Tiere,
Sie luegen letzt wie jedermann.

Ich glaub nicht an der Lilie Keuschheit.
Es buhlt mit ihr der bunte Geck,
Der Schm.etterling; der l^uesst und flattert
Am End mit ihrer Unschuld weg.

Von der Bescheidenheit der Veilchen
Halt ich nicht viel. Die kleine Bluiii,

Mit den koketten Dueften lockt sie.
Und heimlich duerstet sie nach Ruhm.

Ich zweifle auch, ob sie empfindet.
Die Nachtigall, das, was sie singt;
Sie uebertreibt und schluchzt und trillert
Nur aus Routine, wie :r.ich duenkt.

Die V/ahrheit schwindet von der Erde,
Auch mit der Treu ist es vorbei.
Die Hunde wedeln noch vmd stinken
y/ie sonst, doch sind sie nicht mehr treu.

cj-



HEINRICH HEINE

BUCH DER LIEDER

Ein Juengllng liebt ein Maedchen,
Die hat einen andern erwaehlt;
Der andre liebt eine andre
Und hat sich mit dieser vermaehlt»

Das Maedchen heiratet aus Aerger
Den ersten besten Mann,
Der ihr in den Weg gelaufen;
Der Juengling ist uebel dran#

Es ist eine alte Geschichte,
Doch bleibt sie immer neu;
Und wem sie Just passieret.
Dem bricht das Herz entzwei

•

A youth is in love with a maiden
VHio favors another instead;
The other's in love with another,
And her he has chosen to wed.

The maiden resentfully marries
Some man Just come across
Who happened to be the first come;
The youth can't get over his loss.

This is an old story, familiär
To all, yet always new;
And if you are its hero,
It breaks your heart in two»



HEINRICH HEINE

NEUE GEDICHTE

Wie schaendlich du gehandelt,
Ich hab es den Menschen verhehlet,
Und bin hinausgefahren aufs Meer
Und hab es den Fischen erzaehlet.

Ich lass dir den guten Namen
Nur auf dem festen Lande;
Aber im ganzen Ozean
Weiss man von deiner Schande.

How shamefully you acted,
I have from all humans concealed it;
I took a boat far out on the sea,
And there to the fish I revealed it*

On solid land I permit you
To keep your honest name;
But in the entire ocean
They know about your shame.



HEINRICH HEINE

BUCH DER LIEDER

LYRISCHES INTERMEZZO

Aus meinen grossen Schmerzen
Mach ich die kleinen Lieder:
Die heben ihr klingend Gefieder
Und flattern nach ihrem Herzen,

Sie fanden den Weg zur Trauten,
Doch kommen sie wieder und klagen.
Und klagen, und wollen nicht sagen,
Was sie im Herzen schauten»

My little songs arise
From my great sufferings:
They flutter with sonorous wings
To take her heart by surprise.

They did find her heart open wide.
And yet they retum and lament,
And lamenting they will not consent
To say what they saw inside.



HEINRICH HEINE

From NEliT POEI^IS

Es war ein alter Koenls,
Sein ?Ierz v/ar schwer, sein Haupt war grau;
Der arme alte Koenig,
Er nahm eine junge Frau,

Es war ein schoener Page,
Blond war sein Haupt, leicht war sein Sinn:
Er trug die seidne Schleppe
Der jungen Koenigin.

Kennst du das alte Liedchen?
Es klingt so suess, es Hingt so truebl
Sie mussten beide sterben,
Sie hatten sieh viel zu lieb.

There was an aged monarch;
His heart was heavy, his head was grey;
He took, the poor old monarch,
A fair young wife one day.

There was a page so handsome:
Blond were his locks, his senses keen;
Her Silken train he carried,
Attending the young queen.

You know this ancient bailad,
So sweet to sing, so sad to hearl
They both were doomed to perish:
Their love proved much too dear.



HEINRICH HEINE

From NElf POEMS

PSYCHE

In der Hand die kleine Lampe,
In der Brust die grosse Glut,
Schleichet Psyche zu dem Lager,
V7o der holde Schlaefer ruht.

Sie erroetet und sie zittert,
Wie sie seine Schönheit sieht -
Der enthuellte Gott der Liebe,
Er erwacht und er entflieht.

Achtzehnhundertjaehr'ge Bussel
Und die Aermste stirbt beinah!
Psyche fastet und kastelt sich.
Weil sie Amorn nackend sah.

In her hand the little oil-lamp,
The great blaze within her breasts,
Psyche steals upon the bedstead
V/here the Icvely sleeper rests.

And she blushes and she trembles
At the beauty that she sees;
There, the God of Love, uncovered,
Is av/akened, and he flees.

Eighteenhundred years of penance
Almost kill the little prüde

l

Psyche fasts, her flesh she chastens,
Since she saw Love in the nude«



HEIKRICil HlulllE

EOKANCERO

INM Olueok l^t olne lolchto Dlrn#
Und ifüllt nicht rem $m ®©lbon ürtf
Sl© etroleht c\a0 Haar dir von der Stlrne
\inä kueßst 'lieh raech rniü flattert fort.

Frau Utv lueck hat Im Gepantell©
Dich ll©b©f©0t arm lierE c^^^^^^cktj
Sl# eaptt ßi<^ hab# kaln© Elle,
S©trt ßlch tu dir aaiß Bett und ctrlcht»

Ulm Portune, loor>c rlrl of the tuttorc,
Ca^not be lur^ by bed cmcl lx>arclj
aie atxKJke© your imlr rnd off oho fluttor©}
Oti0 last mrift kloD Is your rov-ard«

Mre. i:ißfort\ino'ß love Iß oteadys
aio huro you tlcht and will not nult^
For, a0 oh0 cay©^ ßho^s alvays xn^r cly
To ßit b#9lda yoijir bed and Imlt,



HEINRICH HEINE

BUCH DER LIEDER

LYRISCHES INTERMEZZO

Ein Juengling liebt ein Maedchen,
Die hat einen andern erwaehlt;
Der andre liebt eine andre
Und hat sich mit dieser vermaehlt

Das Maedchen heiratet aus Aerger
Den ersten besten Mann,
Der ihr in den Weg gelaufen;
Der Juengling ist uebel dran.

Es ist eine alte Geschichte,
Doch bleibt sie immer neu;
Und vi^em sie just passieret.
Dem bricht das Herz entzwei.



IS EKILE

I had a homeland once where all was fair,
Where oaks grew tall,
Where vlolets were gently beckoning.
I dreamed It all^

Its klss was aerman, German was Its tonpue
(I still recall

^

The sound) that spoke the words: "loh liebe dich!"
I dreamed it all^



HEINRICH HEINE

NEUE GEDICHTE

IN DER FREMDE

Ich hatte einst ein schoenes Vaterland.
Der Elchenbatim
Wuchs dort so hoch, die Veilchen nickten sanft.
Es war ein Traxam.

Das loiesste mich auf deutsch und sprach auf deutsch
(Man glaubt es kaum
Wie gut es klang) das Wort: **Ich liebe dlchl»*
Es war ein Traiim.

IN EXILE

I had a homeland once where all was fair,
Where oaks grew tall,
Where vlolets were gently beckonlng.
I dreamed It all.

Its klss was German, German was Its tonp;ue
(I still recall

^

The sound) that spoke the words: *'lch liebe dlchl"
I dreamed it all.



TO THE SUPRÄE JUSTICE WITHIH«

Do be fair and lat ma fr^mi
I am fully gronn.
Transfer yotir authorlty
to another throne I

Still you Stare oonfuaingly
at mf daily deedst
WonU you atop aoouaing lae
of voraclous needa?

Thoußh I beg to dlöagraet
I imxst let you do
and accept the penalty
for appointing you#



THIS IS NOT LOVE

Thls is not Love. Love Is a greater thing,
It does not feed on dreams, nor Is It blind*
Sustained by our dally offering,
it is the fruit of faith and truth combined.
It does not grope for an archaic mask
to seek its own elusive counterpart
in self-deceit* Love is concrete, a task
proportioned to the measure of the heart.

Yet I, who served Love well cmd who had grown
to fuller freedom through its mastery,
am now a slave to this, a thing unknown,
forced to efface my own identity*
And Love is impotent to break the spell,
since I denied it for the sake of hell.



One Blessing had I than the rest
So larger to my Eyes
That I stopped gauging - satisfied -

For this enchanted size -

It was the limit of my Dream -

The focus of my Prayer -

A perfect paralyzlng Bllss -

Contented as Despair -

I knew no more of Want - or Cold -

Phantasms both become
For this new Value in the Soul -

Supremest Earthly Sum -

The Heaven below the Heaven above
Obscured with ruddier Blue -

Life*s Latitudes leant over - füll
The Judgment perished - too -

Why Bliss so scantily disburse -

Why Paradise defer -

Why Floods be served to Us - in Bowls
I speculate no more -

Emily Dickinson

Ein Segen wurde mir zuteil.
Der war so uebergross,
Dass ich am Ausmas s selbst
Zu messen ganz vergass -

entzueckt -

Es war der Brennpunkt des Gebets -

Des Traumes Grenzbereich -

Vollkommen - laehmend - Seligkeit -

Gefasst - Verzweiflung gleich -

Ich kannte Not nicht mehr - noch Frost
Sie wurden Spuk und Schein
Vor diesem neuen Seelenwert -

Hoechstzahl im Irdischsein -

Der untere Himmel - kraeftig blau -

Verbarg des oberen Licht -

Das Leben dehnte sich - erfuellt -

Und tot war das Gericht -

Warum wird Glueck so rationiert -
Das Paradies vertagt -

Die Flut in Schuesseln uns serviert -
Dem spuer ich nicht mehr nach -

Lola Gruenthal



HEINRICH HiaNE

From MB

PßYCHE

In der Hand dl© kleine Lampot
In der Eruet die prooo© Glut,
Bchleiohot Poyche 2U dm Larer,
Wo der holde i^chlnei'or ruht«

Sie erroctet und cle i-lttert,
Wl© Die seine Schönheit sieht -
Der eiithuellte Gott der Idebe,
Er cmracht und er entflieht

AchtsehijOiundortJaehr'fe Euesel
Und die Aemste stlr: t belnahi
Pßyche fastet um; kastelt sich.
Well sie .'Mom nackend sah.

In her hand the llttle oll-lc^jim,
Ihe fJ^eat hlczB i.lthln hör breastc*
Psyche steals upon tho bedotead
vmerc the lovely eleoper reets.

-t\nd ßhe blunheo and ohe tr^nbles
At the beauty that che seesj
There» t.he Ood of Love, uncovered»
I8 awakened, ond he fleee,

Elfhteenhundred years of nenance
AlEiont kill the llttle T)rut?el
Pßyche faetG, her fleoh she chastens,
blnce ehe sav; Love In the nude«

%.
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HKllIRICH liJilNK

Prom BOOK OF SONGS

HOMECOMINa

Death ia the coollng breath of night;
Life is the sultrlness of day*
Now darkness falls, I'm droway;
Day mado me weary of light»

Over my bed arises a tree:
In there sings the yoiing nightingalej
Through drearns I hoar her sincing
Of love xinondingly.



HEINRICH HEINE

Prom ROiaANCERO

LAZARUS

WAY OF TJIE WORLD

T'^lio has i^ach v;lTl find that soon
He shall g©t a great deal moro,
VTno haß little shall have less
15ven thaii he had before.

But If you havo nothing, then
Better start to dlg your grave -

For the right to live, you lout,
Havo none but the ones v/ho have#



mmmicn rki:....

Prom BOOK OF SOIIGS

LYBICAL INTERMliIZZO

Froffi ßiy great axifforinr^s
Uy llttle Qongs arlse?
They fly to her heart in dlsculso,
UiiTolding their sonorous wings.

They dld find her heart open vdde,
Yet they have retumed to larriont.
And laiiiöutino they will not conßont
To say v/hat tlioy aaw inside«



HEINRICH HEINE

SEA-SICKNESS

Tr, by Vemon Watkins

The grey afternoon clouds
Droop, descending upon the sea
Which rises darkly to meet them.
And between them races the ship.

Sea-slck, I sit, still, at the mast
And make mädltatlons about inyself,
Very old, ashen-grey medltationa,
VVhich already Father Lot raade
When he had enjoyed too much boixnty
And found hiraself so 111 afterwards.
Then, now and again, I think of old stories,
How cross-carrying pllgrims of earlier time
Believlng, kissed, on the storm-tossed voyage,
The Virgin' s Image, rieh in comfort,
How knights brought low in this sea-emergency
Pressed the dear glove of their cherished lady
Against their Ups and were likewise comforted-
I, however, sit and chew disagreeably
An old herring, the salty comforter
In cat-crises and dog»s disteir5)er.

Meanwhile the ship contends
With the wild, upheaving tide;
It lands back now like a rearing war-horse
On the Stern, so that the rudder cracks,
Now plunges down again headlong
Into the chasm of moaning water,
Then again, as if carelessly love-weary,
It hovers, thinking to rest
On the black bosom of the giant wave
Which mightily rages on.
And suddenly, a confused sea-cataract,
Crashes into white curls
And Covers my seif with foam.

This rolling and hovering and pitching
Is imendurablel
Vainly my eye peers out, seeking
The German coast. But ahl only water.
And once again water, stirred up waterl
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As the traveller in Winter longs at evening
For a hot cup of tea inside him.
So my heart now longs for you,
My German Fatherland,
Though your precious earth may always be covered
With insanity, hussars, bad verses.
And tepidly thin little treatises;
AIthough your zebras may always
Peed on roses instead of thistles,
Though your aristocratic apes may always
Swagger in grand, idle clothes refinedly.
And think themselves better than all the other
Heavily plodding low-brov/ed cattle;
Though your Council of snails may always
Consider itself imr.iortal
Because it crawls on so slowly.
And though it may daily collect its votes
On whether the cheese belongs to the maggots.
And deliberate a long time
On how to perfect Egyptian sheep
So that their wool would grow better
And the shepherd could shear it them like other

s

Without distinction -

Though folly and injustice may always
Cover you whole, Germany;
Nevertheless I long for you,
For you are at least firm land.



HEINRICH HEINE

NEUE GEDICHTE

HELENA

Du hast mich beschworen aus dem Grab
Durch deinen Zauberwillen,
Belebtest mich mit Wollustglut -
Jetzt kannst du die Glut nicht stillen

•

Press deinen Mund an meinen Mund,
Der Menschen Odem ist goettlichl
Ich trinke deine Seele aus,
Die Toten sind unersaettlich.

You conjured me up from the depth of the
grave

:

Your magic power willed it,
Filled me with life and lust aglow -
The glow, you have not stilled it.

Come, press your lips against my lips:
Man's breath is divinely createdl
I'll drink your soul tili it is drained
The dead will never be sated.



HEINRICH HEINE

From ROMANCERO

LAZARUS

IflfELTLAUF

Hat man viel, so wird man bald
Noch viel mehr dazu bekommen.
Wer nur wenig hat, dem wird
Auch das wenige genommen.

Wenn du aber gar nichts hast,
Ach, so lasse dich begraben •-

Denn ein Recht zum Leben, Lump,
Haben nur, die etwas haben.

WAY OF THE WORLD

Who has much will find that soon
He shall get a great deal more.
Who has little shall have less
Even than he had before.

But if you have nothing, then
Better Start to dig your grave -
For the right to live, you lout,
Have but those alone who have.



HEINRICH HEINE

BUCH DER LIEDER

LYRISCHES INTEmffiZZO

Aus meinen grossen Schmerzen
Mach Ich die kleinen Lieder:
Die heben ihr klingend Oefieder
Und flattern nach ihrem Herzen*

Sie fanden den Weg zur Trauten,
Doch kommen sie v;ieder und klagen.
Und klagen, und wollen nicht sagen,
V/as sie im Herzen schauten.

My llttle songs arise
From my great sufferings:
They flutter with sonorous wings
To take her heart by surprise.

They dld find her heart open wide,
And yet they retum to lament.
And lamenting they will not consent
To say what they saw inside.



HEINRICH HEINE

NEUE GEDICHTE

Wie schaendllch du gehandelt,
loh hab es den Menschen verhehlet.
Und bin hinausgefahren aufs Meer
Und hab es den Fischen erzaehlet.

Ich lass dir den guten Namen
Nur auf dem festen Lande;
Aber Im ganzen Ozean
Weiss man von deiner Schande»

6^

How shamefully you acted, ^/
Lc^lem se

And there to the fish I revealed'lt.

On solid land I permlt you
To keep yoxir honest name;
But In the entlre ocean
They know about your shame«
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LAST POEIIS

¥0?

Wo wird einst des Wandermueden
Letzte Ruhestaette sein?
Unter Palmen In dem Sueden?
Unter Linden an dem Rlieln? >

Iferd Ich wo In einer V^ueste
Eingescharrt von fremder Hand^?
Oder riili ich an der Kueste
Eines Meeres In dem Sand?

Immerhin! Mich wird umgeben
Gotteshimmel, dort wie hier.
Und als Totenlampen schweben
Nachts die Sterne ueber mir.

WIERE?

Where shall I, from wanderlng vreary,
For my final rest recllne?
Under palms In southern reglons?
Under llndens on the Rhlne?

Will my grave be dug by strangers
Somev;here In a desert land?
Or shall I be near an ocean,
Restlng on a shore of sand?

Anyv;ayl I'li need no cover
But God's sky around me spread,
And as lamps the stars will hover,
Llt up nlghtly for the dead.



DeCTOR PAUST

A Dance Poem

Act I

A study: large, vaultod, Gothic in style. Dlm llghting. Along

the wall3 thare are book-cases, astrologlcal and ulchocdstic

paraphernalia (earthly and celestial Rloba, corE tellatlons,

retorta and blaarroly ahapod glassea), anatomlcal prepnrationa

(hiuuan and animal akolotons), and oLhai- roqulaltos of necromancy,

A clock strlkos i;J.dnlßht. At a table covered with booka

and scientific instruaents u the Doctor Faust is soated In a

dHB high ariachalr, modltating. Ho is drossed in the old-Oerman

Scholar' s robo of tho sixtoonth contury. After a while he

rises and stagA-ers towards a book-case vvhere a large folio

vol-oae 13 attachod with a chain. lle opens the lock and drags

the \jnchnined book (the so-called "Power over Hell") to hla

table. His attitude and hla entire conduct aro characterized

by a combination of cliiiiisy laageaterial mannerisms and defiant

'IsztaT±A± professional prido, After lighting soue candles and

drawing aoveral aagic circlea on the floor with a sv/ord, he

opons the big volune. His gosturos reveal the secret horrora

of the incantation. The room darkons, There ia ll^litning and

thundor. Tho ground opens v/lth a crackle. and out of it rlaes

a flai;:ins-red tlger. Faust does not appear to be in the leaat

friglitened by this slght. He scornfully ap;, Caches the fiery

beast and seens to order It to vanish liauediately. Presently,

It alnks back Into the ground. Faust resuraea his Incantatlona.
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out of
Agaln there Is terrible thunder and lightnlng, and fEflja the open-

Ing floor an enormous snake shoots up, ito body writhing in the

most tlireatening coils, its tongue hlssing flre and flames.

This also rneets wlth the doctor's contempt. He shrugs his

Shoulders, lau.c^hs and mocks the splrit of hell for not being

able to appear in a far rnor-e dan^erous form. Flually, the snake

also creeps back Into the earth. Faust continues his incantations

with increasing fervour« Now the d.irkness suddenly vanishes,

the roorn is brightened by EUPcackH coimtlesa lights, instead of

thxmder the lovolist dance music is heard, and from the open

floor, aa fron a flower baaket, rises a ballet rlancer dressed

in the ordinary costurae of ^rauze and tlghts and fluttering around

in the nost banal pirouettes.

At first Paust is surprised to find that the conjured devil

Mephisto -heles could not aasurae a more terrifying shape than

that of a ballet daiicer but final] y he cannot help being attracted

by the girl^s siTiiling, gracoful apnearance, and he bows to her

ceremoniously« Maphistopholes, or rather liephlstophela, as we

now have to call this devilry converted into ferdninity, raturns

the doctor*s bov/ in parody style and capers aroxind him in tha

familiär coquettish raanner* She holds a magic wand in her band,
and all the objects are
miidxH3CH»ylthlHÄ in the room that she touches with it ±s most de-

lightfully transforined without, however, completely losing thair

original shape. Por instance, the dark constellations now kuuma

dö5^5^3?«[53? glov; in luminous colors; the monstars preserved in
stuffad

glassas come alive in tha form of baautiful birds; tha/owls

carry girandoles in thair baaks; the walls begin to sprout the
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most preclous golden Utensils, Venetlan mlrrors, antique bas-

i^eliefs and works of art» The entire effect Is Exha^ chaotic,

ghostly, and yet brilliantly beautiful: a monstrous arabesque*

The develiah beauty seeias to proposo a pact of friendshlp to

Faust, but he Is not yet v/illinn; to sign the parchment, to accept

the terrible bargaln v/hlch she offers him. He requests her to

introduce hlra to the other powers of hell, and presently the

princes of darloiess emerge from tho g round« They are monsters

v/ith grlmaclng anlmal faces, fantastlc coirbinations of oddneas

and horror, most of them v/ith crowns on their heads and scepters

in their paws, Faust is introduced to then by Ilephistophela

in a presentation which adheres to the strictest court etiquette«

Waddllng around ceremoniously, the majesties of the underv/orld

begin their cluiasy round-danco, Bixt as ilephistophela toiiches

thei'ü with hör zaagic wand, thclr hideous hoods fall off and they

are also transfonned into a group of graceful ballerinas, flut-

terlng around in gause and tights and carrying garlands of flowera*

Faust appreciatos this rnctariorphosic, but he does not seom to

find any of the protty lady devils quite to his taste. Noticing

this, Mephistophela v/aves her wand again, and in a mirror pro-

Jected onto tho v/al3 there appoars the Image of a beautiful

woman in court dress with a ducal crown on her head. At the

sight of her Faust ia transported v/ith admiration and delig|ht.

Ke approaches tlie lovely inage with all signs of longing and

affectlon» But the woman In the mirror, who now movea like a

live creature, rejects his approaches and haughtlly turns up
only

her nose. Imploringly he kneels down before her, but she repeata
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her contei:?ptuous gesturos ovon rnoro insiiltlnf^ly,

The poor doctor nov/ turns to Uephlstophela, beseechlng her

with his eyes ihrug

Shoulders, and then ahe wavea her magic vmnd. A hideous inonkey

rlsos up to the hips fron the ground, but upon a sign of Me-

phistophela, who an-rily shakes her hoad, he promptly sinks

back Into the floor to leap out a moment later as a handaone,

slender ballot dancer executing the most conventional steps,

The danoer approaches the inlrror Iraage, courting it with lewd

gestures and with an expreasion of bland self-assurance, while

the lovely wonan sniTes at hir. ir.ost gracloualy, She extends

her arras towards Mn v/ith love-slck longing and exhnuats her-

seif in denons tratlong of affectlon. Seeln^r thls. Paust Is

ovorcorae by a rage of despr.lr, but Mephistophela takes pity

upon hin, and with her maglc rand she touches the fortunate dancer

^Tho Imedlately returns into the ground, having changed back

Into a monkoy and leavlng his cast-off dancer« s coatume on the

floor. Now Mephistophela agnin presents the parchment to Paust,

and iuf unhesltatlng he opens a veln in his arm and slgns the

contract ^ith his blood, thua renounclnp his heavenly salvation

for the sake of temporal earthly pleasurea. He dlscards the

sobor, respectable scholar's govm and dons the wlckedly gaudy

flnery whlch tho vanlshed dancer left behind. In thls slow and

awkward chnnr;e of coatume he is asslsted by Hell's fitxHi«

frlvolous Corps de ballot,

ITow i.lephistophela instructs Paust in the art of dancing,

showlng hlm all the tricks and sleights of hand, or rather slelghts
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of foot, eiiployed in the trade • The i;iost aii^using effects and

contrasts are croated by tho scholar's av/kwardnass and stlff-

ness as he attempts to iroitato the elegant ease of the dancers.

Tho dovelish chorus girls v/ant to assist hixü further by trylng,

each in her ovm vray, to illustrate the luethod with an example:

tho poor doctor is being hurled frora one to the other, and each

in turn whirls around with hin. They pull Mm back and forth,

but finally the power of love combined wiUi that of the magic

wand nuccoeCG In ^±±n^ ii.aking his disobedlent lirubs uore flexible,

and thus the apprentico ot choroography turns into an accoi.plished

niaster. IIo dancea a brilliant pas de deux with Lephistophela

and also delights his other art companions by flyin^: around with

the^. and executin^^ the i..ost bizarre figuros. Arter ].avinß achieved

all this virtuosity, ho even darea to appear as a dancer before

the Image of the lovely v/oman in tho iidrror who now rev;ards his

dancing passion with gestures of equally passionate love* Rmxk

Faust dances in a trance-like state of spirltual intoxication,

becorriing more and luore absorbed, But Ilephistophela tears him

av/ay from the image, making it disappear with a niovenent of the

magic wand, and the advanced dancin(r lesson of the classical

school continucs

.
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Act II

A wido squaro in front of a castÄe v/hicli is visible on the

rights Upon a ramp, seated in hif^Ji chairs of State, the Duke

and tho Duchess, Surround ed by courtiers, Imights and ladies*

Tho Dulce is a stiff alderly gontleman, the Duchess a voluptuous

yoiong v/orrian, a living counterpart of the Image presented by tho

magic iiirror in Act 1. It is noticeable that she wears a golden

Slipper on her left foot*

The scene is iiiagnificently decorated Tor a court festival.

A pastoral play is being perforiiied in the stalest roccoco fashion:

graceful dullness and galant innocence* These inawkishly affected

Arcadian capers aro suddenly interrupted and dispersed by the

arrival of Faust and Mephistophela who rnake their triioniphal

entrqnce in dance costmues, accompanied by their deiaonic corps

de ballet and announced by jubilant fanfarea. Faust and

f^ephistophela pay their leaping horno^as to tho ducal couple,

but as Faust and the Duchess ß&mBZikm see each othor face to

face they are both startled as though by happy meiaories: they

recognize each other and exchange tonder glances, The Diike

seems to accept kephistophela's povoÄ)ftae(^graciously «Ad* benevolÄ^uc^,

<>^t;1y^ In an Inpetuous pas de deux which the latter now dances

with Faust, they both keep their eyes on the ducal couple, and

soon as the devilish dancers take over, Mephistophela begins

to luake love to the Duke while Faust offers his t ender advances

to the Duchess; the exuberant passion of the latter two is parodied

as it were, by mephistophela who counters the Diike's angular

and starched mannerisns v/ith a sort of ironical coyness^
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After a whlle the Duke turns to Paust and asks hlm to prove

his black magic by K3aR;jHx±Ä|5 letting hlm see the late King

David as he was dancing before the Ark of the Covonant. Upon

such superior request. Paust takes the maglc wand from Mephisto-

phela and waves it in ine antation; the ground opens, and ararik

the deslred group steps out of it : on a charlot drawn by Levites

Stands the Ark| with King David dancing before it in ^»ygl^yt

farcical gaiety, fantastically decked out like a king of cards,
lanc e-bearing

The Holy Ark is followed by kk« royal guards who ar« skipjfllng;
from side to side;

and sway±n|5 ^smjürjKXJ^±xtmdsihtMtthx±Bix^ they are

dressed up as Folish Jev/s in tralling black silk caftans with

higli für Caps on thoir beardod wobbly heads* After these gro-

tesque creaturos have finished their procession they again dis-

appear in the ground, accompanled by thundering applause«

Once more Paust and Mephistophela leap into a brilliant

pas de deux, during which h»- again entices the Duchess, sJb^ the

Duke, with amorous gestures until finally the noble couple can

no longer resist and Joins the dances of the other two. X In the
whlch

dramatic quadrille ensues Paust tries to ensnare the Duchess

xJhiiilxdfiflpBx ever more deeply» He has noticed a devil's nark

on her neck, and having thus discovered that she is a sorceress,

he gives her a rendez-vous for the next witchos» sabbat, She

is f rightened and tries to deny her orlgin, but Paust points to

her golden Slipper as a sign of distlnction v;orn by the Douina,

the noblest bride of Satan. Abashed, she accopts the rendez-

vous» At the saxiie tiine, the Duke and iuephistophela again enact

their parody; when this is over, the four leading characters
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retire in infcliinte conversatlon, and the denionic dancers contlnue

the dance,

lipon the request of the Dtilce for another proof of his

sorcory, Faust seises the rnaglc wand and touches the wlldly

whlrllng dancers. They Itßinedlately change back into the monsters

which we saw in Act I; from the graceful round dance they re-

vort to the clULisiest baroque movoments and final]y disappoar

anonp: sparklinc Tlames in the opening ground. Enthusiastic

applause follows, and Faust and Mephistophela gratel^xlly bow

to their illuetroiis hosts and the honorable public,

But v/ith each nev; feat of nmgic the mad desire grows stronger;

Rusliing ahead ruthlecsly, tlie four leading flguros return to

the danco floor, and in the newiy rorrT;ed quadrille their passion

tHrms:'±niii5::HhÄrLEÄHX becornes evor xnore unre-

strained: Faust falls on his loiees before the Duchess who in

turn demonstrates her love in equally coniprirrdsing pantoirdiao.

The old Duke, like a lascivious faun, kneels before Mephistophela

v/ho pretends to be thrilled with rapture; - but as he happens

to turn around, .sfisdbc and sees his wife and Faust in their amor-

ous postures, he Junips up in a rage, draws his sword and atterapts

to Stab the impudent necroinancer» The latter ^uickly grasps

the rmglc wand and KidfekxBiiBxtHUKkxjafxttxniKkBs touches the Duke

\Tho3e head prouptly sprouts an önoP:äOus pair of «mtlors by the

endo of v;hich t/ie Ducliess trios to hold him back. There is

great consternation anong the courtiors who draw their swords,

ready to attack Faust and Mephistophela. But Faust again wields

his wand} behind the sceno there is a so\md of martial truß^ets.
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and we aee a host of knlghts apoear In fuH armor, dt^^TO'up

for battle. WhlJe the eourtiers tum agalnat those in self-

defenso. Paust and I^epMstophela escape through the alr on two

black horsQs whlch have risen out of the ground. As thoy dls-

appear, the hont of armed knlghts also fades away like a fantas-
Biagoria.
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Act III

Nocturnal witohes' sabbat on kkmxtmpjoat a wlde mountaln top;

trees on both sides, decorated wlth bizarre lar^s whlch llluinln-

ate the scene; In tho center, a stone pedestal, like an altar,

and upon it Stands a big black raia wlth a black huroan face, a

burnlng candle between hls homs* In the backgroimd, a ränge

of moimtalns scaled on dlfferent levela JkaxÄSR whlch form a sort

of ainphl-theater; on Its colossal steps the nobllity of the under-

world Is seated, an audlence composed of those prlnces of hell

whom we have seen In the pievlons acts and who now appear even

more glgantic# Perched on the trees are muslclans wlth blrd-
blzarre

faces, holdlng KkR&nj^ strlng and wind Instruments • The scene

la already fllled wlth llvely groups of dancers In costumes

remlniscent of varlous dlstaiit countrles and ages, glvlng the

whole assembly the appearance of a fancy-dress ball, the more

so because of the presence of many masked and hooded flgures,

However baroque, bizarre and fantastlc some of these xmj be,

they should not offend the esthetlc taste, and the k±(tflisitxMiKK
r6HgVöd

Impression of a nlghtmarlsh monstroslty should be jsaaÄfltxdiaüOT
compensated

or XMllMsi, by the splendor of a make-belleve world and a sense

of genuine Ksm^ terror, Now and then a couple steps up to the

ram«8 altar, a man and a woman, each carrylng a black torch;

they bow to the back of the ram, kneel down before it and render

thelr homage wlth a klss. Meanwhlle new guests arrive, rldlng

through the alr on broomstlcks, cta^ dungforks, cooking spoons

as well as on wolves and cats. The new ^k arrlvals find thelr
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paramours alroady walting for thexn, After a Joyful reception

they join the danclng groups. Her Illghness the Duchess also

appears rldlng through the alr on an enormous bat; her dress

Is as revealing as posslble, and she wears the golden sllpper

on her right foot# She seems to be looklng for someone im-

patiently» Pinally she discovers the object of her longlng,

namely Faust who arrives with Ueplolstophela to Join the faast.

They are both carried through the air by black horses. He is

dressed In the sliiny costunie of a »Ij^kt knight, and hia coii^Danloii

l8 attired with the chastely fitting Amazone 's gown of ä nafelÄ

German c^arpagwi RakH nobility» Faust and the Duchess fall into

each other's arms and express their overflowing passion in the

most ecstatic dances, Meanwhile Llephistophela has also found

her expected beau, a skinhy squlre v/earing a black Spanish

cloak and a baret with a blood-red cock's feather on it. VVhile

Faust and the Duchess dance through the entire garmt of genuine

passion, the pas de deux performed by Mephistophela and her

partner, in contrast, is only a wanton exhibition of g courtship,

of affected tenderness, of self-ridiculin^; lasciviousness«

Finally, all four proceed with black torches to pay homage to

the ram in the afamef^^ianner -ae- doscribod befero^ and then they

join the rest of the niixed crowd in the round dance which rages

around the altar# This dance is characterized by the peculiar

aspect of the dancers' turning their backs to each other instead

of their faces which are directed to the outside«

Faust and the Duchess slip out of the circle and, reaching

the climax of their loving frenzy, disappear behind the trees
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on the right« The roiind la completed and new guests step up

to the altar to celebrate the Adoratlon of the Ram; there are

crowned heads among them, even high dlgnitaries of the chiirch

in their sacramental robes»

The foreground of the stage is now occupied by a procession

of luonks and niins, soid their extravagant Polka gambols greatly

aiiiuse the demonic spectatora on the raountain tops who applaud

v/ith extended paws. Faust reappears with the Duchess, but now

his featxires are drawn and haggard; annoyed at the insistence

of her voluptuous caresses, he turns away from the woman, giving

piain evidence of his feelings of weariness and disgust. In

vain, the Duchess falls upon her kneea to implore him; he rejects

her with an expression of horror. At this tnoinent, three moors

appear in golden uniforms embroidered v/ith black rains« They

suiamon the Duchess to the throne of Satan, their lord and master,

and since she does not imriiediately obey, they drag her away

by force» In the background, we see the rain descending from

his pedestal and, after some absurd courtesies, dancing a minuet

with the Quchess, Cereiiionious steps are perfomed in a slow

measure, The ram's face boars the lüolancholy expression of

a fallen angel combined with the deep ennui of a snobbish prince;

the features of the Duchess reveal hopeless despair. At the

end of the dance the raxn climbs back upon his pedestal« The

ladies who have watclied this spectacle approach the Duchess

with reverential courtesies and draw her away with them. Faust

has remained in the foreground, and during the minuet Mephisto-

phela has ret\irned to his side, With disgust and loathing Faust
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Points at the Duchess, apparently Intlmatlng somethlng horrible

about her» He conveys his loathing of all the niumiiiery displayed

before him, of all the Gothic trash representing only a crude

and base mockery of aoceti g. eccxßsiastic t^raot icea , yet being

Just as xinpleasant as the latter. He expresses an infinite

desire for the purely beautiful, for Greek liarmony, fcr the

selflessly noble figures of Ilonier^s spring-like world. Mephisto-

phela understände, and touching the groimd v/ith her wand she

evokes the image of the faiaous Helen of Troy, but for a inoment

only. In this the learned Doktor flnds his dresun of jüifiai an

ancient ideal fulfilled, and he does not conceal his enthiisiasm,

Beckoned by Mephistophela, the ruagic horses retum, and they

both take off. At the same raoment the I^uchess enters again

on the stage, Pinding her lover gone, she rages in mad despair

and falls down in a swoon. In this condition she is lifted up

by soKie weird figures krsL who carry her around as in a triuiuphal

procession with a great deal of clovming and Jesting» There

is another witches* dance that is suddenly interrupted by the

shrill sound of a bell and an organ hyixin v/hich givos an

atrocious parody of sacred inusic. liiveryone crov/ds around the

altar where the black ram is devoured by Harnes, crackling as

he burns away. After the curtain has fallen, one still hears

the horribly burlesque sacrilegeous sounds of the Black Mass»
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Act IV

An Island in the Archipelago* The sea Is visible to the

left, glltterlng In emerald colors and forming a lovely contrast

to the turquolse blue of the sky whose sunny brightness shines

upon an an ideal landscape, Vegetation and architecture reflect

the Grecian beauty of Homer 's dretuas. Pine treos, laurel bushes

with white statues resting in theirshade; large marble vases

holding exotic plant s; flower garlands twined around the trees;

crystalline waterfalls; on the rlght, a touple of Venxis Aphrodite

whose shirnmering statue is seon through the colonnades. The

scene is enlivened by blooming youth, the yoxing men in festive

white gowns, the maidens in lightly draped nymph costumes, their

heads adorned with roses or rnyrtles; some of them are amusing

themselves in individual groups, others are engaged in a cereraonial

round before the temple, offering a service of Joy to the goddess.

Everything here breathes Greek serenity, ambrosial peace of the

gods, classical calm. There is no Suggestion of a misty here-

after, of the mystical thrills of lust and anxiety, of the

supernatural ecstasy of the spirit emncipated from corporeality.

Here all is real three-dimensional blissfulness without retro-

spective melancholy, without vague and empty longings. The

queen of this Island is Helena of Troy, the most beautiful womn
in poetry. She is seendancing at the head of her maidservants

in front of the Venus texnple* The dance and its positions, harmon-

izing with the scenery, are measured, chaste and tttlBmi solemn.

This serene world is suddenly invaded by Faust and Uephisto-

phela who come flying down through the air on their black horses.

"i " «
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They appear to have been dellvered from a gloomy nlghtmare, a

vicious dlsease, a wretched niadness, and now they ÄXÄxkiadtiax£xHÄ

kmxMTFiisi^ can both feast their eyes on thia vislon of original

boauty and genuine loftiness. The queen and her attendants re-

ceive them hospitably, offering them food and drink in precious

chiselled vessels, and inviting them to stay on thls Island of

bliss. Faust and Mephlstophela express their gratitude in Joy-

ful dances, and finally they all form a procession inovlng towards

the temple of Venus, There the Doktor and Dephlstophela exchange

their romantic medieval costumes for Greek goi/^Tis of simple

splendor; thus tranaformed they reappear in the foreground with
executing

Helena, Knxfi:kL±R^ some mythological pas de trois»

On the conclusion of this dance Faust and Helena rest on a

throne to the right of the stage, v/hile Iv^ephistophela, with a

thyrsus and a taiabourine in her hands, leaps about as a ksislumtH

bacchante striking the inost extravagant postures« Helena 's

maidens are carried away by the example of such revelry; they

tear the roses and myrtles from their heads, entwine their loosened

locks v/ith vine-leaves and thus, with Streaming hair and whirling

thyrsus staffs, JfekHyxiHicixJüaja they also sway about as bacchantic

dancers. The youths now arm themselves with shields and spears

and proceed to disperse the maidens possessed by the god. Then

they engage in sham fights, enacting ono of those martial pantomimes

which are so piKiiruiÄta pleasantly described by ancient authors.

This heroic pastorale may be elaborated by the introduction
Riding upon swans,

of an antique Capriccio. A host of amoretti appears x±(itagxi^Qn

8XXIU and also begins a battle dance with bows and arrows. But
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thlg charmlng interlude is suddenly Interrupted: the startled
llttle cupids hastlly mounfc thelr swans and flutter away as
the Ducheas arrives flylng tlirough the air on an onormous bat
and. llke an avonging fury, stopa up to tlie throne where Faust
and Helena quletly watched the porformnce. She seeras to attack
the one wlth the most insane reproache«, the other with threats.
Kephlstophela, who has wltnessed the scene with malicious glee.
now resuines her bacchanalian dance in which she Is accompanied
V TT -. . Joyful
by Jelena's maldens, and thelr/chorus forma a mocklng contraat
to the wrath of the Duchess. The latter. unable to control her
rage, wields the raaglc wand she had been holdlng. and her move-
ments seem to be accompanied by the most dreadful incantations.
At once the sky begins to darken. llglming and thmider follow,
the sea rises in a tempest, and a horrible transformtIon befall»
all persona and objects on the Island. Everything seems to be
Struck be destruction and death. The trees stand leafless and
withered. The tet.ple Is broken down in ruins. The statuta lie
shattered on the ground. Queen Helena, sitting next to Paust,
has turned Into an almost fleshlesa corpse slirouded in white
llnen. The danclng wenches are also nothln^ but ghostly skeletons
wrapped in white sheets which, hanging down fron, their heads,

reach only to their barren loins (?). m thia shape of la^iiae

they continue fc in their gay dance posea and rounds as thou^
nothing had happened, and they seem to be totally unaware of
the devaatatlng transformatlon. Paust, however, whose happlneas
haa been destroyed by the vengeance of a Jealous witch, ia greatly
infurlated against her. Leaplng down from the throne rjth hl a
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sword diwmy-h« thrusts It into the ehest of the Ducheas.

Mephistophela has KgKlii once more brought up the two laagic

horses; anxiously she urges Paust to mount immediately^and then

she rides off with him through the alr. Meanv/hile the waves

are surgln^ higher and higher, gradually floodlng men and monuments

Only the danclng lamlae do not seem to notlce anythlng» To the

gay sound of tambourines they dance on \intil the last moment

when the waves reach their heads and the whole Island appears

to be submerged In the water, Above the storm-lashed sea, high

up in the air, we see Paust and ^^ephistophela racing away on

their black horses»
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Act V

A Wide, open se^uare In front of a cathedral whose Gothic

portal is viaible in the background» On both sides, neatly triianed

linden trees; under them, on the left, carousing and feasting

burghers, dressed in the Dutch costiime of the sixteenth Century.

Nearby, one also sees marksiuen anned vdth cross-bows, shooting

at a bird attached to the top of a tall polo. Th© scene is füll
shov/-booths

of kermess inorrinent: a^^ÄKlaixKxJolkfcta, musicians, a puppet-ackaw

play, Jumping clovms and cheerful groups. In the centor, a

piece of lavm reserved for the cntertainment of the higher middle

classes.

The kR±ii bird has been shot dov/n, and the victor leads a

triumphal rnarch as the Champion marksnan, A fat jsieähr brewer's
bis head adorned with

figure,xwBKK±iig an enornious crorm Hnxh±3: kKk to which nuiaerous

little bells are attached, hls back and belly covered by large

gold-plated shields; thus he struts about with a great deal of

tinkling and clanking, Druraners and fifers iiiarch in front of him.

aa ^ioll-a3 tho Standard boaror, a Short -legged manikin brandishing

an enonnous banner in the drollest contortions; the entire laarks-

men's guild follov/s in a soleim lasiiliaii array. The whole pro-

cession bov/s rospoctfully and the standard-boarer lowers his

flag in homage to the fat mayor and his equally volui^ünous wife

who are sittlng under the linden trees with their yoiuig daughter*
represented as a

Tney Salute in retum, and their daughter, KssaKi}ji:ija^xtekftX|5±ÄititRa

5?^ fair-haired vlrgin ö?^^^ftS ^^ ^ Dutch canvass, fills the cup

of honor for the chanipion marksman«

We hoar the blare of trunipets, and on a high cart decorated
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with follage and drawn by two black horses, aopears the very
in

learned Doktor Faunt wm&xtins a scarlet, gold-braided quack's

costiime, Leading the horses, Mephlstophela wal^f:8 in front of

the cart; she is also dressed in gaudy finery, profusely trirnmed

T:ith ribbons and feathors» At intervals she blows a fanfare on

a large triampet, at the same time givin^'^ a publicity-dance de-

nonstration to attract the people. A large crowd soon gathers

aroiind the cart where the travelling niiracle doctor i hands out

all sorts of potions and concoctions for cash payment« Some

people bring him large bottles with urine specimenjb which he

examines« Others have their teeth pulled by him» He performs

striking miracle eures v;ith crippled invalids who begin to use

their restored limbs in Joyful dances. P'inally, he climbs off

the cart, ?/hich leaves the stage, and distributes his vials

among the crov;d» Only a few drops of the liquid are sufficient
fill and soul

to eure all ills of the flesh and to jralzB thA body/vvith an ir-

resistible desire to dance. The charapion markanian, who has

swallov/ed the entire content s of a vial, feels its magic power

working on him. He seines Mephistophela and hops a pas de deux

with her. The potions leg-moving effect stimulates even the

aged mayor and his wife to hobble along k in an old-fashioned

grsmd-father's dance,

While old and yo\ing are spinning aroiond in the wildest whirl,

Faust has approached the mayor *s daughter» Enchanted by her

pure sirnplicity, her modest manners and her beauty, he declares

his love to her, and, pointing to the church with melancholy,

alxnost shy, gestures, aska for her hand in marriage. He repeats
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bis proposal to her parents v/ho havo returned to their seats,

gasping for broath. They ara pleased wlth the offer, and the

naive beauty also glves her bashful consent, She and Faust are

now decked with flowers, and as bride and groom they dance their

decent bourgeois hymens* In this sweet and modest quietude the

Doktor has finally found the domestic happiness which satiafies

the soul« Porgotten are the doubts and the rapturous sBXJEÜbdb&E

orgies of suffering known to the arrogant spirit. He is noff in

a State of grace, beaining like the gilt cock on a church steeple*

The wedding procession is being formed with nuptial poirp«
its

It is already advancing on Jk:kB v/ay to church when Mephistophela

suddenly steps before the groom and arrests him with scornful

gestures, thus disrupting hls idyllic foelings; she seerns to

Order him to follow her iimaediately. Paust refuses with obvious

indignation, and the spectators are aghast at the scene, But

they are even more terror-stricken when suddenly Mephistophela 'i

exorcism brings about nocturnal darkness accompanied by a ter-

rible thunderstorm. Anxiously theyescape to seek shelter in the

ÄÄSOcky church where a bell now begins to;^ ring and an organ starte

pealing. This pious droning strikes a contrasting note to the

hellish ÄjixiaaK uproar on the stage. Paust hao tried like the

others to find refuge at the /church, but he is held back by a

huge black hand which reaohos out from the ground. With an

expression of spiteful triunph Mephistophela reraovcs from her

bodice the parchment scroll which the Doktor once signed with

his blood. She indicates to him that the time of his contract
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has expired and that hls body and soul nov; belong to hell. In

vain Faust iriakea all possible objectlons, in vain he finally

tries to inpress hör with entreaties and lamentatlons» The

develish wench capers aroxmd him with grimces of utter mockery.

The groxrnd opens and out of It step those aboiiiinable prlnces ot

hell, tho crowned and sceptor-bearing luonsters. In a triumphal,

round they also Jeer at the poor Doktor whom Llephictophela,

now changed into a horriblo sngke, strangles in a violent embrace.

The entire group slnks into the earth among crackling flaines

while the pealing m± bells and the sjaKKd&xaßxtks organ muaic re-

sounding froni tho cathedral ßunauon^ the pioxjis Christians to

prayer»
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FRIEDRICH HOELDKRLIN

EPIGRAMS

SOPHOCLES

Many have strlven In valn to glve Joyfulness Joyous expresslon;
Here It m^mm expresses Itself, speaklng through tragedy's mouth«

THE ANGRY POET

Fear not the poet raglng In lofty language; hls letter
Bften kllls, but the dead splrlta his spirlt revives.

THE JESTERS

Go on playlng and Jestlng, friends, you mugtl And I pity
You, for thls Is a must only obeyed by despalr«

GOOD ADVICE

If you have brains and a heart, you better keep one of them hldden;
Both are condemned If you dare both at a tlme to reveal.

ADVOCATUS DIABOLI

Deep In my heart I desplse the cohorts of Itm^ti masters and clerics,
But even more; ato-^'f^ /genlus consortlng wlth them.

DESCRIPTIVE POETRY

Slnce Apollo became the god of Journalists, even
He is partlal to each falthful reporter of facts.

FALSE POPULARITY

the hiananlst who wlth chlldren felgns to be chlldleh,
Whereas the tree and the child eeek «hat ie higher above.



FRIEDRICH HOELDERLIN

XENIEN

SOPHOKLES

Viele versuchten umsonst, das Freudigste freudig zu sagen.
Hier spricht es endlich mir, hier in der Trauer, sich aus*

DER ZUERNENDE DICHTER

Fuerchtet den Dichter nicht, wenn er edel zuemet; sein Buchstab^
Toetet, aber es macht Geister lebendig der Geist.

DIE SCHERZHAFTER

Immer spielet tmd scherztl ihr muesst, o Freundel mir geht dies
In die Seele, denn dies muessen Verzweifelte nur.

GÜTER RAT

Hast du Verstand und ein Herz, so zeige nur eines von beiden;
Beides verdammen sie dir, zeigest du beides zxigleichjlf»

ADVOCATÜS DIABOLI

Tief im Herzen veracht' ich die Rotte der Herren und Pfaffen,
Aber noch mehr das Genie, macht es gemein sich damit.

DIE BESCHREIBENDE POESIE

Wisst, Apoll ist der Gott der Zeitungsschreiber geworden.
Und sein Mann ist, wer ihm treulich das Faktum erzaehlt.

FALSCHE POPÜLARITAET

den Menschenkenner! Er stellt sich kindisch mit Kindern,
Aber der Baum xxnd das Kind suchet, was ueber ihm ist.



FRIEDRICH HOELDEHLIN

fiypErUüK'ß SONG

You vmll: abovc In the llght
an ;e©ntlc Brounds, o jsoiae of tho bloosodlhenwnly brllllant bröesoG

HoVC you vrith easo,
A© tho toxioh of the artiot on

Strin^c that aro aacrf>a..

FÄtoloGsly, llke the clusborirj^
Ii>i\'.g:it,bi-oatho tha uivlnoi

Chaotcly ß©alod.
In hmlllty buddlng,
Bloons tholr ©plrlt
£vor allvo,

i\ncl the cyea of the blosood
Gaso v;lth coix)iia mtd

Infinite oloarrieeo^

To US tlioii£h 1» elvcn
l40 rcGt \;horever vc croi

Tlio oufferlne mortale
Aro vaiilsMnr, fallinir

Bllndly fvom hotar to
ilour, llko the vator
From preclplco hurtled

Tq proclpico, doun throu^h
Lonc da^avm out yearc to unoortain onds«



FRIEDRICH HOELDTOLIN

Mä:H60HE!^EIZ^.^JX

Xav n:,oht huillr noin Hor^i, »olioenoren I.obQiic vollj^
->3lt ich li©be7 Vrsrun achtotet ihr tcXoh nohr^
Da Ich ßtel^r^^r lüid vJ^lder.
v/orterelchor und leerer i-^^r?

Achl clor Menge eefaollt, vaö atif den MarktplatJ5
Und ee elirot dox* Kneclit nur- der. Gewaltaai^oni
.AvH döB Goettllcho glf>.uT.^«i

Die allein, die ^a selber sind»

taui::t|

AI>PLAU31S OF Ma<

lö not holy my hoart, fllleö, vdth a fairer llf©.
ülnc0 1 laartiod hov/ to lova? Why dld you praloe me laot^
kVhem 1 tms prouder and ^»fildor,
Hor# loquaoious^ and eiaptler?

Wh&t thd iüultltud© llko© iE for tho markotplac©,
And tJao serf can rospoot nono iTut tha ß:an ol forcej
Oraj thooe tÄio (iro godliko
Kno^ t^e nseanlnp of gpdllno^a»



FRIEDT.ICH IlOJaDH^JN

SOm^EmJNTKECiAHG

Vio biet, duv ircaücon d^^^samort dlo Oeole mir
Von aller delnor Wcmioi domi obon Ict'f.^
DaoB }.oh rrelauacht, wio, fx>ldner Toeno
Vo7.1j dor cntzvtcokendo :^orinonjuon::llnr

Sein Abendlled auf hJjniallBcher Lelor spiel t|
Ei3 toonton rings die Waoldor \md Huecol nach,
Doch fon*: iot or su fronSi-»on Vcclkcm,
Die Ihn noch obren | hinv/op^^e^^an^^on«

oUK

\fhero ar© you? Drunl?: and drcT^nv^ my soul le
filled

Wlth all yovLV rr'fi'^turej for It \r^c cnly now
That I had liatened aß^ v/ith rolden
Tonon^ tho onchtmtine youth^ th^ cun-rod,

Qn he»aven*3 lyx^o vm.n playlnr hls cvon?!onci
Tb© woodfl foid hllls tiroimd wer© roßoundlnpr all.
But far mmy» ^^ero h^xnbl© nctlonD
V/orßhlp him »tili, he iß no\^ roeidlngit

^ <.



FRIEDRICH HOELDERLIH

XEI'lIi^^

ßOPHOilLES

Vlelö vorcuoüton umaonat, da^ Freudieete treudXe ^^ ©agiEö^
Hier Bprlobt ^b endlich mir, hier in der Trauer^ sich aus#

ii^arohtet den Diohtor nloht, worin mr ©d#l ;^u©rn#t} sein Buchßtab*
Toet0t| aber ee macht QmiBtor lebendig der Geist,

Ijmer spielet unu ©ch^r^tl llir muo&Bt * o Fioondal nlr {^-^ht dies
In die Seele^ denn dies muesoon Verzweifelte nur#

0UK2B Rfi.!

Haat öu Vorßtarid und ein Eer^., ßo s-elge n\xt eines von beicl^m
Beides verdammen sie dir, »elgeet du beidos zufielcht*

Tlor ia Her2,on \'eruoht' ich aie Tlotto öor liüvv<m nivl Pfaffen,
Aber noch mehr das Genie ^ macht es gemein sich damit»

DIE BE^GliR^IBElJDE rOEÄtS

Wlaat, -.-püll ist der Gott dor 2oituiH;Beahrel')er {^ovrorden.
Und sein Kann isti tfor Ihm treulich das Faktum er2k.öhlt#

fALßGHE POPUJLARltABI

dt*n MouBoliaiikonnerl nit stellt sich kindisch ni% Kindo:m,
Aber der Baum und das Eind suchet, v/as uoher Ihn lst#



FRIEDRICH HOELDKRLIN

HALF OF UFE

Tho land wlth yellow pears and
Wild rooes In abxmöance
Leons down to the lake^
You lovely ewansi and
Drunk wlth yoiar kleses
You dlp yotir hoadß
In sacred sobering wators«

Dut v/oe, whero do I find,
kVhen Winter comee» tho flowere, and whore
Tho sunßhlno and
The ehad© of the earth?
The stonowalls etand
Speechless and cold, the wlndblo^m
Weathexnranec rattle*



i' i
Vi

Ulli

IK'V^

li^^TB It üpm o:-;.roseoe itßoli', ^^*>ocatiiir throuch tmr-cu. ^-^ nouth.

#

TT! . :;;n2lX roM

Foar not tlw i)oot mcinr: in lofty 1
Dften iciUSj, *but tho d©ad ß^irita Mc; S5ni*-*3,

1:? lottOT

#

vo on ployin;' oiid josti frlondß, you nu^i A^d I piijr

•rs^

.uj

If you liav© bralns ßnfi a liiert, ycu Ix^tter
*

^^ of *^hom lo onj

ii-

^ -'

Deep in ny h^a^f, I •^cf1-d^^[^ tho oohorts Ol rl -^Gor^ and cjo^-^loss
^ t

*^jLis^\j X. . ^ . -«^

Iio io partlal to
O n^d of liöt© . cvOn

^•.•

'AL -X

tho hirifxnict. t;^io tflth Mür ^h
5



FRIEDRICH HOELDEFILIN

XOIÜIK

SOPHOKLES

Viele versuchten urasonst, daa Freudlcöte freudig zu sagen,
Hier spricht es ondlioh mir, hier in der Trauer, sich aus,

DER ZÜERNEMÜis; DICHTER

Fuerchtet den Dichter nicht, wenn er edel Euemetj sein Buchstab*
Toetet, aber es macht Geister lebendig der Gelstt

DIE SCHEri2H/lFTEN

Immer spielet und scherzt l ihr ffiuegst, o Freunde* mir eeht dies
In die Beele, denn dies mueesen Verzw^^ifelte nur.

GUTEIi RAT

Hast du Verstand und ein Herz, so zei^^e nur eines von beiden:
Beides verdammen sie dir, zeigest du boldeo zufiel ch;^t

ADVuCATUö DIABOLI

Tief im Herzen veraoht» loh die Rotte der Herren und Pfaffen,
Aber noeh mehr das Genie, macht es gemein sich damit.

DIE BESGHRICIBEIJDE POKSIE

Wiest, Apoll ist der Gott der Zeltunptsscbreiber e<^worden,
Und sein Mann ist, wer Ihm treulich das Faktuir. er?. tMt.

FALSCHE POPÜLARITAET

den Mensohenkennert Er stellt sich kindisch mit Kindern,
Aber der Baum und das Kind cuchet, was uebcr Ihm Ist*
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FRIEDRICH HÖLDERLIN

HARVEST TIME

Ripe are the fruits, dipped in fire, cooked (3u<'^-^

•Äi»d tested on earth, and there is a decree
That all sjial4. qo iritd) \t , serpent-like,

Prophetic, (i-rGamiiig mp uii ^ oth^^oc^c.^ c^^
«ie hills of heaven. (Änd much,^ /l..<>c^ "^^ 9

C}^\^^ ä) load of logs on the Shoulders, .^xt^^-^-^

(Must bep^.^.ned. But^the^pa t̂h^ ^^^(J^^^^
Are errooked . For (itumbling) ^^4^ Ä^tJ^WV-«--, / ^^"^

LiXenTor;^^ ,_ the captivi ^STV:^:^ »

Elements go and (^ho^ ancient

Laws of the earth. And always s:
But we will look neither forward nor back.

Letting ourselves be rocked as

On a boat swayed by the sea.

A^W^^Sf

^
L,aws ot tne earth. And always 1^^-/^ ^^d
A Ipnaing goes toward the boundless. But .^ftweh /t:^^.c^ ^

Muot bore^ain ed^. And a want of faith. -^ ^^^'^'^^

^^je^cj2iZ, u^otT^ €^^^ f
^

'H^ -^>^^ /

<xi^^' A^e^i ^ . A^ ^5M

^^^
^1<^/^ /l^ Z>€5^-t< (^<:^^t2z.^^ f^€^-^H ^ ec^:^^



FRIEDRICH HÖLDERLIN

HARVEST TIME

Ripe are the fruits* dipped in fire/ cooked

And tested on earth, and there is a decree

That all shall go into it, serpent-liJce/

Prophet ic, dreaming upon

The hills of heaven. And much/

Like a load of logs on the Shoulders

/

Must be retained. But the paths

Are crooked. For stumbling,

Like horses^ the captive

Elements go and the ancient

Laws of the earth. And always

A longing goes toward the boundless. But much

Must be retained. And a want of faith.

But neither forward nor backward let

Us look. Being rocked as though

On a swaying boat at sea.



FRIEDRICH HÖLDERLIN

ERNTEZEIT

Reif sind, in Feuer getaucht, gekochet

Die Fruechte und auf der Erde gepruefet und ein Gesetz ist

Dass alles hineingeht, Schlangen gleich.

Prophetisch, traeumend auf

Den Huegeln des Himmels. Und vieles

Wie auf den Schultern eine

Last von Scheitern ist

Zu behalten. Aber boes sind
c^ ^ ^ C.K^ O

Die Pfade. Naemlich unrecht.

Wie Rosse, gehn die gefangenen

Element' und alten

Gesetze der Erd. Und immer

ins Ungebundene gehet eine Sehnsucht, Vieles aber ist

Zu behalten. Und Not die Treue.

Vorwaerts aber und rueckwaerts wollen wir

Nicht sehn. Uns wiegen lassen, wie

Auf schwankem Kahne der See.



FRIEDRICH HOELDERLIN

MENSCHENBEIFALL

Ist nicht heilig mein Herz, schoeneren Lebens voll.
Seit ich liebe? Warum achtetet ihr mich mehr.
Da ich stolzer und wilder.
Wortereicher und leerer war?

Achl der Menge gefaellt, was auf den Marktplatz taugt.
Und -es ehret der Knecht nxir den Gewaltsamen;
An das Goettllche glauben
Die allein, die es selber sind»

APPLAUSE OF MEN

Is not holy my heart, filled with a fairer life,
Since I leamed how to love? Why did you praise me more
When I was prouder and wilder,
More loquacious and emptier?

What the multitude likes (a for^the marketplace, J
And the serf can respect non^TMlf the man of force;
^)nly those who Är^ «odlike 9.*^ ^/? / ^ - ,^ ' ^
KnoK..ihe.jiieaixi»g^ofV41ineBsr*^ "^^ -^^^'^ ..^O^^e^^f

O^iA^
^̂•*<^X^C7

f€<-<-i-c it&^-c

r^ v€c
€3,.>-C ^J^A -^"T-

^^ V^



FRIEDRICH HOELDERLIN

HARVEST TIME

Ripe are the fruits, dipped in fire,
cooked and tested on earth, and there is a decree that
all shall go into it, snakelike,
prophetic,dreaming upon
the hills of heaven. And much,
like a bürden of logs
on the Shoulders, still remains
to be borne. But evil are
the paths. For, like horses, the captive
elements and ancient laws
of the earth go wrong . And always
a longing goes out toward the boundless. Though much

still remains
to be borne. And a need to keep faith.
Yet we will look neither forward nor backward.
Letting ourselves be rocked as though
on a swaying boat at sea.
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^l^r^^-^t".
IN DER STRAFKOLONIE

be^onderf Kn/^^"'^^'^''
"' '''"^'' i^olie^'-ten Landschaft ohne

UH g;?,uc 't "rfr^
Wüstenähnlich, in ein gelbl ich-staubgraues

d^r^SifiJrtel' ;vo 'lÄ.~e:k.^:;g\^fff%Set"p'^^
'^^ Straf kolonfe / in

nnt ei, paar Korbstühl^n'n^kr^on^etnd d^r
^^^--'-^-^•- «--

vollstre^ckungsmaschine auf der rprht-P^n q^-j ^^ r-

-

ein eindrnr-k<r..rri 1«.^ i V
f echten oeite. Di63 Maschine ist

-zLr .1^, K T u
kon^P^i^ierter Aapparat, ci^r im Verlauf der^..zene ausführlich erklärt wird»

^«^i.:^u^ oer

PERSONEN

etwa 40, wirkt jünger, macht <^Bn Eindruck
Der Forschungs reisende

!,^^?f!/''^'^^^'^^^:?^^''
Schülers mit guten Manieren. Erscheint

de^^^Handlun^^eS^
beinah gelangweilt, nimmt aber^ i m Verlauf

halbtropiscL;i?:Il^l1i'J:;ruSV^"' '' ''''' ^^'^^ '''
Anzeichen» 'equem, ohne offizielle

:o Jahre alt, trägt Unifo
Der Offizier, 20 -•

i.nri ^o~-,^^. r \ ^"'^' - - •

'

-

o .^ i y. ^
r.ragt unitorm mit Si 1 bersrhnü renund Degen. Er ist ausserordentlich di c,r i k-,i ^^ w->.-~+

•-•'•;^«f ^^-nnu ren
K~.i+-^,~. u i A.

v--« ^-^1 ••icriiLiiun Qi r^z ipi a nier t in se:i nem Vic^^C"

zu S^ze^oen!"
"^"'^ '^^'^^'^^^ ^'^ beeindrucken und von'

s^
"n^r'llche

unächst
ShlSrffnrH'""''

^'^"^^"^^'^'^^ig Anteil an den Vorgängen,schiaffig und verständnislos. Er trägt eine unauf f-il 1 i oAgepflegte Uniform, kein offizielles Abzeichen "^

lAi i r \\ t

u n '

e
'"'^'[XV'^''^'}''.?^'

kindisch, scheinbar ahnungslos
Der Verurteilt
in Bezug auf seine Strafe. ( Kafka 'zitieren')

wtchtt", ^llHri^"""'^ 1^' ''°^^^'' ^°" Offizier und Soldat
noM^L-^i-^K

^"^P^elung auf Vertreter von bekanntennsu._eitlichen Terrorsystemen zu vermeiden. Dies gilt sowohl f,Kleidung wie Sprache und gestischen Ausdruck

-*•- -'^ W CZ» S«H.>

Zu Anfang der Szene sieht man den Offizier mit r:, = rh=,. ok„.sicheren Bewegungen bei den letzten Vorbereitungen an der

V^rSergrunrdefi'^Hi
"'" -"-sichtlich auch'Cühnenmäs: g im

unte en T^?1^
'^^'^'^'l^ng

.

^ teh t
.

Er untersucht zunächst dieunte.en Teile, wobei er in die Knie geht, den Kopf auf die ErdPlegt und mit beiden Armen nach unten greift, wo sich dasFundament befindet, [bei Kafka kriecht er mit dem ganzen Körner

er'\C;' Ilne',':lter
"'" ^"'^ eingebauten Apparat]" Danach s^^ger auf eine Leiter, um die oberen Teile zu untersuchen D«r

un^aC "
'' "'''""' '''^^^'' V^^^^^htungen "f ast" unbetai llgt

Mitte links hockt der Verurteilte, neben ihm der Soldat-beide verbunden durch eine schwere Kette in der Hand des

H° ^ äfes':;;"r-ru?'''"
'^^'^ -^^ ^^^^^^^^^ ^^^ ^'—

-^
-le Lch

mit dir orn^oL'"^,^'^'"^:''"/^"^"' ^^^ ^«»^«hl unterei nande,mit dar grossen Kette verbunden sind.

a u f

am
wie

/



Zwei bis drei Minute
OFFIZIER: (steigt v

n stummes Spiel

Jetzt ist all es fertig)
on der Leiter herunter)

(ist ungeheuer ermattet, atmet seh
Uniformkragen und fächelt Hals und G
mentaschentüchern, d

wer, öffnet seine n

schwer
REISENDER» Diese Unifor

le er wieder in d
esicht mit zwei Da
en Kragen zurücksteckt)

man sind doch für die Tr- open zu

OFFIZIER. (wäscht die v
in einem bereitstehend

on Oel und Fett t

Gewiss, aber sie bedeu

t

en Nasse rkübel

)

:^eschmu tz ten Hände

Heimat verliere
war noch Händearbeit nöti
allein« Es k

e n d i e H e i

n„ Nun sehen sie aber d
ma t

, W i r wo 1 1 e n n i c h t d

i

lesen Apparat! Bis jetzt
e

ig, jetzt aber arbeitet der Apparat ga

wird heute keine eintret
ommen natürlich Störungen vor. Ich hoff

n.
,ca zwar

Der Apparat soll ja zwölf Stund
e n , 1 mme r h i n m u ss man mit ihnen rechnen

p>

Wenn aber aucli Störungen vork
1 eine, und s i e wer

d

nicht setzen? (zieht
Reisenden an)

o
n ununterbrochen im Gang sein

mmen, so sind es doch nur
en sofort behoben sein

gan

e
Wollen Sie sicf-

inen Rohrstuhl hervor und bietet ihri dem

(Der Reisende stellt !::)ei einem flüchti
er am Rand einer Grube sitzt) (check

OFFIZIER. Ich weiss nicht, ob Ih
Apparat schon erklärt hat.

(Der Reisende macht ei

:ien Blick fest, da
origi nal ! )

nen der Kommandant den

OFFIZIER (erklärend) Die
ne ungewisse Handbewegung)

unseres f ruf-

Apparat steht hi

1e r e n K omm a nda n t e n . [

ser Apparat ist ei ne Erfindu
1 Aber, ich schwät

ng

Tei len„ Es habe
er vor uns. Er besteht

n sich im Laufe der Zeit f
gewissermassen vorkstümliche Bezeichnungen her

wie Sie sehen,
ü r jeden d i ese r Tel 1

e und sein
aus drei

p

untere heisst das Bett, der ob
ausgebi] det . Der

mittlere, schwebende Teil he
ere der Zeichner, und hier, der-

isst die Egge
REISENDER ( be no rnme n vo n de r H i t jEw. VmI'

aufmerksam zugehört, schüttelt leicht d
hat nicht ganz

koi ize ntrieren) Die Egg
en w

e
opf im sich neu zu

(Gleichzeitig beobachtet R. das Verhalt
VERURTEILTEM. S. hat die Kett
gewickelt, stützt sich mit
Kopf ins Genick hängen und k

en von SOLDAT und
e von V. um beide Handgelenke

einer Hand auf

(Der VERURTEILTE, anschei
ummert sich um nichts.)

s e i n (5ewe h r , 1 äs s t de n

zy verstehen , bemüht
f o 1 ge n , i ndem e r j ed
hi nweist

nend ohne die Sprache des OFFIZIERS
o ich angestrengt seinen Erklärungen z

es Detail der Maschine, auf d
u

mit offenem Mund und Auqen
Während der unterbrechenden F

as der Of
aufzunehmen versucht.

rage des Reisenden sieht
wie der Offizier, den Fragenden an.)

OFFIZIER. Ja, die Egge. Der Name passt
eggenartig angeordnet

.

er eben: ^o

Die Nadeln sind

wenn auch bloss auf
auch wird das Ganze wie eine E

w
einem Platz und viel kunst

gge geführt

e^rden es übrigens gleich verstehen. I-

gemasser Sie

Ve r u r te i 1 te ge 1 eg t

beschreiben und dann erst di
I c h w i 1 1 näm 1 i c h den Appa ra

t

Her auf das Bett wird der
: u e r

1 a s s e n . S 1 e we r- de n x h r da n n t

e Prozedur selbst ausführe n
Desser folgen können „ Auch ist eiZahnrad im Zeichner zu stark abgeschliff

wenn es im Gang ist; man kann sich dann kaum verständi

n
e n ; es k r e i seh t se h

r

gen



Ersatzteile sind hier leider nur
ist das Bett, wie ich

schwer zu beschaff en
sagte

Also hier

Schicht bedeckt; den Zweck desse
diese Watte wird der Verurteilte bäuchli

ast ganz und gar mit einer Watte
n werden

nackt; hier s i nd f ü r d

i

s i e noch e r f a h r e n , Auf
ngs gelegt, natürlich

e Hände, hier für die F
Hals Riemen, um ihn f estzuschnal

1

usse h i e r f ü r-^ den

Bettes, wo der Mann, wie ich gesagt habe
en. Hier am Koppfende de o

aufliegt, ist di
z u e r s t m i t dem Ges i c h t

ese r k 1 e i ne Filzstumpf, der leicht
werden kann, d
den Zweck, am Schreien und am Zerbeissen der 2

o reguliert
ass er dem Mann gerade in den Mund dringt: „ Er hat

N a t ij f 1 i c h mu s s de r Ma
unge zu hindern

den Hals r lernen das Genick qeb röche
nn den r i 1 z auf nehme n , da i hm oonst durch

n wi rd
REISENDER. Das ist lAlatte? (Er beugt sich vor)

(N
OFFIZIER (lächelt) J a gewisswV befühlen Sie es selbst

immt die Hand des Reisenden und führt
Es ist eine besonders präparierte lAlatte, dar

s

i

e über das B e 1 1 h i n . )

tJ m sieht r)

unkenntl ich
kommen .

le cc o
,us i c h w e r de n a u f i \ iren Zweck noch zu sprechen

REISENDER beginnt jetzt sich mehr für den Apparat zu
interessieren. Starkes Sonnenlicht dringt in den Raum und wird
von der Maschine reflektiert. ('

die Hand zum Seh
s„ Beschreibung S« 185) R. hälfe

u L.. ,L Über die Augen und studiert den Baau .

F F I Z I ER u n t e rb r i c h t sei ne E r k 1 ä r u n ge n ,

'

' u m dem Reis e nde

n

zur ungestörten Betrachtung Zeit zu la '^, c; en
Der VERURTEILTE "ahmt den Reisenden nach; da er die Hand

n^cht über die Augen legen kann, blinzelt er mit f
Höhe::

feien Augen zur

REISENDER, (lehnt sich im Sessel zurück und kreuzt d
Beine) Nun also liegt der Ma

1 e
nn

OFFIZIER, (schiebt di Mütze ein wenig zurück und fährt sich
mit der Hand über das Gesicht) Ja, nun hören Siei
als auch der Zeichner haben ihre eiqer
Bett braucht sie für sich selbst, der Zeichner f

Sowo h 1 da s B e 1

1

ge ne e 1 e k t r i sc he ß a t te r i e : das

Sobald der Mann festgeschnallt ist, wird d
ür die Egge

a s B e 1 1 i n B ewe gu ng
gesetzt« Es zittert in winzigen, sehr schnellen Zuck
z e 1

1

1 g seit I i c h w i e a u c h auf u n d a b .Sie we r d
ungen gleich

en ähnliche Apparate
in Heilanstalten gesehen haben; nur sind bei unserem Bett alle
Be™wegungen genau berechnet; sie müssen nämlich peinlich auf die
Bewegungen der Egge abgestimmt sei n Dieser Egge aber ist die
eigentliche Ausführung des Urteils überlassen.

REISENDER.. Wie lautet denn das Urteil?
OFFIZIER Sie wissen auch das nicht? (beisst sich erstaunt

:iu f d i e L i ppe n ) Ve r z e i he n S

i

e we n n v i e 1 1 e i c h t me i ne E r k 1 A r u nge r

ungeordnet sind; ich bitte Sie sehr um Entschuldigung, Die Erkiä
rungen pflegte früher nämlich der Kommandant zu geben; der neue
Koitmjandant aber hat sich dieser Ehrenpflicht entzogen
jedoch einen so hohen Besuch -

daSS er

(f-\ . Bucht die Ehrung mit beiden Händen abzuwehre n aber
besteht auf dem Ausdruck) einen so hohen Besuch nicht einmal
der Form unseres Urteils in Kenntnis setzt, ist wieder eine

von

Neuerung, die - (unterdrückt einen Fluch, fasst sich dann wieder)
Ich wurde nicht davon verständigt, mich trifft nicht die Schuld.
Uebrigens bin ich allerdings am besten befähigt, unsere
Urteilsarten zu erklären, denn ich trage hier (schlägt auf seine



Brusttasche) die betreffenden Handzeichnungen des früheren
Kommandanten .

REISENDER» Hat er denn alles in sich vereinigt? \^^ar er
Soldat, Richter, Konstrukteur, Chemiker, Zeichner?

OFFIZIER. J awo h .1 ( k op f n i c ke nd , m i t starrem, n a a hde n k, 1 i c he rn

Blick. Sieht prüfend seine Hände an, die ihm nicht rein genug er-
scheinen, geht zum Kübel und wäscht sie noch einmal; zieht danach
eine kleine Ledermappe hervor) Unser Urteil klingt nicht streng.
Dem Veurteilten wird das Gebot, das er übertreten hat, mit der
Egge auf den Leib geschrieben „ Diesem Verurteilten zum Beispiel
(zeigt auf ihn) wird auf den Leib geschrieben werden: Ehre deinen
Vorgesetzten

!

VERURTEILTER hat den Kopf vgesenkt, scheint angespannt zu
1 a LI sc fi e n o h ne e) twa
seine Lippen)

::::> u verstehen, öffnet und sohl i esst lautlosr>

R E I S E N D ER . Ke n n t e r se i n U r t e i 1 ?
OFFIZIER. Nein, hö r e n s i e we i t e r . » .

REISENDER: Er kennt sein eigenes Urteil nicht?
OFFIZIER. Nein, (stockt einen Augenblick) c S wäre nutzlos

es 1 hm zu ve r kü nde n . Er e r f ä h r t es j a au f se i nem Lei b .

VERURTEILTER richtet einen fragenden Blick auf den REISENDEN
a 1 s Versuchte e r d e s se n Me i n u ng u ebe i de n V o r' ga \ig z u e r f a h r e n .

REISENDER, (beugt sich wieder vor , p r i c h t ;i n e i n d r i n g 1 i c hem
Ton zum OFFIZIER): Aber dass er überhaupt ver^ur teilt wurde, da:
weiss er doch?

OFFIZIER, Auch nicht (lächelt den Reisenden a
er v^on ihm andere sonderbare Eröffnungen)

n als erwärmte

REISENDER.. Nein? Dann weiss also der Mann auch jetzt noch
nicht, wie seine Verteidigung auf genonrmien wurde?

OFFIZIER, Er hat keine Gelegenheit gehabt, sich zu
verteidigen, (spricht beiseite, wie zu sich selbst, als wolle er
den Reisenden durch Erwähnung dieser selbstverständlichen Dinge
n i c [ 1 1 be s c l"iame n

)

REISENDER (während er vom Stuhl aufsteht)
Er muss doch Gelegenheit gehabt haben, sich zu verteidigen.

OFFIZIER (versucht die Angelegenheit ohne grösseren Zeit-
verlust aufzuklären, geht auf den Reisenden zu, hängt sich in
seinen Arm, zeigt auf den VERURTE CLTEN , defjr sich jetzt str^amm
aufgestellt hat, während der SOLDAT die Kette anzieht)

OFFIZIER, Die Sache verhält sich f olgende rmassen , Ich bin
hier in der Strafkolonie zum Richter bestellt.. Trotz meiner
J u ge nd . C) e n n i c h sta nd a u c h dem t r ü he r e n K omma n da n t e n in 1

1

S t r- a f sac he n z u r Seite u nd kenne auch den App a r ai t a rn '-
• c s t e n , L )e r

G r u nds a t z , nach dem i c h e

n

ts c he i de i s t : i ei e Schuld 1 st immer
z we i f e 1 1 o s „ A nde r e Ge r i c h t.e könne 1 1 ! i ese n G r u n

d

s a t z nicht
befolgen, denn sie sind vielköpfig und haben auch noch höhere
Gerichte über sich. Das ist hier nicht der Fall, oder war es
weiiigstens nicht beim früheren Kommandanten, Der Neue hat
allerdings schon Lust gcizeigt, in mein Gericht sich einzumischen
es ist mir aber bisher gelungen, ihn abzuwehren, und es wird mir
auch weiter gelingen.

-

o ie wollen diesen Fall erklä haben: er ist so einfach wie
ssalle. Ein Hauptmann hat heute morgen die Anzeige erstattet, da

dieser Mann, der ihm als Diener zugeteilt ist und vor seiner Tür

H



schläft, den Dienst verschlafen hat. Er hat nämlich die Pflicht,
bei jedem Stundenschlag aufzustehen und vor der Tür des
Hauptmanns zy salutieren. Gewiss keine schwere Pflicht und eine
notwendige, denn er soll sowohl zur Bewachung als auch zur
B ed i e n u n g f r i seh bleiben- Der Ha

u

p t rna n n w o 1 1 1 e i n der ge s t r igen
Nacht nachsehen, ob der Diener seine Pflicht erfülle« Er öffnete
c-chlag zwei U h r^ die T ü r u n d f a n ä i h n z u s a mme n he k r ü m m t schlafe n

Er holte die Reitpeitsche und schlug ihm über das Gesicht. Statt
nun aufzustehen und um Verzeihung zu bitten, fasste der Mann
seinen Herrn bei den Beinen, schüttelte ihn und rief: "Wirf die
Peitsche weg oder ich fresse dich-"- Das ist der Sachverhalt. Der
Hau p tma n n kam vo r e i ne r Stunde zu mir, i c h seh rieb seine A ngabe n

auf und anschliessend gleich das Urteil- Dann liess ich dem Mann
die Ketten anlegen., Das alles war sehr einfach. Hätte ich den
Man n z u e i" st vo r ge r" u f e n 1 1 nd a u s ge f r a g t , so wäre n u r V e t^ w i r r u ng
entstanden- Er hätte gelogen, hätte, wenn es mir gelungen wäre,

iOdie Lügen zu widerlegen d i e s e du r c h ne u e (,„ ü g e n e r s e t z t u nd

fort- Jetzt aber halte ich ihn und lasse ihn nicht mehr.™
Ist nun alles erklärt? Aber die Zeit vergeht und die

Exekution sollte schon beginnen, und ich bin mit der Erklärung
des Appa r a fces noc h n i c h t fertig-

ÜFFIZIER (drückt den Reisenden zurück in den Sessel und
be g i n n t: die E r k 1 ä r u ng )

Wie Sie sehen, entspricht die Egge der Form des Menscher
hier ist die Egge für den Oberkörper, hier sind die Eggen ii\r dl e

Beine. Für den Kopf ist nu r dieser- K i e i ne S 1 1 c: 1 1 e 1 !::>

e

•-
f- rnm t

Ihnen das klar? {Er beugt sich freundlich zu dem
be r

- e i t zu de r-i u rn f a ss e nds t e n E r^ k 1 ä i- u ngen]
der or

Der Reisende schüttelt den Kopf- zuckt unschlüssig die
Sc hu 1 fern t: offensichtlich nicht überzeugt von der Methode des

Ve r f a h r e ns , G 1 e i c \\z e i t i g w j 1 s 1 ch nicht in St raf massnahnien

im i sehen
v'ielle;icht nnve

die für ihn unverständlich sind, aber andererseit:
rmejidlich m in dieser entlegenen Strafkolonie

' r^ewr i tö th paragrapli ! )

REISENDER- Wird de\- Kommandant de

OFFl 7 1 FR i o f f B ns T c h 1 1 i c h pe i ri 1 1

1

E Xe ku t. 1 o f ) be j .
wo 1 1 ri©n

'

beruh r t d u r c h d :i e 'P

zeigt .let '

Ge^ reizt hei t )

n Halt u r 1g u nd Sprache e i n e a 1.
1 f f 1 ! nrijhe und

Es ist nicht gewis' ade des ha 1 b müssen w i r uns beeilen
I c h we rde soga r leid es mi tut, meine Erklärungen abkürzen
müssen A
ge; reinigt ist

be i I c h kö n n t e j a mo rge n , wenn der Appa rat w i ede r

dass er so sehr beschmutzt wird, ist sein
einziger Fehler - die näheren Erklärungen nachtragen- Jetzt also

nur das Notwenigste-
Wenn def~ Mann auf dem Bett liegt und dieses ins Zittern

gebracht ist w ird die Egge auf den Körper gesenkt, Sie stellt

sich vo n selbst so ein, dass sie nur knapp mit den Spitzen den

Körper berü hrt- Ist die Einstellung vollzogen, strafft sich

sofort dieses Stahlseil zu einer Stange. Und nun beginnt das

Spiel. Ein Nichteingewe
i r\(.

ihter merkt äusserlich keinen Unterschied

den v'::' trafen- Die Egge scheint gleichförmig zu arbeiten-

Zitternd sticht sie ihre Spitzen in den Körper ein der üeberdies

vom Bett aus
Ausführung

ttert- Um es nun jedem zu ermöglichen, die

des Urteils zu überprüfen wu rde die Egge aus Glas



gemacht. „ Es hat einige technische Schwierigkeiten verursacht, di
Nadeln darin zu befestigen, es ist aber nach vielen Versuche
gelungen. Wir haben eben keine Mühe gescheut „ Und

e
n

durch das Glas sehen wie sich die Inschrift i

Wollen Sie nicht näherk

nun kann jeder
m Kö r pe r vo 1

1

zieh t

REISENDER erhebt sich langsa
ommen und sie die Nadeln ansehen'

m
über die Egge)

OFFIZIER

geht hinüber und beugt sich

o
Anordnung. Jede lange hat eine kur

le sehen, zweierlei Nadeln in vielfacher

c? c 1
1
r e i b t nä n 1 1 i c h , u n d d i e k u r

ze neben sich. Die 1

e spritzt Wasser aus
ang c:v

abzuwaschen und die Schrift immer klar zu erhalten. Das
um das Blut

B 1 u twas se r w i r d da n n h i e r-^ i n k 1 e i

endlich i n diese H

a

ne Rinnen geleitet und fliesst

führt. (OFFIZIER zeigt mit dem Finge
uptrinne, deren Abflussrohr in die Gruboe

ger genau den Weg, öen das
wasser nehmen muss. Um er möglichst anschaulich zu mach
er beide Hände vor das Abflussrohr
auffangen

.

(^ n, hält
als wolle er :iami t

(Bei diesem Anblick erhebt der REISENDE den Kopf und tastet
rückwärts mit der Hand nach seinem S
gewinnen

e: ::> oel um wieder Abstand z u

Gleichzeitig sieht man, dass auch der Verurteilt R !er
Aufforderung des Offiziers gefolgt ist, sich die Einrichtung der
Egge aus der Nähe anzusehen. Ei hat den verschlafenen Soldaten an
der Kette ein wenig vorgezerrt und sich auch über das Gl
gebeugt, be 1 1 1 ü h t de r D a r s te 1 1 u n g d <

cv, rJ

er die Augen hin und her auf dem Glas. D
Off i z i e r s z u folge n , beweg t

z u r ü c k z u t r
• e i b e n

den REISENDEN mit

r R e 1 se n de ve f such t i h n
u in i h n Vo r S t r a f e z u schütze n ,. D r OFFIZIER hä 1

1

eien Hand fest, nimm mit der anderen eine Erd-
scholle vom Wall hinter der Grube (?) i^Frd-ir i i r f t und
nach dem Soldaten

w ) r f t le

;OL.DAT lässt das Gewehr falle n, stemmt die Füsse in den Boden und
reisst den VERURTEILTEN zurück, so gewaltsam, dasr ,r gleich
n i ede r f ä 1 1 1 , sie h ! i i n u nd he r

OFFIZIER (schreiend) Stell ihn auf!
(Reisender beugt sich über die Egge hi

windet und mit den Ketten klirrt.)

nweg . im
festzustellen, was mit dem Verurteilten geschieht)

OFFIZIER (schreiend) Behandle ih n ooorgfältigi Läuft um de n
Apparat herum, fasst den Verurteilten unter den Achseln und
stellt i h n m i t H i 1 f e des Soldaten auf. )

REISENDER Nun weiss ich schon all e o
OFFIZIER . Bis auf das Wichtigste, (ergreift den Reisenden

am Arm und zeigt in die Höhe) Dort im Zeichner ist das Rade wer
welches die Bewegung der Egge bestimmt, und dieses Raderwerk wird
nach der Zeichnung, auf welche das Urteil lautet, a ngeordnet. Ich
verwende noch die Zeichnungen des früheren Kommandanten Hier
«. 1 nd s 1 e (zieht einige Blätter aus der Ledermappe), ich [

B Hand geben» Sie sind d
ann

sie rhnen aber leider nicht in di
Teuerste was ich habe. Setzen Sie sich, ich zei
dieser Entfernung, dann werden Sie alles gut sehen können

(Er zeigt das erste Blatt, das mit labyrinthartigen.

a s
ge sie ihnen aus

e 1 na nde r^ v i e 1 f ac f i k r e u z e nden Linien bedeckt ist, sodass man kau m
das Papier da h i n te r e r kennen ka n n .

)

OFFIZIER
REISENDER

Lesen Sie!
I c h k. a n n nicht.
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IN THE RENAL COLONY

CHARACTERS

The VISITING SCHIENTIST (SCHOLAR), between 35 and 40, younger
looking, wears comfortable casual clothes suitable for the
tropics.

The OFFICER, around 30, in complete military outfit, including
officer's cap , sword and scabbard.

The SOLDIER, no distinguishing characteristics , wears a
nondescript uniform; his official Status is indicated by a rifle.

The CONVICT (CONDEMNED MAN), dressed in rags , unkempt and
uncouth, does not use speech.

SCENE ^

/
X^tr-i ?

A small Sandy valley basin surrounded by barren slopes, cast in
a yellowish grey light» The entire action takes place outside.
In the foreground left a secluded area with a few scattered
chairs; the night side is occupied by the execution machine which
is installed on a somewhat elevated level to permit a clear view
of the details described and observed in the course of the
action. Aside from the audience in the theater there a.rB no other
witnesses to the execution.

OFFICER. It's a very special machine, as you will agree when
you see it in action. Please bear with me for another minute or
two while I make sure that all the parts are in proper working
condition. Why don't you sit down and make yourself as
comfortable as you can in this abominable heat.

SCHOLAR [obviously uncomf ortable , walks back and forth in
the limited space , opens his collar, sighs] Don't worry about me

.

This is what I'm here for. Though I must admit I don't have much
experience with machines.

[Lig
the lower
his hands
ladder to

[Dur
continues
include t

other on
are faste
of them i

which is

ht on Officer checking the machine. At first he examines
Portion which is deeply embedded in the ground, getting
and arms down into it; he then climbs to the top of the
examine the upper parts]

ing the next few moments of silence, while the Scholar
Pacing, the Spotlight follows him across the scene to

he Convict and the Soldier who a,rB sitting next to each
the ground center stage. A number of chains and shackles
ned around the Prisoner's neck, wrists and ankles, all
nterconnected with the heavy waist chain the end of
held tight by the Soldier.]

OFFICER. Now it's all set, [He climbs down the ladder.



visibly exhausted; breathing through his mouth, he pulls out two
dainty ladies' handkerchief

s

from of his collar, inspects them
for a moment and stuffs them back in.]

Do you have a question?

SCHOLAR [is still trying to take in the different aspects
of his surroundings; after a brief pause to Officer]

Arendt these uniforms much too heavy for the tropics?

OFFICER [who has started to wash his hands in a bücket] Of
course, they are, but they represent our homeland, and we
certainly don't want to lose our homeland, do we? Now please have
a look at this device. [He indicates the machine while drying his
hands] Up to this point it had to be serviced by hand, but from
now on it's going to function all on i ts own.

[SCHOLAR nods and tries to follow the Officer's
explanations .

]

OFFICER. Of course, occasional malfunctions are inevitable;
though I hope there won't be any today, but still one has to be
prepared. After all, the machine is expected to work without
Interruption for twelve hours at a time. But evsn if occasional
interruptions do occur, they are only very minor ones that can be
dealt with immediately. Why don't you sit down now?
[Pulls out a chair and offers it to the Visitor.] i/ÖLr-^-A^

FTne Visitor accepts and, looking down from his chair, he
realizes that he is sitting on the edge of a pit, separated from
it by the excavated soil that is shaped into a mound; the machine
Stands on the opposite side] (see sketch)

OFFICER, [noticing the Visitor's puzzled expression and
anticipating a question] (Insertion: This is the pit, an
important part of the procedure. But it would only be confusing
if I Started talking about that now.) I don't know if the
Commander already discussed the machine with you? [Scholar makes
a vague gesture] Never mind, I was going to start at the
beginning anyway. [He takes hold of a crank handle and leans
against it during the following elaborations]

This entire apparatus is the exclusive invention of our
former Commander. I had the good fortune to assist him from the
very beginning, and I also participated in all future experiments
until their successful conclusion. Of course, he alone deserves
the füll credit for this invention. Have you heard about our
former Commander? You haven't? Well, I'm not exaggerating when I

say that the Organization of the entire penal colony is
exclusively his achievement, Already at the time he died, we , I

mean his friends, knew that under his leadership the colony had
become so completely seif suf f icient that his successor, no matter
how many bright new plans he might be hatching, would be unable
to bring about any changes in the old System, certainly not in

<JU^<



the forseeable future. And our prediction has come true; the new
^^ ^Commander had to realize this. Too bad that you did not know the

•^former Commander! - But I'm just rambling, and his invention
Stands right here in front of us. As you can see , it consists of
three parts. In the course of time people started to adopt
something like pet names for the individual parts. The lower part
here is called the bed, the upper part is the engraver, and this
here, the central suspended part, is called the harrow.

SCHOLAR, [somewhat distracted, as though he had difficulty
concentrating, shields his eyes with his hands against the
penetrating sunlight that is now invading the scene.]

The harrow? /'

[He makes an^effort to focus his gaze on the Officer who
performs his duty in a tight full-dress tunic; Spotlight also
closes in on Officer being completely absorbed in his task,
making minor adjustments with a screwdriver while he continues
with his explanations.

]

OFFICER. Yes, the harrow. The name fits perfectly
ro

[Spotlight again follows the Scientist's gaze as he turns
his attention oh the two men on the ground. The Soldier seems to
be in a similar State of diminished awareness as the Scientist.
He has wound the Prisoner's chain around both wrists, leans with
one hand on his rifle and has dropped his head back on his neck.
The Prisoner, obviously without having any idea of the
proceedings makes a tremendous effort to follow the Officer's
explanations- With an expression of somnolent doggedness he
directs his gaze at whatever the Officer is pointing at. After
the Scholar's Interruption, both the Prisoner and the Officer
look at the Visitor.]

OFFICER. You are wondering about the name I mentioned. Yes,
you have heard it correctly. It is designed_ like a harrow, with
its needles arranged like the spikes X^teetlr?J) of a harrow, and it
even moves like a harrow, though only in a limited space and much
more elegantly. Anyway, you will soon understand what I mean.

This is the bed that the prisoner is placed on.- You see, I

want to Start by describing the machine and then continue with
the procedure itself. This will make it easier for you to follow.
I also have to mention that one of the cogs inside the engraver
has been ground down to such a point that it screeches badly when
it is in use; this makes it almost impossible to communicate.
Unf ortunately , spare parts are. extremely difficult to obtain
here. ~ So this is the bed, as I said. It is fully padded with a
layer of cotton; the purpose of this you'll find out later. The
convicted man is placed face-down on top of the cotton layer,
naked of course. These here are the straps for the hands, these
for the feet, this one for the neck to keep it firmly attached.

(^-eji<?V-c- /ß-C C^
ß ^
^-3

,1^



face-down first, there i

be manipulated to fit exactly into the
s this little feit stump which can easily

man s mouth. Its purpose
IS to prevent any screaming and tongue biting. Of course, the man
must accept the feit piece, for otherwise th
break his neck

e neck strap would

SCHOLAR. This is cotton?

OFFICER [smiling] Yes , Sir. You may touch it yourself.
[takes the Scholar's hand and leads it back and forth on the bed]
It is a specially prepared type of cotton, that's why you didn't
recognize it. I'll come back to it later.

[Scholar now shows more interest in the
his eyes against the su

machine. Shielding
n he appears to measure it from top to

bottom. It is a large structure of unusual design. The bed and
the engraver have the same dimensions and look like two dark
chests. The engraver, placed about seven feet above the bed, is
connected to its corners by four brass rods which reflect the
intense sunlight. The harrow appears between the two chestlike
constructions suspended by a steel ropej. ]

[The Officer, noticing the Scholar's increased interest,
Interrupts his explanations to allow the visitor more time for
studying the details. The condemned man, unable to place his
hands over his eyes, imitates the visitor by trying to crane his
neck and squinting in the direction of the machine.]

SCHOLAR. So now you have the man lying there. [He leans back
against the chair and crosses his legs]

OFFICER [pushing his cap back slightly and wiping his
forehead] That's right. Now let me go on. The bed as well as the
engraver both have their own electric battery. The bed needs one
for itself, the engraver needs another one for the harrow. As
soon as the man has been firmly strapped on to it, the bed is set
in motion. It quivers wih tiny rapid vibrations, moving sideways
as well as up and down. You may have seen similar contraptions in
certain Sanatoriums, but there is a difference: in our bed all
the movements are precisecly calculated, for they have to
coincide exactly with the movements of the harrow. And it is
actually the harrow itself that is in Charge of executing the
sentence.

SCHOLAR- And what exactly is the sentence?

OFFICER. You don't know that either? [bites his lips]
Forgive me if my explanations appear to be poorly organized. I

have to apologize. The explanations used to be given by the
Commander himself, but the new Commander has chosen to shirk this
honorary duty. Still, that such a distinguished visitor -

[Visitor tries to dismiss this compliment with both hands, but
Officer insists] that such a distinguished visitor has not even

cul^



been informed about the manner of our sentencing, this is again a
new development which fhe seems to be on he verge of uttering a
curse but suppresses it] .1 was not told about this, so I can't
be blamed. As a matter of fact, I am the person most qualified t
explain our sentencing methods, since here [pats his breast
pocketl I have all the relevant original designs by the former
Commander himself.

o

SCHOLAR. Original designs by the Commander himself? Did he
combine all these functions in his own person? I mean, being a
soldier, a judge, an engineer, a chemist, and a graphic designer
too?

OFFICER [nodding, with a fixed, pensive expression] He did
indeed. [Examines his hands again, finds that they are not clean
enough to touch the drawings, goes over to the bücket, washes
them once more and dries them thoroughly. Then he takes out a
small leather portfolio and addresses the Scholar] Our judgment
does not sound severe. The commandment that the condemned ma n
has disobeyed is written on his body by the harr OlAl This man, for
instance, [pointing to the prisoner] will have his body engraved
with the words: 'Honor Your Superior!'

SCHOLAR [after a quick glance at the man who remains with
his head bent forward, silently moving his lips, as though trying
to absorb the Officer's speech, which is obviously beyond his
grasp] Does he know his sentence?

OFFICER. He doesn't but...

QCHOLAR [interrupting] He does not know his own sentence?

OFFICER. He does not. [pauses briefly as though expecting
the Scholar to add some clarif ication to his question] It would
be pointless to inform him about it. He will find it engraved on
his own body.

SCHOLAR [noticing that the man is looking at him, as though
asking his opinion regarding the proceedings, leans forward again
and adds] But the fact that he has been sentenced, that he must
know?

OFFICER. Not that either, [smiles at the Scholar, as though
expecting further peculiar comments]

SCHOLAR. No? [wipes his forehead] Then the man does not know
even now how his defense was received?

OFFICER [without looking at the Scholar, as though talking
to himself to avoid embarrassing his guest with obvious details]

He had no opportunity to defend himself.



SCHOLAR [getting up from his chairl But h
opportunity to defend himself!

e must have had an

ÜFFICER [changing his tactics, moves over to the Scholar,
links arms with him and points at the condemned man, trying to
impress his guest by taking him into his confid

fmeanwhile, the condemned man
ence]

discussion is centering around him, has ri

aware of the fact that the
sen and is standing at

attention while the soldier tightens the big chain]

OFFICER. The fact of the matter is as follows: in this
colony I am the appointed judge. In spite of my youth. For I also
assisted the former Commander in all criminal matters and and I

penal

am more familiär with the machine tha n anybody eise. My ruli ng
principle is this: The evidence of guilt is always beyond doubt
Other Courts of justice can not apply this ruling, for they are

This ismanyheaded and they have even higher courts above them
not the case here, at least it was not under the former
Commander. The new one, however, has already shown a desire to
interfere in my court, but so far I have succeeded in resisting
his efforts, and I will succeed in the future. - You asked for an
explanation of this case; it is as simple as all the others. This
man, who was assigned to a captain as an orderly and slept
outside his door, was charged for sleeping while on duty. It is (JltU/'
part of his duty to get up at every stroke of the hour and to
Salute in front of the captain's door. Certainly not a heavy duty
anö a necessary one at that, for he has to be fresh and alert
while on guard as well as during the rest of his duties. Last
night the captain wanted to check whether the orderly was
performing his duty. At the stroke of two he opened his door and
found him curled up asleep. He got his riding whip and Struck the
man across the face. Instead of getting up and asking his
forgiveness, the man took hold of his master's legs, shook him
and yelled: 'Drop that whip or I'll break your neck!' - These are
the facts of the case. About an hour ago the captain came to see
me, I wrote down his Statements and immediately added the
sentence. Then I ordered the man to be be put in chains. All
that was very simple. If I had first summoned the man in to
question him, it would have created unnecessary confusion. He

f^^ohOi^

would have lied, and if I had succeeded in refuti ng those lies
he would have replaced them by others and so forth. But now I ^ ve
got hold of him and I won't let him go Is all this clear now -^ fVBut it s getting late, the exceution ^should already have started,~gW^
and I'm not even done yet with the explanation of the machine.

[He urges the Scholar to return to his seat, steps back to
the machine again and continues]

As you can see, the form of the harrow corresponds to the
human body ; this here is the harrow for the upper part, these are
the harrows for the legs. For the head there is nothing but this
little spike. Do you get the idea?

[He bends forward toward the Scholar with a friendly
expression, prepared to elaborate his explanations . The Scholar



is visibly uncomf ortable and unwilling to become involved in
these bizarre proceedings. His uneasiness is reflected in the
f Ol lowing]

SCHOLAR [speaking to himself] I don't understand the legal
procedures here and these informations do not
me Still I have to admit that this is

sound convincing to
s a penal colony where

unusual measures are required and that therefore it may be
necessary to proceed according to military rules in all matters
Perhaps the new Commander will be able to establish a new and
more humane procedure, but this seems to be too much for the
limited understanding of this old boy here.

rihe interior monologue, spoken in a moderate matter-of - f ac

t

tone,is a recording of the Scholar 's voice transmitted to the
audience by a microphone without interrupting the action on
s tage]

Jr-^'
'/^s^l^

SCHOLAR rto the OFFICER] The Commander
Commander will be present at the execution?

I suppose the

OFFICER, [whose friendly expression has turned into a
painfully distorted one] This is not at all certai n That's just
lAihy lAie have to hurry, Much to my regret, iMl even have to
shorten my explanations . But anyway, tomorrow, after the machine
has been thoroughly cleaned, (getting terribly soiled is its only
drawback) I can still fill you in on some additional details. For
now I'll stick to the bare essential - When the man lies on the
bed and the bed begins to vibrate, the harrow is lowered on to
the body - It is programmed to adjust itself to a point where its
ends barely touch the body . Once this adjustment has been
achieved, this steel cable immediately hardens to form a rod. And
now the show begins. As an outsider you could not teil the
difference between the varying degrees of punishment. The harrow
appears to function indiscriminately . With each Vibration its
Points pierce the body which is already vibrating on the bed. In
Order to enable everyone to verify the execution of the sentence,
the harrow is made of glass. Attaching the needles created a
number of technical Problems, but we finally managed to solve
them. We certainly spared no effort. And now everyone can observe
through the glass how the inscription is transferred to the body.
Don ' t you want to come closer and have a look at the needles?

[The Scholar gets up slowly, walks across and leans over the
harrow]

OFFICER. You can see two types of needles in various
ar rangements . Each long needle has a short one next to it. The
long one does the writing, and the short one squirts out water in
Order to rinse off the blood and to keep the writing clear. The
bloody water is then conducted into these little grooves here
and finally flows into the main gutter whose drain pipe leads
into the pit.

[Officer indicates with his finger the course that the
bloody water has to follow. In order to demonstrate the process



as vividly as possible, he holds out his cuppeö hands, as though
to catch the flow at the opening of the drain pipe- At this point
the Scholar raises his head and, with his hands groping behind
his back, tries to return to his chair. Light on the center of
stage reveals a change in the envi ronment . The prisoner too has
accepted the Officer's invitation to observe the mechanism of the
harrow. He has pulled the sleepy soldier along on the chain and
is noiA) bending over the glass. Moving his eyes back and forth
along the surface, he is trying to see what the two gentlemen had
observed before him, but since he has no idea of the purpose, he
does not succeed.]

rrhe Scholar, worried about the consequences , tries to drive
him back, but the Officer interferes by taking hold of the
Scholar with one hand and with the other picking up a clod of
soil from the mound and throwing it at the soldier. The soldier
looks up abruptly, and seeing what the prisoner has dared to do

,

immediately jumps into action. He drops his rifl e digs his heels
into the ground and pulls t^e prisoner back so hard that he
immediately falls down, then wa'tches him reeling and rattling his ^
chains , 1

^^

OFFICER [yelling] Stand him up! [notices that the Scholar
has become distracted by the prisoner. Scholar is now leaning
across the harrow, having lost all interest in it, just intent on
finding out what is happening to the Prisoner]

OFFICER [again yelling] Handle him carefully! [He runs
around the machine, grabs the prisoner below his armpits, and
with the help of the soldier, finally gets him back on his feet
after quite a bit of awkward acrobatics]

SCHOLAR, [after the Officer has returned to him] Now I know
every thing

.

OFFICER. Except for the most important thing. [he takes hold
of the Scholar 's arm and points upward.] There in the engraver is
the gearing that controls the movement of the harrow, and this
gearing in turn is prepared to execute the design that expresses
the sentence. I am still using the designs of the former
Commander. Here they are [removes a few sheets from the leather
portfolio] but unf ortunately I can not let you hold them. They
are my most precious possession. Sit down, I'll show them to you
from this distance, then you' 11 be able to see everything quite
easi ly

.

[Lifts up the first sheet. It is covered with labyrinthine
lines, Crossing and recrossing so profusely that there are hardly
any white Spaces left on the paper.]

OFFICER. Read it.

oCHOLAR. I can't

8



OFFICER. But it's verv clear.

SCHOLAR. It looks very artistic but I can't decipher it.

OFFICER [laughs and puts the portfolio away again] Yes , it's
an unusual calligraphy, not meant for schoolchildren . One has to
spend a long time studying it. Eventually you too Nould be able
to read it. Of course, it is not supposed to be a simple Script.
AnyiAiay, its purpose is not to kill immediately but on the average
only in the course of twelve hours; after six hours the climax
usually will be reached- So there have to be many, many Ornaments
to Surround the actual writing. The writing itself forms oniy a
small belt around the body ; the rest of the body is reserved for
decorations. Perhaps now you will be able to appreciate the work
of the harrow anö of the total design. Just have a look!

[He Jumps on the ladder, turns a wheel, calls down]
OFFICER. Watch out! Step aside!

[The entire mechanism is set in motion. It is a spectacular
Performance, marred only by the screeching wheel. The Officer
appears to be surprised by the noise, shakes his fist at the
defective part, then makes an apologetic gesture toward the
Scholar and climbs down hastily to observe the mechanism from
below. Something is still not right, anä only he seems to know
what it is. When he has located the problem, he climbs up the
ladder again, thrusts both hands inside the engraver, then, to
save time, siides down one of the poles and, with a tremendous
effort, attempts to address his message to the Scholar above the
noise]

OFFICER, Do you understand the procedure? The harrow begins
to write; when it has completed the first layout of the writing
on the man's back, the layer of cotton Starts rolling and slowly
moves the body on its side in order to create more space for the
harrow. Meanwhile the bloodimprinted parts come to rest on the
cotton layer, whose special treatment immediately staunches and
prepares the area for a deeper penetration of the writing. With
every new rotation of the body, the spikes on the edge of the
harrow rip the cotton from the wounds, then throw it in the pit,
and now the harrow can go on with its work. So its writing keeps
penetrating deeper and deeper throughout those twelve hours.
During the first six hours the condemned man is alive almost as
before, except for the pain. After two hours the gag is removed
because the man has no strength left for screaming. Here, this
electrically heated bowl near the head contains some warmed rice
gruel, permitting the man, if he feels like it, to take in as
much as he can reach with his tongue. I can't think of anyone who
ever missed this Chance, and believe me , I've seen them all. Only
around the sixth hour he finds no more pleasure in eating. Then I

usually kneel down here to observe the phenomenon. The man rarely
swallows the last bit, he only pushes it around in his mouth and



finally spit
won ' t get sp
should see h

begins to se
spreads, A s
harrow. Ther
to decipher
listening. A
(Airiting with
lAiounds- Of c
complete it-
him into the
the cot ton.
the soldier.

s it out into the pit. Then I have to move over so I

lattered. But after that, around the sixth hour, you
oiA) quiet the man becomes . Even the dullest mind
e the light. It Starts around the eyes . From there it
ight that could tempt you to join him under the
e's nothing eise happening, only that the man begins
the writing. He purses his lips as though he were
s you have seen, it is not easy to decipher the
your eyes , but ou r man deciphers it through his

ourse, it is a lot of work; he needs six hours to
But then the harrow spears him altogether and throws
pit where he splashes down on the bloody water and
rhis is the end of the procedure, and we , myself and
bury him on the spot.

rihe Scholar, with his hands in his pockets, observes the
work of the machine. The convict also watches it but without any
sign of comprehension . He is bent over slightly to follow the
movement of the swaying needles when the Soldier, at a sign from
the Officer, uses a knife to slash the man's shirt and pants from
behind, so that they fall to the ground. The Convict tries to
pick up the falling pieces to cover his nakedness, but the
Soldier lifts him up and shakes the last shreds off him. Now the
Officer ad.justs the mechanism, and in the momentary silence the
convict is placed underneath the harrow. The chains are replaced
by the straps. At first the Convict appears to be almost
relieved. Now the harrow moves down to a slightly lower level

,

adjusting itself to the convict's slight figure. When the needle
Points touch his skin, he shudders. While the Soldier is busy
strapping his right hand, the man Stretches out his left in the
direction of the Scholar. The Officer keeps observing the Scholar
from the side, trying to gauge his reaction to the demonstra tion

.

The strap intended for the wrist gets torn; probably the Soldier
had pulled it too hard. He now shows the torn piece to the
Officer to enlist his help. The Officer walks over to him, his
face still turned to the Scholar while he explains:,]

OFFICER. The machine consists of so many different parts
that inevitably something has to tear or break once in a while.
But that should not affect one's overall judgment of i ts value.
As to the strap, there's no problem finding a Substitute. I'm
going to use a chain instead; of course it will somewhat
interfere with the delicacy of the Vibration in the right arm.
[he attaches the chain] The means available for the maintenance
of the machine are now severely reduced. Under the former
Commander I had free access to a cash fund exclusively for this
purpose. Originally we had a storage depot in which all sorts of
replacement parts were kept. I confess that I may have used it
rather extravagantly , I mean before, not now, as the new
Commander Claims; but he turns everything into a pretext to

oppose the old insti tu tions . Now he himself is in Charge of the
machine fund, and when I ask for a new strap, the torn one has to

•.-^^_ .-<
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be submitted as proof; the new one takes ten days to be
deiivered, and furthermore it is of inferior quality and not of
much use. But how am I supposed to work the machine without
Straps? That's something nobody cares about.

[Du ring his last speech, the Officer makes a great effort
to communicate inspite of the noise of machine. He shouts his
expianations at the Scholar rather rapidly and monotonously

,

with the effect that not every word can be understood, especially
in the beginning, To compensate, he continues using dramatic
gestures to emphasize the importance of his communication

,

(An alternate possibility of dealing with the problem would
be to control the noise of the machine by letting it screech oniy
i ntermi ttently , i-e. when the cog touches a certain spot-)

rihe Officer has just managed to insert the feit gag into
the Convict's mouth- At this moment, the man, unable to control
his nausea, closes his eyes and Starts to vomit. With a cry of
rage the Officer hastily pulls the convict up by graspingt the
stump and trying to turn the man's head toward the pit, but it is
too late and the vomit is flowing down the machine, The Officer
is beside himself, shouting and shaking the brass rods in a blind
rage - 1

OFFICER. What a mess ! It's all the commander's fault! My
machine is getting soiled like a pigsty! [with shaking hands he
Points to the disaster area] After I ' ve spent hours trying to
make the Commander understand that no food should be served to
the condemned man on the day before the execution. But cur new
new gentle treatment advocates would not accept that. It's the
commander's ladies who stuff the man's throat with sweets before
he ' s taken away . All his life he has fed on stinking fish, and
now he ' s supposed to eat sweets! I would have no objections, but
why don't I at least get the new feit gag that I ' ve been
requesting for the last three months? How can anyone not be
nauseated with this feit plug in his mouth, the same plug that
over a hundred men have sucked and chewed on as they were dying?

[The convict has put his head down and looks relaxed while
the Soldier is busy cleaning the machine with the man's shirt].

[The Officer moves toward the Scholar, who tries to step
back, but the Officer holds on to his hand and takes him aside.J

OFFICER. I want to speak a few words with you in strict
confidence. Is that alright with you?

SCHOLAR. Yes, certainly. [He listens with his eyes lowered]

OFFICER. This procedure and this execution that you now have
a Chance to admire have at present no public support in ou

r

colony. I am the only representative of the old commander's
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ieqacy, and I'm also the only one known to promote his ideas.
HoiAiever, it has become impossible for me even to think of any
further development of the procedure, since it takes all my
energies to conserve what is left. When the old Commander was
alive, the colony was füll of his supporters; though I have some
of his persuasive power, I totally lack his authority; this is
why his supporters went into hiding; there are still many left
but no one admits it. If today , that is on the day of an
execution, you go to a tea house and do some eavesdropping , you
may hear only ambiguous remarks. All these people are still
supporters, but under the present Commander with his modern ideas
they are totally useless to me . And now I'm asking you: Should
one, for the sake of this Commander and the women who influence
him, allow this work of a lifetime [pointing at the machine] to
go to waste? Can one let this happen? Even if one is only a
foreigner spending a few days on our Island? But there is hardly
any time left; preparations are being made to undermine my
judicial authority; Conferences are taking place at headquarters
f rom which I am excluded; even your visit today seems to me
character istic for the whole State of affairs; someone has cold
feet and sends you, a foreigner, in his stead.

[Insert: SCHOLAR. I'm trying to understand your Position,
but I'm afraid all this is way beyond my grasp. As you just said,
I am here as a foreign visitor without any legal authority. The
purpose of my visit is only to observe and certainly not to
interfere in your internal affairs.

OFFICER [f rantically] Please hear me out anö let me give you
some idea of what things were like in the past!]

How different the former executions used to be . Already on
the day before, the entire valley was overflowing with people.
rhey all came just to watch. Early in the morning the Commander
arrived with his ladies; a flourish of trumpets awoke the entire
camp; I announced that everything was ready; the Company ~ no
high official was allowed to be absent - took their seats around
the machine; this bunch of cane chairs is a pathetic remainder of
that time. The machine glistened in its freshly cleaned splendor;
I used new replacement parts for almost every execution. Before
hundreds of eyes - all spectators stood on tiptoe as far back as
those hills - the condemned man was placed under the harrow by
the Commander himself. What any common soldier may do today was
at that time my function as presiding judge, and I considered it

an honor. And now the execution begani Not a false note
interfered with the work of the machine. Some people even stopped
watching and rested in the sand with their eyes closed; they all
knew: Justice is being done.

In the silence all you could hear were the sighs of the
condemned man, muted by the feit. Today the machine is no longer
able to extract an audible sigh from the prisoner; it's all

absorbed by the feit; but at that time the engraving needles
exuded a caustic Solution which we aren't allowed to use any
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more. Weil, and then there was the sixth hourl It was impossible
to grant the requests of all those who wanted to view it from up
ciose. Fhe Commander, in his great wisdom, gave the order to iet
the children have first choice. Because of my profession I was
aiways permitted to remain close by . Often I wouid squat there,
holding two little kids, one in each arm. How we all feit the
radiance of that martyred face in front of us spreading on ou

r

own, how we all basked in the glow of justice finally attained
and already vanishing! What great times these were, my öear
comrade

!

him ;
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pouiers in this penal coiony. If his opinion is as determined asyou believe, then I m afraid that will be the end of thisprocedure without any neeä for my modest assistance
rihe Officer does not get the message. He shakes his headiooks briefly at the prisoner and the soldier who are bothStartled and stop eating the rice; then the officer walks updose to the Scholar, and with lowered eyes and lowered voiceattempts a different approach]

OFFICER, You do not know the Commander; to him as well as tothe rest of us you appear to be - please forgive the expression -
a sort ot innocent bystander; your influence, believe me , is muchgreater than you imagine. I can't teil you how happy I was when Iheard that you alone were going to be present at the executionThis Order from the Commander was meant to be a strike against
me, but now I'm using it to my own advantage. Undistracted byfalse insmuations and insolent glances ~ which would have beenmevitable with a large attendance at the execution - you haveheard my explanations

, seen the machine and are now about towatch the execution. I suppose your verdict is formed already- ifthere should be minor uncer tainties , they will be eliminated by
the sight of the execution. And now I am Coming to you with my
request: Please help me ! Help me prevail against the Commander!

SCHOLAR, [interrupting] How could I do that? That is
completely impossible. I can help you as little as I can härm
you .

OFFICER [clenching his fists] You can! You certainly can! Ihave a plan that is bound to succeed. You think your influence is
insuf ficient. I know that it is not. But even assuming that you
are right: is it not all the more necessary to try everything,
even if it should prove to be insuf f icient , in order to preserve
this procedure? Now listen to my plan. In order to make it
succeed it will be of the utmost importance that today in the
presence of others you make a consistent effort to withhold your
judgment regarding the procedure. If you are not asked directly,
you should definitely not speak at all; your remarks, whenever
necessary, should be brief and vague. People should notice that
it is difficult for you to speak about this, that you are
embittered, that, if you were to speak openly, you would have to
swear and curse. Of course, I don't expect you to lie, nothing of
the sort. You should only give short answers, like: ' Yes , I have
watched the execution,' or 'Yes, I heard all the explanations .

'

Only that, nothing eise. As to the bitterness that people should
notice, there will be reason enough, though not what the
Commander may think. Of course, he will misunderstand it
completely and Interpret it in his own way . This is what my plan
is based on. Tomorrow there will be a major Conference at
headquarters, attended by all the higher officials, with the
Commander as President. Of course, the Commander knows how to
turn such Conferences into public spectacles. A gallery was built

15
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to accommodate a crowd of spectators. I am forced to participatem the Conferences, but it makes me sick to think of it.
(A/ill certainly be invited t
according to my plan today, the i

o attend this meeting, if you act
Now you

nvitation lAiill tur fi i n t o anurgent plea. If, however, for some unfathomable reason you anot mvited, you would have to request an invitation; then therecan be no doubt that you will receive it
Thus tomorrow you will be sitti ng with the ladies in theCommander s box. He will frequently look up to make sure youthere. After a

intended only for the audi
number of insignif icant , ridiculous agend

ar e
ta 1 tems

ence - mostly dealing with harbor
construction, again and again harbor constructi
the judicial procedure will b
up by the Commander, or not so

on - the issue of
e addressed. If this is not brought
on enough, I will see to it that itis done. I'll get up and report on today's executi

briefly, .just this report. Such
on. Very

there, but I'll do it
a report is actually not expected

anyway. The Commander will thank
usual with a friendly smiie, and now he c

me as

himself, he has to seize the
say more or less

an no ionger control

we
opportunity. 'This moment,' he will

received the report of today ^ s execution Ionly wish to add to this report that this particular execution
was attended by the great scholar who, as you know, is honoring
our colony by his visit. Our meeting today also gains i n
signiticance due to the honor of his presence. Should we not askthis great explorer about his opinion regarding our traditional
mode of execution as well as the preliminary procedure?' Of
course, there' 11 be great applause, agreement on all sides. I'll
be sure tofnake the ioudest noise. The Commander bows to you and ^ysays: Then, in the name of all present, I am now asking your
opinion This is the moment for you to step over to the raiiing.
Place your hands on it so everyone can see them, otherwise the
ladies will take hold of your fi

f^nö now finally you are
ngers and fondle them

I 11 bear the suspense of waiting for this
going to speak. I don't know how

moment. When you start
speaking you should let go of all restraint^'. Make a big noise
about the truth, lean over the raiiing, roar, yes indeed, roar
your opinion, your unshakable opinion at the c
perhaps you don't want to do that

ommander. But
it s not in your nature

perhaps in your country people behave differently under such
circumstances; that would be alright too, that also would be
completely sufficient; don't get up at all, just say a few words,
you may even whisper them so they can barely be heard by the
officials below you, that too will be sufficient, you don't even
have to mention the lack of public interest in the execution, the
shrieking gear, the torn strap, the disgusting feit
rest I'll take care of , and, believe me , if

all the
my Speech does not

drive him out of the hall, it will force him down on his knees sso
that he has to confess: Old Commander, I bow to you. - This is my
plan. Will you help rr

more than that, you will have t

le carry it out? Ot course, you will anö
o

[Toward the end of his harangue, the Officer has taken hold

16



of the Scientist by both arms anö , breathing heavily, he looks
closely at his face
has aroused both the soldier and th

His vehement shouting of the last sente nces
e prisoner; without

understanding uihat it is all about, they have stopped eating and
are looking at the Scholar, waiting for his reaction.]

HOLAR. [calmly but resolutely] No

[Officer blinks several times but keeps his eyes on Scholar]

SCHOLAR, Would you like an explanation? [Officer nods . 1 I am
opposed to this procedure. Even before you took me into your
confidence - I can assure you that I shall never betray it - 1 was
wondering already whether I had the right to intervene against
this procedure and whether my Intervention would have the
slightest chance of success. It was clear to me whom I should
turn to first: the Commander, of course- You made it even clearer
to me lAiithout, however, strengthening my resolution - on the
contra ry, I find your sincere c
does not affect my resolution.

onviction moving even though it

[Officer remains silent, turns to th
one of the brass rods, then, leaning back slightly, looks
the engraver, as though checking to see if everythi

e machine, holds on to
up to

ng is m
Order .

]

[The Soldier and the Convict seem to have become friends.
The Convict, though hampered in his movements by the rigid
Straps, makes signs to the soldier who then bends down towards
him. Convict whispers to Soldier. and Soldier nods.]

SCHOLAR [moving over to the Officer] You don't know yet what
I intend to do . I'm going to give the Commander my opinion of the
procedure, but not in an official meeting; I'll talk to him
privately. I won't even be here long enough to attend any kind of
meeting. I am sailing already tomorrow morning, or at least I'll
be going on board. /x^-^

yi^

OFFICER [does not appear to have listened; he speaks softly
as though to himself] So the procedure has not convinced you.
Well, then the time has come.[He now appears to be fully present
looks at the Scholar with wide open eyes, as though expecting
some form of Cooperation]

SCHOLAR. The time for what?

OFFICER [does not answer; talking to the convict] You are
free. [Convict stunned, does not react] Well, I said you ' re free

[Convict becomes agitated, Starts to struggle inside the
harrow]

OFFICER [shouting] you ' re ruining the straps. Don't move

!
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We're opening them. [gives a sign to the Soldier, then assists
him in unbuckling the contraptions

.

]

Q
LConvict turns his face from Officer, to Soldier

cholar, laughing wordlessly to himself]
to

OFFICER [to Soldier] pull him outi [from now on he shows
hardly any interest in the Convict. He returns to the Scholar,
again pulls out his small portfolio, looks for a certain page in
it, and having retrieved it, shows it to the Scholar.

OFFICER [to Scholar] Read this!

SCHOLAR. I can't. I told you before that I can't read these
pages

OFFICER, Just take a close look at this page [stands next to
the Scholar to read with him. Scholar shakes his head . Officer
raises his little finger high across the paper, to make it easier
for the Scholar to read, without permitting him to hold it. Th
Scholar tries but still finds it impossible.]

e

OFFICER [spelling it out] B E J ü S T. Be Just! that's what
it says. Now you can read it, can't you?

[The Scholar bends so close to the paper that the Officer
again moves it further away, Scholar remains silent but it is
obvious that he still could not read the inscript ion .

]

OFFICER. [repeats] Be just! it says.

SCHOLAR. Could be . I believe that's what it says.

OFFICER. Good enough. [at least partly satified, he climbs
up the ladder holding the page; with great care he positions the
Sheet inside the engraver and apparently readjusts the entire
gear mechanism; it is arduous work which takes quite a while.
Some tiny gears seem to be involved; occasionally the Officer's
head disappears altogether in the engraver where he is testing
some detai Is .

]

[The Scholar is craning his neck to observe the Officer at
work. Bright sunlight is now flooding the scene. The Scholar's
discomfort is becoming increasingly evident in the course of the
silent action. The Soldier and the Convict are completely
involved with each other. The Soldier uses the point of his
bayonet to pull the Convict's shirt and pants out of the pit. He
throws the soiled clothes into the sand and motions to the
Convict to lAiash them in the bücket. When the convict has finished
and proceeds to put his clothes on again, both Soldier and
Convict burst into loud laughter, realizing that the clothes had
been split in back. The Convict now tries to entertain the

xa



Soldier by dancing around in circles and displaying his bare
backside to the other who is sitting on the ground laughing and
siapping his knees. Occasional ly , the one or the other points to
the gentlernen to indicate that they are not totally unai^^are of
t he i r e n v i r o nme n t .

]

[When the Officer has finished his work on top, he surveys
the iMhole apparatus with a satisfied smile and closes the cover
of the engraver that had been open before. He then steps down,
looks into the pit, then at the convict, noticing that he has
taken out his clothes. He walks over to the bücket to wash his
hands, but refrains when he sees the filth inside and attempts t o

eclean his hands in the sand, an unsatisf actory attempt. Then h
Stands up and unbuttons his tunic. While doing this, he finds the
Ladies' handkerchief s that he had stuffed behind his collar.

OFFICER. Hera are your handkerchief s . [throws them to the
convictl Presents from the ladies [he adds to the Scholar] Then
continues undressing completely and quickly. Still he treats
every part of his clothing with loving cars. stroking the silver
cords on his tunic anö shaking a tassel back into i ts shape. When
he has finished this ritual with each individual piece, he throws
it abruptly into the pit. The last piece left is his short sword
with its belt. He pulls the sword from its sheath and breaks it
in two, then gathers the parts together and hurls theni down so
violently than one can hear a clattering sound from the pit. Now
he Stands there naked. The Scholar bites his lips but does not
interf ere]

[The Soldier and the Convict at first do not understand
anything and are not even watching. The convict, pleased to get
his handkerchief s back, is engaged in a playful fight with the
Soldier who has snatched them from him with a clever trick. The
Convict tries to pull them out from behind the Soldier's belt,
and they continue trying to trick each other in this manner like
children playing teasing games . ] [The Officer now demonstrates
his complete command of the machine. As he raises his hand to the
harrow, it moves up and down several times until it has reached
the correct position to receive him. The moment he touches the
edge of the bed, it begins to vibrate; when the feit stump
approaches his mouth, he is at first reluctant to receive it, but
after a moment he accepts it, Everything is ready except the
Straps which are hanging loosely at the sides. The Officer is
prepared to start the procedure without the straps; he has
stretched out one foot to kick the crank that controls the
engraver. At this moment the Convict notices the loose straps and
excitedly Signals this to the Soldier. They both run over to
complete the preparation by strapping the Officer in. He now has
to pull his foot back and to let the two take over. The Scholar
remains a passive witness.

[As soon as the straps are attached, the machine begins to
work. The bed vibrates, the needles are dancing on the skin, the
harrow is moving up and down. Everything is moving quietly. The
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^_;choiar looks over to the Soldier and the Convict, The convict
takes a lively interest i n the machine. He keeps bendinq down or
stretching his body , constantly pointing at something to show to
the Soldier. The Scholar becomes irritated by this Performance.

SCHOLAR, Go home, both of you ! I'll stay here

[The Soldier seems to be willing to leave, but the Convict
seems to consider this order as a form of punishment, With

eclasped hands he begs to be permitted to stay, and when th
Scholar shakes his head, he even kneels down. The Scholar
realizes that he has to use more drastic means and attempts to
drive the men out. At this moment a stränge noise is heard. (The
machine had been silent before, without anyone noticing.) The
Scholar looks up, wondering about the cause, Slowly the cover of
the engraver begins to lift and then opens completely. The cogs
of a lAiheel become visible and rise, then the whole gear emerges,
giving the Impression that some immense force is squeezing the
engraver so tightly that there is no more room for the wheel ; th
wheel keeps turning toward the edge of the engraver, falls down,
rolls along briefly on the ground, and then lies flat in the

e

sand. Another one repeats the process, and many more follow;
cogwheels of all sizes are tumbling out until it seems hardly
possible that there could be any more left inside the engraver.
After a brief pause, a new and particularly numerous group rises,
falls down, tumbles in the sand and comes to rest.

rhe Convict is so delighted by this process that he tries to
get hold of one gear after the other, motioning to the Soldier to
help him, but at the last moment withdrawing his hand, afraid of
being hurt by the next approaching cog

.

The Scholar is greatly alarmed at the sight of the machine
which is obviously falling apart. While he had been watching the
tumbling cogwheels he had failed to observe the rest of the
machine. Now, as he is bending over the harrow, he notices that
it is not writing but Piercing and that the bed is no longer
rotating the body but lifting it up into the needles. He wants to
do something, perhaps stop the machine, Stretches out his hands.
Now the harrow with the impaled body has turned to the side in
the Position it was supposed to reach only in the twelfth hou r

.

Blood, undiluted by water, is flowing down (gushing down);
everything is out of control. The body itself is not released by
the long needles but remains suspended above the pit.]

SCHOLAR [yells to Soldier and Convict] Come on, help me ! Do
something!

[Since they are unwilling to come - the convict actually
turns his back to the scene, the Scholar runs over to them and
forcefully pushes them toward the officer's head while he takes
hold of the feet. After an almost involuntary look at the dead
man's face, he says softly, speaking to himself, almost
inaudibly

:

(Final Solution or Dissolution to be added)
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IN THE PENAL COLONY

CHARACTERS

The VISITING SCHIENTIST (SCHOLAR), between 35 and 40, younger
looking, wears comfortable casual clothes suitable for the
tropics

.

The OFFICER, around 30, in complete military outfit, including
officer's (za^ ^ sword and scabbard.

The SOLDIER, no distinguishing characteristics , wears a
nondescript uniform; his official Status is indicated by a rifle

The CONVICT (CONDEMNED MAN), dressed in rags , unkempt and
uncouth, does not use speech.

SCENE

A small Sandy Valley basin surrounded by barren slopes, cast in
a yellowish grey light- The entire action takes place outside.
In the foreground left a secluded ar^a. with a few scattered
chairs; the right side is occupied by the execution machine which
is installed on a somewhat elevated level to permit a clear view
of the details described and observed in the course of the
action. Aside from the audience in the theater there are no other
witnesses to the execution.

OFFICER, It's a very special machine, as you will agree when
you see it in action. Please bear with me for another minute or
two while I make sure that all the parts are in proper working
condition. Why don't you sit down and make yourself as
comfortable as you can in this abominable heat.

SCHOLAR [obviously uncomf ortable , walks back and forth in
the limited space , opens his collar, sighs] Don't worry about me

.

This is what I'm here for. Though I must admit I don't have much
experience with machines.

[Lig
the lower
his hands
ladder to

[Dur
continues
include t

other on
are faste
of them i

which is

ht on Officer checking the machine. At first he examines
Portion which is deeply embedded in the ground, getting
and arms down into it; he then climbs to the top of the
examine the upper parts]

ing the next few moments of silence, while the Scholar
pacing, the Spotlight follows him across the scene to

he Convict and the Soldier who a.rB sitting next to each
the ground center stage. A number of chains and shackles
ned around the Prisoner's neck, wrists and ankles, all
nterconnected with the heavy waist chain the end of
held tight by the Soldier.]

OFFICER- Now it's all set. [He climbs down the ladder



visibly exhausted; breathing through his mouth, he pulls out two
dainty ladies' handkerchief

s

from of his collar, inspects them
for a moment and stuffs them back in.]

Do you have a question?

SCHOLAR [is still trying to take in the different aspects
of his surroundings; after a brief pause to Officer]

Aren't these uniforms much too heavy for the tropics?

OFFICER [lAiho has started to wash his hands in a bücket] Of
course, they are, but they represent our homeland, and we
certainly don't want to lose our homeland, do we? Now please have
a look at this device. [He indicates the machine while drying his
hands] Up to this point it had to be serviced by hand, but from
now on it's going to function all on its own,

[SCHOLAR nods and tries to follow the Officer's
explanations .

]

OFFICER. Of course, occasional malfunctions are inevitable;
though I hope there won't be any today , but still one has to be
prepared. After all, the machine is expected to work without
Interruption for twelve hours at a time. But evsn if occasional
interruptions do occur, they are only very minor ones that can be
dealt with immediately. Why don't you sit down now?
[Pulls out a chair and offers it to the Visitor.]

fTne Visitor accepts and, looking down from his chair, he
realizes that he is sitting on the edge of a pit, separated from
it by the excavated soll that is shaped into a mound; the machine
Stands on the opposite side] (see Sketch)

OFFICER, [noticing the Visitor's puzzled expression and
anticipating a question] (Insertion: This is the pit, an
important part of the procedure. But it would only be confusing
if I started talking about that now.) I don't know if the
Commander already discussed the machine with you? [Scholar makes
a vague gesture] Never mind, I was going to start at the
beginning anyway. [He takes hold of a crank handle and leans
against it during the following elaborations]

This entire apparatus is the exclusive invention of our
former Commander. I had the good fortune to assist him from the
very beginning, and I also participated in all future experiments
until their successful conclusion. Of course, he alone deserves
the füll credit for this invention. Have you heard about our
former Commander? You haven't? Well, I'm not exaggerating when I

say that the Organization of the entire penal colony is
exclusively his achievement. Already at the time he died, we , I

mean his friends, knew that under his leadership the colony had
become so completely seif suf f icient that his successor, no matter
how many bright new plans he might be hatching, would be unable
to bring about any changes in the old System, certainly not in



the forseeable future. And ou r prediction has come true; the new
Commander had to realize this. Too bad that you did not know the
former Commander I _ But I m just rambling, and his invention
Stands right here in front of us. As you can see , it consists of
three parts. In the course of time people started to adopt
something like pet names for the individual parts. The lower part
here is called the bed, the upper part is the engraver, and this
here, the central suspended part, is called the harrow.

SCHOLAR, [somewhat distracted, as though he had difficulty
concentrating, shields his eyes with his hands against the
penetrating sunlight that is now invading the scene.]

The harrow?
[He makes an effort to focus his gaze on the Officer who

performs his duty in a tight full-dress tunic; Spotlight also
closes in on Officer being completely absorbed in his task,
making minor adjustments with a screwdriver while he continues
with his explanations .

]

OFFICER. Yes, the harrow. The name fits perfectly.

[Spotlight again follows the Scientist's gaze as he turns
his attention on the two men on the ground. The Soldier seems to
be in a similar State of diminished awareness as the Scientist.
He has wound the Prisoner's chain around both wrists, leans with
one hand on his rifle and has dropped his head back on his neck.
The Prisoner, obviously without having any idea of the
proceedings makes a tremendous effort to follow the Officer's
explanations- With an expression of somnolent doggedness he
directs his gaze at whatever the Officer is pointing at. After
the Scholar's Interruption, both the Prisoner and the Officer
look at the Visitor.]

OFFICER. You are wondering about the name I mentioned. Yes,
you have heard it correctly. It is designed like a harrow, with
i ts needles arranged like the spikes (teeth?) of a harrow, and it
even moves like a harrow, though only in a limited space and much
more elegantly. Anyway, you will soon understand what I mean,

This is the bed that the prisoner is placed on.- You see, I

want to Start by describing the machine and then continue with
the procedura itself. This will make it easier for you to follow.
I also have to mention that one of the cogs inside the engraver
has been ground down to such a point that it screeches badly when
it is in use this makes it almost impossible to communicate
Unf ortunately , spare parts are extremely difficult to obtain
here So this is the bed, as I said. It is fully padded with a

layer of cotton; the purpose of this you'll find out later. The
convicted man is placed face-down on top of the cotton layer,
naked of course. These here are the straps for the hands, these
for the feet, this one for the neck to keep it firmly attached.

H
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face-down first, there is this little feit st
be manipulated to fit exactly into th

ump which can easily
e man s mouth. Its purpose

IS to prevent any screaming and tongue biting. Of course th
must accept the feit piece, for otherwise th
break his neck

e man
e neck strap iMould

SCHOLAR. This is cotton?

OFFICER [smiling] Yes , Sir. You may touch it yourself
[takes the Scholar's hand and leads it back and forth on the bed]
It is a specially prepared type of cotton, that's why you didn^t
recognize it. I'll come back to it later.

Scholar now shows more interest in the machine. Shieldi
his eyes against the sun he appears to measure it fr

ng

bottom. It is a large structure of unusual design. The bed
the engraver have the same dimensions and look like t

om top to
and

wo dark
ischests. The engraver, placed about seven feet above the bed

connected to its corners by four brass rods which reflect the
intense sunlight. The harrow appears between the two chestlike
constructions suspended by a steel rope

.

]

[The Officer noticing the Scholar's increased interest
Interrupts his explanations to allow the visitor more time for
studymg the details. The condemned ma n u nable to place his
hands over his eyes, imitates the visitor by trying to crane hi
neck and squinting in the direction of the machine.]

SCHOLAR So now you have the man lying there. [He leans back
against the chair and crosses his legs]

OFFICER [pushing his cap back slightly and wiping his
forehead] That's right. Now let me go on. The bed as well as the
engraver both have their own electric battery. The bed needs one
for itself, the engraver needs another one for the harrow. As
soon as the man has been firmly strapped on to it, the bed is set
in motion. It quivers wih tiny rapid vibrations moving sideways
as well as up and down. You may have seen similar contraptions i
certain Sanatoriums, but there is a difference: in our bed all
the movements are precisecly calculated, for they have to
coincide exactly with the movements of the harrow. And it is
actually the harrow itself that is in Charge of executing the
sentence

.

n

;CHOLAR. And what exactly is the sentence?

OFFICER. You don't know that either? [bites his lips]
Forgive me if my explanations appear to be poorly organized. I
have to apologize. The explanations used to be given by the
Commander himself, but the new Commander has chosen to shirk this
honorary duty. Still, that such a distinguished visitor -

[Visitor tries to dismiss this compliment with both hands, but
Officer insists] that such a distinguished visitor has not even



been informed about the manner of ou

r

sentencing, this is aqain a
new development which [he seems to be on he verge of uttering a
curse but suppresses it]...I was not told about this, so I can't
be blamed. As a matter of fact, I am the person most qualified to
explain ou r sentencing methods, since here [pats his breast
pocket] I have all the relevant original designs by the former
Commander himself.

SCHOLAR, Original designs by the Commander himself? Did he
combine all these functions in his
soldier, a judge
too?

own person? I mean, being a
an engmeer, a chemist, and a graphic designer

OFFICER [nodding, with a fixed, pensive expression] He did
indeed> [Examines his hands again finds that they are not clea n
enough to touch the drawings, goes over to the bücket, washes
them once more and dries them thoroughly. Then he takes out a
small ieather portfolio and addresses the Scholar] Ou r Judgment
does not sound severe. The commandment that the condemned man
has disobeyed is written on his body by the harrow, This man, for
instance, [pointing to the prisoner] will have his body engraved
(Aiith the words: 'Honor Your Superior!'

SCHOLAR [after a quick glance at the man who remains with
his head bent forward, silently moving his lips, as though trying
to absorb the Officer's speech, which is obviously beyond his
grasp] Does he know his sentence?

OFFICER. He doesn't but

QCHOLAR [interrupting] He does not know his own sentence?

OFFICER. He does not. [pauses briefly as though expecting
the Scholar to add some clarif ication to his question] It would
be pointless to inform him about it. He will find it engraved on
his own body.

SCHOLAR [noticing that the man is looking at him, as though
asking his opinion regarding the proceedings, leans forward again
and adds] But the fact that he has been sentenced, that he must
know?

OFFICER, Not that either. [smiles at the Scholar, as though
expecting further peculiar comments]

SCHOLAR. No? [wipes his forehead] Then the man does not k
even now how his defense was received?

now

OFFICER [without looking at the Scholar, as though talking
to himself to avoid embarrassing his guest with obvious details]

He had no opportunity to defend himself.



SCHOLAR [getting up from his chairl But he must have hadopportun! ty to defend himself!
an

ÜFFICER Tchanging his tacti
links arms with him and

CS, moves over to the Scholar

impress his guest by taki
pomts at the condemned man, trying to
ng him into his confidence]

[meanwhile, the condemned man, aware of the fact that th5Sion is centering around him, has risen ahH i c c=f-.^^.-^^
discussio
attention while the soldier tiqht

e

ghtens the big chain]
s Standing at

OFFICER. The fact of the matter is as foll ows: in this penal
h. For I also

colony I am the appointed judge. In spite of my yoütassisted the former Commander in all criminal matters and' and^Iam more familiär with the machine than anybody el
principle is this: The evid
Other Courts of justice c
manyheaded and they have even hiqh

se. My ruling
ence of guilt is always beyond doubt

an not apply this ruling, for they are

not the case here at least it
emgher courts above th

was not under the former
This is

wn a desire to
Commander, fhe neu one, however, has already sho
interfere in my court, but so far I have succeeded in^7esistihis efforts, and I will succeed in the future
explanation of this case
man, who was assigned to a captai

it is as simple as all the oth

ng
You asked for a n

ers. This

outside his door,
part of his duty to get
Salute in front of the capt

ptam as an orderly and sl ept
was charged for sleeping while on duty. It is

up at every stroke of the hour and to

and a necessary one at that, f

ptam s door. Certainl y not a heavy duty
or he has to be fresh and alertwhile on guard as well as during the rest of h

night the captain wanted to check whether th
is duties- Last

performing his duty. At the stroke of t

e orderly was
wo he opened his door andround him curled up asleep. He got his riding whip anö Struck thman across the face. Instead of getting up and asking his

e

forgiveness, the man took hold of h
and yelled: 'Drop that whip or I'll b

IS master s legs, shook hi m
reak your neck These ar

the facts of the case. About an hour ago the captain came to s
e

me, I wrote down hi s Statements and immediately added the
ee

sentence. Then I ordered the man to be be put in chains
that was very simple. If I had first summoned th

All

question him
e man in to

it would have created unnecessary confusio n He
would have lied, and if I had succeeded in refuting those lies
he would have replaced them by others and so forth. But now I ^ ve
got hold of him and I won't let him go . - Is all this clear now?
But it's getting late, the exceution should already have started
and I'm not even done yet with the explanation of the machine.

[He urges the Scholar to return to his seat, steps back to
the machine again and continues]

As you can see , the form of the harrow corresponds to the
human body; this here is the harrow for the upper part, these ar
the harrows for the legs. For the head there is nothing but this
little spike. Do you get the idea?

[He bends forward toward the Scholar with a friendly
expression, prepareä to elaborate his explanations . The Scholar

e
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SCHOLAR rto the OFFICERl The Commander
Commander will be present at the execution?

I suppose the

OFFICER. Twhose friendly expression has turned into a
pamfully distorted one] This is not at all certain. That'
why LMe have to hurry. Much to my regret, I'll even have to
shorten my explanations . But anyway, tomorrow
has been thoroughly cleaned, (getti

s just

after the machine
ng terribly soiled is its only

draiAiback) I can still fill you in on some additional details. For
noiA) r 11 stick to the bare essentials When the man lies on the
bed and the bed begins to vibrate, the harrow is lowered on to
the body. It is programmed to adjust itself to a point where its
ends barely touch the body . Once this adjustment has been
achieved, this steel cable immediately hardens to form a rod. And
now the show begins- As an outsider you could not teil the
difference between the varying degrees of punishment. The harrow
appears to function indiscriminately . With each Vibration its
Points pierce the body which is already vibrating on the bed. In
Order to enable everyone to verify the execution of the sentence,
the harrow is made of glass. Attaching the needles orBatBci a
number of technical Problems, but we finally managed to solve
them. We certainly spared no effort. And now everyone can observe
through the glass how the inscription is transferred to the body.
Don't you want to come closer and have a look at the needles?

[The Scholar gets up slowly, walks across and leans over th
hat rowl

OFFICER. You can see two types of needles in various
arrangements. Each long needle has a short one next to it. The
long one does the writing, and the short one squirts out water i

Order to rinse off the blood and to keep the writing clear. The

e

n

bloody water is then conducted into these littl e grooves here
and finally flows into the main gutter whose drain pipe leads
into the pit.

Officer indicates with his finger the course that the
bloody water has to follow. In order to demonstrate the process



as vividly as possible, he holds out his cupped hands, as though
to catch the flow at the opening of the drain pipe. At this point
the Scholar raises his head and, with his hands groping behind
his back, tries to return to his chair.^ight on the center of
stage reveals a change in the environment. The prisoner too has
accepted the Officer's invitation to observe the mechanism of the
harrow. He has pulled the sleepy soldier along on the chain and
is now bending over the glass. Moving his eyes back and forth
along the surface, he is trying to see what the two gentlemen had
observed before him, but since he has no idea of the purpose, he
does not succeed.J

rrhe Scholar, worried about the consequences , tries to drive
him back, but the Officer interferes by taking hold of the
Scholar with one hand and with the other picking up a clod of
soil from the mound and throwing it at the soldier. The soldier
looks up abruptly, and seeing what the prisoner has dared to do

,

immediately jumps into action. He drops his rifle, digs his heels
into the ground and pulls the prisoner back so hard that he
immediately falls down, then watches him reeling and rattling his
chains ,

]

OFFICER [yelling] Stand him up! [notices that the Scholar
has become distracted by the prisoner« Scholar is now leaning
across the harrow, having lost all interest in it, just intent on
finding out what is happening to the Prisoner]

OFFICER [again yelling] Handle him carefully! [He runs
around the machine, grabs the prisoner below his armpits, and
with the help of the soldier, finally gets him back on his feet
after quite a bit of awkward acrobatics]

SCHOLAR, [after the Officer has returned to him] Now
every thing

.

I know

OFFICER. Except
of the Scholar's arm
the gearing that con
gearing in turn is p
the sentence. I am s
Commander. Here they
portfolio] but unfor
are my most precious
from this distance,
easi ly

.

[Lifts up the f

lines, Crossing and
any white spaces lef

for the most important thing. [he takes hold
and Points upward.] There-in the engrawer is
trols the movement of the harrow, and this
repared to execute the design that expresses
tili using the designs of the former
are [ removes a few sheets from the leather
tunately I can not let you hold them. They
possession. Sit down, I'll show them to you
then you ' 1 1 be able to see everything quite

irst sheet- It is covered with labyrinthine
recrossing so profusely that there are hardly
t on the paper .

]

OFFICER. Read it

SCHOLAR. I can't.

8
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OFFICER. But it's verv clear.

SCHOLAR, rt looks very artistic but I can't decipher it.

OFFICER [laughs and puts the portfolio away again] Yes , it^s
an unusual calligraphy, not meant for schoolchi Idren . One has to
spend a long time studying it. Eventually you too would be able
to read it. Of course, it is not supposed to be a simple Script
Anyway, its purpose is not to kill immediately but oo^^the avf>ragp
only in the course of twelve hours; after six hours the climax
usually will be reached. So there have to be many, many Ornaments
to Surround the actual writing. The writing itself forms only a
small belt around the body ; the rest of the body is reserved for
decorations. Perhaps now you will be able to appreciate the work
of the harrow and of the total design. Just have a look!

[He Jumps on the laööer , turns a wheel, calls down]
OFFICER. lAlatch outi Step aside!



f inally spi ts i t out into the pit. Then I have to move over so Iwon t get splattered. But after that, around the sixth hour, youshouid See how quiet the man becomes . Even the dullest mind
begins to see the light. It Starts around the eyes . From there it
spreads, A sight that could tempt you to join him under the
harrow. Tt;^Ä^'s nothing eise happeni^, ^^ifi^that the man begins
to decipher the writing. He purses his lips as th
listening. As you have seen, it

lough he were
IS not easy to decipher the

lAiritmg with your eyes, but ou r man deciphers it through his
wounds. Of course, it is a lot of work; he needs six hours t
complete it. But then the harrow spears him altogether
him into the pit where he splashes d

o
and throws

oiAin on the bloody water and
the cotton. This is the end of the procedure, and we , myseif and
the soldier, bury him on the spot.

<•^rr

•-/ • 2X<
u2?V ("O

OFFICER- The machine consists of s
'4-i9--k-^ f that inevitably something has to tear or break onc

o many different parts
e in a whi le

.

w C3^t2^«</C

But that shouid not affect one's overall judgment of its value.
As to the strap, there's no problem finding a Substitute. I'm

^ going to use a chain instead; of course it will somewhat
(/ interfere with the delicacy of the Vibration in the right arm.

[he attaches the chain] The means available for the maintenance
of the machine are now severely reduced. Under the former
Commander I had free access to a cash fund exclusively for this
purpose. Originally we had a storage depot in which all sorts of
replacement parts were kept. I confess that I may have used it
rather extravagantly , I mean before, not now , as the new
Commander Claims; but he turns everything into a pretext to
oppose the old insti tutions . Now he himself is in charge of the
machine fund, and when I ask for a new strap, the torn one has t o
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be submitted as proof: the new one takes ten days to be
delivered, and furthermore it is of inferior quality and not of
much use. But how am I supposed to work the machine without
Straps? That's something nobody cares about.

[Du ring his last s
to communicate inspite of the

peech, the Officer makes a great effort
noise of machine. He shouts hi

expianations at the Scholar rather rapidly and monotonously
with the effect that not every word c
in the beginning. To compensate, he conti

an be understood, especially

gestures to emphasize the importance of his c
nues usmg dramatic

ommunication
(An alternate possibility of dealing lAiith the problem wouid

be to control the noise of the machine by letti ng it screech oniy
mtermittently

, i.e. when the cog touches a certain spot»)

fThe Officer has just managed to insert the feit gag into
the Convict's mouth. At this moment, the man, unable to control
his nausea, closes his eyes and Starts to vomit. With a cry of
rage the Officer hastily pulls the convict up by grasping.^ the
stump and trying to turn the man 's head toward the pit, but it is
too late and the vomit is flowing down the machine. The Officer
is beside himself, shouting and shaking the brass rods in a blind
rage.

]

OFFICER. What a mess ! It's all the commander's fault! My
machine is getting soiled lik
pomts to the disaster area] After I've s

e a pigsty! [with shaking hands he
pent hours trying to

make the Commander understand that no food should be served to
the condemned man on the day before the execution. But cur new
new gentle treatment advocates would not accept that. It's the
cornmander's ladies who stuff the man's throat with sweets before
he's taken away. All his life he has fed on stinking fish, anö
now he's supposed to eat sweets! I would have no objections, but
why don't I at least get the new feit gag that I've been
requestmg for the last three months? How can anyone not be
nauseated with this feit plug in his mouth, the same plug that
over a hundred men have sucked and chewed on as they were dying?

[The convict has put his head down and looks relaxed while
the Soldier is busy cleaning the machine with the man^s shirt].

[The Officer moves toward the Scholar, who tries to step
back, but the Officer holds on to his hand and takes him aside.J

OFFICER. I want to speak a few words with you in strict
confidence. Is that alright with you?

SCHOLAR. Yes, certainly. [He listens with his eyes lowered]

OFFICER. This procedure and this execution that you now have
a Chance to admire have at present no public support in ou

r

colony. I am the only representative of the old cornmander's

11



T^^^^^e- C4J-^^:>^
<JZ_i

^'

ieqacy, and I ' m aZso the only one known to promote his ideas.
Houiever, it has/foecome impossible for me even to think of any
further devel^ment of the procedura, since it takes all my
energies to/öonserve what is left. W^j:)_the old Commander was
alive, th^/colony was^ull of his supportersj? though I have some
of his persuasive power, I totally lack his authority; this is
why his supporters went into hiding; there are still many left
but no one admits it. If today , that is on the day of an
execution, you go to a tea house and do some eavesdropping

, you
may hear only ambiguous remarks- All these people are still
supporters, but under the present Commander with his modern ideas

me. And now I'm asking you: Shouldthey are totally usel^3S
one, for the sake of '^^^ cbmrirainHe'r and the women who influence
him, allow this work of a lifetime [pointing at the machine] to
go to lAiaste? Can one let this happen? Even if one is only a
foreigner spending a few days on our Island? But there is hardly
any time left; preparations are being made to undermine my
judicial authority; Conferences are taking place at headquarters
from which I am excluded; even your visit today seems to me
characteristic for the whole State of affairs; someone has cold
feet and sends you, a foreigner, in his stead.

[Insert: SCHOLAR. I'm trying to understand your positio n
but I'm afraid all this is way beyond my grasp. As you just said
I am here as a foreign visitor without any legal authority. The
purpose of my visit is only to observe and certainly not t
interfere in your internal affairs

Ae^=e^-^

o
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more. Weil, and then there was the sixth hourl It was impossible
to grant the requests of all those who wanted to view it f rom up
ciose. The Commander, in his great wisdom, gave the order to iet
the children have first choice. Because of my profession I was
aiways permitted to remain close by. Often I wouid squat there,
holding two little kids, one in each arm. How we all feit the
radiance of that martyred face in front of us spreading on ou

r

own, how we all basked in the glow of justice finally attained "

and already vanishing! What great times these were, my öear
comrade

!

him;
his
gaze

f ini
por t

comp
f ood
away
igno

FThe Officer seems to have forgotten who is standing before
he has put his arm around the Scholar, resting his head on

Shoulder. The Scholar, visibly embarrassed, tries to fix his
on something beyond the Officer 's head.
[Spotlight on center stage (?) where the Soldier has

shed cleaning up the machine and is now adding another
ion of rice to the bowl . The condemned man, who seems to have
letely recovered, immediately makes an effort to reach the
with his tongue. The Soldier repeatedly tries to push him

, but after a while he uses his hands to feed himself,
ring the prisoner.]

OFFICER Frealizing that he has gone too far] I didn't mean
to move you with my story; I know it is impossible to bring these
times back to life today . Anyway, the machine is still working
and speaking for itself. It works and speaks for itself even
though it Stands alone in this Valley. And it all still ends with
the body's incredibly gentle gliding flight before it comes to
rest in the pit, even though there are no longer hundreds of
people swarming around it like flies, as they used to. At that
time we had to install a streng railing around the pit, but that
was torn down long ago

.

TThe Scholar, trying to withdraw his face from the Officer,
looks around aimlessly. The Officer, who believes his visitor is
looking at the desolate Valley, takes hold of his hands, turns
around him to meet his eyes]

OFFICER. Do you realize the disgrace... the desecration?

[Scholar does not answer. Officer lets go of him for a
while, Stands with his legs spread, hands on his hips, silently
gazing at the ground. Then he smiles reassuringly at the Scholar]

OFFICER. You did not see me yesterday, but I was near you
when the Commander invited you to participate in today's event.
I heard the invitation. I know the Commander. I understood
immediately what his Intention was. Though he has the power to
proceed against me , he does not yet dare to , but instead he wants
to expose me to your judgment, that of a distinguished foreigner.
His calculations are ingenious; this is your second day on the
Island, you did not know the old Commander and his ideas, you are
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influenced by European values, perhaps you are opposed on
principle to the death penalty in general and to this kind of
mechanical execution in particular. Furthermore, you observe how
this execution takes place without public par ticipa tion ,

pathetically , on a somewhat defective machine - wouldn't it be
quite possible (this is what the Commander thinks) that you do
not approve of my method? And if you do not approve of it (I'm
still speaking from the Commanders point of view), you will not
keep silent about it, for you will certainly trust you

r

convictions based on your cosmopolitan background. Of course, you
have Seen many peculiar customs in different nations, and you may
have learned to respect them- Consequently

, you are not likely to
express your objections against ou r procedure as forcefully as
you might in your own country. But the Commander doesn't even
depend on that. It won't take more than a casual remark on your
part, perhaps just a careless word. It wouldn't even have to
express your conviction as long as it seems to reflect his
wishes. One thing I'm certain of : he will question you with all
his cunning. And his ladies will sit around in a circie and prick
up their ears- You will say something iike In my country the
judicial procedure is different,' or 'In my country the defendant
IS interrogated before the verdict or In my country there are
other forms of punishment besides capital punishment,' or 'In my
country torture existed only in the Middle Ages ,

' All those
remarks would be perfectly correct, as correct as they sound
natural to you: innocent remarks that do not discredit my
procedure. But how will the Commander receive them? I can See
him, the good Commander, instantly pushing his chair aside and
hurrying out to the balcony, I can see his ladies, thr
after him, I can hear his voice -

voice and now he begins to speak

ongi ng
the ladies call it a thunder

A great Western scholar.
ou

assigned to investigate judicial procedures in all countries, has
just Said that our procedure based on ancient traditions is
inhumane. After this verdict from such a highly accredited
scientist, I can, of course, no longer tolerate this procedure.
As of today, therefore, I shall give the order...and so forth.'
You want to intervene, you did not say what he proclaims, you did
not call my procedure inhumane, on the contrary, based on your
considered opinion (?) you regard it as perfectly human and
humane; you also admire the machinery -but - it's too iate. You
don't even get out on the balcony which is already crowded with
ladies; you want to attract attention; you try to shout; but a
lady's hand Covers your mouth - and I and the work of the old
Commander are lost.

SCHOLAR [with an evasive smile] You overestimate my
influence; the Commander has read my letter of recommendation , he
knows I'm not an expert in judicial proceedings. If I were to
express an opinion it would be the opinion of a private
individual, no more significant than that of anyone eise, and
certainly far more insignif icant than the opinion of the
Commander who, as I am led to believe, has very f ar- reaching
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Powers m this penal coiony. If his opinion is as determined asyou believe, then I^m afraid that will be the end of this
procedure without any neeö for my modest assistance.

rihe Officer does not get the message. He shakes his head
looks briefly at the prisoner and the soldier who are both
Startled anä stop eating the rice; then the officer walks up
close to the Scholar, and with lowered eyes and lowered voice
attempts a different approach]

OFFICER. You do not know the Commander; to him as wellastö ^
the rest of us you appear to be - please forgive the ex:pression -
a sort of innocent bystander; your influence, believe/tne, is much
greater than you imagine. I can't teil you how happy/1 was when I
heard that you alone were going to be present at tf^fe execution.
This Order from the Commander was meant to be a strike against
me, but now I'm using it to my own advantage. Undistracted by
false insinuations and insolent glances - which would have been
inevitable with a large attendance at the execution - you have
heard my explanations , seen the machine and are now about to
watch the execution. I suppose your verdict is formed already; if
there should be minor uncer tainties , they will be eliminated by
the sight of the execution. And now I am Coming to you with my
request: Please help me ! Help me prevail against the Commander!

SCHOLAR, [interrupting] How could I do that? That is
completely impossible. I can help you as little as I can härm
you .

OFFICER [clenching his fists] You can! You certainly can! I
have a plan that is bound to succeed. You think your influence is
insuff icient. I know that it is not. But even assuming that you
are right: is it not all the more necessary to try everything,
even if it should prove to be insuff icient , in order to preserve
this procedure? Now listen to my plan. In order to make it
succeed it will be of the utmost importance that today in the
presence of others you make a consistent effort to withhold your
judgment regarding the procedure. If you are not asked directly,
you should definitely not speak at all; your remarks, whenever
necessary, should be brief and vague. People should notice that
it is difficult for you to speak about this, that you are
embittered, that, if you were to speak openly, you would have to
swear and curse. Of course, I don't expect you to lie, nothing of
the sort. You should only give short answers, like: ' Yes , I have
watched the execution,' or 'Yes, I heard all the explanations .

'

Only that, nothing eise. As to the bitterness that people should
notice, there will be reason enough, though not what the
Commander may think. Of course, he will misunderstand it
completely and Interpret it in his own way . This is what my plan
is based on. Tomorrow there will be a major Conference at
headquarters, attended by all the higher officials, with the
Commander as President. Of course, the Commander knows how to
turn such Conferences into public spectacles. A gallery was built
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to accommodate a crowd of spectators. I am forced to participate
in the Conferences, but it makes me sick to think of it. Now you
will certainly be invited to attend this meeting, if you act
accordmg to my plan today, the invitation will turn into an
urgent plea. If, however, for some unfathomable reason you are
not invited, you would have to request an invitation; then there
can be no doubt that you will receive it.

Thus tomorrow you will be sitting with the ladies in the
Commander 's box. He will frequently look up to make sure you are
there. After a number of insignif icant , ridiculous agenda items,
intended only for the audience ~ mostly dealing with harbor
construction, again and again harbor construction - the issue of
the judicial procedure will be addressed. If this is not brought
up by the Commander, or not soon enough, I will see to i t that it
is done. I'll get up and report on today 's execution. Very
briefly, just this report. Such a report is actually not expected
there, but I'll do it anyway. The Commander will thank me , as
usual with a friendly smile, and now he can no longer control
himself, he has to seize the opportunity. 'This moment,' he will
say more or less,/'we received the report of today's execution. I

only wish to add to this report that this particular execution
was attended by the great scholar who, as you know, is honoring
cur colony by his visit. Ou r meeting today also gains in
significance due to the honor of his presence. Should we not ask
this great explorer about his opinion regarding ou r traditional
mode of execution as well as the preliminary procedure? Of
course, there 11 be great applause, agreement on all sides. I'll
be sure tcpmake the loudest noise. The Commander bows to you and

'Then, in the name of all present, I am now asking yoursays :

opinion This is the moment for you to step over to the railing
Place your hands on it so everyone can see them, otherwise the
ladies will take hold of your fingers and fondle them-

And now finally you are going to speak. I don't know how
I'll bear the suspense of waiting for this moment- When you start
speaking you should let go of all restraints. Make a big noise
about the truth, lean over the railing, roar, yes indeed, roar
your opinion, your unshakable opinion at the Commander. But
perhaps you don't want to do that, it's not in your nature,
perhaps in your country people behave differently under such
ci rcumstances ; that would be alright too , that also would be
completely sufficient; don't get up at all, just say a few words,
you may even whisper them so they can barely be heard by the
officials below you, that too will be sufficient, you don't even
have to mention the lack of public interest in the execution, the
shrieking gear, the torn strap, the disgusting feit, - all the
rest I'll take care of , and, believe me , if my speech does not
drive him out of the hall, it will force him down on his knees so
that he has to confess: Old Commander, I bow to you This is my
plan. Will you help me carry it out? Of course, you will, and
more than that, you will have to

.

[Toward the end of his harangue, the Officer has taken hold
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of the Scientist by both arms anö, breathing heavily, he looks
ciosely at his face. His vehement shouting of the last sentences
has aroused both the saldier and the prisoner; without
understanding uihat it is all about, they have stopped eating and
are looking at the Scholar, waiting for his reaction.]

SHOLAR. [calmly but resolutely] No.

[Officer blinks several times but keeps his eyes on Scholar]

amSCHOLAR. Would you like an explanation? [Officer nods . 1 I
opposed to this procedure. Even before you took me into your
confidence ~I can assure you that I shall never betray it - I was
wondering already whether I had the right to intervene against
this procedure and whether my Intervention would have the
slightest chance of success. It was clear to me whom I should
turn to first: the Commander, of course. You made it even clearer
to me lAiithout, however, st rengthening my resolution - on the
contrary, I find your sincere conviction moving even though it
does not affect my resolution.

[Officer remains silent, turns to the machine, holds on to
one of the brass rods, then, leaning back slightly, looks up to
the engraver, as though checking to see if everything is in
Order .

]

[The Soldier and the Convict seem to have become friends.
The Convict, though hampered in his movements by the rigid
Straps, makes signs to the soldier who then bends down towards
him. Convict whispers to Soldier. and Soldier nods .

]

SCHOLAR [moving over to the Officer] You don't know yet what
I intend to do . I'm going to give the Commander my opinion of the
procedure, but not in an official meeting; I'll talk to him
privately. I won't even be here long enough to attend any kind of
meeting. I am sailing already tomorrow morning, or at least I'll
be qoing on board^

OFFICER [does not appear to have listened; he speaks softly,
as though to himself] So the procedure has not convinced you.
Well, then the time has come-[He now appears to be fully present,
looks at the Scholar with wide open eyes, as though expecting
some form of Cooperation]

SCHOLAR. The time for what?

OFFICER [does not answer; talking to the convict] You are
free. [Convict stunned, does not react] Well, I said you ' re free.

[Convict becomes agitated, Starts to struggle inside the
harrow]

OFFICER [shouting] you ' re ruining the Straps. Don't move

!
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We're opening them. [gives a sign to the Soldier, then assists
him in unbuckling the contraptions

.

]

[Convict turns his face from Officer, to Soldier, t
Scholar, laughing wordlessly to himself]

o

OFFICER [to Soldier] pull him out! [from now on he shows
interest in the Convict. He returns to the Scholar,

pttirts-out his small portfolio, looks for a certain page in
ving retrieved it, shows it to the Scholar.

OFFICER [to Scholar] Read this!

SCHOLAR. I can't. I told you before that I can't read these
pages

OFFICER- Just take a close look at this page [stands next to
the Scholar to read with him. Scholar shakes his head. Officer
raises his little finger high across the paper, to make it easier
for the Scholar to read, without permitting him to hold it. Th
Scholar tries but still finds it impossible.]

e

OFFICER [spelling it out] B E J U S T. Be Just! that's what
it says. Now you can read it, can't you?

[The Scholar bends so close to the paper that the Officer
again moves it further away. Scholar remains silent but it is
obvious that he still could not read the inscription .

]

OFFICER. [repeats] Be just! it says.

SCHOLAR- Could be . I believe that's what it says.

OFFICER. Good enough. [at least partly satified, he climbs
up the ladder holding the page; with great care he positions the
Sheet inside the engraver and apparently readjusts the entire
gear mechanism; it is arduous work which takes quite a while.
Some tiny gears seem to be involved; occasionally the Officer "s
head disappears altogether in the engraver where he is testing
some details .

]

[The Scholar is craning his neck to observe the Officer at
work. Bright sunlight is now flooding the scene. The Scholar's
discomfort is becoming increasingly evident in the course of the
silent action.^he Soldier and the Convict are completely
involved with each other, The Soldier uses the point of his
bayonet to pull the Convict's Shirt and pants out of the pit. He
throws the soiled clothes into the sand and motions to the
Convict to wash them in the bücket. When the convict has finished
and proceeds to put his clothes on again, both Soldier and
Convict burst into loud laughter, realizing that the clothes had
been split in back. The Convict now tries to entertain the
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Soidier by dancing around in circles and displaying his bare
backside to the other who is sitting on the ground laughing and
siapping his knees. Occasional ly , the one or the other points to
the gentlernen to indicate that they are not totally unaware of
their envi ronment .

]

[When the Officer has finished his work on top, he surveys
the whole apparatus with a satisfied smile and closes the cover
of the engraver that had been open before. He then steps down,
looks into the pit, then at the convict, noticing that he has
taken out his clothes. He walks over to the bücket to wash his
hands, but refrains when he sees the filth inside and attempts to
clean his hands in the sand, an unsatisf actory attempt, Then he
Stands up and unbuttons his tunic. While doing this, he finds th
ladies' handkerchief s that he had stuffed behind his collar.

e

OFFICER. Here are your handkerchief s . [throws them to the
convict] Presents f rom the ladies [he adds to the Scholar] Then
continues undressing completely and quickly. Still he treats
every part of his clothing with loving care. stroking the silver
cords on his tunic and shaking a tassel back into i ts shape. When
he has finished this ritual with each individual piece, he throws
it abruptly into the pit. The last piece left is his short sword
with its belt. He pulls the sword from its sheath and breaks it
in two, then gathers the parts together and hurls them down so
violently than one can hear a clattering sound from the pit. Now
he Stands there naked. The Scholar bites his Ups but does not
interf erej

[The Soidier and the Convict at first do not understand
anything and are not even watching. The convict, pleased to get
his handkerchief s back, is engaged in a playful fight with the
Soidier who has snatched them from him with a clever trick. The
Convict tries to pull them out from behind the Soldier's belt,
and they continue trying to trick each other in this manner like
children playing teasing games.]^[The Officer now demonstrates
his complete command of the machine. As he raises his hand to the
harrow, it moves up and down several times until it has reached
the correct Position to receive him. The moment he touches the
edge of the bed, it begins to vibrate; when the feit stump
approaches his mouth, he is at first reluctant to receive it, but
after a moment he accepts it. Everything is ready except the
Straps which are hanging loosely at the sides. The Officer is
prepared to start the procedure without the straps; he has
stretched out one foot to kick the crank that controls the
engraver. At this moment the Convict notices the loose straps and
excitedly signals this to the Soidier. They both run over to
complete the preparation by strapping the Officer in. He now has
to pull his foot back and to let the two take over. The Scholar
remains a passive witness,

[As soon as the straps are attached, the machine begins to
work. The bed vibrates, the needles are dancing on the skin, the
harrow is moving up and down. Everything is moving quietly. The
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Scholar looks over to the Soldier and the Convict. The convict
takes a lively interest in the machine. He keeps bending down or
stretching his body , constantly pointing at something to show to
the Soldier. The Scholar becomes irritated by this Performance.

SCHOLAR. Go home, both of you ! I'll stay here.

[The Soldier seems to be willing to leave, but the Convict
seems to consider this order as a form of punishment. With
clasped hands he begs to be permitted to stay, and when the
Scholar shakes his head, he even kneels down. The Scholar
realizes that he has to use more drastic means and attempts to
drive the men out. At this moment a stränge noise is heard. (The
machine had been silent before, without anyone noticing.) The
Scholar looks up, wondering about the cause, Slowly the cover of
the engraver begins to lift and then opens completely. The cogs
of a lAiheel become visible and rise, then the whole gear emerges,
giving the Impression that some immense force is squeezing the
engraver so tightly that there is no more room for the wheel ; the
lAiheel keeps turning toward the edge of the engraver, falls down,
rolls along briefly on the ground, and then lies flat in the
sand- Another one repeats the process, and many more follow;
cogwheels of all sizes are tumbling out until it seems hardly
possible that there could be any more left inside the engraver.
After a brief pause, a new anö particularly numerous group rises,
falls down, tumbles in the sand and comes to rest.

The Convict is so delighted by this process that he tries to
get hold of one gear after the other, motioning to the Soldier to
help him, but at the last moment withdrawing his hand, afraid of
being hurt by the next approaching cog

.

The Scholar is greatly alarmed at the sight of the machine
which is obviously falling apart. While he had been watching the
tumbling cogwheels he had failed to observe the rest of the
machine. Now, as he is bending over the harrow, he notices that
it is not writing but Piercing and that the bed is no longer
rotating the body but lifting it up into the needles. He wants to
do something, perhaps stop the machine, Stretches out his hands.
Now the harrow with the impaled body has turned to the side in
the Position it was supposed to reach only in the twelfth hou r

,

Blood, undiluted by water, is flowing down (gushing down);
everything is out of control. The body itself is not released by
the long needles but remains suspended above the pit.]

SCHOLAR [yells to Soldier and Convict] Come on, help me ! Do
something!

[Since they are unwilling to come ~ the convict actually
turns his back to the scene, the Scholar runs over to them and
forcefully pushes them toward the officer's head while he takes
hold of the feet. After an almost involuntary look at the dead
man's face, he says softly, speaking to himself, almost
inaudibly

:

(Final Solution or Dissolution to be added)
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Man doth not live by bread alone, so the church teils
a.^e iru)i ^e-f-^ Kfi^h-4>s^<^^

US, but ^ words alone kcK ggyaaii^jVr^^ift^^rrt^Zither. I had to

learn this for myself durlng my o\m Sturm imd Dranp; period

when I painted a whole series of portraits hardly illustra-

tive of that populär saying about "fine feathers maklng fine

blrds", paintings which later found their way into the world's

great museums. In those days I rarely slgned my canvases

because I v;as ashamed of selllng my work. At the decisive

moment I would alvrays have scruples. I v;ould rather abandon

paint box and painting; the purchase of a new paint set, how-

ever, became a probleml How was I to remain an independent

artist without starvlng in the process? I would have liked

to solve this riddle, and many a wintry day I pressed my nose

against the frosted v/indows of the "Romanisches Cafe", trying

to learn from the oo-oallod "eolobritioo" inside,

I spent my first Christmas Eve in Berlin v/ith an unemployed,

half-blind actor friend of mine* (He v/as organizing lectures

on modern painting in the printing office of "Der Sturm", bxi

expressionist art monthly of which I'd been co-founder.)

Having no fuel, we sat wrapped in blankets, warming our numbed

hands over a tea-pot perched on top of an alcohol burner.

The sky vras füll of stars, ajid from our fourth floor rear

windov/ v/e could look down into a yard piled high with snow-

drifts which the Janitor would leave for spring to remove,

Our friendship had had a stränge beginning. Not only did we

both feel lost in the big city v/here nobody understood my vrork



-2-

and everybody laugjied at his actlng, - the fact was: we both

had Seen thlngs which simply dldn»t exist for others, perhpps

because our blood was thinner frcm all that fastlng. ¥e both

shared an imaginary daughter whom we had decided to name

Virginia,

Artists have always been starvatlon experts, but no other

period had produced such a variety of technical terms for the

artistic Sublimation of hunger. Expressionism, Futurism, Da-

daism, Surrealism, Abstract Art, etc., supported a whole ge-

neration of art critics until Mr. Rosenberg, the aesthetlc

authority of the Third Reich, made Short work of the whole lot

by exposing everything as fraud and degenerate art.

One, two three, four, five, I counted on the fingers of

an empty hand. The complexity of numbersl I could convert

them Into decimals, raise them to the third power, extract

their roots, but for all my book-learning I couldn't find out

how to turn numbers into money; and it's only money, not learning,

that gives man power over the world, If someone had bothered

to predict my future, he would not have given a penny for it

at that time v/hen I v/as co-owner, V7ith Herwarth Waiden, of

the most avant-garde German art revlew, in addition to my

functions as a poet and graphic artist, reviewer of variety

Shows, Publicity agent and delivery boy, all in one. My pos-

sessions consisted of the clothes I wore, a.n iron bedstead,

a wash basin and a towel. My room had been put at my disposal

by the board of editors. EiarxHiiKxisark On Sundays, I could
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eat my flll of Automat Frankfurters for one Mark. Since I

was young and strong, bread and tea had to do for the rest of

tlie week, The spendlng money I had brou^ht from Vienna had

already been turned over, on the day of my arrlval, to the

barber in the Friedrichstrasse Station, an artlst in his own

field who taught me my first lesson. Since the big shots wore

their hair in long curls, I had asked him to shave mine off

altogether, But in the meantime, his glib Berlin tongue had

somehow talked me into buying a v/hole assortment of brushes,

soaps and lotions. As soon as I had escaped his concern for

my welfare, his "bargains*' became a bürden to me and I deposited

the package in the nearest empty doorway,

Already before Christmas, in fact, my friend and I had

feE^MR Started to design a particular fate of her own for Vir-

ginia, the daughter of our starvation dreams« Glamorously

bedecked v/ith the glitter of our fancy, her childish figure

had already become so real to us that our lives,KngrsxKi?Lr±EkE[ä.

as though enriched by the presence of a dear and intimate guest,

were füll of Joy and we no longer feit lonely. IVhat if the

holidays did drag on and the v/inter kept getting grimmer and

grimmer? The imap:inary reality of our Virginia was independent

of Space and time. Visibly, she grew before our eyes and, as

though looking back over the years, v/e began to take

turns telling each other incidents from her childhood: how

as a little girl, she had played with a turtle and, like an

acrobat on a rolllnp ball, had been able to stand quite securely

on the animal^s back, keeping her balance by stretching out
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her llttle hands,

(Now, since it vras wintey, the turtle was supposed to be

sleeping in the cellar.)

Since our child was not quite real, her creators were also

soniev7hat ambiguous by nature. There we were, shivering with

cold, wrapped up in our blankets and trying to borrow some

V7armth from them - we, the imaginary "old ones" for whom the

girl had always "oeen the epitome of consideration, obedience

and love. However, grown forgetful v^ith age, we had failed

to prepare for the day when this radiant little being, sud-

denly blossoming into a maiden, would be powerless in the grip

of a great passion. Virginia had fallen in love with a young

man, an event that we, the old ones, could neither iinderstand

nor approve of . So we venomously reproached each other for

having missed the chance of teaching her the facts of life

while there 'd still been time. It was our fault that Virginia

was straying from the path of virtuel But perhaps we couldn't

imderstand these "modern" times; perhaps, grown selfish, we

simply couldn't muster enough feeling in our dried-up hearts

to do justice to a younger generation with different views

than we^d had in our timel We resented it that a young girl's

heart, moved by longing and passion, could be lured from the

safety of home into the Wide world. Hadn't we neglected our

task of helping the sapling grow into a tree streng enough

to withstand the storm? Was this fervently beating heart

going to wither in seclusion thanks to our upbringing? We

had even gthwof ia 6 ^cij ^t^a^ -lrt ^rtfiti^i to the cunning trick of dis-

creetly warning a certain elegant young man to stop annoying



the maiden with his proposals. He still seduced her In the

endl Who knows how many sleepless nights she had spent with

her secret, what bitter tears had been the price of this life

füll of mistakes and follies, now that she had no one left to

share it. In spite of our mature experience, we old ones were

of no use to her. Our memory was failing rapidly... How long

was it since she'd run away? Let's see now: the gift table
for the absentee that ?

(^e set up farxhKr every Ghristmas ~ 3''es, this would be the

third time that vre were lighting the candle on top of her little

tree - that tiny pink candle my friend had brought home from

tJ4/^'w3.^Ad<i Ja» the house of some theatrical people who had hap-

pened to remember him. Today she is surely going to oomel

She mustl This very minutel Her conscience must have told

her that we had long since forgiven her lapsei

Although we had invented the "Virginia" story for our

entertainment, our feelings at that moment couldn't have been

more vivid, more agitated, if she had bodily entered the room.

My friend had kept insisting that I, being younger and more

agile, should go dov^m to the cellar to make sure, before she

came, that Virginia* s pet turtle was all right. For what

would she say? How could we exculpate ourselves in front of

her? What drop of bitterness would spoil the Joy of our re-

union if something should have happened to the little creature

in the absence of its mistressi To be sure, there had been

no letter to announce her home-coming. But then, she never

had written to us, being too proud to admit defeat. And she
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was incapable of deceit. Humbly and with broken wings she

would stand in the snow outside her home, walting for the door

to be opened.

I didn't want to go down to the cellar, I had a kind of

premonition that the turtle... Of course, turtles are sald to

reach a tremendous age, but just tonight our imaginary gar-

dener had happened to take out his gun to shoot crows in the

yard (from barren stubble-fields they flew to Berlin in search

of food, the black devilsl) - and it was that blockhead's
report

fault that the mit^^ of his shot killed the little cröaturel

Indestructible and tough, capable of living for years without

food - only man continually thinks of food ~ thes^Tiavea

sensitivity beyond our grasp, and at the merest trifle they

perishl I myself had given Virginia the turtle as a birthday

present,and^ (an educator will always choose the most imr)res-

sive moment), combining the gift with a little lesson, I had

told her that even in ancient China people believed in the im-

mortality of the soul and therefore worshipped the turtle as

its Symbol. Now, what was the child going to think of my

credibility, apart from the fact that I had failed to take

proper care of her pet, if the dead animal were to give the

lie to my words? ¥e become superstitious with age. Could

there be some mysterious relationship, some fate-like thread,

linking the destiny of our daughter with this simple mishap

which was caused, after all, only by the hyper-sensitivity

of her silly old turtle? From newspaper serials, out out and
»

clipped together in order to be re-read with relish, we were
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all too familiär wlth the story of the girl from a good family

who ends up being haggard and spitting blood. There she Stands:

dishonored, burdened wlth an illegltlmate chlld, contrite and

exhausted, unable to pull the doorbell of her father's house,

her strength failing, until she finally collapses in the snow

and her splrlt returns at night to haimt her unfeeling eiders..,

This is why I feit oertain that it was no use looking in the

cellar, (By the way, there was no cellar. \Vhat could we have

stored there?) In a choking voice I confessed to my friend

that I had discovered the turtle lying on its back, dead as

a door-nail.

With his eyes wide open - without seeing, that is, for

he was almost totally blind - he rose and jumped at me in a

rage* I could not deny that I was in his power, because he

had the advantage of social superiority, If he had achieved

nothing eise in life, he still was my senior, and the younger

is responsible to the older. The tiny room was getting icy

cold - as cold as a cellar» The door had opened. In the sud-

den draft the window burst open and my friend' s gun, with the

bayonet fixed, feil from its place on the wall. The expert

on Futurist poetry grabbed it. There we were: the unemployed

actor who had once been chosen for a m±i±±3iry career as a

Prussian officer and had run away from a military academy to

Join the theater - and I, locked in hand-to-hand combat. Now

the gion was in the offensive in the hands of one, now wrested

from him by the other, again aiming at the enemy. A shot

went^off . It was thiS|^snot that had startled the crows into
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flying paat our wlndow In a cloud of snow. Because of the

dead turtle we had enraged and insulted each other so bitterly

that we parted, iinreconciled, The name "Virginia" was never

mentioned again«



Man does not live on bread alone, so the church teils
US, but words alone are not nutritious elther. This 1

had to learn in Berlin during my period of storm and

stress when 1 painted a series of those portraits which

did not correspond to the populär saylng: "Fine feathers

make fine birds" - paintings which later found their

way into the museums of the world. I rarely signed my

canvasses, for at that time I was still ashamed to seil

my work; on the decisive last day 1 always had scruples.

I would rather give up painting and paint-box; the pur-

chase of a new paint-box, however, became a problem.

I would have liked to solve the mystery how to remain

an independent artist without starving in the process.

On many a winter day I pressed my nose against the

frozen glass panes of the "Romanisches Caf^" in order

to learn from the celebrities inside.

My first Christmas Eve in Berlin I spent with a

friend, an unemployed half-blind actor; he was then or-

ganizing lectures on modern painting in the printing

Office of the expressionist art paper "Der Sturm" whose

co-founder I was. Having no fuel, we both sat wrapped

up in blankets, warming our stiff hands over a tea-pot

on top of the alcohol burner. Thesky was füll of stars,

and from the fourth floor of the kääk tenement house

one could look down upon a yard where the icy wind had

piled up high masses of snov/ which the janitor left

for spring to melt down. Our friendship had had a stränge

«' V,
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beginning. Not only did we both feel lost in the big

clty - nobody understood my work and everybody laughed

at his acting - no: we both had seen things whlch for

others simply did not exist. Perhaps our blood was thin-

ner from all our fasting. We both shared an imaginary

daughter v/hom we had decided to call Virginia. Artists

have always knov/n how to starve, but at no other tinie

had there been so many technical terms for the artistic

Sublimation of hunger. Express ionism, Puturism, Gubism,

Dadaism, Surrealism, Abstract Art, etc, fed a whole

generation of art critics until Mr. Rosenberg, the es-

thetic authority of the Third Reich, made short work of

the v;hole lot by denouncing everything as phony and de-

generate.

One, two, three, four, five, I counted on the fingers

of my empty band. The intricate meaning of numbers!

I could convert them into decimals, raise them to the

thlrd power, extract their root, and yet I did not Icnow

i^i^w to use m.y textbook knowledge for the purpose of

turning numbers into money. It is only money, not knowl-

edge, that gives man power over the world. If someone

had tried to compute the chances of my life at that time

(I was co-owner, with Herwarth Waiden, of the most avant-

gardist German art review, I was a poet, graphic artist,

reviewer of variety shows, Publicity manager and delivery

boy, all in one) he would not have given a penny for my

future, My possessions consisted of the clothes that I
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wore on my body, an iron bed, a washing-basin, a towel.

My little room had been put at my disposal by the board

of editors. On Sundays I could afford to eat my fill

of Automat frankfurters for the prlce of one mark. Since

I was young and vigorous, bread and tea were sufficlent

nourishment for the rest of the week. The spending

money I«d brought from Vlenna I had already left with

the barber upon my arrival at Friedrichstrasse Station.

This artist in his own field had taught me my first les-

son. Since celebrities wore their hair in long curls,

I asked him to clip mine as close as possible, but in

the meantime his glib Berlin tongue talked me into buy-

ing brushes, soaps and lotions. As soon as I was relieved

of his concern for my welfare, I deposited the bag füll

of bargains in the next door-v/ay.

Even before Christmas my friend and I had started to

fit the daughter of our starveling dreams with a particular

fate of her ov.ti. Glamorously clothed in the glitter of

our fantasy, her figure, which in our mind's eye was

that of a child, had already become so real that our

life was enriched as though through the presence of a

dear, intimate guest, and we no longer feit lonely.

'ifVhat if the holidays dragged lazily on and the winter

kept getting grimmer, the light spirit of our imaginary

Virginia assumed a reality outside conditions of space

and time. She grew visibly before our eyes, and, as
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thoufrh a long interval had already passed, we took turns

telling each other little incidents from her childhood.

How, as a little girl, she had played with a turtle and,

like an acrobat on a rolling ball, had been able to stand

securely on the creature's back, keeping her balance

with her little hands stretched out.

Since it was winter now, the turtle was supposed to

sleep in the cellar. Our chlld was not quite real, and

thus her creators also had a somewhat dual character.

Toward us, the '^imaginary old ones" who had to borrow

some warmth from the blankets in which we were wrapped

up shivering with cold, the girl had always shown nothing

but consideration, obedience and love. But we, grown

forgetful, did not take into account that this belng

who had shared her warmth with us would blossom into

a virginal young woman in the throes of a great passion.

We old ones with our modest and frugal needs could neither

conceive nor approve of such love. Therefore we re-

proached each other venomously for having missed the op-

portunity to teach her this and that when there was still

time. It was our fault that Virginia was straying from

the straight and narrow. Perhaps we did not understand

these modern times, Grown selfish, we simply couldn't

muster enough feeling in our dried up hearts to do

Justice to a younger generation with different perspec-

tives than we»d had in our youth. We resented it that
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a young girl's heart, moved by longing and passion, let

itself be lured away from the safety of home into the

Wide World. Had we failed in our task of helping the

sapling crpov/ into a xteang tree strong enough to brave

the storm? V/ould this young woman«s heart that beat so

fervently be withered in narrov/ confines thanks to our

upbringing? We had even stooped to the cunning trick of

discreetly warning a certain elegant young man to stop

annoying the young wornan with his proposals. He still

seduced her in the endl Who knows how many night s she

stayed awake v;ith her secret and with what bitter tears

she paid for having to live her life alone, with all its

mistakes and follies. We old ones, despite our mature

experience, were of no use to her. Our memory grew

visibly diramer. Well, how long was it since she had

run away? Let 's check itl The gift table that we set

up every Christmas for the absentee - well, now it was

the third time that we lit the candle on top of the

little tree - for my friend had been invited to the

house of theater people and had returned with a small

pink candle. Today she is going to come, she must,

even at this very hourl

She simply had to feel it deep in her conscience

that we had forgiven her wrong. Although we both had

invented the story only for our entertainment, our feel-

ings couldn't have been more vivid, more agitated, had
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Virginia bodily entered the room. My friend kept insist-

ing all the time that I, as the younger and more flexible

one, should climb down into the cold cellar to make sure,

before Virginia came, that her turtle was all rights

Por what would Virginia say! How could we redeem our-

selves before herl What drop of bitterness would spoil

the joy of our reunion if some misfortune should have

befallen the little creature in the absence of its mis-

tress. It is true, there had been no letter from her to

announce her home-coming. But she never did write us,

being too proud to admit her disgrace. Virginia was in-

capable of dissenbling. Himbly and with broken v/ings,

she would stand in the snow outside her parents' house,

waiting for the door to be opened.

I did not want to go dov/n into the cellar. I had

an evil premonition that the animal might no longer be

among the living. Of course, turtles are said to reach

a tremendous age, but just tonight our invented and

imaginary gardener had to take his gun out into the

yard to shoot after raven. Prom the bare stubble-fields

they flew to Berlin to find food, those black beasts.

And it was that blockhead's fault that the report of

his shot killed the little animal... Indestructible and

tough, capable of subsiding for ages without food -

only man thinks continually of food - these animals

have a sensitivity beyond our grasp. At the merest
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trifle they perishl I myself had given the turtle to

Virginia as a birthday present, and, since an educator

will always choose the most impressive moment, I had

combined it with a little lesson., telling her that al-

ready in ancient China people believed in the immortal-

ity of the soul and therefore worshipped the turtle as

Its Symbol. What was the child to think of my credibility,

apart from the fact that I did not take proper care of

her darling, if the dead anlmal were to give the lie to

my words? Gould there be some mysterious thread of re-

lations - one does become superstitious with age - be-

ginning with this mishap^caused^ after all^ only by the

hypersensitivity of the silly old turtle itself , and

ending with the fate of our daughter? From newspaper

serials cut out and clipped together in order to be re-

read with relish, we were familiär of the story of the

girl who came from a good background and ended up by

spitting blood and being worn with care; there she stood,

dishonored, burdened with an illegitimate child, con-

trite and exhausted, unable to pull the doorbell of her

father's house; her strength is failing, and she col-

lapses in the snov;, whereupon her spirit returns noc-

turnally to haunt her harsh parents. This is why I did

not even deem it necessary to look into the cellar -

by the way, we had no cellar. WTiat could we have stored

down there? In a choked voice I confessed to my friend

that I had found the turtle lifeless on its back - dead

as a doornail.
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With his eyes wide open - without seeing, that Is,

for he was almost totally blind - he rose and jumped

at me in a rage, I could not deny his power over me,

for he was socially superior: though he had achieved

nothing eise in life, he was at least my senior. And

the younger is responsible to the older. The small

room was getting icy cold - like a cellar. The door

had opened. In the sudden draft the window burst open,

and my friend's gun, with the bayonet fixed, feil from

the wall. This was the cue for the declamatory reader

of futurist poems, the unemployed actor who had once

been chosen for the career of a Prussian officer and

had run away from a military academy to join the theateri

Ä,e grabbed the gun and engaged in a hand-to-hand fight

with me. Now the gun was in the offensive in the hands

of one, now in the defensive, wrested from the other -

again aiming at the enemy. A shot went off: that same

shot that had just startled the raven as they flew past

the Window in a cloud of snow. Because of the dead

turtle we had so enraged and insulted each other that

we parted unreconciled. The name of Virginia was never

mentioned again.
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somsr II

beaus yeus bruns, o regards destoumez,
cliaus souplrs^ o larmes espandues^
noires nuits valnement/tf at^IendueSf
jours luisans valnement retoumez:

tristes pleins, o deslrs obstinez,
tems perduy 8 peines despendueSf
mile morte en mlle rets tendues^
plres maus contre mol destlnez«

rls, 6 ft?ont^ cheueus^ bras, mains et dolts
O lut plelntif , viole^ archet et vois:
Tant de flambeaus pour ardre iine femelleJ

De toy me plein, que taut de feus portant,
En tant d'endrois d*lceus laon coeur tatant,
N*en est sur toy vol^ quelque estincelle.



SONNET III

longs deslrsf o esperances vaines,
Tristes soupirs et larmes coutujaieres
A engendrer de moy maintes riuieres^
Dont mes öeue yeus sont soiirces et fontaines:

cruautez, o durtez Inhiamaines,
Plteus regars des Celestes lumieres:
Du coetir transi o passlons premieres,
Estimez-vous croitre encore mes pelnes?

Qu»encor Amour sur nioy son arc essale,
Que nouueaus feux me gette et nouueaus dars:
Qu»il se desplte^ et pls qu»ll pourra face:

Car je suis tant nauree en toutes part,
Que plus en imy une nouuell^ plaie,
Pour m'enipirer ne pourroit trouuer place.



SOIWET IV

Depuls qu^Amour crnel empolsonna
Premlerement de son feu ma poltrine,
Tousiours brulay de sa fureur diulne,
Qui un seul iour mon coeur n'abandonna»

Quelque trauail, dont assez me dorma,
Quelque meaa&se et pix>cheine ruine:
Quelque i>eiiser de mort qui tout tenalne^
De rien laon coeur ardent ne s'estonna»

Tant plus qu'AJöour nous vient fort aesallllr,
Plus il nous falt nos forces recueillir,
Et tousiours frais en ses combata fait estre:

Mais ce n'est pas qu'en rien nous fauorise,
Cil qui les Dieus et les hoinmes mesprise;
Mais pour plus fort contre les fors paroitre»



SOOTJET V

Clere Venus t qui erres par les Cleus,
Entene ma voix qui en plelns chantera,
Tant que ta face au haut du Ciel luira,
Son long trauail et öouci erinuieus.

Mon oeil velllant s*atendrlra blen mleus,
Et plus de pleurs te voyant getjtera.
Mleus mon 11t jtoI de larmes baignora^
De ses trauaus voyant tenK>lns tes yeua«

Donq des humains sont les lassez esprit«
De dous repoß et de eoromeil esprls.
I*endure mal tant que le Soleil luit:

Et quand ie euie quasi toute cassee^
Et que me fuis mise en mon lit lassee,
Crier me faut mon mal toute la nuit»



SONNET VI

DetiB ou trois fois blenheureue le retour
De ce der Astref et plu8 heureus encore
Ce que son oell de regarder honore»
Que Celle la peupeit/ on bon lour^

QM*elle pourroit ee vanter ä^un bon tour
Qul baiseroit le plus beau don de Flore,
Le mieus sentant que lamals vid Auroren
Et y ferolt sur ses leuires selourJ

C'est a laoi seule ä qul ce blen est du,
Pour tant de pleurs et tant de tems perdu:
Mais le voyant, tant luy feray de feste,

Tant emploix*ay de mes yeus le pouuolr,
Pour dessus lul plus de credit auoir,
(^*en peu de tems feroy grande conqueste.



SONNET VII

Qn volt mourlr toute chose anlmee^
Lors que du Corps l*ame sutlle part:
le suis le corps^ toy la mellleure part:
Ou es tu donq, d ame bien aymee?

Ne me lalssex pas si lox^ tems pameSf
Pour me sauuer apres vlendrols trop tard«
Las, ne mets iK)int ton corps en ce hazart:
Rens lul sa part et looitle estimee«

Mais falsy Ami, que ne soit dangere
Cette i*encontre et reuue amoureusei
L ^aeon^agnant 9 non de seurlte.

Hon de rlgueurs mais de grace amlabloy
Qul doucement me rende ta beaute,
ladls cruelle^ ä present favorable»



SONKET VIII

le vis, le meurs: le me brule et ine neye»
I*ey chaut estreuie en en<lürent troläüret
La vle m^oBt et trop molle et troj> äjare.
I'ay grans eoxmis entremeale» de loye:

Tout k un coup ie rls et le lanaeye,
Et en plaleir malnt grief tounaent i'endure:
Mon bien a'en va* et a lamals 11 dure:
Tout en un coup le selche et le verdoye»

Alna! Amour Inconstamment ae meine:
Et quand le pense avolr plus de douleur,
Sans y penser le me treuue hors de peine

Puls quand le croy ma loye estre certalne,
Et estre au haut de mon deslx^ heur,
II me remet en mon pi^mler malheur*



SOHI^ET IX

Tout aussi tot que le coimoence a prsndre
Dens le 1210I lit le repos deelref
Mon triste esprit hors de laoy retire
S*en va ver© toy iacontinent ee rendre#

Lore m'est auls que dedens mon sein tendre
le tlens le blen, ou l'ay tant aspiri,
Et pour lequel l'ay si haut souspire,
Que de »anglote ay souuent cuide fendre»

dous sommellf o nuit a looy heureusel
Plaisant repos, plein de tranquilitef
Continues toutee les nutz mon songe:

Et sie lamaie ma poure ame amoureusa
Ne doit auolr de blen en verlte^
Faltea au moins qu'elle en alt en mensonge.



SONliET X

Quand l^aper^oy ton blond chef couronn«
D*un laurler verd, faire im Lut si blen plelndre,
Qvie tu pourrois k te «uiure contreindre
Arbres et rocs: quand le te vols ome.

Et de vertue dlx mlle enulronn^.
Au Chef d'honneur pluß haut que nul attelndre:
Et des plus hauts les louenges esteindre:
Lore dlt mon eoeur en 3oy passlonne:

,

Tant de vertue qul te fönt estre ayne,
Qul de chacun te fönt estre estlme,
Ke te pourrclent aussi blen faire aymer?

Et aloutant a ta vertu louable
Ce nom encor de in 'estre pitoyablef
De mon amour doucement t^enflaiaer?



SOl^mET XI

dous re^ors, o yeue plelHv«^ dß beaute,
Petis lardins, plelne de fleure ancureuses
Ou sont d'AJHOur les fleschee dangereuses,
Tant a vous volr m>n cell e^est arrest^l

coeur felon, c rride crueute,
Tant tu me tlens de fa?ons rlgoureuaes^
Tant l*ay coule de larmes langourenses,
Sentant l'ai^eur de mon coeur tonrjnente^J

Dcnques, mes yeus, tant de plalsir auez,
Tant de bons tours par see yeus receuezJ
Mais toyi mnn coeur, plus le© vols 8»y con5)lalre>

Plus tu langulg, plus en as de soucl,
Or deuinez sie le suis alse aussl^
Sentant m>n oell eatre h mon coe^jr contra!re»



soKWET xri

Lutf compagnon dS ma calamltey
De nee soupirs temoln li^reprochable,
De mes ennuis conti^lleur veiltable.
Tu ae souuent miec raoy lanientej

Et taut le pletir plteus t*a moleste,
QMe commencant quelqu© aon delectable.
Tu le rendols tout soudaln lamentable,
Feingnant le ton que plein auoit chante

Et si tu veux efforcer au contralre*
Tu te deetens et si me contretns talres
Mals ffle voyant tendrement soupii^er.

Donnant falkueur a ma tant triste plein te,
Eä mee ennuis me plalre suis contreinte,
Et^us mal douce fin esperer.



\

SOHKET XIII

Oh si l^Qstois en ce beau sein rauie
De celui la pour lequel vols ßiouranti
Sl auec lui viure le d^neuraat
De mes cours iours ne m'empeschoit enule,

Sl m'acollant ne disoit, chere Aaie^
Contentons nous I*un l'autre, s'aeaeux^ant
Que ia teispeste, IXirlpjKe, ne Courant
Ne nouc pourra deslondrc en notre vlei

Si de mes bras le tenant acolle^
Comme du Lierre est l'arbre encercelef
La taort venolt, de inon alse eroiieuse:

Lots qc.e souef il rcc balserolt»
Et mon esprlt sur ee& leures fliirclt^
Bien ie mourrois, plus que viuante, heureuse



G)

SONNET XIV

Tant que mes yeus pouinx>nt larmes espandre,
A leur pa8s4 auec toy regretter;
Et qu'aus sanglots et soupirs resister
Pourra ma voix, et un peu faire entendres

Tant que ma main pounra les cordes tendre
Du mignart Lut, pour ces graees chanter:
Tant que l^esprit se voudra contenter
De ne voulolr rien fors que toy comprendrex

le ne souhaite encore point iiK)urir#
Mals quand mes yeus ie sentlray tarlr,
Ma volx cassee, et ma niain iirrpulssante

,

Et mon esprit en ce laortel seiour
Ne pouuant plus montrer slgne d'amante:
Prlray la »ort noirclr mon plus der lour.



SONHET XV

Böur le retour Ai Solell honorer,
Le Zephir, l^alr sereln lul apai^llle:
Bt du Bcxmmil l*eau 0% la terra esueillef
Qtil les gardoit l^une de Bainmirer^

'En doue coulant, l^autre de se parer
De i^dLnte fleur de coulmxr noH^arellle*
la lea olaeaus es arte^s fönt sierueille«
Ei aus paaaans fönt l^eniml xaodereri

Les Kynfea la en mlle ieus s^eebat^nt
Au der de Utnet et dansans 1'kerbe abatent:
Veus tu ZepMr de ton heur me donner^

Et que par toy toute sie renouuelle?
Fay Toon Solell deuera moy retourner^
Et tu verras s*H ne me read plus belle»



SOTIffiT XVI

Apres qu'un tmna la gresle et le toxmerre
Ont le haut mont de Cauoaae ba'Uif
Le beau lour vlentf de luefur rwietu*
(äiand Phetus ha son ceme fait ea terre^

Et l^ocean 11 regalgne a grand erre
Sa seur se montre a^'ec son chef pointu«
QuaJid quelque tems le Parthe ha coiabatUt
II prent la fulte et son arc 11 desserre«

IM t^as t*ay vu et consol^ plelntlf^
Et deflant de laon feu peu hatif

:

Mals malnt^iant pue tu m^as embras#ee^

Et Stile au polnt auquel tu me voul^lSf
Tu as ta flame en quelcpis msia azrroseei
Et es plus frolt qu'estre le ae soulöls«



SONNET XVII

le füls la vile, et temples et tous Ileus

^

Esquels prenant plaislr a t»oulr plelndre^
Tu peus, et aon sana force, me contreindre
De te doxmer ce qu'eßtimols le mleus.

MasqueSf toumolsi leua me sont enmileus»
Et rien sans toy de beau ne me puls peindre:
Tant qae tachant a ce desir esteindre.
Et un nouuel otget faire a mea yeusy

Et des pensers ajnour«?us me distrairei
Des bois espais sul le plus solitaire:
Mals i'aperpoy, ayaat err4 maint tour,

Que sl le veus de toy estre <kllure>
II me conulent hors de moymesme vlure,
Ou fals encor que loln sois en selcur»



ücumm xvTi

le fUis la vll«! et t€irg;>l«8 et toue limaSf
E«qu0ls pr^tiant plaiair a t*oulr plelndre.
Tu peus^ et w^n b&ob forcet ®« contrelndre
De te doimer ce qju'estliwls le mieus»

Xas<^e8f toiumolSf leua sie sont eimulmiSf
Et rien aana toy de beau ne me puls pelndre:
Taut cpe tachaat a ee deair eateir3dre9
Et un xK>uuel otget faire a x!^s yeust

Et des peneer» amoureua me dlatralref
Dea bois eepala aul le plus 8olitaiz*e:
Mala l'aperpoy^ ayant erv4 laalnt tour.

Que si le veua de toy eatre dbllurey
II ose conulmxt hcra de xzx^ymeame viure^
Ou fals encor q^e loin sola en selour*



SOieiET XVIII

Balö« m'encor, rebalse moy et baleei
Donne m'en im de tee plus s^^our^ua^
Ik»nne m'en un de tee plus amoureuai
!• t*en raadr^ qiuatre plua chaus qua bralae*

Laaf te plelns tu? ca qua ce tj^l l^apalse,
En t'en donmant dix autree douceraus»
Ainai mealana nos baisera tant haureua
louißaoiiß noua l'un de l^auti^ a notra aiaa

Lora (jtouble via a chacim an aulura*
Chacun en aoy at son aml vlura.
Parmata la'A^iour panser quelque folie:

Tousioura sul^ö mal, vluant dlacrattement
Et no raa puls donner contentementf
Si hors de aoy ne fay qualque saillia«



EOI^TET XDC

Diane eetant en l*©spesseur d*un tx>la«
Apres avoir malnte beste asöenea,
Prenolt le firais, de :%nf€s conrojinee:
I*allol8 z*^suant corsnö fc^y laalntofol«,

SoxxB y penser; (|uand l'ouy tme vole,
Qul a^apela, diöantf J^yixf^ eatonnee,
Q^e ne t*eö tu vers Diane tournee?
Et me voyant sauns arc et saus c^j^ois.

Qu^as tAi txK>im^^ c comp^gne, en ta voye^
(^1 de ton arc et fleschesalt falt proye?
le M'anlr:;£iy, respons ie, ä un pass^mt,

Et lul getay on valn toutes xrieo fleschea
Et lüEarc apre«: rnais lul les ra^iassant
Et lea tlrant me fit c«at et cent breeches*



SOKHET XXr

Quelle graMeur rend l^horme venerable?
Quelle groaseur? quel poll? quelle couleur?
Qui aat des yeuö le plus eraiLieleur?
Qul falt plus tot une playe incurable?

Q^el chant est plus a l^lnnrnre coim^nalile?
Qul plus penetx^ en chsütant sa douleur?
QVil uu dtous lut fait encore nseilleur?
Quel naturel est le plus aaiable?

I^ ne voudrois le dire aßmxx^nhant,
/grant Aisour force .mon iu^ementi
Mais ie fa^r ti^i et de taut le m^asaure.

Que tout ie boau que Ion pourroit ctolsirf
1% que tout l'art qui eyde la Ilatui'e,
Ife me saurolent acroltre nion deslr#



EOKHET XXn

Ijulsant Solellf que to «s blon hmirmiSf
De volr toualoure de t*Amle la faees
Et toyt sa smir» q^'D^Ümlon esit^assef
Taatr te repais de ndel azaourmis«

Maz*8 volt Vaxms: llercure mi^aturmia
De Clel en Cielf de lleu en Heu se glasse:
Et lupiter remarque en malnte place
See preialers ans plus gaye et chalenreus»

Voila du Ciel la imleaante haz^mtiief
QqI lea eeprlta dlulna ensemblo lief
Ifala 8*113 auolc*nt ce qu*lls a^tnant lointcin^

Leur hanaoxile et ordre ixTeuocable
5e toumert)lt en erreur yarlaliei
Et amsm moy traualllort^nt en vain»



somsi XXIII

Last qpe an sert, que sl parfaltement
Louae iadis et m&, tz^esae doreef
Bt de lae© yeue la beaute comparee
A deus Solella t dont /oaour rin^Fent

Tira laa treta causat de ton tov/rment?
Ou aetas vons, pleure de peu de duree?
Et Mort par qui dauoit astre honorae
Ta farmo asiaur et Iter^ aansaot?

Conquea e*aatolt la tait de ta ssallca
De m^aaaorulr bou& ombra da sezniice?
Fardonno no;r /rJ^ k cottc fcis.

r^tont outree et de desplt «t d'lre:
Male le si^asaure, (^elque pax*t que tu eolSt
Qu*autant quc noy tu cr-u ft*cs de nartlra#



smnm XXIV

Si l'oy eanti Eille torcheß ardenteSf
Mlle trmiausf mlle douleurs mordanteß:
Sl «a pleurent 1'^ mon teinö ccnsume.

La« qu€ flK>n aom n^en ^^It par voue tlam^*
Sl I'äI f^lli^ les peines sont presentes^
F'algTisöez polat leurs polntas violettes:
llaiö e^tlise© qu'/oaouri a polat nornsi^j

Sans votr« ardeur d?i£Q Vulcan excuser.

Da e^ant rioins que ßjoy d^ocaslon«
Et plus d'eßtraiige et forte paselon»



TH] ELSVMNTH SONKHIT

sweetest looks, o eyes with beauty filled,
Small gardens in ^hioh loving flowers grow.
And darts cf Love T«hose dangers I ahould know:
Ho^ often has my eye by you been stilledl

Deoeitful heart, how cruel you have been,
How rigidly you hold me in your tie»
How Eiany longing tears I had to dry
nobile ycu who tortured me reinained serenel

Thus you, my eye», find pleasure in the sight
Of hie eyes, holding for you such delight:
But you, my heart, while thoy enjoy their pait,

Mubt languish more and »uffer greatf»r grief*
And how could 1 be calm and find relief

,

If thus my eye iq alien ttj my heart? ^

f
-



i :i

TIIE FIRGT SOHITET

Ulysses 9 or wlioever eise wau keen,
V/ould not suspect, had he been there to sce,
Such grace^ such honor, so divlae a mlen
To hold tlie anguieh that It held for me«

Your beauteouß eyes^ Lovoy aade so deep a sore
Withln ßQT breast that It will spül äfculn
The warmth and food Instilled by you before,
And none but you can r^iedy Its paln«

cruel fate that makea me feel the sting
As of a scorfdon's polnt and aek rellef
Against its pclson trcm the seifsame thli>g#

I loi3ig to be dellvered from this e^ef,
Yet never to extinguisli love*s sweet sigh#
There is ao lK>pe tir me# Thus I ahall dle#



Tivr iuTQOllD ÜOBNFT

bold brown eyes, o looka turned in disdain,
searlng sighs, o tears so ampl/ shed,
Bomber nighte, longed for and lost in bed,

C shining ds^s, returning but in vain.

C sad laments, o obstinate desire,
C wasted time, o paina avuiling nau^;ht,

thousand deaths in thousand meshes caught,
Q ills that all against ne did conspire.

C snilo, o brow, hair, arms, hands, finge rs,
Larnenting lute, voice, violln and bov^:
So many torcnes at onr^ woman tlirown!

•

You 1 must blame for carr/ing their flame
To make my heart their vulnerable aim,
^»Mle not 1 Single sparij. f^ll on your own.



THF Till KD SONNTET

long desires, fruitlesa hopea and sighe,
Unending tears, so used to tiieir sad courne
That many atreams are ßprini3ing from m/ eyes
v.liich now are both tiieir fountain and their source;

harshness of inhuman crueltieis,
Celestial lights, for me but dirnly lit,
\^1io made my heart from earlier passions freeze
i>o you havo still more pains in störe for it?

Love may all over try his bow, and he
May plague me vvith new fires and new darts.
And apite himself, and may his ri^^ht aosert:

1 am
That
Where it could hurt

so torn and bleeding from all parts
a nev/ wound would find no place in me

me more than 1 am hurt»



r. . ; f-

I

~>inco the first tlnie that Love had üeen so cruello poison :iy whole bsin^- vvith uis flarae

,

iiln «odliite wrath has used ray heart as WlAna made -.0 burn through avery day that carae.

Katever laboura ho had iaprcyised,
^mateyer threata and thotujhta of final fall.
t>.^r yet of deüth vvho puts an end to all, -
ly ardent heart would never bo surprlaed

i'he more Lora tiirovvs hie night at us th- mor«ue aaa.es us feel our ßtren^jtn and lose our f^'rTo face hia onsetc better Lm before:

^inceuü who lau<;h8 at goda and nen alil^o
J-a acill inolmaa to tiiose whom he will atriice:MC ma.es. tham atron^er than th- strong apDear.



TAt FlfTd 30NNKT

Clear Venus, wände ring across the Bkiefl|
Do hear my voice that singe to /ou up there,
Tellin^ you of its long and burdened fare,
while Bhiniog high abovo /cur face will rise.

% mxketal eye is soothed by your ßight
And will a growing stream of tears release
'lo overflow my bed with greater eaoe,
Seeing its sorrowa witnessed by your light.

At that Cime vvhen the weary huraan mind
Mll its deserved aleep and comfort find.
1 bear my pain under the shin^ng aun;

And when 1 am -ill broksn und all done,
And having laid myself to reat in bed,
Then 1 aust cry rny pain all night instead.



m? SIXüii iiONOTT

Two or three times such bliss in tlie returnU tiils olaar Star, - and still more bliss for allOn v?nom the blesaing of als e/e will fall.
i^he wno rec8lV9S it imy be proud to f*arn

a chosen duy:Hls choioest preaent on

:1i^-?^®^; reserved for those who are most
Of flora 8 children, fra^-rant in the air.

"'^ her Ups ^.vhera it will brlefly stay

fair

Will bruah

Rc on© deserver, thia happiness but 1
For all the tears and all the
But Boeing hlm 1 shall sc

time paased by:
plaase nis vriim

^^nä so enplo/ the power of my eyee
xaat, sharing hls resistance by surprise.
in a Bhowt walle X ahbill haire conquered nim.



Ttm SEVKNSDil SOHl^fT

All living thinga nmet die and become hollow
When fron ito form tlis subtle aoul will flee;
What more than but your body can 1 be,
Beloved soul, are you too far to follow?

Lot me not lie alone and lan^ish longer, -
Later to save ma you will be too late.
C, do not leave your body to this fate,
Retum it3 greater part and make it stronger.

Bat mai£.e it so, dear, that tliere be no danger
-in renderln^ your boloved seif to mei
Oreet me not in the iiarness of a stranger

With brauen brows, - but let your beauty be
Comblned with Iiindnesa, tiiat 1 need not fear it

once ;vas cruel, - let rue now be near it.



Ti."^ KlG^r.^iJa S0NKF2

1 live, X die: I burn and 1 am drownir%%
Aglow with heat I suffer icy cMll:
Life ßhows me both its good und Iran will,
And Portune amiles at me while she is frowning.

e.I laugh and I tm crying, all in om.
T^aoh pleaaure that i find contains great pain;
What I poseess will go - and ever will remain:
1 wither and am vardant in the sun.

Thus Love leads me thisund tho other way»
And when 1 thinK i cannot bear the strain,
1 find it left me in a lighter rein.

Bat when 1 trust my Joy Iiaa corae to stc-ay
And to have reacned the height of happiness,
Ihen Love returns nie to niy first diatreßo«



TH? mum S0NNK2

As 8oon OB In my soft "bed I begin
To find th^ reat that I äedired so,% senees vfill retlre froa mithin
!/ seif and fortiiwith tcwards /ou they flow.

Then I believe my bosom's tenderness
Gontains wiiat I contended for 8o long,
Por which m/ sobs have heen so loud and atron

I was tom in two b/ ra/ diotrsss.That o

C sweetest sleep, o night to r-3 alliedl
Appeasin^- rest, filled with tranquillity,
Preaerve for all the nieixts to come ray dream:

And if my love fo rever be denied
To find fUlfi Inen t in real±±/,
G^ive me a lie and let it real seem.



fMi- T^NTii SONKfT

Beholding youx fair head by laureis crowned.

Jwf^.^r^f!.'^
plaints th<^t you have taucht your lute.

^A^ could raove trees md rocits to tear their root
'^na follow you, ancharited by its sound;

And seelnj; you by thcusand virtues ^owncd,Httaming honors where all othsrs fall.
müi

P^^ise whici) maiies the worthiest grow paleihta epeaks ujy heart so passionately bound: '

Those vlrtuea whlch have all with lore Inspired^OT wmcn you are by everyone admlred,
oould they not also maJte you love in turn?

And add to all your virtues furiher fane:
inat you were not too proud to li^xt your flam^in ay love wriicxi would ma^3 it softly burnV



TH-3 TmLFTH 30KRST

Pear lute, companion of ray misery,
You, withness of my sighs, l^ho never failed,
lou who have tiBtched my aorrows faithfully
And who have often with me wept and wailed:

You were so prägnant ^ith my wretched tears
That, when I chanced to strike a blisaful tone,
xou turned it to lament, and In my aars
Tho chant IM choson difindled to a moan.

And if you find that I am not conplying»
Thon you deny yours^ilf £tnd ailenca me;
But v^han again you aee me ooftiy sighing

"^r^ou lend your tender voice to my sad song.
And I aocept it, hopin^^ that ere long
A aweet end may gweet sorrow'3 comfort be.



THB THIRT3HNTK SONIIST

0^ If I were but ravished at the breast
Of him for whom they see me slov/ly dia:
And if my living with him for the rest
Of ray Short days envy would not deny;

If closely holding me he told rae, dear,
Within our selves let us contentment find,
That nothing ever may our lives unbind,
That neither storia nor current ir;e shall fear:

If then, when in my arms I hold him sound,
Like iyy which around a tree is v;ound,
Death canw to Claim me, wanting to deprlve

Me of my love: He»d kiss me and, thus free,
My spirit would from laine to his ups flee.
I T/ould die w^ll, ötill happier than alive.



THI*; FIFTikERTH 30HNJT

Tc celebrate the rising of the Tun
The morning rlnd eeranely sets hia oail
And liftg from water and from earlh the veli
Of aleep, whi ih kepl froia murmuring the one

In its soft flow, the other froa adorninj
With floTere of all kind und hue her breast,
Ani in tha trees the birde all try th^ir best
Tc help the passers-by lorget their raourning.

The nymphö, yet by the aioonlight, are at play
And aiÄk« tho rrass blalan: ^itb their dsncing s%ay
Would yojp kind » ephyr , be incllrjöd to eee

Me too r^neved in ycur cnbrecing breeze'i
JuBt let my fmn afz/^in turn towards nie,

Knü more than ever *wili lay bö&uty pleeise*



mTEii 3IXTi:;^rTH SONN :?

After a tißie uhen hall und thundering tide
Höve on the Coucasus their showör spread,
payiight appears, in dazzling aplonder clad*
When ihoQbus, in the last round of his ride.

Turnö from the Earth into the Bea belcv..
Hie frailer siater enterg on the scene.
Aftnr a tir;:e, the Parthlsri, no more keen
Tc fifrht» ^vill fled and trail liis loocened how.

Ther3 trriB a time Ther, you'r lerient and cnurn
My fire i^hi^h ycn found too rao^' to burr/:
Bat ncw that onee you have embraoed me

And had ae rhere you warted me tc be,
Ycu drorned ycur flsme in ninie unn^med i:treiim^
And you are colder novr than I could seem.



TOE SE\n^3CTEEimi f^sOI^IIET

Whei'c I coulci piepse tryself to'harir your plalnt*
Where jcu could ecsily, without restralnt,
Force sc w give you what I lidd most felr#

Mask«, touraacieiitß and gane^t all maka mü ©ad:
Ko bßauty without you will Eatiöf^"
l'y öearching ayes, bo ;ever harü I try
To öftrer tliexa nev objecto In your etead»

Ana alwuys Iqr x.'^j/^ ai3orous thoiighti? j^rsued
I ßeek the forest «s deepeet SQlitude?

^ind^ oft havlng gone astray.Eilt nori T ^»»^

fi*ee >
That I, to lose ;/ou an^i tc mcdie mo
l'^öt leave isyself and llva outirivi« of me
Vvhere stiil you fare> hcwever far you stay*



TUE mSIITHESTH SOlün:^

K±BB me once tsove^ klss me^ kios se ogalns
Let tm have this to prove your graceful fashlon,
L#t me have this to prove your falthftil paaslonf
And four more ardent ones I*ll glve you then«

Are you COTrplalnlng? Wait 'tll I «qppeai
With tJm still sweeter ones your ©alady,
Exchaijgipfe thus cur klsses bllssfUlly,
Let US x*eJolce In one another's eaae*

Ihen each will ha^e two lives in which to dwell:
Ihat of his own and of bis flriend as well«
FoDfe^ive, my Love, the foolisli things I sayx

I axa constrained if alwuys I sust hlde
^e vast abundance that I feel inslde»
And find rellef In giving it airay«



Tim ITIK' TEl^TH !DQNKET

Dlanat having hunted mecay a deer^
Was resting In a woodf wltph mmphe around
Who had with foliage her forehead cx^owned«
I cam^f as I do often, dreamisig near^

And without thlnklng, when a Tolce called: LOf
You wondering nymph there^ wither are you bound?
W!y are you tAiming froin Diana^s ground?
And seeing that I held no darts nor bowy

She asked me f\irthers ^ihat befall you» aayt
llio took your arrow and your bow amayl
I foUowed oney I aaidf into hie hold

And threw e^ arrows all at htm in vain.
And last the bow» He took tham up again
And aimed at me and hit ma Inindreofold»



THI^ TW^IHTETH SOtmm

I vaß foretold that I vould love one d&y
The man whose features were descrlbed to aei
And nothing laoi^ waß needed to portroy
lila wljoxa I recognlzed wh€Hi I did see

Illm tirmtt and then, seelng how fatally
Love Imd befallen hia, pity took hold
Ot my whole b«ing, and I soon was bold
aiou^h to love as ardently as he*

Who would iK)t thlnk that blesaed be the course
Ordained by Deetlny's ond lleaven*ß force?
Büt whim I sae the clouda ßo darkly looa

And with such cruel winds and thunder swellf
Then I bcUeve it was the Lord of Hell
V/ho froffi afar decreed for me such doom«



TKE TWafTY-FIRST SOKIIET

Which qualltles in man are made to please?
WJiich should hls color be, bis halr, bis hetght?
Whose eye© can cast a spell of oweet delißht?
Ihose Xove Is fatal as a dread diaeasa?

Whlch Bong l8 moat becoming to man*8 lyx*e?
VhOf when he singSf penetrates i308t hls paln?
Vho, with a lutei could atill more taa^orm galxi?
Whl<di nature is it that we mo&t uäniiref

I am af!raid I cannot teil for suret
Uy Judgsentf influenced by Love is poor;
But what I know aiid will i^mintain is this:

Bo thlog of bemity, for tssy cholce dlsplayedf
Ho ar^, which seives as llature's handy laaid,
Could make my longing stron^ier than it is»



TlIE T^IilW-SECOND SOKHST

shlnlQg Siin, how happy you isust be
Daily to see your frtend'e adoring face:
And every night your 8i8t#r may embrace
Eüc^iion wlth her beams more lovlngly»

Mars rnay bbb Venusi Mercury may strlde
P!roia sky to sky wlth hie edventurouB pocmj
And Jupiter will always find the placo
liiere hls Ejore youthfül, gayer years ablde»

Such te the har^ony of Heaven^s Tsl^ht
In wMch the splrlte of the Gods unite:
ait if Uiey could not wliat they love attaln.

Their harmony's irrevecafcle laiv
Would tum into a limentahle flmf
And Jußt like mlne, thelr efforte would be vain»



THE T^mmr-Timm sorwet

Oh, vrhat <:.valle It t2^t ßo ökillililly
You once have pi*aised izy Isolden Xx^bs o£ hair
A»d :qy eyes» beiiutyt whicli you would coi^are
To Ufln Sun«, ty Love»« ciumln^ subtlety

Pesitned to harraßs «and b«irlldi?r you»
^n^iem ai^ the teiirs that were m> quickly drled,
Ajnd Death in whoee naM should be aa^ctified
Your love tliat soleofiily you swoim wa^ true?

Waß %hls the aira of your aallcloue lies
To master mo imder the «ervant*ß gulee?
Forgive^ sgr friendt v/hat now T hau to cay,

I^lng outrated md füll oi'^ splte and ii-e:
Äit I a£2mr« ryeelf , wherever you may stayt
Your torment^ just aa lainei rill never tire*



TIIE TO-^:HTY-FOUnTO SOliiliET

Fair Ladies ^ for my love r«proach me not:
For having been conöusied by tliousand Ijlaaes,% thousand laboui^s, thousand painfül phaseß,
For having spent In tears ny earUily lot|

For all that do not Cover me with shame«
If 1 have falledy my palns are ever trying, -
Do not increase thelr plercing points by prying,
ait thlnk that Love - you need not call hls namei

You neeci not ror your ardour Vulcan's flame
Or yet iiie beauty of Adonls blame -
Can, ir he likesi strlke you with greater mlghti

If you have not encountered hin: ere Icmg
Your pasßion may becoiae more stränge and strong«
Beware lest he should ßmltlply your pli^j^htj



THE

TWEITTY-FOUR SONNETS

of Louize Labe

(1666)

Translated by Lola Boemer



LOuizE LABE

THE FIRST SONNET

Ulysses, or whoever eise was shrewd,
m

^"^^ not suspeot a god of dignity
To hlde behind his graclous attitude
Such Store of torments all deslgned for me.

T^?ri.^^^®' ^^^^ beauty made so deep a soreWlthin my breast, whlch had received its fillOf warmth and nourlshment from you before
That none but you can remedy this 111. '

cruel fate that makes me feel the ctingAs of a scorpion's point and ask relief
From deadly venom of the seifsame thing.

1 long to be delivered from this grlef

,

Yet not to quench my dearest need of you.
Thus, death alone can eure me of the two!



LOUIZE LABE

THE SEGOND SONNET

beautiful bro\vn ejes, o bold disdain,
searing sighs, o tears so amply shed,
somber nights, longed for and lost in bed,
shining days, returnlng without galn.

sad laments, o stubborn ecstasy,
vanlshed time, o lavished sufferlngs,
thousand deaths in thousand nets of strings,
greater ills conspiring against me.

smile, o brow, hair, arms, hands, fingers,
Lamenting lute, voice, violin and bow:
So many flares to l^t one woman burni

You I accuse, who carried all your flame
Into my heart and took such careful aim
That not a spark would singe jou in return.

-

^tP^<?



LOUIZE LABE

THE THIRD SONNET

long deslresi, frultless hopes and sighs,
Unending tears, accus tomed to their course
Of sending many streams out through my eyes
Whlch have become thelr fountain and their source.

harshness of inhuman cruelties,
Celestial lights whose glare I have outstared:
My heart endured its early ecstasies,
Are greater tortures yet for it prepared?

May Love again then try his bow, may he
Assail me with new fires and new darts;
He '11 spite himself in his malicious spurt:

For I am now torn in so many parts
That a new wound could find no place in me
Which would not be familiär with its h\irt.



LOÜIZJS LABB

a?HK THIRD SONNET

long deslref, fruitlesa hopea and aighs,
Unending tears, accuatomed to thair course
Of aending many atreans out through my eyes
Whlch have bocome tholr fountaln and their source.

harahneas of inhuman crueltiea,
Celeatial lighta whose glare I have outstared:
My heart andured ita aarly ecataalaa,
Ar© greatar torturea yet for it prapared?

May Lova again than try hia bow, may ha
Aaaail ma wlth new firaa and new dartaj
Ha «11 apit© himaelf in hia malicioua apurtJ

For I ata now torn in ao many parta
That a new wound oould find no place in me
Whioh would not b© familiär with ita hurt»



THE FOURTH SONNET

Since the first time that Love had been so cruel
To poißon mjr whole being with his flaine,
His godlike wrath hae used my heart as fuel ))i
And made me Uim through every day that came#

Whatever labours he had Improvised,
Viliatever threats and thoughte of final fall

,

Or yet of death who puts an end to all, -
My ardent heart would never be surprlsed.

The more Love throws his might at xis the more
He makes us feel our atrepgth and lose our fear
To face his onsets better than befoi^j

Slnce he who laughs at gods and men alike
Is still inclined to those whom he will strike:
He makes them stronger than the stroz^ appear»

T

J



THE FIFTH SOKWET

Clear Venus » wandex*lng across the skiesy
Do hear my voice that sipgs to you up there,
Telllng you of Its long and burdened fare,
While shinlng high above your face will rise

Ify wakeful eye Is soothed 1^ your slght
And will a growlng stream of teara releaee
To overflow my bed with greater eaae,
Seeing its sorrows wltnessed by your lightf

At that time when the weary human mind
Will its deserved sleep and comfort find#
I bear my pain under the shining sun:

And when I am all bi<oken and all done,
And having laid nyself to i^est in bed,
Then I raust cry my pain all night instead»



THE SIXTE SONNET

Two or three tlmes such bllss in the retum
Of thls clear star, • and still more bllss for all
On whom the hlesslng of bis eye will fall.
She who receives it m^ be proud to eam

Hls choicest present on a chcsen day:
Hls kiaBf reserved fop those who are BK>st fair
Of Flora »s children, fragrant in the air,
Will brush her Ups where it will briefly stay.

No one deserves this happiness but I
For all the tears and all the time passed hy:
But seeing him I shall so please bis whim

And so employ the power of my eyes
That, shaking bis resistance hy surprise,
In a Short while I shall have conquered bim.



THE SEVENTH SOIIUET

All living things must die axid become hollow
V/hen from Its form the subtle soul will flee:
What more then but your body can I be,
Beloved soul, are you too far to follow?

Let me not lle alone and langulsh longer, -
Later to save me you will be too late*
Oh| do not leav# your body to thls fate,
Retum Its greater part and make it stroQger«

But make It so, dear, that there be no danger
In rendering your beloved seif to me:
Greet me not in the hamess of a stranger

With brazen brows, - but let your beauty be
Combined with kindness, that I need not fear it
That once was cruel, - let me now be near it.



THE EIGHTH SONNET

I live, I die: I bum and I am drowning.
Aglow wlth heat I suffer Icy chill:
Life Shows me both its good and iron will,
And Fortune smiles at me while she is ft*owning*

I laugh and I am crylng, all in one;
Each pleasure that I find contains great pain:
What I possess will go • and ever will remaln;
I wither and am verdant in the sun.

Thus Love leads jse thie and the other way/ /And when I think I cannot bear the stpaiitf -—a^-.^
I-f4aÄ4^ l^fl» ae in ^ lighter-vetn • ^ ^

,i^-'
»it when I tinist rsy Joy hafiLisfimk-to etay'^l^
And to have reached the height of happiness,
Then Love retums me to my first distress*

r

tfj ac^^^"^
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LOUIZE LABE

THE NINTH SONNET

As soon as I am ready to begln
In bed the rest that I desired so,
My saddened sense, retiring from v/ithin,
Heturns to you its boundless overflow.

Then I believe my tender breasts possess
The good to which I had so long aspired,
For which I had so strenuously suspired
That I was torn in two by my distress*

sweetest sleep, o night to me allied!
Appeasing rest, filled with tranquillity,
Let not a night without my dream go by:

And if my love forever be denied
To find fulfilment in reality,
Give me at least possession in a lie.



THE TERTH SONNET

Beholdipg your fair head ty laureis crowned,
The forceful plalnts that you have taught your lute,
Whlch could move tz^eea and rocke to tear their root
And follow you, enchanted by its soundj

And eeeing you by thousand vlirtuea gowned,
Attainlng honors where all others fall.
And pralse which makes the worthlest grow pale,
Thus speaks my heart so passlonately bound:

Those virtues whlch have all with love inspii?ed,
For which you are by everyone admired,
Could they not also make you love in tum?

And add to all your virtues füi-ther fame:
That you were not too proud to light your flame
In ny love which would make it eoftly bum?



THE ELE\rEOTH SONNET

M Ĥ

OK «reetest looks, eK'eyes wlth beauty fllled,
anall gardens 1^ which loving flowers grow,
^Bd darts of Love whose dangers I should know:
Eow often has my eye by you been stilledi

Deceltful heart, how cruel you have been,
How rlgidly you hold me in your tie,
How many longlng tears I had to dry
While you who tortured me remained serenel

Thus you, SQT eyes* find pleasure in thxe slght
df his eyesy holdlng for you such dellght:
ait you, iny heart, while they enjoy their part,

Ikist languish more and suffer greater grief
And how could I be calm and find relief

,

If thus ffly eye iß ali«a to ay hearti



TIIE T17ELFTH SOTOET

Dear lute, companlon of ray misery^
You, witaess of my slghs, who never falled,
You who have watched my sorrows falthfully
And who liave often with me wept and wailed:

''^^^-

You were so pregnant wlth my wretched tearspat,when I chanced to strike a bllssful tone.You tumed It to lament, and in iny ears
The chant I'd chosen dwindled to a inoan^

And ir you find that I am not complylng.
Then you deny yourself and eilence me:
But when again you see me softly sighing

You lend your tender voice to my sad song.
And I accept It, hoplng that ere long
A sweet end may sweet eorrow's comfort be#



TIIE TEinTITEimj SOKNOT

Oh, if I were but ravlshed at the breast
Of him for whom they see me slowly diei
And If iny livlng v/ith him for the rest
Of my Short daye envy would not deny}

If dosaly holding me he told mei dear*
Wlthln cur selves let us contentment find,
That nothlrg ever may our llves unblnd.
That nelther storm nor curr«nt we shall fear;

If then, when In iry arms I hold him soxind,
Llke ivy whlch around a tree is woimd,
Deatli came to clalm me, v/antlng to deprlve

He of ny love: He»d klsö me end, thus free,
My splrlt would fa-om mlne to his Ups flee*
I would die well| etlll happler than allve*



LOÜIZE LABE

THE POURTEENTH SONNET

As long as teara are flowlng f rom my eyes
For you on whom thay feasted in the past;
As long as rislng above sobs and sighs
My voice can still their bitterness ontlastj

Vlfliil© I can trust c^y hand relentlessly
To strike th^ darling lute and make It sing;
And whlle 05» mlnd will still contented be
To seareh for you and for no other thing:

I shall have no desire yet to die»
But once I feel my eyes are getting dry,
My voice is broken, powerless my grip.

And when my niind on its terrestrial stay
Will send no lover*s Signal to my lipj
Then death may blacken wj most shining day«



THE FIFTEENTH S01J2JET

To celebrate the rlsliig of the Sun
The raomlng wind serenely sets his sali
And lifts from water and trom earth the vell
Of sleepy which kept from iminmirljaig the on«

In ItB 00ft flov/, the other from adomlng
Wlth flowers of all klnd and hue her breast»
And in the treee the blrdc all try thelr best
To help the passers-by forget their mehaijpg.

The nymphs, yet by the moonllght, are at play
And make the grase blades wlth thelr dancli^ sway
Would you, klnd Zephyr, be inclined to see

Me too renewed in your embreclng breeze?
Just let my Sun again tum towards me^
And nx>re than ever will my beauty pleaee#



THB SIXTEKNTH SONNET

Aft^T a tlme when hall and thunderlng tld«
Have on tha Caucasus thelr shower spreadi
Dayllght appeare. In dazzllng splendor clad.
When Phoebuß, In the last round of hls rldei

Tums froxn the Earth Into the Sea below,
Hls fx^ailer slster enters on ftÄ scene»
After a tlme fthe Parthlani no more keen
To flght, will flee and trall hls loosened how.

There was a tlme when youM lament and sptim
W(jr flre whlch you foimd too slow "^o bum»
But now that once you have embraced me

And had me where you wanted me to be%
You drowned your flame In some unnamed streazn,

And you ere colder now than I could seem*



THE SEVMTEEHTH SOHIIET

I flee the city, temples, every Square
Where I could please nQrself to hear your plaint,
Where you could easily, wlthout r««tralnt^
Force me to glve you what I held Baoat fair.

Masloii toumasientB and gataeSf all make me aad:
No beauty wlthout you will satisfy
My searching eyes, however hard I tpy
To offer them new objects in your otead*

And cilways by ^ arK)rou8 tlioughte jmrsued
I seek the f<orettA^deepest solitude:
But^^ow I #ifidt oft^ßl^triisg^ gone aetray,

Jai«t lecrre i^eelf «oä llv» otitelde of me
W:!iBrA jBtillJ^[SiL^ar9f^ far you stay.

Je^^ JLcJli -(,<xoej ^p^H^" c
'

. *^^



THE EIGHTEERTH SONNET

Klss me once QK)r«^ klss me, klss me agaln:
Let me have thls to prove your graceful fashlon,
Let me bave this to prove your falthfül passion,
Axkä four more ardent ones I'll glve you then*

Are you coimlalning? Wait 'til I appease
Wlth ten still eweeter ones your malady«
Exchanglog tbus our klsses bllssfully^
Let US rejoice In one another's ease«

Then each will have two lives in whlch to dwell:
That of bis own and of bis frlend aa well*
Foi^ive, my Love, the foolisb tbings I say:

I am constralned If always I must bide
Tbe vast atundance that X feel Inslde^
And find relief in giving it away*



THE NINETEENTH SONNET

Diana 9 havlng hunted many a deeri
Was reatlng in a woodf with nynqphs arotmd
Who had with foliage her forehead crxDwned^
I caHie, as I de often, drecüßiing neari

And wlthout tiinklng , when a volce called: Lo,
You wonderlx^ nyinph thez^^ wither are you boii
H^liy are you tuming from Diana *ß ground?
Ana aeeing that I held no darts nor bow«

She asked me fUrther: What befeil you, say»
Who took your arrow and your bow away?
I followed one, I said, into his hold

And threw my ari^ws all at him In vain
And last the bow* He took them up again
And aJLmed at me and hlt me hundredfold»



LOUIZE LABB

THE TWENTISTH SONNST

I was foretold that I would love for aure
Soxne day the oiie who was described to me:
And v.'lthout any other portralture
I recognlzed hia features Instantlyt

Then when I saw th£\t Lovo had fatally
Befallen him, I pltled hls distress
And forced my natura under greatest stress
To love as he did and as ardently»

Who would not thlnk that blessed be the course
Ordalned by Destiny's and Heaven's force?
But when I $ee the clouds so darkly Icom

And with such cruel winda and thunder swell,
Then I believe it was the Lord of Hell
Who from afar decreed for me such doom«



THE TWEKTY-FIRST SOKNET

Whlch qualltles In man are aaade to please?
Which ahould his color be, Ms hair, bis helght?
Whose eye« can caat a spell of swaet delight?
Whose love ±& fatal as a dread disease?

Which song lg isost becomlng to man*8 lyre?
Who, when he aInga ^ penetrates most hl 8 paln?
Who, wlth a lute^ coxad atlll more favors gain?
Whlch natuz*e ia it that we moat admir«?

I am aftrald I eannot teil for aures
^y Judgmentf influenced hy Love ia poor;
But what I know and will maintain Is thia:

Ho thing of beauty, for my choiee displayed,
No arty which aerves aa Imture's handy maid,
Could make my longing strenger than it ±s.



LOUIZE LABE

THE TWENTYWSECOND SONNET

Shilling Sun, how great must be your bliss
To see forever your beloved's face:
Her sist er, v/hom Endymion may embrace,
Repays you sweetly with her loving kiss.

Mars may see Venus: Mercury may stride
Prom sky to sky with his adventurous pace;
And Jupiter will always find the place
\Vhere his more youthful, gayer years abide.

Such is the harmony of Heaven's might
In which the spirits of the Gods unite:
But if they could not what they love attain,

Their harmony» s irrevocable law
Would turn into a variable flaw.
And just like mine, their labors would be vain.



L0UI2E LABE

TliU TWii;NTY-*SßCOND SONNET

shinlng Sun, how great roust be your bllsa
To 866 forever your beloved^s facoi
Her slster, whom Endymion ruay embraoe,
Repays you sweetly with her lovlng kisa*

Mars may seo Venixa: Maroury may strida
Prom sky to sky with hia advanturous pace;
And Jupitar will always find the plaoe
Whare hia more youthful, gayer years abida^

Such iß the harmony of Heaven's might
In which the spirita of the Goda uniteJ
Bat if they could not what they love attain.

Their harmony »a irrevocable law
Would turn into a variable flaw.
And Just like ndne, their labors would be valn«



THE TV/ENTY-THIRD SOKHET

Oh, what avalle It that so ekillfülly
You cnce have praised niy golden tress of halr
And my ey^s' beanty, whlch you would compare
To twin SunS) ty liva's cunning subtilty

Beslgned to harmss and bewilder yoti*
Where ai^e the tears that were so qulckly drled,
And Beath in whose name should be sanctified
Your love that solemnly you «wo3?e was true?

Was this the aiin of your malicious lies
To master bis under the servant's guise?
FoiTjive, my fi»iend, what now I had to s^,

Belng outr^'ed &nd füll of spite and iret
Bit I assure nyself, wherever you laay stay,
Your tonnent, Just as mine, will never tire



THE TWENIY-FOURTH SOKNOT

Fair Ladies, for my love reproach me not:
Por having been consumed ly thousand blazes,^ thousand labours, thousand palnful phases,
For having spent in tears my earthly lot;

For all that do not cover me with shame.
If I have failed, my pains are ever tryix%, •
Do not increaoe thelr piercing points by prying,
But think that Love - you need not call his name,

You need not for your ardour Vulcan's flazne
Or yet the beauty of Monis blame -
Can, if he likes, strike you with greater might:

If you have not encountered him ere loi^
Your Passion may becpme mor^ stränge and strong.
Beware lest he should Bailtiply your plightl

^^ i\ e tfMj^t 1 Q
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Le Rameur.

Paul Val6ry.

i

Penche contre un grand fleuve, infiniraent mes rames
M'arrachent^ä regret auy riants environs;
Arne aux pesantes mains, pleine des avirons

»

il faut que le ciel bSde au glas des lentes lanes.

Le coeur dur, l»oeil distrait des beautos que Je bats,
Laissatnt^ autour de moi raurir des cercles d*onde.
Je veux a larges coups roinpre 1» illustre nonde
De feuiles et de feu que Je chante tout bas.

%

Arbres, sur qui Je passe, ample et naive woire,
Eau de ramages peinte, et paix ji de l'accoTnpli,
Dechire-les, ma barque, impose-leur un pli
qui coure du grand calme abolir la memoire.

Jamätis, Charmes du jour, Jamais vos gräces n'ont
Tant souffert d»un rebelle essayant sa defense:
Mais comme les soleils mjont tire de l'enfance,
Je remonte a la source oü cesBe rneme un nom.

En vain toute la nymphe enorme et continue
empeche des bras purs mes membres harass^s;
Je romprai lentement mille liens glacr^s
et les barbes d'argent de sa puissance nue.

Ce bruit secret des eaux, ce fleuve ^trangement
Place mes jours dorSs sous un bandeau de soie;
Rien plus aveuglement n'use l'antique joie
4u*un bruit de fuite -^gale et de nul changement.



Sous les ponts anneles, l'eau profonde me Dorte,
Voütes pleines de vent, de Tmirraure et de nuit,
Ils courent sur un front qu'ils ecraseAt d'ennul.
mais dont l»os orgueilleux est plus dur que leur norte.

Leur nuit passe longtemps. L^ime baisse sous eux
ses sensibles soliels et ses proTnT)tes pauDierest
^uand, par le mouveTnent qui me revet de pierres.
Je m»enfonce au mepris de tant d'azur oiseux-

(

T



I

SOI^'IET I

ITon hauria Ulysse o qualunau'altro mai
Piu accorto fü, da quel diuino aspetto
Pien di gratie, d»honor et di rispetto
Sperato quäl i sento affanni e £,xiai.

Pur, Amor, co i begli ochi tu fatt» hal
Tal pla^a dentro al mio inrxocente petto,
Di cibo et di calor gia tuo ricetto,
Che rimedio non v'e si tu nel^ dai.

Sorte dura, che ini fa esser quäle
Punta d»un Scorpio, et domandar riparo
Contr' el velen' d»all' istesso animale.

Chieggio li fol » ancida questa noia,
Non estingua el desir a me si caro,
Che mancar non potra ch* 1 non mi rnuoia.



SOmiET II

beaus yeus bruns, o regards destournez,
chaus soupirs, o larmes espandues,
noires nuits vainement;^ at^endues,
jours luisans vainement retoumez:

tristes pleins, o desirs obstinez,
tems perdu, 3 peines despendues,
rnile morts en mile rets tendues,
pires maus contre moi destinez.

ris, o front, cheueus, bras, rnains et doits:
lut pleintif, viole, archet et vois:

Tant de flambeaus pour ardre une feroellel

De toy me plein, que tant de feus portant,
En tant d'endrois d*iceus mon coeur tatctnt,
IPen est sur toy vole quelque estincelle.



somiET III

olongs desirs, o esperances vaines,
Tristes soupirs et larmes coutumierea
A engendrer de moy maintes riuieres,
Dont nes deus yeus sont sources et fontaines:

cruautez, o durtez inhumaines,
Piteus regars des Celestes lumieres:
Du coeur transi o passions premieres,
Estimez-vous croitre encore mes peines?

Qu^encor Amour sur moy son arc essaie,
Que nouueaus feux me gette et nouueaus dars:
Qu*il se despite, et pis qu'il pourra face:'

Car je suis tant nauree en toutes parS,
Que plus en moy une nouuelle plaie,
Pour m'empirer ne pourroit trouuer place.



SOm^IET IV

Depuis qu'Amour cruel empoisoiina
Premierement de son feu ina poitrine,
Tousiours brulay de sa fureur diuine,
Qui un seul iour mon coeur n^abandonna.

Quelque trauail , dont assez me donna,
Quelque menasse et procheine ruine:
Quelque penser de Liort qui tout termine,
De rien mon coeur ardent ne s'estonna.

Tant plus qu'Amour nous vient fort assaillir,
Plus il nous fait nos forces recueillir,
Et tousiours frais en ses combats fait estre:

Mais ce n'est pas qu'en rien nous fauorise,
eil qui les Dieus et les hommes mesprise:
Mais pour plus fort contre les fors paroitre.



som. T V

Clere Venus, qui erres par les Cieus,
Entens ma voix qui en pleins chantera,
Tant que ta face au haut du Ciel luira,
Son long trauail et souci ennuieus.

Mon oeii veillant s*atendrira bien mieus,
Et plus de pleurs te voyant getjKera.
Mieus mon lit mol de larnes baignera,
De 8es trauaus voyant temoins tes yeus«

Donq des hurnains sont lee lassez esprits
De dous repos et de sommeil espris.
I^endure mal tant que le Soleil luit:

Et quand ie suis quasi touto cassee,
Et que me fuis mise en mon lit lassee,
Crier me faut mon L.al toute la nuit.



SOm^IET VI

Deus ou trois fois bienheureus le retour
De ce der Astre, et plus heureus encore
Ce que son oeil de regarder honore*
Que Celle la 3C««*«^^ on bon icur,

Qu 'eile pourroit se vanter d*un bon tour
Qui baiseroit le plus beau don de Flore,
Le mieus sentant que iamais vid Aurore,
Et y feroit sur ses leures seiourj

C'est a moi seule ä qui ce bien est du,
Pour tant de pleurs et tant de tems perdu:
Mais le voyant, tant luy feray de feste,

Tant emploiray de mes yeus le pouuoir,
Pour dessus lui plus de credit auoir,
Qu'en peu de tems feray grande conqueste



SONIvET VII

On voit mourir tonte chose animee,
Lors que du corps l'ajiie sutile part:
le suis le corps, toy la meilleure part:
Ou es tu donq, J ame bien a^onee?

Ne me laissez pas si long' tems pamee,
Pour me sauuer apres viendrois trop tard.
Las, ne mets point ton corps en ce hazart:
Rens lui sa part et moiti^ estimee.

Mais fais, Ami, que ne soit dangereuse
Cette rencontre et reuue amoureuse,
L'acorapagnant, non de seurite,

Non de rigueur: mais de grace amiable,
Qui doucement me rende ta beaute,
ladis cruelle, a present favorable.



SOiniET VIII

le vis, ie meurs: ie me brule et me noye
I»ay chaut estreme en endurant froidure:
La vie m'est et trop molle et trop dure«
I'ay grans ennuis entremeslez de ioye:

Tout ä un coup ie ris et ie larmoye,
Et en plaisir maint grief toumient i'endure:
Mon bien s'en va, et a ianiais il dure:
Tout en un coup ie seiche et ie verdoye.

Ainsi Amour inconstamraent me meine:
Et quand ie pense avoir plus de douleur,
Sans y penser ie me treuue hors de peine.

Puis quand ie croy ma ioye estre certaine,
Et estre au haut de mon desire heur,
II me remet en mon premier malheur.



BOuKnn: IX

Tout aussi tot que le commence ä prendre
Dens le mol lit le repos desire,
Mon triste esprit hors de moy retire

,,« ,r^^« ^^y incontinent se rendre.S *en va vers

Lors m'est auis que dedens mon sein tendre
Je tiens le bien, ou i»ay tant aspire,
Et pour lequel i»ay si haut sousmre,
Que de san^lots ay souuent cuide" fendre.

dous sonuTieil, o nuit ä moy heureusel
Plaisant repos, plein de tranquilite,
Contmuez toutes les nuiz mon songe:

Et sie iainais ma poure ame amoureuse
Ne doit auoir de bien en verite,
Faites au moins qu»elle en ait en mensonge.



SONNET X

Quand i'aperjoy ton blond chef couronne
D'un laurier verd, faire un Lut si bien pleindre,
Que tu pourrois ä te suiure contreindre
Arbres et rocs: quand ie te vois cme,

Et de vertus dix mile enuironn^.
Au Chef d'honneur plus haut que nul at^eindre:
Et des

^
plus hauts les louenges esteindre:

Lors dit mon coeur en soy passicnne:

Tant de vertus qui te fönt estre aym^,
Qui de chacun te fönt estre estime,
Ne te pourroient aussi bien faire aymer?

Et aioutant a ta vertu louable
Ce nom encor de m* estre pitoyable,
De mon amour doucement t'enflamer?



SONMET XI

dous regars, o yeus pleins de beaute,
Petis iardins, pleins de fleurs amoureuses
Ou sont d^Amour les flesches dangereuses,
Tant ä vous voir mon oeil s'est arrest^i

coeur felon, o rüde cruaute,

Donques, mes yeus, tant de plaisir auez,
Tant de bons tours par ses yeus receuez:
Mais toy, mon coeur, plus les vois s*y complaire,

Plus tu languiz, plus en as de souci,
Or deuinez sie ie suis aise aussi,
Sentcint mon oeil estre a mon coeur contraire.



S'ONITET XII

Lut, compa^non d'e ma calamite,
De mes soupirs t^moin irreppochable

,

De mes ennuis controlleur veritable,
Tu as souuent auec moy lamente:

Et tant le pleur piteus t'a moleste,
Que comiTiencant quelque son delectable,
Tu le rendois tout soudain lamentable,
Feingnant le ton que plein auoit chant6.

Et si tu veux efforcer au contraire,
Tu te destens et si me contreins taire:
Mais me voyant tendrement soupirer,

aDonnant fal^ueur ä ma tant triste pleinte,
En mes ennuis me plaire suis contreinte,
Et^ous mal douce fin esperer.



SOITIMET XIII

Oh si i'estois en ce beau sein rauie
De celui la pour lequel vois mourant:
Si auec lui viure le deraeurant
De mes cours iours ne m'efnpeschoit enuie,

Si m'acollant me disoit, chere Amie,
Contentons nous l'un l'autre, s'asseurant
Que ia tempeste, Eurip^Ke, ne Courant
Ne nous pourra desiondre en notre vie:

Si de mes bras le tenant acolle,
Comme du Lierre est l'arbre encercele,
La mort venoit, de mon aise enuieuse:

Lors que souef il me baiseroit,
Et mon esprit sur ses leures fuiroit,
Bien ie mourrois, plus que viuante, heureuse.



SOM\^T XIY

Tant que mes yeus pourront larmes espandre,
A leur passe auec toy regretter;
Et qu'aus sanglots et soupirs resister
Pourra ma voix, et un peu faire entendre:

Tant que ma main pourra les cordes tendre
Du mignart Lut, pour ces graces chanter:
Taut que l'esprit se voudra contenter
De ne vouloir rien fors que toy comprendre:

le ne souhaite encore point mourir.
Mais quand mes yeus ie sentiray tarir,
Ma voix cassee, et ma main impuissante,

Et mon esprit en ce mortel seiour
Ne pouuant plus montrer signe d'amante:
Priray la Atort noircir mon plus der iour



SONIIET XV

Pour le retour du Soleil honorer,
Le Zephir, l'air serein lui apareille:
Et du sornmeil l'eau et.la terre esueille,
Qui les gardoit l*une de murmurer^

En dous coulant, l'autre de se parer
De mainte fleur de couleur nompareille.
la les oiseaus es arbres fönt merueille,
Et aus passans fönt l'ennui moderer:

Les Nynfes ia en mile ieus s'esbatent
Au der de Lune, et dansans 1* herbe abatent:
Veus tu Zephir de ton heur me donner,

Et que par toy toute me renouuelle?
Fay mon Soleil deuers moy retoumer,
Et tu verras s*il ne me rend plus belle.



SONITET XVI

Apres qu'un tems la gresle et le tonnerre
Ont le haut mont de Caucase batu,
Le beau iour vient, de lueur reultu.
Quand Phebus ha son cerne fait en terre,

Et l»ocean il regaigne a grand erre
Sa seur se montre avec son chef Dointu.
Quand quelque tems le Parthe ha combatu,
II prent la f^aite et son arc il desserre.

Un tems t'ay vu et console pleintif,
Et^defiant de mon feu peu hatif:
Mais maintenant pue tu m*as embras*ee,

Et Suis au point auquel tu me voulöis,
Tu as ta flame en quelque eau arrosee,
Et es plus froit qu'estre ie ne soulois.



SOroiET XVII

le fuis la vile, et temples et tous Ileus,
Esquels prenant plaisir a t'ouir pleindre,
Tu peus, et non sans force, me contreindre
De te donner ce qu'estimois le raieus.

Masques, toumois, ieus me sont ennuieus,
St rien sans toy de beau ne me puls peindre:
Tant que tachant ä ce desir esteindre,
Et un nouuel obget faire ä mes yeus.

Et des pensers amoureus me distraire,
Des bois espais sui le plus solitaire:
Mais i'aperpoy, ayant erre maint tour,

Que si ie veus de toy estre cbliure,
II me conuient hors de mo^onesme viure,
Ou fais encor que loin sois en seiour.



SOrHJET XVIII

Baise m'encor, rebaise moy et baise:
Donne m'en un de tes plus sauoureus,
Donne m»en un de tes plus amoureus:
le t»en rendray quatre plus chaus que braise.

Las, te pleins tu? ca que ce mal i'aüaise,
En t*en donnant dix autres doucereus".
Ainsi meslans nos baisers tant heureus
louissons nous l'un de l'autre ä notre aise.

Lors double vie ä chacun en suiura.
Chacun en soy et son ami viura.
Permets m'Amour penser quelque folie:

Tousiours suis mal, viuant discrettement
Et ne me puls donner contentement,
Si hors de moy ne fay quelque saillie.



SOIMTET XIX

Diane estant en l'espesseur d'un bois,
Apres ^avoir rnainte beste assenee,
Prenoit le frais, de ITynfes couronnee:
I^allois resuant comnie fay maintefois,

Sans y penser: quand i»ouy une vois,
Qui m»apela, disant, Nynfe estonnee,
Que ne t*es tu vers Diane toumee?
Et me voyant sans arc et sans carquois,

Qu'as tu trouu^, o compagne, en ta voye

,

Qui de ton arc et fleschqs ait fait proye?
le M'aniruay, respons ie, a un passant,

Et lui getay en vain toutes mes flesches
Et L8arc apres: mais lui les ramassant
Et les tirant me fit cent et cent bresches*



SOmiET XX

Predit me fut, que deuoit fermement
Un iour ayrner celui dont la fi^ure
Me fut descrite: et sans autre peinture
Le reconnu quand vy premierement:

Puis^le voyant ayrner fatalement,
Pitie ie pris de sa triste auenture:
Et tellement ie forfay ma nature,
Qu'autant que lui aymay ardentement*

Qui n'ust pense qu'en faueur deuoit croitre
Ce que le Ciel et destins firent naitre?
Mais quand ie voy si nubileus aprets,

Vents si ciTiels et tant horrible orage:
le^croy qu'estoient les infemaus arrets,
Qui de si loin m'ourdissoient ce naufrag'e.



SOIHTET XXI

Quelle grandeur rend l'homme venerable?
Quelle grosseur? quel poil? quelle couleur?
Qui est des yeus le plus emmieleur?
Qui faxt plus tot une playe incurable?

Quel chant est plus a l'homrne conuenable?
Qui plus penetre en chantant sa douleur?
Qui un dous lut fait encore meilleur?
Quel naturel est le plus amiable?

Je ne voudrois le dire assur^ment,
Ayant Amour force mon iugement:
Mais ie fay bien et de tant ie m'assure,

Que tout le beau que Ion pourroit choisir,
Et que tout l^art qui ayde la ITature,
ITe me sauroient acroitre mon desir.



SOM^TET XXII

Luisant Soleil, que to es bien heureus,
De voir tousiours de t'Ainie la face:
Et toy, sa seur, qu 'Endimion embrasse,
Tant te repais de miel amoureus.

Mars voit Venus: Mercure auentureus
De Ciel en Ciel, de lieu en lieu se glasse:
Et lupiter remarque en mainte place
Ses Premiers ans plus gays et chaleureus.

Voila du Ciel la puissante harmonie,
Qui les esprits diuins ensemble lie:
Mais s'ils auoient ce qu*ils ayment lointein,

Leur harmonie et ordre irreuocable
Se tourneroit en erreur .variable,
Et comrne moy trauaillerofit en vain.



SOimET XXIII

Lasi que me sert, que si parfaitement
Louas iadis et ma tresse doree,
Et de mes yeus la beaut^ comparee
A deus Soleils, dont Amour finement

Tira les trets cause« de ton tourrnent?
Ou estes vous, pleurs de peu de duree?
Et Mort par qui deuoit estre honoree
Ta ferme amour et itere serment?

Donques c^estoit le but de ta malice
De m'asseruir sous ombre de seruice?
Pardonne moy Ami, ä cette fois,

Estant outree et de despit ät d'ire:
Mais ie m'assure, quelque part que tu sois,
Qu'autant que moy tu soufres de martire.



SONNET XXIV

Ne
S
e reprenez, Dames, si I'ay ayme:
i i'ay senti raile torclies ardentes,

Mile trauaus,. mile douleurs mordantes:
Si en pleurant i*ay mon tems consurne,

Las^que mon nom n'en soit par vous blame.
Si i*ai failli, les peines sont presentes,
H»aigrissez point leurs pointes violentes:
Mais estimes qu'Amour, a point noinrn^,

Sans votre ardeur d'un Vulcan excuser,
Sans la beaute d'Adonis acuser,
Pourra, s'il veut, plus vous rendre amoureuses:

En ayant raoins que rnoy d'ocasion,
Et plus d'estrange et forte passion.
St gardez vous d'estre plus malheureuses.



•t

LOUIZE LABE

SONNET I

Non haurla Ul;sj"sse o qualunqu»altro mal
Piu accorto fu, da quel diulno aspetto
Plen di gratie, d'honor et dl rlspetto
Sperato quäl i sento affannl e gual.

Pur, Amor, co i begll ochi tu fatt» hal
Tal piaga dentro al mio innocente petto,
Di clbo et di calor gia tuo ricetto.
Che rimedio non v'e si tu nol' dai.

Sorte dura, che mi fa esser quäle
Punta d'un Scorpio, et domandar riparo
Contr» el velen* d'all' istesso aniniale«

Chieggio 11 fol' ancida questa nola,
Non estlngua el desir a ine si caro.
Che mancar non potra ch» 1 non ml muola«



«•

LouizE Labe

SONNST I

Non hauria Ulysse o qualimqu'altro mal
Flu accorto fu, da quel diuino asoetto
Plen dl gratie, d'honor et di rlspetto
Sp erat o quäl i sento affanni e guai.

Pur, Amor, co 1 begli ochl tu fatt» hai
Tal piaga dentro al rnlo innocente petto.
Dl clbo et di calor gia tuo rlcetto.
Che rlmedlo non v'e si tu nol» dal.

Sorte dura, che ml fa esser quäle
Punta d»un Scorplo, et domandar rlparo
Gontr' el velen» d'all' Istesso animale.

Chieggio 11 fol« anclda questa nola,
Non estlngua el deslr a me sl caro.
Che mancar non potra ch» 1 non ml muola*



LOuizE LAßf

SONNET II

obeaus yeus bruns, o regars destournez,
chaus soupirs, o larmes espandues,
nolres nults vainement atendues,
joiirs lulsans vainement retournez:

tristes pleins, o deslrs obstinez,
tems perdu, o polnes despendues,
mlle morts en mlle rets tendues,
pires maus contre moi destlnez«

rls, o front, cheueus, bras, malns et doits:
lut plelntif, vlole, archet et vols:

Tant de flambeaus pour ardre une femmollel

De toy me plein, quo tant de feus portant,
En tant d'endrols d'lceus mon coeur tatant,
N'en est sur toy vol^ quelque estincelle.



«t

LOUIZE LABE

SONNET II

beaus yeus bruns, o regars destournez,
chaus soupirs, o 1 armes espandues,
noires nults vainement atendues,
jours luisans vainement retournez:

tristes pleins, o desirs obstinez,
tems perdu, o peines despendues,
mile morts en mile rets tendues,
pires maus contre moi destinez.

ris, o front, cheueus, bras, malns et doits:
lut plelntif, vlole, archet et vois:

Tant de flambeaiis pour ardre une femmellel

De toy me plein, que tant de feus portant,
En tant d'endrois d'iceus mon coeur tatant,
N'en est siir toy vole quelque estincelle.



SONNET VII

Loiize Labe

On voit mourir toute chose anlmee,
Lors que du corps l'ame sutile part:
le suis le corps, toy la meilleure part:
Ou es tu donq, o ame bien aymee?

Ne me laisF.ez pas si long tems pamee,
Pour me^auuer apres viendrois trop tard.
Las, ne mets point ton corps en ce hazart:
Rens lui sa part et moiti6 estimee.

Mais fais, Ami, que ne seit dangereuse
Cette rencontre et reuue amoureuse,
L'accompagnant, non de seuerite.

Non de rigeur: mais de grace amiable,
Qui doucement me rende ta beaute,
ladis cruelle, ä present favorable«



i
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SONNET VII

On volt mourlr toute chose anlmee,
Lors que du corpo l»ame sutile partt
le suis le corp^, toy la mellleure partt
Ou es tu donq, o ame bien ayiaee?

Ne me lalssez pas sl long tems pamee,
Pour me eauuer apres vlendrole trop tard*
Las, ne mets polnt ton Corps en ce hazart:
Rens lul sa part et moltlö estlmee*

^.als fals, Ami, que ne solt dangereuse
cette rencontre et reuue av.oureuße,
L'acompagnant, non de seuerite,

Ron de rlguaur: mals de grace anlable,
Qui doucement ae rende ta beaute,
ladis cruelle, ä present favorable»

1

^.



SOMET VIII

le vlS| le meursi le me brule et me noye»
I*ay chaut estreme en endurant froldurex
La vie m'est et trop molle et trop dure#
I*ay grans exmuls entremesle« de loyei

Tout a un coup le rls et le larmoyei
Et en plalßir malnt grlef tounnent l^endurei
Mon blen s'en va. et a lamale 11 dure:
Tout en un coup le selche et le verdoye.

Alnsl Ainour Inconstamment me meinet
Et quand le pense avolr plus de douleur,
Sans y penser le me treuue höre de pelne#

,*

k

I

Puls quand le croy ma loye estre certelne,
Et estre au haut de mon deslre heuri
II me remet en mon premler malheur»



B50NNET XVIII

(

v

Baiee m'encor, rebalse moy et balees
Donne m*en un de tes plus sauoureusi
Donne m^en xm de tes plus amoureus:
le t'en rendr^^y quatre plus chaus que bralse»

t

Las, te plelns tu? pa que ce mal l^apalse»
En t^en doimant dix autres doucereus»
Ainsi meslans nos balsers tant heureue
loulssons nous l*un de l»autre ä notre alse»

Lors double vie a chacun en 0ulura#
Chacun en soy et son aml vlura«
Permets m'Amour penser quelque follei

1

Toußioupß suis mal, vluant dlscrettement
Et ne irte puls donner contentement«
Sl hors de moy ne fay quelque saillle.



k>OmiET XXIII

M

^

-i

Lasi que me sert, que ol parfaltement
Louas ladis et ma tresse doree^
Et de mee yeux la beaute comparee
A deus Solellsi dont Amour finement

Tira les trete causez de ton touitnent?
Ou estee vous, pleurs de peu de duree?
Et Mort par qul deuoit estre honoree
Ta ferme aniour et Iter^ serment?

Donques c^estoit le but de ta mollce
De m^asserulr sous ombro de sem^ice?
Pardonne moy Ami, ä cette foiß,

Eetant outree et de dospit et d'lres
Mais ie m'assure, quelque part que to ßoiS|
Qu'autant qu3 inoy to Goufres de martlret



SONNET XXIV

Ke reprenezi Damest el i*ay ajnnet
Sl l*ay sentl mlle toi^ches ardantesi
Mlle trauauß, mlle douleurs mordantesi
Si en pleurant i»ay mon tempa consumei

Las que nicn nom n*en solt par vous blame,
Sl l*ai fallll| lea pelnes sont preaentes,
H'algrlsf^e?; point leurs polntes violenteei
Mals estlmez qu^Amour, a point noxamef

Sans votre ardeur d^un Vulcan excuser,
Sans la beaute d^Adonls acuser,
Pourrat s'll veut, plus vous 3?endre ajnoureuses«

Et ayant meine que mcy d*ocaslon|
JA plus d*estran£e et forte passlon.
Et gardez vous d^estre plus Bialheurouses,
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PROF. D"' FREUD WIEN IX., BERGGASSE 19

7.Vn.25.

Sehr geehrter Herr Kollega!

Wie merkwü-rdir^, die Stimme der Psychoanily.'e i lA dem fernen China

zu hören und Einblick in die merkwürdir:en Scaicksale zu bekommen, ,velche

Sie, den Leydner Studenten, so weit verschlagen haben. ünverL.eidlich wende

sich die Sympathie dem jungen Manne zu, der in solcher Abgeschieden.ieit

an wissenschaftlichen Interessen festhält, arbeitet und spekuliert.

Nun kommt für mich die Schwierigkeit. Ich bin ein natürlicher Feind

aller zusammenfap senden Spekulationen, »Veitanschauungen, Systembildungen

und kann mich nicht dazu bewegen, sie zu schätzen. Ich habe gele -^en'lich

selbst einige Ausschreitungen gewagt und die Beobacaturg zum Spru^f-^-bre .t

genommen, um mich in weitgehende -^nekulationen zu starben, i Der ich m^ -:s

sagen, es geschah nicht mit gutem Gewissen, im Grunde kann ich es i.ir

selbst nicht verzeihen. Meine Entschuldigung ist, dass ich vo/her ein

%nschenalter l-mge B beobachtet, studiert und meine eigenen phantastischen

Neigungen eingeschränkt habe. So meine ich also, die uci weitumfassende

Spekulation sollte man sich fürs Alter vorbehalten, in jungen •fahren soll

man Beobachtungen und Irfahrungen sammeln.' Ich getraue mich nicht, Ihre

spekulative Arbeit zu verurteilen. Vielleicht begehe ich damit ein schweres

Unrecht. Aber ich enthalte mich,.Jfie zu beurteilen. Im al^'.gemeinen ra'-e ich

Ihnen davon ab. Nach meinen Srfahr^jingen hat lie V/issenscha^^t nicht viel

von solchen Versuchen, auch wenn sie sehr geistreich ausfallen.

Im Uebrigen möchte ich gerne zu Ihren Diensten sein. Die "Traumdeut'ong'

ist im Deutschen gewiss zu bekommen, wenn Sie sich an die Buchhandlung

Deuticke, Wien I. ,Helfersdorferstrasse 4, wenden, ^ein "Totem imd Tabu'*

ist längst in Amerika von -^r, Brill übersetzt erschienen. Ich glaube, auch

Jungs "Wandlungen und Symbole der Libido".

^cu t'^^r S£,^or^(yLau^<.-(^ ^.^i&^:C. ^''OAfck^^'fj - -^aJ: 1 f^^^-icfiie^
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Ich bedaure sehr, holländisch nicht zu verstehen.

In der Hoffnung, Ihnen ein andermal bei konkreteren ^'ünschen besser

dienen zu können.

Ihr ergebener y
7 *-r^^^

r

^i ', V, 'y).
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Sehr geehrter Herr Kollege!

Wie merkwUr.Ug, die Stimme der Pr^ychoanalyse auä dem fernen China

zu hören und Einblick in die merkwürdigen Schicksale zu bekommen, weicht

Sie, den Leydner Studenten, so v/eit verschlagen haben. Unvermeidlich wendet

sich die Sympathie dem jungen Manne zu, der in solcher Abgeschiedenheit

an wissenschaftlichen Interessen festhält, arbeitet und spekuliert.

Nun kommt für mich die Schwierigkeit. Ich bin ein natürlicher Feind

aller zusammenfassenden Spekulationen, Weltanschauungen, Systembildungen

und kann mich nicht dazu bewegen, sie zu schätzen. Ich habe gelegentlich

selbst einige Ausschreitungen gewagt und die Beobachtung 2um Sprungbrett

genommen, um mich in weitgehende Spekulationen zu stürzen. Aber ich muss

sagen, es geschah nicht mit gutem Gewissen, im ßrunde kann ich es mir

selbst nicht verzeihen. Heine Entschuldigung ist, dass ich vorher ein

%nschenalter lange E beobachtet, studiert und meine e igenenT'pKahta^stischen

Neigungen eingeschränkt habe. So meine ich also, die ijci weitumfassende

Spekulation sollte man sich fürs Alter vorbehalten, in jungen Jahren soll

man Beobachtungen und BrfahiTingen sammeln. Ich getraue mich nicht, Ihre

spekulative Arbeit zu verurteilen. Vielleicht begehe ich damit ein schv/eres

Unrecht. Aber ich enthalte mich,>J(Te zu beurteilen. Im allgemeinen rate ich

Ihnen davon ab. Nach meinen Erfahrungen hat die V/issenschaft nicht viel

von solchen Versuchen, auch wenn sie sehr geistreich ausfallen.

Im üebrigen möchte ich gerne zu Ihren Diensten sein. Die "Traumdeutung

ist im Deutschen gewiss zu bekommen, wenn Sie sich an die Buchhandlung

Deuticke, Wien I. ,Helfersdorferstrasse 4, wenden, ^ein "Totem und Tabu"

ist längst in Amerika von -^r. Brill übersetzt erschienen. Ich glaube, auch

Jungs "Wandlting-en und Symbole der Libido".

kcc^T^. ^rS£<_ o-fi-ct^ciu -^ ^Moii J'h.*j<Aj^!, ^. mkIv') ,
16 r^'iec



Ich bedaure sehr, holländisch nicht zu verstehen.

In der Hoffnung, Ihnen ein andermal bei konkreteren i^ünschen besser

dienen zu können,

Ihr ergebener ^ i"i ^ <f
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Translation of Freud letter to T.W. Schotmann, Dutch psychia trist,
Sinologue, poet

PROF. Dr. FREUD Wien IX, Berggasse 19

7.7.25

Dear Colleague:

How curious to hear the voice of psychoanalysis from distant

China and to gain insight into the stränge turns of fate that took

you, a Student from Leyden, that far away. Inevitably, one's sympathy

goes out toward the young man who, in such complete Isolation, con-

tinues to pursue his scientific interests, to work and to speculate.

Here is where I have a problem. I am a natural enemy of all

comprehensive theories, philosophies of life, constructions of Systems,

and I can not get myself to appreciate them. Occasionally I myself

have been guilty of a few transgressions, using my Observation as

a spring-board to plunge into far-reaching speculations . But I

must say, I did not do it with a good conscience, actually I can

not forgive myself for it. My excuse is that I had already spent

a lifetime. with studies and observations , keeping my own phantastic

tendencies in check. That is why I think that far-reaching specula-

tions should be reserved for one ' s old age , whereas in younger years

one should collect observations and experiences. I would not dare

to condemn your speculative work. Perhaps this is a serious wrong

I am doing. But I refrain from judging it. Generally speaking,

I would advise against it. Experience taught me that science does

not have much use for such efforts, even when they are very ingenious.

Aside from this, I would be glad to be of Service to you. The

"Interpretation of Dreams" should be easy to get in German, if you

write to the book-store Deuticke, Wien I., Helfersdorferstrasse 4.
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My "Totem and Taboo", translated by Dr. Brill, TAias published in America

quite some time ago. I think also Jung 's "Psychology of the Uncon-

scious" .*

I am very sorry that I do not understand Dutch,

Hoping that I may be of better Service some other time in con-

nection with more tangible requests,

Yours sincerely,

Freud

Translated by Lola Gruenthal

^Translator ' s note: Jungs "Wandlungen und Symbole der Libido
was first published in English under the above title.
Jung later revised the original and the title of the new
edition, published in 1952, was changed to "Symbols of
Transformation"

•



LDLA GRUENTHAL
1D7 WEST B6TH STREET
NEW YORK, N.Y. 1DD24

February 3, 1988

Ms. Trudy Savasta
Ms. Kate R. Whitney
110 West 51st Street
New York, N.Y. 10020

Dear Ms. Savasta,
dear Ms. Whitney,

.

Please find enclosed my translation of the Freud

on the Sone 't^'^'n
?^^^^^^^ ^^P^i^g- As I mentioned

whioh T^H?H ' ^^^J^i^i^al contains some ambiguities

Version ?/?h
^^^^"^^^ ^° eliminate in the E^güshVersion. If there are any questions regardine: the

knor^nd'^rn'^ 7 understanding of it, ?lease^let meknow, and I'll be glad to discuss it on the telephone.

My fee for this translation is $60.00.

Sincerely,

^ ^<2--t^<-M^
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Louff Andreas-Salome an Frieda von Buelow, 1908/09:

Wieder Tage und Tage, mein Geliebtes, und Naechte und Naechte.una Wie schwer mag jede einzelne Stunde davon dir gewordensein. Jede wie ein entsetzliches Gewicht, das so niederziehtdass es schliesslich nichts mehr gibt, was man auf die andereWagschale legen kann, ja dass man ganz verglsst, dass es ueber-haupt eine andere Wagschale noch gibt, und dass sie heimlichgefuellt bereit steht mit solchen Gegengewichten, die sichIhrer besondern Natur nach waehrend gewisser Prozesse nichtbemerkbar machen koennen. Und das ist so schreckllchl Da ist

m^ ^ rr Trost moeglich, als zu wissen: Das Gleichgewichtwird sich herstellen, auch wenn man von entsetzlichen Blei-gewichten ganz zu Boden gezogen ist! Es sind Gewichte vonblosser Pappe, glaube mir, fuer die Betrachtungsweise eineWeile spaeter, wenn man sie los ist, denn dann ist man auchalles Grauen vor ihnen los, so wie die gebaerenden Kuetternach einer Weile Jeden Massstab fuer den erlittenen Schmerzso elgentuemlich vergessen. Mechanisch dran festhalten, dasses so ist, mit aller Gewalt sich das befehlenl Keine Angstaufkommen lassen, sondern sich zusammenre lasen zum siegendenGlauben, dass solche Krankheiten Geburten sind. Sie sinddas Schwerste was man erleben kann (-es sei denn, dass essich um Fieberkrankheiten handelt, die man im Halbtraum erlebt-)Denn das Schwerste ist und bleibt die Entfremdung vom eigenenKoerper.. Alles andere Leid kommt von ausserhalb, und so kannman Sich kaempfend dawider stellen, dies aber sind wir scheinbarselbst, una so sind wir hineingebannt. Gerade deshalb, weilWir nicht Koerper 'sind', sondern nur Koerper' haben'
, geschiehtuns ein so Ungeheuerliches, wenn er alles in uns sozusagenmundtot macht und sich an unsere Stelle zu setzen scheintUnser Selbsterhaltungs trieb ist teilweise so eins mit ihmdass er sich nur mit einem erschuetternden Ruck von ihm los-machen kann. Aber in Wirklichkeit ist unser Selbst nicht erstaann, sondern schon laengst, nicht mehr Identisch mit seinenProzessen, ist so in sich selbst geformt und zur Gestalt p-e-ballt, dass es, von ihm befreit, sofort in sich existent waerewie in einer viel eignem, feinern 'Koerperlichkeif . Denntreist und Koerper, das sind Ja nur unsere Worte: wir nennen

alle| in irgend einem Sinn stets koernerlich, was wir mit dengroebsten kittein zerlegen und besichtigen koennen,- und nennengeistig alles, was in seinen Wirkungen drueber hinaus liegtAuf einer Stufe hoeher - und sie braucht noch gar nicht so un-ueberbrueckbar hoch zu sein - erschiene, was unä Jetzt Geistist, seinerseits koerperllcher Art, und waere wohl wiederumaer Spiegel, das Gefaess fuer hoeherliegende, 'Geist' genannteWirkungen.- Fortwaehrend im Leben betaetigen alle ernsternMenschen einen Selbsterhaltungstrieb, der ueber den leiblichenhinaus liegt,- eigentlich bei allem Bedeutendem wonach siegreifen, allem Schoenen drin sie versinken, allen frohen Opfernueber sich hinaus,- und wie viel mehr noch in dem hundertmal
gebrachten Opfer des Wohlergehens oder sogar Lebens, fuer Irgendeine Idee, eine Liebe oder sonst was. Alle diese Faelle fallennicht aus dem Selbsterhaltungstrieb-Zirkel heraus,- das kannnichts Lebendes, das waere pervers und unschoen, nicht gross -
nein, sie besitzen nur laengst ihr Selbst in seinem Schwerpunktanderswo, und dort ist es geborgen, befestigt und unterliegt
g-^^"®»;^ weltern Wachstumsgesetzen. Aehnlich hat es sich beim



LAS -2-

hohen Alter schon ohne Krankheit so hinwegverzogen, dass es
nach aussen kaum noch vorhanden scheint, der Koerper bindet
es nur noch, legt es lahm, Ist Ihm Gefaengnis, Hindernis,
Dies ^Gefangensein* ist es, wqs du jetzt durch Krankheit so
grauenvoll zu fuehlen bekommst, und so eng, so eng um Dich
wird es gewiss oft und oft, dass mir vor Mit-Angst und-Schmerz
der Schweiss manchmal ausbricht. Halten moecht ich Dichl
Ausgehalten werden muss es, wir moegen tun was wir wollenl
Was ueber Dir ist , mein ueber alles Liebes, Geliebtes, ver-
langt danach, Du selbst bist es, die daraus hervorgeht. Wehen
sind es,- aber nichts Grausames, Unedles erlegt sie Dir auf,
wie alte Traeume Dich manchmal das ahnen liessen,- sondern
das Leben, das unendliche, will es so, des Lebens 'stirb und
werdel', darin wir alle eins sind, - Ein hinaufstrebender
Mensch! Ich kann nicht mehr schreiben, ich bin Ja so p-anz.
ganz mit Dir."

"Mein Liebes, ich schimpfe mich aus dafuer, dass ich Dir
soviel Zeug geschrieben habe was Du vielleicht garnicht alles
lesen magst,- aber das Gute ist ja, dass Du es auch nicht zu
lesen brauchst , es ist Ja nicht wie ein belästigendes Gerede,
sondern es bleibt stumm nach Belieben. Es kam auch davon,
dass ich in (t±BRH diesen Jahren mir so viele Gedanken gemacht
habe ueber allerlei Studien von Physik, Chemie und aehnlichem,
und manche Gedanken so gern siedend warm gleich zu Dir getragen
haette. Besonders die hochmerkwuerdige Gewissheit, bis zu
welchem Grade der Prozess, den wir Leben nennen, ein Todes-
prozess ist, und umgekehrt auch .- beide ganz dasselbe im Wesen.
Das wusste man Ja laengst, dass ueberall wo 'Leben* ist, irgend-
was am betreffenden Organismus zerfaellt, stirbt; der Wieder-
aufbau, der dann stattfindet, dokumentiert sich keineswegs
als 'Leben', er ist zum Beispiel sehr vorhanden im Schlaf, in
der Verdauungsmuedigkeit etc. Damit 'Leben' so recht stark
frei wird, muss tuechtig viel sterblich werden,- so ist Leben
in der Tat bestaendig nur moeglich als ein 'dem Koerperlichen
Entwischen und Entweichen' gleichsam. Indem wir sagen: es
bedarf des Koerpers, meinen wir bloss damit: er ist noetig,
um es fuer uns sichtbar zu spiegeln .- aber es selbst 'lebt*
nur im Gegensatz zu ihm, denn es erscheint nur insofern und
soweit, als an ihm 'was stirbt'. Organisches, oder gar Geistiges,
Bewusstes, unterscheidet sich vom Anorganischen am Staerksten
durch das Mass und den Grad seiner Sterblichkeit , d.h. der
Lockerheit aller materiellen Teilchen, die es fortwaehrend
sprengt um frei zu werden, d.h. als 'Leben' zu erscheinen.
Man kann alles Organische, Geistige, geradezu definieren unter
dem Wort: 'durch Tod zum Leben'. Bei den hoehern Graden seines
Freiwerdens, so z*B. in Krankheit wie auch im hohen Alter, und
am voelligsten im Tod, wird es infolge dieser gesprenp-ten
koerperlichen Spiegelung zuletzt fuer die Andern, fuer alle
noch im Koerper Gebundenen (schwaecher 'Sterbenden') fast oder
endlich ganz unmerkbar, unkonstatierbar , man sieht nur noch
das Negative dran: das sich nicht mehr im Materiellen aeussern,
das Entwichensein. Aber das ist der Punkt, wo es im Begriff
steht, am positivsten sein Selbst zu erreichen,- das Gentrum
seines Selbst, das wir nur ahnen koennen, weil so viel Schlacke
und Beeinflussung durch Materielles (woran wir es erkannten)
nicht mehr dran haftet. So wahr Gott lebt, so ist esl"



Aus Margare the von Trotta: Ta,g:ebuchnotizen und ein Interview

Zur Entstehung des Films HELLER WAHN

1.^.80

'Er hatte die fixe Idee, dass, wenn er vor seinem Tod nicht ver-
gaesse, er sich in alle Ewigkeit werde erinnern müssen. Gewisse
Dinge mussten aus Seinem Leben entfernt, aus Sichtweite verbannt,
zerstoert und vergessen werden...' (Joseph Conrad: 'Almayers Wahn')

Ich glaube, ich muss die Dinge zerstoeren, indem ich sie aufschreibe,
beschreibe, darstelle. Nur so gelingt es mir, sie zu vergessen.
Um mich nicht in alle Ewigkeit erinnern zu muessen, habe ich nur
die Wahl, sie aus mir 'hinauszuwerfen'. Auch eine Art von Ver-
bannung .

Das Motto des Films...: 'Der nur liebt dich, bei dem du schwach
dich zeigen darfst, ohne Staerke zu provozieren.' (Adorno)

Ein Gedankengang, der mich schon lange beschaeftigt . Rettung.
Retten wollen, gerettet werden wollen. Im "Lenz" von Buechner
sagt Lenz zu Oberlin, als dieser ihm von Gott spricht: "Aber ich,
waer ich allmaechtig, sehen Sie, wenn ich so waere, ich koennte das
Leiden nicht ertragen, ich wuerde retten, retten..." Seit die
Menschen nicht mehr an Gott als Retter glauben, haben sie dennoch
das Verlangen nach Rettung nicht loswerden koennen. Sie suchen
immer wieder Hilfe, um von ihrem Leiden befreit zu werden. Bei
Menschen, bei Ideen. In all meinen Filmen stossen Menschen solche
Hilferufe aus, laut oder unhoerbar, und es gibt die anderen, die
retten wollen . Das geht zwar immer alles schief, muss es ja auch,
Lebensrettung ist nicht erlernbar wie fuer den Bademeister, der
den Ertrinkenden aus dem Wasser fischt.

August 80 (Tageguch)
Was treibt mich an und laehmt mich zugleich? Immer nur wieder die
Angst zu sterben. Etwas hinterlassen, zuruecklassen wollen? Ich
glaube nicht, dass auch nur eine winzige Auesserung von mir ueber-
dauert. In die Finsternis eindringen, sie mir einverleiben, bis
ich keine Angst mehr vor ihr habe? Die Dunkelheit verschlingen,
sie einatmen, aufsaugen... Manchmal habe ich ein Gefuehl wie in der
Schule, wenn die Schularbeiten eingesammelt wurden und ich noch
nicht ganz fertig war... wenn es hiess "abgeben", konnte ich nicht
mehr weiterschreiben, erstarrte. So erstarre ich heute manchmal
beim Gedanken an meinen Tod. Ich soll etwas abgeben und bin doch
noch nicht fertig.

FRAGE Du stellst dem Film den Satz von Adorno vorweg: "Der nur
liebt dicl^, bei dem du schwach dich zeigen darfst, ohne Staerke
zu provoz#eren. " Was bedeutet er fuer dich?

ANTWORT Man stoesst beim Lesen oft auf Saetze, die einen ganz
besonders betreffen und die man sich deswegen merkt oder sie auf-
schreibt. Das habe ich schon in der Schulzeit getan, da hatte ich
so ein richtiges Merkheft mit Spruechen drin. Heute notiere ich
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sie ins Tagebuch. Das ist viell
beflissenheit oder auch der Auto
Mensch etwas sagt, das man selbs
eine solche Weise formulieren ko
Natuerlich waere es mir lieber,
ausdruecken, muesste mich nicht
wuerde es nie einfallen, andere
nicht. Er hat sich immer nur se

eicht unsere europaeische Kultur-
ritaetsglaube . Wenn ein kluger
t empfindet, das man aber nie auf
ennte, klammert man sich daran,
ich koennte diese Gedanken selber
auf andere berufen. Achternbusch
zu zitieren. Uebrigens auch Adorno
Ibst zitiert

FRAGE Die Tatsache, dass in deinen Filmen die Frau meist in einer
aufbegehrenden, in einer revolutionaeren Entwicklung steht, bringt
ja zum Ausdruck, dass du ein Unbehagen fuehlst, was die Stellung
der Frau in unserer Gesellschaft angeht. Andererseits habe ich den
Eindruck, dass nun beim "Hellen Wahn" die gesellschaftlichen Im-
plikationen weit weniger wichtig sind als die psychologischen Aspekte?

ANTWORT Bei "Schwestern oder Die Balance des Gluecks" hat man auch
schon gesagt, dass sei ein privater Film, ein psychologischer, kein
gesellschaftskritischer. Ich glaube, dass wir alle auch in unseren
alltaeglichen Verhaltensweisen oder Denkungsarten sehr wohl die
Gesellschaft widersp"^geln, ihre Zwaenge oder auch Freiheiten weiter-
tragen. Wir leben ja nicht im luftleeren Raum, sondern in ganz
bestimmten ueberlieferten oder uns uebergestuelpten Formen und Me-
chanismen, in Zwaengen, die bis zu bew^issten oder unbewussten Neu-
rosen fuehren koennen, die wir dann ebenso bewusst oder unbewusst
an den anderen Menschen auslassen. Wir bestrafen uns doch dauernd
gegenseitig fuer das, was uns die Gesellschaft antut. Das beschreibe
ich.... Ich muss nicht unbedingt das Wort Politik im Munde oder
Bild fuehren, um einen politischen Film zu machen, glaube ich.

Mai 82 (Tagebuch)
Wenn es ueberhaupt eine weibliche Form der Aesthetik gibt, was
Filme anbelangt, so liegt sie fuer mich in der Themenwahl, in der
Aufmerksamkeit auch, dem Respekt, der Feinfuehligkeit , der Vorsicht,
mit der wir an Menschen, die wir darstellen, herangehen Das
Wesentliche aber ist: Wir machen keine Trennung zwischen Verstand
und Gefuehl, grossen und kleinen Ereignissen, wir haben uns noch
ein wenig die antihierarchische Einstellung des Matriarchats er-
halten. Im Matriarchat waren alle Menschen gleich, weil sie alle
Kinder von Muettern waren. Die Liebe der Mutter wird voraussetzungs-
los und bedingungslos gewaehrt, man muss sie sich nicht durch Leistung
oder Verdienst erwerben. Das Patriarchat hat den Lieblingssohn
eingefuehrt, er musste sich die Liebe des Vaters durch Verdienst
und durch Gehorsam erwerben. Das war der Beginn des hierarchischen
Denkens. Mit der Hierarchie entstand die Abtrennung der einzelnen
Bereiche, entstand allmaehlich der Gegensatz zwischen Oeffentlichem
und Privatem.... (Ueber den Unterschied zwischen maennlichem und
weiblichem Denken) : Wir machen keine Trennung zwischen privat und
politisch, zwischen oeffentlichem und persoenlichem Leben. Deshalb
stehen wir auch oeffentlich eher fuer das ein, was wir privat denken,
sind nicht so schnell zu Kompromissen MKMxfe faehig und bereit. Ich
halte das fuer eine Qualitaet, und genau diese Qualitaet ist es,
die sich in unseren Filmen wiederfinden laesst, die vielleicht zu
einer neuen Aesthetik fuehren kann.

INTERVIEW MIT ANGELA WINKLER
Waehrend der Arbeit trifft fuer mich zu, was Andrzej Wajda so for-
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PAUL KLEE - Tagebucheintrag Nr. 638, 1905

Sn! l'-''^'^"!^^'*^^^^
^^* '^i^h^s Elementares, sondern ein Organis-mus. Elementare Dinge unterschiedlicher Art wohnen da untfi?barzusammen Wenn man teilen wollte, stuerben die Teile ab ieK

ein prLhet??ch''Tr''%''" ^^"^ dramatisches Ensembll .^"^Da Sftt
S raesonnJe?f^L ""Tfr. ^"^: Da bruellt ein brutaler Held.

ProSssS? Sa htl^^+ •^^^^^^'' Bonvivant mit einem gelehrtenrroiessor. Da himmelt eine chronisch-verliebte Lvrica Da

Snkel n/?^%P'^r.*^^^^ entgegen. Da vermittelt de? 'naSsichtige
SchS^Df^L nnf? ^' ^"*" Schwaetz. Da kichert die Zoff ^

Feder iJ dir Linken F?^"^ T ""^^ ^^^taunten Augen, die gespitzte
Bscht- ?ufP nnh^,"' K^"^

schwangere Mutter will auftreten.
Snd sie've?blasst?"

^'^°'''' "^'^^^ ^'^^^^^- ^ ^^^^ ^^ü^--
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PAUL KLEE - Tagebucheintrag Nr. 1008, wohl Juli I916

Wenn ich sage, wer Franz Marc ist, muss ich zugleich bekennen, wer

ich bin, denn vieles, woran ich teilnehme, gehoerte auch ihm.

Menschlicher ist er, liebt waermer, ausgesprochener. Zu den Tieren
neigt er sich menschlich. Er erhoeht sie zu sich. Er loest nicht
zuerst als zum Ganzen zugehoerig auf, um sich dann nicht nur mit
Tieren, sondern auch mit Pflanzen und Steinen auf einer gleichen
Stufe zu sehen. In Marc steht der Erdgedanke vor dem Weltgedanken
(ich sage nicht, dass er sich nicht haette dahin entwickeln koennen,
und doch: warum starb er dann?)..

Ein frauenhafter Drang, jedem von seinem Reichtum mitteilen zu
koennen, war ihm eigen. Dass nicht alle folgten, erfuellte ihn
mit Bedenken ueber seinen Weg. Oft ahnte ich bang, er wuerde
sich nach der Gaerung zurueckwenden zu irdischer Schlichtheit.
Nicht aus Totalitaetsabsichten diese Welt mitberuehren, sondern
ganz in sie zurueckkehren aus Menschenliebe.

Meine Glut ist mehr von der Art der Toten oder der Ungeborenen.
Kein Wunder, dass er mehr Liebe fand. Edle Sinnlichkeit zog
waermend ziemlich viele an. Marc war noch Spezies, nicht Neutral-
geschoepf . Ich erinnere mich seines Laechelns, wenn meinem Auge
irdische Momente entgingen.

Kunst ist wie Schoepfung und gilt am ersten und am letzten Tag...

Meiner Kunst fehlt wohl eine leidenschaftliche Art der Menschlich-
keit. Ich liebe Tiere und saemtliche Wesen nicht irdisch herzlich.
Ich neige mich weder zu ihnen, noch erhoehe ich sie zu mir. Ich
loese mich eher vorher ins Ganze auf und stehe dann auf einer
bruederlichen Stufe zum Naechsten, zu aller irdischen Nachbarschaft.
Ich habe. Der Erdgedanke tritt vor dem Weltgedanken zurueck.
Meine Liebe ist fern und religioes.
>

Alles Faustische liegt abseits von mir. Ich nehme einen entlegenen,
urspruenglichen Schoepfungspunkt ein, wo ich Formeln voraussetze
fuer Mensch, Tier, Pflanze, Gestein und fuer die Elemente, fuer
alle ^ kreisenden Kraefte zugleich. Tausend Fragen verstummen, als
ob sie geloest waeren. Weder Lehren noch Irrlehren gibt es da.
Die Moeglichkeiten sind zu unendlich, nur der Glaube an sie lebt
schoepferisch in mir.

Geht Waerme von mir aus? Kuehle?? Davon ist dort, jenseits der
Weissglut nicht die Rede. Und weil dorthin nicht allzu viele
hinreichen, werden wenige beruehrt. Keine noch so edle Sinnlich-
keit brueckt zu den Vielen hinueber. Der Mensch meines Werkes
ist nicht Spezies, sondern kosmischer Punkt. Mein irdisches Auge
ist zu weitsichtig und sieht meist durch die schoensten Dinge
hindurch. "Er sieht ja die schoensten Dinge nicht", heisst es
dann oft von mir. Kunst ist ein Schoepfungsgleichnis . Gott gab
sich auch nicht mit den zufaellig gegenwaertigen Stadien besonders
ab.

1^

•w
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Copied from penciled notes
O . 11/18/85

-I dwcril m impossibility^ T-
1
-nr i v ,

' th;n t nth rrn fjrirr th^r rr , -tewt I
-can not see them. There is Kafka whose voice I hear speaking
to himself about himself

:

"If it

^

were a prison, he could have accepted it. To end
as a prisoner - that would have been a life's goal. But
it was a barred cage . Indifferently , arrogantly, the
way it was at home , the noise of the world flowed in and
out through the bars , the prisoner was actually free, he
could participate in everything, nothing outside eluded
him, he even could have left the cage, there was plenty
of Space between the bars, he was not even imprisoned.
He has the feeling that - by being alive - he blocks his
way. This handicap again serves him as proof that he
is alive."

And Rilke says about *Malte Laurids Brigge ' . .

. "this book that
seems to end in the proof that life is impossible . . . "^It is
no comfort that I can hear their words , for I have no words of
my own to communicate with them. Sometimes I say: "Lieber-Gott-
hilf", but I don*t really know any Gotthilf .r^ Sometimes I hear
Emily Dickinson's voice, and she sounds like"^ happy child when
she says "I dwell in Possibility" or "I'm Nobody! Who are you?"
But she also speaks about the funeral in her brain and what it
means "to die without the dying/ to live without the life..."
Still, Emily was wise in playing the role of the gentle , harmless
spinster and recluse. Since she did not "go public^ nobody
expected anything from her, and therefore she could develop her
great gift by obeying only the laws of her own nature . She had
a high price to pay for it, for she was often close to being
swallowed up by her unconscious, but amazingly she always saved
herseif by doing exactly what Kafka says in his diaries:

"He who cannot cope with life actively needs one band
i^ ward off despair about his fate - it is done very
inadequately -, but with the other band he can record
what he sees under the wreckage (ruins, rubble ) , for he
sees different things and more than the others, being
dead in his lifetime and the only actual survivor. That
is, provided that he does not need both hands,and more
than he has, to help him in his struggle against despair."

Thus ED was able to "flwell in possibility" and to claim "For
occupation thisi/ The spreading wide my narrow hands/ To gather
Paradise .

" oCtt<£^A^^
Thes e—wh^-" dw Q-ll in impossibility" are worse off, it seems, be-
cause they do not believe in their own reality and still they
have to keep pretending that they are more or less like everybody
eise. This is an exhausting effort that does not leave them
sufficient energies to furnish the uncomfortable world they live
in. Kafka speaks of his wish to maintain a double view of life,
doing justice to its everydayt reality in a workman-like way and
at the same time experiencing"as"a nothing, a dream, a Suspension
(ein Schweben)" and then calls it "not even a wish, but only a
justification, a gentrification of nothingness (Verbuergerlichung
des Nichts)." Rather than dig around among the rubble of my own

^(Ttc^

feelings, I will try to translate some more notes from K's Journal

2^£ic^'^ '^ Pa^ yh/- ^'^ ^ul2u^S J24- /



"He who can not cope with life while being alive needs one
hand to ward off some of the despair about his fate - it is
done very inadequately -, but with the other hand he can
rsHD record what he sees in the wreckage, for he sees dif-
ferent things and more than the others , since he is <^ead
in his own lifetjme and the only actual survivor. That is,
provided he does not need both hands , and more than he has

,

in his struggle against despair."
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The Watcher at the Gates 9
Bf GAIL GODWIN

I um realized I was not the only writer

who had a restraining oritic wfao lived

inside me and sapped the juice from green

inspirations when I was leafing through

Freud's "Interpretation of Dreams" a few
years ago. IronicaUy, Ü was my "inner

critic" i9^K> had sent me to Fretüd. I was
writing a novel. and my heroine was in

the middle of a dream, and then I lost

faith in my own invention and nished

U> "an authority" to check whether she
could have auch a dream. In the chapter

on dream interpretation, I came upon the

following passage that has helped me free

myself, in some measure, fixxn my critic

mad has led to many pleasant and inter-

esting exchanges with other writers.

Freud quotes Schiller, who is writing

« letter to a friend. The friend compiains

of his iack of creative power. SchiUer

replies with an allegory. He says it is

not good if the intellect ezamines^too
closely the ideas pouring in «t the gates.

"In Isolation, an idea may be quite inaig-

nificant, and venturesome in the extreme,

but it may acquire importance fnnn an
idea which foUows it. ... In the caoe

of a creative mind. it «eems to me, the

intellect has withdrawn its watchers from
the gates, and tlie ideas rush an pell-mell.

and only then does it review and tnapect

the multitude. You are ashamed or ufnöA
of the momentaiy and passing madness
which is found in all real creators, the

longer or shorter duration of which dis-

tinguishes the thinking artist from the

dreamer . . . you reject too soon and dis-

criminate too aeverely."

So that's what I had: a Watcher at

the Ga<)es. I deckied to get to know him
better. I discussed him with other writers,

who told me aome of the quirks and
habits of their Watchers, each of whom
was as individual as his iiost, and all

of whom aeemed passionately dedicated

Galt Godwfai's moft racent book is

"Dream Children."

to one goal: rejecting too aoon and dis-

criminating too severely.

It is amazing the lengtns a Watcher
will go to to keep you from pursuing

the flow of your Imagination. Watchers
are notoiious pencil sharpeners, ribbon

changers, plant waterers, faome repairers

and abhorrers of measy rooms or messy
4>ages. They are compidsive kwker-
Uppers. They are superstitknis acaredy-

cats. They cultivate self-important eccen-

tricities they think are fluüabte for

'Vriters." And the/d rather die (and kUl

your inspiration with them) than riak

making a fool of tbemselves.

My Watcher has a wasteful penohamt
for 20-pound bond paper above and below
the caibon of the first draft "What^a the

good of writing out a whole page," he
whispers begnidgingly, "it you just have
to write it over again iater? Get it perfect

the first time!" My Watcher adores atop-

ping in the middle of a moniing's woük
to drive down to the library to check
on the name of a flower or a Worid War
n battJe or a line of metai^yaical poetry.

"You can't possibly go on tlR you*ve got

this right!*' he admonishes. I fo and get

the car keys.

Other WaUchers have informed their

writers that:

''Whenever you get a really good aen-

tence you shoiild stop in the middle of

it and go on toroorrow. Otberwiae you
might run dry."

'a>on't try and contimie with your book
tili your dental appoinlinent is over.

When you'ne worried about your tee^
you can't think about art"

Another Watcher makes his owner pin

his finished pages to a cknhesline and
read them through binoculars "to

how they kx>k from a «tistance." Count-
less other Watchers demand "bribes" for

taking the day off: lethal doees of caf-

feine. ak:oholic doaes of Scotch or vodka
or wtne.

There are various ways to outsmart,

pacify or coexist with yo«r Watcher. Here
are aome I have tried, or my writer-
friends have tried, with success:

Look for ikuations when he's likely

to be off-guard. Write too fast for him
in an unexpected place, at an unexpected
time. (Virginia Woolf captured the "dia-

monds in the dustheap" by writing at

a "rapid haphazard gallop" in her diary.)

Write when very tired. Wrffte in purple
ink on the back of a Master Charge State-

ment Write whatever comes into your
mind while the kettle is boüing and make
the steam whistle your deadüne. (Dead-
Mnes are a great way to outdistanoe the
Watcher.)

Disguise what you are writing. If your
Watcher lefuaes to let you get on with
your stoiy ör Bovel, write a "letter" in-

atead, telling your "correapondent" what
you are going to write in your story or
next chapter. Dash off a "review" of your
own unfinished opus. It will sUnd up
like a bully <d your Watdier the next
time he throws obatacles m your path.
If you wiite youraelf a good one.

Get to know your Watcher. He*s yours.
Do a drawing of him (or her). Pin it to
the waH of your study and tum it gently
to the wall when neoessary. Let your
Watcher feel needed. Watchers are excel-
lent critics after inspiration has been cap-
tured; they are dependable, aharp-eyed
readers of things ak«ady aet down. Keep
your Watcher in ahape and he'll have
less time to keep you fhxn ahaping. If

he*s really ruining your whole working
day Sit down, as Jung did w^ his person-
al demons, and write him a letter. On
a very bad day I once wrote my Watcher
a letter. "Dear Watcher." I wrote, "What
is it you're ao afraid IH dor' Then I

held his pen for him, and he replied in-

stantly with a candor thait has kept me
from tnüy despisfaig him.

*TaU," he wrote back.

a
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% Brief von Schiller an Koemer, 1. Dezember 1788 - zitiert
von Freud in TRAUr^.JltUTUlNiG

4

"Der Grund Deiner Klage liegt, wie mir scheint, in dem Zwanp-e,
den Dein Verstand Deiner Imagination auflegt. Ich muss hier
einen Gedanken hinwerfen und ihn durch ein Gleichnis versinn-
lichen. Es scheint /licht gut und dem Schoepfungswerke der
Seele nachteilig zu sein, wenn der Verstand die "zustroemenden
Ideen, gleichsam an den Toren schon, zu scharf mustert.
Eine laee kann, isoliert betracht, sehr unbetraechtllch und
sehr abenteuerlich sein, aber vielleicht kann sie in einer
gewissen Verbindung mit anderen, die vielleicht ebenso
abgeschmackt scheinen, ein sehr zweckmaessiges Glied ab-
geben: - Alles das kann der Verstand nicht beurteilen, wenn
er sie nicht so lanp^e festhaelt, bis er sie in Verbindung
mit diesen anderen angeschaut hat. Bei einem schoepferi-
schen Kopfe hingegen, daeucht mir, hat der Verstand seine
Vv^che von den Toren zurueckgezogen, die Ideen stuerzen
pele-mele herein, und alsdann erst uebersieht und mustert
er den .pressen Haufen.- Ihr Herren Kritiker, und wie Ihr
Euch sonst nennt, schaemt oder fuerchtet Euch vor dem augen-
blicklichen, voruebergehenden Wahnwitze, der sich bei allen
eigenen Schoepfern findet und dessen laengere oder kuerzere
Dauer den denkenden Kuenstler von dem Traeumer unterscheidet.
Daher Eure Klagen der Unfruchtbarkeit, weil Ihr zu frueh
verwerft und zu strenge sondert/*

1
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READinrc; and writiatg
By Michiko Kakutani

Dashers and Dawdlers P

*t

Samuel Johnson used
to contend that "a man
may write at any time if

he will set himself dog-

gedly to it," and he
made a point of living up
to those words. It is esti-

mated that he wrote the

"Parliamentar>' De-
bates" at the astonishing

rate of 1,800 words an
hour, and he claimed to

have completed his life

of the poet Richard Sav-

age in 36 hours. Urging a

young friend to try to

write as quickly as possible, he argued that "if a

man is accustomed to compose slowly and wlth

difficulty upon all occasions, there is danger that

he may not compose at all, as we do not like to do

that which is not done easily."

In reading about and talking wlth authors, ohe

occasionally comes across similar examples of

fluency. Ann Beattie, for instance, finished

"Chilly Scenes of Vv'inter" in several weeks, and
John Updike recalls writlng Short stories with

"that sense of just being like a piece of Ice on a

stove." In "Soldlers' Pay" and "Mosquitoes,

said Faulkner, he discovered that writing was ac-

tually "fun," and Hemingway maintained that

writing was not only his "major vice" but also his

"greatest pleasure." "It is the wait until the next

day," he said, "that is hard to get through."

Most writers, however, are complainers, and
even those who are passionate about their work
tend to procrastinate. Indeed, biographies, Inter-

views and collections of authors' letters all attest

to the difficulty and pain involved in writing.

In a letter to a friend, for instance, Joseph Con-

rad we&rily recounted his efforts to finish "The
Rescue": "I Sit down for eight hours every day
and the sitting down is all. In the course of that

working day of eight hours I write three sentences

which I erase before leaving the table in despair."

Though he finished that novel 25 years later —
many other works of fiction intervened— he feit

such frustration at the time that he considered

giving up writing altogether and going back to

sea. Collaboration with Ford Madox Ford helped

him through that bout of paralysis, but Conrad
suffered recurrent attacks the rest of his life.

AI one point, he feil so behlnd schedule on

"Under Western Eyes" that his agent offered him
a wage of £6 a week in retum for "regulär sup-

pJies of manuscript." The offer infuriated him.

"It is outrageous," he wrote to John Galsworthy.

"Does he think I am the sort of man who wouldn't

finish the story in a week if he could? Do you?

Why? For what reason? Is it my habit to lie about

drunk for days instead of working? I reckon he

kiiows well enough I don't. It's a contemptuous

t»

MichMi Witte

plajring with my worry

.

Charles Dickens, too,

worried about meetlng
deadlines, and in his

case, serial publication

meant that the deadlines

were both frequent and
strict. Having found

"Dombey and Son"
especially hard, he
-moved from Lausanne to

Paris, hoping the change
would oil his imagina-

üon. It dldn't. "I took a
violent dislike to my
study/* he recalled,

"and came down into the drawing room, couldn't

find a comer that would answer my purpose; feil

into a black contemplation of the waning month,
sat six hours at a Stretch" and wrote only six

lines. He then tried rearranging the fumlture, sat

down again and started "dodglng" "at it, like a
bird with a lump of sugar .

*

'

John Steinbeck's "dawdling," as he called it,

took a different form. WTien his prose failed to

"coagulate" — "it is as unmanageable as a raw
egg on the kitchen floor," he complalned once—
he would begin fussing about hls'desk, debatlng

the merits of a piain wood surface versus those of

a green blotter. After sandpapering the callus cm
his writing finger, he would sharpen a couple of

pencils and then set about cleaning the pencil

sharpener itself

.

In the case of Katherine Anne Porter, distrac-

, tions— which included music lessons, love affairs

aiid frequent moves from cme country to another
— were so effective they kept her from writing

anything for years.

What causes this fear of putting pen to i>aper,

this inability to work? For some, it is simply a
technical problem. E. M. Forster, for instance,

who usually found writing pleasant, said he could-

n't figure out the plot of a work entitled "Arctic

Summer" and so, after much agonizing, aban-

doned the project. For others, it may stem from
almost superstitious meditatlons on the vocation

of writing itself or from the solitude of sitting

alone Ina room.
Perhaps the most common cause of paralysis is

expectation — not so much the expectation of

others, but the writer's own. Will the finished

product confirm one's talent? Will the proposi-

tions of the Imagination be expressed artfully and
faithfully? "WTien I think of what it can be, I am
dazzled," wrote Flaubert of "Madame Bovary."
"But then, when I reflect that so much beauty has

been entrusted to me— to me— I am so terrlfied

that I am seized with cramps and long to rush off

and hide, no matter where. I have been working
like a mule for 15 long years. . . . Oh, if I ever

produce a good book I'll have eamed it. "

f

^
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George Santayana: "I am sorry, and I can't
say it has been because I was too busy or
because I had nothing to say, which are the
grown-up and the childish excuses for such
delinquences."

Rupert Brooke to Geoffrey Keynes: "Long
ago I had a letter from you which I have been
too bored to answer. But now being too bored
to do anything eise, I reply."

Flattery Will Get You
Then there is flattery, as in this letter from

Robert Browning to Leigh Hunt: "A nine
months' silence after such a letter as yours
seems too stränge even to you perhaps. So
understand that you gave us more delight at
once than we could bear, that was the begin-
ning of the waiting to recover spirit and try
and do one's feeling a little less injustice."
Eugene Delacroix shows flnesse in his

opening to George Sand: "It's very lucky for
you that I did not answer you immediately,
you would have had a whole volume of ridicu-
lous endearments and I could not find a sheet
of paper big enough to write them on."

i'm a Worthiess Person ^^ —
Joseph Conrad: "I am ashamed of myself. I

ought to have written to you before but the
fact is I have not written anything at all I

Sit down religiously every moming, I sit
down for eight hours every day — and the
sitting down is all. In the course of that
working day of 8 hours I write 3 sentences
which I erase before leaving the table in
despair. There's not a Single word to send
you. Notone?"

[

Dryden wrote of being "betwixt 9inn o a
Repentance." "We ar*^ tu

^^^"^^ ^'"" »nd
Ip«!« i« *u ^ ^" smners, more orless in this way," wrote Longfellow "^I
m^n;"tn'"?

- '"" '""^ shortcomfng\_^:

t^str^rpa^ri:'^^^^'^"^ ^^^^' ^'
Dante's ho^^s'oT^ad'^rh^^^^^^

^^

enced if u/u *L
nave all experi-

,nk.^ H ^''' ^^"' ^^^^^ throw the first

IUI oe laid tili they are answered."

What's in It for Me?
There is the iure of writing for profit:

Charles Lamb noted that he had "arrived at
that mdisposition to letter-writing which
would make it a hard exertion to write three
ünes to a king to spare a friend's life. Wheth-
er it IS that the Magazine paying me so mucha page, I am loath to throw away composi-
tion - how much a sheet do you give your
correspondents?" "i always feel as if I had
nothing to say." Lamb wrote another corre-
spondent, "and the Performance generallv
justifies the presentiment."
And David Hume: "I think nothing of dis-patchmg a Quarto in fifteen or eighteen

Months; but am not able to compose a Letteronce m two Years: And am very industrious
to keep up a Correspondence with Posteritvwhom I know nothing about, & who probably
will concem themselves very little about mewhile I allow myself to be forgot by myFnends, whom I value and regard."

Henry James: "I always delay hideously
and my shamelessness is rapidly becoming
(m the matter of letter-writing) more dis-
graceful even than my procrastination I
brought your letter with me to Ireland more
than a fortnight ago with every intention of
answering it on the morrow of my arrival-
but I have been leading here a stränge and
monstrous life of demoralisation and friyol-
ity and the fleeting hour has mocked tili
today, at my languid effort to stay it, to
clutch it, in its passage."

^ grovel in the dust," James wrote in
another letter, "so ashamed am I to have
made no response to your so generous boun-
ty and to have left you unthanked and unhon-
oured. And all the while I was (at once) so
admiring your consummately clever book
and so blushing to the heels and groaning to
the skies over the daily paralysis of my daily
Intention And I have absolutely no valid
no soun^, excuse to make but that / am like

that!"

Busy, Busy, Busy
Some writers simply have more important

thmgs to do: Archibald MacLeish wrote to his
parents, "The trouble is that I have gottenmto the habit of spending all the time I caneach day writing and though that time is notlong -- from three to six hours - it always
manages to consume all my ink expending

I ^"^."H
^""^ ' ^^' ^^ ^*^«"8h the last thing 1

I
could do was the construction of a letter "
Mark Van Doren to Thomas Merton:Your last letter (not owed; letters aren'towed, any more than breaths are, or smiles)

followed me to California, where I didn'tanswer it (letters don't have to be answered
either any more than thought does, or
prai: e) because I was writing a play "

Sylvia Townsend Warner wrote to a corre-
spondent on Sept. 7, 1951: "A story demanded
to be wntten. and that is why I have notanswered your letter before: a wrong-headed
story, that would come blundering like a

moth on my window, and stare in with small
red eyes, and I the last writer in the world to
manage such a subject." Then to Nancy
Cunard, Nov. 9, 1951: "I got started on a new
book, and am completely, brazenly devoted
to it: my hair is uncut, my letters are unwrit-
ten, the house is a shambles."



It's My WHe's Fault

Blaming one's spouse is always conven-
ient. Here's E>ylan Thomas: "My lying cable
Said, *Letter in mail/ And I did intend to write
at once, but had to go away, feit suddenly ill,

clean forgot, put it all off for a rainy day, was
Struck by lightning, any or all of these. And
your cable about a second reading, my wife's

mislaid, found only this moming in a mouse-
jiest handbag."

' MacLeish wrote Louis Untermeyen "I

/ found your letter this moming lying on top of

a pile of lingerie which my wife brought
I down from Paris a week ago. I shall be

continuously grateful to the now forgotten

Impulse which led me to stick my head into

that particular armoire. But I regret even
more warmly the delay in answering it"

I Haven't Been Feeling WeH
To Princess Bassiano the foUowing year,

MarLeish wrote: "Forgive my delay in an-
swering your two letters. My attempts to
leam skiing have had a fairly disastrous
effect on my thumb-joint and I have had to
forego the making of small curves for almost
a week. I can hardly Claim to have leamed to
Ski either."

Voltaire, writing in English to BosweU:
"My distempers and my bad eyes do not
permit me to answer with that celerity and
exactness that my duty and my heart re- *

quire."

Thomas Jefferson to the Marquis de La-
fayette: "Two dislocated wrists and crippled
fingers have rendered writing so slow and
laborious, as to oblige me to withdraw from
nearly all correspondence."
Samuel Taylor Coleridge went at it with

vigor: "I should have written you long ere
this . .

.
my Health has been very bad, and

remains so — A nervous Affection from my
right temple to the extremity of my right
Shoulder almost distracted me, & made the
frequent use of Laudanum absolutely neces-
sary. And since I have subdued this, a Rheu-
matic Complaint in the back of my Head &
Shoulders, accompanied with sore throat,
and depression of the animal Spirits, has
convinced me that a man may change bad
Lodgers without bettering himself."

Off Time and the Weather
The poet Wilfred Owen: "I don't seem to get an

instant large enough to hold the debt of writing I

owe you."

_ Dylan Thomas: "I have such little time." Or: "I

have got to type this letter. The keys are cold."
Plus: "The mornings have been cold, the pencil has
not been near enough, the paper has been too virgin
to deflower, and my own incorrigible laziness has
made me postpone, time upon time, the pleasure of
continuing our correspondence." Then again: "And
the drafts of letters piled up, and time lapped on
and thickened, putting on skins of distance, and
daily, and even more so nightly, I grew more
ashamed of my silence and more angry with my
procrastination until, at last, I couldn't write at all.

1 buried my head in the sands of America: flew over
America like a damp, ranting bird; boomed and /
fiddled while home was burning; carried with me,
all the time, my unfinished letters, my dying explar
nations and self-accusations, my lonely half of a
loony maybe-play, in a heavy, hurtful bunch."

The Dog Ate My Homework
E. B. White to Katharine Sergeant Angell: "I

once Started a letter to you (date uncertain) but it

dried up and got crumbly. Later I started another,
but it got wet and mouidy. I intend to get this one
down on the floor with my knees on it and push it

into an envelope even if it's got maggots." To Faith
McNulty Martin, he wrote: "I would have written
sooner but I got a Christmas tree ornament stuck in

my pancreas, and it kept winking on and off, and I

was too distracted to write letters."

Simple Sioth

Charles Baudelaire, 1833: "Have a great many
things to teil you, but first of all mv excuses. My
negligence has been partly a matter of self-pride-
smce you didn't answer, I thought it a question of
honor not to write twice in succession." To his
mother, in 1851, he explained that he had not writ-
ten because of "vanity in wanting to send you some
good news in my first letter. Well, there is nothing
nothing, or almost nothing."

LameHumor
Edith Wharton: "Finalmente? a moment inwhich to thank you for your dear long letter of twoweeks ago & more, which has long since beenanswered mentally, though not (ha? ha?) pentally."

ItHurtsMe More ThanitDoes You

corn^s^Ta^r
-^^^^^^^

out of
lazmess about writing sLceitZ^ '^^^^^"^
hearing from you often and n? .

"^^^"^^'^ ^e of
sation with vou tZlvu '^^^^'"8» in conver-
ries." ^ "' '^^ ^^''8*»ts of childhood memo-

It's Your Own Fault

Jane Welsh Carlyle wrote of one woman who
eschewed lengthy apologies and defensiveness in
favor of attack — " «Is astonished that you have not
written to inquire the reason of her silence,* 'thinks
it Strange that you should adopt with her the formal
letter for letter System,' *is hurt,' 'is angry,' is

everything but what you expected, — namely,
ashamed of herseif, — and you find yourself sud-
denly, much to your surprise, transformed into the
offending party, and thankfui for the kind forgive-
ness with which she ends."

To his stepmother, Edward Gibbon began:
"You will think me the most impudent fellow alive:
but I am really angry with you for not being angry
with me on account of my long and shamefui
silence."

The Social Whirl

Conrad Russell told his sister that he hadn't

written because he was "intoxicated with hay-

making." Delacroix's Variation on the Iheme: "The
fact is that I have not been left in peace for some
time now, owing to the endless very tedious parties

to which l've been dragged."



TMs Is a TerriMe WorSd
To his brother. Dostoyevsky was fulsomely

apologetic: "Oh, what a long, what a very long time

it has been since I last wrote you. my dear brother— that miserable exam? It prevented me from
writing to you and to Papa and from seeing Ivan
Nikolayevich. And all for what? I didn't pass Oh
how awful; an extra year, a whöle year more!"

Or eise one — and certainly £>ostoyevsky —
could blame worries: "YouVe probably been wait-
ing for my letter, my dear brother. But I was
delayed by the instability of my Situation. I am
utterly mcapable of concentrating on anything as
long as I have nothing but the unknown and the
undecided before my eyes. But since I still haven't
got anything done about my private affairs I am
writing anyway, in fact I ought to have written lone
ago." *

My Analyst Says. . .

Robert Frost, 1929: "For gods' sake dont give
up writing to me simply because I dont write to you
or anybody eise. Probably I am not to blame for not
writing letters. Probably it is something in my
inheritance diet poverty training and luck; for all of
which I should be treated at the root instead of
made fun of imprisoned and slighted, or legislated
against. Law, I'm pretty sure, will not help in the
matter. It has been tried already m a small way to
no avail. We made a rule in the family that I should
take the first Sunday (if any) after the fourth
Monday of every month to write letters and until I

wrote them I should not be allowed on that day to
attend worship, divine or human. I have suffered
cruelly from the ordinance but, as I have said, to no
purpose — I have gained no relief in the social
pressure that sometimes makes us feel as if we
would fly without wing or aeroplane, and the church
has gained nothing in attendance, in fact has stead-
ily lost."

^iromfeeThem Everything

To a niece, DostoyeysKy wrote: "I give you my
Word of fionor tfiirfFom now on I shall send you a
letter regularly every month. . . It was painful forme to Sit down and write a letter and. besides what
could I have written about? About my sadness^ (It
would certainly have been detectable in my letter)
but it IS poor material for a letter."

Finally he complained of the "terrible uncon-
querable, unimaginable reluctance I have to write
letiers. .

.
If I end up in hell, I am sure that I will be

condemned to write at least ten letters a dav
there." -^^c >/ r' c

Henrik Ibsen to his sister: "Months have
passed smce I received your kind letter. . . . i cannot
write letters; I must be near a person and give
myself wholly and entirely."

IGrowOM
Here is Raymond Chandler, 1950, writing to the

editor Charles Morton: "You are most correct in

saying . . . that I owe you a letter. For quite a long
time, I have owed practically everybody a letter.

Why? Apparently it is what the years do to you. The
horse which once had to be driven with a tight rein
now has to be flicked with a whip in order to make
him do much more than amble. Instead of being
ready to slug it out with all comers, you find
yourself having to give yourself pep talks before
you can get a glove up. 'Come on, you dumb loafer,
Start hittin' them typewriter keys.* "

BrazenltOut

««^1 ^"V"" '"'""^ *^^" ^ P^8^ ^"«1 a half with
apologies for not having written sooner'" Charies

f^^H^'-M
^ \^'^'^ Carroll, urged, and wrote onefnend: Now want to know what you mean bycalhng yourself 'naughty' for not having written

sooner! Naughty, indeed? Stuff and nonsense' Doyou thmk Vd call myself naughty, if l hadn't written
to you, say for 50 years? Not a bit? I'd just begin asusua, 'My dear Mary, 50 years ago. you ask"
r?H T K

""^ ^''"'" *'*"^"' ^^ '' »*^^ « tooth-ache,and I have just remembered to write about itPerhaps the tooth-ache has gone off by this time -
If not. wash it carefully in hasty-pudding. and give it
4 pm-cushions boiled in sealing-wax, and just dip
the end of its tail in hot coffee. This remedy hasnever been known to fail.' There! ThaVs the properway to write !

"

^ *^

Ujd 2^1<>0C^^ 27-^cJa-/

4.:

"V-£cÄ^ -y^

U ^^



From Kafka 's Journals, June 12, 191^

* Dostoyevsky's letter to a woman painter.

Social life goes on in a circle. Only those afflicted by a certain

disease understand each other. Due to the nature of their disease

they form a circle and support each other. They glide along the

inner border of their circle, holding the door for each other oro^^ among
KSKk pushing the other gently in the crowd. Each comforts the

other, hoping for a reciprocal effect on himself , or - and then

there is passion in it - while he is already enjoying this effect.

Each has only the experience permitted him by his suffering (dis-

ease), and yet one hears among such partners an exchange of tre-
the way

mendously varied experiences. "This is ksw you are , " one of them

says to the other, "instead of complaining, thank the Lord for

being the way you are, for if you were not that way, you would be

in this or that misfortune, in this or that disgrace." New, how

does that man know all this? Obviously he belongs - as his words

reveal - to the same circle as the person addressed, his need for
But W

comfort is of the same kind. i^he same circle one always knows
., 4-T.. rr,, .

mlght d 1ffe rent late 7the same thmgs. There is no trace of a thought that/"the comforter

from the one he comforts. Hence , their conversations are only

fusions of the Imagination, transfusions of wishes from one to the

other. Sometimes the one looks at the floor and the other at a

bird in flight, these are the differences that characterize their

relations. Sometimes both agree in their belief (faith), and both

gaze head to head into infinite directions of height. But a reali

zation (awareness) of their condition is shown only at that moment

of mutuality when they both lower their heads and the mutual hammer

comes down upon them."



Aus Elias Canetti

Die Provinz des Menschen

195^

fnofiJJ
^^"^ peinliches Unbehagen, das unverkennbar ist. ein

nichS l',u^? h!t
^f^\"^^hts unternehmen laesst, weil man aufnichts Lust hat; m dem man ein Buch aufschlaegt, um es wiederzuzuschlagen, in dem man nicht einmal sprechen kann? denn

auch^tn ''^'""'m^ ^^^ ^^"""^ ^^^^S. und man ist siih selbst
e^nem^^f^??''^'' ^f^^^^' ?s ^^t ein Zustand, in dem alles voneinem abfallen will was einen fwÄher auszumachen pflegte,

Gewil^heiten IlS?,;
"^^^

'

Einteilungen Konfrontationen, iaunen,uewissneiten, Eitelkeiten, Zeiten. Es ist ein dunkles und zaehe^^Vortasten in einem von etwas, das man ueberhaupt nich? kenn?^nie ahnt man. was es sein wird, nie kann man ihm in seiSblinden Bewegung helfen. Immer ist man ueberrascht. wenn es

damii^'^i^'^
offenbar wird, man begreift nicht, das^ Tln s?chdamit, gerade damit getragen hat und atmet erleichtert auf

sich'traSt'unrdfr'^S'
"^'^" "'' ujehmbare w:it!'5ie"mfA insich traegt und die es lange vorzieht, sich nicht zu manifestieren.

Manche Menschen spueren so sehr die Qual der Andern, dass siesonst nichts spueren. Dabei leben sie weiter, vermeiden! wosie koennen, eigene Qual, und kommen sich noch gut vor. Solltendas die Schlauesten Menschen sein? Dient ihnen ihre F^infSehlig-
^r K Vr ^""^^ vielleicht nur dazu, sie rechtzeitig von sichabzuhalten, durch bessere Witterung, - Qual-Antennfn?

fuef^hte?^^""^
^^^^ '^"^ """' ''^'' ^^"^ ^°^ ^^^"^" Erinnerungen

1957

ShlSen^nd'^I^loff?-\'^^'' ^t^
verlorenen Stunden in spaetere

sie ni?S ve;?o?enl
''"^ ^"' '^"'" heraussehen. So waeren

Manchmal habe ich mir gewuenscht, ich koennte meinen Kopf vonallem, was sich darin angesiedelt hat. entleeren und so vonvorn zu denken beginnen, als waere nie etwas dort gewesen.Ich wuensche das jetzt nicht mehr. Ich anerkenne die Bevoel-kerung meines Kopfes und versuche mit ihr auszukommen.
Es ist moeglich, dass ich ein Kleinstaedter geworden bin.

1959
Warumnur ist es so gut, zu sich selbst zu sprechen? - Weil mangar nichts von sich will? Weil man im Hasse sehr weit gehen kannohne einen Gro^ zu behalten? Weil man tollkuehn ist und nie

-

!:^f,?^5^^
gefaehrdet? Weil man etwas ueber andere er?aeh?i! dieman tief ie in sich versteckt hatte? Weil man seinem Hochmutschonungslos an den Leib ruecken Itann, ohne ein billTges Schau-spiel daraus zu machen? Weil man ernst und rein in der Wahrheitist. ohne sich mit ihr zu bruesTn? Weil man weder bittet nochdraengt und ganz auf gleich und gleich ist?

i960

Nun taucht er wieder ins Meer des Ungelesenen und kommt prustend

TAllTTellrien]'
Oberflaeche. stolz, als haette er P^eid^ns
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Traeume ertrage ich nur unberuehrt und ganz, als Geheimnis.
Sie sind so fremd, dass man sie sehr langsam begreift. Die
Traeume anderer kann ich nur vereinzelt auffassen. Man nimmt
sie zu sich, behutsam und mit Widerstreben. Wehe dem Narren,
der sie gleich deutet, er verliert sie und fasst sie nie wieder,
sie welken, bevor sie ihm gruen waren.

Vielleicht hat von allen nur Klee den Traum mit der Ehr-
furcht behandelt, die ihm gebuehrt, als das Unantastbarste,
das sich im Menschen ereignet.

Eine Frau, die jeden anlaecheln muss, die sich in die groesste
Verwirrung laechelt, die im Elend ihr Laecheln nicht aufgeben
kann, die auf dem Totenbett laechelt und laechelnd stirbt, um
allen noch zu gefallen, die sie tot sehen koennten. Sie lae-
chelt im Sarg und unter der Erde.

1961

Man muesste es in so wenig Saetzen sagen koennen wie Laotse oder
Heraklit, und solange man das nicht kann, hat man nichts wirk-
lich zu sagen.

Der Uebersetzer dringt in eine bekannte Sphaere ein. Alles um
ihn ist wohlangebaut und er ist nie einsam. Er bewegt sich
wie in einer Parklandschaft oder unter klar abgegrenzten Feldern.
Worte wenden sich wie Leute an ihn und wuenschen ihm einen
guten Tag. Der Weg wird ihm gewiesen und er kann sich kaum ver-
lieren. Er muss fuer wahr nehmen, was man ihm sagt und darf
es nicht bezweifeln. Die Kraft des Durchschauens ist dem Ueber-
setzer versagt. Er waere ein Narr, wenn er hier sein Vertrauen
verloere. Alles Gelaende ist von jeher wohl bezeichnet.

Der Denker dagegen hat Leere um sich. Er stoesst alles
von sich fort, bis genug Leere um ihn ist, und dann beginnt er
von Diesem zu Jenem zu springen . In seinen Spruengen schafft
er eine Strasse. Der Grund ist nur sicher, weil er auf ihn
tritt, dazwischen ist alles Zweifel.

Uebertragung von Gedanken, mit denen man sich mehr als zwanzig
Jahre befasst hat, in eine andere Sprache. Ihre Unzufriedenheit,
weil sie nicht in dieser Sprache entstanden sind. Ihre Kuehn-
heit erlischt, sie weigern sich auszustrahlen. Sie schleppen
Nichtzugehoeriges hinter sich her und lassen Wichtiges auf dem
Wege fallen. Sie erbleichen, sie aendern ihre Farbe. Sie kom-
men sich feig und vorsichtig vor, der Winkel, unter dem sie
urspru englich einfielen, ist ihnen verloren. Sie hatten den
Flug von Raubvoegeln, nun flattern sie wie Fledermaeuse . Ihr
Lauf war der von Geparden, nun kriechen sie daher wie Blindschleichen.

Manchmal, wenn er schon gar nichts mehr sehen kann, rettet ihn
eine Stunde im Nebel .

Er legt Saetze wie Eier, aber er vergisst, sie zu bebrueten.

196^

Die Kunst besteht darin, sich ueber einiges nicht zu taeuschen:
winzige Felsinseln im Meer der Selbsttaeuschung. An diese sich
zu klammern und nicht zu ertrinken, ist das Aeusserte, was ein
Mensch zustande bringt.



KAROLINE aus Ricarda Huch: ROMANTIK

Ueber ihre Beziehungen zu "unwuerdigen Liebhabern", ihre Ver-
haftung als JaKOBINERIN nach der/viedereinnahme von Mainz durch
die Deutschen (die gescheiterte deutsche demokratische Republik),
und ihre Schwangerschaft/die sie waehrend der Festungshaft ent-
deckte, die Schande, ein uneheliches Kind auszutragen und ihre
Unfaehigkeit, sich gegen die vielen ungerechten Anschuldigungen
wehren zu koennen:
S. 40

"Da sie nun aber allein in die entsetzlichsten Verhaeltnisse
hinausgestossen war, fand sie ihre ganze Ueberlegenheit,
Seelenruhe und Hoheit wieder. Das war es gerade, was ihrer
Schwachheit das Veraechtliche nahm, dass sie bei aller Weich-
heit die edle maennliche Eigenschaft besass, nach einenVSturze
unverletzt aufstehen und ebenso stark und sicher ihres Weg^s
weitergehen zu koennen."

Wilhelm Schlegel setzte sich fuer sie ein.
In der Naehe von Leipzig erwartete sie die Entbindung von

ihrem vaterlosen Kind. (R. Huch). Hier lernte Friedrich sie
kennen. Er bewunderte sie schon auf Grund ihrer Briefe an
seinen Bruder. "Ebenso lieblich wie im Glueck, so gross und
ruehrend war sie im Unglueck." (R. Huch). "Wie ein Wunder
erscheint es an dem selbstwussten Juengling, dass er ihren
Verstand als dem seinigen ueberlegen achtete, dazu aber sagte
er, habe sie das, was ihm fehle, naemlich die Seele der Seele:
Liebe Er ruehmte an ihr "das Talent zur Liebe, mit der
sie jede Entfernung ueberbruecken koenne - wenn sie wolle. <^

Friedrich Schlege€ schilderte sie in "lucinde" als ^die
Frau, die einzig war und die seinen Geist zum ersten Male
ganz und in der Mitte traf."

"Ueberhaupt lag in ihrem Wesen jede Hoheit und jede Zier-
lichkeit, die der weiblichen Natur eigen sein kann, jede Gott-
aehnlichkeit und jede Unart, aber alles war fein, gebildet und
weiblich. Frei und kraeftig entwickelte und aeusserte sich
jede einzelne Eigenheit, als sei sie nur fuer sich allein da,
und dennoch war die reiche, kuehne Mischung so ungleicher Dinge
im ganzen nicht verworren, denn ein Geist beseelte es, ein
lebendiger Hauch von Harmonie und Liebe. Sie konnte in der-
selben Stunde irgendeine komische Albernheit mit dem Mutwillen
und der Feinheit einer gebildeten Schauspielerin nachahmen
und ein erhabenes Gedicht vorlesen mit der hinreissenden Wuerde
eines kunstlosen Gesanges. Bald wollte sie in Gesellschaft
glaenzen und taendeln, bald war sie ganz^egeisterung, bald half
sie mit Rat und Tat, ernst, bescheiden und freundlich w^e et^^e
zaertliche Mutter. Eine geringe Begebenheit war durch ihre
Art, sie zu erzählen, so reizend wie ein schoenes Maerchen.
Alles umgab sie mit Gefuehl und Witz, sie hatte Sinn fuer alles,
und alles kam veredelt aus ihrer bildenden Hand und von ihren
suess redenden Lippen. Nichts Gutes und Grosses war zu heilig
oder zu allgemein fuer ihre leidenschaftlichste Teilnahme.
Sie vernahm jede Andeutung, und sie erwiderte auch die Frage,

die nicht gesagt war. Es Wa^ •^^ nicht moeglich,
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Rej^en mit ihr zu halten; es wurden von selbst Gespraeche,
und waehrend dem steigenden Interesse spielte auf ihrem
feinen Gesicht ^ine immer neue MusikX^on geistvollen und lieb-
lichen Mienen;- iri.t<£^ cJ^. CcZdU.P^ : 'At^^c^.^ ^

R. Huch, S. 44 als Erklaerung dafuer, dass K. Wilhelm Sch€!«^ßfl^
heirate^:; Die Laae war so, dass sie die Bedraengte und Hilf^^
lose, er der BeÄietzer war, was ihm ein Ansehen von groesser^o
Maennlichkeit und Ueberlegenheit verlieh, als er in Wirklich-
keit besass Die Hauptsache war, dass sie ohne Liebe nicht
sein konnte und dass der Rechte nicht zur Stelle war."

Der erste Mann, der anscheinend in ihrem Leben eine wirklich
bedeutende Rolle spielte, T^TWt HgrclM> tJ.irag> war^nach R. Huch,
Schelling, der kurz nach ihrer Verheiratung mit W.Schlegel
"in ihren Kreis trat.'' Diese Begegnung fuehrte zu starken
Konflikten. Als Schelling an ihrer Faehigkeit zur Treue zwei-
felte, schrieb sie:

S. 45 "Spotte nur nicht. Du Lieber, ich war doch zur Treue
geboren, ich waere treu gewesen mein Leben lang, wenn es die
Goetter gewollt haetten, und ungeachtet der Ahndung von Unge-
bundenheit, die immer in mir war, hat/es mir die schmerzlichste
Muehe ge4kostet, untreu zu werden, w^nn man das so nennen will,
denn innerlich bin ich es niemals ge\^en. Dieses Bewusstsein
aber von innerlicher Treue hat mich oft boese gemacht, hat
mir erlaubt, mir wagend zu erlauben; ich kannte das ewige
Gleichgewicht in meinem Herzen. Konnte mich etwas anderes
vor dem Untergang in meinem gefahrvollen Leben bewahren als
dieses Hoechste? Und wenn ich mir Verzweiflung bereitet
haette in der Verzweiflung der von mir (^liebten - ja, ich
wuerde im Schmerz darueber verzweifeln, im Gewissen nicht,
niemals koennt

'
ich wie Jakob ausrufen: Verlasse dich nicht

auf dein Herz. Ich muesste mich verlassen auf mein Herz ueber
^Not und Tod hinaus, und haette es mich in Not und Tod geleitet."

S. 191. Schillers Ablehnungffgegen Karoline hing damit zusammen,
dass er sich einredete, sie sei eine "schrif tstellernde
Intrigantin." R. Huch:^"war im Grunde der instinktive Unwille
des Mannes gegen eine Frau, die durch harmonische Fuelle der
Natur nicht nur seinem Herrscherrecht entrueckt way sondern
in gewisser Hinsicht sogar, naemlich insofern sie ein Ganzes •

war, wenn auch kein so bedeutendes wie seine grossartige Halb-
heit, ein Gefuehl von Ueberlegenheit ihm gegenueber haben mochte."

192. "Die Romantiker bemuehten sich nicht mehr sonderlich, das
Grosse in seinen (Schillers/ Werken anzuerkennen, sondern gaben
sich mit Vergnuegen ihrer Lust zum Spassmachen hin, wo sein
Mangel an Ironie ihren Witz herausforderte. Dass sie ueber sein
Lied von der Glocke so herzlich lachen konnten, mag manchen
Verehrern Schillers eine Ruchlosigkeit duenken; aber abgesehen
davon, dass sie es nicht mit einem verklaerten Toten zu tun
hatten, erklaert es sich aus eben diesem Mangel an Ironie,
di-E:-" *
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dieser mehr buergerlichen als kuenstlerischen Ernsthaftigkeit,
und dem Grundsatz der Romantiker, zwar kein unmoralisches
Kunstwerk, aber auch nicht jedes moralische schoen zu finden."

S. 280: im Zusammenhang mit LUCINDE, von Wilhelm as "ein Unroman"
bezeichnet und von anderen beruehmten Zeitgenossen als anstoessig
kritisiert, zitiert Huch Schleiermacher, "Auch Schleier-
machers Vertraute Briefe ueber die Lucinde sind der Ansatz
zu einem Roman. Er und Eleonore, die von ihm geliebte Frau
eines anderen, waeren die Hauptpersonen gewesen." Aber er
weigerte sich, seine Beziehung auf diesejweise zu veroeffentlichen

"Ebenso viel Einsicht und Geschmack hatte Karoline,
die es bei einem Plane Äur Geschichte ihres Werdens bewenden
liess; wozu ihr freilich auch eine gewissen Bequemlichkeit
geholfen haben mag. Der geschlossenste und lebendigste
unter den romantischen Romanen waere er wahrscheinlich geworden."

S. 188 Huch: "Aus den wogenden psychologischen Anschauungen
der Romantiker hob sich immer deutlicher das Idealbild der
Androgyne, des Ganzmenschen, den Jakob Boehme die Idea oder
Sophie^annte. . . .Unermuedlich eiferte Friedrich Schlegel
gegen die Verherrlichung der reinen Maennlichkeit und Weiblich-
keit: 'Nur sanfte Maennlichkeit, nur selbstaendige Weiblich-
keit ist die rechte, wahre und schoene. ' Oder: 'Man muss den
Charakter des Geschlechtes keineswegs noch mehr uebertreiben,
sondern vielmehr durch starke Gegengewichte zu mildern suchen.

'

•In der Tat sind die Maennlichkeit und die Weiblichkeit, so
wie sie gewoehnlich genommen und getrieben werden, die gefaehr-
lichsten Hindernisse der Menschlichkeit, welche nach einer
alten Sage in der Mitte einheimisch ist und doch nur ein har-
monisches Ganzes sein, welches keine Absonderung leidet. ^
Sein Vorbild fand er in Plato. Friedrich Seh.: "Was ist
haesslicher als ueberladene Weiblichkeit; was ist so ekel-
haft als uebertriebene Maennlichkeit, die in unseren Sitten,
unsern Meinungen, ja auch in unserer besseren Kunst herrschen."
Huch: "Uebertrieben und haesslich nennt er das herrschsuech-
tige Ungestuem des Mannes sowie die selbstlose Hingegebenheit
des Weibes." {^Cfc-<^o^.^^V<.-e-t^^ i>-^^-^ ai=S^c<jsu £^^l^

Huch: "Die Lehre von der Androgene wurde spaeter von dem
Philosophen Baader, der auch hier voA Jakob Boehme ausging,
wissenschaftlich begruendet, und das Wort Mannweib, das in
unserer Zeit so gesunken ist und einen schlechten Klang an-
genommen hat, bezeichnet danach die schoenste und vollkommen-
ste Form, in welcher der Mensch sich darstellen kann."

Karoline als androgyner Typ.

Wilhelm Seh. parodierte Schillers "Wuerde der Frauen
Ehret die Frauen, sie stricken die Struempfe,
Wollig und warm, zu durchwaten die Suempfe,

Flicken zerrissene Pantalons aus.

II
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Kochen dem Manne die kraeftigen Suppen,
Putzen den Kindern die niedlichen Puppen,
Halten mit maessigem Wochengeld haus.

Doch der Mann, der toelpelhaf te

,

Findt am Zarten nicht Geschmack,
Zum gegornen Gerstensafte
Raucht er immerfort Tabak usw.

Huch ueber Friedrich Schlegel, S.19: "Waehrend man Wilhelm
beklagen muss, dass er nicht mehr war, moechte man Friedrich
vorwerfen, dass er nicht mehr wurde. Denn die Bestimmung
zur Groesse war in ihm und hatte keinen anderen Feind als
seine weibisch-traege Sinnlichkeit. Bewege, tummle dich,
schaffe, handle, moechte man ihm immer zurufen, der niocht
viel andres tat als lesen, lesen und lesen. Er las so viel,
wie Wilhelm schrieb. ^

Fortsetzung von Wilhelm SchlegelsSchiller Parodie in Eckart
Kiessmann CAROLINE:

Brummt, wie Baeren an der Kette'
Knufft die Kinder spat und früh;

Und dem Weibchen, nachts im Bette,
Kehrt er gleich den Ruecken zu.



Aus einem Brief von Robert Walser an Max Rychner t, ^ ^.b

Bern, 20. Juni 1927

Ich erwaehnte den BegriffBrouillon, womit ich Ihnen ei-
gentlich eine ganze Schaffens- und Lebensgeschichte er-
zaehlt habe, denn Sie sollen erfahren, mein Herr, dass ich
vor ungefaehr zehn Jahren anfing, alles, was ich produziere,
zuerst scheu und andaechtig mit Bleistift hinzuskizzieren,
wodurch der Prozess der Schriftstellerei naturgemaess eine
beinahe ins Kolossale gehende, schleppende Langsamkeit
erfuhr. Ich verdanke dem Bleistiftsystem, das mit einem
folgerichtigen, buerohaften Abschreibesystem verquickt ist,
wahre Qualen, aber diese Qual lehrte mich Geduld, derart,
dass ich im Geduldhaben ein Kuenstler geworden bin.

Sie melden dem vorliegenden Beitrag vielleicht nicht
an, dass die vier oder fuenf letzten Zeilen ausnahmsweise
nicht aus dem Bleistiftgebiet stammen sondern bloss rasch
noch, in der letzten Minute, anblickt, beigefuegt wurden.
Laecherlich kommt Ihnen vielleicht ein derartiges Genaunehmen
der Entstehungsweise eines Aufsatzes vor. Fuer mich jedoch
hat die Bleistifterei eine Bedeutung. Fuer den Schreiber
dieser Zeilen gab es naemlich einen Zeitpunkt, wo er die
Feder schrecklich, fuerchterlich hasste, wo er ihrer muede
war, wie ich es Ihnen kaum zu schildern imstand bin, wo er
ganz dumm wurde, so wie er sich ihrer nur ein bisschen zu
bedienen begann, und um sich von diesem Schreibfeder-
ueberdruss zu befreien, fing er an zu bleistifteln, zu
zeichnelen, zu gfaetterlen. Fuer mich liess es sich mit
Hilfe des Bleistiftes wieder besser spielen, dichten^

;

es schien mir, die Schriftstellerlust lebe dadurch von
^"^T^v neuery' . Ich darf Sie versichern, dass ich (es begann dies

V ^^^Vr schon in Berlin) mit der Feder einen wahren Zusammenbruch
Vw, ^ meiner Hand erlebte, eine Art Krampf, aus de^en Klammern

ich mich auf dem Bleistiftweg muesam, langsam befreite.
Eine Ohnmacht, ein Krampf, eine Dumpfheit sind immer etwas
koerperliches. und zugleich seelisches. Es gab also fuer
mich eine Zeit der Zerruettung, die sich gleichsam in der
Handschrift, im Aufloesen derselben, abspiegelte und beim
Abschreiben aus dem Bleistiftauftrag lernte ich knabenhaft
wieder - schreiben.

Sie finden mich vielleicht uninteressant, weil aufrichtig;
daher beeile ich mich, Sie so interessant und gekuenstelt
wie moeglich zu gruessen und bleibe in unaufrichtigster,
dafuer aber schimmerndster Hochachtung, die ich frei von
Herzlichkeit hoffe, weil Letztere muede macht, Sie aber
unter allen Umstaenden leistungsfaehig zu bleiben haben,
Ihr ergebener Robert Walser

r



27. 3. 96
Benjamin ueber Kafk a

Aufzeichnungen A, S. 123

(Die beiden grundsaetzlichen Irrtuemer im Versuch/ der
Welt Kafkas nahezukommen sind die unmittelbar natuerliche und
die unmittelbar historische Deutung: die eine vertreten

durch die Psychoanalyse, ^ie andere durch Brod.)) \

(Diese Umschreibung des Tao als "das, was dadurch, dass
es 'nichts' ist, das Etwas 'brauchbar' macht", trifft den Ton
vieler Aussagen und Worte bei Kafka. (Saficho Pansa als Taoist
y/ß.o. , S. 35, 6f .y

/^

Sancho Pansa S.35

(im Zusammenhang mit Benjamins Betrachtungen ueber das Studium
und Studenten in verschiedenen Werken Kafkas) Vielleicht sind
diese Studien ein Nichts gewesen. Sie stehen aber jenem Nichts
sehr nahe, dass das Etwas erst brauchbar macht - dem Tao naemlich.
Ihm ging Kafka mit seinem Wunsch nach, "einen Tisch mit peinlich
ordentlicher Handwerksmaessigkeit zusammenzuhaemmern und dabei
gleichzeitig nichts zu tun und zwar nicht so, dass man sagen
koennte: 'Ihm ist das Haemmern ein Nichts', sondern 'Ihm
ist das Haemmern ein wirkliches Haemmern und gleichzeitig auch
ein Nichts', wodurch ja das Haemmern noch kuehner, noch entschlos-
sener, noch wirklicher und, wenn du willst, noch irrsinniger

geworden waere." Und eine so entschlossene, so fanatische Ge-
baerde haben die Studierenden beim Studium. Sie kann nicht
sonderbarer gedacht werden. Die Schreiber, die Studenten
sind ausser Atem. Sie jagen nur so dahin. (Zitiert ein Bei-
spiel.) Vielleicht versteht ,man es besser, wenn man an die
Schauspieler des Naturtheaters (in Amerika ) zurueckdenkt

.

Schauspieler muessen blitschnell auf ihr Stichwort aufpassen.
Und sie aehneln diesen Beflissenen auch sonst-
Euer sie ist in der Tat "das Haemmern ein wirkliches Haemmern
und gleichzeitig auch ein Nichts" - wenn es naemlich in ihrer
Rolle steht. Diese Rolle studieren sie; der waere ein schlech-
ter Schauspieler, der ein Wort oder einen Gestus aus ihr vergaesse
Euer die Glieder der Truppe von Oklahoma ( Amerika ) ist sie
ihr frueheres Leben. Daher die"Natur "dieses Naturtheaters.
Seine Schauspieler sind erloest. Der Student aber ist es noch
nicht, dem Karl nachts aus dem Balkon stumm zusieht, wie er
in seinem Buche liest, " die Blaetter wendete, hie und da
in einem andern Buche, das er immer mit Blitzesschnell er-
griff, irgend etwas nachschlug und oefters Notizen in ein Heft
eintrug, wobei er immer ueberraschend tief das Gesicht zu
dem Hefte senkte." (Hierauf folgt eine lange Unteirsüehung
(von B.) ueber die "Jagd nach dem Ziel" (meine Worte) als
haeuficres Thema bei Kafka (Der Kuebelreiter , Der Jaeger
Gracchus u.a.), interessant, aber nicht unmittelbar zugaeng-
lich weil B. hier einen weiten Sprung vom handwerklichen
Haemmern zum besessenen Reiter oder Studenten macht. Eigent-
lich mehrere Spruenge wie auf einem Schachbrett, was mit

dem fragmentarischen Charakter der verschiedenen^Texte

,



AR 25164

Max and Lola Gruenthal Collection

LEO BAECK INSTITUTE

Center for Jewish History

15 West 16th Street

New York. NY 10011

Phone: (212)744-6400
Fax:(212)988-1305

Email: lbaeck@lbi.cjh.org

URL: http://www.lbi.org

Data: 7/31/2009 Sys#: 000200406

Box: 3 Folder: 31



Probe n

aus der autorisierten Uebersetzung

von

Conversatlon at Midnight

Edna St. Vincent Millay

(Bronstein)



RICARDO (p.26)

Ich bln's, der glaeublg ist, nicht John und auch nicht Du, Anselmo*
Ihr seid Zweifler beide, denn immer wieaer ruehrt Ihr mit Euem Fingern

an offne Wunden.
Die Kirche hat ihr Ritual so kunstvoll aufgebaut, dass ihr ergebner

Diener
Auf seinem hast 'gen Wege zwischen Markt und Messe die Zeit nicht hat

zvun Zweifel«
Aber Ihr habt Zeit, Pascal hat Zeit gehabt, Ihr habt alle Zeit,
Die Ihr zum Denken Zeit habt.
Eure Kirche steht auf einem Felsen von Zweifel, - auf drei
Verleugnungen und einem Dutzend Herzen kleinen Glaubens.

Woran ein Mensch glaubt, damit lebt er schweigend.
Sie bauen

Keine Kirche ueber jedem Sonnenaufgang, wenn sie nicht heulen
Vor Entsetzen, waehrend der Drache die Sonne frisst.

Was mich betrifft, ich bin ein Schiff auf hoher See; mein Blick er-
streckt sich nach aussen

Wie die Speichen eines Rades, fuenf Meilen in alle Richtungen auf
einen runden Horizont:

Und hinter diesem Horizont ist das Mysterixom.
Es hat kein Gesicht, es ist nicht gesichtlos, es ist nicht bewusst,

es ist nicht unbewusst; es ist das Mysterium.
Ich glaube an das Dasein jenes, dessen Art des Daseins
Ich nicht begreifen kann; denn ich bin nicht ausgeruestet mit den

Begriffsorganen
(Noch war je ein Mensch so ausgeruestet).
Solch Mass zu ahnen.

Du bist 's, Anselmo, der hartnaeckig und vermessen ist, nicht ich;
Du bist es, der sich weigert, seinen Willen zu unterwerfen.
Du kannst es nicht erfassen, dass etwas dasein koennte, was Du nicht

erfassen kannst; Du bist vermessen.
Du stattest alle Dinge mit menschlichen Eigenschaften aus. Du zoegerst

nicht

,

Das Unerfassliche "Vater" zu nennen.
Vergeblich schlaegst Du Deine Brust, vergeblich sagst Du
Mit ergebener Stimme: "Domine, non siom dignus".
Du, dessen Hochmut keine Grenzen kennt, der Du die Kuehnheit hast.
Ein Mysterium "Gott" zu nennen, ihm eine Braut zu geben und ein Kind.



JOHN (p.27)

Nicht Hochmut ist's, Ricardo, tiefstes
Grauen und Einsamkeit
Sind 's, die einen Menschen dazu bringen, das Leere "Du" zu nennen*
Der ^ensch kann doch nicht atmen in einer Luft, die weder troestet

noch verdammt«
Dies Leben, dies Alles-Was-Ich-Habe, mein Besitz,
Ist's wirklich nichts als eine unergruendlich dunkle Hoehle, in die

es seinen reinsten Strahl verstroemt?-
Also keinen Strahl, vom Dunkel ausgeloescht, von keinem je gesehn?
Es ist entgegen der Natur des Menschen, es ist entgegen seinem tief-

sten Drange, anzunehmen,
Dass sein toenender Mund in seiner Qual zu dem ohrlosen Unerfassllchen

spricht und spricht,
Dass sein furchtbarer, sein bedeutsamer Kampf um die gute, die weise

Tat
Keinen Augenzeugen hat*
Und braeche oder hielte er
Mit zaeher Kraft den stolzen Schwur,
Zaehlte nicht hier nur nicht, oder auch heute nur.
Sondern hat nie ^ezaehlt, noch zaehlt es Je, - und also lebt er und

stirbt •

Und ist nicht einmal fort
Aus seinem Niemals-Da-Sein, obgleich er da liegt und verdirbt.

Hat nicht diese kluge Folterlist sich immer erfolgreich betaetigt?
Wenn nicht Liebe mehr ist, wenn das Grab ihn umschliesst, und er

wird niemals
Auferstehn, hat zumindest der Hass ihn bestaetigt«



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLaY

Aus GESPRAECH UM MITTERNACHT (S. 30)

ANSELMO

Wenn du in der Strasse wohnst, die "Heute" heisst, in dem Hause
namens "Hier" -

Sagen wir, du wohnst in Nummer' "Hier-Nord-Heute",
Dann ist's klar, dass momentane Dinge, Unbehagen, Sorgen dir
Von Bedeutung sind; so fuehlen viele Leute.
Aber wenn du deine Zelte aufschlaegst Jeden Abend naeher an

der Stadt
Deiner wahren Sehnsucht und du ihre Tore weniger weit erblickst.
Dann legst du dich auch auf Nesseln nieder und du teilst die

Lagerstatt
Selbst mit Schlangen - und du siehst nicht einmal, wo du liegst.
Damit ist die Welt nicht aufgegeben, doch die Welt bezieht
Ihren rechten Platz in dieser Perspektive, ist nicht alles:
Ist aus Neid und Gier und Herrschsucht hart, - oder blueht
Aus Freundschaft, Wahrheit, Mut, ist schoen; und dennoch

bestenfalles
Ist sie nur ein Gasthaus im Verkehrsgetriebe:
"Provinziell" der Geist, der dort befriedigt bliebe.



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Aus GESPRAECH UIÄ MITTERNACHT ^L^Ü

RICARDO

Alle Lebewesen, vm sich zu erhalten.
Passen sich den wechselnden Bedingungen des äussern Lebens an:Wenn ihnen neue Faehip^keiten wachsen, die der neuen ForderungEntsprechen, dann entfalten ^^ ^^^

Sie sich; anders nicht. Der ungeschmeidige Organismus, der invielerlei Gestalten
Heut noch lebt, ist morgen ausgestorben. Und der Mensch, derGott noch nicht versteht
Als Bedingtheit seiner geistigen Umgebung, faende kein

Beduerfnis zum Gebet*

pJ^L^r^^-f
®'' Mensch Gott nicht erfunden; ihm erwuchs der Glaube,ülnem Gotte zu begegnen, der besteht.



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Prom CONVERSATION AT MIDNIGHT (p. 85)

RICARDO

Slnce, however, the intelllgible has failed us on every handl,
how shall we hope

For ransom save from the coffers of the unintelllp;lble alone?
Only in madness, or in the meadows adjacent to madness, is

there scope
Today for the stride of the tall unshackled. What have we known
That has not bound us? And shall we sit for ever bound,
Shuffling our chains into the yard fop exercise at an appointed

hotir, to keep the sick thing sound?

Too much has been explored; too great a tract of polar ice
Where not even God has walked since first he called it good,

is named **Marie"«
Should we not insist upon the body's right to be drowned
In water xmfathomed? - Why, no, - for there is no such sea.
The pluramet has poked at our grave; the official lead
Knows all, there *s not a word unsaid*

Who then would not depart with me
Into the ünpolluted, into the only Free?
Where Memory is a dissipäting gas, mhere Reason
Draws off its boots; where to think twice
Is the only treason,

Let US go mad while there is yet time, under our own direction,
not wait

For the leisurely and outmoded spindle of an archaic Fate
To spin our destiny. Now, now under the scrubbed skin
Jab neatly the unhygienic needle, thrust in
The fluid, drink
Like S8tnd all proud excesses, all abandons, think
To the end of thought, and leave that rutted road
Abrupt ly where it ends, pursue
The faintly visible track
Until it widens and is smoothed out, and there is no road

but you.



RICARDO (p. 110)

Wenn Du nikcht an Gott glaubst, ist es eine gute Sache,
An die Volksherrschaft zu glauben. Es liegt viel Trost, -
Wie ich bemerke, wenn man in ein langes Loch einen vlelgeruehmten

Gegenstand versenkt, -
In der üeberlegung, dass entweder er (a) sanft in Jesu Armen ruht,

oder (b)
'

Nur ein Teil von einem Rade ist und dass das Rad sich immer weiter-
dreht - und dass allein das wichtig ist*

Wenn Du nicht an Gott glaubst und Dich auch nicht dazu bringen kannst.
An die Volksherrschaft zu glauben, dann, kann ich wohl sagen,

bist Du in einer besonders
Ungschuetzten Lage#
Bu hast nicht mal soviel wie einen Wollkrautstiel vom vorigen Jahr

um Deinen Ruecken anzulehnen; alle Winde blasen Dich an.

^.^^?j^^\??^^^^^^ ^^? glaube nicht an Gott und mir liegt nichts
-.1 .ru^ a. ^ ^ einer Volksgemeinschaft.

Ich bin bereit, ihnen meinen Mantel wegzugeben, doch ich bin nicht
bereit,

Ihnen meinen Mantel zu verborgen und sie ihn tragen zu lassen
und ihn dann zurueckzunehmen.

Ich bin bereit, ihnen mein Brot zu geben, doch ich bin nicht bereit.An einem Tisch mit ihnen zu sitzen und es zu teilen mit ihnen.
Ich will nicht sterben, aber ich will lieber sterben.
Als zu meinem taeglichen Horizont zu haben, Jahrein, jahraus -

und noch obendrein Heissai zu singen -
Die Haare auf den Nacken auf den Ruecken andrer Leute.
Lieber lehnt' ich meinen Ruecken gegen eine unverstaendliche xind

eisige Leere,
Als von hinten angeweht zu werden von den aufl^ichtigen Atemstroemenvieler wohlwollender Maenner.

o^xueuitfn



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Aus GESPRAECH UM MITTERNACHT (S. 112)

Es ist schwer, die liberale Haltung zu dramatisieren; deshalb
sind wir ohne Anhang, ünsre Flagge,

Wenn sie nicht auf Halbmast flattert, haelt zu hohe Wacht,
um die ungeschliffne Sicht emporzuheben.
Wir weben
Keine Muster uniformer Maenner in Gestalt unsrer Symbole;

wir singen kein munteres Lied, wir schreien nicht "Auf zur
r^ 11 « X. . ,

Schlacht l"
Crrelle Farben und bestaendiger Laerm bringen die Masse zum

rennen.
Ohne deren gefaehrliche Gunst
Wir wohl leben, aber nicht handeln koennen.
Der brave Mann will Brot, und er will streiten und singen,wie soll's dem ueberlegten, dem ungeschrienen Ding gelinpenIn ihm zu herrschen? Obgleich es ihn doch besser naehren sollteals er genaehrt ward je vorher.
Gibt es ihm kein Ventil fuer seines biederen Gemuets Bedarf,keine Maersche, ^^^x.
Monoton, ...hypnotisierend, keine Taenze, leicht zu lernen;
iis gibt ihm Brot und garnichts mehr.

^nLfil'',^!^..^^^^^^^^^^^''^^ ^^^ ^^^^ liberale Partei zu EhrenKommen unter Jenen Herden, die das Brandmal tragen, undzurueckzukehren

Hart^^^
^™5>enjahren, aus Avernus, ist nicht leicht*

^"^

^^daSI''di5^Prachr^^^''
^^"^ Gewoehnlichkeit gefangen saesse

Des ^«schwingten, adligen Gedankens, hilflos und erstarrt.Gewoehnlichkeit allein hat Macht.
auux-rx..



CARL (p. 114)

Ihr Alten liegt im Sterben

J

Der Winter findet Euch verstreut wie Spatzen auf dem Schnee,
Nette, kleine Spatzen, saeuberlich und steif gefaltet auf dem Schnee.»

Und wir kehr'n Euch fort mit weichen Besen,
Euer Lied, eintoenig zwar, ist sueea gewesen:
»«Viel zu essenJ" sangt Ihr, »«Viel zu essenj«'

Schuetzt Eure Gesundheit i Huetet Euch vor Sorgeni
Euer ist das Heute. Uns gehoert das Morgen.

PYGMALION (p. 114)

Das denkst Dß - und wen, zum Teufel, kuemmert's, was 2u denkst?
Erstens darfst Du nicht denken, weil Dir das Denken nicht erlaubt ist,
Iftid zweitens koenntest Du nicht denken, selbst wenn Du duerftest.

Dein Kopf ist
So voll von blauem Dunst, so voll von Gluecksgespinsten, so voll

von aufgesclmappten
Proletarier-Gluecksgespinsten.
Du und Intellekt? Gerade Du? Traeum weiter - Du bist doch bloss ein

Rauschgift-
Suechtiger.



EDNA ST. VINCMT MILLAY

Aus GESPRAECH UM MITTERNACHT (S. 115)

RICARDO

Jeder Boden wird zum Felsen unter dem verwehten Samen der
Vernunft;

Wohin er Immer faellt, er faellt auf steinigen Grund.
Affekte, Eifersucht, Furcht, Aerger, Grausamkeit,
Sie klopfen an des Geistes Tor und finden gleich Audienz;
Nur die Vernunft schlaegt sich die Finger wund; der Geist

hat keine Zeit
Puer unerwarteten Besuch; der Geist haelt Konferenz.

wenn der Zweck am EndeDer Zweck heiligt das Mittel, Ja, -
verschont

Und unberuehrt das Mittel ueberstuende, doch das kann er
nicht, er bleibt befleckt;

Sein Ohr wird vollgefluestert, er nickt, er laechelt.
Er setzt Fett an, er dankt ab, - und das Mittel
Uebemimmt die Strahlenkrone.
Stalin ist das Mittel,
Das auf dem Sitz des Zweckes thront.



MERTON (p, 116)

Du stehst ein fuer den Tod all dessen, was ich liebe.
Mein Gott, wir brauchten Jahre zu beweisen, dass die Erde rund isti -
Und Du, Du machst sie wieder flach.«

Es steht kein Berg mehr in Russland - Du hast sie alle flach gemachtMit iJeinem Schulter- an-Schulter, Gemeinschaftssingen, Trab-Trab-Trab.Es steht auch kein Berg mehr in Deutschland oder Italien -
Alle drei sind awegeflacht, flach wie Eierkuchen - die Eierkuchen

Europas. '^*-^
/-) i

^f,T^r^fi^^^^•,'^^'^^.VIl
««lebten wir in einer zweidimensionalen Weltund kauten alle pflichtgetreu Maulbeerblaetter fuer den Staat.Jedermann fuer den Staat und den Einzelnen hole der Teufel.

Abscheulich, diese Gleichmachung der Gipfel, obszoen, '^rei Ver'^

Insekten, das /st 's, was Ihr seid - eine Ameisenkolonie. r^^-^i'^

Ja, und doclF-g«fet.-e«-Bicht; Ihr solltet lieber dabei bleiben, Men-
T ^

sehen zu sein widtaaaäin , -^aee- Eure Lage ti^att verbessert.Indem Ihr Euch auss^iesslich auf Eure Eigenschaft als Menich Jbesinnt.

^Mm mrlnZ wTf^'^nm f^T?^"> «« bietet ke4ne Zuku^ffe« %
_. SMT1B

»gaSSSS. *^™ durch Konkurrenz verwaessert: V
Ein Mensch ^^ronte so gut als ein Insekt sein wie ein Insekt an61 eil fitfem^lSu* ^ ' /) /?

^^ /



MERTON (p. 116)

Oh Gott, wozu dann leben, um eine vorgeschriebene und rationierte
Luft zu atmen i

-Jede freie
Meinung, jeder Austausch lebenskraeftiger Gedanken so erstickt
Von dem giftigen Motorenauspuff geistiger Motoren

J

Leidenschaften gleichgeschaltet, Wissbegierde gleichgeschaltet,
Bestreben gleichgeschaltet,

Kultur und Anmut und alücjeße Dinge, daran ich hing,
Gleichmaessig verteilt unter deil Meege^und gewuerzt fuer ihren

Gaumen i /-^3cf
Dies ist der Zeitpunkt fuer den, der Stolz hat, seinen Stolz beim

Griff zu packen
lÄid sich die Eingeweide damit aufzuschlitzen; dies ist der Zeitpunkt

fuer das Individuum, fuer mich.
Sich einzusperm in seinem Zimmer»«# und davon lp^zukij|mfl^n>



CARL (p. 116)

Du, ein Individuum? - Du, Du rekrutierte Maus?
Du Harvard Club, Union Club, weisse Binde fuer die Oper, schwarze

Binde fuers Theater,
Die Hosenbeine dies Jahr ein wenig weiter, der Herr,
Ich rate zu dunkelblau statt schwarz, der Herr,
Pumps traegt man nicht mehr, der Herr,
Mah-Jonng, Kreuzwortraetsel, Anagram, Backgammon, Whist, Auction-

Bridge, Kontrakt-Bridge, - rekrutierte Mausi
Du bist 's Ja so gewohnt, flankiert zu werden rechts und links von
Leuten, die Dir gleichen,
Dass Du nicht aufrecht stehen koenntest, wenn sie wirklich je bei-

seite treten wuerdeni

Das ist noch das geringste Deiner Uebel, mein praecht'ger Knabe*
j£ir wissen, womit Du einen Baum erklettern wuerdest in Deiner Angst -
Es sei denn, dass es Dir das Klettern erschweren wuerde, in welchem
Falle Du
Auf dem Boden stehn und daran zupfen wuerdest, bis Du zu Tode zer-

kratzt waerst«

Das üebel ist. Du bist zu keinem Zwecke gleichgeschaltet:
Million Deinesgleichen, in gestreiften Socken marschiert im Gaense-

schritt Ihr nirgendshin*

Du, ein Individuum?
Du Salat zum Mittagessen, Suppe zum Abendbrot,
Maine im Sommer, Florida im Winter,
Weibumwedelnder Hundeverehrer

i

"Mertie, ich glaube, ich hab mein Strickzeug im Wohnzimmer gelassen.»'
(Na und, zum Teufel, ist das meine Sache? - Bist Du gelaehmt?) Aber

das sagst Du nicht etwa.
"Mertie, wir speisen heute abend mit den Klein-Kinkerlitzchens."
(Zum Teufel, ohne michi) Du tust es trotzdem*

"Verflucht noch mal, muss ausgerechnet Dein Hund den einzigen Stuhl
besetzen, auf dem man sitzen kann und Licht zum Lesen hat?"

Antwort heisst: Ja.

Stricke, stricke.
Lies im Dunkeln.
Hunde auf Jedem Sitzgestell,
Cadillac voller Hundefell.

"Mertie, moechtest Du die Hunde nicht spazieren fuehren?"

Millionen Deinesgleichen, die die Hunde spazierenfuehren und respektvollWarten, waehrend sie den Buergersteig verschmieren.

Oh, suesse, milde Nachti - Park Avenue liegt einsam und der Mond
scheint nieder

Auf all die kleinen Hundehaufen.



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Prom CONVERSATION AT MIDNIGHT (p. 30)

ANSELMO

If you live in the street called "Now", in a house named "Here"
If you live at number "Here North Now Street", let us say,
Then imraediate things, discomfort, sorrow, it is clear,
Are of first importance; you could feel no other way,
But if you pitch your tent each evening nearer the town
Of your true desire, and glimpse its gates less far,
Then you lay you down on nettles, you lay you down
With vipers, and you scarcely notice where you are#
The World is not relinquished; but the world assumes
Its proper place in that perspective, is not all;
Is harsh with envy, greed, assault, - or blooms
With friendship, courage, truth, is beautiful;
Yet is at best but an inn on a thoroughfare:
"Provinci al", one mig^t call the mind contented there.



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Prom GONVERSATIONi AT MIDNIGHT (P, 31)

RICARDO

All creatures, to siirvive,
Adapt themselves to the changing conditions \mder ^Ich

they live;
If they can grow new faculties to meet the new
Necessity, they thrive;
Otherwise not; the inflexible organism, however much alive
Today, is tomorrow extinct. Man, until aware
Of God as a condition of his spiritual environment, would

know no need of prayer«
Man, then, has not invented God; he has developed Paith,
To meet a God already there.



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Prom CONVERSATION AT MIDNIGHT (p.ll2)

RICARDO

It is dlfficult to dramatize the liberal attltude; therefore we
have no following. Our flag,

Unless It flap at half-mast, floats too high
Por the crude of vislon to perceive.
We weave
No pattern of uniformed men in the shape of our emblem;

we sing no lusty song; we have no battle-cry.
Bright colour and insistent noise attrqct
The raultitude, wlthout whose perilous favour
We may exist, but cannot act«
The simple man wants food, and wants to fight and sing,
How shall the thoughtful, the unshouted thing
Prevail wlth him? Though it should feed him better than

ever he was fed before,
Offering no outlet for his intense but simple spirit's need. nomarching,
Monotonous,..,hypnotic; no dances easy to learn;
It offers him food, and nothing more.

Only by self-defilement could a liberal party eam
A place among the branded herds; and to retUjpn
Prom shoddy years, from Avernus, is not easy.
Caught
In the amorphous amber of vulgarity would sit at length.
Helpless and fossilized, the winged, the noble thought.
Vulgarity alone has strength.



EDNA ST^ VINCENT MILLAY

Prom CONVERSATION AT MIDNIGHT (p. 115)

RICARDO

All soll Is rock xinder the wafted seed of Reason:
Wherever It falls, it falls on stony ground*
Sentiment, jealousy, cruelty, anger fear
Tap at the door of the mind and are admitted at once;
But Reason knocks in vain at that occupled ear;
It has no appointment, and the mind is in Conference.

The End might Justify the Means, if the End could stand
Pure of the Means, but it cannot, it is for ever polluted;
Its ear is whispered in, it nods, it smiles,
It puts on fat, it abdicates, - and the Means
Assuiries its radiant crown.
Stalin is the Means
Seated in the throne of the End»



EDNA ST. VimmT MILLAY

From CONVERSATIOH AT MIDIJIGIIT (p. 115)

RICARDO

All soll la rock tinder the wafted seod of Reason;
^lierever It falls, It falls on stony ground.
Sentlirient, Joalousy, cruelty, anger fear
Tap at the door of the mlnd and are admitted at once:
But Reason knocks in vain at that occupled ear;
It has no appointuent, and the mind Is in Conference*

The End might Justify the Means, If the End could stand
Pure of the Means, but it cannot, it is for ever polluted;
Its oar is whispered in, it nods, it smiles,
It puts on fat, it abdicates, - and the Means
Assuiaes its radiant crown*
Stalin is the Means
Seated in the throne of the End.



EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY

Prom CONVERSATION AT MIDNIGHT (p. 30)

ANSELMO

If you live in the street called "Now", in a house named '•Here"
If you live at niimber "Here North Now Street", lot us say,
Then immediate thlngs, discomfort, sorrow, it is clear,
Are of flrst importance; you could feel no other way»
But if you pitch your tent each evening nearer the town
Of your true desire, and glimpse its gates less far,
Then you lay you dowi on nettles, you lay you down
With vipers, and you scarcely notice where you are»
The World is not relinquished; but the world assuiries
Its proper place in that perspective, is not all;
la harsh with envy, greed, assault, - or blooms
With friendship, courage, truth, is beautiful;
Yet is at best but an inn on a thoroughTare

:

"Provincial", one migjit call the rnind contented there*



KDNA ST. ViriCKNT MILLAY

Prom CONVEHSATION« AT MIDNIGHT (?• 31)

RICARDO

All croatiires, to survivo,
Adapt thomselves to the changing condltlons under whlch

they 11va;
If they can grow new faculties to neet the new
Necesslty, thoy thrive;
Otherwise not; the inflexible organisüi, however much alive
Today, Is tomorrow extinct. Man, until aware
Of God as a condltion of his Spiritual environment, would

know no need of prayer.
Man, then, has not invented God; h© has doveloped Faith,
To meet a God already there«



EDNA ST. VINCiilNT MILLAY

Fvom CONVEHSATION AT MIDNIÖHT (p. 85)

RICARDO

Slnce, however, the intelllglble has failed us on evary hand,
how shall we hope

Por ransom save from the coffers of the unintelliglble alone?
Only In nadness, or in tho neadons adjacent to rnadness, is

there scopo
Today for tho stride of the tall imshackled. V/hat have we knov/n
That has not bound us? And slmll we sit for ever bound,
Shuffling our chalns Into tho yard for exerclse at an appointed

hour, to keep the siok thlng sound?

Too Diuch has been explored; too great a tract of polar ice
VVhere not even God has walked since first he called It good,

Is named "Marie"«
Should we not insist upon the body»s right to be drowned
In water xinfathoned? - VYhy, no, - for there is no such sea«
The pluimoet has poked at our grave; the officlal lead
Knows all, there 's not a word unsaid#

VVho then would not depart with me
Into the ünpolluted, into the only Free?
Where Memory ia a dissJLpätlng gas, viäiore Reason
Draws off its boots; whore to think twice
Is the only treason.

Let US go mad while there is yet tiine, under our own direction,
not walt

Por the leisurely and outmodod spindle of an archaic Fate
To spin our destiny. Now, now under the scrubbed skin
Jab neatly the unhygienic noodie, thrust in
The fluid, drink
Like sand all proud excesses, all abandons, thinlc
To the end of thought, and leavo that rutted read
Abrupt ly whero it ends, pursue
The faintly vislble track
Until it widena and is smoothed out, and there is no road

but you.



EDNA ST, VINCENT MILLAY

Prom CONVEI^SATION AT MIDNIOIIT (p.ll2)

RICARDO

It is dlfficult to dramatize the liberal attltude; therefore we
have no following» Our flag,

Unleas It flap at half-mast, floats too high
For the crude of Vision to perceive»
V/e weave
No pattern of uniformed men in the shape of our ernbleiaj

we sing no luaty song; we have no battle-crv«
Bright colour and insistent noise attr^ct
The multitude, without whose periloua favour
V/e may exist, but cannot act,
The simple man wants food, and wants to fight and singt
How shall the thoughtful, the unshouted thing
Prevail with him? Though it should feod him better than

ever he was fed before,
Offering no outlet for his intense but sinple spirit^s need. no

marching,
Monotonous,,..hypnotic; no dances easy to learn;
It offers him food, and nothing rnore,

Only by self-defilement could a liberal party earn
A place among the branded herds; and to return
From shoddy years, from Avernus, is not easy.
Caught •^

In the amorphous amber of vulgarity would slt at length,
Helpless and fossilized, the wlnged, the noble thoußht.
Vulgarity alone has strennth*



EDIU ST. VINCiJir MILLAY

Aus ÖESPRAiiCH UM MITTiiRNACIIT (S* ll5)

RICARDO

Jeder Boden wird zum Felsen unter dem verwehten Sanon der
Vernunft;

Wohin er ixamer faellt, er faellt auf steinigen Grund,
Affekte, Eifersucht, Furcht, Aerger, Grausamkeit,
Sie klopfen an des Geistes Tor und finden gleich Audienz;
Nur die Vernunft schlaegt sich die Finger vmnd; der Geist

hat keine Zeit
Puer iinerwarteten Besuch; der Geist haolt Konferenz»

Der Zweck heiligt das Mittel, Ja, - wenn der Zweck an Ende
vorschont

Und unboruelirt das LIittol uobei^stuendOj^ doch das kann er
nicht, er bleibt befleckt;

Sein Olir wird vollgefluestert, er nickt, or laechelt.
Er setzt Fett an, er dankt ab, ^ und das Uittel
üeberniunt die Stralilenkrone*
Stalin ißt das Mittel,
Das auf dem Sitz des Zweckes thront.



FRANC OIS VILLON

BALLAD

I die of thlrst close to the flowing fountainsj
Aglow with heat, my teeth are chattorlng;
In lay low homeland I*m on di stant mountalns.
And near the stove I can't help shiverlng;
Bare as a worm, yet vested as a king,
I laugh through tears and wait in hopelessness,
Pinding ray solace in the worst distress,
I live for pleasures, though enjoying none;
While potent, I am weak and powerless,
Welcoined by clLI, rebuffed by everyone»

Nothing seems sure to me but the uncertain.
Nothing obsc\u»e but what is evident;
I do not doubt a thing unless it's certain;
I hold that science is pure accident;
In winning all I lose each Single cent;
V/hen day appears, I say: "God bless your night I"

Fiat on the ground I>m frightened by the height;
I'm well-to-do, though money I have none;
Expecting legacies, I have no legal right,
Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone.

I care for nothing, using no excuses
To strive for goods whlch not for me are meant;
He serves me best who heaps me with abuses
And speaks the truth the more he*s insolent;
My friend is he who proves in argument
That a white swan's a raven black as night;
And he who hurts me helps me out of spite.
It's one to me if right or wrong is done.
My thoughts escape the more I hold them tight,
Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone

L^ENVOI

Most Clement Prince, I beg you to believe
That words I know, though sonse I canH perceive;
Mine is the law that rules the common run#
V/hat most I do? Why? Wages I retrieve,
Welcomed by all, rebuffed by everyone.
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CHRISTIAK HORGENSTERN

LAEl^SCHÜTZ

Palmstroem liebt, sich In Geraeusch i^u v/lck0ln,
teils zur Abwehr wider fremde Laerme,
tellß um sich vor drittem Ohr zu echlrmen.

Und so laosst er sich um seine Zimmer
>;a8ßerroehren legen, welche brausen.
Und ergeht sich, eo behuetet, oft In

ßtundenlanc^en Monoloeen, stunden-
langen Monolof^-en, gleich dem Redner
von Athen, der In die Brandunr bruellte,

gleich Demosthenes am Strand des Meeres.

NOISE PROTECTION

Palmstroem llkes to \frap hlmself In nolses,
partly to deflect oxtemal loudness,
partly to protoct himself from listenors.

Thus he has Installod In hls apartment
water plpee vfhlch make a constant uproar
whlle he launches, aafe wlthln thlo shelter,

by the hour sollloqules upon so-*
llloqulee, Just llke the orator of
Athens shoutlnc to the roarln^^ watera,

llke Doraosthenoa uiK>n the seashore.



CHRISTIilN MORQENSTKRN

DAS KNIE

Ein Knie geht einsam durch die Welt.
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts I

Es ist kein Bamwl Es ist kein Zeltl
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.

Im Kriege ward einnal ein Mann
erschossen um und um.
Das Knie allein blieb unverletzt -

als V7aer*s ein Iloilip.tiixn.

Seitdem geht's einsam durch die Welt
Sa ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.
Es ist kein Bauin, es ist kein Zelt.
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.

THE KNEE

A knee walks through the world, alone.
A knee, that's all there isl
It*s not a treel It's not a stonel
A knee, that's all there is.

Once in the war a man was shot
to shreds and bits of dirt»
His knee alone, as though it were
a relic, stayed unhurt.

Since then It roams the world, alone.
A knee, that's all there is.
It's not a tree, it's not a stone#
A knee, that's all there is.



DAS WASSER

Ohne Wort, ohne Wort
rinnt das Wasser IminerfortJ
andernfalls, andernfalls
spraech* es doch nichts andres alsj

Bier und Brot, Lieb und Treu, •
tind das waere auch nicht neu«
Dieses zeigt, dieses zeigt,
dass das Wasser besser schweigt»

THE V/ATER

Hot a Word, not a word
speaks the water, undeterred
on its way, on its way;
otherwise it would Just sayj

Beer and bread, dear and true,
and that would be nothing new»
Let's attest, let^s atteat:
Silence suits the water best«



t:u

DIE BEIDEH BSEI.

Ein finstrer lüsel sprach einmal
zu soinem ehlichen Gemahl:

"Ich bin so dumm^ du bist so duiam,
wir vrollen sterben 3:chen, kumml"

Doch ?/ie es komnit so oefter eben:
Die beiden blieben froehlich leben«

THE T\70 ASSES

An ass in a depressive State
spoke thus onc© to his wedded rnata:

"I axa SO dumb, you are so dtimb,
let^s ßo and die together, comel"

Bat as it happens almost daily:
The two continued living gaily*



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

DER VERGESS

Er war voll Bildungshung, indes,

soviel er las

und Wissen ass,

er blieb zugleich ein Unverbess,

ein Unver, sag ich, als Vergess;

ein Sieb aus Glas,

ein Netz aus Gras,

ein Vielfress -

doch kein Haltefrass.

THE FORGET

His culture crave was great, and yet,

for all the greed

that made him read,

he still remained illit, invet,

invet, I Said, as a forget;

a sieve of glass,

a net of grass

,

a glut -

but not a holdingfeed.



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

DER VERGESS

Er war voll Bildungshung, indes,

soviel er las

und Wissen ass,

er blieb zugleich ein Unverbess,

ein Unver, sag ich, als Vergess;

ein Sieb aus Glas,

ein Netz aus Gras,

ein Vielfress -

doch kein Haltefrass.

THE FORGET

His culture crave was great, and yet,

for all the greed

that made him read,

he still remained illit, invet,

invet, I Said, as a forget;

a sieve of glass,

a net of grass,

a glut -

but not a holdingfeed.



THE PIOUS GIAIJT

Korf meets a giant tralned to hold
in his mouth all that bis matö
does not care for.

He will therefore,
night and day, whenever she may atate
such deslre, let his Ups unfold

patlently and push without delay
behlnd his teeth what happens to be in hör way.

And ther6*s qulte a lot in her way. One could in fact
not possibly say what, to be exact,

from moth to mamiTiOth, in a manner of speaklng, meets
wlth her disapproval» You'll find there entire streets,
whole towns füll of people, youUl find gardens and lanes,

rivers and mountains next to wigs, beards and canes,
dishes, dresses and whatnots; to make it short,
a whole world Is assembled at aforesaid resort«

Korf is disapproved of and taken religiously
into the giant husband*s protective custody.

And only his belng a ^spirit", as elsewhera explained,
accounts for the fact that he is but briefly detained*



CHiaSTIAK MORGENSTERN

PALMSTRCDi AK EIKE NACHTIGALL,
DIE IHN NIGHT ÖCHLAFEI^ LIESS

Mcechtest du dich nicht In olnen Fisch verwandeln
und ceßQJ^Sllch demontsprechend handeln/
da es sonst unmoee^llch Ist,
dass mir unternachtß des Schlafes Labe
bluehti die loh nun doch notwendlr habel

Iti ee, wenn du edel blstl

l^olne Frau Im Neet wird dich auch so bewundem,
wenn du o:^©nzllch In der Art der Flundern
auftrittst und Im Wipfel wohllf ruhst
oder, eine fließende Makrele,
sie umflatterst, holde Phllomol©

(•die du mir p'öwlss die Liebe tustl)

PALfiSTRQEK TO A NIGHTINOALE
mo KEPT HIK FROK SLEH-ING

"Would you klndly chanee Into a fish for me
and adapt your oonr accordln'^ly?
For I See no other way to find
the rofreshlnr e'i^t of sleep at nlpht
whlch Is after all my human rl^htj

Do it, If you are of noble mlndl

Your wlfe'o admlratlon will h^ Just as boundleos
If you face her as a flo\mder, soundleos,
restlnr comfortably in the tree,
or you oould, a flylnf mackarel,
flap around her, lovely Phllomel

(who will not deny thls 11 tle courtesyD^**



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

DIE TRICHTER

Zwei Trichter wandeln durch die Nacht

•

Durch Ihres Rximpf s verengten Schacht
fllesst weisses Mondllcht

still und heiter
auf Ihren
Waldweg

U.S.
w.

U' c.«^

THE FUNNELS

Two funnels v/ander through the night.
Their tapered torsos guido the ^^iite

light of the moon ~

to flow upon
their path
serenely
andr-Bo

on.

'T-^-^eM.jGL

„-c^pö^-t^ *€c^.4 X^^v^^d^^-^i

jp
xC^-t. CM^'^^ -<- ';^*

(}

^.



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

THL I4AIL-0RDER HOÜSE (DAS WARMHAUS)

Palmßtroem flndß that llfe tastes stalo
If it lackß
baolc food, i.e» hls mallt

Tliree times daily he 's all wound
up inslde«
Daily there^s the same old round}

Rarely does a letter slide
wlth a plop
dovm his mailbox deep and vide*

Morbidly he öcolda the man
whom we all
trußt to do the best ho can#

Then, remembei'ine there la
Bometliin^ calleds
"Order House for Minor Bliso**,

He requestß there by the pail
(quasi fi*esh) t

quarterly ''Aeeorted Mail"!

Now he gets continuously
lettere of
every kind and quality.

Evex^yone rolates to hiia
through the mail,
Sharps hls liie:htest wish and whim.

PalmBtroem seeo hl3si«elf thus tled
euddenly
to the World on every slde,..

And he feels somewhat at aea»«»
but thiß Is
Bimply the "O.H^M^E.*



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

THE T\VO PARALLELS

Two parallele extended
into inflnity,
two uprlght Souls, descended
from a decent famlly.

They firmly had decided
that they would never meet:
thus to remain divided
v^as their supreme conceit.

When they had come to cover
ten light-years side by slde,
each solitary lover
had lost hls earthly prlde.

Were they still as they started,
irnable to imite?
They flowed like two departed
souls through eternal light.

Eternal llght dissolved them,
and one became the palr;
eternity engulfed them,
two Seraphim, as it were.





CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

THE MAIL-ORDER HOUSE (DAS WARENHAUS)

Palmstroem finds that llfe tastes stale
if it lacks
basic food, i.e* his mall.

Three times daily he 's all woiind
up inside.
Daily there's the same old round:

Rarely does a letter slide
with a plop
dovm his mailbox deep and wide.

Morbidly he scolds the man
whom we all
trust to do the best he can.

Then, remembering there is
something called:
"Order House for Minor Bliss"

,

*

He requests there by the pail
(quasi fresh)

:

quarterly "Assorted Mail"!

Now he gets continuously
letters of
every kind and quality.

Everyone relates to him
through the mail,
shares his älightest wish and whim.

Palmstroem sees himself thus tied
suddenly
to the World on every side. • •

And he feels somewhat at sea..,
but this is
simply the "O.H.M.B*"



OHRlETIAa MOftOKHSTEEK

Tlu. MlL^^Omm HOUSE (MS WARKHHÄUa)

Paim«troea tinäB thitt llfe tas
If It lack»
b&slo food^ l^e^ hlö man*

t08 BUkl0

*rhr0# timM dally h»*s tai woimd
Up inaide«
ßally thert^*» th« same old rouadi

with a plop
da-si^n Ms mallbox d®©p and w

Morbldly ha scoldB th<t £äiia
nbosi V0 all
tru8t to do ti^o b©0t ho c?m#

oomotlilnu üaH0d5
**Order Hou3# lor Minor Bllca**^

H0 roquoßtß th#ni by the pall
(quasi fraah)>
quarterly *^\eöort0d Mall'^i

Kow ho Föts oontlnuoualy
lettors of
%'70rj klnd and qiiRllty.

Evaryojie r<ilat^s to hii:a

throuith tho laall^
•haroß hiö tllgliUiit wl«h and whija.

Palni8tro^3@ga soea himeelf thus tl
©uddonly
to tho World on evory öidet«.

And h« foola goMNMit at aoa«««
but thie le
ölsiply tho •*Ü.HtM*B#*'



CI1RI3TIAE MCRGEHSTEIK

laeri^schut;

ralmstroorr; licht, alch In Goraeuech zu wickeln,
teile 2ur Abwehr idLder fremde Laermo,
teile xm sich vor dritten Ohr z\x schirmen«

Und so laosct er sich um seine Zimmer
ifaeoerroehren lernen, welche brausen#
Und ergeht sich, eo behuctet, oft In

atundenlanBon ilcnoloroni stunden-
langen Konolocen, plolch dorn Iledner
von Athen, der In die bronduntF bruollte,

gleich Demosthonos aa Strand doö Ilceree.

KOIDE PROTECTIOH

Palmetrocm llkee to ^^ap himcelf In noloos,
partly to defloot e?:tomal loudnceo,
partly to proteot hloeelf froia llatenere*

Tlxus ho haß Installed In hlo apartment
vratcr plpee v/hich maico a conßtcnt upixjar
whlle he Inunchoc, aofe \d.thln thie ehclter,

by the hotxr ßollloquic© uix>n eo-
llloquloß, Jußt llkc tho ci-utor of
Athonc öhoutlnc to the rourlnr wators,

llI:o Doiaccthenos upon the seachoro*



THS PI GUS GIANT

Korf meets a f^iant trained to hold
in bis mouth all that his mate
does not care for*

He will therefore,
night and day, whenever she may state
such desire, let his Ups unfold

patiently and push v;ithout delay
behind bis teeth what bappens to be in her way.

And there's quite a lot in her way, One could in fact
not possibly say what, to be exact.

from moth to manunotb, in a manner of speaking, meets
v/itb her disapproval. You'll find there entire streets,
whole towns füll of people, you'll find gardens and lanes.

rivers and mountains next to v/if^s, beards and canes,
dishes, dresses and whatnots; to make it short,
a whole world is assembled at aforesaid res ort.

Korf is disapproved of and taken religiously
into the giant husband's protective custody.

And only his beinp^ a ^^spirit", as elsewhere explained,
accounts for the fact that he is but briefly detained.



BIM, BAM, BUM

Ein Glockenton fliegt durch die Nacht,
als haett» er Vogelfluegel,
er fliegt in roemischer Kirchentracht
wohl ueber Tal und Huegel.

Er sucht die Glockentoenin BIM,
die ihm vorausgeflogen;
d.h. die Sache ist sehr schlinmi,
sie hat ihn naemlich betrogen.

"0 komm," so ruft er, '»komm, dein BAM
erwartet dich voll Schmerzen.
Komm wieder, BIM, geliebtes Lamm,
dein BAM liebt dich von Herzenl"

Doch BIM, dass ihr»s nur alle wisst,
hat sich dem BTOI ergeben;
der ist zwar auch ein guter Christ,
allein das ist es eben.

Der BAM fliegt weiter durch die Nacht
wohl ueber Wald und Lichtung.
Doch, ach, er fliegt iimsonstl Das macht,
er fliegt in falscher Richtung.



DIE MITTAGSZEITUNG

Korf erfindet eine Mittagszeitung,
v/elche, wenn man sie gelesen hat,
ist man satt«
Ganz ohne Zubereitung
irgend einer andern Speise.
Jeder auch nur etv/as Weise
haelt das Blatt»

THE LUNCH EDITION

Korf invents a ?tfi,per, l^^iÄch edition,
^th«rfer--"when you-hHT^e-reac^
f i 1 1 s -yOH4%HPuXy ,- ^•'^«f^T^-

It Pi'ovides co|^iplete nutrition
without Tii^lilJf^crbod supplies.
Everyone who's only somewhat wise
gets it duly*

r
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DAS WASSER

Ohne Wort, ohne V/ort
rinnt das Wasser imirierfort

;

andernfalls , andernfalls
spraech» es doch nichts andres als:

Bier und Brot, Lieb und Treu, -

und das waere auch nicht neu.
Dieses zeigt, dieses zeigt,
dass das Wasser besser schweip-t.

THE WATER

Not a Word, not a word
speaks the water, undeterred
on its way, on its way;
otherwise it would just say:

Beer and bread, dear and true,
and that would be nothing new.
Let*s attest, let's attest:
Silence suits the v/ater best#



DIE MITTAGSZEITUIIG

Korf erfindet eine Mittagszeltixngt
welche, wenn man sie gelesen hat,
Ist xioan satt,
Qanz ohne Zubereltimg
Irgend einer andern Speise.
Jeder auch nur etwas V/else
haelt das Blatt*

THE LUITCH EDITION

g(c^< rf^f
Korf Invents a i^ape«^; lunch edltlon,
that, ^hQx^-^<>\x~^hG^m-i^&d' isp-d^^^
fllls you-^tmly.^ i^-ic <^<^^c^C

It provldes con.plete nutritlon
wlthout further food supplles»
Everyone who Is but halfway wlse
£etalit-4^ily

,

(
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CHRISTIAN MORGENSTKilN

THE TOÜ PARALLELES

Two parallels -^Ä^end^d 0^<-jh^ft ^^-^^^ /.

two upright ßouls, descended ^

They ^i-3ff^±y-4iÄd_decided

^»/fto their "gxipreme concelt,

Vvhen they ted coinc to cover
ten li,rht-.years side by side,
each solitary lover
had lost hls earthly pride. "

O^-^JSA---.

r^'i

^

Ji,-<. I^o^^

'.. *

Were they still as they ötarted,
unable to unlte?
They flovmd like two departed
ßouls throueh eternal ll^ht.

Lternal li^ht disBolved them, . nO "2^
and one beea»«-^th^-i^a4i»^ öu^-_^---r:^*''^=^^^^

eternlty enpulfed them, ^
two ^era^hi^

j^
HMk-4rt -W4«5« • r^ fc?rf.<jtfln -^ •

5^

crx^u-^.f-.2^rz56c:p^--tÄ2T>-r--^f-^^
A.

/f. IT^L^^cp{ ^"^^ C^^t:::-*::^«''^'*^^ ca^ ^i^^c^

0-j2 -i?; o-f^^-*^^

|f



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

DIE BEIDEN ESEL

Ein finstrer Esel sprach einmal
zu seinem ehlichen Gemahl:

"Ich bin so dumm, du bist so dumm,
wir wollen sterben gehen, kumm!"

Doch wie es kommt so öfter eben:
Die beiden blieben fröhlich leben.

THE TWO ASSES

An ass in a depressive state
spoke thus once to his wedded mate:

"I am so dumb, you are so dumb,
let's go and die together, come !

"

But as it happens almost daily,
the two continued living gaily.

LÄRMSCHUTZ

Palmström liebt, sich in Geräusch zu wickeln,
teils zur Abwehr wider fremde Lärme,
teils um sich vor drittem Ohr zu schirmen.

Und so lässt er sich um seine Zimmer
Wasserröhren legen, welche brausen.
Und ergeht sich, so behütet, oft in

stundenlangen Monologen, stunden-
langen Monologen, gleich dem Redner
von Athen, der in die Brandung brüllte,

gleich Demosthenes am Strand des Meeres.

NOISE PROTECTION

Palmström likes to wrap himself in noises,
partly to deflect external loudness,
partly to protect himself from listeners.

Thus he has installed in his apartment
waterpipes which make a constant uproar
while he launches, safe within this shelter,
by the hour soliloquies upon so-
liloquies, just like the orator of
Athens shouting to the roaring water,

like Demosthenes upon the seashore.



Bier und Brot, Lieb und Treu,-
und das wäre auch nicht neu.
Dieses zeigt, dieses zeigt,
dass das Wasser besser schweigt.

THE WATER

Not a Word, not a word
speaks the water, undeterred
on its way, on its way;
otherwise it would just say:

Beer and bread, dear and true,
and that would be nothing new.
Let's attest, let*s attest:
silence suits the water best.

DAS KNIE

Ein Knie geht einsam durch die Welt.
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts!
Es ist kein Baum! Es ist kein Zelt!
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.

Im Kriege ward einmal ein Mann
erschossen um und um.
Das Knie allein blieb unverletzt -

als wärs ein Heiligtum.

Seitdem gehts einsam durch die Welt.
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.
Es ist kein Baum, es ist kein Zelt.
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.

THE KNEE

A knee walks throug the world alone.
A knee, that * s all there is.
It*s not a tree! It's not a stone

!

A knee, that ' s all there is.

Once in the war a man was shot
to shreds and bits of dirt.
His knee alone, as though it were
a relic, stayed unhurt

.



THE END OF ENCHANTMENT

The Frog has gone back to his well,
no more to be spurned, debased or reborn
in human form.

The Old King has been dethroned,
his Castle burned

,

or turned into a boarding school

.

The Princess, no longer beautiful,
lives on her own, abandoned

,

first by a part-time lover,
then by her son.

There are no more Fairies
or Little Wise Men
offering free advice
on how to convert
dirt into gold
or rags into riches.
Their secrets are now sold
by Marketing Companies.

Even Witches
have graduated
from brooms to Shopping carts.
Since they conceal their spells,
like ordinary women,
one may have trouble telling them apart.

The woods have all been cleared
of ancient trees
to fill a growing need for pleasure parks
in areas that attract light industry.
No longer dark, they represent a model
of family friendly cost effectiveness

.

But , make no mistake,
even new pleasure parks
may still be füll of dangers,
so you are told by people you don't know
who have identified you as a member of

their generation, though one/^who clearly lacks

the wisdom of the old.
That 's why they warn you to beware of strangers,

since even friends and neighbors
cannot be trusted anymore,
and surely,^4hey insist, you must admit
that altogether life has changed ^f

CUc<J:^ €cCiS*^'^'^ <^>e^t^^-^--j ^ ' ' "^

(f^'



IIS Lhe valu^j thaL It häd beTöTe.
What can you expect
when even ßrivacy has lost its pride
as a result of either
excessive governmeht control
and/or indecent
oxpoDuiro by the

—

Hie_diQ,?
And.^i::tJ^tgy^"^ö"'ou'^Ttf "^asie wnatever happene
to Dignity 'and(j)ecency^ /^L^o U-^CO^'^^^^-ß-^e^ P

«- our parentö taucht us to respect? _ •our parpntö taught. us to respe<
all We know, they »SHi^^brg •€orced

ied to their beds

-^e^r^ ^^-'^

For
tu eiid

—

Lhelr^-days
in fraudulent retirement homes.

And what about yourself

,

you ask yourself, <a^
appearing here as/witness
of^th f^spj^pa 1 nfn] qy^H i-Qnfusin^ nnnn^is^
as though you had no part in b^^« yourself?

you f

i

-»d—«inything that iiP. fÜrn' nrw
tkat n Lilly ijb' mt^anloJ^ul—t»o juu? ^3u^^

.
* I^;4*e«eH»bjBr the

' .O^ .-i-ft-his oldfashioned innocence,
hring—

t

ro mnkg miotakoc .

He is still ^^^re , unchanged,
and he will outlast
armies of witches with shoppingcarts
and all the other unspeakable spells.
Forever young

,

he remains
true to himself in bis pursuit of Illusion,
forever in love
with one of the totally
useless arts.

^U^^^ /

^XyCy<J2.<^CC^^

^
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Since then it roams the world alone.
A knee, that * s all there is.
It's not a tree, it*s not a stone.
A knee, that * s all there is.

DAS TELLERHAFTE

Das Tellerhafte naht heran
auf sieben Gäansefüssen

.

Das Tellerhafte naht heran,
mein Dasein zu entsüssen.

Es naht sich im gestreckten Lauf
als wie der Gaul dem Futter;
bald liegts als wie ein Fisch ihm auf
und bald wie Brot und Butter.

Ich fühle mich so recht verhext
als wie in alten Mären:-
Ich werde, werde wohl demnext
ein Galgenkind gebären.

THE CHI-NA-WARE-NESS

The chi-na-ware-ness is afoot,
equipped with rhyme and meter.
The chi-na-ware-ness is afoot
my joy-in-life depleter.

It is afoot in füll career
like horses drawn to fodder,
now as a fish it will appear
and now as bread and butter.

I feel as though I have been trixed
by ancient fairies, maybe

.

I fear, I fear I am pre-fixed
to bear a gallow*s baby.



FLY'S-EYE VIEW

When you, my love, had left,

The World became an empty China plate

And I a fly on its periphery.

But would another - real - fly perceive

The painted scenery? And would it peer

Into the precipice beneath the flowered ed^e?

While it would note the lack of nourishment,

It would not wonder why the world is flat.

And - unlike me - to satisfy its needs

It could take off in search of better worlds.



CHRISTIAN MORGENSTERN

DIE BEIDEN ESEL

Ein finstrer Esel sprach einmal
zu seinem ehlichen Gemahl:

"Ich bin so dumm, du bist so dumm,
wir wollen sterben gehen, kumm!"

Doch wie es kommt so öfter eben:
Die beiden blieben fröhlich leben.

THE TWO ASSES

An ass in a depressive state
spoke thus once to his wedded mate

:

"I am so dumb, you are so dumb,
let's go and die together, come !

"

But as it happens almost daily,
the two continued living gaily.

LÄRMSCHUTZ

Palmström liebt, sich in Geräusch zu wickeln,
teils zur Abwehr wider fremde Lärme,
teils um sich vor drittem Ohr zu schirmen.

Und so lässt er sich um seine Zimmer
Wasserröhren legen, welche brausen.
Und ergeht sich, so behütet, oft in

stundenlangen Monologen, stunden-
langen Monologen, gleich dem Redner
von Athen, der in die Brandung brüllte,

gleich Demosthenes am Strand des Meeres.

NOISE PROTECTION

Palmström likes to wrap himself in noises,
partly to deflect external loudness,
partly to protect himself from listeners«

Thus he has installed in his apartment
waterpipes which make a constant uproar
while he launches, safe within this shelter,
by the hour soliloquies upon so-
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Athens shouting to the roaring water

like Demosthenes upon the seashore



liloquies, just like the orator of
Athens shouting to the roaring water,

like Demosthenes upon the seashore.

THE WATER

Not a Word, not a word
speaks the water, undeterred
on its way, on its way;
otherwise it would just say:

Beer and bread , dear and true,
and that would be nothing new.
Let*s attest, let's attest:
silence suits the water best.

DAS KNIE

Ein Knie geht einsam durch die Welt.
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts!
Es ist kein Baum! Es ist kein Zelt!
Es ist ein Knie, sonst nichts.

Im Kriege ward einmal ein Mann
erschossen um und um.

M'
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STRIPTEASE

83:awomir Hrozek
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(The stage iB bare except for two chalrs, Two doors, one
on the left and one on the rlght aide, should be In clear
View of the audience, When the curtaln rises there Is
no one on stage. One can hear stränge rattllng and
riimbllng nolses whlch may so\md vaguely familiär but
cannot be Identlfled. The door on the left opens and
Mr. 1 comes rushlng In. He Is mlddle-aged, neatly but
conventlonally dressed, and carrles a brlefcase. Obvlously
he Is not Interested In his present envlronment but
rather preoccupled wlth somethlng that has Just happened
outslde. He should convey the Impression that he has
not entered the stage of hls ovni will. He flnally looke
around and adjust s hls sult. The door remalns sllghtly
ajar. A few moments later Mr. II rushes In through the
door on the rlght. He looks llke an exaot repllcÄ of
Mr. I and also carrles a brlefcase. The secondldoor is
not completely closed elther.) ^

Mr. I: Extraordlnaryl

Mr. II: Inoredlblel

Mr« I; I was ^oaä: Walking ^as us^al.««

Mr. II : Ab natural
m

Mr« I: When suddenly... .

Mr. II:

Mr. I: (as though Just becomlng aware of the presence of Mr. Jl)

How dld you get here?

Mr. II : ¥e*fe=ahQUlc yather Aask, what ^e4nir^ here, or teK=£.

fiere.

Mr. I: (agaln followlng hls ovm thoughts) Outrageousi

Mr. II: (as though sllghtly mlmloklng Mr. I) Preposterousl
A Kj/riir\<^ a(o^i

.N »r».'

Mr. I: I was slmply Walking,, or perhaps rather

Mr. li: Yes, that's rlghtl You were certalnly headlng for

a dofln4r^ go^l«

' Mr. I: How do you know?

* Mr. II I It*B dxtdKxx obvlous.

. . .

was walkln»^or rather
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/

^/

yoiYraalf.

Mr« I: You took the wozkLs rlght out of my mouth. As I sald,

I was heading for thle -gecti^when Buddenly^,*

Hr« II: And, ainA you / thle was a^lpMCl
^^%* •^^^ ^^^ - ^^^ -«w

Mr* Ii Exactlyl And wlth consclous Intent, mlnd you, wlth

füll consclous intent. ••

Mr. II 1 Obeying the dlctates of your consclence, motlvated by

falth and reason,

Mr. I: You* re j^eading my cthoughts. As I was saylng, I followed

the ceurse most B^utable^ror my pnrijii fmjfwügn Buddenly...

Mr. II: (confidentlally) They beat you?

Mr. I: Oh, no! (also confidentlally) And you?

Mr. II: God forbldl I mean, I don't know aatthlng. That^s

all I can say.

Mr. I: What was Ivr f

Mr. II: That's hard to dofin^ ^'^^It was llke a glgantlo elephant

blocklng the street. üt*-"^i€fc6 4r4 riots? First I had

the Impression of a flood, then of a picnlc. But belng

in such a fog. . •

Mr. I: That's truel It^s so foggy today you can hardly see

aSthing. No><irth €flLea s, I was trying to reach my part-

icui,ar destination. ..

Mr. II: Which you yourself ha

Mr. I: That's the exa^'truthl

r-e^/'

osen. .

.

s nothing. left to Chance.
"IT" ^

I had prepaj?ed everything to the last detail. My wife

and I often spend long hotirs plannlng ahead, planning

our entlre llfe.
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^
^^feittg all mapped out in advance.

«!egäy as a chlld...

Mr. I: (confideritlally) Dld you hear a volce?

Mr. II: I certalnly did. There was a volce.

Mr. I: Somethlng like a eaw... a persistent sound... no, actually

an Intermittent one.

Hr. II: A gigantic buzz saw,

Mr. I: But where the hell could a saw come from?

Mr. II: Perhaps it waen't a saw. Somethlng threw me to the

ground.

Mr. I: But what?

Mr. II: The worst is thlB uncertainty. Was it really

to the ground?

Mr. I: Where eise, if not to the ground? .

Mr. II: But was I really thrown? What a «ftsirof perplöxitlesl

I can't even teil whether:thls was a in

the exact^ clasBlcal sense, deserving of the name.

Though I had the Sensation of being thrown^ of lying,

it was perhaps... OU^U , 7

eÄe^rJby) A nsN hoing-thruw^^

Mr. II: Preciselyl And to teil the truth, I really have no

complaints. Did you see any people?

Mr. I: Are_there any at all?

Mr. II: Bxies^aK^ there are, bu:b with all this fog... it

doesn't seem likely.

Mr. 1: The worst of all is this lack of assxiranoe,

Mr. II: What oolor was it?

L
~>mMmwm.^^. .
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Hr. I: What?

Mr. III lt'8 so hard to flgure out anythlng, It was axmrt
something brlght. . . a Bort of rose color Iji^asjssrS^a,

wlth lead,

Hr* I: Nonsense!

Mr. II: (movlng over to Mr. I, after a pause) And still thej

hlt yöu'ln the Jawj

Mr* I: Me? - -

Mr, II: Me too, (Pause)

Mr. I: Well, anyway, now I can't get there fany more (pn tlmel

Mr. II: How about Just Walking out? Rlght nowl As though

nothing had happened?

Mr. I: Nö, noi
^

Mr. II: Are yöu afrald?

Mr. I: Me? Why should I be? I'm Just a llttle nervous. I

Just can't See,.,

Mr. II: That's because of the fog.

Mr. I: Dld they say we ehouldn

^

-t leave the room?

Mr. II: Who?

Mr. I: Who» were you thlnklng of?

Mr. II: Never mlndl

Mr. I: I've declded to stay put. The Situation will clear up

by itself.

Mr* II: But why? It may be quite possible for us to leave thia

room, xmlmpeded, and to continue on cur way. After

all, we can't really teil what's going on. Perhaps
'

, :: :>e ourselvee O^J^^'C^'^
[

•

•• * - *
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Mr. Ij Are you blaming yourself? Us7 We both knew where we
were going, each of us headlng for hla Bpeclfä!'^"^^

Mr. II: Then It was not our own fault?
Mr. I: No, unleas...

Mr. II: Unless? -

Mr. I: Vfeftt^o I know? Let y

, . \. i

Mr. II: if you're so

Mr. l: Definltelyl We h^ve to üae ' sound reasonlng In deallng
wlth thlB mattei*; (both alt down)

Mr. II: Perhaps you're right. (llstene) There'a nobody there.
Mr. l: Actually, there- s no cauae for concem. Is there?
Mr. II: No obvlous cause, i would aay.

Mr. l: Are you implying that there la a cau an obaoure one7
Mr. II: You have a mlnd of your own.

Mr. I: Let'aeatabllah the facta. '

Mr. II» All rlSlit, go ahead. . .

Mr. I, Very.well, then: Each of ua left hla houae accordlng
to plan and walked, or rather headed. aa you obaerved
correctly, In the dlrectlon of hla goal. The momlng
was brlak. the weather fair, the exlatence of wlfe and
ohlldren an eatabllahed fact. Each of ua knew what-
ever there was to be known. Of courae. we had no exact
Idea about the klnd of moleculea, not to apeak of atoma.
that our bedalde tablee are compoaed of, but after all,
there are apeclallata who deal wlth auch mattere. Baslo-
ally everythlng waa perfectly clear. Well ahaved,
oarrying our:practlcal aiid Indiapenaable brlefcaeea.

1:-

. i" »I > tm • :* I f
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we set out purposefully toward cur goal. The^Xllle
had beeh thoroughly oommltted to memory. But to be qulte
safe we had also noted them down In our 4«tB'^kB.
Am I correct?

Mr. II j XHx«x«ryxÄHt«üx On every polnt.

Mr. I, Now liBten carefuliyl At a certaln moment. as we were
pursulng our course, a courae that we had mapped out
in all detail and that was. so-to-speak. the end result
of all our rational calculatlons. somethlng happened
whlch,.. and thls 18 a polnt I muet Btre88...came en-
tlrely fxom the outelde, somethlng Beparate In itself
and Independent of us.

Mr. II, with resard to thls polnt, I^K^^lÄ-eome doubt.
Slnce we are unable to deflne the exact nature of the

.

oocurrence. and slnce we cannot even agree ae to Its
manlfeBtatlo^B... due to the fog or to whatever other
cauBes... we are m no posltlon to State wlth any degree
of certamty that thls somethlng oame excluelvely from
the outslde or that It was entlrely separate in Iteelf
and Independent of U8.

Mr. I: You are diecomposlng me.

Mr. II: I beg your pardon?

Mr. l: You're \iCthÜil "^J^/ f4^/6 .

Mr, II j i'm sorry.

Mr. I, ünfortunately, we are not able to detennine th« exaot
nature of the phenomenon, and...

V » Mr. II j That's Just what I Bald.

' f
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Mr. II: The words Just ellpped out efcoc^zacmtk . It non't

happen again,

Mr. Ij (contlnulng) We cannot even determlne wlth any appropri-

ate degree of accuracy what partlcular elements con-

ßtltuted thlB something, I beg your pardon?

Mr* II: I dldn't say aji^thlng.

Mr« I: I, for Inetance, percelved somethlng that seemed to

have the ehape of an anlmal, but still I cannot be

absolutely sure that It was not at the same tlme a

mlneral. Aotually, it seems to me that It Involved

energy rather than matter. I thlnk all thls may be

best deflned as a phenomenon hoverlng on the border-

llne of dlmenslons and deflnitlons, a connectlng link

between color, form, smell, welght, length and breadth,

shade, llght, dark, and so on and so forth.

Mr, II: Do you still feel any paln? Mine Is almost all gone.

Mr. l: Please don't Z^'^ij^j^^'"'^ h (Is lowesf \SJ^tl

}

Mr. II: I was Just asklng.

Mr. I: (contlnulng hls traln of thought) Thls much is certain:

We were helpless in the face of the phenomenon, and,

partly of our own will, as we were looking for shelter,

partly due to external pressure, we happened to find

ourselves in these stränge quarters which at that

critical moment were close at hand. Fortunately we found

the doors open. Needless to say, our original intentions

have thus been oompletely upset and, as it vere^ arrested.
'

''*

'

%
,'

Mr. II: I fully agree, /Hhat äre your oonclusiono? *

•i»'

f\iL atftmme'
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Mr. I, Thls 13 juat what I was co.lng to. Our »aln tae. now
18 to preeerve our calm and our personal dlgnlty. Thus,
It would seem to me, we still remaln In control of the

'

Situation. Baslcally, our freedom Is In no way limited.
Mr. II, You call thlc frocl-, our alttlng here?
Mr. I: But we oan walk out at any moment... the doors are open
Mr. II, Then let's gol We-ve wasted too n.uch tlme anyway.

ßJSSgr" """^ ^'^«^^« ^°1" 1« heard aa ^ the be-

Mr. I, What...? What« 8 that?

Mr. II j I told you we should go. •

Mr. I, Right now?

Mr. II, Are you afrald?

Mr. I, Not at all.

Mr. II, First you inslst on preservlng your personal dlgnlty
by assertlng your freedom, and then you don't even
want to leave whlle there la still tlme.

Mr. I, If I lert rlght now l would llmlt the Idea of freedom.
Mr. II, What do you mean?

Mr. I: Ifs qulte obvlous. What la freedom? it is the capac-
Ity Of maklng a cholce. As long as I am slttlng here,
knowlng that I can walk out of thls door, i am free.
But as soon as I get up and walk out, I have already
made my oholce, i have limited the posslhle courses
of aotlon, I have lost my freedom. I become the slave

'

of my own locomotlon.

Mr. II, But your slttlng here and not Walking out is Just an-

.

other way of maklng a cholce. You almply ohoo.e alt-
^

'

;. tlng rather than leavlng.
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Mr. Ij Wrongl Whlle I'm slttlng, I can stlli leave. If,

however, I do leave I preclude the alternative of

slttlng.

Mr. II j And thls makes you feel comfortable?

Mr. I: Perfectly comfortable. Unlimlted Inner freedom, that

Iß my answer to these stränge happenlngs. (Mr. II

gets up) What are you dolng?

Mr. II: i'm leavlng. I don't llke thla»

Mr. I: Are you Joklng?

Mr. II: i«m not trylng to. I belleve In extemal freedom.

Mr. I: And what about me?

Mr. II: Goodbye.

Mr. I: Please wal-tl Are you crazy? Xou don't even know what 's

out therel

(both doors close slowly) ^

Mr. II: Heyl What^s going on now?
*

Mr» It Don't oloee theml Don't close themj

Mr. II: All becauee of your babblingl We should have made up

our mlnds rlght away.

Mr. I: You don't have to blame me. If you had sat still, the

doors wouldn't have closed. It was your fault.

Mr. II: Now there's no way of flndlng out.

Mr. I: It's all because of you. Thanks to your behavlor we've

lost our Chance to get out.

(Mr. II goes to one of the doors and trles unsuooess-.
fully to open It)

Mr. II: Heyl Open up rlght nowl

Mr. I: Shhi Be quletl
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Mr. II: Why ehould I be qulet?

Mr, I: I don't know.

Mr* II j (gbes to the other door, knocks and llßtene) Lockedl

Mr. I: Do me a favor and slt dovml

Mr. II: Well, where Is It now, your precloua freedom?

Mr. I: I have nothing to blame myself for. My freedom remains

xmaffected.

Mr. II: But there*8 no way to get out now, Is th#re?

Mr. 1: The potentlal of my freedom hae remained imchanged.

I have not made a cholce, I have in no way confined

myeelf • The doors were closed for extemal reasons.

I an the Same person that I was before. As you may

have noticed, I did not even get up from my chair.

Mr. II j These doors are upsettlng me.

Mr. It My dear sir, while we are unable to influenae extemal

events, we must make every effort to preserve our

dignity and our inner balance. And with regard to

those we oommand an unlimited field, even though the

infinite variety of choices has been reduced to two

alternatives. These, of course, exlst only as long

as we do not choose either of them.

Mr. II: What eise could happen?

Mr. I: Do you think it may get worse?

Mr. II: I»ll try to knock on the wall... perhaps somebody le

there.

Mr. I: It is regretable that you have no regaa^d for the in-

vlolable^ nature of your personal freedom. I too oould
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toiock on the wall, but I won-t. if i dld, i would
preclude other posslbliitlea. auch as readlng the
papere I havs i„ my brlefcase or concentratlng on
last year'a horse races.

ahoe and bangs wi?J ?t apainatth. tM^^^^ °^^ "'^^
doora opena alowly. and in ?nLo ^^^l' °"® °^ the
alze. it resemblJ; ?Se o?d ?-!h.* "^^ °^ supematural
Hand wlth pomting Indlx f?;5A?^°?®^P^^"*®^'« Symbol:
The pftin, ahould bf SlghtS foL^ attached cuff

.

out clearly againat Sf aceneji ^iJhÄ " «*«^d
the Hand makee a monotonoualv^Ir,« +^ ^®"* ^"^®* flnger
directlo« of Mr. I?? beckcSJe^TSi:?)^"'*"^" ''^ ^'^^

(haa been the firat to notlce the Hand) Paastl
"'• "^

iS?l r KaMSSgf^ «"^"' ^-P« ^-8^S Wlth hls

«r.I, Paaatl 3top it, pieaael Don't you aee whafa go^g on.
(Mr. II tuma around. Mr t ,,«iv,+-. ^ ^.

• "^' -^ Points to the Big Hand)

Mr. I:

Mr. II I Somethlng new againi

ive? ?o'"it!°"iJrSL??o?^^^*M?^'°' «^- II >'alka
then it re^chea oSrin'^^^^blSu^u« '"'^f

^" ^« ^^^^^ß'

p^Jti^sraL%^^^\-CrÄ^^^^^^^ -"

Äa^fl^i?er?h%^ ?J°.' ^etSSlV^* ^^ ^^^^Ha^^.
Mr. 11-8 atomach with^lta iJd^w.r'^ repeatedly touchee
thia meana, Mr. II t^es of? 5a Sfr^n/lf^'f^e ^^»*
over. The Hand wi+v.^^««« ? ^^"^^ *^^ hands It
and beglSa Jo^^beSoTCo^^^/lf"*« *^*^°^* ^^^ ^elt

Mr. II Me?

aid not toook, tho»«h I «u,t .d.lt th.t Wh« .r oou,.g„.
*»

f » #**«>.
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toiocked I was hoplng that someone might hear It and

come In, that the Situation mlght be cleared up and

that we would be allowed to leave. Thls much I admlt,

but I didn't do any knocklng. (the Hand polnts to hls
Bhoes) I Protest. I repeat once more: the knocklng
was not done by me. i don't understand why I should

band over my shoes. (bends down to untle the laces)

I value my inner freedom. A llttle patlence, pleasej

Can't the Hand see that there's a knot here?

Personally I don't hold anythlng agalnet the Hand,

becauee my own conscience Is clear. I am determlned

to save my Inner freedom, even at the cost of my

extemal freedom... qulte the opposlte to my colleague
here. But I'm not hoIdlng anythlng agalnst hlm elther,

because, after all, what he does Is hls own buslness.

I request only that we be treated as Indlvlduals.

each accordlng to hls own vlews. Just a moment, i'm

gettlng lt. There's nofIre, is there? (glvlng the

Hand hls shoes) Glad to obllgel (the Hand polnts to

hls stomach) I'm not wearlng a belt... I prefer sus-

penders. All rlght, l'll give up the suspenders too,

If necessary. (takes off hls Jacket and unbuttons hls

suspenders) Pecullar methods they have here'. All

»*ady, here they are. Somebody's fIngemails could

use a good cleanlng, if i may venture an oplnlon.

(the Hand disappears, the door closes slowly) At

leaet I'o wearlng a fresh palr of socks. i'a glad

about that«^ .t.'^j'T.



-13-

Mr. II i Bootllckerl

Mr. l: Leave me alonel I'm not botherlng you.
Mr. II: What can I uee now to knock wlth?

Mr. l: Thafs your problem. i'm going to alt down, (retums
to hla chalr)

Mr. II: You're in good shape now wlth your Inner freedom.
You're loslng your pante.

t

Mr. I: What ahout yours? They won't atay up elther^lthout
a belt.

Mr

Mr,

II: Well, what do you make of all thls?

I» I can only repeat what I eaid before: First the Dear
Llttle Hand Interfered wlth my free movement In spaoe
and then wlth my abllity to wear troueers. Thls Is
true, and thls I'm wlUlng to admlt. But what does
It matter? All these are externals. Inwardly i have
remalned free, i have not become engaged In any actlon,

^ ''^^^ ^°* "^^^ ^y gesture. l haven't even moved
a flnger. Just slttlng here l am still free to do

whatever lies In the realm of posslblllty. Not you,
though. You dld somethlng... you made a cholce...

you knocked agalnst the wall and made a fool of youis-

eelf. Slave!

Mr. II: I could slap your face, but there are more Important
thlngß to be done.

Mr,

Mr,

M»^

It Rlght. But why do they deal wlth us llke thls?
II: Ifs always the flrst thlng they do: take away your

.
shöe laoes", belts and suspendera, '

I «^^»jw n ! 1^ n ! %m wf
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Mr. Ii What for?

Mr» II j So you can't hang yourself,

Mr» Ij You must be Joklngl If I'm not even gettlng up ffom

my chalr, how can I hang myself? Of course, I could

If I wanted to , but I won't. You know my vlewe.

Hr. II: I'm elck and tlred of your vlews«

Mr. I: That's your problem* But listen to thls: If the Dear

Llttle Hand doesn't want us to hang ourselves» thls

means that It wants to keep us allve. That's a good

Blgnl

Mr» II: Thls Is Just what bothers me* It means that the Llttle

Hand thlnks of us In terms of categorles. •• Life and

the other*., what 's It called?

Mr. I: Death?

Mr. II: You Said lt. (pause)

Mr» Is I am calm«

Hr. II: Teil me, what could you do now, If you feit llke dolng

spmethlng? Of course, taklng Into account the fact

that you had to rellnqulsh your shoes and suspenders«

Mr. I: Oh, qulte a few thlngs. I could, for Instance, put

on my Jacket Inslde out, roll up the legs of my trousers

and pretend to be a flsherman«

Mr« II: And what eise?

Mr* I: I could sing.

Mr. II: That's enough. (tums up the legs of hls trousers, puts

on hls Jacket Inslde out and takes off hls sooks)

Mr. I: Are you orazy? What are you trylng to do?
***.

'*^
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Mr. II: l»m pretendlng to be a flsherman, and l»m going to

Bing too. In contrast to you, I want to explore all

the poBsibllltlee of actlon. Maybe the Llttle Haiid

iB partial to flshermen and letB them retum to free-

dorn, Who knowB? One ßhould not neglect any poaalbll-

Ity. i've asked you because you have more Imagination

than l. For Instance, I could never have thought up

all those thlngs about Inner freedom,

Mr. I: it'B all rlght wlth me. But please remember that I'm

not movlng from thls chalr.

Mr. II: You don't have to. (climbB on the chalr and Bings the

Bong of •*The Trout." One of the doore Blowly opens)

Mr. I: (who hae been anxlously watchlng the door) Now youWe

,
done Iti (The Hand appears)

Mr. II: How do you know? Perhaps I'll be allowed to go and

you' 11 keep slttlng. (the Hand beckone to hlm) l'm

Coming, l'm Coming. What's It all about? (the Hand

Indicates that It wante hls Jacket) But I was Juat...

Is there a law against fishlng? (the Hand repeata Ite

geBture) I waB Just pretendlng. l'm not really a

flsherman. (glves the Hand hls Jacket. The Hand die-

appears, comes back and now obvlously requests hls

trousers) No, the trousers I won't glve upi (the

Hand forma a flst and alowly riaes) All right. (takes

off hls trousers)

Mr. I: (gettlng up) Me too? (after walting for an answer. whlch

he does not reoeive, Mr. 1 voluntarlly removea hls

Jacket. Meanwhlle Mr. II hafl given the Hand hla trouaere.
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and he now stände there In atrlped knee-length imder-
pants, The Hand carrles the trousers backstage, re-
tums immedlately and beckons to Mr. I)

Mr» I: All ready, here It Is. I'm not realstlng, and I beg

the Hand to take thia into conaideratlon«

(glves hie Jacket to the Hand which takea it out and
retums Immedlately)

I*m always willlng to obllge... may I keep my trousers

In retum? (the Hand makes a negative gesture) All

rlght, I won't protest,

(takes off hls trousers and Stands now in underpants,
Identlcal to those of Mr. II. The Hand disappears,
the door closes)

Mr. I: You can go to hell with your Idea about flshermen.

Mr. II { It seems to me that it was your Idea.

Mr. I: But you carrled it out. It's oold in here.

Mr» II: It's quite possible that we might have been ordered

* . to hand över our clothes anyway, idea or no idea.

Mr. I; NOl I'm convinced it was you who got us both into this

predicament with your idiotic masquerade. It was you

who attraoted the Handys attention to our clothing.

If at least you had not rolled up your trousers, they

would not have caught its eye.

Mr. II: But fishermen always roll up their trousers.

Mr. I: What good does that do you now?

Mr. II: You can»at (Ignor«, the fact that we differ in our views.

You do nothing so that you can feel free to do anythlng,

of course, within the ränge of what is permitted, -

while I try to do everything I am permitted to do.

But apparently wearing trousers is not permitted.
': i ^ 4

Mr. I: You yourself have brought this down on your head.

~^f —•- ^|i ^ rii..«nil^«
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Mr. II j An anatomical Inaccuracyl Besldes, let me repeat once

more: we don't know whether the removal of our olothes

was provoked by my aotlon or whether It was part of

a predetermlned plan.

Mr. Ii At leaet now you should reallze that my baslc attltude

l8 superlör to youre. Don't you see: I dldn't knock,

I dldn't Bing, I dldn't roll up my trousers, and still,

here I am, looking just llke you. Even our strlpee

are the eame.

Mr. II: Where Is your superlorlty then?

Mr. I: No waste of energy, - same results. Plus, of course,

my Sense of Inner freedom whlch...

Mr. IIi One more word about Inner freedom, and that will be

the endof you.

Mr. I: (backlng up) You're unfalrl After all, everyojcie has

a rlght to choose the phllosophy that sults hlm best.

Mr. Ilj Never Mlndl I can't stand thls any morei

Mr. I: I'm wamlng you: I won't defend arf« myself . Defendlng

oneself Involves maklng a cholce, and for me thls Is

out. In the name of...

Mr. II: Vfhat? Go onl In the name of what?

Mr. I: (hesltantly) In the name of Inner free...
*

(Mr. II throws himself at hlm. Mr. I runs all over
the stage)

Keep your hands off

1

(the door opens and the Hand reappeairs, beokonlng to
both. Mr. I and Mr. II come to a sudden hcdt)

Mr. II: Me?

Mr. I: Or me? ^, */



-18-

Mr. II: Maybe It's you.».

Mr. I: You etarted thle fight, Now you'll get your Jußt

deserts.

Mr. II: Why me? Do you still believe that your Idiotie theory

ie better?

Mr. I: And you believe that your vulgär pragmatlem, thla lack

of any theory, will stand up to such a test?

(the Hand beckons to both)

Mr. II: We better »<>¥e overl It wants something again.

Mr. I: All right, let's gol We'll ßoon find out who is right.

(They go over to the Hand which links them together
with a pair af handouffs. The Hand disappears and
the door closes. Mr. II drags Mr. I along with him
by the chain of the handouffs and collapses on his
chair. Silence.)

Mr. I: What does this mean? (anxiously) Aren't you feeling well?

Do you believe that this time It's serious? Bay some-

thing, pleasel

Mr. II: I'm afraid...

Mr. I : Of what?

Mr. II: So far the Hand has limited only our freedom of move-

ment in Space. But what assuranoe is there that soon

we won't be limited in something even more essential?

Mr. I: In what?

Mr. II: In time. In our own duration. (Pause)

Mr. I: I don't know either. (pedantically) You, of course,

being an activist, will exhaust your energies more

rapidly. I, on the other hand, oonserve mlne..^

Mr# II: (Imploringly) Not again

l
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Mr. Ij l'm Borry. I dldn't mean to hurt your feellnge. Do

you have any plan?

Mr. II: There le only o^e thlng we can do now.

Mr. I: What? ,.'-
•

Mr. II j Apologlze to the Hand.

Mr* I: Apologlze?! But what for? We haven't done anythlng

to the Hand. On the contrary, It ßhoiild...

Mr. II s ThlB Is completely Irrelevant. We have to apologlze

all the same... In general, for no reason. To save

ourselves... for whatever good It may do*

Mr. Ij No, I can't do that. I don't suppose I have to explaln

my reasone. , . ^ .;

Mr. II j You're right, I know them by heart. To apologlze to

the Hand would mean to make a choice, which again would

limit your freedom, and so on and so forth.

Mr. I: Yes, that 's how It is.

Mr* II: Do äs you pleasel In any caae, I am going to apologlze.

One has to abäse oneself . Perhaps that is what It

expects US to do.

Mr. I: I would llke to Join you, but my principles. ..

Mr. II: I have nöthing more to say.

Mr. I: I think I can see a way out. You're going to force me

to apologlze with you. In that case there is no question

of Choice on my part. I»m simply going to be forced.

Mr. II: All right, conslder yourself forced. (the door opens)

Mr. I: I think it's Coming, (the Hand appears) If only wo

had some flowersl (whispering) You startl

* • 1 1 •

*j.jii < i"^ mmm:
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(both run over to the Hand. Mr.' tl clears hls throat
In preparatlon for hls apology)

Mr. II t Dear Handl I mean, Dear and Most Honorable Handl
.

-
.

'

,
' ^

'
'

.

Although welj. aware of the fact that the Hand Is not

here to listen to us, we still beg permlsslon to speak

to the Hand from the heart... I mean, we would llke
*

to hand the Hand a confesslonr «^ althoiigh eomewhat be-

lated, nevertheless wlth füll consclous awareness, we

slncerely beg to apologlze for... for... (whlsperlng

.
to Mr. I) for what?

Mr. It For Walking, for going ahead, for everythlng in general

Mr. II: Por Walking, for going ahead, for...I'm expressing

myself poorly, but I simply wleh to apologlze in genen

for havlng been... for being... begging forgiveness

from the depth of my heart for whatever the Honorable

Hand knows that we don't know... for how are we to

know what there is to be known? Therefore, whatever

the case may be, I hximbly apologlze, I beg the Hand's

forgiveness, I kiss the Hand, (he ceremonially kisses

the Hand)

Mr. Ij I wish to Join my oolleague, though only in a certain

sense, havlng been forced... The Hand knows my prin-

clples... Therefore, though being forced, I neverthelesi

slncerely apologlze to the Hand on prlnclple.

(ceremonially kisses the Hand. Meanwhile the other
door opens and through it appears a Seoond Hand, com-
pletely covered by a red glove. It beckons to both.

^ : Mr. II notlces it first. Both tum their backe to the
First Hand)

•Mr. III Therel Lookl
• • « ,

•

^ Mr. Ii Another onel
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Kr. II j There are alwaye two.

Mr. I: it'B calllng us.

Mr. II: Should we go?

(the First Hand Covers hls head wlth a oonlcea c
board hood)

I can't See anythlngl

Mr. I: It's calllng us.

(ttie Hand Covers his head wlth an Identlcal hood)

It's dark.

Mr. II: When you're called, you have to go.

(Handcuffed to each other and bllnded by the hoods, they
xnove toward stage center. Constantly stumbllng and
swervlng, they gradually come closer to the Second
Hand)

Mr. I: The brlefcasesl We forgot our brlefcasesl

Mr. II: Rlghtl My brlefcasel Where's my brlefcase?

(they grope bllndly för thelr brlefcasee, left standlng
next to the chalrs, then pick them up and folloK the
Second Hand through the door. Blackout)

\

\ % • •*

\ : IC
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[ -JSLMVOMIR MROZEK, born 1930 in the old Poli.h canit.l ofCracow, startcd his lilcrary carccr aficr thc "Po , Oc ober
"

r
-j
iBhcd a voUunc of saluical shorl stories, The ElcpL WsT)

L ''•
^
U-'oz;. He is best kiiown, howcver for hfs sTflrl^^i /.^^, ^-

His /-ofe,,,.« (1958) was first produced in Wa L-, v in June qIs ? ? k'''

j

K-cn played on major stagcs in Wes.crn Eur^pJ, a wel L'in New York'Olhcr one-act plays include The Martyrdom of Piotz Ol.ev TJ,^ T.Tl \
On the Opcn Sca. The latter two and the present nlav T/.;!

^^ ^"^
in three successive issues of the magaztX/";t''i9'6 '^Mr^zekT^l'
viously well acquamtcd with Üie so-callcd "Theater of thc Ah.nr.r^ ?, ,

tZ::^ "' °^°^'' ''''''' "^'"^ ^ ^'^"- Sart'slataln^ts pÄp«!

STRIPTEASE

Slawomir Mrozek
Translation by I. A. Langnas and Roben O'Brien

A warn wuh bare walls. doors right and left, and two chairs. No one
•s on stage when the curtain rises. A stränge soiind, somewhcre be-
t^een a racket and a rattle, can be heard. At times it seems almost
miliar; at others weird and indeterminate. Suddenly, the door on
the left opens and in rushes the first Gentleman. He is middle-aged
and carries a briefcase. His clothes are nondescript. As he plunges
on stage, he is obviously unaware of his surroundings, for his dismayed
attention is riveted on what has just happened to him off stage He
seems to have been propelled through the door by force After a
rnoment or two he begins to become aware of his surroundings He
'ooks around and adjusts his clothes. Just then, a second centi fman
mnges through the door on the rigln. Hc is almost exactly like the
FIRST GENTLEMAN and hc. too. carrics a briefcase. His reactions are
stmilar to thosc of the first Gentleman and he, too, Icavcs the door
open.
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FIRST GENTLEMAN: Ii's coiiiplctcly iiiihcard of!

SECOND GENTLEMAN: It's iiicrcdiblc!

FIRST: I was just Walking along normally . .

.

SECOND
: As nonnally as possible ...

FIRST: Wien siiddcnly . .

.

SECOND: Qiütc suddcnly ...

FIRST: (as ij he had just noticed the prcsence of the second Gentle-
man) How did you gct here?

second: Perhaps you should ask: "How did 1 get here?" or "How
was I gölten here?"

FIRST: (retiirning to his own thoughts) Disgusting!

second: (as if mimicking him) Quite disgusting!

FIRST: I was simply Walking . . . no! simply moving . . .

second: Oh, that's a much better way of putting it! Because you
were simply moving toward some particular objective.

FIRST : How do you know? •

second: It's quite obvious. For I, too, was Walking or, to put it morc
precisely, moving . . . toward. I was moving toward.

FIRST: You've taken the very words out of my mouth. I was moving
toward a particular objective whcn suddenly . . .

second: Absolutely! A particular objective determined by our own
particular personality.

FIRST: Absolutely! And fully aware, remember that! FuUy aware

second: To the best of your own particular knowledge and convic-

tion. Your faith and reason . .

.

FIRST: My very tlioughts, precisely! I was moving in this particular

direction which I, myself, had chosen, when suddenly . . .

second: (confidentially) They beat you?

FIRST: Oh, no! (equally confidentially) And you?
second: Heaven forbid! I mean, I don't know. That's all I can say.

FIRST: What was it?

second: It's hard to say precisely. For a moment it seemed as if a

gigantic elephant was blocking the street. Though, of course, ac-

cofding to my first imprcssion, it was morc likc a flood. But thcre

was such a fog ...

..

Slawomir Mrozck / POLAND 1

1

FIRST: Precisely! It's quite foggy today. It's impossiblc to scc clcarly.

But, nevcrthclcss, I was on my way to this particular address . . .

second: One which you yoursclf had selcctcd.

FIRST: That's the truth, I swear it! This was no randoni decision. My
wifc and I are quite precise about this. Fach hour of the day is

carefully planned. In fact our whole lifo is.

second: Precisely! I've always planned everything down to the small-

est detail, even as a mere child.

FIRST: (confidentially) Did you hear the voice?

second: Of course! There certainly was a voice.

FIRST: Something like a saw, my friend . . . a long droning sound . . .

But, no, it was really intermittent ...

second: Like a gigantic buzz-saw.

FIRST : But where the devil did the saw come from?

second: Well, perhaps it wasn't a saw. Something tiirew me to tlie

ground.

FIRST: But what?

second: That's the worst of it . . . this uncertainty! And did it really

throw me to the ground?

FIRST: And if not . . . where?

second: And is thrcw the correct word? This is an absolute morrass

of uncertainties! I wasn't thrown (in the classical sense) but I feit

thrown . . . prone, if you know what I mean . . . yet, still, I was

somehow . .

.

FIRST : (tensely) Not quite thrown?

second: Precisely! And, to be quite frank, I can't really complain

on that score. Did you see anyone?

first: Was there anyone?

second: I suppose there must have been. And yet, with all this fog,

it doesn't seem very likely.

first: This uncertainty! That's the worst of it!

second: What color would you say it was?

first: What was?

second: That's hard to say. It seemed to have a certain bright-

ness . . . a pink riddled with lead.

W^ l"' 1 I I »fy.. kitUijU^^MW^MPWWiaWi'tW**'
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FIRST: Nonsense!

second: (?novuig ovcr to him and aftcr a pause) And yet you v.eic

slappcd?

FIRST: I?

second: Mc, too. (pause)

FIRST: Oh, well. I don't suppose TU gct there on time anyhow.

second: Suppose we went out togethcr? Riglit now! As if nothing

had happcncd.

FIRST: No! Absolutely not!

second: Are you afraid?

FIRST: Of course not. It's just that my nerves are on edgc. Ever}'-

thing is so mysterious. '
'

second: It's the fog ...
'

FIRST : Did they say we shouldn't go out?

second: They?

FIRST: Well, just who have you got in mind?

second: All right, all right.

FIRST: I have definitely decided to stay right here. The Situation is

bound to clear up.

second: Why? There is the distinct possibility that we coald Icavc

this moment, undisturbed, and pursue our own particular objec-

tives. After all, we have no definite knowledge of what this is all

about.

second: Perhaps we merely lost our way?

FIRST: Are you blaming yourself? Us? We both knew whcre we were

going, and were moving toward certain precise objectives.

SECOND : Then it's not our fault.

FIRST : Certainly not. But perhaps ...

second: Perhaps?

FIRST: Well, how do I know! It's best not to talk about it. But I, for

onc, am definitely not going out.

second: Well, if you're definitely set against it . . .

FIRST: Definitely! We must consider this thing calmly and rationally-

(They sit down).

second: Perhaps you're right. (listens). There's no one there.

Slawomir Mrozck/VO\A^D
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r.KST:Conscqucnt,y.thc,e'snorcasontoboafraic,.isthcrc7

HRSt: DO you mcan to imply that there .s son.e . . .

w^.ßn.t

second: You have a mind of your own.

nRST:Novv.Let'ssetthefactsstraioht,shalUve?

second: Finc. Let's.
according to our own

FIrst: Good. First, we both Icfl our ho
^^ ^^^^^^_ ^^

particular schedule and started to go^. •

^ ^^^^ ^^.^^_

you so precisely corrected "^='
•

; j .^^ ^;^,d bc, as it were, veri-

L weathcr clear, the vv.fe ^"^ ^'^-j;;"^, ^^out. Although, we

ficd. Fach of US knew quite y^^/JaO.^^^'^ and I, did not

„,ust undoubtedly adm.t that we, '^^t '^

"^«yJ ,^^^ „,„,ecular

have absolutely precise -f««" ^""^
*=,J^,e) of, let us say,

composition (to say nothmg of the ^ o™? t >

^^^^^

^e b'cdside tables in ---^P-^f^c:'S say'.that every-

do we have spec.ahsts for, eh. 1 hv^
^^^^ ^^ ^^_ ^,^^„.

-
thing was well dctermmed and 5="'=^-/:°

. .„,,i,le briefcases, set

shaven and carrying our
««^«^^^yf^'^^it^a" objectives. We had

out, quite purposefully, toward u P ^-•-
^,/ .^ ,,,, „.^fully

üie address firmly m mmd and, even .

t
w

inscribed in our address books. Am I correct

second: Onevery point.
^^ ^ ^^^^^.^ „^„„,,„t,

FIRST: Now thcn . . .
pay "'= "

. ^ well-establishcd course

when we were foUowmg a ^'="-"^^;| 7";^ ^^^, ^he one and only

^; result of

^^^^^S^X^:;^^ ... and T cannot

possible course . . .

^"""^f
"° "

.^^^otivatcd entirely from the out-

emphasize this too
^'^°^^-^ZZZ,,,dcat of us.

side, something ent.rely separate and ma p
^^ ^^^^

3,eoND: rm-
^f

rely
-^^^^^^^^^ Su^oV the occurrenee

not yet bcen able to determi
particular manifestations,

that it was external and separate.

FIRST: You're upsctting me!

second: What's that?

FIRST: You disturbmc.

second: Sorry.

!i>iw,#jiu" ivm^'i^ _j t ^ n; II I I I I
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FIRST: Uiifortunatcly, at the monient, wc cannot niake a piccise esli-

mate of thc nature of that pliciioiiicjion which . .

.

second: Isn't that what I just said?

FIRST: Wdl, if yoii iiisist on talking ...

second: I lost my hcad. It vvoii't hap])en again.

FIRST: {resuniing) As I said, wc cannot dctcrmine, witli any dcceiit

degree of certainty, Üic individual Clements of . . . What did you
say?

second: Not atlimg.

FIRST: For examplc, I saw somcthing which, from its shape, I took
to be an animal. But, actually, I cannot bc sure tliat it did not
belong more propciiy to the mineral kingdoni. In fact, we may
be dealing with somcthing which may bc more profitably con-
sidercd as cnergy rather Üian matter. It may even bc best defmed
as a phenomcnon which exists at the boundary of dimcnsion and
definition, at thc very nexus of color, shape, smeU, weight, lenath
breadtli, contour, shade, light, darkness, and so on and so fortlh

second: Do you still have a pain? Mine seems to be almost gone.
FIRST: Pleasc don't be vulgär!

second: I just asked.

FIRST: {resuming his argiiment) Now, we are, as it were, helpless in
the face of this phenomcnon and, parüy owing to our own free will
under which wc have sought shclter and partly owing to a certain
compulsion, we have found ourselvcs in a stränge room whichhappened to bc dose at band. Needless to say, our former' coursehas been completely disturbed and, shaU we say, arrested.

second: I agree completely. But what are your condusions*?
FIRST: I'm Coming to them. Our primary task is to keep calm and tomaintam our personal dignity. In my opinion, we have the Situation

• well m band. Our frecdom remains basically unaflected
second: Do you consider this frecdom, when wc're still* sitting hcre^
FIRST: But WC can leave any time wc wish to. Thc doors are still

second: Well then, let's go. Wc'vc lost enough time as it is (Th.
Strange, conjused noiscs are heard again, as in the beginnine)

FIRST: What's that? What? What is it?
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SECOND: Isaylct'sgo.

FIRST: Just like that?

second: You're afraid?

FIRST: Certainlynot!

second: First you talk about kccping our personal dignity and then

you rcfusc to leave whcn tlicre is still time.

FIRST: Bi(t if I were to leave now I would hmit my idca of frecdom.

second: What do you mean?

FIRST: It's quite clear. What, after all, is frecdom? It is the freedom

to make a choice. So long as I remain here, firm in thc knowlcdgc

that I can leave by either door, I remain free. However, the mo-

ment I actually get up and go out, I make a choice . . . thereby

limiting my possible courses of action and thus losing my frecdom.

I become the slave of my own departure.

second: But if you continue to sit here without lesving you also make

a choice. You choose sitting rather than leaving.

FIRST: Not at all. I may sit but I can still leave. If I leave, I precludc

the possibility of sitting.

second: You fcel perfcctly comfortable in all this?

FIRST: Perfcctly. The füll measure of internal frecdom . . . that's my

answer to all this mystery. (The second gentleman rises). What

are you doing?

second: I'm leaving. I don't like all this.

FIRST : You're joking?

second: Not at all. I'm for external freedom.

FIRST : But what about me?

second: Goodbye.

FIRST: Now just a minute! Have you lost your mind? You haven't the

faintest idca of what's out there. (both doors close slowly).

second: Hey! What's that?

FIRST: No, don't shut it! Don't shut it!

second: You and all your talk. We should'vc madc up our minds

right away.

FIRST: It's not my fault. If you had just sat quictly, tlie doors

wouldn't have closed. This is your fault.

O
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sixond: Wc'll ncvcr know.

FIRST
:

It's all your fault. P.ccaiisc of you and your ideas, oiir only
aveniie of cscape has bccn ciit ofi".

{The SECOND GENTLEMAN gocs iip to tkc door aiul trics to open it~~^

withoiit siiccess)

SECOND
:
Hey! Opcn this door at once!

FIRST :Shlih!Quict...

SECOND
: Why should I bc qiiict?

FIRST: Idon'tknow.

SECOND: (going up to the other door and listening) It's shut üght.
FIRST: Sit down. Plcase. , .

SECOND: Well, novv wliat do you think of your frecdom?
FIRST: I have nothing to rcproach myself for. My own personal
freedom remains unimpaired.

SECOND: Butwecan'tevenleavenow? -

FIRST: My Potential freedom remains just as it was , . . undisturbcd
I made no choices. I limited myself in no way. The doors wcre
shut for external reasons. While I have remained the very samc
person I was before. You yotirself are witness to the fact that I
never once stirred from my chair.

secoxNd: Those doors disturb me.

FIRST: My dear sir, we cannot hope to influenae external occurrences
The most we can do is to preserve our internal dignity and free-
dom. And in the exercise of this freedom, we'U always have un-
limited opportunities

. . . even if we are given only two alternatives
out of an mfinite number of possibilities . . . with the condition
of course that we choose neither.

SECOND
: You think it can happen?

FIRST
: You think it'll get worse?

SECOND: ril knock on the wall. There may be someone behind it

'

FIRST: I can only regret your disregard for the inviolability of tlie
ränge of your own personal freedom. I, too, could knock on the
wall

. . . but I won't! For, in so doing, I would preclude for ex-
ample, the possibility of reading the ncvvspapcr I have in my
briefcase, or of concentrating my attention on last year's r-^cina
rcsults.

-^
' o
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(The SECOND GENTLEMAN hiocks on tlie wall scvcral tinies, knocking
and listening by tiirns. TJien he takes ofj a shoe and bcgins to poiuid
the wall with it. One of the doors opcns slowly. A Iland of siipcr-

natural size appears. This Hand, stretching out of its slecve, has a
pointing fingcr sinülar to the old-fashioned printcr's syniboL Tii pabn
is brightly colored and Stands out clearly against the scenery. The
Hand points to the second Gentleman, crooks its jorefuiger and
begins to beckon to him.)

FIRST : (the first to notice the Hand) Pssssst!

second: (who still hasn't seen the Hand, continues to beat the wall

with his shoe while listening at intervals.)

FIRST: Pssssst! Stop it, please! Don't you see what's happening?

(The SECOND GENTLEMAN turns around. The FIRST Gentleman in-

dicates the Great Hand.)
^ ^

second: Somcthing new. (The Hand still bcckons to him. The second
GENTLEMAN moves ovev to it and the Hand points to the shoe he
is holding and makes a gesture of request. Hesitantly, the second
GENTLEMAN puts the shoe in the Great Hand, which then disappears

to return empty a moment later. The second Gentleman takes off

his other shoe and gives it to the Hand. The Hand disappears, re-

turns and begins to prod the second gentleman's stomach with

its forefinger. Guessing what it wants, the second Gentleman
takes oß his belt and gives it to the Hand which again disappears

to return a moment later. The Hand begins to beckon to the first

GENTLEMAN.^

first: Me? (He walks toward the Hand, stopping every step or two

to talk to himself. The Hand beckons continually.) But I didn't

knock. ... I didn't make a choice . . . no choice at all. ... I didn't

knock . . . though Pll admit that while my friend here was knock-

ing, I did hope that someone might hear it and come . . . and that

we might get an explanation . . . and maybe get out of here. . . .

Yes, I admit this . . . but I didn't knock. (The Hand points to his

shoes.) I protest. I repeat: I was not the one who knocked! I see

no reason whatcver to give you my shoes (bcnds over and begins

to untie the laces.) I place a great value on my inner freedom.

Right away! Pm going as fast as I can! Can't the Hand see that

Pve got a knot in my laces? Now, personally I have no grievance

against the Hand, none whatsocver. Since I am at peacc with my-

^mmimmmmmmm
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seif, I ain dctcrmined to prcscrvc my inner frecdom even at thc

cost of iny external frecdom ... an entircly oppositc position fiom

tliat of my fricnd here. Not that I have any grievance against hini

either. What he docs is his business. Vm mercly requesting that we
be treated as individuals, according to oiir own particiliar personal

views. Right away! Riglit away! There's no fire, is there? (hands the

shoe to the Hand, whicli points to his stomach.) Please . . . yoii see

... I don't wear a belt, I wear suspenders. (takes off his jacket and

unbuttons his suspenders.) My word, what methods! Please, here

are the suspenders. And if you don*t mind my saying so, your

fingemails could use a good cleaning. (The Hand disappears. The

door closes slowly). Well, anyhow, I have a clean pair of socks

on. That's a bit of luck.

second: Bootlicker!

FIRST : Don't bother me. I'm not in your way.

second: And what am I going to knock on the wall with?

FIRST: That's no concem of mine. I'm going to sit down, (sits down
once niore on thc chair)

second: You're a fine sight . . . you and your inner freedom. Your

pants are falling off.

'

FIRST: And what about you? Your pants won't stay up without a

belt.

SECOND : Well, what do you think of all this?

FIRST: Only what I've said already. The Little Hand has curtailed

my activity in two ways : it has precluded the possibility of my being

able to move freely in Space and it has eliminated my ability to

wear trousers. That's quite true. I freely admit it! But what of it!

These are mere extemals. Intemally, I remain as free as ever. I

have not done one thing, not an action, not a gesture. I haven't

so much as lifted my little finger. Here I sit with the ability to do

anything that still remains within my ränge of possibilities. But you

can't. You only did one thing. But you chose. You knocked and

you made a fool of yourself. Slave!

SECOND: I could knock you down! But there are more iriportant

things to do.

FIRST: Right. By the way, why did they do this to us?

second: They alvvays do. They take away your belt, shoelaces and

suspenders first tliing.
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FIRST: Why?

second: So you can't hang yourself.

FIRST: You must be joking! How can I hang myself if I don't evcxi

budge from this chair? I suppose I could, of course, but I don't

want to. You know my views.

second: I'm up to here with your views.

FIRST: Well, that's up to you. You know, if you're correct and the

Dear Little Pland doesn't want us to hang ourselves, then it must

want to keep us alive. That's a good sign.

second: No, that's what bothers me. It means that it thinks of us in

terms of two categories . . . Life and Whatchamacallit? . . .

FIRST: Death?

second: You said it. (pause)

FIRST: I amcalm.

second: Teil me, just what could you do now, that is, if you feit like

it? Bearing in mind, of course, the fact that they've taken your

shoes and your suspenders.

FIRST: Oh, any number of things! For example: I could tum my
jacket inside out, roll up my trousers and pretend tliat I was a

fisherman.

second: Anything eise?

FIRST : I could sing.

second: That's enough. (rolls up his trousers, turns his coat inside

out and takes off his socks)

FIRST : Have you gone mad? What are you trying to do?

second: I'm pretending that I'm a fisherman . . . and I'm going to

sing in a moment. I want to explore all the possibilities of action.

Exactly the opposite of you. Who knows? Maybe the Little Hand
likes fishermen and sets tliem free? I asked you because you have

more Imagination than I do. For example, / could never have come

up with anything like that inner freedom business.

First: All right! All right! But remember that I'm not moving from

my chair.

second: I'm not asking you to. (stands up on the chair and bcgins to

sing the well-known song of "The Trout", The door slowly opcns.)

t

r
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FIRST: (who has bcen watching the door intcntly) \Vq\\\ Nq^,^ ,
^

<^oncitl (The Ilüfidappcars.)
^^

second: How do you know? (TJie Hand bcckons to hlm.) V
Coming. Tm Coming. Now what's thc problcm hcrc? (The Hand
indicatcs that Jus jacket is the problem.) But I was oiily

. . . is it acrime to fish? (Thc Hand rcpcats thc gestiire.) I was just prctcndino
. . .

I'm not really a fishennan, you know. (hands his jacket to theHand which disappcars, retiuns and indicatcs his pants) No Not
the pants. I won't give you the panls! (The Hand riscs and becouics
a fist.) Oh, all right! The pants! (takes ofj his pants)

FIRST: (rising from his chair) Me, too? (waits for a reply, receives
none, and immediately Starts to take oß his jacket. Meanwhile theSECOND GENTLEMAN has rcmoved his pants and given them to theHand which disappcars. He Stands there in his knee-length striped
underpants. The Hand reappears and bcckons to the First gentle-manJ

FIRST: Please! It's all ready. You sec, I'm not resisting ... and Ihopc the Hand will bear that in niind. (gives his jacket to the HandM disappears and retums.) I'm always ready to obligc but, all
.

the sanic, couldn't I just keep n,y trousers? (Thc Hand indicatcs
that he cannot.) All right, I won't protcst. (tal<es oß his pants and
gtves them to the Hand, which withdram as the door closes. He
Stands there m a pair of underpants identical to thosc worn by theSECOND GENTLEMAN.;

FIRST: You and your bright ideas! Fishermen!
SECOND

:
I believe it was your idea!

FIRST: But you're the one who carried it out. It's cold in here

''^^^J^:^ ^^^ ^^ --^^^ ^- -de.d US to give

''u7boA°;-n dlnl'T- • /°" f'
^°"^ '^'°''= masqucrade, putting

onlv1 hndn'. ,T°;
""' '^' ^'"''' ^«^"''°° to our clothes. Ifonly you hadn t rolled up your trouser^i Thor, u u i j ».

have noticed our pants.
'""^ ""'y^' ^' ^^"^^"^

SECOND: I couldn't heb it Fishermen ai„,^

i^.oc^.T. . u A'^
^ ' '^^'^'"''" ^^^^ys roll up thcir trousers.

FIRST
: But why did you do it?

second: You must have noticed by now thif w. f •.

diffprpnf v.'n.irc v^ j » ,

^ ^^ ^c are mcn of quiteairrerent views. You don't do anythine so fh-^f , a"iijriuiii^ so inat you can do evcry-

I
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thmg
. . . v/ithin tlic limits of what is pcrmittcd, of coursc . . .

whilc I try to do evcrything I am pcrmittcd to do. It scems, how-
ever, that wc arc not pcrmittcd to walk arouiid in trousers.

FIRST: You brought it on your own head.

second: That is an anatomical incxactitudc! I repcat ohce morc: \Ve
don't know whether we wcre stripped of our clothcs bccause of
something I did or bccause it happcncd to bc in tlie plan.

FIRST: Well, at Icast you can see now that my attitudc is supcrior. To
wit: I didn't knock; I didn't sing; I didn't roll up my trousers and
yet I look exactly lux you, down to the same striped underpants.

second: So where is your superiority?

FIRST: In achieving the same result with a smaller ouüay of energy.
Then, of coursc, I have this feeling of inner frccdom which . . .

second: You say "inner frccdom" just once more and I'm going to
knock you down.

FIRST: (retreating) You're not being fair. Anybody can choose any
philosophy that suits him.

second: Neverthcless, I can't stand it any more.

FIRST: Well, I'm warning you ... I won't dcfcnd myself. To defend
onesclf is to make a choice. I can't permit tliat. In the name of . . .

second: You can't? Why not? In the name of what?

FIRST: (hesitantly) In the name of inner free . . . (The second Gentle-
man attacks the first Gentleman who tries to escape along the
wall.) Keep away! Keep your hands to yourself! (The door opens
and the Hand reappears, beckoning to both of them. The first and
SECOND GENTLEMEN StOp short.)

second: Isitme?

first: Orme?
second: Maybe it's you ...

first: You started it. Obviously justice demands that you . . .

second: Justice? You still think that your idiotic theory is supcrior?

first: And you still think that your . . . your lack of any tlicory at
all

. . . that your vulgär pragmatism, will stand up to this test? (The
Hand bcckons to them.)

second: All right, let's go. It wants something again.

first: Very well. We'Il soon see who's supcrior. (They approach tJie

*wiifra|Minv!
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Hand which links them togethcr witJi a pair of Jwndcußs. The Hand

disappears and thc door closes. Draggins tJie first Gentleman

aftcr him, the second gentleman moves ovcr to thc chairs. Thcy

Sit down hcavily and lapse into silcnce.)

first: Wliat happcncd? (wom'cd) Are you all right? Do you think it

was something scrioiis this tin^ .? Well, say somcthing! Pleasc!

second: I'm afraid ...

first: Of what?

second: So far the Hand has only limited thc possibilities of oiir

motion in space. But who can guarantee that next time it won't

limit US in something more essential?

first: In what?

second: In time. In our own . . .
duration.

first: I don't tliink so. You would, of course, because, as an advocate

of externa! action, you naturally wear out more quickly. I, on tlic

other band, retain . .

.

second: Not again!

first: Sorry. I didn't mean to irritate you. Do you have a plan?

second: There's only one thing to do.

FIRST : What?

second: Apologize to the Hand.

first: Apologize! What for? We didn't do anything to the Hand. On

the contrary, it should ...

second- Thafs not important. We still must apologize ... in general,

for no reason at all. To save ourselves, if that'll be any help at

all.

first: I can't do it. I needn't give you my reasons for .
.

.

SECOND- Yes, yes. I know it by heart. By apologizing to the Hand

you would be making a choice, a choice would mean limitation,

andsoon.

first: Yes, that's right.

second: Do as you plcase. But, in any case, / am going to apologize.

We must humble ourselves. Perhaps it expccts us to.

first: rd like to, I really would, but you can undcrstand that my

principles ...
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SECOND- I've sald all I'm going to say.

onmypart.It'llbca simple matter offorce.

SHCOK„ Vcy well. Considcr ,o„r.o,C fo»d, ,«. *"<>';-'

?or for . . .
(.'Mspcrin, to the first gentleman) For what?

FIRST -For Walking, for moving... for everything!

™c».. PO, wli... -o. n,o.in. <or
. . ^-»^'^'^^^1

,.; ,l,c Hand k"ow. Wh», »nd we dort . . . bcca,«. wba. can

..l«!i »1». do w. kno« . . . i. any »o ^^ .
anywte

wi" , .c,e . »»«- angin.-M -»•—
'L'

„' J^
emphatically apologize. I kiss die Jriana. \n s

ceremonial kiss.) . ^«^^tn

..st: im Uke to pin tny frien. t.o.Sj, of .urs. on
y^»^

a cer^^^

sense,havingbecnforccdby n^^^^^^^^^^^^

sincerely.I apologize to

knows ... But though
f°"=;

J; /,^/^„„rf. Meanwhile. the door

them. The second gentleman sees it first. Both turn tneir

the First Hand.)

second: Look! There!

first: Anothcrone!

second: There're always two.

first: It'scalling US.

r 9v»f tr^t;^^" «^tfgpwffuy^iig^,^^ •
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second: Should we go? (The Fint Hand covcrs the hcad of the si.c-

OND GENTLEMAN yvitk ü coiücfJ hood madc oj süß paper.)

second: I can't scc a tliing!

FIRST: It's calling us. (The Second Hand Covers the hcad oj the i iiist

GENTLEMAN with ü swülür hood.)

FIRST: It's sodark.

second: Whcn it calls us, we miist go. (stumhling, linked hy the Land-

cufjs, they move to center stage. Shufß'mS cind swerving, they move

toward the Second Hatid.)

FIRST: The briefcase! We forgot cur briefcascs!

second: Yes! Yes! The briefcase! Whcre's my briefcase!

(They stiimhle blindly toward the chairs, groping for their briefcascs.

When they finally locate them, they pick them up and move toward

the Second Hand. Blackout,)

I
t
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VaTTS Jr. Aisle

Opening Tonight . •
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ü

Avant-Garde Comedy Froin Poia^d
The Polish Slawomir IVIrozek

looks bitteily at the totalitarian

State and finds it unworthy of

the dignity of tragedy. Avant-

g.'side Satire is the proper mood
in which to capUire its sleazy

spirit. So he has written a luna-

tic farce he calls "Tango,"

Vv'hich is about a mad family

fhat might by a long stretch of

the imagination be compared
to the one Kaiifman and Hart
V rote of in "You Can't Take It

VVith You," and It oponed Satur-

day night at the off-Broadvvay

Pocket Theater.

Even in the more brllliant

production the Royal Shakes-

P'^are Company put on in Lon-

don several years ar^o, "Tango"
v/asn't a completely satist ac-

tory play. It spraw Is and grows
obscure and occasionally seems
to become silly just for the

sake of silliness. Yet it has a

savagely sardonic "black" hum-
or that is almost ahvavs bitin«:-

ly alive and it succeeds in

presenting a sense of doomed
hopeles.sness in provocative

terms of defiant pnd blistering

scorn.

The family is livino: in a world

that has throvvn off all bour- I

geois Conventions, illusions and
!

romanticisnis, and yet life re-
;

mains bleak. Only the son of the
|

household thinks of rebellion,

and it will be a revolt to do

away with the new Conventions

and conformitics and restore the

old ones. As bis opening gesture,

he wants to bring back the in- !

stitution of romantic love, court- :

ship and formal marriage, but
|

the girl he has in mind for it is

puzzled by the whole idea.

The boy has one ally in an
ancient and doddering uncle,

who is of scant hclp. And the

youth is a liberal intellectual,

which here means that he sees

both sides and also develops bis

ovvn dream of power. His coun-

ter revolution fs soon crushed,

his philosophical grandmother
goes over quiotly to her coffin

:-!'X-Ä'>»M':*;*;*>WW'Äv>Ä*Ä'i'*

'Tango'
A comedy by Slawomir Mrozek. Tran-

slafed from the Polish. Presenred by Can-
tor. Karlweis, Rubin and Kolifz. Directed
by Heinz Engels. Setting by Jason Philips.
Gast: A,fturiel Kirkland, David Margulies,
Stefan Schnabel, Arthur Ed Forman, Clif-

ford A. Pellow, Elizabeth Swain and Lilyan
Wilder.

and dies, and the house is taken
over by the hitherto meek re-

tainor who rises in his power
and seizes the place in the nime
of ruthless brüte force,

The Dane«

At the end, the ex-retainer

and the ancient uncle are danc-

ing the tango, but I admit I'm
not sure where the symbolism
of the title comes in. Indeed,

there is quite a bit about the

Strange play concerning which
I'm not certain. But it does seem
to me that amid the offen amus-
ing antics of the theater of the

absurd there is a lot of pointed

Satire amid the pretensions and
disillusionments of the totali-

tarian State, vvhile there is some-
thing fascinating in watching
the Polish dramatist use this

COCK A - DOODI.F - DAN-
DY at the Lyceuiii. Comedy
by Scan O'Ca.sey. Presented

by APA Phoenix. Directed by
Ja-^k O'Brien and Donald Mof-

fat. Features Patricia ConoUy,
Keene Curtis, Richard Easton,

Donald Moffat, Christine
Picklcs, Frances Sternhagen,
Sydney Walker. EUis Rabb.
Curtain at 7:30.

Aesopian method of commenting
ion conditions in his ovvn country.

"Tango" is competently if not
s p a r k i n g 1 y acted. Best, I

thought, were Stefan Schnabel,

as a father who is very com-

p 1 a i s a n t about his wife's

amours, and Clifford A. Pellow
as the realistic servant. Memo-
ries of lan Helm as the young
rebel in the London production

rather got in the way of nw
Impression of David Margulies
in the role here, but he is reason-

ably effective, and there is help-

ful work by Rluriel Kirkland,

Elizabeth Swain, Lilyan Wilder
and Arthur Ed Forman. This is

a disturbing play that

commands respect.

Lambs Return With 'Foxes'

The Lambs Theater will offer

a three-day revival of Lillian

Hellman's "Little Foxes" Feb.

13-15 as the second production

of the club's season.



Polish Writer Reflects on Living as a Nonperson
By LLOYD GARRISON
Special to The New York Tlmei

PARIS, Jan. 20—There Is
little about Slawomir Mro-
zek's manner to suggest a
man of European literary
fame. He has pride, but is
devoid of intellectual preten-
sions. He has courage, but
it is submerged in his insist-
ence that otfiers are far
more courageous.

Deliberately, and acutely
aware of the consequences,
Mr. Mrozek sat at his desk
in his Paris flat early last
September and wrote letters
to the editors of major Euro-
pean newspapers, denouncing
his native Poland for its part
in the August invasion of
Czechoslovakia.
With this stroke of his pen,

he committed himself to exile

and the Status of a stateless

persoif. In Poland, his pass-
port was canceled, his novels,

Short stories and plays banned
from 4)ublication and with-
drawn from every bookshop
and library in the country.

As far as the Polish Gov-
ernment is concerned, Slawo-
mir Mrozek, the writer, no
longer exists. And Mrozek
the mati, yesterday's literary

hero, today is vilified in his

homeland as Poland's "most
infamous traitor."

The" first Mrozek play to

appeap outside Poland since

the Czechoslovak arffair was
staged Saturday at the Pocket
Theater, 100 Third Avenue.
The play, called "Tango,"

Is an allegory in three acts
that has already deeply
moved audiences in Ger-
many," England and France.
Ciive Farnes, writing in Mon-
day's New York Times, said

it waS a play "not only to

enjoy, but also to ponder on."
Lej^al No-Man's Land

Much as he would have
liked to attend his American
premiere, he currently finds

himself stranded in a kind of
legal ?liO-man's land. He has a
tcmpqrary Frcnch visitor's

pcrjnifir but can't travel

abroad.
"I'm still waiting for an in-

ternational refugee passport,"
he said over drinks in his

two-room Montmartre flat.

»

"It takes three months and
I doubt if it will come
through in time."

Mr. Mrozek speaks Eng-
lish, Italian and a little

French, and when he talks,
even in Polish, he chooses
each Word with painstaking
care. He never raises his
voice, he rarely smiles, but
when something pleases him
his dark eyes twinkle and he
unclasps his hands and ap-
pears to uncoil, as if momen-
tarily released from the grip
of some deep inner tension.

"I left Poland five years
ago," he said. "Several of
my books had already been
banned and I could see the
way the Situation was evolv-
ing. I was right, as it turns
out. I didn't say anything
about the regime when I
left. I took my wife, Maria,
to Italy, and we moved to
Paris last year for a change.

Like many playwrights,
the 38-year-old bearded Pole
was reluctant to talk about
either the plot or meaning of
his works, "Tango" included.

"Let US say it is a bit of a
paradox." he said, "about
the will to revolt in a per-
missive society which ends
in dictatorship. It is a mix-
ture of the grotesque and
the serious and the sad."
The son of a postmaster in

a small village outside Cra-
cow, Mr. Mrozek learned his
English in school, where he
devoured American as well
as English literature. But he
would not say which Ameri-
can authors he liked most,

"I began with Mark Twain
and worked up to the mod-
ern writers," he said. "I can-
not discuss literature. It is
my great weakness."
He was raised a Roman

Catholic, but when asked
whether he believed in God
he replied:

"Let's put it in other
words, in terms of a feeling
of holiness of life, which is

rather vague, I know. My
Catholic education was very
stiff, with no questioning. I

don't think religion is a static
theology, it is a pilgrimage,
it cannot be absorbed all at
once, it cannot be taught, it

is an internal experience

with a lot of work to it. I am
not very advanced in my pil-
grimage."
After secondary school, Mr.
Mrozek studied architecture,
fine arts and painting, then
dropped out of university for
good because he was "bored."

"Then I started doing Car-
toons for our leading humor
magazine, and wrote on the
side," he said. His first vol-
ume of Short stories, "The
Elephant," came out in 1957.

There followed several
novels, numerous short sto-
ries and 13 plays, most of
them one-acters dealing with
lonely people up against an
overwhelming system.

"I will never forget my
first Visit to the United
States" he said. "I was in-
vited to a summer seminar
at Harvard in 1959, and spent
a month afterwards in New
York.

"I liked the city very much
but at the same time I have
too weak nerves for New

York. I used to stand and
watch those new buildings
going up in the center of
Manhattan. It was beautiful.
But the noise, I hate noise.
"What draws me to the

U.S. is the feeling that your
country is at a sort of Shake-
spearean crossroads. People
are ready to kill a Negro

—

or be killed for a Negro.
Whereas in Europe, everyone
shakes hands with the Negro,
but racism is concealed and
the anti-racists just make
loud noises.

"The U.S. is still young, still

open, with many possibilities
and with an elasticity that
appeals very much to me.
Maybe, some day I will live
there. It would have to be
New York. But it would be
very hard on the nerves."
He concluded with a ques-

tion as he opened the door
to say good-by. "Teil me," he
said, "is there anywhere in
New York where one can
find a quiet place?"

Slawomir Mrozek, whose play opened here, at desk in Paris"

:si^tKtsaiiie..
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PERFECTLY 8UITED: BONWIT*S DIAGONAL
KNIT SHELL

It's the blouse that goes everywhere

with everything! Our little shell

is great with pants, suits, skirts

and pantsuits...and has a long-zip

back so you can step right in!

It's a great traveler, too, In

easy-care polyester knit.

Adelaar does it in bone, yellow,

***«»,
, navy, light blue or white.

8to 18sizes, 16.00

BLOUSES
Mail and phone Orders.

Fifth Avenue at 56th Street,
New York Also in Manhasset

Westchester Short Hills

Philadelphia Wynnewood
Jenkintown Chicago Oakbrook
Cleveland Boston Palm Beach
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was sa\'ing a coiiplc of wccks ago, in

conncction with Brccht's "The Rcsist-

ihlc Risc of Arturo Ui," that making
fun of thc Hitlers of this workl is not,

on thc evidcncc, a uscful wa\ of rc-

ducing thc'ir rolcs in histor\ . Kvil is

strongcr than art, and I am afraid that

c'VL-n if "Red, White, and Maddox"
were ten times as devastating as it is,

Governor Maddox would feel it as the

merest momentar\' irritating pinprick.

J^)liticians are not laughed out of of-

fice; the\ are voted out. Still, it takes

coiu^age to voice one's loathing for the

possessors of power, especialh' when
that power niay he exercised against

one hy indirect and legal-seeming

means. I salute the Theatre Atlanta

Company not so much for the c|ua]it\ of

its howling as for daring to howl at all.—Brendan Gill

OFF BKOADVAY
Turkcy Trat

TANCiO," hy the Polish dramatist

Slawomir Mrozek, opened in

W'arsaw in 1965, after havinjr heen

done in a couple of theatres in ^'ugo-

slavia and elsewhere in Poland, and
since then it has been a hit in Paris,

London, Düsseldorf, Genoa, and Hel-

sinki. Last week, it opened here, at

the little Pocket Theatre, on Third
Avenue, in a dim production that at

best merel)' indicates the pla\ without

really doing it. "Tango" is a domestic

tragi-farce whose political and moral

implications are so strong that it must
fnescapahl) be considered an allegory,

even b\- those of us who would go

miles out of our wa\' not to consider

an\thing an allegory. The story con-

cerns a young man named Arthur who
comes home from medical school to

find bis aristocratic famil\ living a life

of self-indulgent bohemianism. His

grandmother (in a long evening gown,
sneakers, and a red deerstalker cap

)

spends most of her time at the card

table with his granduncle and the but-

1er. His mother, carr\ing a long ciga-

rette holder and dressed as a Happer

of the twenties, vagueh' drifts in and

out, and sleeps with the butler at night.

Flis father, who wanders around \n

pajama bottoms that are looseh pinned

together, tends to summon the familv

abrupth to original Punch and Jud\'

shows that are rife with s\ mbols and

v\\(\ in pistol shots, and to give un-

solicited orations on Art and Freedom.

'I'he <r\\-\ whom Arthur loves slouches

about in tights and a flopp\ shirt. 'I'he

action has that capricious cjualit\—

a

cagey, arbitrary playfulness— that has

little to do with humor, and is so often
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smokc, aiul whiskc'\' changc color, to

say notliing of tuniing a prctt\ girl into

a top hat.

ONK of tlu' pleasantest of thc man\'

plcasant things aboiit tlic new
musical "Cilcbration," at tJu- Ambas-
sador, is that it is ncw— it liasn't bccn

lifted from a novcl, pla) , movic, biog-

raph\', Comic strip, mcmoir, or an\

other non-thcatrical sourcc. It is also

ncw in prctciuling to bc antcdiluvianl)'

old; it wishcs us to pcrccivc that the

most original thing about it is that it

contaiiis nothino; orii^inal. W^ith a

ficrccncss of iiitcntion that luarh a1-

wa\'s kc'cps it safc from thc ha/ards of

Camp and cuteness, it strives to achiovc

thc grand, irrational simplicitics of

m\th. It is a sort of smilino: o-jiost storv

about thc contfSt bctvvccn Nouth and

age, love and dcath, and thc bare boncs

of the plot it unfolds surch antcdate

Gilgamcsh: A pcnnilcss orplian bo\ falls

in lovc with a prctt\ girl who is sorcly

temptcd b\ the luxuries that will bc

hcrs if, forgctting the bo\', she con-

sents to surrender lier body to a senileh'

lascivious mone\bags. WHiich of them
will slie finalh chooser 1^'or how many
millennia now has that proved a ques-

tion wortli our waiting to learn the

answer to?

The opening scene sets the eerie,

timeless tone of the evenin^: b\ seeminir

to take place somewhere far back in

the mist\' reaches of prehistor\—a pre-

histor\' that uncannih contains inter-

nal-combustion engin es,

iron wrecking balls, cor-

sets, and artificial How-
ers. Lithe, masked crea-

tures, bizarreh' decked

out in costumes of fürs

and rags, perform a

ritual dance on and un-

der a crudeh fashioned

wooden platform, which,

hung with lank curtains,

provides the single set-

ting for the musical. A
mountebank sings the ti-

tle Song, "Celebration ;" what we are

urged to celebrate turns out to be not

a particular event Init life itself. A suf-

ficienth scjuare message, as m\ thic mes-

sages are apt to be, and there are

squarer ones to come—there is even a

spirited attack on the theory that God
is dead and a no less spirited defense of

the preposterous theor\ that mone\-

cannot bu)' happiness. An odd work for

the likes of 1969, but a welcomeU'

merry, tuneful, and imaginative one,

and I give m\ best thanks to Harvey

Schmidt, who wrote the music, and

Tom Jones, who wrote the book and

Urics and took charge of the direction.

The\' are an exceedingl) gifted pair

{ tliey are the begetters of "The Fan-

tasticks," which is soon to Start its tenth

year downtown ), and this makes all the

more deplorable their occasional lapses

into gratuitous vulgarity. There are a

couple of lines and a couple of sight

gags in "Celebration" that they ought

to be thoroughh ashamed of and that

I suspect them of being alone in the

World in thinking funn\

.

"Celebration" is fortunate in having

at the head of its large compan\ four

attractive performers—Susan Watson,

Ted Th urston, Keith Charles, antl

Michael Glenn-Smith, the last of

whom was, within the \ear, a stock b()\

at Best's. It is also fortunate in havinii;

had Kd W^ittstein design the setting,

costumes, and lighting. I don't know
whether he has ever visited Lascaux;

it's piain that lie would be perfectl)' at

home there.

RED, W'hi'ie, and Maddox," at

the Cort, is a loutl, brash, and,

for half its leniith, harshh funin mu-
sical Satire, aimed with rage and con-

tempt straight at Lester Maddox,
former proprietor of the Pickrick Res-

taurant in Atlanta and the present

Governor of Georijia. i'lie authors of
Cr

this impetuous broadside, which the\

modesth define as "A I'hing with

Music," are Don Tucker and Ja\

Hroad, respectiveh the resident com-

|")oser and the artistic director of the

J'heatre Atlanta Com-

pany, and the leading

role is pla\ed b\ Ia\

Garner, who warmed
up for it last \ear b\

pK'U ing the leatl in the

Company 's successful

production of "Mac-
Hird'" The rtrst act of

"Red, White, and

Maddox" traces Mad-
dox's rise from humble,

happy bigotr\ at tlie

I^ickrick to the mo-
ment when, having, with the helj-) of

bis cron\ God, been elected to the

governorship, he anticipates assuming

the ]^residenc\ and so winning the

countr\ back from the Nii2:ii:ah-lovin'

Commies in \\^'ishini»;ton. The second

act purports to depict the consequences

of having a Lester Maddox in the

\\^hite House, and here the authors'

bump of invention has failed them.

\W' are in the h\ now overh familiär

Strangelove countr\ , and Mr. Garner's

capering, doll-faced, squeaky-voiced

Maddox is neither mad enough nor

Snopes enough to hold our interest. I

Donau Davies

ofDuUin.
Donald Davies of Dublin is a way of life.

675 color variations in Woolo'the Wisp.

For nearcst Store, write 417 Fifth Ave.N. Y.
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fouiul in tlic work of Middlc Kuropc.ui

writci^s, and it dcals with Arthur's

fkrcc and ultimatc-l\ disastrous at-

tc-mpts to imposc sonic ordcr on his

disordcrly relatives, startinij: out with

a convcntional vvcddins: for himsclf.

(Tlu' (jirl scL'S no rcason on cartli to

hothcr man ying him. ) \\c also forccs

his fathcT to confront, with a gun, tlu-

niotlur and thc hutlcr, althoiigh his

fathcr prefcTS to sidcstcp thc issiic aiul

romanticizcs thc hutler as "thc natin'al

man." Thc hcro's dcadh cncm\ is thc

hutlcr, and his ()nl\ all\ is his grand-

unclc, a conspiratorial rcactionarw

Thcrc is a strugglc for power. B\ thc

timc thc pla\ is ovcr, thc grandmothcr

has just lain down and dicd, and thc

hcro is dcad, too. As thc curtain falls,

thc hutlcr, now thc surh hoss of thc

place, is dancing a tango o\cr his hod\',

hand in hand with thc grandunclc.

"J'ango," as \()U can sec, is a play

ahout such ahstractions as lihcrt\ , rc-

s|)onsihilit\ , moralit\, ordcr, force, \ io-

Icncc, and, ultimateh , totalitarianism,

hut it is invcntivc and thcatrical—thc

kind of pla) that offers cndlcss j')ossi-

hilitics for st\ le and hrilliancc to thc

actors, who must supph thc Hesh and

hlood and emotion, Thcrc is no «icncral

style of Performance in tlie j)roduction

at thc Pocket, and for this sad fact thc

director must hc hlamcd ( though not

necessarih namcd). Among thc actors,

Muricl Kii'kland, as thc fcy grand-

mothcr, and Stefan Schnahel, as thc

artist fathcr, certainh make slapdash

hohem ianism attractive— so attractive

that thcrc is no contest and, consc-

quently, no pla\ . l\rhaps thc\ arc

mcant to bc grotesqucs, hut, righth or

wron<»;1\ , thc\ conic ovcr as human
and cntertaining (a couplc of stra\s

from "^'ou Can't 'J'akc It \\'ith

^ou"), and thc\ throw thc wholc

pla\ out of whack—mcrcifulh , in this

instance. It would hc interesting to sec

it in whack, though. Mi\ Mrozck is

indccd a dramatist, and "l'ango" is

a real pla\ and perhaps an important

one—-whether \()U likc that kind of

tliing or not. The question thcn arises:

Is it hcttcr to See an important pla\

poorh done or to skip it, on thc chance

that someda\ it will hc done right: M\
owii choice would hc to skij') it.—Kdiih Oliver

ViENNA, Jan. ,> (AP)—"Whcrr is thc

Sifj:iiunul !• rciid moniiiiicciit ?'" tlihc

pretty American co-ed askcd. "W'lio is

l'ri'ut?" thc jiuzzlcd Vienncsc rcplicd.

A lU'w I' rt'ul Society \\ ants to chan;j;f

all this.

—

r/ii/fu/( Ipliid Inquinr.

Not a had idea.

IRISH

SADDLE
LEATHER

COUNTRY CASUALS
These man-styled casuais are made from a

rieh, antique brown leather that mellows

graciously like fine saddlery. They are bench

crafted, have bouncy plantation crepe soles

with dark edging, and are superbly

comfortable. If you delight in fine casual

shoes, you'll approve the distinguished

nonchalance of the Clarks Irish Saddle Leather

collection. Buckle or iaced. Boot or oxford.

Sixteen to eighteen dollarsdependingon style.

At better stores where shoes are sold.

OF ENGLAND
Makers of the world famous Desert® Boot

560 Main Ave., Norwalk, Conn. 06851
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POIM ÄllEGORY

COMING TP STAGE

Tango' Will Be Presented

Here and In St. Paul

By SAM ZOLOTOW
'Tango," an avant-garde al-

legorical comedy by Slawomlr
Mrozek, will be presented here
in November. The new St. Paul'

branch of the Tyrone Guthrie
Repertory Company of Minne-
apolis will also perform the

work by the young Pollsh dra-
matist who was educated at
Harvard Univcrslty. That pro-
duction is scheduled for Decem-
ber.

The Sponsors here, Arthur
Cantor, Ninon Tallon Karlweis
and Martin Rubin, lessees of
Off Broadway's Pocket and!
Gramercy Art Theaters, have
not decidcd where it will be
staged or how it will be cast.
"Tango" was first produced

In Warsaw In 1965. The Poles
likened it to the history of their
troubled country since the nine-
teen-thirtles. However, the
Communist Government did not
View it as a political commen-
tary. The plot concems a ne'er-
do-well family and an ambi-
tious young son who strives to
Improve conditions.
The production has been put

on In Düsseldorf and Zürich and
in London by the Royal Shakes-
peare Company. A French Ver-
sion i-g running in Paris, and a
Oermaji presentation' will open
there next week. Mr. Cantor
plans to leave for Paris next
week to see both. He has seen
the London production.
That transJation. by Nicholas

Bethell and Tom Stoppard, will

not be used here. A new one
Is being written by Ralph
Mannheim. Off Broadway pre-
viously saw two of Mr.
Mrozek's short plays, "The Po-
liceman" and "At Sea."

^v.
J: i ^.f ,1-
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Stage: Mrozek's 'Tango' Opens at Pocket Theater

IS

o

East European Comedy
Is Play to Ponder

By CLIVE BARNES
CLAWOMIR MROZEK'S com-
'^ edy "Tango" opened at the

Pocket Theater on Saturday
night. It should be around for

a h>itg time because it is one
of the most rewarding plays

to come out of Eastern

Europe in many years. Mr.
Mrozek is Poiish, but he has
lived in Grenoa and Paris in

recent years and last year,
after the Czechoslovak crisis,

his Poiish passport was with-
drawn following his denun-
ciatron of the part playied by
Poland in the occupation of
Czechoslovakia.

The play has been seen all

over Europe, and last season
was given by the Minnesota
Theater Company in St. Paul.

1B»is present production has
been staged by a German di-

reclor, Heinz Engels, and is

based upon the original War-
saw Staging directed by Erwin
Axer.

In such oircumstances it

may seem almost churlish to
complain about a production
that clearly has—if only at
seoond-hand—the approval of
the author. Yet in some ways
the play did not seem so well
acted here as in St. Paul. It

as still, however, a most amus-
ing and most engrossing
work, and one that should
certainly be seen.

•
To one of his earlier plays,

"The Police," Mr. Mrozek ap-
pended a note that said, in
part: "This play does not
contain anything except what
it actually contains. This
means it is not an allusion
to anything, it is not a meta-
phor, and it should be read
as such." Whether "Tango"
should be read in such a lit-

eral fashion—as some main-
tain — is doubtful. Yet I

think we should also beware
of reading too specific a sig-
nificance into the play's ac-
tion.

The play is concerned with
the uses of force and the
rise of totalitarianism. A fam-
il}'—at first glance a little like
the household of "You Can't
Take It With You"~is seen
in its decline and fall.

The family is headed, after
a fashion, by Eleanor and
Stomil, two aging Bohemians
who can still remember the
days whcn thcy niade love
in the first row at a Perform-
ance of "Tannhäuser" by way
of a social protest. But the
da}'S of Protest af^ nov/ p:ist

and Stomil. a 5'Ob v{ a mnn
with dreams cf past RJori^s.
nnd Eloinor, vho is hivinr;
'1 love affair v/i^h the hrut"sh
but goodnaturcd mnnsenant,
Ecldie, seem social cnstav/nys.

Their son. Arthur, is' a
rehel who naturaUy rcbcis in
the only way he ran in such
an anarrhisticallv permissixe

Elizabeth Swain, David Margulies and Lilyan Wilder

Society—by being ultracon-

servative, aggressively con-

ventional. Soon Arthur, sick-

ened by the permissiveness

he sees around him, seizes

control of the household by
force. But his is an intellec-

tual rebellion, even though it

does have the backing of his

uncle, a fanatic supporter of

the old way of life, who is

desperately reactionary in his

desire to see the clock set
back.

In the end it is not Arthur
who triumphs, but Eddie, the
brutish, "natural" man who,
when the right time comes,
breaks Arthur like a man
killing a rabbit and at the
end of the play, caught in

The Gast
TANGO, a play by Slawomir Mrozek, tran-j-

lated by Teresa Dzeduszycka anrj Ralpfi
Manhrim. Stagrd by Heinz Engels, based
on the ongin.al slagiiTg by Erwin Axer.
Setting by Jas'>n Phillips; c'->slumGs by
John E. Hirsch; lighting by Paul Holland,
based on the original production designe<l
by Eva Starowieska. Dance arrangod t5y

Jon Devlin, Presented by Arthur Cantor,
Ninon Karlweis nr-6 Martin Rubin, iri 3s-
sociation w^th Zvi Kolitz. At the Pocket
Theater, 100 Third Avenue.
Eugenia Muriel Kirkland
Eddie Clifford A. Pellow
Fugene Arthur Ed Forman
Arthur David Margulies
Eleanor Lilyan Wilder
Stomil Stefan Schnahpl
Ala Elizabeth Swain

some danse macabre, is to be
seen dancing a tango with
the old, autocrabic uncle.

This parable of permissive-
ness leading to decadence

Original Poiish Staging
Is Followed Here

and decadence leading to

violence and authoritarianism

is perhaps particularly apt

for US today. But the parable

is wrapped up in a play of

surprising richness of texture.

Mr. Mrozek makes allu-

sions here to plays as diverse

as "Hamlet," "The SeaguH"

and "The Cherry Orchard,"

and it is part of the play's

unusual quality that it has

this very special flavor, which

is also affected by many
theater-of-the-absurd devices.

The resulting play is stränge

but fascinating, füll of dra-

matic surprises and even

more füll of ingenious ideas

and concepts. It is a play not

only to enjoy but also—and
this is surely rarer—to ponder
on.

•
Mr. Engel's Staging uses

the original Poiish designs by
Eva Starowieska in American
adaptations, and the results

are very handsome. More per-

haps than any American pro-

duction I can think of, it has
caught exactly the faded
grandeur of Eastern Europe.

Mr. Engel's direction was
clear and unfussy, but al-

though David Margulies did
well as the paranoid Arthur,
the rest of the acting did not
have quite the distinction

that the play— idiomatically
translated by Teresa Dzedus-
zycka and Ralph Manheim—
really deserved in its New
York debut.

Even with resen''ations

about the Performances, I

can still recommend it whole-
heartedly.

MiÄMORKMiiiiiinieiii^M *iuctt^^ u



THE THEATER

Kingston, R, I.

FOR THE FAST two years, the Uni-

versity of Rhode Island Summer
Theatre Festival has been the Sum-

mer home of the Theatre Company of

Boston. The latter has, in a few seasons

of Operation, established itself as an en-

terprising group undertaking many
original plays and giving American pre-

mieres to such outstanding new vvorks

from abroad as Ann Jellicoe's The Knack,

John Arden's Armstrongs Last Good-
night, and Live Like Pigs, a production
the Theatre Company of Boston suc-

cessfully presented for a vvhole summer
at an off-Broadway playhouse.

Now at the Festival, this Company is

offering the first American showing of

Tango, a much-heralded new play by
thirty-seven-year-old Polish playwright,

Slawomir Mrozek. It is, as it turns out,

a most difficult task, for Tango, in Ralph
Manheim's translation, emerges as a dis-

orderly play about disorder. It is also a

most timely work, hovvever, dealing vvith

a truly contemporary Situation.

The Situation is simply that a frus-

trated representative of today's youth,

Arthur, fünds himself unable to act in a

household where bis parents practice a

kind of laissez-faire liberalism in which
they embrace present fads but at the

same time refuse to throw out the relics

of the past. Furthermore, the pretty girl

he would like to marry is not at all in-

terested in such formality or responsi-

bility. Instead, she, too, has accepted the

modern attitude of seeking only sexually

gratifying experience for its own sake.

Arthur decides that bis only salvation

is a return to the values of the past.

NUMBERS, PLEASE!
The numbers and letters on the
label that brings Saturday Review
your way each week may not mean
much to you at first glance. But
they are essential in helping our
Subscription Department quickly
identify your records. That is why
it is important to include your
address label whenever you write
Saturday Review about your sub-
scription.

Sorry, Wrong Rumba

Fiercely he sets about it, enlisting the

help of bis aged uncle. He stops the

adultery between a servant, who is

treated as one of the family, and bis

mother; demands that bis father at least

button up bis mod pajamas; insists that

bis grandmother change from a swinger
into a gray-haired little old lady; and
puts the servant back in livery. As for

bis treatment of the girl, he fights down
bis carnal instincts and persuades her to

agree to an old-fashioned wedding in

virginal white.

All this seems to be poking fun at the

sort of modern behavior many Americans
have to some degree adopted, and also

we see as ridiculous the notion that a

nominal return to the traditions of the

past could be a permanent, satisfactory

Solution to the present tendency to

nihilism and chaos. Unfortunately, we
get the idea much too quickly, and the
Comic manifestations that follow are

only as effective as the inventiveness of

the actors and director David Wheeler
can make them.

AHACH LABEL HERE

J^\,

CHANGE of ADDRESS NEW or RENEWAL SUBSCRIPTION
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One of the best moments comes in a

scene in which, after unsuccessfully

tempting Arthur with her near-nudity,

Lisa Richards—as the sensuous girl—

throws an old blanket over her head, on
top of which she perches a derby hat,

and proceeds to seduce Arthur. It is

amusing proof that the idea of sex can
be more appealing than an anatomical
banquet. Similarly, Paul Benedict uses

basic Comic technique to make hilarious

the cuckolded father's refusal to take the

called-for action.

But the play's long third act changes
in tone, with the author faihng to show
US the process whereby Arthur comes to

a realization that bis plan won't work.
Instead, he merely appears disillusioned

and drunk, and bis conversion to a world
governed by power exercised for its own
sake is unconvincing. Perhaps in post-

war Poland this appears as a reflection

of native political conditions, and there-

fore requires no justification. Here, how-
ever, the play has until this point seemed
less related to politics than to social Con-
ventions, and while we do not ask the
playwright to solve Arthur's dilemma,
we do want to comprehend and believe
the absurd consequences of bis logical

and passionate endeavors.

Nevertheless, Tango is a play worth
wrestling with, and one would hope that

Mr. Mrozek might be encouraged to re-

vise it before its scheduled New York
presentation this winter.

T.

Stratford, Conn.

34

HE production by the American
Shakespeare Festival Theatre of The
Merchant of Venice is the most gently
merry version of what in our day has ^
become a darker work than Shakes-
peare ever intended. Under Michael
Kahn's direction, Morris Carnovsky has
dropped much of the bitterness out of
his greatest of all modern Shylocks to

bring the role more in balance with the
Comic dimensions of the other ch?r-
acters. And Ed Wittstein has designed
silver and gold Venetian elements to

keep the proceedings fanciful.

The best scene is the one in wliich
Bassanio chooses the right casket, thanks
to the prompting of singers who chant
"knell, knell" as an admonishing "no,
no" when he is about to pick the wrong
box. Barbara Baxley is amusingly wicked
and furtive as Portia and entertainingly

mocks the too familiär melodrama of the
trial scene by waiting longer than one
would in real Hfe to stop the knife-

poised villain with "Tarry, a little." One
suspects that this style could have been
used to advantage throughout, but
Shakespeare aficionados might have ob-
jected. As it Stands, the compromise is

at least a sunny and leisurely pleasant
Performance of this comedy.

-Henry Hevves.

SR/Jnly 29, 1967



liighly lucid discussion of U.S. foreign

policy in Vietnam from 1941-1966, he

iinderscores what he calls "the illusion

of American omnipotence," and goes on
to catalogue the unreality of seeking an

"American Solution" to vvorld dilemmas.

It's an unsettling and important evaUia-

tion of the U.S. role in Southeast Asia by
one who sees events in terms of the his-

torical continmim rather than as day-to-

day happenings. Whereas Schlesinger

favors de-escalating the war, Howard
Ziim in Vietnam: The Logic of With-
(Irawal (Beacon, $1.25) calls for unilat-

eral action, in which our troops are

promptly recalled. He defends his own
arguments by tackling such often pre-

sented opposing theories as the compari-

son with Munich or the dominoes
strategy idea. A different viewpoint is

that of ehester A, Bain, USIA official in

Vietnam and author of Vietnam: The
Roots of Conflict (Spectrum, $1.95).

Bain refutes the Viet Cong as a people's

populär uprising, seeing it instead

as a part of international Communism
adapted to that country's particular

needs and attitudes.

One of the most engrossing if dis-

heartening books about Vietnam is The
Other Side (Signet, 95^), in which
Staughton Lynd and Thomas Hayden
roport on their much publicized 1965
trip to North Vietnam. A chilling inter-

view with a captmed U.S. airman, the

fcrvor of a teen-aged girl who teils how
she plans to shoot down American
planes, the widespread belief that the

United States commits wartime atroci-

ties all serve to illustrate the vast gulf

prcventing international harmony.
Also noted: A nevv^ enlarged edition

of Peace in Vietnam (Hill & Wang,
$1.25), the American Friends Service

Committee repoit on "another year of

escalation," in which the conflict "has

bccome very largely an American war."

This updated report concludes that "the

course of the war is leading toward
American occupation of a devastated

South Vietnam for an indefinite number
of years where guerrilla activity and
trrrorism will continue unless repressed

by totalitarian methods." The most

cheerful note is Struck Iw a minor book
written in a major key, Lucky-Lucky
(Crest, 600 ), a gentle story by nurse

Marva Hasselblad, with l^orothy Bran-

don, about the people she came to know
in a rural South Vietnam hospital.

SunimertiiTie

S. A. Robbins gocs a long way toward

proving that old saw about the best

things in life. Her new handbook, See

America Free (Bantam, $1), lures the

spirited traveler through fifty states and
hundreds of activities that adults and
youngsters might enjoy viewing. Iron

digging at the Mcsabi Range, horse-

breeding farms in Kentucky, general

SR/July 29, 1967

Stores in New Hampshire, and wine-

tasting sprees in California are only a

few of the sights awaiting the pennywise
and curious. For the more adventurous

vacationer, The Sierra Chtb Wilderness

Handbook (Ballantine, 750) really puts

it on the line: complete information

about ways to follow the rugged road,

on a burro or with knapsack. Just around

the corner from the picnic parks lies a

primeval forest waiting to be trafticked

by the hale and hearty.

Peter L. Dixon's Men and Waves
(Ballantine, 750) calls upon such ex-

perts as James Michener and the late

Eugene Burdick to explain the mystique

of Surfing. An energetic anthology by
and for enthusiasts. There's no more
salty book than Robert Manry's Tinker-

helle (Dell, 750). It's all about the kind

of courage needed to sail a sixteen-foot

sloop across the Atlantic alone, by one
who achieved the trick.

Mark and Roberta Ames's Barhecues

(Paperback Library, 500) öfters those

who don't plan to stir from their back-

yard fresh ideas for the same old cook-

outs, including tasty fruit-and-meat ka-

bobs and a recipe for fiery hot frankfurts.

Literary Lives

Some of the world's nastiest literary

biographies have been written by the

late lamented's kinfolk. A perfect ex-

ample of the waspish recollection is

Robin Maugham 's account of his famous
uncle in Somerset and All the Maughams
(Signet, 950). Nephew Robin spares no
detail of Uncle Willie's egocentricity, his

aversion to women, his callousness, as

when learning of his divorced wife's

death he stopped his card game just

long enough to sing, "'Tra la la, no more
alimony, tra la la." Still, this was the

witty and engaging man of the world

who noted in farewell that "Dying is a

very dull, dreary affair. And my advice

to you is to have nothing whatever to

do with it."

An altogether admiring reminiscence

is My Brother, Ernest Hemingway (Pre-

mier, 750), in which Leicester Heming-
way recalls growing up in an atmosphere
both middle class and Midwestern. From
boyhood outings on Lake Michigan to

the frenzy of wartime Madrid, Leicester

seemed always aware of something
unique about his older brother, and
his acceptance of the difterence between
them is often most touching.

Robert Frost, the controversial poet is

the subject of an informative, one-vol-

ume biography. In Robert Frost: The
Aim Was Song (Apollo, $1.95), Jean
Gould reviews the highlights of a long

lifetime, emphasizing always the seem-
ingly simple writer's essential sophistica-

tion and intellectuality.

ii
Il\s In to Be Thiii, It's Out to Be Stout" is the leitmotif of It's Square to

Be Round (Pacific Coast PublishersMenlo Park, Calif., $1.95). Written
by the anonymous Dr. G. and whimsically illustrated with Sandy Heck-
inger's upbeat line drawings, this new "textbook on fatsology"' dispels all

fads and crash diets in favor of a 1,000-calorie-per-day regime. Funny,
even corny, it's a genuinely cheerful guidebook of tips, advice, and pure
solace to weight-watching America.



TIME LISTINGS
TELEVISION
Wednesday, February 5

HALLMARK HALL OF FAME (NBC, 7:10-
9 p.m.).' David McCallum, Ossie Davis
and George Grizzard star in Teacher,
Tcacher, an original drama by Allan Sloane!
aboiit the struggle to teach a mentally re-
tarded teen-ager played by Billy Schulman
TURN-ON (ABC, 8:30-9 p.m.). A Computer

hosts and Tim Conway guest stars in the
Premiere of a new series that promises to
be '*a visual-comedic assaiilt on the peo-
ple who watch it." Whether it also gets
charged for battery remains to be seen.
WEDNESDAY NIGHT MOVIE (ABC, 9-11

p.m.). Peter Ustinov, Kirk Douglas, Jean
Simmons, Laurence Olivier, and Charles
Laughton star in the film about pagan
Rome, Spartacus (1960). The second half
is shown on Siimlay Ni^'/it Marie.

Thursday, February 6
THAT GIRL (ABC, 8-8:30 p.m.). Family

night. Mario is joined by three other Thom-
ases: her sister Terre, brother Tony and
daddy Danny.

NET PLAYHOUSE (NET, 8-9 p.m.). A
French-made dramatized documentary,
The Boss's Son, deals with the predictable
demise of the romance between a textile
magnate's son and one of his father's fac-
tory girls.

WHAT'S IT ALL ABOUT, WORLD? (ABC, 9-
10 p.m.). Dean Jones hosts the premiere
of a weekly satirical review that takes
pokes at people, places, times, trends and
morals. Mission Jmpossihle's Martin Lan-
dau and Barbara Bain are guest stars.

Friday, February 7
THIS IS TOM JONES! (ABC, 7:30-8:30

p.m.). Tom Jones hosts the premiere of
his own weekly variety hour, with guests
Peter Seilers, Joey Heatherton, Mary Hop-
kin, Richie Pryor and The Moody Blues
GENERATION GAP (ABC, 8:30-9 p.m.).

For some reason, the producers claim to
have invented a new game: people over
30 match wits with those under, as they
try to determine how much they really
know about each others' cultures.
NBC EXPERIMENT IN TELEVISION (NBC, 10-

1 1 p.m.). "This is Sholom Aleichem" stars
Jack Gilford as the noted Jewish writer
and Nancy Walker and David Burns as sev-
cral of his characters in this exploration
of the life, vvork and personal ity of the
writer.

Saturday, February 8
THE BOB HOPE DESERT CLASSIC (NBC, 6-7

p.m.). The fourth round of the annual
golf tournament, live from Indian Wells
Country Club in Palm Springs, Calif.
Final round on Sunday, 4:30-6 p.m.

Sunday, February 9
CBS CHILDREN'S FILM FESTIVAL (CBS, 1:30-

2:30 p.m.). The Lupinek Case, a Czech-
oslovak film about some missing puppets
and their savior.

THE 21ST CENTURY (CBS, 6-6:30 p.m.).
"Stranger Than Science" shows what sci-
cnce fiction once predicted and how much
of it came truc.

MAN AND HIS UNIVERSE (ABC, 7-8 p.m.).
"The View from Space" depicts how mans
view of the earth has expanded via spacc ex-

- All times E.S.T.

ploration and how science interprets what
man now sees.

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM (CBS, 9-

11:15 p.m.). The Royal Shakespeare Com-
pany makes the dream come true for tele-

vision audiences.
FRED ASTAIRE SHOW (NBC, 10-11 p.m.).

A delightful hour with the man who is

"Top Hat, White Tie and Tails." Repeat.

Monday, February 10
NET JOURNAL (NET, 9-10 p.m.). "The

Sixth Paul" examines the Pope and his
stand on birth control through the eyes
of bishops, priests and laymen.

HEART ATTACK (ABC, 10-11 p.m.). This
ABC News Special on the nation's heart-
attack victims explores their relationships
with doctors, adjustments with their fam-
ilies and the road to recovery.

Tuesday, February 1

1

N.Y.P.D. (ABC, 9:30-10 p.m.). James Earl
Jones guests in "Candy Man," Part 1, as
the director of a narcotics-rehabilitation
Center in a residential neighborhood that
becomes aroused when the patients are sus-
pected of a series of robberies.

THEATER
On Broadway

CELEBRATION, by Tom Jones and Harvey
Schmidt, the cj-creators of The Fantas-
ticks, is a charmer for sophisticates who
have never quite forsaken the magic realm
of childhood. Potemkin, a master of cer-
emonies winningly played by Keith Charles,
presides over a land of enchantment peo-
pled by a handsome blond Orphan, a crest-
fallen Angel, a bored and impotent Mr.
Rieh and a group of Revelers. With a
straight melodic line and the unpreten-
tiously apt lyrics of the songs, the play is

one of those good things that come in
small packages.

COCK-A-DOODLE DANDY is a Sean O'Casey
play that. with its zany unconcern with se-
quiturs, probabilities or dramatic ps and
^s, has rarely been staged during the 20
years since it was written. The players of
the APA Reperlory Company make this
blast at what O'Casey feit was wrong
with Ireland into a rollicking, rumbustious
piece of theater.

HADRIAN VII is a dramatization of Fred-
erick William Rolfe's novel, Haürian the
Seventh. Playwright Peter Luke makes
Rolfe the hero of his own story; he is an ec-
centric misfit who, after being rejected
twice for the priesthood, develops the fan-
tasy that he becomes Pope. In a stunning
Performance that is a paradigm of the el-
egant best in English acting style, Alec Mc-
Cowen manages to evoke for Rolfe a
sense of pity and affection.

PROMISES, PROMISES is a slick, amiable
and derivative musical based on the film
The Apartment. Jerry Orbach is splendid
as the tall, gangling anti-hero, but the
rhythms of Burt Bacharach's score sound
rather like sporadic rifle fire.

JIMMY SHINE. Playwright Murray Schisgal
has created a total ly transparent character;
to see him once is to know him totally.
NVhat makes Jimmy more winning than
his fate is Dustin HofTman's bravura Per-
formance as the luckless adventurer.

FORTY CARATS is precisely the sort of
show that people always say they want
to see in order to torget the trials and trib-

ulations of the day. The comedy stars
Julie Harris as a half-smitten, half-re-
luctant lady, ardently wooed by Marco
St. John, a lad almost half her age.

Off Broadway
TANGO, by Polish playwright Slawomir

Mrozek, has David Margulies as a young
man eager to exercise the sacred right of
youth to rebel; but he finds that his to-
tally permissive home life leaves him noth-
ing to rebel against. Despite stilted di-
rection and a somewhat awkward trans-
lation, the play is one of those rare and
engrossing dramas that pay an evening-
long courtesy call on the playgoer's mind.

LITTLE MURDERS is a revival of Cartoonist
Jules Feiffer's first full-length play. Though
it still seems a series of animated Car-
toons spliced together, Director Alan Arkin
gives it a breath-catchingly funny air, a sur-
realistic style and an incredibly fast pace.
TO BE YOUNG, GIFTED AND BLACK is some-

thing of a milestone in the current black-
white confrontation. In a tribute to the
late Lorraine Hansberry, put together from
her own writings, the able interracial cast
puts on a Performance that reflects her
hot anger at indignity and injustice as
well as her concern for humanity.

DAMES AT SEA. Bernadette Peters, aided
by an engaging cast, is naive little Ruby
who comes to the Broadway "jungle," de-
termined to "tap her way to stardom" in
this friendly parody of the movie-mu-
sicals of the '30s.

CINEMA
RED BEARD. Japan's Akira Kurosawa is

one of the world's greatest film makers,
and in this deceptively simple story about
the Spiritual growth of a young doctor he
has made one of his greatest films. Ku-
rosawa's techniques are impeccable, and
his actors—especially the justly famed To-
shiro Mifune—are among the most ac-
complished ever to appear on screen.

GRAZIE ZIA is a flashy first film by
young (25) Italian Film Maker Salvatore
Samperi. His theme is moral and spiritual
decadence and his style is already ac-
complished, but the film is too repetitious
and vague to be entirely satisfying.

THE SHAME. Ingmar Bergman examines
war and the artistic conscience in his
29th film. The Visual imagery is brilliantly
desolate, and the Performances—by Max
von Sydow, Gunnar Björnstrand and Liv
Ullman—are perfectly orchestrated.

THE FIXER is actually a 20th Century
Job, who becomes, to his own surprise,
something of a hero. John Frankenheimer
directs this adaptation of Bernard Mal-
amud's novel with impressive force, while
such actors as Alan Bates (in the title
role), Dirk Bogarde and lan Holm play dif-
ficult parts with vigorous dedication.

FACES. The purgatory of modern, middle-
aged marriage is depicted by Writer-Di-
rector John Cassavetes with an obsessive
eye for surface realism. His film has an
air of grainy honesty. but his characters
are so obsessed with themselves that they
leave little room for audience empathy.

THE NIGHT THEY RAIDED MINSKY'S is a
sassy valedictory Valentine to oldtime bur-
lesque. The tone of the film is predom-
mantly affectionate, and excellent Perform-
ances by Jason Robards, Norman Wisdom,
Britt Ekland, Harry Andrews and Joseph
Wiseman contribute to the revelry.

THE FIREMEN'S BALL. What looks at first
to be a simple, funny little anecdote about
a group of firemen planning a party for
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^oMi Writer
by riorcncc Hkstrand

Slawoniir Mrozck is a Polish
writcr vvho writes Short stories

that read like plays and plays
that sound likc fables.

Last nip:ht A Contemporary
Theatrc :>t IMr.-.t Ave. W. and
W. Ro.\ Si. prcnüeied two of
lils one 'ct plays, one of them
ior Ihe ürst tinie in the United

. i'-ilcs. '•

\'. .tt'j Curiny, satiii-

:il .'1(1(1, iiiw every fable, they
• cavc l iii';.aci'-ßoer reading
fiiio Ihc: i exuctiy what he sees
ut tlic p.:<int vviieic ho is.

Sincc thls is just as true of

Üic powers-that-l)e behind the

Iren Curlain, it's amazing that

Mrozek has been ablo to write
his deliciously funny satires

with zest and liveliness.

And wIth restraint. For **Out

at Sea'* espccially is one that

could l}ave.beencarriedavYayby

tlie zany and sometimes grisly

conversatlon. Rut the fable
comes through, loud and clear.

(Slawomir Mrozek won the

1957 Literary Prize of the Pol-
ish State Cultural Review for a
collection of ironical Sketches.

One of his funniest Short stories

pokes fun at the *'rehabilita-

tion" of many victims of oid-
time political purges in Russia
and the sateilite countries. It

teils the Story of the lion In

the Roman arena who munched
a carrot instead of eating Chris-
tians because "some day Ck)n-

stantine might make a deal wlth
the Christians and then every-
one will rcmoml)er I wcis eating
a carrot.*» The New York
Times, reprinting that story,

remarked that the climate had
changod when a Pole dared write
a Satire on the subject and a
Moscow magazine printed lt.**)

But back to A Contemporary
Theatre which is, by theway,ln
a pleasantly a i r -condltioned
üuilding and has a modifled
thrust stage, a feelli« of
intimacy, and appreciative
crowds—4100 saw "Luv," the
opcning of the series, and^TTie
Deputy**

cords.
broke all ACT't re-

through July
^^^ .^j

Sea- and "Tiu .,c;ip iease."
In the first, three car^taways
one iat, one .T.cJium. and one
thin, are man),;nc(; on a raft
at sea. Since thu icod suppiy
IS gons, someone will have to
be eaten.

"Strip Tease" has only two
characters j^'' ^omps a litt'

^

nearer to the wcrld of a bad
dream. Both men iiave encoun-
tered sometliin.«: '«out there "
What it is thcyfro not sure. They
have noideaU'hatitwants. hut
when the Hand bzyAns to maKo
demands (h'ke tiieir bclts su.s-
Penders. trousers). it bcc»,mes
a question of freeciom

••Lnwardiy
1 have 'remained

free," says one. -i have not
become en^^a^ed in any action.
J haven't cven mov od a fingen
Not you though. Von dkl somo-
tning

. . .you ma-ieadioice
you knocked a/^ainst tim wall and
inade a foo! ofyourself.Slavo!"
Last nlglifs auilence was a

responsive one, Konorous wiüi i

applause and laughter. K. LypeO Dell who scortdas The Car- ^

d^nal In <'The Deputy." piayed

„ t ^^ '^astaway well as did
Robert Milton the Thin Casta-

f'Ilt^^''!'"/^"^"^^"' >vinner ofihe Best Actor Off Broadwayaward, piayed a scant ro]^
beautifully as the Medium Cast!
awayin"OutatSea."

David Vaughan, in his sec-ond season vMth ACT, showedWs versatlllty as The Post-man, ^and Ben Tone piayed The

"Strip Tease»» was a gern ofIrony, exquisitely performed byJero„,e Raphel and Richard

I

i_

h

I
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Two Short plays that deal with tini3i.-ss p .

-^ms jn tnc ironic ianguage and slyle of .nir ur.i. .ere presented Jas; night at A Contemporary Tno-
tier.

"Out at Sea" und "Strip Tease" werc wriirc.
Slawomir Mrozok. a young Polish wi itor who

plays are just becon-;ing known in the Unitcn Sküt .

[
iSt night 's Performance of "Strip Tease " was. .u

•/^ct, an American premiere.
The double-bill production is the third in ACT's (jh.<i

•
son. The two previous productions set attcndance r.-.-

a.<- Tliis one might set another.
In ACT's well-crafted and excellently ac(»^d produc-

on, the two Mrozck plays provide an eminently cnjoy-
-ble evenins o! theatcr. The play& are pointed and pct-

' nent, saucy and spiritcd, funny and touching—and rr.t
JiMe kooky.

''

Thoy are clcarly expressions of cur timcs. and iIi.k ,.

hat A CONTEMPORARY Tlieater is all about.

ROTH PLAYS DEAL with serious. imporcini ();ir-
ns — the nature of free will, choice, indiv.duai n-r
m, etc. - but they aren't in the slightest stiiffy oi ,...«

i'Mtious ?^.>r.iit their importance In fact, the nv.:.,,
•Mvocal. tangential lanRnaoc pokes fun at the irn^.U

.' nts at the sanie ümo it analyz'^s them.
Both pi.iys also iitiJize tcchninnes from the so-<ai

Tl^eater oi" the Absurd, but apain. neither is sclf-cnnsri..i
nor aggressive about its style. The absurdist rechmr; .-

are clearly used for fun and not for an attemnf at sf.Mir
cosmic (and usuahy unintelligible) revelation.

"Out at Sea" piirs three men on a raft jj* the n>id
die of the occan. The Situation is hardly rea.istic thr
nien are sitting on three straight-backed cha;.-.* on ti,r
raft which also carries a large ehest and, in^a rornor,
?n old - fashioned shower; the men are impeccahlv
dressed, except that they have no shoes or Focks

They are hungry — starved, in fact. It quickiy hc-
'•omes clear that, if they are to eat, they will havc tu
oat not somethinjT hm somenno rho, rp?f nf ihe "hiy ::

devoted to singJing out the one who is to provide tli«»

feast.

This could be gris; / business, but Mrozek pIavs a n.
laughs and tor commentary on man's lol. In ^>v;in- jn
- iect the victim from among them, the three men Iv.vr
ön election (complete with campaign Speeches^, hnf this
method is ruled out when (somehow) four votes are casi.

THEN TWO Of THE MEN join forces ,i,;ainst thr
/urd. contei.ding that since they are orphans, they dc-
^rve special treatment and he, the only non-orph<.n
.'•lould be eaien. This method of oiection also fails whcn

telegram is delivered (on a .<at in mid-sea, yet) an-
nincing that the third man's mother has died.
The pnch that finally is effcefive involvc^ ha appoal

:^ man's selflcssness and his manyr-potential/his willing-"
..ess to 5 rnfice himself for othcrs.

Along tne way io the final solection, Mrozek pnf<
.le necdlc deflly and oftcn into contcmporary man, bis
idealisms and his frauds. The play occasionally srojv.s
a little pat and contrivcd, as if Mrozck wcro reachin;^
iiard to explore the silliest ways of sclecting (he vi( tln"
iherc are a few momcnts when the action—a^tnaliv
the dialogue, which substilu:.'s for action—rirags, biii
-r'^nerally the play is wacky and fun.

The pjay has crisp dirri ijon hy Gregoiy .\ Fali-^
nnd intr^rcrttnf^, dof^n. ,»- hy K. Lypo.O'Dpll, .Inj,.,^nlcjn or»H "D rvKavi ^^ *\ r% ^^^ ^ \^ '>n fliP VI"

gOü(f nrid tl.o play it r •,

'

^ffc ..VC tiiaii "Ouc <u .>>
Tcasc" Man One and \,
•ind that shouid teil y,..,
•' '/-aie playcd sufirM.i

-.rd i<uss.

The two aie in a Im;
'^quivocal, siiponsdyc ..'.

^'v imi ar.(. .viiy, ;

"•<-' oui. ii.e .\.:,v

.'•'>f». is a soit of coiUt
fhv snot into whioii .-,

u puiis the plug on i^

.^;:ain, this could
.nore,than-yn: -do-and-

ü'A^< » Mrozc ...-> uöv
lor Alt and hurnor,
scnse of hunior to \?.\

Man Two u..v,cnlM--

to Man One. "du nr '.

''1'' *'i'-'"- .»;•; ihoir na nies
"' "''•" ''""'f "'C style of the

''•r'oi

fOn;,)
^'i it

i i,l\'.

two doors. Thcre is

liow they -ot lo
'' '"!' .'!<" ncvcr
' "' lon ;,s d the

'. 1

' ',,

• { •

j'ibi bclore

.• .1

Chi.,,.

-lOW-

But
,;.d

:>inic

",1rozek i

I y
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anything—of .-onrse, within the ränge of what is per-
niittcd-whil.

( rry everything I am permitted to do."

i\iROZEK TOYS entertainingly with the tension be-
!wcoii rl,cse ditlercnt concepts of freedom. His < onclusion
s pr.,;)Hbly that it doesn't make much difference whether
you rry nofhinj: or everything, bccause the end is the
samc tor rvcyone. But he isn't stuffy about it, and in this
play !iio ;ron;cal medium is indeed the message.

\<, iJic iwo men aigue about whether to Icave the
HMun or noi, the doors suddcnly slam shut, and a giant
hanr uliw-h roscmbles ihci old-fashioned printcr's point-
•n.; syr.^i.oj. pushcs in ihrou^h the door, points at Man
r-iic ., shoo.s and belt, and inarticulately but uncquivo-
cr.,1 .JrnKinds that he take them off and band them to

'ii.Ls ;s the beginning of the strip tease, which soon
rlivc.sis both men of their shoes, belts, coats, and pants.
Witnoui tiiese-and without dignity and hope-they walk
off throLigh another door as the play ends. This ending is

nn!v' T^"" ''t'^
''

'^''^^'"i"^
^"^ fascinating, thanks no.only to Mro/.ek s Script but also to the fine work ofRaphael and Kuss.

\y vx ^3
Ji

j Jon lias Of. ddJJ.O UV d9ll^}9U

/ »f
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Two Short piays that deal with tirnaloss p^nl.
"-»ms in thc ironic language and styie of nur lim,
-ere presented iast night at A Contemporary Tnr-

"Oui at Sea** and "Strip Tease" were wnit( ,.

t)y Slawomir Mrozek, a young Polish unter who
Plays are just becoming known in the United Stnic
Käst night s Performance of "Strip Tease" was. .

«act, an American premiere.
The double-bill prodiiction is the third in ACT's [\\u.

soason. The two previous productions set attendance rrr
ords. This one might set another.

In ACT's well-crafted and excellently acted prodiic-
tion, the two Mrozek plays provide an eminently cnloy.
^ble evening of theater. The plays are pohited and ncr-
.ncnt, saucy and spirited, funny and touching-and jm-.^

' Jjtile kooky.

u J'a-^o^x?^^^^'^
expressions of nur timcs. and uvm .

nhat A CONTEMPORARY Tlieater is all about.

• BOTH PLAYS DEAL with serioi.s. imporinni (,.-
•M1S - the natiirc of free will, choice, individu.n i:-.-p
.'im. etc. --- but thcy aren't in the suchtest st.iffy er ,.

•' ntKHis about their importance. In fact, ihc ....!,
nnwocal tangential languaoo pokes fun at thr pi.,i.
nis n( the samc (iino it analv/'^s ihom.
Both p.'ays also utilizo tcchnHiues .from (he >o-<;,..

iicater ol the Absurd, but a-ain. noither is self-consc;.
or aggressive about its style. The absurdist techmc, r-

nVQ clearly used for fun and not for an attemnt at so-un
->smic (and usually unintelligible) revelation.

"Out at Sea" puts three men on a raft m W^o. nun
die of the occan. The Situation is hardiy realistic .N-men are sitting on three siraJght-bacKed chair, on ino
raft which also carries a large ehest and, in^a ccwurr
an old - fashioned .shower; the men are impcccahiv
dresspd, except that they have nc shoes or yocks

They are hungry — starved, in fact. It quickly hc-
^•onics clear that, if they are to eat, thcy will havc iu
'^at not something but somcone. The rest of ihe piay i.^

devoted to singiing out the one who is to orovidc» the

THEN T\Va (». JIE MEN ioin forces againsL ihr

.'(M'd. cor.t.'..d j • since thev ire orphani-: they Cic-

-^rve special treaunent and he, th* only .lon-orph;-! .

•lould be '^'ttev Tn^s niCtiicd of sclecdon ..Isi fai!.> \v!:t^n

leicgra n is deiiv^^vpd (on a r^it ?n »"id-be<;, yLi) an-
^ouncing that the chird man's mother has died.

The pitch that finally is effeotive involves an appoal
^0 man's selflcssness and his manyr-potential/his willinp-

r.css to jricrifice himself for others.

Along the way to the final soicction, Mrozek pu!«;

the needle dcftly and ottcn into contemporary man, his

idealisms and his irauds. The play occasionally .«.ccn.b

a little pat and contrivcd, as if Mrozek wcrc rcachinj?

hard to explore the sillicst ways of sclecting ihc victir/».

There are a few momcnts when the action—n^t na üy
the dialogue, which substitu.^s for action—draps, hwt

ficnerally tlie play is wacky and fun.

The play has orisp dim (jon by Gregory A ^^. Ü

and int- i'cutmß, do^n".' ' afr by K. Lype.O'Dcll, I ,,

Piays

A
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nnyrhinr.-of conrse. within the r^nge of ^v'^at is oe!m.ttoH-whilr. I rry everything I am" permitted to d ' '

iMJJO/F.K TOVS entertainingly with the cnsion be-
fvvron rhcse diflcrcnt concepts of freedom. His concius- ".

IS pn.oao.y l.a. jt doosn't make m^ n difference whether
von t.y norhm- or cvcrything. be.ause the end is the
sanic for rv ry.ine. But he isn't stufty about it, and in tnit;
piay 'i.c iw.i.cal mcdiu.-n is indeed the messa^-e.

As (lio two men ar;iue about whether to leave tharoom or r.a, thc doors .^ddcnly sla.n shut, and a giant

T::^::;^
«•-^cinbk-. :.. dd-fashioaed pWn^or'/j^int-

Oi.c. ^J' >^'^ and bclt, and mariiculately but uncquivo-
c^,lv ..r -r;:.ds that he take thcm off and band thcm to

ir.is •, ;lic hesinmng of the strip tease, which soon

W i^>m ihe:,c-and w.thout dignity and hope-thevwa!k

^i^'^\
""''"'"

"T""
'" "^^ P'^y «"^s- Ti-.:s ending

o' V o M L'I' " ^^Tu^ ^"'^ fascinating, thanks not

R 'ph: el ^ KUSS
"""' '"' '''" " "^^ ""^ ^'^^ °'

\

'^,
/

\^xS^' t—ö.

, ..,-. ,ijgj . o-).. ..>-
,

fr-
—'-

i

m

^nnn^vry onW 'D/%V%öv» 'NÄ«!», ^ »--»«n or. fln> , .,,

;-.>d. and dlO play U-r^ -.: :•,<
, I;: M:,n;.-;;,^; .n>M*V;ünc

clioctiye than "Oul dl SrV' ' hr- :\vo char,.. .•,:-, in "Strip
Tcaso" Man One and Min Ino (i'-.osc '..o th^^ir namcs
and that shoidd teil yr.. M>ii.i:)i:i;;.' .dmul l!.c style of the
play)—are played sm»""hiy r.\- i- ronic Rnphael and Rich-
ard Kuss.

The two are in a harc room >Mih two doors. There is

f-quivocal, suggestive disrussion al>.>aL how t!u:y got to

the room and why, 'nU llio i. ^isr ,r isuns ajo ncvcr
peiled out. The rathei- mcna«';). .>iigp;*s;i(>n is ihat the
room is a sort of contojupor.iry h.iii\v.,y iion.si: lo nowhcre,
the spot into which ;.>;LiLiy iiit\..>is a pcrM)ii just bcfore
kt pulls the plug on i.;.-.i.

Again, this cöuld bc ;;ivv

more-than-you-do-an\:-isn't-ii

again, mrozek has »iSvd thc .

for wit and humor, althou;;

Aonse of humor to iaugh al ;

Man Two describe.^ il.^i.- •
•' - . .*. ,

"

; .
• s

to Man One, "do r. 'hm; • ;. ii\ » » uu

k«. 1 1 •

) .0 l«>ni;-lai'Oxi. I-]<now-

i %' i trc.-.iir.Oid. But
. » .1

'

>:. ;jin;; {-..id

./,:ld . • . •!\)smio

^\

k
OUT AT SEA

and

J,^.

,. , .v^ .American Promiere)

}';/'• X'^-.t
il

t>y SUwo-n,,- Mroiolc

löv '^ V Reservatione AT 4-730:
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TWO . N - PRODUCnONS
in association with MERRY ENTERPRISES THEATRE. INC.

Presents the American Premiere of

Directed by

Paul Czolczynski

Set Design by

Janusz Kapusta
& Karol Popek

Mm
liv JUwomir rirozeh

Production Stage Manager
Rodd Berro

Lights by

Ed Mathews

GAST

Vernon Morris*

Jack McLaughlin *

Sara March*

Richard Litt*

Nicholas Neubauer

Erik Avari

Nicholas Haylett*

Timothy Lewis *

Captain Haggerty *

Anthony John Lizzul*

* courtesy of Actors' Equity

At THE NO SMOKING PLAYHOUSE
354 West 45th Street

Tickets : $4.00

JUNE 16 - 19, 21, 24 - 26 at 8:00 p.m.
JUNE 20, 27 at 3:00 & 7:00 p.m.

Call OR 9-7575

AN EQUITY APPROVED SHOWCASE
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TITLE

BTRIl

DESCRIPTION
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AMOUNT
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p«y tl/3 Oruenthal - 7.50
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